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Beneath  an  awful  gloom,  a  night  of  fliade, 

By  filent  darknefs  more  majeftic  made, 

I  place  thy  volume,  Young,  with  reverence  place; 

Thy  volume,  worthy  of  a  faint's  embrace  ! 

What  gofpel-truths  thy  heavenly  lines  convey. 

And  fleal  us  from  mortality  away  ! 

Full  on  the  foul  thy  tides  of  rapture  flow, 

Kindling  we  hear,  and,  while  we  read,  we  glow! 

Exalted  by  thy  theme,  we  mount  on  high,  ' 

We  fpurn  at  earth,  we  claim  our  native  fky. 

Now  let  the  unlettcr'd,  or  the  letter'd  man, 

Deny  the  foul  immortal,  if  he  can  : 

A  foul  immortal  in  thy  works  we  fee  ; 

(Jan  duft  and  aflies  think  and  write  like  thee  ? 

Thompson's  garden  inscriptions. 
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For  the  life  of  Young,  the  world  is  obliged  to  Mr.  Herbert  Croft,  the  Englini  lexicographer,  for- 
merly a  barriftcr  of  Lincoln's-Inn,  now  a  clergyman,  who  was  the  friend  of  his  fon,  and  wiflied 
to  vindicate  him  from  fonie  very  miftaken  remarks  to  his  prejudice.  Mr.  Croft's  narrative,  which 
exhibits  a  fuccefsfiil  imitation  of  Dr.  Johnfon's  ftyle,  was  fubjcAed  to  •.l\e  revifion  of  our  great  po- 
etical biographer,  who  adopted  it  as  an  introducStion  to  his  critical  examination  of  the  genius  an4 
writings  of  Young. 

The  fads  ftated  in  the  prefent  account  are  chiefly  taken  from  Mr.  Croft's  narrative,  with  the 
addition  of  fuch  partic'alars  as  fubfequent  refearches,  or  cafual  information,  have  fupplied. 

Edward  Young  was  born  at  Upham,  near  Winchefter,  in  Jane  i68l.  Ke  was  the  fon  of  Dr. 
Edward  Young,  at  that  time  Fellow  of  Winchefter  College,  and  Redor  of  Upham.  In  l68z,  he 
was  collated  to  the  prebend  of  Gillingham- Minor,  in  the  church  of  Salifbury,  by  BIfhop  Ward. 
He  was  afterward-s,  in  confequence  of  his  merit  and  reputation,  or  of  the  intereft  of  Lord  Brad- 
ford, to  whom,  in  1 702,  he  dedicated  two  volumes  of  fermons,  appointed  Chaplain  to  King  Wil- 
liam and  Queen  Mary,  and  preferred  to  the  deanery  of  Salifoury.  Jacob,  who  wrote  in  1720,  fays, 
"  he  was  Chaplain  and  Clerk  of  the  Clofet  to  the  late  Queen,  who  honoured  him,  by  ftanding 
godmother  to  the  poet."  He  died  at  Salifbtiry,  in  1 705.  Burnet  preached  his  funeral  fermon, 
and  beflowed  upon  him  a  handfome  eulogium. 

He  was  placed  on  the  foundation  at  Winchefler  College,  where  he  remained  till  the  eleflion  af- 
ter his  eighteenth  birth-day,  the  period  at  which  thofe  upon  the  foundation  are  fuperarnuated  ; 
when,  not  being  chofen  to  New  College,  Oxford,  he,  on  the  15th  of  OvSlober  1703,  was  entered 
an  independent  member  of  that  fociety,  that  he  might  live  at  little  expence  at  the  lodgings  of  the 
Warden,  who  was  a  particular  friend  of  his  father.  In  a  few  months,  the  Warden  of  New  College 
died.  He  then  removed  to  Corpus  College.  The  prefident  of  this  fociety,  from  a  regard  alfo  to 
his  father,  invited  him  thither,  in  order  to  leflen  his  academical  expences.  In  1708,  he  was  nomi-: 
nated  to  a  law-fellowlhip  at  All  Souls,  by  Archbifhop  Tenifon  ;  into  whofe  hands  it  came  by  devolu- 
tion. Such  repeated  patronae;es,  while  it  juftifies  Burnet's'  pralfe  of  the  father,  refledls  credit  on  the 
condudl  of  the  fon.  The  manner  in  which  it  was  exerted,  feems  to  prove,  that  the  father  did  not 
leave  behind  him  much  wealth. 

It  is  reported,  that  when  he  firfl  found  himfelf  independent,  and  his  own  matter,  at  All  Souist 
he  was  not  the  ornament  to  religion  and  morality  which  he  afterwards  became. 

Pope  is  faid,  by  RufFhead,  to  have  told  Warbwrton,  that  "  Young  had  paffed  a  foolip  youth,  the 
/port  of  peers ;  but  his  having  a  very  good  heart,  enabled  him  to  fupport  the  clerical  charadler,  when 
he  affumed  it,  with  decency,  and  afterwards  with  honour." 

The  authority  of  his  father,  indeed,  had  ceafed  fome  time  before  by  his  death  ;  and  he  w^as  cer- 
tainly not  afhamed  to  be  patronized  by  the  Duke  of  Wharton,  "  the  fcorn  and  wonder  of  his  days." 

His  father  had  been  well  acquainted  with  Mrs.  Anne  Wharton,  the  firft  wife  of  Thomas  Whar-  . 
ton,  Efq.  afterwards  Marquis  of  Whartirt,  a  lady  celebrated  for  her  poetical  talents,  by  Burnet  and 
by  Waller.  The  father  of  the  Duke  of  Wharton,  had  been  the  friend  of  his  father;  and,  after  he  be- 
came ennobled,  did  not  drop  the  fon  of  his  old  friend  ;  In  him,  during  the  fhort  time  he  lived,  Youngj 
found  a  patron,  and  in  his  eccentric  and'diffolute  defcendent,  a  friend  and  a  companion.  But  the 
duke,  it  is  to  be  fuppofed,  did  not  at  once  fink  into  the  depths  of  profligacy.  That  he  had  great 
and  fhining  abilities,  was  acknowledged  by  his  contemporaries,  who  entertained  the  greateft  hopes 
of  his  becoming  an  honour  to  his  country.  It  is  not  unreafonable  to  imagine,  that  the  bare  ac- 
quaintance with  fuch  a  man  as  Wharton  proved  to  be,  might  give  rife  to  the  report  of  his  having' 
relaxed,  in  early  youth,  from  the  llridl  and  rigid  rules  of  virtue ;  of  the  truth  of  whicli,  there  is 
not  fufficient  evidence. 

The  teftimony  of  Tindal,  who  fpent  much  of  his  time  at  .A.11  Souls,  is  an  unqueftionable  putho- 
rity  in  favour  of  Young's  warmth  and  ability  in  the  caufe  of  religion,  in  the  early  pau  of  his  life. 
"  The  other  boys,"  faid  he,  "  I  can  always  anfwer,  becaufe  I  always  know  whence  they  have  their 
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arguments,  which  I  have  read  a  hundred  times;  but  that  fellow  Young,  Is  continually  peftering  mq 
with  fomething  of  his  own." 

In  17 12,  when  Queen  Anne  called  up  to  the  Houfe  of  Lords  the  fens  of  the  Earls  of  Northampf 
ton  and  Aylefbury,  and  added,  in  one  day,  ten  others  to  the  number  of  peers  ^^  publifhed  -^^  £/'{/- 
tie  to  the  Right  Honourable  George  Lord LanfJoiuit ;  in  order  to  reconcile  the  people  to  one,  at  leaft,  of 
the  new  lords.     It  feenis  intended  alfo  to  reconcile  the  public  to  the  late  peace. 

The  affeiflionate  mention  of  the  death  of  his  friend  Harrifon,of  New  College,  at  the  clofe  of  rh^, 
poem,  is  an  inftancc  of  his  art,  which  difplayed  itfelf  fo  wonderfully  afterwards  in  the  Nt^hf 
thoughts,  of  making  the  public  a  party  in  his  private  forrow. 

Of  this  poen:,  there  is  no  appearance  in  his  own  edition  of  his  works,  in  4  vols,  8vo  ;  and  prefixed  to 
an  edition  by  Curll  and  Tonfon,  in  1741,  is  a  letter  from  Young  to  Curll,  in  which  he  advifes  Us 
omiflion.  "  I  think,"  fays  he,  in  the  preface  to  the  lyorks  of  the  Author  of  i^e  N.ight  Thought^  "  the 
following  pieces,  in  four  volumes,  to  be  the  moft  .^xcufuhle  of  all  that  I  have  written  ;  and  I  with  kfs 
apology  was  needful  for  thefe.  As  there  is  n»  recalling  what  is  got  abroad,  the  pieces  here  repu- 
blifhed  I  have  rcvifed  and  correiSled,  and  rendered  them  d^i  pardonable  as  it  was  in  rny  power  to  do." 
It  is  but  jufticc  to  difiinguifh  what  the  author  of  the  Kigbt  Thoughts  deliberately  rfjedled. 

When  Addifon  publiflied  "  Cato,"  in  17 13,  Young  prefixed  to  it  a  recommendatory  copy  of  ver- 
fes.     This  is  one  of  the  pieces  which  he  did  not  republifh. 

The  Laji  Day  W3S  publi-Hied  the  fame  year.  The  Vice-Chancellor's  Imprimatur  :  for  it  was  firft 
printed  at  Oxford,  is  dated  May  19.  17J3.  From  the  exordium,  he  appears  to  have  fpent  fonie 
time  in  the  compofition  of  it.  While  other  bards  tvith  Britain's  hcrofct  their  fouls  on  fre,  he  draws, 
he  fays,  vl  daperfene.  This  ferious  poem  wras  finifhcd  by  him  as  early  as  1710;  for  part  of  it  is 
printed  in  the  "  Tatler."  The  "  Englifhman"  of  Odlober  29.  1713,  which  was  probably  writ- 
ten by  Addifon,  fpeaks  handfomely  of  it.  It  was  infcribed  to  the  queen  in  a  dedication ;  which,  for 
fome  rcafon,  he  did  not  admit  into  his  works,  k  tells  her,  that  the  only  title  to  the  great  honour 
he  now  does  himfelf,  is  the  obligation  which  he  formerly  received  from  her  royal  indulgence. 

Of  this  obligation  nothing  is  now  known,  unlefs  he  alluded  to  her  being  his  godmother.  He 
is  faid,  indeed,  to  have  been  engaged  at  a  fettled  ftipcnd,  as  a  writer  for  the  court.  In  Swift's 
*'  Rhapfody  on  Poetry,"  arc  thefc  lines,  fpeaking  of  the  court  : 

Whence  Gay  was  banifhM  in  dlfgrace, 
Where  Pope  will  never  fhovv  his  face. 
Where  V — ■ —  muft  torture  his  invention. 
To  flatter  knaves,  or  loic  his  penfion. 

That  Y meaBS  Young,  feems  clear  from  four  other  lines  in  the  fame  poem  : 

Attend,  ye  Popes,  and  Yonngs,  and  Gays, 
And  tun^  your  harps,  and  ftrew  your  bays ; 
Your  panegyrics  here  provide ;       '  • 

You  cannot  err  on  flattery's  flde. 

Of  the  dedication,  the  complexion  is  clearly  political.  It  fpeaks  in  the  highefl;  terms  of  the  peace 
of  Utrecht.  Mr.  Croft  doubts  whether  he  liad  a  right  to  withdraw  the  praifc  he  had  orce  given, 
and  aflcs,  "  Was  he  confcii)Us  of  the  exaggeration  of  party  ]  Then  he  fliould  not  have  written  it. 
If  it  contained  only  the  praife  of  trcth,  he  fliould  not  have  omitted  it  in  his  works."  Surety  this  is 
'denying  a  man  the  privilege  of  becoming  wifer  by  his  own  experience  !  Young,  in  the  warmth  of 
party  zeal,  might  very  honeftly  and  finccrely  write  a  panegyric,  which  time,  arid  a  clearer  know- 
ledge of  charafters,  might  convince  him  was  undefcrved  ;  all  he  could  then  do,  was  filently  to  fup- 
jirefs,  as  far  as  he  was  able,  tli-ife  errors  into  which  an  upright  heart  had  betrayed  his  judgment. 

The  poem  itfelf,  is  not  without  a  glance  towards  politics,  notwithftanding  the  fubjeift.  The 
cry,  that  the  church  was  in  danger,  had  not  yet  fubfided.  The  Laf  Bay,  written  by  a  layman, 
V  .>s  much  approved  by  the  Tory  miriftry,  and  their  friends. 

The  Force  of  Religion,  or  fanrjiiifbe.i  Lovc\  was  publifhed  before  the  queen's  death.  This  poem  is 
fojindcd  on  the  execution  of  Lady  Jane  Gray,  and  her  hufband,  Lord  Guildford  Dudley,  1554;  a 
f-ory  cholcn  for  the  lubjtdi  of  an  epifllc  by  Cawthorn,  3  tragedy  by  Smith,  and  wrought  into 
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tragedy  by  Rowe.     The  flattering  dedication  of  it  to  the  Countefs  of  Salifbury,  does  not  appear  in 
his  own  edition. 

On  the  23d  of  April  1 71 4,  he  took  his  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Civil  Law  ;  and,  the  fame  year,  he 
publiflied  a  poem  on  the  Queen's  death,  and  his  Majefty's  acceflion  to  the  throne.  It  is  infcribed 
to  Addifon,  then  Secretary  to  the  Lords  Juftices.     This  poem  he  did  not  admit  into  his  works. 

In  1716,  when  the  foundation  of  the  Codrington  Library  was  laid,  he  was  appointed  to  fpeak 
thd  Latin  Oration,  hi  his  letter  to  Curll,  he  fays,  "  If  yon  will  take  my  advice,  I  would  have  you 
omit  the  Oration  on  Codrington.  I  think  the  colledion  wiii  fell  better  without  it."  This  oration' he 
did  not  admit  into  his  works. 

In  1717,  when  Wharton,  after  hi':  return  from  his  travels,  went  to  Ireland,  it  is  not  unlikely  that 
Young  accompanied  his  avowed  friend  and  patron.  From  a  pzfiage  relating  to  Swift,  in  his  letter 
to  Richardfon,  on  original  comfMijition,  it  i*  clear  he  was,  at  fome  period  of  his  life,  in  that  c«nn:ry. 

In  1719.  he  was  received  into  the  Earl  of  Exeter's  faimily,  as  tutor  to  Lord  Bm-leijjh;  whicili 
he  foon  quitted',  upon  the  preffing  felicitations  of  Wharton,  and  Irfs  pmniifes  of  ferving  and  ad- 
vancing him  in  the  world. 

The  fame  year,  his  Bufiris,  King  cf  Egypt,  was  aded  at  the  theatre  in  Brury-Lane,  and  met  with 
fuccefs.  I'hc  plot  is  of  his  own  contrivance.  The  haughty  meffage  Cent  by  Eifiris  to  the  Perjiari 
Aoibajfador,  is  copied  froni  that  returaed  by  the  Ethiopian  Prince  to  Cambyfes,  in  the  third  book 
of  Herodotus.  The  dialogue  contains  many  ftriking  beauties  of  fentiment  and  defcription,  but  it  is 
written  in  a  glaring  ambitious  ftyle;  the  pride  ai  Bufiris  is  fuch  as  no  other  man  can  have  ;  and  the 
whole  is  too  remote  from  human  life,  to  raife  either  grief,  horror,  or  indignation.  It  was  iiifcribed 
to  the  Duke  of  ttjewcalllc,  "  becaufc  the  late  inftanctfs  he  had  received  of  his  Grace's  undeferved 
and  uncommon  favour,  in  an  affair  of  fome  confeqaei:ce,  foreign  to  the  theatre,  had  taken  froni 
him  the  privilege  of  choofing  a  patron."     The  dedication  he  afterwards  fupprefled. 

He  took  the  degree  of  I>odor  of  Laws  on  the  loth  of  June  1 7 19.  The  fame  year,  he  lament- 
ed the  death  of  Addifan,  in  a  letter  addreffcd  to  their  common  friend,  Tickell.  According  to 
Spence's  MSB,  they  ufed  to  "  communicate  to  each  other  whatever  verfes  they  wrote,  even  to  the 
leaft  things." 

The  fame  year  appeared  A  Parjphrafe  on  fart  of  the  Bqci  of  fob,  which  he  dedicated,  in  no  com- 
mon Ilrain  of  flattery,  to  Lord  Chancellor  Parker.  Of  tnis  work,  his  opinion  may  be  known  from 
his  letter  to  Curll : — "  You  feem,  in  the  coUedllon  you  propofe,  to  have  omitted  what  I  think  may 
tlaini  the  firft  place  in  it ;  I  mean,  "  A  Tranilation  from  part  of  Job,  printed  by  Mr.  Tonfon." 
The  dedication  was  only  fuffered  to  appear  in  Tonfon's  edition. 

In  1721,  ^be  Revertge,  a  tragedy,  was  adled  at  the  theatre  in  Dmry-Lane,  and  met  with  ver-f 
great  fuccefs.  This  is  his  bed  dramatic  performance.  It  approaches  miich  nearer  to  human  prac- 
tices and  manners  than  Buftris,  and  therefore  keeps  pofleffion  of  the  ftage.  The  firfl  defign  feems 
fuggefted  by  "  Othello"  and  "  Abdelazar ;"  but  he  has,  in  fome  reijpeifts,  greatly  improved  on  both. 
The  reficdions,  the  incidents,  and  the  didiion,  are  original.  The  moral  obfervations  are  fo  intro- 
duced and  lb  expieffed,  as  to  have  all  the  novelty  chat  can  be  required- 

He  dedicated  thi*  famous  tragedy  to  Wharton.  "  Your  Grace,"  fays  the  dedication,  "  has  been 
pleafed  to  make  yourfelf  accellary  to  the  following  fcenes,  not  only  by  fuggefting  the  moft  "beaiui- 
ful  incident  in  them,  but  by  making  all  p<ffible.provifion  for  the  fuccefs  of  the  whole."  That  Whar- 
ton (hould  have  fuggefted  the  incident,  to  which  he  alludes,  is  not  unlikely,  a's  hi?  lait  mentsf  esef'-' 
tion,  in  his  quarters  at  Lerida  in  Sixain,  was  fome  fcenes  of  a  tragedy,  on  the  ftory  of  "  Mary  Queen' 
of  Scots;"  to  which  Lady  MaryWoriley  Montague  wrote  an  epilogue,  which  is  prefcrved  in  Dodf- 
ley's  "  ColIe<5lion." 

He  concludes  his  adcref-  to  Wharton,  whom  he  acknowledges  not  only  as  the  defender  of  hi? 
poetry,  but  as  the  promoter  of  his  fortune,  th\fs  :  "  My  prcfent  fortune  is  his  boonty,  and  my  future- 
his  care;  which,  1  will  venture  to  fay, ivill  be  alwaya  remembered  to  his  honcrtr  ;  C.nce  he,  I  knew, 
intended  his  genercfity  as  an  epcourpgement  to  merit;  thorigh,  through  his' very  pardonable  parti-" 
ality  to  one  who  bears  him  fo  fmcere  B.duty'and  refpedt,  I  h.appen  to  receive  fhe  benefit  of  jt."  He 

■excluded  this  decicanor.  from  his  own  euiti«n  of  hi;  works.    .-  ■  ',„  .   '' 
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To  the  patronage  of  this  unhappy  chara(ft«r,  he  was  certainly,  however,  indebted  for  fomething 
material.  Wharton's  regard  for  Young,  added  to  his  "  luft  of  praife,"  procured  to  All  Souls  Col- 
lege a  donation,  which  was  not  forgotten  when  he  dedicated  The  Rrjtuge. 

Two  annuities  were  alfo  granted  by  the  Duke  to  Young  ;  one  of  which  was  dated  March  24. 
1719,  and  accounted  for  his  Grace's  bounty  in  a  ftyle  princely  and  commendable,  if  not  legal  : — 
"  Confidering  that  the  public  goodis  advanced  by  the  enouragemcent  of  learning,  and  the  polite  arts, 
and  being  pleafed  therein  with  the  attempts  of  Dr.  Young;  in  confideration  thereof,  and  of  the  love 
I  bear  him,  &c"  The  other  was  dated  July  10,  1722. 

When  Lord  Chancellor  Hardwickc  was  to  determine,  March  14.  174O,  whether  thefe  annuities 
were  for  legal  confiderations,  Young,,  on  his  examination,  fwore,  that  he  quitted  the  Exeter  family, 
and  refufed  an  annuity  of  jco  I.,  which  had  been  offered  him  for  life,  if  he  would  continue  tutor  to 
Lord  Burleigh,  upon  the  felicitations  of  the  Duke  of  Wharton,  and  his  Grace's  affurances  of  pro- 
viding for  him  in  a  much  more  ample  manner. 

It  alfo  appeared,  that  the  Duke  had  given  him  a  bond  for  600 1.,  datfd  March  15.  1721,  in  con- 
fideration of  his  taking  feveral  journeys,  and  being  at  great  expences,in  order  to  be  chofcn  Member  of 
Parliament,  at  the  Duke'o  defire ;  and  in  confideration  of  his  not  taking  two  livings  of  200I.  and  400 1., 
in  the  gift  of  All  Souls  College,  on  his  Grace's  promifes  of  ferving  and  advancing  him  in  the  world. 

The  attempt  to  get  into  Parliament  was  at  Cirenceiler,  where  Young  flood  a  coutefted  eleAion, 
about  1 7 21,  in  which  he  was  unfuccefsful. 

His  Satires  were  originally  publiflied  feparately,  under  the  title  of  The  Love  of  Fame,  or  The  Uni- 
verfiil  Pa£lan.  The  firft  appeared  in  1725.  The  fifth  was  not  pubUfhed  till  1727,  and  the  fixth 
net  till  1728;  when  he  gathered  them  into  one  publication,  "  correfted  and  enlarged,"  and  pre- 
fixed a  preface,  dtcifive  in  favour  of  laughing  at  the  world  ;  which  he  preferved,  without  any  pallia- 
tion, in  the  colkcftion  of  his  works.  They  were  infciibed  to  the  Duke  of  Dorfet,  Mr.  Dodington, 
afterwards  Lord  Melcombe,  Mr.  Spencer  Compton,  afterwards  Lord  Wilmington,  Lady  Elizabeth 
Germain,  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  &c. 

By  the  Univerfal  Pcjion,  according  to  Mr.  Croft,  he  acquired  more  than  three  thoufand  pounds. 
His  ion  informed  Dr.  Johnfon  and  Mr.  Bofwell,  in  1781,  "  that  his  father  had  received  feveral 
thoufand  pounds  of  fubfcription-nioney  for  his  Uiiiverfal  PaJJion,  but  had  loft  it  in  the  South  Sea. 
Dr.  Johnfon  thought  this  mud  be  a  millake  ;  for  he  had  never  feen  a  fubfcription-book." 

It  is  related  by  Spence,  in  his  MSS.,  on  the  authority  of  Mr.  Rawlinfon,  that  Young,  upon  the 
publicatio.a  of  his  Umverfal Pjjfion,  received  from  the  Duke  of  Grafton  two  thOufand  pounds;  and 
that,  when  one  of  his  friends  exclaimed  "  two  thoufand  pounds  for  a  poem,"  he  faid  it  was  the  beft 
bargain  he  ever  aiade  in  his  life  ;  for  the  poem  was  worth  four  thoufand.  This  ftory  may  be  true  ; 
but  it  fccnis  to  have  been  raifcd  from  the  two  anfwers  of  Sidney  and  Lord  Burleigh,  refpedling  the 
"  Eaery  QMcene." 

In  1726,  he  addreffcd  a  poem,  called  The  Inf  aliment,  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  of  which  the  title 
fufhciently  c.tplainb  the  intention.  It  is  among  the  pieces  he  did  not  admit  into  the  number  of  hi» 
paidonalle  writings. 

At  the  acceffion  t.f  George  II.,  he  publiflied  Oaan,  An  Ode,  concluding  luith  a  Wijh.  The  hint  of 
it  was  taken  from  the  Royal  Speech;  which  recommended  the  increafe  and  the  encouragement  of 
the  feamen;  that  they  might  be  invited,  rather  than  compelled  by  force  and  violence,  to  enter  in- 
to the  fervice  of  their  country  ;  a  plan  which  humanity  muft  lament  that  policy  has  not  even  yet 
been  able  or  willing  to  carry  into  execution.  Prefixed  to  the  original  publication,  were  An  Ode 
to  the  King,  Pater  Putrid,  and  an  PJfuy  on  Lyric  Poetry.  He  prefervcd  neither  of  them  in  his  own 
tdition.  The  Ode  itfclf,  which  in  the  firll  edition,  and  in  the  laft,  confifls  of  feventy-three  ftanzas, 
in  his  own  edition  is  reduced  to  fifty-nine.  Among  the  omitted  palfages,  is  the  Wijb.  The  EJfay 
on  Lyric  Pvctry  is  io  juft  and  impartial,  as  to  condemn  hinifelf. 

Siion  after  the  appearance  of  Ocean,  when  he  was  ^Imoft  fifty,  he  entered  into  orders;  and,  in 
April  1728,  not  long  after  he  put  on  the  gown,  he  was  appointed  Chaplain  to  the  King. 

The  tragedy  of  The  Brothers,  which  was  ^ready  in  rehearful,  he  immediately  withdrew  from  the 
ftage,  as  unbecoming  his  new  irofeflion. 
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It  13  related  by  kuff  head,  that,  when  he  determined  on  the  church,  he  addreffed  hlmfe'f  to  Popej 
for  inflrudlions  in  theology  ;  who,  in  a  frolic,  advifcd  the  diligent  perufal  of  Thomas  Aquinas.  With 
this  treafure,  he  retired  from  interruption,  to  an  obfcure  place  in  the  fuburbs.  Pope  hearing' nothing 
of  him  during  half  a  year,  and  apprehending  he  might  have  carried  the  jefl  too  far,  fought  after 
him,  and  found  him  juft  in  time  to  prevent  what  Ruff  head  calls  •'  an  irretrieveable  derangement." 

Not  long  after  he  took  orders,  he  publifhed,  in  profe,  A  True Ejllmate  cf  Human  Life,  lyaSj  dedi- 
cated to  the  Queen  ;  and  a  Sermon,  preached  before  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  January  30.  1729,  in- 
tituled, An  Apology  for  Princes,  or  the  Re-verence  due  to  Government.  The  True  Eflimate  of  Human  Life, 
exhibits  only  the  dark  fide.  Being  alked,  why  he  did  not  give,  as  he  promifed,  the  bright  reprefen- 
tation  ;  he  isfaid  to  have  replied,  that  he  could  not.  By  others  it  has  been  fald,  that  this  was  finifli- 
ed  ;  but  that,  before  there  exifled  any  copy,  it  was  torn  in  pieces  by  a  lady's  monkey. 

In  1730,  he  relapfed  to  poetry,  and  publilhed  Imferium  Pelagi,  a  Navai  Lyrk  ;  turitten  in  imitdtioii 
ef  Pindar's  Spirit,  occafioned  by  his  Majejly's  return  from  Hanover,  September  lyiQ,  and  the  fuceeedir.g  Peace. 
It  is  infcribed  to  the  Duke  of  Chaudos.  In  the  preface  he  obfervcs,  that  the  ode  is  the  moft  fpirifed 
kind  of  poetry,  and  that  the  Pindaric  is  the  moll  fplrited  kind  of  ode.  "  This  I  fpeak,"  he  addsj 
with  fufficient  candour,  "  at  my  own  very  great  peril.  But  truth  has  an  eternal  title  to  oiir  confellionj 
though  we  are  fure  to  fuffer  by  it."  It  was  one  of  the  pieces  which  he  deliberately  refufcd  to  own. 
It  was  ridiculed  in  Fielding's  "  Tom  Thum.b." 

Not  long  after  this  Pindaric  attempt,  he  piibliftied  Two  Epljllei  to  Mr.  Pcpe,  cdnceming  the  Authort 
tfthe  Age,  1730.  In  July  the  fame  year,  he  was  prefejited,  by  his  college,  to  the  re<5lory  of  Welwynj 
ill  Hertfordlhire,  worth  above  500I    a-year. 

Ill  May  1731,  he  married  Lady  Elizabeth  Lee,  daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Litchfield,  and  \Vldow  of 
Colonel  Lee,  who  left  a  fon  and  two  daughters.  His  connedlion  with  this  lady,  arofe  from  his  fa-^ 
ther's  acquaintance  with  Mrs.  Anne  Whartoii,  who  was  the  daughter  and  co-heirefs  of  Sir  Henry 
Lee  of  Ditchley,  in  Oxfordfliirc,  and  fifter  of  th£  Couiitefs  of  Abingdon,  celebrated  by  Dryden  in  3 
funeral  panegyric,  intituled,  "  Eleanora." 

His  next  publication  was  The  Sea-Piece,  in  two  odes,  with  a  poetical  dedication  to  Voltaire,  whom 
he  had  feen  when  he  was  in  England,  at  EaftbUry,  the  feat  of  Mr.  Codington,  in  Durfetfhijrej 
Which  Thomfon,  in  his  "  Autumn,"  calls  the  "  Seat  of  the  Mufes," 
Where  in  the  fecret  bower,  and  winding  walk. 
For  virtuous  Toung  and  thee  they  twine  the  bay. 
He  enjoys  the  credit  of  an  extempore  Epigram  on  the  French  poet,  who  ridiculed,  In  the  compa- 
ny of  the  jealous  Englifli  poet,  Milton's  "  Allegory  of  Sin  and  Death." 
You  are  fo  witty,  profligate,  and  thinj 
At  once  we  think  thee  Milton,  Deaih,  and  Sin. 
From  the  following  paffage  in  the  poetical  dedication  of  The  Sed-Piece,  It  feems  that  this  extempo- 
raneous reproof  was  fomething  more  gentle  than  the  diftich  now  quoted. 
No  ftranger,  Sir,  though  born  in  foreigti  climes ; 
In  jDor/ei  downs,  when  Milton's  page 
With  Sin  and  Death  provok'd  thy  rage. 
Thy  rage  provok'd,  v/ho  footh'd  with  gentle  rhymes. 
In  t734i  he  jpubllfhcd   The  Foreign  Addiefs,  or  the  Lef  Argument  for  Peace,  occafioned  by   the  Br'ttifi 
Fleet,  and  the  Pojlure  of  Affairs^  ivritten  in  the  charaiter  ofafaikr.  It  is  not  to  be  found  in  his  awn  edition 
©f  his  works. 

In  X741,  he  was  deprived  of  his  wife.  She  brought  him  one  child,  Frederick,  now  liviop-,  t6 
•whom  the  Prince  of  Wales  was  godfather.  The  Night  Thoughts,  a  fpecies  of  poetry  aJtogethei-  his 
own,  were  begun  immediately  after  the  mournful  event  of  1741.  The  firft  Night  appears  in  the 
books  of  the  Company  of  Stationers,  as  the  property  of  Dodfley,  in  1744.  The  preface  to  Nii-lA 
feventh,  is  dated  July  7.  1744. 

In  the  ftiort  preface  to  the  Complaint,  be  tells  us,  "  that  the  occafion  of  the  poem  ■ft'as  real,  not 
fiditious;  and  that  the  fads  mtntioned  did  naturally  pour  thefe  refle(Slio:(is  on  the  thought  of  the 
writer." 

Whatever  names  lielong  to  thefe  fads,  or  if  the  names  be  thofe  generally  fuppofed  •,  whatever 
heightening  a  poet's  forrow  may  have  given  the  fads,  it  is  generally  underflood,  thatJi;  had  really 
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Iclt  domefiic  grief;  and  that  difappointed  profpefts  afforded  him  an  oftenCtlc  and  fufRcient  caufe  of 
complaint. 

The  pafiages  refpedling  PlUandery  Narc\J[a\,  Lucia\  and  Lorenzo,  have  been  applied  to  his  fon-in- 
law,  his  daughter-in-IavT,  his  wife,  and  his  fon.  It  is  probable,  that  he  had  his  wife  and  (iaughter- 
in-Jaw  in  view  for  the  charaders  of  Lucia  and  Nardijfa;  but  all  the  circumftances  relating  to  Philan- 
flVr,  do  not  appear  to  fuit  his  fon  in-law.     He  thus  deplores  his  lofs  in  an  apoftrophe  to  death. 

*  Infariate  archer  !  could  not  one  fuffice  ? 

Thy  (haft  flew  thrice,  and  thrice  my  peace  was  flain  ; 
And  tJjrice,  ere  thrice  yon  moon  had  fill'd  her  horn. 

-.  It  is  probable,  fironfj.the  following  circumftances,  that,  in  thefe  three  coirtradi(3:oi"y  linesi  the  poet 
complains  more  than  the  father-in-law,  the  friend,  or  the  widower* 

When  Young  married  Lady  Elizabeth  Lee,  flie  had  a  fon  and  two  daughters  living  by  her  former 
hufband.  The  fon  was  an  officer  ;  he  married,  and  died  foon  after,  leaving  no  child.  The  eldeft 
daughter  was  married  to  Mr.  Temple,  fon  of  Lord  Palmerfton.  She  fell  into  a  declining  ftate  of 
health,  and  was  accompanied  by  her  mother,  &:c.  to  the  fouth  of  France,  and  died  at  Lyons,  on  her 
Vray  to  Nice,  in  1736,  within  a  year  after  her  marriage,  and  only  feventeen  years  old.  It  is  more 
than  poetically  true,  that  Young  accompanied  her  to  the  Continent. 

I  flew,  I  fnatched  her  fiom  the  rigid  north. 
And  bore  her  nearer  to  the  fun. 

Her  funeral  was  attended  with  the  difEcultles  painted  in  fuch  animated  colours  in  Night  Third. 
She  was  fccretly  buried  in  the  King's  Garden  at  Montpelier.  ««  The  fpot,  a  little  gloomy  grove,  is 
khown— 1  faw  it,"  fays  Lord  Gardenflone ;  "  it  is  indeed  a  doleful Jbade"  After  her  death,  the  remain- 
der of  tlie  party  palTcd  the  enfuing  winter  at  Nice.  Mr.  Temple  married  again,  and  left  a  fon  by 
his  fcccnd  wife,  a  daughter  of  Sir  John  Barnard's,  who,  in  1 75  7,  fucceeded  to  his  grandfather's  title. 
He  died  in  1740,  and  the  poet's  wife  feven  months  after,  in  174I.  How  ccu'.d  the  infatiate  archer 
thrice  flay  his  peace  in  thefe  three  perfons,  "  ere  thrice  the  moon  had  fill'd  her  horn  !" 

From  the  great  friendfliip  which  conllantly  fubfifted  between  Mr.  Temple  and  Young,  as  well  as 
from  other  circumflances,  Mr.  Croft  feems  to  be  of  opinion,  that  Mr.  Temple  was  the  perfon  whom 
he  lamented  under  the  name  of  Philander.  It  is  not,  however,  very  probable,  that  fo  young  a  man 
as  Mr.  Temple  mud  have  been,  fhould  have  been  the  friend  oitiventy  years,  whom  the  poet  mourn- 
ed.   Be  fides,  Philander  died  before  Mrs.  Temple, 

Narcijfa.  follows  ere  his  tomb  is  clos'd,  &c. 

Perl»3p»  thofe  paiTages  refpeiSing  Philander,  which  do  not  appear  to  fuit  Mr.  Temple,  may  be 
found  applicable  to  Mrs.  Temple's  brother,  t!ie  officer,  v.  ho  dieJ  before  her  ;  and  may,  with  more 
probability  be  reckoned  the  third  vi(5llm  over  whom  Young  has  hitherto  been  pitied,  for  having  to 
pour  the  midnight  forrows  of  his  religious  poetry. 

Lady  Elizabeth  Itft  heryoungeft  daughter  under  the  care  of  Young,  with  whom  flie  lived  till  hsr 
marriage  with  Major  Kaviland,  whom  flie  accompanied  to  Ireland,  and  lived  but  a  fhort  time  after. 

Mr.  Croft  has  taken  much  pains  to  prove,  that  the  charaifter  of  Lorenr.o,  applied  to  the  poet's  fon 
in  the  "  Biographia,"  could  not  be  meant  for  him  ;  nor,  indeed,  decs  it  feem  poffible.  Mr.  Fre- 
derick Young  was  not  born  till  June  173  ^  In  1741,  this  Lorenzo,  this  finiflied  infidel,  this  father, 
to  whofe  education  vice  had,  lor  fome  years,  put  the  hll  hand,  was  only  eight  years  old.  Lorenzo 
is  evidently  a  feigned  charaifler  ;  and  the  readers  of  ihe  Ni^ht  Thou^hti  arc  much  indebted  to  '"At. 
Croft,  "  for  difcovering  that  no  fuch  charader  ever  yet  difgraced  human  nature,  or  broke  a  father's 
heart." 

This  report,  fo  open  to  contradidlion,  and  fo  impcfliblf  to  be  true,  feems  to  have  arlfen  from  an  un- 
happy miAmdcrflanding  between  Young  and  his  fon;  whofe  boyifli  follies,  it  is  faid,  "  caft  a  gloom 
over  the  evening  of  his  father's  days,"  and,  at  lafl,  brought  "  his  gray  hairs  with  forrow  to  the  grave." 

On  this  accufation,  and  on  the  charge  advanced  in  the  "  Biographia,"  of  his  having  been  forbid- 
den his  college  at  Oxford  for  milbehaviour,  Mr.  Croft  obferves,  "  From  juvenile  follies  who  is 
free  ?  But  whatever  the  '«  Biographia"  choofe  to  relate,  the  fon  of  Young  experienced  no  dif- 
miflion  from  his  college,  cither  lading  or  temporary.     Yet,  were  nature  to  indulge  him  with  a  {c 
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ccnd  youth,  ah3  to  leave  him,  at  the  fame  time,  the  experience  of  that  which  is  pal^,  he  would  pro*, 
hably  fpend  it  differently— who  would  not  ?  He  would  certainly'  be  the  occafion  of  lefs  iineafinefs 
to  his  father.  But,  from  the  fame  experience,  he  would  certainly,  in  the  fame  cafe,  be  treated  dif- 
ferently by  his  father. 

"  Young  xiris  a  poet :  pbets,  with  reverence  be  it  fpolceh,  do  not  make  the  befl  pafent's.  Fanc^'and 
imagination  feldom  deign  to  ftoop  from  their  heights;  always  (loop  unwillingly  to  the  low  level  of 
common  duties. 

"  But  the  fon  of  Young  would  fooner,  I  know,  pafs  for  a  Lorenzo^  than  fee  himfelf  vindicated  at 
the  expcnce  of  his  father's  memory  ;  from  follies  which,  if  it  may  be  thought  blameable  in  a  boy  to 
have  committed  them,  it  is  furely  praifeworthy  in  a  man  to  lament,  and  certainly  not  only  unneceP- 
fary,  but  cruel  in  a  biographer  to  record. 

"  The  famous  De  mortuh  nil  iiift  Innum,  always  appeared  to  me  to  favour  more  of  female  weak* 
nefs  than  of  manly  reafon.  He  that  has  too  much  feeling  to  fpeak  ill  of  the  dead  (who,  if  they  cannot 
defend  themfelves,  are  at  leaft  ignorant  of  his  abufe),  will  not  hefitate,  by  the  moil  wanton  calumny, 
to  dertroy  the  quiet,  the  reputation,  and  the  fortune  of  the  livitig.    Yet  cSnfure  is  not  heard  beneath 

the  tomb,  any  ir.ore  than  praife.    De  mortuh  ir.lniji  v:rum De  vhns  nil  nifthonum,  would  be  ncare* 

to  the  truth." 

The  elaborate  zeal  Mr.  Croft  exhibits  in  defence  of  his  injured  friend,  does  equal  credit  to  hA 
getiius  and  humanity  ;  btit  the  traits  and  refemblances  in  the  pitSure  of  Lorenzo,  ■were  not  fufficiently 
ftrong  to  render  fo  much  induftry  and  efTort  neceffary  to  prevent  our  miftaking  it  for  a  family  like- 
iiefs. 

Of  the  Night  TLsaghti,  all,  except  the  fe-venth  and  eighth,  are  infcribed  to  great,  or  to  growing 
rames — Mr.  Onflow,  Lord  Wilmington,  the  Duke  of  Portland,  the  Earl  of  Litchfield,  Mr.  Pelham, 
and  the  Duke  of  Newcaftle. 

The  fourth  ISIight  was  addreffed,  by  "  a  much-indebted  mufe,"  t'o  the  Honourable  Mr.  Yorke,  the 
late  Lord  Hardwicke,  who  meant  to  have  laid  the  mufc  und^r  ftill  greater  obligations,  by  the 
living  of  Shenfield  in  Effex,  if  it  had  become  vacant. 

The  five  firft  Nights  have  been  perufed,  perhaps,  more  eagerly  and  more  frequently  than  the  reft. 
Phitaiidc-r  2ii)i  Narcijfa,  are.oftcn  mentioned  and  often  lamented.  He  feems,  perhaps,  to  dwell  with 
more  melancholy  on  the  death  of  Philander  and  Narcifa,  than  of  his  wife.  When  he  got  as  far  as 
the  fixth  or  feventh,  his  original  motive  for  taking  up  the  pen  was  anfwered;  his  grief  was  natti- 
rally  either  diminiflied  cr  exhaufted.  We  ftill  find  the  fame  pious  poet;  but  we  hear  lefs  o[ Phi- 
lander and  NarciJJlt,  and  lefs  of  the  mourner  whom  he  loved  to  pity. 

By  thefe  extraordinary  poems,  written  after  he  was  fixty,  it  was  the  defire  of  Young  to  be  princi- 
pally known.  He  intituled  the  four  volumes  which  he  publiflied  himfelf,  The  Works  of  the  Author 
of  the  Night  Thoughts.  From  thefe  he  excluded  many  of  his  writings;  but  the  rejedled  pieces  con- 
tained nothing  prejudicial  to  the  caufe  of  virtue,  or  of  religion. 

In  them  he  would  only  appear,  perhaps,  in  a  lefs  refpe^51:able  light  as  a  poet ;  and  though  defpi- 
cable  as  a  dedicator,  he  would  not  pafs  for  a  worfe  Chriftian,  or  for  a  worfe  man.  This  enviable 
praife,  which  cannot  be  claimed  by  every  writer,  is  due  to  the  author  of  the  Night  Thoughts. 

Notwitliftanding  the  farewell  which  he  ftemed  to  have  taken  in  the  Night  Thoughts,  of  ambition, 
he  relapfcd  into  politics.  In  I745,  he  wrote  Some  Thoughts,  occafioned  iy  the  Prefnt  funSlure,  infcrihed 
to  the  Duke  of  NeivcaJlU.  This  political  poem  might  be  called  a  Night  Thought.  Indeed  i-t  was  original- 
ly printed  as  the  conclufion  of  the  Night  Thoughts,  though  he  omitted  it  m  his  works. 

Prefixed  to  the  fecond  edition  of  "  Rowe's  Devout  Meditations,"  is  a  letter  from  Young,  ad- 
dreffed to  Archibald  Macaulay,  Efq., thanking  him  for  the  book-;;  which,  he  fays,  "  he  ihall  never  lay 
far  out  of  his  reach  ;  for  a  greater  demonftration  of  a  found  head,  and  a  lincere  heart,  he  never  faw." 

In  1753,  his  tragedy  of  The  Brothers,  when  it  had  lain  by  him  above  thirty  years,  was  ai^ed  at 
the  theatre  in  Drury-Lane.  The  plot  is  taken  from  the  hiftory  of  Macedonia,  in  the  reign  of  the  lafi 
Philip.  The  two  charaditrs  of  Demetrius  and/'.?(y}!;^,aie  welldrawn.and  the  conteft  before  their  father, 
in  the  third  adt,  is  a  fine  piece  of  oratory;  but  their  fpeeches  are, in  a  great  aieafure,tranflations  from 
Livy.  The  play  itfelf,  though  the  profits  were  generoufly  beftowed  on  the  Society  for  the  Propaga- 
tion of  the  Gofpel,  was  but  coldly  received,  being  UBdranimatical  in  its  ccuducfl,  and  imperied  iajts 


X  THE   LIFE  OF   YOUNG. 

cataftrophe.  This  latter  defcA  is  acknowledged  in  his  own  epilogue,  which  was  never  ufed  ;  the 
place  of  it  being  fupplied  by  one  furnifhed  by  Mallet,  at  the  inAigation  of  Garrick.  Some  indeli- 
cate alluQons  in  it  to  the  author's  charity,  gave  juft  oifencc.  Young  was  much  offended  by  it ;  nor 
would  he  fuffer  it  to  be  printed  at  the  end  of  his  piece. 

The  profits  of  The  Brothers,  he  hoped,  would  aniotiDt  to  a  thoufand  pounds.  In  his  calculation 
he  was  deceived  ;  but,  by  the  bad  fuccefs  of  his  play,  the  fociety  was  not  a  lofer.  He  made  up  the 
fum  he  originally  intended,  from  his  own  pocket.  While  it  failed  to  increafe  his  reputation  for  geni- 
us, it  added  to  the  chara(51er  of  his  humanity. 

His  next  publication  was,  The  Centuur  notfabujoui.,  infix  Letters  to  a  Friend,  on  the  Life  in  Fogue.  In 
the  third  letter,  is  defcribed  the  death*bed  of  the  "  gay,  young,  noble,  ingenious,  accomplifhedj 
and  moft  wretched  Altamont."  His  lafl  words  were  :  "  My  principles  have  poifoned  my  friend,  my 
extravagance  has  beggared  my  boy,  and  my  uakindnefs  has  murdered  my  wife."  The  charadter  of 
Altamont  bears  no  little  rcfembiante,  in  the  perfe(5Hon  of  wickednefs,  to  the  Lorenzo  of  the  Night 
Thoughts.     Report  has  been  accuftomed  to  call  Altamont  JLord  Eufton. 

In  1756,  Dr.  Warton  dedicated  the  firft;  volume  of  his  admirable  "  Eflay  on  the  Writings  and  Ge- 
nius of  Pope,"  to  Young  ;  who  "  appears,"  fays  Mr.  Cioft,  "  in  his  old  age,  to  have  bartered  for 
a  dedication  an  opinion  entertained  of  his  friend,  through  all  that  part  of  life,  when  he  mull  have 
been  befl  able  to/orm  opinions." 

"  I  know  not,"  fays  an  intelligent  writer  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  Vol.  LII.  p  71  , 
"  why  it  fhould  be  fuppofed,  becaufe  Dr.  Warton  dedicated  his  "  Effay"  to  Young,  that,  there* 
fore,  he  muft  either  have  changed  his  opinion  of  Pope,  or  have  bartered  his  opinion  for  a  dedication. 
He  was  neither  greedy  of  praile,  nor  was  he  reduced  to  the  necefiity  of  bartering  any  thing  to  pro- 
cure it.     The  compliment  paid  him,  I  have  no  Ao\iht,via.?,  3.  voluntary  compliment." 

In  1758,  he  again  became  a  dedicator,  andpubliflied  A  Sermon,  preached  before  their  Majejlies  at  Ken'^ 
ftigton,  addreffed  to  the  King.  If  he  compofed  many  fermons,  he  did  not  oblige  the  public  with  many. 
The  following  letter,  from  Seeker  to  Young,  dated  July  8.  I7j8.,  given  by  Mr.  Croft,  ferves  to 
ihow  at  what  a  late  period  of  life  the  author  of  the  Night  Thoughts  folicited  preferment. 

"  I  have  long  wondered,  that  more  fuitable.  notice  of  ynur  great  merit  hath  not  been  taken  by 
perfons  in  power.  But  how  to  remedy  the  omifuoii,  I  fee  not.  No  encouragement  hath  ever  beea 
given  mc  to  mention  things  of  this  nature  to  his  Majefty;  and,  therefore,  in  all  likelihood,  the  on- 
ly confequence  of  doing  it,  would  be  weakening  the  little' influence,  which  elfe  I  may  poffibly  have 
on  fomc  other  occafious.  Your  fortune  and  your  reputation^  fct  you  above  the  need  of  advance- 
ment ;  and  your  fentiments  above  that  concern  for  it,  on  your  own  account,  which,  on  that  of  the 
public,  is  fitKercly  fch  by  your,  &c." 

The  neglect  of  Young  is,  by  fome,  afcribed  to  his  having  attached  himfelf  to  the  Prince  of  Wales, 
and  to  his  having  preached  an  offenfive  fermon  at  St.  James's.  It  is  faid,  however,  that  he  had  two 
hundred  a-year  in  the  late  reign,  by  the  patronage  of  Walpole;  and  that  whenever  any  one  re- 
minded the  King  of  Youi5g,  his  onlyanfwer  was,  "  he  has  a  penfion." 

One  obftacle  muft  have  ftood  not  a  little  in  the  way  of  that  preferment,  after  which  his  whole 
life  feems  to  have  panted.  Though  he  took  orders,  he  never  entirely  (hook  off  polities.  By  this 
condu  Jl,  if  he  gained  fome  friends,  he  made  many  enemies*  Befides,  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life, 
Ije  was  fond  of  holding  hinifelf  out  for  a  man  retired  from  the  world.  He  who  retires  from  the 
world,  will  find  hinifelf  in  reality  defcrted  as  faft,  if  not  f.iller,  by  the  world.  Young  feems  to 
have  been  taken  at  his  word.  Notwithftanding  his  frequent  complaints  of  being  negledled,  no  hand 
was  reached  out  to  pull  him  from  that  retirement,  of  which  he  declared  himfclf  enamoured. 

In  175y,  he  employed  his  pious  pen  for  aln>oft  the  lad  time,  in  doing  juftice  to  the  death-bed 
of  Addifon,  in  a  Leitcr,  un  Original  Con:ffiii'>n,  addreffed  to  Richardi'on,  the  author  of  "  Cla- 
riffa."  His  chief  inducement  to  write  itj  was,  as  he  conftfles,  that  he  might  "  ertdt  a  monumental 
marble  to  the  memory  of  an  old  friend."  In  this  lively  letter,  Pope  is  fe*ercly  eenlured  for  his 
"  fall  from  Homer's  numbers,  frae  as  air,  lofty  and  harmonious  as  the  fphereS,  into  childilh  Ihack- 
les  and  tinkling  founds  ;  for  putting  .A.cliil!es  into  petticoats  a  fccoiid  time."  But  we  are  told,  that 
our  Ei^gUih  Hoiiitr  ulkcd  over  a:;  epic  plan  with  Young  a  fcv»'  weeks  before  his  death,     lu.tbc 
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f  oafcrlpt,  he  writes  to  Richardfon,  that  he  will  Ice,  in  his  next,  how  far  AddJfon  is  an  original. 
But  no  other  letter  appears. 

In  1761,  his  friend  L,ord  Melcombe,  not  long  before  his  death,  fent  him  an  "  Ode,"  which  he 
called  "  The  Mufe's  Lateft  Spark,"  accompanied  by  a  letter ;  in  which  he  fays,  "  if  you  are  wil- 
ling that  our  friendfhip  fliould  be  known  when  we  are  gone,  you  will  be  pleafedto  leave  this  among 
thofe  of  your  papers  that  may  poffibly  fee  the  light  by  a  pofthumous  publication." 

At  the  acctflion  of  his  prefent  Majefty,  his  name  was  ftruck  out  from  the  lift  of  Court-Chap- 
lains ;  but  he  was  almoft  immediately  after,  upon  the  death  of  Dr.  Hales,  appointed  Clerk  of  the 
Clofet  to  the  Princefs-Dowager  of  Wales. 

In  176a,  he  publilbed  Refgnation,  in  two  parts,  and  A  Pojlfcript  ta  Mri.  B ,  4to.     It  was 

-written  at  the  requeft  of  Mrs.  Montague,  the  famous  champion  of  Shakfpeare,  and  is  addrcCTed  to 
the  Hon.  Mrs.  Bnfcawen,  the  Admiral's  widow,  to  teach  her  refignation  under  the  afflidlion  caufed 
by  the  death  of  her  hufbarid.     Notwithftanding  he  adminiftered  confolation  to  his  own  grief  in 

blank  verfe "  verfe  unfallen,  uncurft ;  verfe  reclaimed,  re-inthroned  in  the  true  language  of  the 

gods;"  he  comforted  Mrs.  Bofcawcn  in  rhyme. 

While  the  poet  and  the  Chrillian  were  applying  this  comfort.  Young  had  himfelf  occafion  for 
comfort,  in  confequence  of  the  fudden  death  of  Richardfon,  who  was  engaged  in  printing  the  firfb 
edition  of  the  poem.     He  laments  him  as  a  friend,  and  has  given  fome  Iketches  of  his  geaius. 

To  touch  our  pafTions'  fecret  fprings. 

Was  his  peculiar  care  ; 
And  deep  his  happy  genius  diy'd 

in  bofoms  of  the  fair. 
Nature,  which  favours  to  the  few. 

All  art  beysnd  imparts. 
To  him  prefentcd,  at  his  birth, 
The  key  of  human  hearts. 
To  Reftmat'ion  was  prefixed  an  apology  for  its  appearance ;  to  which  more  credit  is  due,  than  to 
the  generality  of  fuch  apologies,  from  Young's  unufual  anxiety,  that  no  more  produdions  of  his  old 
age  (hould  dilgrace  his  former  fame. 

"  Thi?  was  not  intended  for  the  public  :  there  were  many  and  flrong  reafons  againft  it,  and  are 
fo  ftill ;  but  fome  extra<5ls  of  it,  from  the  few  copies  which  were  given  away  (a  few  copies  were 
printed,  and  given  to  the  author's  friends),  being  got  into  the  printed  papers ;  it  was  thought  ne- 
ceffary  to  publifh  fomething,  left  a  copy  ftill  more  imperfedl  than  this  fliould  fall  into  the  prefs :  and, 
it  is  hoped,  that  this  unwelcome  occafion  of  publication  may  be  fome  excufe  for  it." 

It  muft  be  owned,  that  the  reafuns  were  fufficient  for  reprinting  the  poem ;  but  then  it  may  be 
alked,  why  did  he  ever  fuffer  fo  imperfed  a  performance  to  pafs  through  the  prefs?  He  fliould  have 
confidered  that  true  obfervation  of  Horace  : 

Semel  emiiTum,  volat  irrevocabile  verbum. 
With  great  propriety,  too,  he  might  have  anfwered  the  importunity  of  his  friends,  in  the  lan- 
guage of  the  fame  poet,  who  had  not  then  feen  many  more  thaji  half  the  years  of  Young  : 

Specftatum  fatis,  et  donatum  jam  rude,  quasris 

Maecenas  iterum  antiquo  me  includere  ludo  ? 

Non  eadem  eft  aitas,  non  mens 

The  Refignation  was  the  laft  publication  which  Young  gave  to  the  world.  From  this  time,  the 
infirmities  of  age  rendered  him  incapable  of  perfurming  any  duty;  and  he  fufFered  himfelf  to  be 
in  pupilage  to  his  houfekeeper  Mrs.  Hallows,  whofe  afcendency  in  his  family  is  ridiculed  with 
more  ill-nature  than  wit,  in  a  novel  publiflied  by  Kidgell,  in  1 75 J,  called  "  The  Card,"  under  the 
name  of  Mrs.  Fvjly.     Young  is  charadterifed  under  the  name  of  Dr.  El-wes. 

Of  MrSo  Hallows,  the  writer  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  above  quoted,  tells  us,  that 
file  was  'he  daughter  of  a  Recftor  of  All^Hallows,  Hertford ;  and  that,  upon  the  marriage  of  Mifs 
Caroline  L.ee,  Sic  was  itivited  by  Young,  who  knew  her  family,  to  his  houfe  ;  that  Ihe  had  fome 
fortune  of  her  own,  perhaps  very  fmall,  as  her  father  left  many  children ;  that  (he  was  advanced  in 
years,  and  was  a  woman  of  piety,  improved  by  reading;  and  that  flie  was  always  treated  by  him 
acnd  by  his  guefts,  even  thofe  of  the  higheft  rank,  with  die  f  olitenefs  and  refpsiS  due  to  a  gentle- 
woman. 
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"  Of  tlie  domeftic  mariners,  snd  petty  liabifs  of  the  author  of  the  Wglftboiigils"  Mr.  Croft 
writes  Dr.  Johnfon,  September  1780. :  "  I  hoped  to  have  given  you  an  account  frf)m  the  beft  au- 
thority ;  but  who  fhall  dare  to  fay,  to-morrow  I  will  be  wife  or  virtuous,-  or,  to-morrow  I  will  do 
a  particular  thing  ?  Upon  inquiring  for  his  houfekeeper,  f  learned  th'at  fhe  was  buried  two  days  be- 
fore I  reached  the  town  of  htr  abode." 

It  appears  from  the  epiftolary  correfpondence  of  IVfr.  Jones,  his  Cufate,  and  executor,  printed  in 
the  Gentleman's  Magazine,  Vol.  Hi.  p.  aS.v  that  the  laft  years  of  his  fife  were  embittered  by  the 
unhappy  economy  of  his  family.  The  letters  are  welF  authenticated,  and  not  incurious.  If  they 
difcover  the  foibles  of  a  great  man,  they  iliuftrate  a  part  of  his  perfohal  hidory  ;  and  Mr.  Croft 
Fias  well  remarked  that  we  ought  to  fay  Di  mortuls  nil  n'Jt  •nerum — De  •ulvis  nil  nijl  boniim. 

"  The  old  gentleman  here,"  fays  Mr.  Jones,  in  a  letter  to  his  friend  in  London,  dated  Weiwyn, 
July  aj.  1762.,  "  feems  to  me  to  be  in  a  pretty  odd  way  of  late,  moping^  dtjeded,  felf-willed,  and 
as  if  furrounded  with  feme  perplexing  circumrtances.  There  is  much  myftery  in  almoft  all  his 
temporal  affairs,  as  well  as  in  many  other  of  his  fpeculative  opinions.  There  is  thought  to  be  an 
irremoveable  obftruAion  to  his  happi;  c's  ''.i.Vjti  ^hi«  walls,  as  well  as  another  without  them;  but 
the  former  is  the  more  powerful,  and  likely  to  continue  fo.  He  has  this  day  been  trying  anew  to 
engage  me  to  {lay  with  him.  No  lucrative  views  can  tempt  me  to  facrilice  my  liberty  or  my 
health  to  fuch  meafures  as  are  propofed  here." 

"  You  remember,"  he  writes  his  friend,  St.  Neots,  Hunts,  Auguil  28.  1762.,  "  what  I  fug- 
geded  to  you  about  my  refolution  of  leaving  Weiwyn,  of  which  I  had  given  very  early  notice  to 
the  worthy  Dodor,  that  he  might  have  fufficient  time  to  provide.  After  repeated  trials,  and  re- 
peated difappointments,  though  feven  or  eight  offered,  he  thought  proper  to  apply  to  me  anew ; 
and  though  lucrative  motives  could  not,  earneft  importunities  did  prevail  with  me  at  lafl:  to  cheer 
up  his  dcjefted  heart,  by  promifing  to  continue  with  him  for  fome  time  longer  at  leaft.  By  the 
way,  I  privately  intimated  to  you,  the  Dodor  is,  in  various  refpCiSls,  a  very  unhappy  man.  Few 
know  fo  much  of  him  as  I  do  in  thefe  refpe(5ls,  and  have  often  obferved  with  concern.  If  he  would 
be  advifed  by  fome  who  wifhhim  well,  he  might  be  happy,  thougbhis  flatc  of  health  is  lately  m«ch 
altered  for  theworfe." 

"  The  mi&nanagement  too  well  known,"  he  writes  his  friend,  Weiwyn,  January  i.  1763.,  "  urii- 
happily  continues,  and,  ftili  more  unhappily,  feems  to  be  increaQng:,  to  the  grief  of  friends,  and,  I 
need  not  fay,  to  the  ridicule  of  others,  who  are  not  a  few.  Penurioufnefs  and  obftinacy  are  two 
bad  things ;  and  a  difregard  to  the  general  judgment  and  friendly  wilbes  of  the  wifer  part  of  man- 
kind, another.     There  feems  to  be  no  hope,  fo  long  as  the  afcendency  is  fo  great." 

"  My  ancient  gentleman  here,"  he  writes  his  friend,  Weiwyn,  September  4.  1764.,  "  is  ft  ill  full 
of  troubles,  which  moves  my  concern,  though  it  moves  only  the  fccret  laughter  of  many,  and  fom^ 
untoward  furmifes  in  dii^favour  of  him  and  his  houfehold.  The  lofs  of  a  very  large  fum  of  money, 
•i»o  I.,  is  talked  of,  whereof  this  vill  and  neighbourhood  are  full.  Some  dilbelieve,  others  fay  it  is 
no  wonder,  where  about  eighteen,  or  more  fervants,  are  fometimes  taken  and  difmifTed  in  the  courfe 
of  a  year.  The  gentleman  himfelf,  is  allowed  by  all  to  be  far  more  harmlefs  and  eafy  in  his  family 
than  fome  one  elfc,  who  hath  too  much  the  lead  in  it." 

Of  his  lafl  illnefs,  the  following  account  is  given  by  Mr.  Jones,  in  a  letter  to  his  friend,  dated 
Weiwyn,  April  ».  1765. :  "  As  foon  as  I  got  home,  I  inquired  after  Dr.  Young,  and  found  that  he 
had  gone  through  very  great  pains  fince  I  left  him  ;  and  the  pains  return  pretty  frequently.  Dr. 
Cotton  of  St.  Albans,  and  Dr.  Yates  of  Hertford,  meet  at  his  houfe  every  day,  on  confultation.  I 
find  that  fjpiates  are  frequently  adminiftcred  to  him,  I  fuppofe  to  render  hini  lefs  fenCble  of  his  pain. 
His  intelltds,  I  am  told,  are  ftill  clear;  though  what  efRa  the  frequent  ufe  of  opiates  may  by  de- 
grees have  upon  him,  1  know  not.  I  am  pretty  much  ef  his  fon's  fentiments  as  to  this,  viz.  that 
thofe  ingredients,  if  for  fome  time  longer  continued,  may  have  an  ill  effed  upon  the  brain.  Having 
mentioned  this  young  gentleman,  I  would  acquaint  you  next,  that  he  came  hither  this  morning, 
having  been  fent  for,  as  1  am  told,  by  the  diredion  of  Mrs.  Hallows.  Indeed,  flie  intimated  to  me 
as  much  herfelf.  And,  if  this  be  fo,  1  muft  fay  it  is  one  of  the  moft  prudent  ads  fhe  ever  did,  or 
could  have  done,  in  fuch  a  cafe  as  this,  as  it  may  prove  a  means  of  preventing  much  confuQon.    I 
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have  had  fome  little  dlfcouife  with  the  fon.  He  feems  much  afFefted,  and,  I  believe,  really  is  fo. 
He  earneftly  wifhes  his  father  may  be  pleafed  to  aflc  after  him.  For,  you  mud  know,  he  has  not 
yet  done  this,  nor  is,  in  my  opinion,  likely  to  do  it.  And  it  has  been  f.tid  farther,  upon  a  very  late 
application  made  to  him  on  the  behalf  of  his  fon,  he  defired  that  no  more  might  be  faid  lo  him 
about  it.  Mrs.  H.  has  fitted  up  a  fuitable  apartment  in  the  houfe  for  Mr.  Young,  v.'here,  I  fuppofe, 
he  will  continue  till  fome  farther  event.  I  heartily  wtfh  the  ancient  man's  heart  may  grow  tender 
towards  his  fori;  though,  knowing  him  fo  well,  1  can  fcarce  hope  to  hear  fuch  defirable  news.  He 
took  to  his  bed  yefterday,  about  eleven  in  the  forenoon,  and  has  not  been  up  fmce.  I  called  foou  af- 
ter my  coming  homf ,  but  did  not  fee  him  :  he  was  then  in  a  dofe." 

Of  his  death,  which  happened  April  5.  176?.,  in  the  eighty-fourth  year  of  h;s  age,  the  follow- 
ing accoimt  is  given  by  Mr.  Jones,  in  a  letter  to  his  friend,  dated  Welwyn,  April  13.  1 765.:  "  I 
have  now  the  pleafure  to  acquaint  you,  that  the  late  Dr.  Young,  though  he  had  for  many  years  kept 
his  fon  at  a  diftance,  yet  has  now,  at  laft,  left  him  all  his  pofftflions,  after  tlie  payment  of  certain 
legacies.  So  that  the  young  gentleman,  who  bears  a  fair  charavfter,  and  behaves  well,  as  far  as  1  can 
hear  or  fee,  will,  I  hope,  foon  enjoy,  and  make  a  prudent  life  of  a  very  handfome  fortune.  The  fa. 
ther,  on  his  death-bed,  and  fmce  my  return  from  London,  was  applied  to,  in  the  tendered  manner, 
by  one  of  his  phyficians,  and  by  another  perfon,  to  admit  the  fon  into  his  prefence,  to  make  fubuiif- 
fion,  entreat  forgivenefs,  and  nbtain  his  blefling.  As  to  an  interview  with  his  fon,  he  intimated,  he 
chofe  to  decline  it,  as  his  fpirits  were  then  low,  and  his  nerves  weak  :  with  regard  to  the  next  par- 
ticular, he  faid,  "  I  heartily  forgive  him  ;"  and,  upon  mention  of  the  laft,  he  gently  lifted  up  his 
hand,  and  gently  letting  it  fall,  pronounced  thefe  words — "  God  blefs  him  !"  After  about  a  fort- 
night's illnef";,  and  bearing  excefiive  pains,  he  expired  a  little  before  eleven  of  the  clock,  in  the  night 
of  Good  Friday  laft,  the  5th  inftant,  and  was  decently  buried  yefterday,  about  fix  in  the  afternoon, 
in  the  chancel  of  this  church,  clofe  by  the  remains  of  his  lady,  under  the  communion-table.  The 
clergy,  who  are  the  truftees  for  his  charity-fchool,  and  one  pr  two  more,  attending  the  funeral,  the 
lafl  office  at  interment  being  performed  by  me. 

"  I  know  it  will  give  you  pleafure  ta  be  farther  informed,  that:  he  was  pleafed  to  make  refpe(5l- 
ful  mention  of  me  in  his  will,  exprefiing  his  fatisfacStion  in  my  care  of  his  parilh,  bequeathing  to  me 
a  hindfome  legacy,  and  appointing  me  one  of  his  executors,  next  after  his  fifter'sfon  [Mr.  Harris],  a 
clergyman  of  Hampftiire,  who  this  morning  fet  out  for  London,  in  order  to  prove  the  will  in  Doc- 
tor's Commons.  So  that,  much  according  to  my  wifhes,  1  lliali  have  little  or  nothing  to  do,  in  re- 
fpeift  of  executorfhip." 

In  his  will,  dated  February  1760.,  he  defires  of  his  executors,  in  a  particular  manner,  that  all  his 
manufcript-books,  and  writings  whatever,  might  be  burned,  except  his  book  of  accounts.  In  a  co- 
dicil, dated  September  1764.,  he  made  it  his  dying  entreaty  to  his  houfekeeper,  to  whom  he  left 
locel.,  *'  that  all  his  manufcripts  might  be  deftroyed  as  foon  as  he  was  dead,  which  would  greatly 
oblige  her  deceafed/r/V«(^."  The  legacy  was  not  more  than  might  be  due  to  one  whom  he  had  ne- 
ver degraded  by  paying  her  wages.  She  did  not,  however,  ftri6hly  comply  with  his  laft  injun<5lions, 
in  deftroying  his  manufcripts.  He  left  alfo  a  legacy  to  his  "  fiiefid  Hcmy  Stephens,  a  hatter  at  the 
Temple-Gate,"  who  went  before  him. 

The  fame  humility  which  had  marked  a  hatter  and  a  houfekeeper  for  his  friends,  had  before  be- 
ftowed  the  fame  title  on  his  footman,  in  an  Epitaph  in  Welwyn  Church  yard,  upon  James  Barker, 
dated  1749. 

The  author  of  that  Epitaph  is  not  without  a  ftone  to  mark  the  place  of  his  duft.  Though  he  in- 
fcribed  no  monument  to  the  memory  of  his  lamented  wife,  yet  the  piety  of  his  fon  has  ere(£ied  a 
monument,  in  Welwyn  church,  to  the  memory  of  his  parents,  with  the  following  infcription  ; 
which  "  contains,"  fays  Mr.  Croft, "  none  of  that  praife,  which  no  marble  can  make  the  bad  or  the 
foolilh  merit ;  which,  without  the  diredion  of  a  ftone  or  a  turf,  will  find  its  way,  fooner  or  later, 
to  the  defcrving  :" 

M.  S. 

Optimi  parentes, 

EDWARDI  YOUNG,  LL.D. 

liujiis  ecciefiw  reel. 
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Et  Elizabeths  '-''.T: 

Fain,  rrjenob. 

Conjugi*  ejus  an  antifTimz. 

Pio  et  gratiflimo  animo 

Hoc  marmor  pofuit 

F    Y. 

Filius  fuperftes. 

In  the  edition  of  Young's  works,  publiflied  during  his  life,  in  4  vols,  lamo,  feveral  pieces,  which 
he  judged  to  be  of  a  temporary  nature,  or  of  inferior  merit,  were  omitted.     After  his  death,  a  fifth 
vohime  was  publiflied,  with  the  defign  of  completing  his  works.     But  feveral  pieces,  and  fome  of 
confiderable  length,  were  omitted.   1  hefe  were  colledted  in  an  additional  volume,  making  the  fixth, 
inl77S.  The.  contents  3,re^£j>rJIle  to  Lord  Lan/Hoivne,  I712;  Imberium  Pelagi,  a  Naval  LyrL,  I73O; 
The   Toreign  Addrefs,    1 734;  ReJleBions  en   the  Public  Situation  of  the  Kingdom,  1 745  ;   Mifcellanies   [in 
verfe],  viz.  on  Michael  AngeW s  famous  piece  cf  the  Crucijixion  ;   To  Mr.  Addifon,  on  the  Tragedy  of 
Cato;   A  Letter  to  Mr.  Tickell,on  the  Dealhof  Mr.  Addifon,  1719;   Epitaph  on  Lord  Aubrey  Beauclerc, 
kilieJ  at  Carthagena,  174O  ;  Mifcellanies  in  Prefe,  viz.  Epitaph  on  Mr.   James  Barter,  1.7 49;    Oratio  dt 
Bibliotbeca  Codringtomana,  habit  a  in  Sacello  Coll.  Omn   Amn.  I716;  A  Difcourfe  on  Lyric  Poetry  ;   A  Ser^' 
iron  preached  before  the  Hiigat  Kenfingtan,  JuneiysZ  ;  Preface  to  "  Mrs.  Rowe's  Friendfliip  on  Death," 
Dedications  to  the  LaJI  Day,  to  Vanqulfbed  Love,  to  the  Paraphrafe  on  fob,  to  Buftris,  and  the  Revenge. 
7be  Merchant,  an  Ode  on  the  Britifb  Trad:  and  Navigation,  is  mentioned  alfo  in  the  contents  as  a  fepa- 
rate  poem,  though  it  feems  only  a  fecond  title  to  the  Lyric,  or,  perhaps,  only  a  part  of  it;  and  that 
more  was  intended,  feems  probable  from  Its  being  ftyled  Ode  the  Yirfl.    The  Epitaph  on  Lord  Aubrey 
Beauclerc,  is  improperly  dated  1740.     Lord  Aubrey  was  killed  at  Carthagena,  March  24.  1 740- 1. 
The  epitaph,  therefore,  could  not  be  written,  at  fooneft,  till  the  year  after.     The  fecond  line  of 
the  fecond  couplet  is,  on  the  monument,  exprefied  thus — 0'«r  dauntlefs  loyal,  &c.    The  volume  con- 
cludes with  "  fome  thoughts  on  reading  Mr.  Young's  Lafi  Day,"  in  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Rowe,  by  Dr. 
Bowden,  a  worthy  phyfician  and  ingenious  poet  of  Frome,  the  friend  of  Mrs.  Rowe,  Lord  Orrery,  &c,   . 

His  Poetical.  Works  have  been  frequently  reprinted  in  4  vols  i2mo,  and  in  3  vols  2vo,  1792.  Of 
the  Night  Thoughts,  the  editions  are  too  numerous  to  be  fpecified.  The  edition  in  8vo  1 794,  is  or- 
namented with  engravings,  and  illuftrated  with  notes  by  Mr.  de  Coetlogon.  A  French  tranflation 
of  the  Night  Thoughts,  by  M.  le  Tourneur,  was  publiflied  in  a  vols  8vo,  1769.  "  Obfervations  oa 
the  Night  Thoughts,"  by  Mr.  Pratt,  appeared  in  8vo,  1776. 

Of  the  private  habits,  and  domefiic  manners  of  Young,  whofe  great  genius,  abilities,  and  piety» 
placed  him  in  the  foremoft  rank  of  literature  for  almoft  half  a  century,  curiouty  will  require  more 
ample  information  than  is  to  be  found  in  the  few  fcattered  notices  which  the  dihgence  of  his  bio- 
graphers has  colleded,  or  the  zeal  and  veneration  of  his  friends  have  fupplied. 

Sincularitv  is  faid  to  have  predominated  in  his  moft  juvenile  pradlices.  The  late  Dr.  Ridley  re- 
■lembered  a  report  current  at  Oxford,  that,  when  he  was  compofing,  he  would  fliut  up  his  windows, 
and  fit  by  a  lamp,  even  at  mid-day  ;  and  that  fltuUs,  bones,  and  inftruments  of  death,  v/tre  among 
the  ornaments  of  his  ftudy.  Thus  encouragiiig  the  habitual  gloom  that  hung  over  his  imagination, 
it  fo'>n  became  peopled  with  the  phantoms  of  difcontcnt.  He  indulged  an  early  luxury  in  defcrib- 
ing  the  miferies  of  a  world,  that  did  not  immediately  forward  his  defigns  and  gratify  his  rxpeda- 
tions.  U  has  been  faid,  that  if  he  had  been  a  bifliop,  he  would  never  have  written  the  Night 
Thoughts.  But  he  was  far  advanced  in  the  pathethic  drains  of  complaint,  at  a  time  when  hope  is 
warm  in  the  bofom  of  other  men  ;  and  had  he  attained  the  mitre,  a  difappointmeni  in  the  primacy 
might  have  produced  the  fame  effedl*  on  a  mind  which  feems  to  have  been  endued  with  much  fen- 
fibility,  and  to  have  been  depreffcd  with  temporary  obftrudbions  of  his  profpeds,  which  every  man 
flruggiing  through  life  naturally  expeifts  to  meet  with ;  and,  if  he  cannot  furmount  them,  does  not 
think  himfelf  juftified  ip,  retiring  to  the  cloifter,  or  the  hermitage.  It  cannot  be  fuppofed,  that  his 
difpofition  brightened  up  when  he  had  fufFercd  from  real  difappointmcnts,  and  the  weight  of  years 
fat  heavier  upon  W.m.  His  difcourfe,  even  to  the  laft,  it  is  faid,  was  r»ther  exprcflive  of  a  reftlefs 
than  a  fettled  m.ind.  In  the  charadler  of  Young,  much  of  that  melancholy  cad  of  mind  may  be  ob- 
ferved  which  is  evgr  attendant  upon  genius  but  at  the  fame  time  fo  tempered  by  the  fober  tints  of  i 
(cience  and  philofopby,  that  it  ilidom  breaks  in  upon  ths  province  of  judgment  and  right  ratioci- 
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[      tiation.    The   melancholy  of  Young  was  fo  repreffed  by  the  chaftenlng  hand  of  reafon  and  educa- 
'        tion,  as  never  to  infringe  upon  the  duties  of  life.    The  fpirit,  the  energy  of  his  foul,  his  rational  and 
fublime  piety,  powerfully  with-held  the  acceffion  of  a  ftate  of  mind  fo  inimical  to  the  rights  of 
fociety. 

It  is  generally  known  that  Young,  after  his  firft  fleep,  fpent  the  greatefl  part  of  the  night  in  me- 
ditation, and  in  the  compofition  of  his  works ;  and  that  he  had  only  to  tranfcribe  them  when  he  rofe, 
which  was  at  an  early  hour.  Every  night  he  read  prayers  to  his  family,  and  every  morning  when 
there  was  no  public  fervice. 

While  his  health  permitted  him  to  walk  abroad,  he  preferred  a  folitary  ramble  in  his  church- 
yard, to  exercife  with  a  companion  on  a  more  cheerful  fpot.  He  was  moderate  in  his  meals,  and 
rarely  drank  wine,  except  when  he  was  ill ;  being  (as  he  faid)  unwilling  to  wafte  the  fuccours  of 
ficfcnefs  on  the  {lability  of  health. 

After  a  flight  refrelhment,  he  retired  19  bed  at  eight  in  the  evening,  although  he  might  have 
guefts  in  hishoufc,  who  wiflied  to  prolong  his  flay  among  them  to  a  later  hour.  He  lived  at  a  mo- 
derate expence,  rather  inclining  to  parfimony  than  profufion,  and  yet  continued  anxious  for  increafe 
of  preferment,  after  it  could  have  added  nothing  to  his  enjoyments ;  for  he  expended  annually  little 
more  than  half  of  his  income. 

"  He  appeared,"  fays  the  writer  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  above  quoted,  Vol,  LII,  p.  72. 
"  neither  as  a  man  of  forrow,"  nor  yet  as  "  a  fellow  of  infinite  jeft."  The  dignity  of  a  great  and  a 
good  man  appeared  in  all  his  a^ons  and  in  all  his  words.  He  converfed  on  religious  fubje(fls  with 
the  cheerfulncfs  of  virtue.  His  piety  was  undebafed  by  gloom  or  enthuliafm;  he  was  regular  in  the 
performance  of  all  its  duties,  both  in  public  and  in  private.  I  have  been  told  that,  before  his  time, 
divine  fervice  was  performed  only  on  Sunday  morning,  but  he  likewife  read  prayers  in  the  afternoon, 
and  on  Wednefdays,  Fridays,  and  all  holidays." 

"  In  his  domeftic  charafter,  he  was  as  amiable  as  he  was  venerable  in  the  Chriflian.  His  polite- 
nefs  was  fuch  as  I  never  faw  equalled;  it  was  invariable ;  to,  his  fupcriors  in  rank,  to  his  equals,  and 
to  his  inferiors,  it  differed  only  in  the  degrees  of  elegance.  I  never  heard  him  fpeak  with  rough- 
nefs  to  his  meaneft  fervant ;  yet  he  well  knew  how  to  keep  up  his  dignity,  and,  with  all  the  ma. 
jefty  of  fuperior  worth,  to  reprefs  the  bold  and  the  forward.  In  converfation  upon  lively  fubjedls, 
he  had  a  brilliancy  of  wit  which  was  peculiar  to  himfelf.  I  know  not  how  to  defcribe  it,  but  by 
faying,  that  it  was  both  heightened  and  foftened  by  the  great  and  the  amiable  qualities  of  his  foul. 
I  have  feen  him  ill,  and  in  pain,  yet  the  ferenity  of  his  mind  remained  unruffled  :  I  never  heard  a 
peevilh  expreflion  fall  from  his  lips ;  nor  was  he,  at  fuch  times,  lefe  kindly  and  politely  attentive  to 
thofe  around  him,  than  when  in  the  company  of  ftrangcrs,  who  came  only  to  vifit  him  for  the  firft 
time."  .    ^  ^'  "" 

"  Dr.  Young,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  who  knew  him  well,  "  was  one  of  the  mofl;  amiable  and  bene- 
volent of  men  ;  mofl  exemplary  in  his  life,  and  fincere  in  his  religion  :  nobody  ever  faid  more  bril- 
liant things  in  converfation.  The  late  Lord  Melcombe  informed  me,  that  when  he  and  Voltaire 
were  on  a  vifit  to  his  Lordfhip  at  Eaflbury,  the  Englilh  poet  was  far  fuperior  to  the  French,  in  the 
variety  and  novelty  of  his  Ion-mots  and  repartees :  and  Lord  Melcombe  was  himfelf  a  good  judge  of 
wit  and  humour,  of  which  he  had  a  large  portion." 

Tfcharner,  a  noble  foreigner,  in  a  letter  to  Count  Hallcr,  fays,  he  has  lately  fpent  four  days  with 
Young  atWelwyn,  where  he  taftes  all  the  eafe  and  pleafure  man  can  defire.  "  Every  thing  about 
him  fhoVs  the  man ;  each  individual  being  placed  by  rule.  All  is  neat  without  art.  He  is  very 
pleafant  in  converfation,  and  extremely  polite." 

"  That  domeflic  grief,"  fays  Mr.  Croft,  "  is,  in  the  firft  inftance,  to  be  thanked  for  thefe  or- 
naments to  our  language  [flhe  Nigbt  Thoughts'],  it  is  impoflible  to  deny.  Nor  would  it  be  common 
hardinefs  to  contend,  that  worldly  difcontent  had  no  hand  in  thefe  joint  produdlions  of  poetry  and 
piety.  Yet  1  am  by  no  means  fure  that,  at  any  rate,  we  fliould  not  have  had  fomething  of  the 
fame  colour  from  Young's  pencil,  notwithftanding  the  livelinefs  of  his  fatires.  In  fo  long  a  life, 
caufes  for  difcontent,  and  occafions  for  grief,  muft  have  occurred.  It  is  not  clear  to  me  that  his 
mufe  was  not  fitting  upon  the  watch  for  the  firft  which  happened.  Night  Thoughts  were  not  un- 
common to  her,  even  when  firft  flic  vifited  the  poet  5  and,  at  a  time  when  he  himfelf  was  remarkable. 
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neither  for  gravity  nor  gloomlneft.     in  his  Lajl  Day,  almoft  his  earlicft  poem,  he  calls  her  the  mefa/t- 

— — whom  difmal  fcenes  delight 

Frequent  at  tombs,  and  in  the  realms  of  night. 

"  When  Young  was  writing  a  tragedy,  Grafton  is  faid  by  Spence  to  have  fent  him  a  human  ftuU 
with  a  candle  in  it  as  a  lamp ;  and  the  poet  is  reported  to  have  ufcd  it. 

"  Still,  is  it  altogether  fair  to  drefs  up  the  poet  for  the  man,  and  to  bring  the  gloominefs  of  the 
ifSght  Thoughts  to  prove  the  gloominefs  of  Young  ;  and,  to  fhow  that  his  genius,  like  the  genius  of 
Swift,  was,  in  fome  meafure,  the  fullen  infpiration  of  difcontent  ? 

'*  From  them  who  anfwer  in  the  affirmative,  it  fhoiild  not  be  concealed,  that,  though  Inv!JiiUia 
fi«n  dicipiunt  appeared  upon  a  deception  in  Young's  grounds,  and  amhulantes  in  horfo  audierunt  vocem 
Z)«,  in  a  building  in  his  garden,  his  parilh  was  indebted  to  the  good  humour  of  the  anther  of  the 
Night  Thoughts,  for  an  aflembly  and  a  bowling-green. 

"  Of  Young,  an  anecdote  which  wanders  among  readers,  it  is  not  true,  that  he  was  Fielding's 
Parfon  Adams.  The  original  of  that  famous  painting  was  Willianj  Young,  who  was  a  clergyman, 
£author  of  the  Latin  and  Englilh  Didlionary.]  Yet,  the  facility  with  which  this  report  has  gained 
belief  in  the  world,  argues,  were  it  not  fufficiently  known,  that  the  author  of  the  Night  Thotigbit, 
bore  fome  refemblancc  to  Adams.  It  is  known,  that,  during  fome  part  of  his  life.  Young  was  abroad; 
and,  that  he  once  wandered  into  the  camp,  with  a  clafllc  in  his  hand,  which  he  was  reading  intenfely, 
and  had  fome  difScHky  to  prove  that  he  was  only  an  abfent  poet,  and  not  a  fpy. 

"  The  attention  which  Young  bellowed  upon  the  perufal  of  books,  is  not  unworthy  imitation. 
When  any  paffage  plcafed  him,  he  appears  to  have  folded  down  the  leaf.  On  thofe  paffages  be  be- 
ftqwed  a  fecosd  reading.  But  the  labours  of  man  are  too  frequently  vain.  Before  he  returned  to 
much  of  what  he  once  approved,  he  died.  Many  of  his  books  which  I  have  feen,  are,  by  thofe  notes 
of  approbation,  fo  fwelled  beyond  their  Teal  bulk,  that  they  would  hardly  fhut." 

His  extemporaneous  wit  and  colloquial  talents,  have  been  much  extolled;  but,  from  the  few  fpe- 
cimens  of  his  unpremeditated  acutenefs,  and  fuccefsful  pleafanti^  which  are  preferved,  it  would  feem, 
that  his  powers  of  delighting  were,  in  great  meafure,  confined  to  his  pen.  The  following  anecdotes 
are  diflingullhed  by  their  novelty  and  importance. 

Young,  walking  in  his  garden  at  Welwyn,  in  company  with  two.  ladies  (one  of  whom  was  Lady 
Elifabeth  X-,ec),a  fctvant  came  to  tell  him  a  gentleman  wilhed  to  fpeak  with  him,  "  Tell  him,"  fays 
Young,  "  I  am  too  happily  engaged  to  change  my  fituation."  The  ladies  infifted  upon  it  that  he 
ihould  go,  as  his  viGtor  was  a  man  of  rank,  his  patron,  his  friend  ;  and,  as  perfuafion  had  no  effetft, 
one  took  him  by  the  right  arm,  and  the  other  by  the  left,  and  led  him  to  the  garden-gate,  when,  find- 
ing TcCftance  was  vain,  he  bowed,  laid  his  hand  upon  his  heart,  and  in  that  txprcflive  manner  for 
which  he  was  fo  remarkable,  fpoke  the  following  lines  : 

Thus  Adam  look'd,  when  from  the  garden  driven. 
And  thus  difputed  orders  fent  from  heaven  : 
J>ike  him  I  go,  and  yet  to  go  am  loth  ; 
Like  him  I  go,  for  angels  drove  us  both. 
Hard  was  his  fate,  but  mine  ftill  more  unkind, 
His  Eve  went  with  him,  but  mine  days  behind. 

Young,  in  the  eafly  part  of  his  life,  was  fond  of  mufic,  and  touched  the  German  flute  with  much 
tafte.  Jieing  once  on  the  Thames  with  fonip  ladies,  he  played  them  feveral  tunes,  find  then  put  the 
flute  in  his  pocket.  Some  officers  rowing  by  juft  as  he  ceafed  playing,  one  of  them  rudely  alked  why 
he  left  off,  "  For  the  fame  rtafon  that  I  began  ;"  replied  Young,  "  to  plcafe  myfelf."  One  of  them  im- 
mediately told  him,  that  if  he  did  not  continue  playing,  he  would  diredly  throw  him  into  the  river. 
His  female  friends  began  to  be  much  alarmed  ;  and  Young,  on  their  account,  played  till  they  reached 
Vauxhall,  where  both  parties  fpent  the  evening.  Young  had  marked  his  man,  and  took  an  opportu- 
nity, in  one  of  the  dark  walks,  to  tell  the  officer,  that  he  expedted  him  to  meet  him  at  fuch  a  place  ia 
^he  morning,  to  give  him  a  gentleman's  fatisfadion ;  and,  that  he  chofc  fwords  for  the  weapon.s.  The 
officer  was  furprifed  on  their  meeting,  to  fee  Young  advance  towards  him  with  a  large  horfe  piftol, 
with  which  he  told  him  he  would  inllantly  flioot  him  through  the  hsad  if  he  did  not  dance  a  minust. 
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After  fome  difficulties,  he  complied ;  the  officer  felt  how  impertinent  he  had  Been,  and  acknowledged 
the  juftice  of  the  treatment  ht  had  met  with. 

One  Sunday,  preaching  in  office  at  St.  James's,  he  found,  that  though  he  ftrove  to  make  his  au- 
dience attentive,  he  could  not  prevail ;  upon  which  his  pity  for  their  folly  got  the  better  of  all  de* 
coruni,  and  he  fat  back  in  the  piilpic,  and  hurft  into  a  flood  of  tears. 

The  writings  of  Young  may  be  diftinsSlly  confidered,  as  coniprifing-  effays,  plays,  and  poems.  As 
an  eflayift,  his  Centaur  not  Fahulouf  and  !iis  ConjeSiuret  on  Original  Conipofition,  are  his  moft  confider- 
able  produiftions.  Of  the  one,  it  mud  be  confefTcd,  that  though  its  general  tendency  is  favourable 
to  religion  and  morality,  the  pictures  it  exhibits  of  the  life  in  -vogue,  are  often  overcharged,  and  the 
didlion,  though  fometinics  animated  and  energetic,  is  conmionly  inflated  and  affVtSed,  or  hatfli  and 
fevere  Of  the  other,  though  the  ftyle  is  vitiated  by  afii:;(ftation.  and  the  expreffion  is  fom.etimes 
hyperbolical,  the  fentiments  are  frequently  bold,  original,  penetrating,  brilliant,  and  fublime- 
Though  he  defpair  ''  of  breaking  through  the  frozen  ocean  of  age  and  care's  incumbent  cloud, 
into  that  flow  of  thought  and  brightnefs  of  expreffion,  which  fubjedts  fo  polite  require  ;"  yet  it 
fliows  no  marks  of  exhaufted  genius.  It  is  more  like  the  produtflion  of  untamed,  unbridled  youth, 
than  of  jaded  fourfcore. 

As  a  dramatift,  he  has  not  been  fuccefsful  in  imitating  the  beauties  of  art,  with  the  energies  of 
natural  fire  and  fpirit.  He  is,  without  doiibt,  fuperior  to  hij  contemporaries,  Rowe  and  Congreve, 
in  (Irength  and  warmth  of  conception  ;  but  he  is  inferior  to  them  in  elegance  and  neatnefs  of 
didion,  beauty  of  cadence,  corre<ftnefs,  challity,  and  regularity.  None  of  his  dramas,  except 
7he  Revenge,  are  in  pcfleffion  of  the  ftage.  Though  they  are  animated,  brilliant,  and  claffi* 
cal ;  though  they  paint,  in  glowing  language,  the  fury  of  rage  and  revenge,  and  the  agonies  of 
jealoufy,  love,  and  defpair;  yet,  it  mull  be  confcfled,  their  beauties  arc  difgraced  by  puerile 
rant  and  conceit,  and,  occafionally,  by  fufliau  and  bombaft.  In  Carey's  "  ChrononhutoHw 
thologos,"  his  dramatical  eccentricities  are  pourtrayed  in  caricature,  particularly  the  violent 
fpeech  on  the  blow,  which  furnifhed  a  plot  to  T^/  Revenge.  Bombardinian,  the  general,  on 
receiving  a  box  on  the  ear  from  his  royal  mafter,  breaks  out  into  the  niofl.  furious  hyperbole  ;  calls 
on  the  fun  and  moon  to  put  themfelves  into  eclipfc ;  bids  hills,  dales,  feas,  and  cities,  run  together, 
and  into  chaos  pulverize  the  world,  becaufc  Bombardinian  hath  received  a  blow. 

As  a  poet,  his  compnfitions  difcover  more  fancy  than  judgment,  more  originality  and  inventioft, 
than  correi£lnefs  of  tafte  and  variety  and  extent  of  knowledge.  He  psfiefied,  as  Addifon  fays  of 
Lee,  true  poetic  fire,  though  clo'ided  and  obfcurcdby  thick  volumes  of  fmokc.  But  he  has  merit  of 
the  higheft  kind.  He  is  an  original,  though  an  unequal  writer.  It  would  be  diflicult  to  point  out 
a  fingle  line  or  expreflion  that  he  has  borrowed  from  any  other  Englifli  writer.  His  defedlg 
and  beauties  are  alike  his  own.  Of  the  epigrammatic  tenor  of  his  Satires,  there  is  no  ex- 
ample; nor  was  he  indebted  to  any  poet,  ancient  or  modern,  for  the  plan  of  his  Night  Thoaghts. 
The  lyric  mufe  has  always  been  peculiarly  unfavourable  to  him.  He  has  f»me  of  the  greateft  beau- 
ties, and  fome  of  the  greatell  abfurdities  which  Englifh  poetry  affords.  The  general  cha^a^51:er  of  his 
verfification  is  that  of  harfhnefs  and  ruggednefs,  though  many  palTagesmay  be  produced  as  exception'. 

Of  his  earlier  poetical  produdlions,  his  Lafl  Day,  Vanquijiid  Love,- ?inA  Puraphrafe  on  "Job^  have  de- 
fervedly  obtained  the  greatefl  popularity.  They  have  all  their  brighter  paffages.  In  the'Zo//  Bay,  and 
the  Paraphrafe  in  particular,  there  are  fome  admirable  lines.  But  they  are  in  general  ftiff",  unplealjng, 
and  inccrre(fl.  Inftead  of  endeavouring  to  fupport  the  glow  of  imagery,  he  feems  rather  fedulous 
to  gather  the  ornaments  of  wit ;  and  thus,  while  he  aims  at  the  fancy,  he  mifles  the  heart. 

YW.hUni'vcrfal  PaJJion  was  publifhcd  before  Pope's  Satirical  F.plftlcs  made  their  appearance ;  and 
has  therefore  the  merit  of  giving  the  lead  to  that  kind  of  writing.  It  contains  much  juft  fatire, 
good  verfe,  and  laughable  humour.  The  country  'fquire,  who  welcomes  his  friend  with  a  thump 
upon  the  back  ;  the  coffee-houfe  bean,  who  value?  hlm.felf  uprm  the  learning  of  his  heels ;  and  the 
lady  on  horfeback,  who  whiflles  fweet  her  diuretic  ftiains,  are  juftly  conceived,  ^nd  happily  exprefl'ed. 
But  its  charaifter  is  debility — it  wants  point  and  terfencfs.  The  fatirift,  as  Swift  has  juftly  faid. 
(hould  have  either  been  more  angry  or  more  merry.  He  has  the  fault  of  Seneca,  of  Ovid,  of  Cow- 
ley; a  profufion  and  an  unfeafonable  application  of  wit.  A  lover  of  originality,  he  did  not  regard 
jnodels.     Had  he  endeavoured  to  imitate  Juvenal  and  Perfius,  he  v/ould  have  avoided  this  fa^lt, 
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Thofe  greit  mafters  were  too  much  engroffed  by  the  importance  of  their  fubjeils,  to  fall  into  tlie 
pue.-ility  of  witticifin.  There  is  fomething  in  the  verfification,  which  a  good  ear  does  not  approve. 
For  his  Night  TLoughts,  that  fpecies  of  compofition  which  he  may  be  faid  to  have  created  .  that 
mafs  of  the  grandelf  and  richcft  poetry  which  human  geniub  has  ever  produced,  the  applaufe 
which  he  has  received  is  unbounded.  "  The  unhappy  bard,  whofe  grief*  in  meiting  numbers 
flow,  and  melancholy  joys  diffufc  around,"  has  been  fung  by  the  profane,  as  well  as  the  pious.    It  is 

to  this  work,  begun  when 

He  long  had  buried  what  gives  life  to  live, 
Firmntfs  of  nerve,  apd  energy  of  thought, 

that  he  (ieferves,  and  will  continue  to  defcrve  his  reputation.  He  appears  to  have  been  confcioui 
of  its  merit,  when  he  called  his  colIe(5):ed  compofitions  'The  IVorks  of  the  Author  of  the  Night  Thougbtu 
It  may  not  improperly  be  confidcred  as  a  good  poetical  comraft  to  Thomfon's  "  Seafons,"  One  de- 
lighted as  much  to  exhibit  the  gloomy,  as  the  other  the  cheerful  face  of  things.  In  the  article  of 
iublimity,  it  may  vie  with  "  Patadife  Loft  itfelf,"  though  in  every  other  refpeiSl  it  would  be  abfurd 
to  attempt  a  comparifon  between  them-  The  beauties  of  the  Night  thoughts  are  nuir.erous,  and  its 
blemilhes  are  not  few.  Among  its  diflinguifliing  excellencies,  are  the  fpirit  oi  fublime  piety  and 
ftricS  morality,  which  breathes  through  the  whole;  dignity  of  thought  and  language,  bold  and  live- 
ly defcriptions.  proper  and  well  fupported  finiiles,  and  ftriking  repetitions,  or  breiiks  in  the  expref- 
Con.  Among  its  principal  faults,  are  the  unnecefTdry  repetition  of  the  fame  ideas  and  images,  rC" 
ducdancy  of  metaphor,  bombafl,  and  extravagant  ideas  and  exprefllons  ,  crowded  and  ill-chofen  epi- 
thets, allufion'i  drawn  out  beyond  thejr  proper  bounds;  a  pyerile  play  on  words,  the  ufe  of  grofs 
and  inelegant  images  or  terms,  and  negligence  in  the  harmony  of  verfification.  Its  principal  excel- 
lence, the  prefent  writer  apprehends  to  be — elevation  and  dignity  of  thought  and  expreflion;  it? 
capital  defeiS — elevation  and  dignity  purfued  into  extravagance  or  hombafi.  It  abounds  in  unna- 
tural flights  of  fancy,  is  often  obfcure,  and  fometimes  unintelligible  ;  and  the  poet,  occafionally, 
perplexes  both  himfelf  and  the  reader,  in  a  playfome  purfuit  of  trifling  figures,  allegories,  and  al- 
lufions,  not  always  apt.  Yet,  with  all  its  faults,  it  irrefiftibly  fcizes  the  mind  of  the  reader,  ar- 
rcfts  his  attention,  and  powerfully  interefts  him  in  the  midnight  forrows  of  the  plaintive  bard;  it 
has  a  merit  which  no  produdion,  but  thofe  of  real  genius,  eyer  pofTLffes;  with  fcarce  any  fadts  of 
incidents  to  awaken  curiofity,  it  fpeaks  to  the  heart  through  the  medium  of  the  imagination ;  ic 
inftrufts,  but  does  not  fatigue  us;  it  amufes,  but  never  is  languid. 

The  pathetic  and  fublime  paffages  in  the  Night  Ikoughti,  are  familiar  to  the  general  readers  of  pq- 
etry.  Amidft  the  profufion  of  beauties  which  may  be  produced,  his  defcription  of  Death  from  his 
fecret  fiand,  noting  down  the  follies  of  a  Bacchanalian  fociety,  the  epitaph  upon  the  departed  world  ; 
the  ifTuing  of  Satan  from  his  dungeon  on  the  day  of  judgment,  are  diftinguifhcd  by  great  ftrength 
and  boldnefs  of  invention,  and  rife,  in  many  parts,  to  the  terrible  and  fublime.  The  fmiile  of  the 
traveller,  with  which  The  Confoluiion  opens,  is  highly  pleafing.  ftriking,  and  beautiful  His  view  of 
the  nature  and  faculties  of  an  immortal  foul,  of  different  natures,  marveHoufy  mixed,  clogged  by  the 
finite  and  pcrifhable  materials  of  its  houfe  of  clay,  is  profound,  ftriking,  ccmiprchenfive,  and,  what 
in  him  is  rare,  clcfely  comprehcnfive.  His  arguments «»- favour  of  infinite  duration  in  a  future  ftate, 
though  not  logically  conclufivc,  are  beautifully  poetic. 

O  ye  bleft  fcenes  of  permanent  delight, . 

C'uld  ye  lb  rich  in  rapture  fear  an  end; 

T  hat  ghaftly  thought  would  drink  up  all  your  joy. 

And  quite  unparadilc  the  realms  of  light. 
Who  does  not  regret,  that  fuch  a  powerful  though  gloomy  advocate  for  religion   and  morality, 
fliould  degrade  himfelf  by  profatuting  his  poetry  to  the  fervile  purp<fes  of  adulation;  or  that  his 
addition  to  licentious  flattery  fliould  have  induced   him  to  drcfs  up  his  patron  in  the  attributes  of 
a  Being,  whofe  greatncf*  and  whofe  goodnefs  admit  of  no  approximation  ! 

Wits  fparc  not  heaven,  O  Wilmington  !  nor  thcc. 
Hi<!  Refgnation  was  reprcfented  on  its  firft  appearance,  as  a  ftriking  inftance  of  the  fenefcence  of 
pemuii.  It  has  sever  obtained  much  popularity  ;  though  the  fentiments  are  ftnmgly  charaderiftic 
•f  their  author,  and  many  of  them  are  beautiful  and  new.  The  ftyle  alfo  is  like  that  of  the 
author  of  the  iV/fi/ Tiotffi6/j,  but  the  refemblancc  is  rather  in  its  blemifties  than  its  beauties.  Here 
18  the  fame  fondnefs  for  antithefes,  the  fame  hunting  down  of  figures,  and  lownefs  of  metaphors, 
ti.at  arc  to  be  fou:;d  in  his  oiher  poems,  Lut  little  of  their  flrength  or  harmony  remains.     His  cx^ 
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changing  the  folemn  plaintive  fpecies  of  verfe,  peculiar  to  himfelf,  for  the  eafy  meafure  of  lyric  poe- 
try, was  an  unfortunate  determination.  Of  his  fmaller  poems,  the  EpiJlUs  to  Pope,  and  the  Epitaph 
tn  Lord  Aubry  Beauclerc,  are  entitled  to  particular  commendation.  Of  thofe  puerile  trifles,  his  Odes^ 
Sea-Piece,  X^jc.  in  which  words  over-power  ideas,  and  loyalty  triumphs  at  the  expcnce  of  imagina- 
tion, the  prefent  writer  is  no  admirer. 

Yet,  excepting  his  licentious  flattery,which  appears  in  thebodyof  his  works,  as  well  as  in  hisfulfome 
dedications,  a  few  of  his  tragical  rants,  his  poetical  flights  into  the  obfcure,  and  the  imbecilities  of 
his  age,  which  his  friends  ought  to  have  fuppreffed,  Young  is  entitled  to  the  rare  but  important 
praifc  of  not  having  left  a  line,  which,  for  moral  or  religious  rcafons,  on  his  death-bed,  he  could 
wifli  to  have  erafed. 

•'  If  the  friendftiip,  with  which  Dr.  Young  honoured  me,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  ''  does  not  miflead 
me,  I  think  I  may  afSrm,  that  many  high  flrokes  of  charadter  in  his  Zanga,  many  fentiments  and 
images  in  his  Night  Thoughts,  and  many  ftrong  and  forcible  defcriptions  ia  his  Paraphrafe  on  'jsb, 
mark  him  for  a  I'ublime  and  original  genius.  Though,  at  the  fame  time,  I  am  ready  to  confefs, 
that  he  is  not  a  corre<51;  and  equal  writer,  and  was  too  often  turgid  and  hyperbolical." 

"  Among  moral  and  dida<5lic  poets,  Dr.  Young  is  of  too  great  eminence,"  fays  Dr.  Blair,  '*  to 
be  paffed  over  without  notice.  In  all  his  works,  the  marks  of  flrong  genius  appear.  His  Univerfal 
Paffion  poffefTes  the  full  merit  of  that  animated  concifenefs  of  ftyle,  and  lively  defcription  of  cha~ 
racftcrs,  which  I  mentioned,  as  particularly  requifite  in  fatirical  and  didaftic  compi-fitions.  Though 
his  wit  may  often  be  thought  too  fparkling,  and  his  fentences  too  pointed,  yet  the  vivacity  of  hi? 
fancy  is  fo  great  as  to  entertain  every  reader.  In  his  Night  Thoughts,  there  is  much  energy  of  ex- 
prelfion ;  in  the  three  firft  there  are  feveral  pathetic  pafTages,  and  fcattercd  through  them,  all  happy 
images  and  allufions,  as  well  as  pious  reiledions  occur  ;  but  the  fentiments  are  frequently  over- 
ftrained  and  turgid,  and  the  llyle  is  too  harfh  and  obfcure  to  be  pleafing." 

"  There  is  in  the  Night  Thoughts,"  fays  Mr.  BofwoU,  "  a  power  of  the  pathetic  beyond  almoft  atiy 
example  ihat  I  have  feen.  He  who  does  not  feel  his  nerves  ftiaken,  and  his  heart  moved  by  many 
palTages  in  this  extraordinary  work,  particularly  by  that  moft  aflfedling  one,  which  defcribes  the 
gradual  torment  fuffercd  by  the  contemplation  of  an  objedl  of  affedtionate  attachment,  vifibly  and 
certainly  decaying  into  diffulution,  muft  be  of  a  hard  and  obftinate  frame. 

"  To  all  the  other  excellencies  of  the  Night  Theugiis,  let  me  add  the  great  and  peculiar  one,  that 
they  contain  not  only  the  nobleft  fentiments  of  virtue  and  the  immortality  of  the  foul ;  but  the 
Chrijiian  facrijice,  the  dii'ifie  propitiation,  with  all  its  interefting  circumflances  and  confolations  to 
"  a  wounded  fpirit,"  folemnly  and  poetically  difplayed  in  fuch  imagery  and  language,  as  cannot  fail 
to  exalt,  animate,  and  footh  the  truly  pious.  No  book  whatever  can  be  recommended  to  young 
perfons,  with  better  hopes  of  feafoning  thejr  mincjs  vyith  vital  religion,  thon  Young's  Night 
Thoughts.''^ 

His  poetical  charader  is  deliueated  by  Dr.  Johnfon  with  impartiality  and  precifion. 
"  Of  Young's  poems  it  is  difficult  to  give  any  general  charafter;  for  he  has  no  uniformity  of  man- 
ner :  one  of  his  pieces  has  no  great  refemblance  to  another.  He  began  to  write  early,  and  continued 
long ;  and  at  different  times  had  different  modes  of  poetical  excellence  in  view.  His  numbers  are  fome- 
times  fmooth,  and  fometimes  rugged  ;  his  flyle  is  fbmetimes  concatenated,  and  fometimes  abrupt ; 
fometimes  diffufive,2nd  fometimes  concife.  His  plan  feems  to  have  flarted  in  his  mind  at  the  prefent 
moment,  and  his  thoughts  appear  the  efiedl  of  chance,  fometimes  adverfe,  and  fometimes  lucky, 
with  very  little  operation  of  judgment. 

•'  He  was  not  one  of  the  writers  whom  experience  improves,  find  who  obfervinj  their  own  faults 
become  gradually  correal.  Jlis  pcem  on  the  Laji  Bay,  his  firft  great  perforrnance,  has  an 
equability  and  propriety,  which  he  afterwards  cither  never  endeavoured  or  never  attained.  Many 
paragraphs  are  noble,  and  few  are  mean,  yet  the  whole  is  languid  ;  the  plan  is  too  much  extended, 
and  a  fucceflion  of  images  divides  and  weakens  the  general  conception;  but  the  great  reafon  why 
the  reader  is  difappointed,  is,  that  the  Laft  Day  makes  every  man  more  than  poetical,  by  fpread- 
ing  over  his  mind  a  general  obfcurity  of  facred  horror,  that  opprelTes  diftindion,  and  difdains  ex-  , 
'  preffion. 

"  His  ftory  of  Jane  Gray  was  never  popular.  It  is  writes  with  elegance  enough,  but  yane  is  I09 
heroic  to  be  pitied,  5 
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"  T'l'  ^"^"^"^^  Pa£hn  is  indeed  a  very  great  performance.  It  is  faid  to  be  a  feries  of  epigrams : 
but  if  it  be,  It  is  what  the  author  intended  :  his  endeavour  was  at  the  produdion  of  ftriking 
diftichs  and  pointed  fentences ;  and  his  diftichs  have  the  weight  of  folid  fentiment,  and  his  points 
the  fharpnefs  of  rtfifHefs  truth 

"  His  charaders  are  often  feleded  with  difcernment,  and  drawn  with  nicety;  his  illuftrations  are 
often  happy,  and  his  reflexions  often  juft.  His  fpecies  of  fatire  is  between  thofe  of  Horace  and 
Juvenal;  and  he  has  the  gaiety  of  Horace  without  his  laxity  of  numbers,  and  the  morality  of  Ju- 
venal with  g^reatcr  variati.n  of  image?.  He  plays,  indeed,  only  on  the  furface  of  life;  he  never 
penetrates  the  rccefles  of  the  mind,  and  therefore  the  whole  power  of  his  poetry  is  cxhaufted  by  a 
fingle  perufal;  his  conceits  pleafe  only  when  they  furprife. 

"  To  tra/iflate  he  never  condefcended,  unlefs  h'i% Paraphrafe  tn  Job  may  be  confidered  as  a  verfion  ; 
in  which  he  has  not,  I  think,  been  unfuccefsful ;  he  indeed  favoured  himfelf,  by  choofing  thofe  part» 
which  moft  eafily  admit  the  ornament?  of  Englilh  poetry. 

"  He  had  lead  fuccefs  in  his  lyric  attempts,  in  which  he  feems  to  have  been  under  fome  malignant 
Influence  :  he  is  always  labouring  to  be  great,  and  at  laft  is  only  turgid. 

In  his  Night  Tbougbti  he  has  exhibited  a  very  wide  difplay  of  original  poetry,  variegated 
with  deep  reflexions  and  ftriking  allufions ;  a  wildernefs  of  thought,  in  which  the  fertility  of  fancy 
fcatters  flowers  of  every  hue  and  of  every  odour.  This  is  one  of  the  few  poems  in  v/hich  blank 
verfe  could  not  be  changed  for  rhyme  but  with  difadvantage.  The  wild  diffufion  of  the  fcntiments, 
and  the  digreflive  fallies  of  imagination,  would  have  been  compreffed  and  rcftrained  by  confine- 
ment to  rhyme.  The  excellence  of  this  work  is  not  exadtnefs,  but  copioufnef* ;  particular  lines  are 
not  to  be  regarded  ;  the  power  is  in  the  whole,  and  in  the  whole  there  is  a  magnificence  like  that 
a.'cribed  to  Chinefe  plantation,  the  magnifience  of  vaft  extent  and  endlefs  diverfity. 

"  His  bft  poem  was  the  Refig„at}on  ;  in  which  he  made,  as  he  was  accuftomed,  an  experiment 
of  a  new  mode  of  writing,   and  fucceeded  better  than  in    his  Ocean  or   his  Merchant.     It  was 
very  falfely  reprefented  as  a  proof    of  decaying  faculties.     There  is  Young   in  e»  ery  ftanza,  fuch 
as  he  often  was  in  his  higheft  vigour. 

"  It  mull  be  allowed  of  Young's  poetry,  that  it  abounds  in  thought,  but  without  much  accuracy  or 
feledlion.  When  be  lays  hold  of  an  illuftration,  he  purfues  it  beyond  expectation,  fometimes  hap- 
pily, as  in  his  parallel  of  ^kkfilver  with  Ple*fure,  which  is  very  ingenious,  very  fubtle,  and  almoft 
exaiSl;  but  fometimes  he  is  lefs  lucky,  as  when,  in  his  Night  Thoughts^  having  dropped  it  into  his 
mind,  that  the  orbs,  floating  in  fpace,  might  be  called  the  clufter  of  creation,  he  thinks  on  a  clufter 
cf  grapes,  and  fays,  that  they  all  hang  on  the  great  vine,  drinking  the  "  nedtareous  juice  of  im- 
"  mortal  life." 

"  His  conceits  arc  fometimes  yet  lefs  valuable.  In  thtLaJ}  Day,  he  hopes  to  illuftrate  the  re-aflem- 
bling  of  the  atoms  that  compofe  the  human  body  at  the  "  Trump  of  Doom,"  by  the  coUedlion  of 
tees  into  a  fwarm  at  the  tinkling  of  a  pan. 

"  The  Prophet  fays  of  Tyre,  that  "  her  Merchants  are  Princes."  Young  fays  in  his  Merchant 

Her  Merchants  Princes,  and  each  deei  a  Throne. 

i.et  burlefque  try  to  go  beyond  him. 

"  He  ha*  the  trick  of  joining  the  turgid  and  familiar  r  to  buy  the  alliance  of  Britain,  "  Clime? 
"  were  paid  down."  Antithefis  is  his  favourite.  "  They  for  kindnefs  hate ;"  and  "  becaufe  ftie's 
"  right  fhe's  ever  ia  the  wrong." 

"  His  verfification  is  his  own  ;  neither  his  blank  nor  his  rhyming  lines  have  'any  refemblance  to 
thofe  of  former  writers;  he  picks  up  no  hemiftichs,  he  copies  no  faV'urite  expreflions  ;  he  feems  to 
have  laid  up  no  ftores  of  thought  or  didlion,  but  to  owe  all  to  the  fortuitous  fuggcftions  of  the  pre- 
fent  moment.  Yet  !  h  ive  reafon  to  believe  that,  when  once  he  had  formed  a  new  defign,  he  thea 
laboured  it  with  very  patient  induftry,  and  that  he  compoled  with  great  labour,  and  frequent  re* 
vifions. 

"  His  verfes  are  formed  by  no  certain  model :  for  he  is  no  more  like  himfelf  in  his  different  pro- 
duXions  than  he  is  like  others.  He  feems  never  to  have  ftudied  profody,  nor  to  have  had  any  di-« 
redlon  but  from  his  own  ear.    But  with  all  his  dtfeXs,  he  tv.!*  a  man  of  genius  and  a  poet. ' 
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VERSES  TO  THE  AUTHOR. 


Now  let  the  Athieft  tremble ;  thou  alone 
Can  bid  his  confcious  heart  the  Godhead  own. 
Whom  {halt  thou  not  reform  ?  O  thou  haft  feen. 
How  God  defcends  to  judge  the  fouls  of  men. 
Thou  heard'ft  the  fentence  how  the  guilty  mourn, 
Driven  out  from  God,  and  never  muft  return. 

Yet  more,  behold  ten  thoufand  thunders  fall. 
And  fudden  vengeance  wrap  the  flaming  ball; 
When  nature  funk,  when  every  bolt  was  hurl'd, 
Thou  faw'ft  the  boundlefs  ruins  of  the  world. 

When  guilty  Sodom  felt  the  burning  rain, 
And  fulphur  fell  on  the  devoted  plain  ; 
The  patriarch  thus,  the  fiery  tempeft  paft, 
With  pious  horror  view'd  the  defert  wafte ; 
The  reftlefs  fmoke  Hill  wav'd  its  curls  around, 
For  ever  rifmg  from  the  glowing  ground. 

But  tell  me,  oh  1  what  heavenly  pleafure  tell, 
To  think  fo  greatly,  and  defcribe  fo  vtW  ! 
How  wafl  thou  plcas'd  the  wondrous  theme  to  try. 
And  find  the  thought  of  man  could  rife  fo  high  ? 
Beyond  this  world  the  labour  to  purfue, 
And  open  all  eternity  to  view  ? 

But  thou  art  heft  delighted  to  rehearfe 
Heaven's  holy  didates  in  exalted  verfe  ; 
O  thou  haft  power  the  harden'd  heart  to  warm, 
To  grieve,  to  raife,  to  terrify,  to  charm  ; 
To  fix  the  foul  on  God ;  to  teach  the  mind 
To  know  the  dignity  of  human  kind  ; 
J3y  ftri<fter  rules  well-govern'd  life  to  fcan. 
And  pradife  o'er  the  angel  in  the  man. 
Magd.  Coll.  1 
Oxon,       5 

TO  A  LADY, 

with  the  last  dat. 

Madam, 
Here,  facred  truths,  in  lofty  numbers  told, 
The  profpe<ft  of  a  future  ftate  unfold  : 
The  realms  of  night  to  mortal  view  difplay, 
And  the  glad  regions  of  eternal  day. 
This  daring  author  fcorns,  by  vulgar  ways 
Qf  guilty  wir,  to  merit  worthUfs  praife. 

VOt,  X.  • 


T.  Warton. 


Full  of  her  glorious  theme,  his  towering  mufe. 
With  gen'rous  zeal,  a  nobler  fame  purfues : 
Religion's  caufe  her  ravifh'd  heart  infpires, 
And  with  a  thoufand  bright  ideas  fires  ; 
Tranfports  her  quick,  impatient,  piercing  eye, 
O'er  the  ftrait  limits  of  mortality, 
To  boundlefs  orbs,  and  bids  her  fearlefs  foar, 
Where  only  Milton  gain'd  renown  before  ; 
Where  various  fcenes  alternately  excite 
Amazement,  pity,  terror,  and  delight. 

Thus  did  the  mufes  fing  in  early  times. 
Ere  Ikiird  t»  flatter  vice  and  varnifli  crimes  I 
Their  lyres  were  tun'd  to  virtuous  fongs  alone, 
And  the  chafte  poet,  and  the  prieft,  were  one. 
But  now,  forgetful  of  their  infant  ftate. 
They  foothe  the  wanton  pleafures  of  the  great  i 
And  from  the  prefs,  and  the  licentious  ftage. 
With  lufcious  poifon  taint  the  thoughtlefs  age ; 
Deceitful  charms  attra<2:  our  wondering  eyes 
And  fpecious  ruin  unfufpe6led  lies. 
So  the  rich  foil  of  India's  blooming  (bores, 
Adorn'd  with  lavifh  nature's  choiceft  ftores,  [fight. 
Where  ferpents  lurk,  by  flowers  conceal'd  from 
Hides  fatal  danger  under  gay  delight. 

Thefe  purer  thoughts  from  grofs  alloys  refin'd. 
With  heavenly  raptures  elevate  the  mind  : 
Not  fram'd  to  raife  a  giddy  (hort-liv'd  joy, 
Whofe  falfe  allurements,  while  they  pleafe  deftroy; 
B'Jt  blifs  refembling  that  of  faints  above, 
Sprung  from  the  vifion  of  th'  Almighty  love  : 
Firm,  foUd  blifs,  for  ever  great  and  new, 
The  more  'tis  known,  the  more  admir'd,  like  you; 
Like  you,  fair  nymph,  in  whom  united  meet 
Endearing  fweetnefs,  unaffeded  wit. 
And  all  the  glories  of  your  fparkling  race. 
While  inward  virtues  heighten  every  grace. 
By  thefe  fecur'd,  you  will  with  pleafure  read 
"  Of  futurciudgment,andtheriiingdead;  [thrown 
"  Of  time's  grand  period,  heaven  and  earth  o'er- 
"  And  gafping  nature's  laft  tremendous  groan." 
Thefe,  when  the  ftars  and  fun  (hall  be  no  more, 
Shall  beauty  to  your  ravag'd  form  reftore, 
Then  (hall  you  (hine  with  an  immortal  ray, 
Improv'd  by  death,  and  brightcn'd  by  decay. 

T.  TrjstrAm, 
A 


VERSES    TO    THE    AUTHOR. 


TO  THE  AUTHOR, 

QN  BIS  tAST  DAT  AND  ONIVERSAt  PASSION. 

And  muft  it  be  as  thou  haft  fung, 
Cclcftial  bard,  fcraphic  Young  ? 
Will  there  no  trace,  no  point  be  found 
Of  all  this  fpacious  glorious  round  ? 
Yon  lamps  of  light,  muft  they  decay  ? 
On  nature's  felf  deftrudlion  prey  ? 
Then  fame,  the  moft  immortal  thing 
Bv'n  thou  canft  hope,  is  on  the  wing. 
Shall  Newton's  fyftem  be  admir'd, 
"When  time  and  motion  are  expir'd  ? 
Shall  fouls  be  curious  to  explore 
y/ho  rul'd  an  orb  that  is  ijo  more  ? 


Or  fhall  they  quote  the  piflur'd  age,  "^ 

From  Pope's  and  thy  corredive  page, 
When  vice  and  virtue  lofe  their  name 
In  deathlefs  joy,  or  endlcfs  ftiame  ? 
While  wears  away  the  grand  machine, 
The  works  of  genius  fliall  be  fecn  : 
Beyond,  what  laurels  can  there  be, 
For  Homer,  Horace,  Pope,  or  thee  ? 
Through  life  we  chafq,  with  fond  purfuit, 
What  mocks  our  hope,  like  Sodom's  fruit  : 
And  fure,  thy  plan  was  well  defign'd. 
To  cure  this  madnefs  of  the  mind; 
Firft,  beyond  time  our  thoughts  to  raife; 
Then  lafh  our  love  of  tranfient  praife. 
In  both,  we  own  thy  dodlrine  juft; 
.  And  fame's  a  breath,  and  men  are  duft. 

J 736.  "  J.  Bancks. 


THE  LAST  DAT. 

IN  THREE  BOOKS. 


"  Venitfiimma  die?." Viae. 


BOOK  I. 

"  Ipfc  pater,  media  nimborum  in  nofle,  corufca 

••  Fulniina  molitur  dextra.      Quo  maxima  motu 

"  Terra  tremit :   fug^jre  feras  !  et  mortalia  corda 

"  Per  gentes  humilis  ftravic  pavor."  Virg. 

^^HiLE  others  fing  the  fortune  of  the  great ; 
Empire  and  arms,  and  all  the  pomp  of  ftatc  ; 
With  Britain's  hero  *  fet  their  fouls  on  fire, 
And  grow  immortal  as  his  deeds  infpire  ; 
I  draw  a  deeper  fcene  ;   a  fcene  that  yields 
A  louder  trumpet,  and  more  dreadful  fields ; 
The  world  alarm'd,  both   earth  and  heav'n  o'er- 

thrown. 
And  gafping  nature's  laft  tremendous  groan  ; 
Death's  ancient  fceptre  broke,  the  teeming  tomb, 
The  righteous  Judge,  and  man's  eternal  doom. 
Twixt  joy  and  pain  I  view  the  bold  defign, 
And  alk  my  anxious  heart,  if  it  be  mine. 
Whatever  great  or  dreadful  has  been  done 
Within  the  fight  of  confcious  ftars  or  fun, 
Is  far  beneath  my  daring  :   1  look  down 
On  all  the  fplendours  of  the  Britifli  crown. 
This  globe  is  for  my  verfe  a  narrow  bound  ; 
Attend  me,  all  ye  glorious  worlds  around  1 
O  !   all  ye  angels,  howfoe'er  disjoin'd. 
Of  every  various  order,  place,  and  kind. 
Hear,  and  afliil,  a  feeble  mortal's  lays  ; 
'Tis  our  Eternal  Kmg  I  drive  to  praife. 

But  chiefly  Thou,  great  Ruler!  Lord  of  all ! 
before  whofe  throne  archangels  proftrate  fall ; 
]f  at  thy  nod,  from  difcord,  and  from  night, 
Sprang  beauty,  and  yon  fparkling  worlds  of  light, 
Exalt  e'en  me;  all  inward  tumults  quell; 
The  clouds  and  darknefs  of  my  mind  difpel; 
To  my  greatTubje(Sl;  thou  my  breafl  infpire, 
And  raife  my  labouring  foul  with  equal  fire. 

*   The  Dufe  of  Marlborough, 


Man,  bear  thy  brow  aloft,  view  every  grace 
In  God's  great  offspring,  beauteous  nature's  face  r 
See   fpring's   gay  bloom  ;    fee  golden  autumn's 

ftore  ; 
See  how  earth  fmiles,  and  hear  old  ocean  roar. 
Leviathans  but  heave  their  cumberous  mail. 
It  makes  a  tide,  and  wind-bound  navies  fail. 
Here  forefts  rife,  the  mountain's  awful  pride; 
Here,  rivers  meafure  climes,  and  worlds  divide  ; 
There,   vallies   fraught   with   gold's   refplendcnt 

feeds, 
Hold  kings,  and  kingdom's  fortunes,  in  their  beds: 
There,  to  the  fkies,  afpiring  hills  afcend, 
And  into  diftant  lands  their  fhades  extend. 
View  cities,  armies,  fleets ;  of  fleets  the  pride. 
See  Europe's  law,  in  Albion's  channel  ride. 
View  the  whole  earth's  vaft  landfeip  untonfiu'd. 
Or  view  in  Britain  all  her  glories  join'd. 

Then  let  the  firmament  thy  wonder  raife  ; 
'Twill  raife  thy  wonder,  but  tranfcend  thy  praife. 
How  far  from  eaft  to  weft  .'  The  labouring  eye 
Can  fcarce  the  diftant  azure  bounds  defcry  : 
Wide  theatre  ;  where  tempefts  play  at  large, 
And  God's  right  hand  can  all  its  wrath  difchargc. 
Mark  hov/  thofe  radiant  lamps  inflame  the  pole, 
Call  forth  the  feafons,  and  the  year  controul ; 
Theyfliine  throughtime,  withannnalter'dray: 
See  this  grand  period  rife,  and  that  decay  : 
So  -vajl,  this  world's  a  grain  ;  yet  myriads  grace. 
With  golden  pomp,  the  throng'd  ethereal  fpace  ; 
So  bright,  with  fuch  a  wealth  of  glory  ftor'd, 
'  I'wcre  fin  in  heathens  not  to  have  ador'd. 

How  great,  how  firm,  how  facred  all  appears ! 
How  worthy  an  immortal  round  of  years! 
Yet  all  muft  drop,  as  autumn's  fickliell  grain, 
And  earth  and  firmament  be  fought  in  vain  : 
The  traifl  forgot  where  conftellations  flione, 
Or  where  the  Stuarts  fiU'd  an  awful  throne; 
Time  fliall  be  flain,  all  nature  be  deftroy'd, 
Nor  leave  an  atom  in  the  mighty  void. 
Aij 
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Sooner,  or  later,  in  feme  future  date, 
(A  dreadful  fecret  in  the  book  of  fate  !) 
This  hour,  for  aught  all  human  wifdom  kno^vs, 
Or  when  ten  thoufand  harvefls  more  have  rofe  ; 
When  fcenes  are  chang'd  on  this  revolving  earth, 
Old  empires  fall,  and  give  new  empires  birth  ; 
While  other  Bourbons  rule  in  other  lands, 
And  (if  man's  fins  forbid  not)  other  Annes ; 
While  the  ftill  bufy  world  is  treading  o'er 
The  paths  they  trod  five  thoufand  years  before, 
Thoughtiefs  as  thofe  who  neiv  life's  mazes  run, 
Of  earth  difTolvd,  or  an  extinguifh'd  fun  ; 
(Ye  fublunary  worlds,  awake,  awake  ! 
Ye  rulers  of  the  nation,  hear,  and  (hake) 
Thick  clouds  of  darknefe  fhall  artfe  on- day ; 
In  fudden  night  all  earth's  dominions  lay; 
Impetuous  winds  the  fcatter'd  forefts  rend; 
Jitcrnal  mountains,  like  their  cedars  bend  ; 
*  he  vallies  yawn,  the  troubled  ocean  roar, 
And  break  the  bondage  of  his  wonted  fhor;  ; 
A  fanguine  ftain  the  filvcr  moon  o'erfpread  ; 
Darknefs  the  circle  of  the  fun  invade  ; 
From  inmoft  heaver,  incelTant  thunders  roll. 
And  the  llrong  echo  bound  from  pole  to  pole. 

When,  lo,  a  mighty  trump,  one  half  conceal'd 
In  clouds,  one  half  to  mortal  eye  reveal'd. 
Shall  poiir  a  dreadful  rote  ;  the  piercing  call 
Shall  rattle  in  the  centre  of  the  ball; 
Th' extended  ciicult  cf  creation  fliake. 
The  living  die  with  fcnr,  the  dead  awAe. 

Oh  powerful  blafl; !   to  which  no  f  qiial  found 
Did  e'er  the  frighted  ear  of  nature  wound. 
Though  rival  clarions  have  been  ftrain'd  on  high. 
And  kindled  wars  immortal  through  the  fky, 
Thrugh  God'swholc  enginery  dii'charg'd,  and  ail 
The  rebel  angels  bellow'd  in  their  fall. 

Have  argels  finn'd?  and  (liall  not  man  beware? 
Kow  (hall  a  fon  of  earth  decline  the  fnars  ? 
Not  foiced  arms,  and  flacknefs  of  the  mind, 
Can  promife  for  the  fafety  of  mankind  : 
Kone  are  fupinely  good  :  through  care  and  pain, 
And  various  arts,  the  fteep  afcent  we  gain. 
This  is  the  fcene  of  combat,  not  of  reft, 
Man's  is  laborious  happinefs  at  befl ; 
On  thisfi'Je  death  his  dangers  never  ceafe. 
His  joys  are  joys  of  conqucft,  not  of  peace. 

If  then,  obfequious  to  the  will  of  fate, 
And  bending  to  the  terms  cf  human  flate. 
When  guilty  joys  ii;vite  us  to  their  arms. 
When  ieauty  fmilcs,   or   grandeur  fpreads   her 

charms. 
The  confciou-;  foul  would  this  great  fcene  difplay, 
Call  down  th'  immortal  ho<!  s  in  dread  array, 
'i  he  trumf  et  found,  the  Chrlfttan  banner  fprtad, 
Ai  d  raife  from  filent  graves  the  trembling  dead  ; 
Si  th  deep  imprcfli-n  would  the  piflure  make, 
K'    power  r.n  earth  her  firm  refolve  cculd  Ibake  ; 
tr£ig  d  with  angtls  (he  wculd  greatly  (land, 
And  look  regaidlefs  down  on  fca  and  land  ; 
Mot  proffer'd  worlds  her  ardour  could  reftrain, 
Anc  <ieath  might  (hake  hit-  threatening  lance  in  vain  1 
Her  certain  conquell  would  endear  the  fight, 
And  danger  ferve  but  to  exalt  delight. 

Inftruiiled  thtis  to  (hun  the  fatal  fpring. 
Whence  flows  the  terrors  of  that  day  i  ilngj 


More  boldly  we  our  labours  may  puifuc, 
And  all  the  dreadful  image  fct  to  view. 

The  fparkling  eye,  the  (leek  and  painted  breaft. 
The  burnifli'd  fcale,  curi'd  train,  and  rifing  creft, 
All  that  is  lovely  in  the  noxious  fnake, 
Provokes  our  fear,  and  bids  us  flee  the  brake  : 
The  (ling  once  drawn,  his  guiltlefs  beauties  rife 
In  pleafing  luflre,  and  detain  our  eyes  ; 
We  view  with  joy,  what  once  did  horror  move,    - 
And  ftrong  averfion  foftens  into  love. 

Say  then,  my  mtife,  whom  difma!  fcenes  delight. 
Frequent  at  tombs,  and  in  the  realms  of  night; 
Say,  melancholy  maid,  if  bold  to  dare 
I  he  laft  extremes  of  terror  and  defpair  ; 
Oh  fay,  what  change  on  earth,  what  heart  in  man. 
This  blackeft  moment  fince  the  world  began. 

Ah  mournful  turn  !   the  blifsful  earth,  who  late 
At  leifure  on  her  axle  roU'd  in  ftate  ; 
While  thoufand  golden  planc'ts  knew  no  reft, 
Still  onward  in  their  circling  journey  preft ; 
A  grateful  change  of  feafons  fome  to  bring, 
And  fv/eet  viciffitude  of  fall  and  fpring  : 
Some  thrfugh  vaft  oceans  to'conducfl  the  keel. 
And  fome  thofe  watery  world,  to  fink,  or  fwell ; 
Around  her  fome  their  fplendours  to  difplay. 
And  giiu  hir  globe  with  tributsry  day  : 
Tnis  world  fo  great,  of  joy  the  bright  abode. 
Heaven's  drriing  child,  and  favourite  of  her  God, 
Now  looks  an  exile  from  her  Father's  care, 
Delivcr'd  o'er  to  darkncfe  and  defpair. 
No  fun  in  radiant  glory  (hines  on  high  ; 
No  light,  but  from  the  terrors  of  the  Ity  : 
Fall'n'are  her  mountains,  her  fam'd  rivers  loft. 
And  all  into  a  fecond  chaos  toft  : 
One  univerfal  ruin  fpreads  abroad  ; 
Nothing  is  fafe  beneath  the  throne  of  God.  i. 

Such,  earth,  thy  fate :  what  then  canft  thoi^- 
afford 
To  comfort  and  fupport  thy  guilty  lord  ? 
Man,  haughty  lord  of  all  beneath  the  moon. 
How  muft  he  bend  his  foul's  ambition  down  ? 
Proftrate,  the  reptile  own,  and  difavow    . 
His  boaftcd  ftature,  and  afTuming  brow  ? 
Claim  kindred  with  the  clay,  and  curie  his  form, 
That  fpeaks  diftindion  from  his  fiftcr  worm  ?    '  ' 
What  dreadful  pangs  the  trembling  heart,  invade  T 
Lord,  why  do;l  thou  forfake  whom  thnu  haft  made?  • 
V\'ho  can  fuftain  thy  anger  ?    Who  can  ftand 
Beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  lifted  hand  ? 
It  flies  the  reach  of  thought;  oh  fave  me.  Power 
Of  powers  fupreme,  in  that  tremendous  hour  ! 
Thou  who  beneath  the  frown  of  fate  haft  ftood, 
And  in  thy  dreadful  agony  fweat  blood  ; 
Thou,  who  for  me,  through  every  throbbing  vein, 
Haft  felt  the  keeneft  edge  of  mortal  pain  ; 
Whom  death  led  captive  through  the  realms  beIoW| 
And  taught  thofe  horrid  myfteries  of  woe ;  !•' 

Defend  me,  O  my  God  !  Oh  fave  me,  Power. 
Of  powers  fupreme,  in  that  tremendous  hour! 

From  eaft  to  weft  they  fly,  from  pole  to  line, 
Imploring  (helter  from  the  wrath  divine  ; 
Beg  flames  to  wrap,  or  whelming  fea  'to  fweep^. 
Or  rocks  to  yawn,  compalfionately  deep  : 
Seas  caft  the  monfter  forth  to  meet  his  doom. 
And  rocks  but  prifon  up  for  wrath  to  come. 
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,    i5o  fares  a  traitor  to  an  eartWy  crown ; 
While  death  fits  threatening  in  his  prince's  frown, 
His  heart's  difmay'd  ;  and  now  his  fears  coriimand, 
To  change  his  native  for  a  diftant  land  : 
Swift  orders  fly,  the  king's  fevers  decree 
Stands  in  the  channel,  and  locks  up  the  fea  ; 
"The  port  he  feeks,  obedient  to  her  lord, 
Hurls  back  the  rebel  to  his  lifted  fword. 
*  But  -why  this  idle  toil  to  paint  that  day  ? 
This  time  elaborately  thrown  away  ? 
Words  all  in  vain  pant  after  the  diftrefs, 
The  height  of  eloquence  would  make  it  lefs ; 
Heavens !  how  the  good  man  trembles  ! — 

And  is  there  a  Laft  Day  ?  and  muft  there  come 
A  fure,  a  fix'd,  inexorable  doom  ! 
Ambition  fwell,  and,  thy  proud  fails  to  (how, 
■  Take  all  the  winds  that  vanity  can  blow  : 
Wealth  on  a  golden  mountain  blazing  ftand, 
And  reach  an  India  forth  in  either  hand  ; 
Spread  all  thy  purple  cluflers,  tempting  vine, 
And  thou,  more  dreaded  foe,  bright  beauty,  fiiinc : 
'shine  all ;  in  all  your  charms  together  rife. 
That  all,  in  all  your  charms,  I  may  defpife, 
While  r  mount  upward  on  a  ftrong  defire, 
Borne,  like  Elijah,  in  a  car  of  fire. 

In  hopes  of  glory  to  be  quite  involv'd  ! 
To  fmile  at  death  !  to  long  to  be  diffolv'd  '. 
From  our  decays  a  pleafure  to  receive  ! 
And  kindle  into  tranfport  at  a  grave  ! 
What  equals  this  ?  And  (hall  the  vidor  now 
Boaft  the  proud  laurels  on  his  loaded  brow  ? 
Religion  !  Oh  thou  cherub,  heavenly  bright ! 
Oh  joys  unmix'd,  and  fathomlefs  delight  1 
Thou,  thou  art  all ;  nor  find  I  in  the  whole 
Crsation  aught,  but  God  and  my  own  foul. 

For  ever  then  my  foul,  thy  God  adore, 
Nor  let  the  brute  creation  praifc  him  more. 
Shall  things  inanimate  my  condufl  blame, 
•  .Andflulh  my  confcious  cheek  with  fpreadingfhame? 
They  all  for  him  purfue,  or  quit  their  end ; 
The  mounting  flames  their  burning  power  fufpend; 
In  folid  heaps  th'  unfrozen  billows  ftand, 
To  reft  and  filence  aw'd  by  his  command ; 
Nay,  the  dire  monfters  that  Infcft  the  flood. 
By  nature  dreadful,  and  athirft  for  blood, 
His  will  can  calm,  their  favage  tempers  bind, 
And  turn  to  mild  protedors  of  mankind. 
Did  not  the  prophet  this  great  truth  maintain 
In  the  deep  chambers  of  the  gloomy  main  ; 
When  darlinefs  round  him  all  her  horrors  fpread, 
And  the, loud  ocean  bellow'd  o'er  bis  head  ? 

When  nowthe  thunder  roars,  the  liglitning  flies, 
And  all  the  warring  winds  tumultuous  rife  ; 
When  now  the  foaming  furges,  toft  on  high, 
Difclofe  the  fands  beneath,  apd  touch  the  (ky  ; 
When  death  draws  near,  the  mariners  aghail 
Look  back  with  terror  on  their  aiftions  paft; 
THeir  courage  fickens  into  deep  difmay. 
Their   hearts,   through    fear    and   aiiguilb,  melt 

away ; 
Nor  tears,  nor  prayers,  the  tempeft  can  appeafe  ; 
NovV  they  devote  their  treafure  to  the  feas ; 
Unload   their   (batter'd    barque,    though    richly 

fraught, 
yft^nd  thjnjs;  thi?  hofes  of  iife  ar?  chf apty  bought 


With  gems  and  gold  ;  but  oh,  tlie  ftortn  fo  high ! 
Nor  gems  nor  gold  the  hopes  of  life  can  buy. 

The  trembling  prophet  theD,themfelves  to  favc, 
They  headlong  plunge  into  the  briny  wave  ; 
Down  he  defcend",  arid,  booming  o'er  his  head, 
The  htllovvs  clofe ;  he's  numbcr'd  with  the  dead« 
(Hear,  O  ye  juft  !  attend,  ye  virtuous  few  1 
And  the  bright  paths  of  piety  purfue) 
Lo  I  the  great  Ruler  of  the  world,  from  high, 
Looks  fmiling  dowri  with  a  propitious  eye. 
Covers  his  fervant  with  his  gracious  hand, 
And  bids  tempeftuous  nature  filent  (land  ; 
Commands  the  peaceful  waters  to  give  place, 
1  Or  kindly  fold  him  in  a  foft  embrace  : 
He  bridles  in  the  monfters  of  the  deep  : 
The  bridled  monfters  awful  diftance  keep  : 
Forget  their  hunger,  while  they  view  their  prey  a 
And  guiUlefs  gase,  and  round  the  ftranger  play. 

But  ftill  arife  new  wonders ;  nature's  Lord 
Sends  forth  into  the  deep  his  powerful  word, 
And  calls  the  great  leviathan  :  the  great . 
Leviathan  attends  in  all  his  ftate  ; 
Exults  for  joy, and,  with  a  mighty  bound,  [found; 
Makes  the  fea  (hake,  and  he^iv'n  and  earth  re- 
Blackens  the  waters  with  the  rifing  fand, 
And  drives  vaft  billows  to  the  diftant  land. 

As  yavvns  an  earthquake,  when  imprifoa'd  air 
Struggle?  for  vent,  and  lays  the  centre  bare. 
The  whale  expands  his  jaws  enormous  fize  ; 
The  prophet  views  the  cavern  with  furprife ; 
Meafures  his  monftrous  teeth,  afar  defcry'd, 
And  rolls  his  wondering  eyes  from  fide  to  fide  : 
Then  takes  poffeiTion  of  the  fpacious  feat. 
And  fails  fecure  within  the  dark  retreat.  --y 

Now  is  he  plcas'd  the  northern  b'aft  to  Jh^arj  a 
And  hangs  on  liquid  mountains,  void  of  fcfif  i  ,  ■  -" 
Or  falls  immers'd  into  the  depths  below;  . '  -..j 
Where  the  dead  filent  waters  never  flow;  '  .y 
To  the  foundations  of  the  hi^ls  convey'd,  ^ 

Dwells  in  the  (helving  mountain's  dreadful  (hade: 
Where  plummet  never  reach'd.be  drawshisbreath, 
And  glides  ferenely  through  the  paths  of  death. 
Two  wondrous  days  and  nig^its  through  corjil 
groves. 
Through  labyrinths  of  rocks  and  fands  he  roves; 
When  the  third  morning  with  its  level  rays     ,     , 
The  mountains  gilds,  and  on  the  billows  plays, 
It  fees  the  king  uf  waters  rife,  and  pour 
His  facred  gueft  uninjur'd  on  the  fhore  : 
A  type  of  that  great  blelTing,  whieh  the  mufc 
In  her  next  labour  ardept^y  n,mfusj. 
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"  .  I  .1  We  hope,  that  the  departed  v»ill  fife 
"  again  from  the  djjft  :  after  which,  like 
"  the  gods,  thiiywiU(j>e  immortal."  . 

.V  o        ■         I 

Now  man  awakes,  ayid  from  bis  filent  bed,    ' 
Where  he  has  (lept  jfpr  age^  lifts  his  head  j 
A  iij 
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Shakes  off  the  flumber  of  ten  thoufand  years, 

And  on  the  borders  of  nfew  worlds  appears. 

TThate'er  the  bold,  the  rafh,  adventure  coft, 

In  wide  eternity  I  dare  be  loft. 

The  niufc  is  wont  in  narrow  bounds  to  fing, 

To  icacb  tte  fivain,  or  celebrate  the  iing. 

I  grafp  the  whole,  no  more  to  parts  confin'd, 

1  lift  my  voice,  and  fing  to  luman  kind: 

I  fing  to  men  and  angels  ;  angels  join,  [mine. 

While  fuch  the   thefne,  their  facred  fongs  with 

Again  the  trumpet's  intermitted  found 

Rolls  the  wide  circuit  of  creation  round. 

An  miiverfal  conconrfe  to  prepare 

Of  all  that  ever  breath 'd  the  vital  air  : 

In  fome  wide  field,  which  adtive  whirlwinds fweep, 

Drive  cities,  forefts,  mountains,  to  the  deep, 

I'd  fmooth  and  lengthen  out  th'  unbounded  fpace, 

And  fpread  an  area  for  all  human  race. 

Now  monuments  prove  faithful  to  their  truft. 
And  render  back  their  long-committed  duft. 
Now  charnels  rattle  ;  fcatter'd  limbs,  and  all 
The  various  bones,  obfequious  to  the  call, 
Self-mov'd,  advance ;  the  neck  perhaps  to  meet   . 
The  diftant  head,  the  diftant  legs  the  feet. 
Dreadful  to  view,  fee  through  the  duflcy  fky 
Fragments  of  bodies  in  confufion  fly, 
To  diftant  regions  journeying,  there  to  claim 
Deferted  members,  and  complete  the  frame. 
When  the  world  bow'd  to  Rome's  almighty 
fword, 
Rome  bow'd  to  Pompey,  and  confefs'd  her  lord. 
Yet  one  day  loft,  this  deity  below 
Became  the  fcorn  and  pity  of  his  foe. 
His  blood  a  traitor's  facrifice  was  made. 
And  fmok'd  indignant  on  a  ruffian's  blade. 
!No  trnmpet's  found,  no  gafping  army's  yell. 
Bid,  with  due  horror,  his  great  foul  farewell. 
Obfcure  his  fall !  all  weltering  in  his  gore. 
His  trunk  was  caft  to  perifti  6n  the  Ihore ! 
■While  Julius  frown'd  the  bloody  monfter  dead, 
Who  brought  the  world  in  his  great  rival's  head. 
This  feVer'd  head  and  trunk  ftiall  join  once  more, 
*rhough  realms  now  rife  between,  and  oceans  roar. 
The  trumpet's  found  each  fragrant  mote  (hail  hear, 
Or  fix'd  in  earth,  or  if  afloat  in  air, 
Obey  the  fignal  wafted  in  the  wind. 
And  not  one  flecping  atom  lag  behind. 

So  fwarming  bees,  that  on  &  fummer's  day 
In  airy  rings  and  wild  meanders  play,  [end, 

Charm'd  with  the  brazen  found,  their  wanderings 
And,  gently  circling,  on  a  bough  defcend. 

The  body  thus  renew'd,  the  confcious  foul, 
Which  has  perhaps  been  fluttering  near  the  pole. 
Or  'midft  the  burning  planets  wondering  ftray'd. 
Or  hover'd  «*er  where  her  pale  corpfe  wa«  laid  : 
Or  rather  coafted  on  her  final  ftate. 
And  fear'd,  or  wifti'd  for,  hef  appointed  fate ; 
This  foul,  returning  with  a  conftant  flame, 
Now  weds  for  ever  her  immortal  frame. 
Lffe,  which  ran  down  before,  fo  high  is  wound, 
The  fprings  maintain  an  everlafting  round. 
Thus  a  frail  model  of  the  work  defign'd 
Firft  takes  a  copy  of  the  builder's  mind, 
Before  the  ftrudure  firm  with  laft^ing  oak, 
And  nwrblc  bowcli  of  tkc  folid  rock, 


Turns  the  ftrong  arch,  and  bids  the  colamns  rlfej 
And  bear  the  lofty  palace  to  the  flcies; 
The  wrongs  of  time  enabled  to  furpafs. 
With  bars  of  adamant,  and  ribs  of  brafs. 

That  ancient,  facred,  and  illuftrious  *  dome. 
Where  foon  or  late  fair  Albion's  heroes  come. 
From  camps,  and  courts,  though  great,  or  wife,  of 
To  feed  the  worm,  and  moulder  into  duft;     [juftv 
That  i'olemn  manfion  of  the  royal  dead, 
Where  paffvng  flaves  o'er  fleeping  monarch's  tread. 
Now  populous  o'erflows  :  a  numerous  race 
Of  rifing  kings  fill  all  th'  extended  fpace: 
A  life  well  fpent,  not  the  vidiorious  fword. 
Awards  the  crown,  and  ftyles  the  greater  lord. 

Nor  monuments  alone,  and  burial-earth. 
Labours  with  man  to  this  his  fecond  birth; 
But  where  gay  palaces  in  pomp  arife, 
And  gilded  threatres  invade  the  flcies. 
Nations  fhall  wake,  whofe  unrefpeiSed  bones 
Support  the  pride  of  their  luxurious  fons. 
The  moft  magnificent  and  coftly  dome 
Is  but  an  upper  chamber  to  a  tomb. 
No  fpot  on  earth  but  has  fupply'd  a  grave. 
And  human  fkulls  the  Ipacious  ocean  pave. 
All's  full  of  man  ;  and,  at  this  dreadful  turn. 
The  fwarm  ftiall  iffue,  and  the  hive  ftiall  burn. 

Not  all  at  once,  nor  in  like  manner,  rife  : 
Some  lift  with  pain  their  flow  unwilling  eyes ; 
Shrink  backward  from  the  terror  of  the  light. 
And  blefs  the  grave,  and  call  for  lafting  night. 
Others,  whofe  long-attempted  virtue  flood 
Fix'd  as  a  rock,  and  broke  the  ruftiing  flood, 
Whofe  firm  refolve  nor  beauty  could  melt  down. 
Nor  raging  tyrants  from  their  pofture  frown ; 
Such,  in  this  day  of  horrors,  fliall  be  feen 
To  face  the  thunders  with  a  godlike  mien; 
The  planets  drop,  their  thoughts  are  fix'd  above; 
The  centre  fliakes,  their  hearts  difdain  to  move  : 
An  earth  diftolving,  and  a  heaven  thrown  wide, 
A  yawning  gulf,  and  fiends  on  every  fide. 
Serene  they  view,  impatient  of  delay. 
And  blcfs  the  dawn  of  everlafting  day. 

Here  greatnefs  proftrate  falls,  there  ftrcngth 
gives  place. 
Here  lazars  fmite,  there  beauty  hides  her  face. 
Chriftians,  and  Jews,  and  Turks,  and  Pagans  ftand 
A  blended  throng,  one  undiftinguifti'd  band. 
Some  who,  perhaps,  by  mutual  wounds  expir'd. 
With  zeal  for  their  dilliniSt  perfuafions  fir'd, 
In  mutual  friendftiip  their  long  flumber  break, 
And  hand  in  hand  their  Saviour's  love  partake. 

But  none  are  flufti'd  with  brighter  joy,  or  warni 
With  jufttr  confidence,  enjoy  the  ftorm, 
Than  thofe  whofe  pious  bounties  unconfin'd 
Have  made  them  public  fathers  of  mankind. 
In  that  illuftrious  rank,  what  ftiining  light 
With  fuch  diftinguifti'd  glory  fills  my  fight.' 
Bend  down,  my  grateful  mufe,  that  homage  fliow 
Which  to  fuch  worthies  thou  art  proud  to  owe. 
Wickham!  Foxl  Chichley!  hail,  illuftrious  *  names, 
Who  to  far  diftant  times  difpcnfe  your  beams ; 
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Rcrfeath  yotir  fHades.and  near  your  cryftal  fprings, 
i  firft  prefum'd  to  touch  the  trembling  firings. 
All  hail,  thrice  honour'd  '.    'Twas  your  great  re- 
To  blefs  a  people,  and  oblige  a  crown.  [nown 

And  now  you  rife,  eternally  to  fhine, 
Eternally  to  drink  the  rays  divine. 

Indulgent  God  !  Oh,  how  (hall  mortal  raife 
His  foul  to  due  '►•curns  of  grateful  praife, 
For  bounty  fo  profufe  to  human  kind. 
Thy  wondrous  gift  of  an  eternal  mind  f 
Shall  I,  who  fome  few  years  ago  was  lefs 
Than  worm,  or  mite,  or  ftiadow,  can  exprefs, 
Was  nothing;  (hall  1  live,  when  every  fire 
And  every  (iar  (hall  languifli  and  expire  ? 
When  earth's  no  more,  (hall  1  furvive  above. 
And  through  the  radiant  files  of  angels  move  ? 
Or,  as  before  the  throne  of  God  1  ftand, 
See  new  worlds  rolling  from  his  I'pacious  hand, 
Where  our  adventures  (hall  perhaps  be  taught, 
As  we  now  tell  how  Michael  fung  or  fought ; 
All  that  has  being  in  full  concert  join, 
And  celebrate  the  depths  of  lo-vs  divine. 

But  oh  !  before  this  blifsful  ftate,  before 
Th'  afpiring  foul  this  wondrous  height  can  fear, 
The  Judge,  defcending,  thunders  from  afar. 
And  all  mankind  is  fummon'd  to  the  bar. 

This  mighty  fcene  I  next  prefume  to  draw  : 
Attend,  great  Anna,  with  religious  awe. 
ExpeA  not  here  the  known  fuccefsful  arts 
To  win  attention,  and  command  our  hearts  : 
Fiftion,  be  far  away ;  let  no  machine 
Defcending  here,  no  fabled  God,  be  feen  ; 
Behold  the  God  of  Gods  indeed  defcend, 
And  worlds  unnumber'd  his  approach  attend! 

Lo  !  the  wide  theatre,  whofe  ample  fpacc 
Mull;  entertain  the  whole  of  human  race. 
At  heaven's  all-powerful  edi<5l  is  prepar'd, 
And  fenc'd  around  with  an  immortal  guard. 
Tribes,  provinces,  dominions,  worlds,  o'erflow 
Tile  mighty  plain,  and  deluge  all  below  : 
And  every  age  and  nation  pours  along ; 
ISlinirod  and  Bourbon  mingle  in  the  throng  : 
Adam  falutes  his  youngeft  fon ;  no  fign 
Of  all  thofe  ages  which  their  births  disjoin. 

How  empty  learning,  and  how  vain  is  art, 
But  as  it  mends  the  life,  and  guides  the  heart  I 
M''hat  volumes  have  been  fwell'd,  what  time  been 

fpent, 
To  fix  a  hero's  birth-day  or  defcent ! 
What  joy  rnuft.  it  now  yield,  what  rapture  raife, 
'J"o  lee  the  glorious  race  of  ancient  days; 
'I'o  greet  thofe  worthies,  who  perhaps  have  flood 
lUuftrious  on  record  before  the  Hood  : 
Alas  !  a  nearer  care  your  iJ9[  demands. 
Csfar  unnoted  in  your  prefence  Hands. 

Hpw  vaft  the  concourfe  !   not  in  number  more 
The  waves  that  break  on  the  refoundiiig  fhore, 
The  leaves  that  tremble  in  the  (liady  grove, 
"I'he  lamps  that  gild  the  fpangied  vaults  above : 
Thofe  overwhelming  armies,  whofe  command 
Said  to  one  empire, /"a//,  another, /?a«(/; 
Whole  rear  lay  wrapt  in  night,  while  breaking 

dawn 
Rous'd  che  broad  front,  and  call'd  the  battle  on : 
Great  Xerxes'  world  in  arms,  proud  Cantiz's  Held, 
Where  Carthage  taught  vi<aorious  Ronie  to  yield. 


(Another  blow  had  broke  the  f^td's  dicCed, 
And  earth  had  wanted  her  fourth  monarchy) 
Immortal  Blenheim,  fam'd  Ramiliia's  hoft. 
They  all  are  here,  and  here  they  all  are  lofl: 
Their  millions  fwell  to  be  difcern'd  in  vain. 
Loft  as  a  billow  in  th'  unbounded  ihain. 

Tbis  echoing  voice  now  rends  the  yielding  air, 
"  For  judgment,  judgment,  fons  of  men  prepare  !" 
Earth  Ihakes  anew;  I  hear  her  groans  profound  ; 
And  hell  through  all  her  trembling  realms  refound. 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  thou  greateft  power  of  earthj 
Blcft  with  mill  equal  planets  at  thy  birth  ; 
Whofe  valour  drew  the  niofk  fuccefsful  fword, 
Moft  realms  united  in  one  common  lord; 
Who,  on  the  day  of  triumph,  faidft,  Be  thine 
The  fkles,  Jehovah,  all  this  world  is  mine  ; 
Dare  not  to  lift  thine  eye — Alas !  my  mufe, 
How  art  thoulofll  whatnumherscanft  thouchoofe?' 
A  fiidden  blufh  inflames  the  waving  iky, 
And  now  the  crimfon  curtains  open  fly  ; 
Lo  1  far  within,  and  far  above  all  height. 
Where  heaven's  great  Sovereign  reigns  in  world'^ 

of  light, 
Whence  nature  He  niforms,  and  with  one  ray 
Shot  from  his  eye,  does  ail  her  works  furvey, 
Greats, fupports,  confounds!  Where  time  and plactj 
Matter,  znA/orm,  i.nA  fuitune,  [i/e,&ad  grace^ 
Wait  humbly  at  the  footflool  of  their  God, 
And  move  obedient  at  his  awful  nod  ; 
Whence  he  beholds  us  vagrant  emmets  crawl 
At  random  on  this  air-fufpended  ball 
(Speck  of  creation)  :  if  he  pour  one  breath. 
The  bubble  breaks,  and  'tis  eternal  death. 

Thence  ifTuing  I  behold  (but  mortal  fight 
SuRains  not  fuch  a  rulhing  fea  of  light) 
I  fee,  on  an  empyreal  flying  throne 
Sublimely  rais'd,  Heaven's  everlafling  Son  ;. 
Crown'd  with  that  majefty  that  forni'd  the  vyijrid,' 
And  the  grand  rebel  flamigg  downward  hurllid.  ■ 
Virtue,  dominion,  praife,  omnipotence. 
Support  the  train  of  their  triumphant  prince. 
A  zone,  beyond  the  thought  of  angels  bright, 
Around  him,  like  the  zodiac,  winds  its  light. 
Night  (hades  the  folcmn  arches  of  his  brows. 
And  in  his  cheek  the  purple  morning  glows. 
Where'er  ferene  he  turns  propitious  eyes. 
Or  we  expedl,  or  find,  a  paradife  : 
But  if  refentment  reddc'cs  their  mild  beams. 
The  Eden  kindles,  and  tV  world's  in  flames. 
On  one  hand,  Knowledge  (hinesin  pureft  light; 
On  one,  the  fword  of  Juftice,  fiercely  bright. 
No-w  bend  the  knee  in  ("port,  prefcnt  the  reed  ; 
Noiv  tell  the  fcourg'd  Impoftor  he  Ihall  bleed  I 

Thus  glorious  through  the  courts  of  heaven,  the 
fource 
Of  life  and  death  eternal  bends  his  courfe ; 


:nng,  lome  Itrike  the  (bunding 
And  mingling  voices  in  rich  concert  fw-ell  ; 
Voices  feraphic  ;  blefl  with  fuch  a  flrain,    - 
Could  Satan  hear,  he  were  a  god  again. 

Triumphant  King  of  Glory  :   Soul  of  Blifs  .' 
What  a  (lupendous  turn  of  fate  is  this?~ 
O  !  whither  art  thou  ra'is'd  above  the  feorn 
And  iiodigence  of  l/m  in  Bech'iem  bora  ^ 
A  iiij 
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A  needlefs,  helplefs,  unaccounted,  gueft, 

And  but  a  fecoi.d  to  the  fodder'd  beaft  ? 

How  chapg'd  from  hint,  who  meekly  prortratc  )aid, 

Vouchfaf  "d  to  wafli  the  feet  himfclf  had  made  ? 

From  bm  who  r^as  betray'd,  forfook,  deny'd, 

"Wept,  langnifh'd,  pray'd,  bled,  thirfted,  groan'd, 
and  dy'd; 

Hung  pierc'd  and  bare,  infulted  by  the  foe,  [low  ? 

All  heaven  in  tears  above,  earth  unconccrn'd  be- 
And  was  t  enough  to  bid  the  fun  retire  ? 

Why  did  not  nature  at  thy  groan  expire  ? 

J  fee,  I  hear,  I  feel,  the  pangs  divine  ; 

The  world  is  vanifb'd — I  am  wholly  thine. 
Miftaken  Caiaphas  !   Ah  I  uhich  blafphem'd  ; 

Thou,  or  thy  prifoner  ?  which  (ball  be  condemn'd  ? 

Well  might'ft  thou  rend  thy  garments,  well  ex- 
claim ; 

beep  are  the  horrors  of  eternal  flame  ! 

But  God  is  good  :  'Tis  wond'rous  all !  Ev'n  he 

Thou  gav'ft  to  death,  fliame,  torture,  dy'd  for  thee. 
Now  the  defcending  triumph  ftops  its  flight, 

From  earth  full  twice  a  planetary  height. 

There  all  the  clouds  condens'd,  two  columns  raife, 

DiAincft  with  orient  veins  and  golden  blaze. 

One  fix'd  on  earth,  and  one  in  lea,  and  round 

Its  ample  foot  the  fwelling  billows  found. 

Thefe  an  immeafurable  arch  fupport, 
The  grand  tribunal  of  this  awful  court. 

Sheets  of  bright  azure,  from  the  pureft  Iky, 

Stream  from  the  cryflal  arch,  and  round  the  co- 
lumns fly. 
Death,  wrapt  in  chains,  low  at  the  bafis  lies, 
And  on  the  point  of  his  own  arrow  dies. 

Here  high  enthron'd  th'  Eternal  Judge  isplac'd, 
With  all  the  grandeur  of  his  godhead  grac'd ; 
Stars  otj  his  robes  in  beauteous  order  meet, 
And  the  fun  burns  beneath  his  awful  feet. 

Now  an  archangel  eminently  bright. 
From  off  his  filver  ftaff  of  wond'rous  height, 
Unfurls  the  Chriftian  flag,  which  waving  flies, 
And  fhuts  and  opens  more  than  half  the  fkies  : 
The  crofs  fo  ftrong  a  red,  it  fhcds  a  ftain, 
Where'er  it  floats,  on  earth,  in  air,  or  main ; 
Flulhes  the  hill,  and  fets  on  fire  the  wood, 
And  turns  the  deep-dy'd  ocean  into  blood. 
Oh,  ftn-midable  glory  !  dreadful  bright  I 
Refulgent  torture  to  the  guilty  fight. 
Ah  turn  I  unwary  mufe,  nor  dare  reveal 
What  horrid  thoughts  with  the  polluted  dwell. 
Say,  (not  to  make  the  fun  fhrink  in  his  beam) 
Dare  not  afSrm,  they  wi(h  it  all  a  dream ; 
Wifh,  or  their  fouls  may  with  their  limbs  decay. 
Or  God  be  fpoil'd  of  his  eternal  fway. 
But  rather,  if  thou  krow'ft  the  me.ins,  unfr.ld 
How  thfy  with  tranfport  might  tfie  fcene  behold. 

Ah  how !  but  by  repentance,  by  a  mind 
i^ick,  and  fcvcre  its  own  offence  to  find  ? 
By  tears,  and  groans,  and  never-ceaCng  care, 
And  all  the  pious  violence  of  prayer? 
7"hus  then,  with  fervency  till  no"A'  unknown, 
I  caft  my  heart  before  th'  eternal  throne. 
In  this  great  temple,  which  the  fides  furrr.und, 
For  hoinage  to  irs  Lord,  a  r?.rrow  bound. 

"  O  tliou !  whofe  balance  does  the  mountains 

"  weigh, 
VTiofc  will  t^e  wild  tumultuous  feas  obey, 


"  Whofe  breath  can  turn  thofe  watery  worlds  ttf 

"  flame, 
"  That  flame  to  tempeft,  and  that  tempeft  tame ; 
"  Earth's  nieaneft  fon.all  trembling,  proftrate  falls, 
"  And  on  the  boundlefs  of  thy  goodnefs  calls, 

"  Oh  I  give  the  winds  all  pa  ft  offence  to  fweep, 
"  To  fcatter  wide,  or  bury  in  the  deep  : 
"  Thy  power,  my  weaknefs,  mar  I  ever  fee, 
"  And  wholly  dedicate  my  foul  to  thee  : 
"  Reign'd  o'er  my  will ;  my  paflions  ebb  and  flow 
"  At  thy  command,  nor  human  motive  know  ! 
"  If  anger  boil,  let  anger  be  my  praife, 
"  And  fin  the  graceful  indignation  raife. 
"  My  love  be  warm  to  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd, 
"  And  lift  the  burden  from  the  foul  opprcfs'd. 
'•  Oh,  may  my  underftanding  ever  read 
"  This  glorious  volume,  which  thy  wifdommaele! 
"  Whodecksthe  maiden  fpring  with  flowery  pride-/ 
"  Who  calls  forth  fummer,  like  a  fparkling  bride  I 
"  Who  joys  the  mother  autumn's  bed  to  crown  i 
"  And  bids  old  winter  lay  her  honours  down  1 
"  Not  the  great  Ottoman,  or  greater  Czar, 
"  Not  Europe's  abitrefs  of  peace  and  war. 
"  May  fea  and  land,  and  earth  and  heaven  be  join'd, 
"  To  bring  th'  Eternal  Author  to  my  mind  1 
"  When  oceans  roar,  or  awful  thunders  roll, 
"  May  thoughts  of  thy  dread  vengeance  fliake  my 

foul ! 
"  When  earth's  in  bloom,  or  planets  proudly  flune, 
"  Adore,  my  heart,  the  Majcfty  Divine  ! 

"  Through  every  fcene  of  life,  or  peace,  or  war, 
"  Plenty,  or  want,  thy  glory  be  my  care  ! 
"  Shine  we  in  arms  ?  or  fing  beneach  our  vine  ? 
"  Thine  is  the  vintage,  and  the  conqueft  thine  : 
"  Thy  pleafure  points  the  fliaft,  and  bends  the  bow; 
"  The  duller  blafts,  or  bids  it  brightly  glow : 
"  'Tis  thou  that  lead'ft  our  powerful  armies  forth, 
"  And  giv'ft  great  Anne  thy  fceptre  o'er  the  north. 

"  Grant  I  may  ever,  at  the  morning-ray, 
"  Open  with  prayer  the  confecrated  day ; 
"  Tune  thy  great  praife,  and  bid  my  foul  arife, 
"  And  with  the  mounting  fun  afcend  the  flcics : 
"  As  that  advances,  let  my  zeal  improve, 
"  And  glow  with  ardour  of  confummate  love  ; 
"  Nor  ceafd  at  eve.  but  with  the  fetting  fun 
"  My  endlefs  worlhip  lliall  be  ftill  begun. 

And,  oh  !  permit  the  gloom  of  folemn  night 
"  To  facred  thought  may  forcibly  invite. 
"  When  this  world's  (hut,  and  awful  planets  rife, 
"  Call  on  our  minds,  and  raife  them  to  the  flcics ; 
"  Compofe  our  fouls  with  a  lefs  dazzling  fight, 
"  And  {how  all  nature  in  a  milder  light ; 
"  How  every  boiftercus  thought  in  calms  fubfides ! 
•'  How  the  fmooth'd  fpirit  into  goodncfs  glides  ! 
"  O  how  divine  :  to  tread  the  milky  way, 
"  To  the  bi  i^;lit  palace  of  the  Lord  of  Day  ; 
"  His  court  admire," or  for  his  favour  fue, 
"  Or  leagues  of  friendfliip  with  his  faints  renew  ; 
"  Pleas'd  to  look  down,  and  fee  the  world  afleep, 
"  While  I  long  vigils  to  its  founder  keep  ! 

"  Canft  thou  not  (hake  the  centre?  Oh  1  controul 
"  Subdue  by  force,  the  rebel  in  my  foul  : 
"  Thou,  who  cauft  ftill  the  raging  of  the  flood, 
"  Rcftrain  the  various  tumults  of  my  blood  j 
"  Teach  me  with  equal  firmtiefs  to  fuftain 
"  Alluring  pleafure,  and  affaultiaj  pain. 
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"  O  may  I  pant  for  thee  In  each  defire  I 

"  And  with  ftrong  faith  foment  the  holy  fire  ! 

"  Stretch  out  my  foul  in  hope,  and  grafp  the  prize, 

"  Which  in  eternity's  deep  bofom  lies ! 

"  At  the  great  day  of  recompence  behold, 

"  Devoid  of  fear,  ihe  fatal  book  unfold  ! 

"  Then  wafted  upward  to  the  blifsful  feat, 

"  From  age  to  age,  my  grateful  fong  repeat ; 

"  My  light,  my  life,  my  God,  my  Saviour  fee, 

"  And  rival  angels  in  the  praife  of  thee." 

BOOK  III. 

"  Effe  quoque  in  fatis  reminifcitur,  affore  tempus, 
•'  Quo  mare,  quo  tellus,  correptaque  regia  cosli 
•'  Ardeat ;  et  mundi  moles  operofa  laboret." 

Ovid.  Met. 

The  book  unfolding ;  the  refplendent  feat 
Of  faints  and  angeh ;  the  tremendous  fate 
Of  guilty  fouls;  the  gloomy  realms  of  woe  ; 
And  all  the  horrors  of  the  world  below; 
1  next  prefume  to  fing :  What  yet  remains 
Demands  my  laft,  but  moft  exalted  ftrains. 
And  let  the  mufe  or  now  affecft  the  flcy, 
Or  in  inglorious  fliades  for  ever  lie. 
She  kindles,  flie's  inflam'd  fo  near  the  goal ; 
She  mounts,  (he  gains  upon  the  ftarry  pole ; 
The  world  grows  lefs  as  fhe  purfues  her  flight, 
And  the  fun  darkens  to  her  diftant  fight. 
Heaven  opening,  all  its  facrcd  pomp  difplays, 
And  overwhelms  her  with  the  ruftiing  blaze  ! 
The  triumph  rings  1  archangels  fhout  around  ! 
And  echoing  nature  lengthens  out  the  found  ! 

Ten  thoufand  trumpets  uozv  at  once  advance ; 
Noiv  deepeft  filence  lulls  the  vaft  expanfe  : 
So  deep  the  filence,  and  fo  ftrong  the  blaft, 
As  nature  dy'd,  when  flic  had  groan'd  her  laft. 
Nor  man,  nor  ar.gel,  moves ;  the  Judge  on  high 
Looks  round,  and  with  his  glory  fills  the  flsy  : 
Then  on  the  fatal  book  his  hand  he  lays, 
Which  high  to  view  fupporting  feraphs  raife ; 
In  folemn  form  the  rituals  are  prepar'd. 
The  feal  is  broken,  and  a  groan  is  heard. 
And  thou,  my  foul,  (oh  fall  to  fudden  prayer. 
And  let  the  thought  fink  deep  I)  fhilt  thou  be 
there  ? 

See  OB  the  left  (for  by  the  great  command 
The  throng  divided  falls  on  either  hand;) 
How  weak,  how  pale,  how  hag(»ard,how  obfcene. 
What  more  than  death  in  every  face  and  mien  .' 
With  what  diftrefs,  and  glarings  of  affright, 
They  fhock  the  heart,  and  turn  away  the  fight  ? 
In  gloomy  orbs  their  trembling  eye-balls  roll. 
And  tell  the  horrid  fecrets  of  the  foul. 
Each  gefture  mourns,  each  look  is  black  with  care, 
And  every  groan  is  loaden  with  defpair. 
Reader,  if  guilty,  fpare  the  mufe,  and  find 
A  truer  image  piSur'd  in  thy  miud. 

Shouldft  thou  behold  thy  brother,  father,  wife. 
And  all  the  foft  companions  of  thy  life, 
Whofe  blended  interefts  levell'd  at  one  aim, 
Whofe  mix'd  defires  fent  up  one  common  flame, 
Divided  far  ;  thy  wretched  felf  alone 
Caft  on  the  left,  of  all  whom  thou  haft  known  j 


How  w«uld  it  wound?   What  mllllons.  wouldft 

thou  give 
For  one  more  trial,  one  more  day  to  live  ? 
Flung  back  in  time  an  hour,  a  moment's  fpace, 
To  grafp  with  eagernefs  the  means  of  grace  j 
Contend  for  mercy  with  a  pious  rage. 
And  in  that  moment  to  redeem  an  age  ? 
Drive  back  the  tide,  fufpend  a  ftorni  in  air, 
Arreft  the  fun  ;  but  ftiU  of  this  defpair. 

Mark,  on  the  right,  how  amiable  a  grace  ! 
Their  Maker's  image  frelh  in  every  face! 
What  purple  bloom  my  raviftj'd  foul  admires, 
And  their  eyes  fparkiing  with  immortal  fires! 
Triumphant  beauty  !  charms  that  rife  above 
This  world,  and  in  bleft  angels  kindle  love  \ 
To  the  Great  Judge  with  holy  pride  they  turn, 
And  dare  behold  th'  Almighty's  anger  burn  ; 
Its  flafli  fuftain,  againfl;  its  terror  rife, 
And  on  the  dread  tribunal  fix  their  eyes. 
Are  thefe  the  forms  that  moulder'd  in  the  duft  ? 
Oh  the  tranfcendent  glory  of  the  juft  '. 
Yet  ftill  fome  thin  remains  of  fear  and  doubt, 
Th'  infedled  brightnefs  of  their  joy  pollute. 

Thus  the  chafte  bridegroom,  when  the  priefi 
draws  nigh. 
Beholds  his  bleflinj  with  a  trembling  eye,  . 
Feels  doubtful  paflions  throb  in  every  vein, 
And  in  his  cheeks  are  mingled  joy  and  pain. 
Left  ftill  fome  intervening  chance  ihould  rife. 
Leap  forth  at  once,  and  fnatch  the  golden  prize  j 
Inflame  his  woe,  by  bringing  it  fo  late. 
And  ftab  him  in  the  crifis  of  his  fate. 

Since  Adam's  family,  from  firft  to  laft. 
Now  into  one  dirtin(3:  furvcy  is  caft  ; 
Look  round,  vain-glorious  mufe,  and  you  whoe'e? 
Devote  yourfelves  to  fame,  and  think  her  fair  ; 
Look  round,  and  fc>;k  the  lights  of  human  race, 
Whofe  fliining  a(fts  time's  brighteft  annals  grace  ; 
Who  founded  fc(5ls;  crowns  conquered,  or  rcfign'd^ 
Gave  names  to  nations  ;  or  fam'd  empires  join'd  ; 
Who  rais'd  the  vale,  and  laid  the  mountain  low ; 
And  taught  obedient  rivers  where  to  flow ; 
Who  with  vaft  fleets,  as  with  a  mighty  chain. 
Could  bind  the  madnefs  of  the  roaring  main  : 
All  loft?  all  undiftinguifli'd  ?  no-where  f.iund? 
How  will  this  truth  in  Bourbon's  palace  found  ? 

1  hat  hoar,    on  which    th*  Almighty  King  on 
high 
From  all  eternity  has  fix'd  his  eye, 
Whetiier  his  right-hand  favour'd,  or  annoy'd. 
Continued,  altcr'd,  threaten*d,or  deftroy'd; 
Southern  or  eaftern  fceptre  downward  hurl'd. 
Gave  north  or  weft  dominion  o'er  the  world ; 
The  point  of  time,  for  which  the  world  was  built. 
For  which  the  blood  of  God  himfelf  wasfpilt. 
That  dreadful  moment  is  arrlv'd — 

Aloft,  the  fears  of  biifs  their  pomp  difplay 
Brighter  than  brightnefs,  this  diftingiiifli'd  day ; 
Lefs  glorious,  when  of  old  th'  eternal  Son 
Frf)m  realms  of  night  return'dwith  trophies  won; 
Through  heaven's  higl^  gates,  when  he  triumph^ 

ant  rode. 
And  ftiouting  angels  hail'd  the  vidlor  God. 
Horrors,  beneath,  darknefs  in  darknefs,  hell 
Of  hell,  where  torments  behind  torments  dwell: 
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A  furnace  formWable,  deep,  and  wide, 
O'er-boiiing  with  a  mad  fulphureous  tide, 
Expands  its  jaws,  moil  dreadful  to  furvey, 
And  roars  outrageous  for  the  deftin'd  prey. 
The  fons  of  light  fcarce  unappall'd  look  down. 
And  nearer  prefs  heaven's  everiafting  throne. 

Such  is  the  fcene  ;  and  one  fliorr  moment's  fpace 
Concludes  the  hopes  and  fears  of  human  race. 
Proceed  who  dares  !— I  tremble  as  I  write  ; 
The  whole  creation  fwims  before  my  fight : 
1  fee,  1  fee,  the  Judge's  frowning  brow  ; 
Say  not,  'tis  diilant ;   I  behold  it  notv  ; 
I  faint,  my  tardy  blood  forgets  to  flow. 
My  foul  recoils  at  the  flupendous  woe  ; 
That  woe,  thole  pangs,    which  from  the  guilty 

breaft. 
In  thefe,  or  words  like  thefe,  fhall  be  expreft. 

•'   Who  burft  the  barriers  of  my  peaceful  grave? 
«'  Ah  :  cruel  death,  that  would  no  longer  fave, 
"  But  grudg'd  me  e'en  that  narrow  dark  abode, 
"  And  caft  me  out  into  the  wrath  of  God ; 
*'  Where  Ihrieks,  the  roaring  flame,  the  lattling 

"  chain, 
«  And  all  the  dreadful  eloquence  of  pain, 
"  Our  only  long  ;  black  fire's  uialignanr  light, 
"  The  fole  refreftiment  of  the  blafted  fight. 
•'  Muft  all  thofe  powers,  heavtn  gave  me  to  fupply 
««  My  foul  with  pleafure,  and  bring  in  my  joy, 
«'  Rife  up  in  arms  againll  me,  join  the  foe, 
'■    Senfe,  reafon,  menmy,  increafe  my  woe  ? 
«•  And  (hall  my  voice,  ordain'd  on  hymns  to  dwell, 
«'  Corrupt  to  groans,  and  blow  the  fires  of  hell  ? 
«'  Oh  :  muft  1  look  with  terror  on  my  gain, 
«'  And  with  exijlence  only  meafure/a/«  f 
*•  What !  no  reprieve,  no  lealt  indulgence  given, 
"  -No  beam  of  hope,  from  any  point  of  heaven  ! 
"  Ah  Mercy  I   Mercy '   art  thou  dead  above  i 
»'  Is  love  extinguilh'd  in  the  fource  of  love  ? 

"  Bold  that   I  am,  did  heaven  lioop  down  to 
"  hdl.' 
«<  Th'  expiring  Lord  of  life  my  ranfom  feal? 
*'  Have  I  not  been  induftrious  to  provoke  ? 
"  From  his  embraces  obftinately  broke  ? 
"  Purfued,  and  panted  for  his  mortal  hate, 
«  Earn'd  my  deftruAion,  labour'd  out  my  fate  ? 
"  And  dare  I  on  extinguilh'd  love  exclaim  .' 
»'  Take,  take  full  vcngeauce,  roufe  the  llackening 

"  flame ; 
"  Jnft  is  my  lot — but  oh !  muft  It  tranfcend 
"    A'hc  reach  of  time,  defpair  a  diftant  end  i" 
••  With  dreadful  growth  ihoot  forward,  and  arife, 
"  Where  thought   can't  follow,  and  bold   lancy 
«  dies:  [found.'' 

"  NE.y£R  !  where  falls  the  foul  at  thatdrca,d 
■«'  Down  an  abyfs  how  dark,  and  liow  profound  ? 
•««  Down,  down,  (I  ftiU  am  falling,  horrid  pain  !) 
♦'  Ten  thoufand  thoufaud  fathoms  ftill  remain  ; 
"  My  plunge  but  ftill  begun — And  this  for  lin  ! 
»»  Gould  I  offend,  if  I  had  never  been, 
"  But  ftill  increas'd  the  fenfelefs  happy  mafs, 
'•«  Flow'd  in  the  ftream,  or  fliiver'd  in  the  grafs  ? 

"  Father  of  mercies  :   why  from  flient  ciirtii 
«  Didft  thou  awake,  and  curfe  me  into  birth, 
*<■  'I'ear  me  from  quiet,  ravifli  me  from  night, 
»'  And  m<(ke  a  thank^cl-;  prefent  of  thy  lu^lit  ?   ■ 


"  Fufh  into  being  a  reverfe  of  therf, 
"   And  animate  a  dod  with  mifery  !  [keejl 

"  The  beafts  are  happy;  they  come  forth,  and 
"  Short  watch  on  earth,  and  then  lie  down  to  fl.eep. 
"  Pain  is  for  man  ;  and  oh  !  how  vaft  a  pain 
"  For  crimes,  which  made  the  Godhead  bleed  in 

"  vain  ? 
"  AnnuU'd  his  groans,  as  far  as  in  them  lay, 
"   And  flung  his  agonies,  and  death,  away  i 
"  As  our  'dire  puniftiment  for  ever  ftrong, 
"  Our  confticution  too  for  ever  young. 
"   Curs'd  with  returns  of  vigour,  ftill  the  fame 
"  Powerful  to  bear,  and  fatisfy  the  flame  : 
"  Still  to  be  caught,  and  ftill  to  be  purfued  ! 
"  To  perifli  ftill,  and  ftill  to  be  renew'd  ! 

"  And  this,  my  Hdp  !  my  God  !   at  thy  decree  ? 
"  Nature  is  chang'd,  and  hell  ^\on\Afuc<.9ur  me. 
"  And  canft  thou  then  look  down  from  peifedl 

"  blifs, 
"  And  fee  me  plunging  in  the  dark  abyfs  ? 
"  Calling  thee  Father,  in  a  fea  of  fire  ? 
"   Or  pouring  blafphemies  at  thy  defire  ? 
"  With  mortals  anguifli  wilt  thou  raife  thy  name, 
"  And  by  my  pangs  omnipotence  proclaim  ? 

"  Thou,  who  canft  tofs  the  planets  to  and  fro, 
"  ContracSb  not  thy  great  vengeance  to  my  woe  ; 
"  Crufh  worlds ;    in  hotter  flames  fali'n  angels 

"  Jay; 
"  On  me  Almighty  wrath  is  caft  away. 
"  Call  back  thy  thunders.  Lord,  hold  in  thyragCj 
"   Nor  with  a  ipeck  of  wretchednefs  engage  : 
"  Forget  me  quite,  nor  ftoop  a  worm  to  blame ; 
"   But  lofe  me  in  the  greatncfs  of  thy  name. 
"  Thou  art  all  love,  all  mercy,  all  divine, 
"  And  fhall  I  make  thofe  glories  ceafe  to  fliine  ? 
"  Shall  linful  man  grow  great  by  his  offence, 
"   And  from  its  courfe  turn  back  Omnipotence  ? 

"   Forbid  it !  and  oh  !  grant,  great  God,  at  leaft 
"  This  one,  this  flender,  almoft  no  requeft  ; 
"  When  I  have  wept  a  thoufand  lives  away, 
♦'   When  torment  is  grown  weary  of  its  prey, 
"  When  I  have  rav'd  ten  thoufand  years  in  fire, 
"  Ten  thoufand  thoufand,  let  me  then  expire." 

Deep  anguifh  !   but  too  late  ;  the  hopelefs  foul 
Bound  to  the  bottom  of  the  burning  pool,^ 
Though  loth,  and  ever  loud  blafphtming,  owns 
He's  juftly  doom'd  to  pour  eternal  groans; 
hiiclos'd  with  horrors,  and  transfix'd  with  pain. 
Rolling  in  vengeance,  ftruggling  with  his  chain  : 
'I'o  talk  to  fiery  tempefts  ;  to  iniplofe 
The  raging  llanic  to  give  its  burnings  o'er ; 
To  tofs,  to  writhe,  to  pant  benealli  his  load. 
And  bear  the  weight  of  an  offended  God. 

The  favour'd  of  their  Judge  in  triumph  move^ 
To  take  poflellion  of  their  thrones  above ; 
Satan's  accurs'd  defertion  to  fupply, 
Ar.d  fill  the  vacant  ftation*  of  the  Iky  ; 
Again  to  kindle  long-cxtinguifn'd  rays. 
And  with  new  lights  dilate  the  heavenly  blaze; 
To  crop  the  roles,  of  immortal  youth. 
And  drink  ,the  fountain-head  oi  I'jcrtd  truth  ; 
To  fvVim  in  leas  ol  blils,  to  Itrike  the  ftring. 
And  liit  the  voice  to  tlieir  Almighty  King; 
To  lofe  eternity  in  grateful  lays. 
And'  fill  heaven's  wide  circumference  with  prajflf.' 


THE    LAST   r>AY. 


But  I  attempt  the  wondrous  height  in  vain, 
And  leave  unfinifti'd  the  too  lofty  ftraiii : 
What  boldly  I  begin,  let  others  end  ; 
My  ftrength  exhaufted,  fainting  I  defcend, 
And  choofe  a  lefs,  but  no  ignoble  theme, 
Diffolving  elements,  and  worlds,  in  flame. 

The  fatal  period,  the  great  hour,  is  come, 
And  nature  fhrinks  at  her  approaching  doom  ; 
I.oud  peals  of  thunder  give  the  fign,  and  all 
Heaven's  terrors  in  array  furround  the  ball ; 
Sharp  lightnings  with  the  meteors  blaze  confpire 
And,  darted  downward,  fet  the  world  on  fire  ; 
Black  rifing  clouds  the  thicken'd  ether  choke. 
And  fpiry  flames  dart  through  the  rolling  fmoke, 
With  keen  vibrations  cut  the  fullen  night, 
And  ftrike  the  darken'd  Iky  with  dreadful  light ; 
Prom  heaven's  four  regions,  with  immortal  force, 
Angels  drive  on  the  wind's  impetuous  courfe, 
T'  enrage  the  flame  :  It  fpreads,  it  foars  on  high, 
Swells  in  the  ftorm,  and  billows  through  the  Iky  : 
Here  winding  pyramids  of  fire  afcend. 
Cities  and  defarts  in  one  ruin  blend; 
Here  blazing  volumes  wafted,  overwhelm 
The  fpacious  face  of  a  far  diftant  realm  ; 
There,  undermin'd,  down  rulh  eternal  hills. 
The  neighbouring  vales  the  vafl  de{lru(5lion  fills. 
Hear'ft   thou  that   dreadfTil  crack  ?    that   found 
which  broke 

l,ike  peals  of  thunder,  and  the  centre  fliook  ? 
What  wonders  muft  that  groan  of  nature  tell ! 
Olympus  there,  and  mightier  Atlas,  fell ; 

Which  feem'd  above  the  reach  of  fate  to  ftand, 
A  towering  monument  of  God's  right  hand  ; 
Now  duft  and  fmoke,  whofe  brow  (o  lately  fpread 

O'er  (helter'd  countries  its  difTufive  fhade. 
Show  me  that  celebrated  I'pot,  where  all 

The  various  rulers  of  the  fever'd  ball 

Have  humbly  fought  wealth,  honour,  and  redrefs, 

That  land  which  heaven  feem'd  diligent  to  blefs, 

Once  call'd  Britannia  :   Can  her  glories  end  ? 

And  can't  furrounding  feas  her  realms  defend  ? 

Alas  1  in  flames  behold  furrounding  feas ! 

Like  oil,  their  waters  but  augment  the  blaze. 
Some  angel,  fay  where  ran  proud  Afia's  bound? 

Or  where  with  fruits  was  fair  Europa  crown'd  ? 

Where  flretch'd  wafte  Libya?  Where  did  India's 
ftore 

Sparkle  in  diamonds,  and  her  golden  ore  ? 

Each  loft  in  each,  their  mingling  kingdoms  glow, 

And  all  diffolv'd,  one  fiery  deluge  flow  : 

Thus  earth's  contending  monarchies  are  join'd, 

And  a  full  j)eriod  of  ambition  find. 


a 

And  now  whate'er  or  fwlms,  W  walks,  or 
flics. 
Inhabitants  of  fea,  or  earth,  or  fkies; 
All  on  wliom  Adam's  wifdom  fix'd  a  name. 
All  plunge,  and  perifh  in  the  conquering  flame. 
'I'his  globe  alone  would  but  defraud  the  tire. 
Starve  its  devouring  rage  :  the  flakes  afpire, 
Aad  catch  the  clouds,  and  make  the  heavens  their 

prey ; 
The  fun,  the  moon,  the  ftars,  all  melt  away ; 
All,  all  is  loft  ;  no  monument,  no  fign, 
Where  once  fo  proudly  blaz'd  the  gay  machine. 
So  bubbles  on  the  foaming  flream  expire, 
So  fparksthat  fcatter  from  the  kindling  fire; 
The  devaftations  of  one  dreadful  hour 
The  great  Creator's  fix  days  v/ork  devour. 
A  mighty,  mighty  ruin  !  yet  one  foul 
Has  more  to  boaft,  and  far  outweighs  the  whole; 
Exalted  in  fuperior  excellence, 
Cafts  down  to  nothing,  fuch  a  vaft  expence. 
Have  y<ru  not  feen  th'  eternal  mountains  nod, 
An  earth  diffolving,  a  defcending  God  ? 
What  ftrange  furprifes  through  all  nature  ran  ? 
For  whom  theie  revolutions,  but  for  man  ? 
For  him.  Omnipotence  new  meafures  takes. 
For  him,  through  all  eternity,  awakes ; 
Pours  on  him  gifts  fufficient  to  fupply 
Heaven's  lofs,  and  with  frefti  glories  fill  the  Iky. 
Think  deeply  then,  O  man,  how  great  thou 
art; 
Pay  thyfelf  homage  with  a  trembling  heart ; 
What  angels  guard,  no  longer  dare  negleft. 
Slighting  thyfeif,  affront  not  God's  refpedl. 
Enter  the  facred  temple  of  thy  breaft. 
And  gaze,  and  wander  there,  a  ravifh'd  gueft; 
Gaze  on  thofe  hidden  treafures  thou  fhalt  find, 
Wander  through  all  the  glories  of  thy  mind. 
Of  perfedl  knowledge,  fee,  the  dawning  light 
Foretels  a  noon  moft  exquiCtely  bright ! 
Here,  fprings  of  endlefs  joy  are  breaking  forth  ! 
There,  buds  the  promife  of  celeftial  worth  ! 
Worth,  which  muft  ripen  in  a  happier  clime, 
And  hrighteTfun,  beyond  the  bounds  of  time. 
Thou,  minor,  canft  not  guefs  thy  vaft  eftate, 
What  ftores,  on  foreign  coafts,  thy  landing  wait  3 
Lofe  not  thy  claim,  let  virtue's  path  be  trod ; 
Thus  glad  all  heaven,  and  pleafe  that  bounteous 

God, 
Who,  to  light  thee  to  pleafiires,  hung  on  high 
Yon  radiant  orb,  proud  regent  of  the  fky  : 
That  fervice  done,  its  beams  ftaall  fade  away, 
And  God  Ihioe  forth  in  one  eternal  day. 
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BOOK  I. 

*«  Ad  cotlum  ardentia  luftilna  tollens, 

«  Lumina ;  nam  teneras  arcebant  vincula  pal- 


"  mas.' 


VlRG. 


FkOM  lofty  themes,  from  thoughts  that  foar'd  on 

high. 
And  open'd  wondrous  fcenes  above  the  flcy, 
My  mufe  dcfcend  :  indulge  my  fond  defire ; 
With  fofter  thoughts  my  melting  foul  infpire, 
And  fmooth  my  numbers  to  a  female's  praifc : 
A  partial  world  will  liften  to  my  lays, 
While  Anna  reigns,  and  fets  a  female  name 
Unrival'd  in  the  glorious  lifts  of  fame. 

Hear,  ye  fair  daughters  of  this  happy  lind, 
Whofe  radiant  eyes  the  vanquilh'd  world  com- 
mand, 
Virtue  is  beauty  :  but  when  charms  of  mind 
With  elegance  of  outward  form  are  join'd; 
When  youth  makes  fuch  bright  objeds  ftill  more 

bright, 
AnA  fortune  fcts  them  in  the  ftrongeft  light  t 
Tis  all  of  heaven  that  we  below  may  view, 
And  all,  but  adoration,  is  your  due. 

Fam'd  female  virtue  did  this  ifle  xidorn. 
Ere  Ormond,  or  her  glorious  queen  was  bom  ; 
When  now  Maria's  powerful  arms  prevail'd, 
And  haughty  Dudley's  bold  ambition  fail'd. 
The  beauteous  daughter  of  great  Suffolk's  race, 
In  blooming  youth  adorn'd  with  every  grace ; 
Who  gain'd  a  crown  by  treaf.n  not  her  own, 
And  innocently  fill'd  another's  throne; 
Hurl'd  from  the  funimit  of  imperial  ftate, 
With  equal  mind  fuftain'd  the  flroke  of  fate. 

But  how  will  Guilford,  her  far  dearer  part, 
With  manly  rcafon  fortify  his  heart  ? 
At  once  fhe  longs,  and  is  afraid  to  tnoiu  : 
l^ow  fwift  flie  moves,  and  now  advances  flow, 


To  find  her  lord  ;  and  finding  paffes  by, 
Silent  with  fear,  nor  dares  fhe  meet  his  eye; 
Left  that  unmaflc'd,  in  fpeechlefs  grief,  difdofc 
The  mournful  fecret  of  his  inward  woes. 
Thus  after  licknefs  doubtful  of  her  face, 
The  melancholy  virgin  Ihuns  the  glafs. 

At  length  with  troubled  thought,   but  look 
fcrene. 
And  forrow  foften'd  by  her  heavenly  mien,     ' 
She  clafps  her  lord,  brave,  beautiful,  and  young, 
While  tender  accents  melt  upon  her  tongue  ; 
Gentle  and  fwect,  as  vernal  zephyr  blows. 
Fanning  the  lily  or  the  blooming  rofe. 

"  Grieve  not,  my  lord  ;   a  crown   indeed  is 
loft; 
"  What  far  outlhines  a  crown,  we  ftill  may  boaftj 
'•  A  mind  compos'd  ;  a  mind  that  can  difdaia 
"  A  fruitlefs  forrow  for  a  lofs  fo  vain. 
"  Nothing  is  lofs  that  virtue  can  improve 
"  To  wealth  eternal;  and  return  above ; 
"  Above,  where  no  diftindtion  fball  be  known 
"  'Tvvixt  him  whom  ftorms  have  fliaken  from  a 

''  throne, 
"  And  him  who  bafeing  in  the  fmiles  of  fate, 
"  Shone  fortli  in  all  the  fplendor  of  the  great : 
"  Nor  can  1  find  the  difference  here  below  ^ 
"  I  lately  was  a  queen  ;   I  ftill  am  fo, 
"  While  Guilford's  wife :  thee  rather  1  ohy, 
"  Than  o'er  mankind  extend  imperial  fway. 
"  When  we  lie  down  in  fome  obfcur& retreat, 
"  Incens'd  Maria  may  her  rage  forget ; 
"  And  I  to  death  my  duty  will  improve, 
"  And  what  you  mils  in  empire,  add  in  love— 
"  Your  god-like  foul  is  open'd  in  your  look, 
"  And  1  have  faintly  your  great  meaning  fpokd. 
"   For  this  alone  I'm  pleas 'd  I  wore  the  crown, 
"  To  find  with  what  content  we  lay  it  down. 
"   Heroes  may  win,  but  'tis  a  heavenly  race 
"  Can  quit  a  throne  with  a  becoming  grace." 

Thus  fpoke  the  faircft  of  her  lex,  and  dieer'd 
Her  dropping  lord ;  whofe  boding  bofom  fear'd 
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A  darker  c!ou3  of  ills  would  burft,  and  ftied 
Severer  vengervnce  on  her  guiltlefs  head  : 
Too  juft,  alas,  the  terrors  which  he  felt ! 
For,  lu  !  a  guard  1 — forgive  him,  if  he  melt — 
How  (harp  her  pangs,  when  fever'd  from  his  fide, 
The  nioft  fmcerely  lov'd,  and  loving  bride. 
In  fpace  confin'd,  the  mufe  forbears  to  tell ; 
Deep  washer  anjuifti,. but  fhe  bore  it  well. 
His  pain  was  equal,  bui  his  virtue  lefs; 
He  tiiought  in  grief  there  could  be  no  excefs. 
Penfivehe  fat,  o'ercaft  with  gloomy  care. 
And  often  fondly  clafp'd  his  abfent  fair  ; 
Now  filent  wander'd  through  his  rooms  of  ftate, 
And  ficken'd  at  their  pomp,  and  tax'd  his  fate  ; 
Which  thus  adorn'd,  in  all  her  lliining  ftore, 
A  fplendid  wretch,  magnificently  poor. 
Now  on  the  bridal-bed  his  eyes  were  caft. 
And  anguilh  fed  on  his  enjoyments  pad  ; 
Each  recolledied  plesfure  made  him  fmart. 
And  every  tranfport  ftabb'd  him  to  the  heart. 

That  happy  moon,  which  fummon'd  to  delight, 
That  moon  which  ftione  on  his  dear  nuptial  night, 
Which  faw  him  fold  her  yet  nntafted  charms 
(Deny'd  to  princes)  in  his  longing  arms  ; 
Now  fees  the  tranfient  blefling  fleet  away, 
Empire  and  love  1  the  vifion  of  a  day. 

Thus,  in  the  Britifti  clime,  a  fumnier-florm 
Will  oft  the  fmiling  face  of  heaven  deform  ; 
The  winds  with  violence  at  once  defcend,    [bend ; 
Sweep  flowers  and  fruits,   and  make  the   foreft 
A  fudden  winter,  while  the  fun  is  near, 
O'ercomes  the  feafon  and  inverts  the  year. 
But  whither  is  the  captive  borne  away. 
The  beauteous  captive,  from  the  cheerful  day  ? 
The  fcene  is  chang'd  indeed ;  before  her  eyes 
Ill-boding  looks  and  unknown  horrors  rife  : 
For  pomp  and  fplendor,  for  her  guard  and  crown, 
A  gloomy  dungeon,  and  a  keepers  frov;n  : 
Black   thoughts   each   mom   invade   the   lover's 

breaft. 
Each  night,  a  ruffian  locks  the  queen  to  reft. 

Ah  mournful  change,  if  jiidg'd  by  vulgar  minds  '. 
But  Suffolk's  daughter  its  advantage  finds. 
Religion's  force  divine  is  beft  dilplay'd 
In  deep  defertion  of  all  human  aid  : 
To  fucccur  in  extremes,  is  her  delight. 
And  cheer  the  heart,  when  terror  ftrlkes  the  fight. 
We,  difbelieving  our  own  fenfes,  gaze. 
And  wonder  what  a  mortal's  heart  can  raife 
To  triumph  o'er  misfortune's,  faille  in  grief, 
And  comfort  thofe  who  come  to  bring  relief: 
We  gaze  ;  and  as  we  gaze,  wealth,  fame,  decay, 
And  all  the  world's  vain  glories  fade  away. 
Againft  her  cares  fhe  r^is'd  a  dauntlefs  mind. 
And  with  an  ardent  heart,  but  moft  refign'd, 
Deep  in  the  dreadful  gloom  with  pious  heat, 
Amid  the  filence  of  her  dark  retreat, 
Addrcfs'd  her  God — "  Almighty  power  divine  I 
"  'Tis  thine  to  raife,  and  to  deprefs  is  thine  ; 
••  With  honour  to  light  up  the  name  unknown, 
"  Or  to  put  out  the  luftre  of  a  throne. 
"  In  my  fhort  fpan  both  fortunes  1  have  prov'd, 
"  And  though  with  ill  frail  nature  will  be  mov'd, 
"  I'll  bear  it  well :  (O  llrengthen  me  to  bear  I) 
J^  And  if  my  piety  may  claim  thy  care ; 


"  If  I  remember'd,  in  youth's  giddy  heat, 
"  And  tumult  of  a  court,  a  future  ftate  ; 
"   O  favour,  when  thy  mercy  I  implore 
"   For  one  who  never  guilty  fceptre  bore  1 
"   'Twas  I  receiv'd  uic  crown  ;  my  lord  is  free  ! 
"   If  it  muft  fall,  let  vengeance  fall  on  me. 
"  Let  him  furvlve,  his  country's  name  to  raife, 
"  And  in  a  guilty  land  to  fpcak  thy  praife '. 
"  O  may  th'  inoulgence  of  2i  father  s  love, 
"  Pour'd  forth  on  me,  be  doubled  from  above  1 
•*  If  tbefe  are  fafe,  I'll  think  my  prayers  fucceed, 
"  And  blefs  thy  tender  mercies,  whilft  I  bleed." 
'Twas  now  the  mournful  eve  before  that  day 
In  which  the  queen  to  her  full  wrath  gave  way; 
Through  rigid  jtiftice,  rufh'd  into  offence. 
And  drank  in  zeal  the  blood  of  innocence  : 
The  fun  went  down   in  clouds,  and  fcem'd  X.% 

mourn 
The  fad  neceffity  of  his  return ; 
The  hollow  wind,  and  melancholy  rain. 
Or  did,  or  was  imagin'd  to  complain  : 
The  tapers  caft  an  inaufpicious  light ; 
Stars  there  were  none,  and  doubly  dark  the  night. 

Sweet  innocence  in  chains  can  take  her  reft  ; 
Soft  {lumber  gently  creeping  through  her  brcaftj 
She  finks  ;  arid  in  her  fleep  is  re-enthron'd, 
Mock'd  by  a  gaudy  dream,  and  vainly  crown' d. 
She  views  her  fleets  and  armies,  feas  and  land. 
And  ftretches  wide  her  fhadow  of  command  ; 
With  royal  purple  is  her  vifion  hung; 
By  phantom  hofts  are  fliouts  of  conquefts  rung; 
Low  at  her  feet  the  fuppliant  rival  lies ; 
Our  prifoner  mourns  her  fate,  and  bids  her  rife. 

Now  level  beams  upon  the  waters  play'd, 
Glanc'd  on  the  hills,  and  wcftward  caft  the  fliade; 
The  bufy  trades  in  cities  had  began 
To  found,  and  fpeak  the  painful  life  of  man. 
In  tyrants  brcafts  the  thoughts  of  vengeance  roufe, 
And  the  fond  bridegroom  turns  him  to  his  fpoufe- 
At  this  firft  birth  of  light,  while  morning  breaks. 
Our  fpoufelefs  bride,  our  widow'd  wife  awakes; 
Awakes,  andfmiles;  nor  night's  impofture  blames- 
Her  real  pomps  were  little  more  than  dreams ; 
A  fhort-liv'd  blaze,  a  lightning  quickly  o'er. 
That  dy'd  in  birdi,  that  flione,  and  was  no  more  : 
She  turns  her  fide,  and  foon  refumes  a  Hate 
Of  mind,  well  fuited  to  her  alter'd  fate, 
Serene,  though  ferious;  when  dread  tidings  come 
(Ah  wretched  Guilford  !)  of  her  inftant  doom. 
Sun,  hide  thy  beams  :  in  clouds  as  black  as  night 
Thy  face  involve;   be  guiklefs  of  the  fight; 
Or  hafte  more  fwiftly  to  the  weftern  main ; 
Nor  let  her  blood  the  confcious  day-light  ftain  ! 

Oh  !  how  fevere  I  to  fall  fo  new  a  bride, 
Yet  biuftiing  from  the  prieft,  in  youthful  pride; 
When  time  had  juft  matur'd  each  perfedt  grace, 
And  open'd  all  the  wonders  of  her  face ! 
To  leave  her  Guilford  dead  to  all  relief. 
Fond  of  his  woe,  and  ob!linate  in  grief. 
Unhappy  fair  1  whatever  fancy  drew, 
(Vain  promis'd  bleflings)  vanifh  from  her  view  j 
No  train  of  cheerful  days,  endearing  nights. 
No  fweet  domeftic  joys,  and  chafte  delights; 
Pleafures  that  bloffom  ev'n  from  doubts  and  fcars; 
And  blifs  and  rapture  rifing  out  cf  caris  s 
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No  little  Guilford,  with  paternal  grace, 
LuU'd  on  her  knee,  or  fmiling  in  her  face  ; 
Who,  when  her  dearejl  father  Ihall  return. 
Prom  pouring  tears  on  her  untimely  urn, 
Might  comfort  to  his  filver  hairs  impart, 
And  fill  her  place  in  his  indulgent  heart : 
As-  where  fruits  fall,  quick-rifing  bloffoms  fmile, 
And  the  bled  Indian  of  his  care  beguile. 

In  vain  thefc  various  reafons  jointly  prefs. 
To  blacken  death,  and  heighten  her  diftrefs  ; 
She,  through  th'  encircling  terrors,  darts  her  fight 
To  the  blefi'd  regions  of  eternal  light, 
And  fills  her  foul  with  peace  :  to  weeping  friends 
"Her father,  and  her  lord,  (he  recommends; 
Unmov'd  herfelf :   her  foes  her  air  furvey. 
And  rage  to  fee  their  malice  thrown  away. 
She  fears ;  now  nought  on  earth  detains  her  care — 
But  Guilford ;  who  flill  druggies  for  his  fliare. 
Still  will  his  form  importunately  rife, 
Clog  and  retard  her  tranfport  to  the  ikies  ; 
As  trembling  flames  now  take  a  feeble  flight, 
Now  catch  the  brand  with  a  returning  light. 
Thus  her  foul  onward  from  the  feats  above 
Falls  fondly  back,  and  kindles  into  love  : 
At  length  fhe  conquers  in  the  doubtful  field ; 
That  heaven  flie  feeks  will  be  her  Guilford's  fhield. 
Now  death  is  welcome  ;  his  approach  is  flow; 
*I'is  tedious  longer  to  expedt  the  blow. 

Oh  !  mortals,  Ihort  of  fight,  who  think  the  paft 

O'erblown  misfortune  flill  fliall  prove  the  laft  : 

Alas  !  misfortunes  travel  in  a  train. 

And  oft  in  life  form  one  perpetual  chain ; 

Fear  buries  fear,  and  ills  on  ills  attend. 

Till  life  and  forrow  meet  one  common  end. 

She  thinks  that  Ihe  has  nought  but  death  to  fear, 

And  death  is  conquer'd.     Worfe  than  death  is 
near: 

Her  rigid  trials  are  not  yet  "complete ; 

The  news  arrives  of  her  great  father's  fate. 

She  fees  his  hoary  head,  all  white  with  age, 

A  vidim  to  th'  offended  monarch's  rage. 

How  great  the  mercy,  had  (he  breath'd  her  lafl:, 

Ere  the  dire  fentence  on  her  father  paft  ! 
A  fonder  parent  nature  never  knew  ; 

And  as  his  age  increas'd,  his  fondnefs  grew. 

A  parent's  love  ne'er  better  was  beftow'd; 

The  pious  daughter  in  her  heart  o'erflow'd. 

And  can  (he  from  ail  weaknefs  ftill  refrain  ? 

And  dill  the  firmnefs  of  her  foul  maintain  ? 

Itnpoflible  !  a  figh  will  force  its  way  ; 

One  patient  tear  her  mortal  birth  betray; 

She  fighs  and  weeps!  but  fo  (he  weeps  and  fighs, 

As  filent  dewf  delcend,  and  vapours  rife. 
Celeftial  patience  !  how  dod  thou  defeat 

The  foe's  proud  menace,  and  elude  his  hate  ? 

While  paflion  takes  his  part,  betrays  our  peace  ; 

To  death  and  torture  fwells  each  flight  difgrace; 

jBy  not  oppofing,  thou  dod  ills  deftroy, 

And  v/ear  thy  conquer'd  forrows  into  joy. 

Now Jce  revolves  within  her  anxious  mind, 

Whac  woe  dill  lingers  in  refcrve  behind. 

Griefs  nfe  on  griefs,  and  flie  can  fee  no  bound, 

While  nature  ladf,  and  can  receive  a  wound. 

The  (word  is  drawn  :  The  queen  to  rage  indin'd, 

Py  mercy,  nor  by  piety,  confin  d. 


What  mercy  can  the  zealot's  heart  aflTuagej 

Whofe  piety  itfelf  converts  to  rage  ? 

She  thought,  and  figh'd.   And  now  the  blood  began 

To  leave  her  beauteous  cheek  all  cold  and  wan. 

New  forrow  dimm'd  the  ludre  of  her  eye. 

And  on  her  cheek  the  fading  rofes  die. 

Alas!  (houldGuilfordtoo — when  now  flic's  brought 

To  that  dire  view,  thzx.  precipice  of  thought, 

While  there  (he  trembling  dands,  nor  dares  look 

down. 
Nor  can  recede,  till  heaven's  decrees  are  known  ; 
Cure  of  all  ills,  till  now  her  lord  appears — 
But  not  to  cheer  her  heart  and  dry  her  tears ! 
Not  now,  as  ufual,  like  the  rifing  day. 
To  chafe  the  (hadows  and  the  damps  away  : 
But,  like  a  gloomy  dorm  at  once  to  fweep 
And  plunge  her  to  the  bottom  of  the  deep. 
Black  were  his  robes,  dejedled  was  his  air. 
His  voice  was  frozen  by  his  cold  defpalr  : 
Slow,  like  a  ghoft,  he  mov'd  with  folemn  pace ;' 
A  dying  palenefs  fat  upon  his  face. 
Back  (he  recoil'd,  (hie  fmote  her  lovely  bread. 
Her  eyes  the  anguilh  of  her  heart  confefs'd ; 
Struck  to  the  foul,  (he  flagger'd  with  the  woundj 
And  funk,  a  breathlefs  image,  to  the  ground. 
Thus  the  fair  lily,  when  the  (ky's  o'ercad, 
At  fird  but  (hudders  in  the  feeble  blad; 
But  when  the  winds  and  weighty  rains  defcend, 
The  fair  and  upright  dem  is  forc'd  to  bend  ; 
Till  broke  at  length,  its  fnowy  leaves  are  (bed. 
And  drew  with  dying  fweets  their  native  bed. 

BOOK  II. 

"  Hie  pietatis  honos  ?  ilc  nos  in  fceptra  reponis  ?'' 

ViRG. 

Her  Guilford  clafps  her,  beautiful  in  death, 
And  with  a  kifs  recalls  her  fleeting  breath, 
To  tapers  thus,  which  by  a  blad  expire, 
A  lighted  taper,  touch'd,  redores  the  fire  : 
She  rcar'd  her  fwimming  eye,  and  faw  the  light, 
And  Guilford  too,  or  (he  had  loath'd  the  fight : 
Her  father's  death  flie  bore,  defpis'd  her  o-wn. 
But  now  (he  mud,  flie  will,  have  leave  to  groan  : 
Ah  !  Guilford,  (he  began,  and  would  have  fpoke  ; 
But  fobs  rufli'd  in,  and  every  accent  broke  : 
Reafon  itfelf,  as  guds  of  pafTion  blew. 
Was  ruflled  in  the  temped,  and  withdrew. 

So  the  youth  lod  his  image  in  the  well. 
When  tears  upon  the  yielding  furface  fell : 
The  fcatter'd  features  flid  into  decay. 
And  fpreading  circles  drove  his  face  away. 

To  touch  the  foft  a(fe(5lions,  and  controul 
The  manly  temper  of  the  braved  foul. 
What  with  alBided  beauty  can  compare. 
And  drops  of  love  didilling  from  the  fair  ? 
It  melts  us  down ;  our  pains  delight  bedow  ; 
And  we  with  fondnefs  languifli  o'er  our  woe. 

This  Guilford  prov'd  ;  and,  with  excefs  of  pain, 
And  pleafure  too,  did  to  his  bofom  drjin 
The  weeping  fair  :  funk  deep  in  foft  defire, 
Indulg'd  his  bve,  and  nurs'd  the  raging  fire  : 
Then  tore  himfclf  away  ;  and,  danding  widcj 
As  fearing  a  relapfe  of  fondnefs,  cry'd, 
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WitK  ill-d;ffembled  pfrief  •  "  My  life,  forbear! 
"  You  wound  your  Guilford  with  each  cruel  tear ; 
"  Did  you  not  chide  my  grief?  Reprefs  your  own  : 
"  Nor  want  compaffion  ior  yourfdf  &\ont  : 
"  Have  you  beheld,  how,  from  the  diftant  main, 
"  The  thronging  waves  roll  on,  a  numerous  train, 
"  And  foam,  and  bellow,  till  they  reach  the  fhore; 
"  There  burft  their  noify  pride,  and  are  no  more ; 
"  Thus  the  fucceflive  flows  of  human  race, 
"  Chas'd  by  the  coming,  the  preceding  chafe  ; 
"  They  found,  and  fweil,  their  haughty  heads  they 

rear ; 
**  Then  fall,  and  flatten,  break,  and  difappear. 
"  Life  is  a  forfeit  we  muft  fliortly  pay; 
«*  And  Where's  the  mighty  lucre  of  a  day  ? 
"  Why  Ihould  you  mourn  OTj  fate?  'Tis  moil  unkind; 
"  Your  cwn  you  bore  with  an  unfliaken  mind : 
"  And  which,  can  you  imagine,  was  the  dart 
"  That  drankmoft  blood,  funk  deepeft  in  my  heart? 
•'  I  cannot  live  without  you  ;  and  my  doom 
*'  I  meet  with  joy,  to  ftare  one  common  tomb. — 
"  And  are  again  your  tears  profufely  fpilt ! 
"  Oh  I  then,  my  kindnefs  blackens  to  my  guilt ; 
"  It  foils  itfelf,  if  it  recall  your  pain  ; 
•'  Life  of  my  life,  I  beg  you  to  refrain  ! 
••  The  load  which  fate  impofes,  you  increafe  ; 
"  And  help  Maria  to  deftroy  my  peace." 

But,  oh  !  againft  himfelf  his  labour  turn'd  ; 
The  more  he  comforted,  the  more  fhe  mourn'd  : 
Companion  fwellsour  grief;  words  fofc  and  kind 
But  foothe  our  weaknefs,  and  diffolve  the  mind  : 
Jier  forrow  flow'd  in  llreams ;  nor  her's  alone, 
"While  that  he  blam'd,  he  yielded  to  his  own. 
Where  are  the  fmiles  fhe  wore,  when  fhe,  fo  late, 
Hail'd  him  great  partner  of  the  regal  ftate  ; 
"When  orient  gems  around  her  temples  blaz'd. 
And  bending  nations  on  the  glory  gaz'd  ?     [treat, 

'Tis  now  the  queen's  command,  they  both  rc- 
So  weep  with  dignity,  and  mourn  in  ftate  : 
The  forms  the  decent  mifery  with  joy. 
And  loads  with  pomp  the  wretch  flie  would  deftroy, 
A  fpacious  hall  is  hung  with  black  ;  all  light 
Shut  out,  and  noon-day  darken'd  into  night. 
Prom  the  mid-roof  a  lamp  depends  on  high, 
Like  a  dim  crefcent  in  a  clouded  flcy  : 
It  fheds  a  quivering  melancholy  gloom. 
Which  only  fliows  the  darknefs  of  the  room. 
A  Ihining  ax  is  on  the  table  laid ; 
A  dreadful  fight !  and  glitters  through  the  fhade. 

In  this  fad  fcene  the  lovers  are  confin'd; 
A  fcene  of  terrors,  to  a  guilty  mind  ! 
A  fcene  that  would  have  damp'd  with  rifing  cares. 
And  quite  extinguifti'd  every  love  but  theirs. 
What  can  they  do  ?  They  fix  their  mournful  eyes — 
Then  Guilford,  thus  abruptly  ;  "  I  defpife 
•'  An  empire  loft.;  I  fling  away  the  crown  ; 
"  Numbers  have  laid  that  bright  delufion  down; 
"  But  Where's  the  Charles^  or  Dioclefian  where, 
"  Could  quit  the  blooming,  wedded,  v.'eeping  fair? 
V  Oh  1  to  dwell  ever  on  thy  lip  '  to  ftand 
"  In  full  poffeffion  of  thy  fnowy  hand  : 
"  And,  through  th' unclouded  cryftal  of  thine  eye, 
*'■  The  heavenly  freafures  of  the  mind  to  fpy  1 
f  Till  rapture  reafon  happily  deftroys, 
^^  And  my  fcal  vs-anders  through  immortal  joys ! 


"  Give  me  the  world,  and  afk  me,  Where's  my 

"  blifs? 
"  I  clafp  thee  to  my  breaft,  and  anfwer.  This. 
"  And  fhall  the  grave" — He  groans,  and  can  n» 

more; 
But  all  her  charms  in  filence  traces  o'er  ; 
Her  lip,  her  cheek,  and  eye,  to  wonder  wrought  ; 
And,  wondering,  fees,  in  i&A  pre/aging  thought. 
From  that  fair  neck,  that  world  of  beauty  fall. 
And  roll  along  the  duft,  a  ghaftly  ball ! 

Oh  I   let  thofe  tremble,  who  are  greatly  blefs'd  \ 
For  who,  but  Guilford,  could  be  thus  diftrefs'd? 
Come  hither,  all  you  happy,  all  you  great. 
From  flowery  meadows,  and  from  rooms  of  ftate'; 
Nor  think  1  call,  your  pleafures  to  deftroy, 
But  to  refine,  and  to  exalt  your  joy  : 
Weep  not  ;  but,  fmiling,  fix  your  ardent  care 
On  nobler  titles  than  the  brave  or  fair. 

Was  ever  fuch  a  mournful,  moving  fight  ? 
See,  if  you  can,  by  that  dull,  trembling  light : 
Now  they  embrace  ;  and,  mix'd  with  bitter  woe, 
Like  Ifis  and  her  Thames,  one  ftream  they  flow  : 
Now  they  ftart  wide ;  fix'd  in  benumbing  care. 
They  ftiffen  into  ftatues  of  defpair  : 
Now,  tenderly  fevere,  and  fiercely  kind. 
They  rufh  at  once  ;  they  fling  their  cares  behind, 
And  clafp,  as  if  to  death  ;  new  vows  repeat ; 
And,  quite  wrapp'd  up  in  love,  forget  their  fate. 
A  ftiort  delufion  !  for  the  raging  pain 
Returns ;  and  their  poor  hearts  muft  bleed  again." 

Meantime,  the  queen  new  cruelty  decreed  j 
But,  ill  content  that  they  fhnuld  onfy  bleed, 
A  prieft  is  fent ;  who,  with  infidiius  art, 
Inftills  his  poifon  into  Suffolk's  heart ; 
And  Guilford  drank  it :   Hanging  on  the  breaft. 
He  from  his  childhood  was  with  Rome  pofieft. 
When  now  the  minifters  of  death  draw  nigh, 
And  in  her  deareft  lord  ftie  firft  muft  die. 
The  fubtle  prieft,  who  long  had  watch 'd  to  find 
The  moft  unguarded  paffes  of  her  mind, 
Befpoke   her  thus ;    "  Grieve  not ;    'tis  in  your 

"  power 
"  Your  lord  to  refcue  from  this  fatal  hour." 
Her  bofom  pants ;  file  draws  her  breath  with  pain; 
A  fudden  horror  thrills  through  every  vein  ; 
Life  feems  fufpended,  on  his  words  intent ; 
And  her  foul  trembles  for  the  great  event. 

The  prieft  proceeds :  "  Embrace  the  faith  of 
"  Rome, 
"  And  ward  your  own,  your  lord's,  and  father's 

doom. 
Ye  blefl"ed  fpirits !  now  your  charge  fuftain  ; 
The  paft  was  eafe  ;  nowjfr/?  flie  fufiers  pain. 
Muft  file  pronounce  her  father's  death  ?  muft  flic 
Bid  Guilford  bleed  ? — It  muft  not,  cannot,  be. 
It  canaot  be  I  But  'tis  the  Chriftian's  praife, 
Above  impofliibilities  to  raife 
T  he  weaknefs  of  our  nature ;  and  deride 
Of  vain  philoiophy  the  boafted  pride. 
What  though  our  feeble  finews  fcarce  impart 
A  moment's  fwiftnefs  to  the  feather'd  dart; 
Though  tainted  air  our  vigorous  jou/A  can  break. 
And  a  chill  blaft  the  hardy  warrior  ftiake. 
Yet  are  we  ftrong  :   Hear  the  loud  temped  roar; 
From  eaft  to  weft,  and  cail  us  weak  no  more  |^ 
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The  lightning's  unrcfifted  f'lrce  proclaims 
Our  might;  and  thunders  raile  our  humble  names  ; 
'Tis  our  Jehovah  fills  the  heavens  ;  as  long 
^8  he  (hall  reign  Almighty,  wc  are  ftrong  : 
We,  by  devotion,  itrroiu  from  his  throne  ; 
And  almoft  make  Omnipotence  our  own  : 
We  force  the  gates  of  heaven,  by  fervent  prajcr  ; 
And  call  forth  triumph  out  of  man's  defpair. 

Our  lovely  mourner,  kneeling,  lifts  her  eyes 
And  bleeding  heart,  in  filence,  to  the  fkies, 
Dtevoutly  fad —  Ihen,  brightening,  like  the  day. 
When  fudden  winds  fweep  fcatter'd  clouds  away, 
Shining  in  majefty,  till  now  unkown  ; 
And  breathing  life  and  fpirit  fcarce  her  own  ; 

She,  rifmg,  fpeaks  :  "  If  thefe  the  terms " 

Here,   Guilford,    cruel    Guilford,    (barbarous 
man! 
Is  this  thy  love  ?)  as  fwift  as  lightning  ran  ; 
O'erwhelm'd  her  with  tempeftuons  forrow  fraught, 
And  ftifled,  in  its  birth,  the  mighty  thought ; 
ThcTi  burfting  frefh  into  a  flo  id  of  tears, 
Fierce,  refoiute,  delirious  with  his  fears; 
His  fears  for  her  akne  .•  he  beat  his  breaft, 
And  thus  the  fervour  tf  his  foul  expreft  s 
"  Oh;  let  thy  thought    o'er  cur  paft   converfe 

"  rove, 
••  And  ftiov.-  one  moment  aninflam'd  with  love  ! 
*'  Oh  '.  if  thy  kindaefs  can  no  lonp^er  lafl:, 
**  In  pity  to  thyftlf,  forget  the  pailt ! 
•  Elfe  ■wilt  thou  never,  void  of  fname  and  fear, 
'•  Pronounce  Us  doom,  whom  thou  haft  held  fo 

♦'  dear  : 
"  Thou  who  haft  took  me  to  thy  arms,  and  fwore 
"  Empires  were  vile,  and  fate  could  give  no  more; 
*'  That  to  continue,  was  its  utmoft  power, 
*'  And  make  the  future  like  the  prefent  hour, 

•*  Now  call  2.  rufSan ;  bid  his  cruel  fword 
•'  Lay  wide  the  bofi  m  of  thy  worthlefs  lord  ; 

•*  Transfix  his  heart  (fmce  you  its  love  difdaim), 

*'  And  ftain  his  hcncur  with  a  irjiitor't  name. 

"   Thu  might  perhaps  be  borne  without  remorfe; 

*'  But  fure  7^  father's  pmgs  will  have  their  force  ! 

"    Shall  his  good  age,  fo  near  if.  journey's  end, 

"  Throuch  cruel  torment  to  ths  grave  defcend? 

"   His  fhallow  blood  all  iflue  at  a  wound, 

"  Wafli  a  flave's  feet,  and  fmnkc  upon  the  ground  ? 

*'  But  he  to  you  has  ever  been  fevere  ; 

"  Then  take  your  vengeance" — Suffolk  nov?  drew 
near; 

Bending  beneath  the  burden  of  his  care ; 

His  robes  negletSled,  end  his  head  was  bare; 

Decrepit  winter,  in  the  yearly  ring, 

Thus  fluwly  creeps,  to  meet  the  blooming  fpring : 

Downward  he  calt  a  melancholy  look ; 

Thrice  turn'd,  to  hide  his  grief;  then  faintly  fpoke, 

"  Now  deep  in  years,  and  forward  in  decay, 

"  That  ax  can  only  rob  me  of  a  day ; 

"  For  thee,  my  foul's  defi  e !  I  can't  refrain ; 

"  And  fliall   my   tears,  my  laj}  tears,  flow  in 
"  vain  ? 

*'  When  you  ftiall  know  a  mother's  tender  name, 

"  My  heart's  diftrefs  no  longer  will  you  blame." 

At  this,  afar  his  burfting  groans  were  heard  ; 

The  tears  ran  trickling  down  his  Clvcr  beard : 
7. 


He  fnatch'd  her  hand,  which  to  his  lips  he  preft, 
And  bid  her  plant  a  dagger  in  his  breaft ; 
Then,  finking,  call'd  her  piety  unjuft, 
And  foil'd  his  hoary  temples  in  the  duft. 

Hard-hearted  men  !  will  you  no  mercy  knov  ? 
Has  the  queen  brib'd  you  to  diftrefs  her  foe  ? 
O  weak  deferters  to  misfortune's  part, 
By  falfe  afFc<ftion  thus  to  pierce  her  heart ! 
When  fhc  had  foar'd,  to  let  your  arrows  fly, 
And  fetch  her  bleeding  from  the  middle  &y  ! 
And  can  her  virtue,  fpringing  from  the  ground, 
Her  flight  recover,  and  difdain  the  wound. 
When  cleaving  love  and  human  intercft  bind 
The  broken  force  of  her  afpiring  mind; 
As  round  the  generous  eagle,  which  in  vain 
Exerts  her  ftrength,  the  ferpent  wreathes  hU 

train, 
Her  ftruggling  wings  entangles,  curling  plies 
His  poifonous  tail,  and  ftings  her  as  (he  flies  ! 

While  yet  the  blow's  firft  dreadful  weight  (he 
feels. 
And  with  its  force  her  refolution  reels; 
Large  doors,  unfolding  with  a  mournful  found, 
To  view  difcover,  weltering  on  the  ground, 
Three  heedlefs  trunks,  of  thofe  whofe  arms  mala- 

tain'd. 
And  in  her  wars  immortal  glory  gain'd  ; 
The  lifted  ax  afTur'd  her  ready  doom, 
And  filent  mourners  fadden'd  all  the  room. 
Shall  I  proceed ;  or  here  break  off  my  tale  ? 
Nor  truths,  to  ftagger  human  faith,  reveal. 

She  met  this  utmoft  malice  of  her  fate  ^ 

With  Chriftian  dignity,  and  pious  ftate  : 
The  beating  ftorm's  propitious  rage  fhe  bleft, 
And  all  the  martyr  triumphed  in  her  breaft  : 
Her  lord  ^nA.  father,  for  a  moment's  fpace, 
She  ftridlly  folded  in  her  foft  embrace! 
Then  thus  fhe  fpoke,  while  angels  heard  on  high, 
And  fudden  gladnefs  fmil'd  along  the  fky  : 

"  Your  over-fondnefs  has  not  mov'd  my  hate; 
"  I  am  well  pleas'd  you  make  my  death  fo  great  ; 
"  I  joy  I  cannot  fave  you ;  and  have  given 
"  Two  lives,  much  dearer  than  my  own  to  heaven, 
"  If  fo  the  queen  decrees*  : — But  I  have  caufe 
"  To  hope  my  blood  will  fatisfy  the  laws  ; 
"  And  there  is  mercy  ftill,  for  you,  in  ftore  : 
"  With  me  the  bitternefs  of  death  is  o'er. 
"  He  fhot  his  fting  in  that  farewell  embrace; 
"  And  all,  that  is  to  come,  is  joy  and  peace. 
"  Then  let  miftaken  forrow  be  fuppreft, 
"  Nor  feem  to  envy  my  approaching  reft." 
Then,  turning  to  the  minifters  of  fate, 
She,  fmiling,  fays,  "  My  vidlory's  complete  : 
"  And  tell  your  queen,  I  thank  her  for  the  blow, 
"  And  grieve  my  gratitude  I  cannot  fhow  : 
"  A  poor  return  I  leave  in  England's  crown, 
"  For  everlafting  pleafure  and  renown  : 
"  Her  guilt  alone  allays  this  happy  hour  ; 
"  Her  guilt — the  only  vengeance  in  her  power." 
Not  Rome,  untouch'd  with  forrow,  heard  h^ 
fate  ; 
And  fierce  Maria  pity'd  her  too  late. 

•  Here  fhc  tmhraut  thcst^ 
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IN  SEVEN  CHARACTERISTICAL  SATIRES. 


«« Fulgente  trahit  conftri6los  gloria  curru 

"  Non  minus  ignotos  generofis." Hor. 


PREFACE. 


1  HEgE  fatlres  have  been  favourably  received  at 
home  and  abroad.  I  am  not  confcious  of  the  leaft 
malevolence  to  any  particular  pcrfon  through  all 
the  charadlers ;  though  feme  perfons  may  be  fo 
feliifl)  as  to  engrofs  a  general  application  to  thcm- 
felvcs.  A  writer  in  polite  letters  (hould  be  content 
with  reputation  ;  the  private  amufement  he  finds 
in  hiscompofitions;  the  good  influence  they  have 
on  his  feverer  ftudies ;  that  admillinn  they  give 
him  to  his  fuperiors ;  and  the  poflible  good  effcdl 
they  may  have  on  the  public  ;  or  elfe  he  fhould 
join  to  his  poiitenefs  fome  more  lucrative  qualifi- 
cation. 

But  it  is  poflible,  that  fatire  may  not  do  much 
good  :  men  may  rife  in  their  affcdlions  to  their 
follies,  as  they  do  to  their  friends,  when  they  are 
abufed  by  others :  It  is  much  to  be  feared,  that 
mifcondu(Sl:  will  never  be  chafed  out  of  the  world 
by  fatire  ;  all  therefore  that  is  to  be  faid  for  it  is, 
that  hufcondu6l  will  certainly  be  never  chafed  out 
cf  the  world  by  fatire,  if  no  fatires  are  written  : 
nor  is  that  term  unapplicable  to  graver  compofi- 
tions.  Ethics,  Heathen  and  Chriftian,  and  the 
Scriptures  themfelves,  are  in  a  great  meafure  a  fa- 
tire on  the  weaknefs  and  iniquity  of  men  ;  and 
fome  part  of  that  fatire  is  in  verfe  too  :  nay ,  in  the 
firft  ages,  philofophy  and  poetry  were  the  fame 
thing;  wifdoni  wore  no  other  drefs  ?  fo  that  I 
hope  thefe  fatires  will  be  the  more  eafily  pardoned 
that  misfortune  by  the  fevere.  If  they  like  not  the 
fafliion,  let  them  take  them  by  the  Vireight ;  for 
fome  weight  they  have,  or  the  author  has  failed  in 
his  aim.  Nay,  hiftorians  themfelves  may  be  confi- 
dered  as  fatirifts,  and  fatirifts  moft  fevere ;  fince 
fuch  are  moft  human  a6tions,  that  to  relate  is  to  ex- 
pofe  them. 

No  man  can  converfe  much  in  the  world,  but  at 
what  he  meets  with,  he  muft  either  be  infenfible, 
or  grieve,  or  be  angry,  or  fmile.  Some  paflion 
(if  we  are  not  impallsve)  muft  be  moved;  for  the 
general  condu<St  of  mankind  is  by  no  means  a  thing 
indifferent  to  a  reafonable  and  virtuous  man.  Now 
to  fmile  at  it,  and  turn  it  into  ridicule,  1  think  moft 
eligible ;  as  it  hurts  ourfelves  leaft,  and  gives  vice 
and  folly  the  greateft  offenc?  ;  and  that  for  tbii  rea- 


fon  ;  becaufe  what  men  aim  at  by  them,  Js  gene- 
rally public  opinion  and  efteem  ;  which  truth  is 
the  ftibjc<5b  of  the  following  fatires  ;  and  joins  them 
together,  as  feveral  branches  from  the  fame  root  : 
an  unity  of  defign,  which  has  not,  I  think,  iu  a  fet 
of  fatires,  been  attempted  before. 

Laughing  at  the  mifcondudl  of  the  world,  will 
in  a  great  meafure  eafe  us  ©f  any  more  difajree- 
able  palllon  about  it.  One  paflion  is  more  effec- 
tually driven  out  by  another,  than  by  reafon ; 
vvfhatever  fome  may  teach  :  For  to  reafon  we  owe 
our  paffions  :  had  we  riot  reafon,  we  (hould  not  be 
oflended  at  wh.^t  we  find  amifs  :  and  the  caufe  fecms 
not  to  be  the  natural  cure  oi^ny  eff^£}. 

Moreover,  laughing  fatire  bids  the  faireft  for 
fuccefs  :  the  world  is  too  proud  to  be  fond  of  a  fe- 
rious  tutor ;  and  when  the  author  is  in  a  paflion, 
the  laugh  generally,  as  in  converfation,  turns  againfl: 
him.  This  kind  of  fatire  only  has  any  delicacy  in 
it.  Of  this  delicacy,  Horace  is  the  befb  maftcr  ;  he 
appears  in  gooti  humour  while  he  cenfures;  and 
therefore  his  cenfure  has  the  more  weight,  as  fup- 
pofed  to  proceed  from  judgment,  not  from  paflion. 
Juvenal  is  ever  in  a  paflion  :  He  has  little  valuable 
but  his  eloquence  and  morality  :  The  laft  of  which 
I  have  had  in  my  eye  ;  but  rather  for  emulation 
than  imitation,  through  my  whole  work. 

But  though  I  comparatively  condemn  Juvenal  in 
part  of  the  Cxth  fatire  (where  the  occafion  moft; 
required  it),  I  endeavoured  to  touch  on  his  man- 
ner ;  but  was  forced  to  quit  it  foon,  as  difagreeable 
to  the  writer,  and  reader  too.  Boileau  has  joined 
both  the  Roman  fatirifts  with  great  fuccefs ;  but 
has  too  much  of  Juvenal  in  his  very  ferious  Satire 
on  Woman,  which  ftjould  have  been  the  gayeft  cf 
all.  An  excellent  critic  of  our  own,  commends 
Bcileau's  clofenefs,  or,  as  he  calls  it,  prejfnefs,  par- 
ticularly ;  whereas,  it  appears  to  me,  that  repeti- 
tion is  his  fault,  if  any  fault  fliould  be  imputed  t» 
him. 

There  are  fome  profe  fatirifts  of  the  greatefl;  de- 
licacy and  wit;  tlie  laft  of  which  can  never,  or 
fhould  never,  fucceed  without  the  former.  An 
author  without  it,  betrays  too  great  a  contempt 
for  mankind,  and  opinion  of  himfeif;  which  arc 
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bad  advocates  for  repvtaiion  and  fuccefs.  What  a 
difference  is  there  between  the  merit,  if  not  the  i;;?, 
of  Cervantes  and  Habe!ai<i  I  The  lad  has  a  particu- 
lar art  of  throwing  a  great  doai  of  genius  and 
learning  into  froiic  and  jeft ;  but  the  genius  and 
the  fcholar  is  all  you  can  admire ;  you  want  the 
gentleman  ro  converfe  with  in  him :  he  is  like  a 
criminal  who  teccives  his  life  for  fome  fervices ; 
you  commend,  but  you  pardon  too.  Indecency 
offends  our  pride,  as  men ;  and  our  unaffeiSled 
tafte,  as  judges  of  conipofition  :  Nature  has  wifely 
formed  u?  v;ith  an  averfion  to  it ;  and  he  that  fuc- 
ceeds  in  fpite  cf  it,  is  •  "  aliena  ver.ia,  quara  fua 
"  providentia  tutior." 

Such  wits,  like  falfe  oracles  of  old  (which  were 
wits  and  cheats),  fh-^uld  fct  up  for  reputation 
among  th&rWMi,  in  I'omc  Bceoria,  which  was  the 
land  of  orncles ;  for  the  wj/i  will  hold  them  in  con- 
tempt. Some  wits  too,  like  cracks,  deal  in  amii- 
guities ;  but  not  with  equal  fuccefs  :  for  though 
ambi'i-uities  are  the JiiJ?  excellence  of  an  impoflor, 
they  are  the  Zs;?  61"  a  wit. 

Some  fatirical  wits  and  humonrifts,  like  their  fa- 
ther Lucian,  laugh  at  every  thing  indifcriminate- 
]y ;  which  betrays  fuch  a  poverty  of  wit,  as  can- 
not afford  to  part  with  any  thing;  and  fych  a 
want  of  virtue,  as  to  poftpo^e  it  to  a  jefi.  Such 
Writers  encourage  vice  and  folly,  which  they  pre- 
.  tend  to  combat,  by  fetticg  them  on  an  equal  foot 
with  better  things:  and  while  they  labour  to  bring 
every  thing  into  contempt,  how  can  theyexpecl 
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their  own  parts  fhould  efcape  ?  Sortie  Frenih  wrJ-i 
ters  particularly,  are  guilty  of  this  in  matters  of 
the  lafl  confequence;  and  fome  of  our  own.  They 
that  are  iuv  leflening  the  true  dignity  of  mankind, 
are  not  fure  of  being  fuccel»ful,  but  with  regard 
to  ene  individual  in  it.  It  is  this  cpnduift  that  jull-> 
ly  makes  a  wit  a  term  of  reproach. 

Which  puts  me  in  mind  of  Plato's  fable  of  the 
Birth  of  Love  :  one  of  the  prettieft  fables  of  all  an- 
tiquity ;  which  will  hold  likewife  with  regard  to 
modern  poetry.  Love,  fays  he,  is  the  fon  of  the 
Goddefs  of  Poverty,  and  the  God  of  Riches :  he 
has  fent  from  h\%  father  his  daring  genius ;  his  ele- 
vation of  thuught;  his  building  caftles  in  the  air  ; 
his  prodigality ;  his  negledl  of  things  ferious  and 
ufeful ;  his  vain  opinion  of  his  own  merit ;  and 
hisa(fe(5lation  of  preference  and  di(iin<9:ion  :  from 
his  riother  he  inherits  his  indigence,  which  makes 
him  a  conftant  begger  of  favours ;  that  importuni- 
ty with  which  he  begs ;  his  flattery  ;  his  fervilify ; 
his  fear  cf  beirg  defpifed,  which  is  infeparable 
from  him.  This  addition  may  be  made,  w-i.That 
poetry,  like  love,  is  a  little  fubjecft  to  blindncfx^ 
which  makes  her  miflake  her  way  to  preferments 
and  honours;  that  (he  has  her  fatirical  quiver ;  and 
laftly,  that  fhe  retains  a  dutiful  admiration  of 
htrfather^s  family ;  but  divides  her  favours,  and 
generally  lives  with  her  mother^  relations. 

However,  this  is  not  necejfity,  but  choice  :  were 
wifdoni  her  governefs,  fhe  might  have  much  more 
of  the  father  than  the  mother;  efpecially  in  fuch 
an  age  as  this,  which  Ihows  a  due  pafiion  for  hcj 
charms. 


SATIRE  T. 

TO  HIS  GRACE  THE  DOKE  OT  DORSET. 

" Tanto  major  Fams  fitis  efl,  quam 

«'  Virtutjs." — Juv,  Sat.  x. 

Mt  verfe  is  fatire  ;  Dorfet,  lend  your  car, 

AnA  fatrcr.ife  a  mufe  you  cannot/.i/n 

To  poets  facred  is  a  Dorfet's  name : 

Their  wonted  paffport  through  the  gates  of  fame  ; 

It  bribes  the  partial  reader  into  praife. 

And  throws  a  glory  round  the  fhelter'd  lays  : 

The  dazzled  judgment  fewer  faults  can  fee. 

And  gives  applaufe  to  Blackmore,  or  to  mc. 

But  )ou  decline  the  mif.rcfs  we  purfue  ; 

Others  are  fond  >ii  fame,  but  fame  of  you. 

Inftrudlive  fatire,  true  to  virtue's  caufe  ! 
Thou  ihming/upplemcnt  of  public  /azt-s  ! 
"WhcTt  fatter' d  crimes  of  3  licentious  age 
Reproach  ourfiience,  and  demand  our  rage; 
When  purcbas'd follies,  from,  each  diftant  land, 
Like  arts,  innprr>ve  in  Britain's  fkilful  hand ; 
When  the  h-w  fnows  her  teeth,  but  dares  not  bite, 
And  South-fea  treafures  are  not  brouj;ht  to  light; 
When  churchmen  Scripture  for  the  clafiics  quit, 
Polite  apotlates  from  GoA'''. grace  to  zi:i  ; 
When  men  grow  ^rfa/frpm  their  reiiuue  J/ient, 
And  fly  from  bailiffs  into  parliament ; 


When  dying  finners,  to  hlct  out  their  fcore, 
Bequeath  the  church  the  leavings  of  a  ivhore ; 
To  chafe  our  fpleen,  when  themes  like  thefc  ia^-x 

cfeafe. 
Shall  panegyric'reign,  and  cenfure  ceafe  ? 

Shall  poefy,  like  law,  turn  wrong  to  right, 
And  dedications  walh  an  ^thiop  white, 
Set  up  each  fenfclefs  wretch  for  nature's  boafl;. 
On  whom  praife  fhines,  as  trophies  on  ^ pojl? 
Shall  funeral  eloquence  her  colours  fpread, 
Ar.d  fcatter  rofes  on  the  wealthy  dead  ? 
shall  autliors  fmile  on  fuch  illuftrious  days. 
And  ftiiirife  with  nothing — but  their  pra/fe  ? 

Why  flumbers  Pope,  who  l<;ads  the  tuneful  train^ 
Nor  hears  that  virtue,  which  he  loves,  complain  I 
Donne,  Dorfet,  Uryden,  Rochefter,  are  dead. 
And  guilt's  chief  foe,  in  Addifon,  is  fled  ; 
Congreve,  who  crown'd  with  laurels,  fairly  woHj 
Sitsfn-.iling  at  the  goal,  while  others  run. 
He  will  not  write;  and  (more  provoking  ftill) 
Ye  gods  !  he  will  not  write,  and  Majvius  will. 

Ddubly  diftreft,  what  author  (hall  we  find, 
Difcreelly  daring,  and  fevcrely  kind. 
The  courtly  *  Roman's  fhining  path  to  treadj 
And  lharply/////f  prevailing  folly  dead  ? 

*  Horace, 
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Will  no  fuperlor  genius  fnatcli  tlie  quill, 
And  fave  me,  on  the  brink,  from  writing  ill  ? 
Though  vain  the  (Irife,  I'll  flrive  my  voice  to  raifc. 
What  will  not  men  attempt  ior  f.icred praifc  ? 
The  love  of  praife,  howe'er  conceal'd  by  art. 
Reigns,  more  or  Icfs,  and  glows,  in  every  heart  : 
The  preud^  to  gain  it,  toils  on  toih  endure ; 
The  modioli  (hun  it,  but  to  make  it  fai'e. 
O'er  globes,  and  fceptres,  now  on  thrones  it  f'.vells; 
Now,  trims  the  midnight  lamp  in  college  cells  : 
*  ris  Tory,  Whig  ;  it  plots,  prays,  preaches,  pleads, 
Harangues  in  fenates,  fqueaks  in  mafquerades. 
Here,  to  Steele's  humour  makes  a  bold  pretence; 
There,  bolder,  aims  at  Pulteney's  elogi'tnce. 
It  aids  the  dancer's  heel,  the  ivrifet's  head, 
And  heaps  the  plain  with  mountain's  of  the  dead; 
Nor  ends  with  life;  but  nods  in  fable  plumes, 
Adorns  our  her/e,  and  flatters  on  our  tomis. 

What  is  not  proud?  Th.e  pimp  is  proud  to  fee 
So  many  like  himfelf  in  high  degree  : 
The  ivhore  is  proud  her  beauties  are  the  dread 
Of  pcevifh  virtue  and  the  marriage-bed  ; 
And  the  brib'd  ciichld,  like  crown'd  vi(£liais  borne 
To  {laughter,  glories  in  his  gilded  horn. 

Some  go  to  church, /iro.v(/  hum'.jly  to  repent, 
And  come  back  n'luch  piore  guilty  than  they  went: 
Oneway  they  leak,  another  way  they  Jleer, 
Pray  to  the  gods,  but  would  have  mortals  hear; 
And  when  their  fins  they  fet  fincerely  down, 
7"hey'll  find  that  their  religion  has  been  one. 

Others  with  wilhful  eyes  on  glory  look, 
When  they  have  got  their piffure  tow'rds  a  book: 
Or  pompous  title,  like  a  gaudy  fign, 
Meant  to  betray  dull  fots  to  wretched  wine. 

If  at  his  title  T hsd  drop'd  his  quill, 

T might  have  pafs'd  for  a  great  genius  ftill. 

But  T-» alas!  (excufe  him,  if  you  tan) 

Is  now  ^fcribbler,  who  was  once  a  rmn. 
Imperious  fome  a  claflicyiiOTf  demand, 
For  heaping  up,  with  a  laborious  hand, 
A  waggon -load  of  meanings  for  one  word, 
While  A's  depos''d,  and  B  with  pomp  reJlor''d. 

Some,  for  renoiun,  on  fcraps  of  learning  doat, 
And  think  they  grow  immortal  as  they  quote. 
To  patch-work  Icarn'd  quotations  are  ally'd; 
Both  drive  to  make  owr  poverty  our  prldi. 

On  ^la/s  how  witty  is  a  noble  peer ' 
Did  ever  diamond  coft  a  man  fo  d.^ar  ? 

Polite  difeafes  make  fome  ideots  'va'.n  ; 
Which,  if  unfortunately  well,  they  feign. 

Of  folly,  vice,  difeafe,  men  proud  we  fee; 
And  fftranger  ftill!)  of  blockheads'  flattery  ; 
W^hofe  p'raife  defames ;  as  if  a  fool  {hbuld  mean, 
By  fpitting  on  your  face,  to  make  it  clean. 

Nor  is't  enough  all  hearts  are  fwoln  with/ir/Vf, 
Her  po-wer  is  mighty,  as  her  realm  is  wide. 
What  can  IJie  not  perform  ?  The  love  of  fapie 
Made  bold  Alphonfus  his  Creator  blame  : 
Empedocies  hurl'd  down  the  burning  fteep : 
And  (ftronger  flill  1)  made  Alexander  weep. 
Nay,  it  holds  Delia  from  a  fecond  bed. 
Though  her  lov'd  lord  has  fqur  Jialf-months  been 
bed. 

This  paffion  with  a  pimple  have  I  feen 
Retard  a  caufej  and  give  a  judge  the  fpleen, 


By  this  infpirM  (O  ne'er  to  be  forgot !") 

Some  lords  have  learn'd  to  f pell,  and  fome  to  hid. 

It  makes  Globofe  a  fpeaker  in  the  houfe ; 

lie  hems,  and  is  deiiver'd  of  his  moufe. 

It  makes  dear felf  on  well-bred  tongues  prevail, 

.^nd  /  the  little  hero  of  each  tale. 

Sick  with  the  love  of  fame,  what  throngs  pour  in. 

Unpeople  court,  and  leave  the fenate  thin  ? 

My  growing  fubje(5l  feems  but  jull  begun, 

And,  chariot-like,  T  kindle  as  I  run. 

Aid  liie,  great  Homer !  with  thy  epic  rules, 
To  take  a  catalogue  of  Britifh  fools. 
Satire  !  had  1  thy  Dorfet's  force  divine, 
A  knave  or  fool  Ihould  perifh  in  each  line ; 
Though  for  the  firft  all  Weflminfter  ihould  plead, 
And  for  the  laft  all  Grcfham  intercede. 

Begin,     Who  firft  the  catalogue  fhall  grace  ? 
To  quality  belongs  the  highefl  place. 
My  lord  comes  forward ;  forv;ard  let  him  come  ! 
Ye  vulgar  !  at  your  peril,  give  him  room  : 
He  (lands  for yijw?  on  his  forefathers'  feet, 
By  heraldry,  prov'd  -jaliant  or  difcreet. 
Wi:h  what  a  decent  pride  he  throws  his  eyes 
Above  the  man  by  three  dfcents  lefs  wife  ! 
If  virtues  at  his  noble  hands  you  crave. 
You  bid  him  raife  his  father's  from  the  grave. 
Men  fhould  prefs  forward  in  fame's  glorious  chafe; 
Nobles  look  iacLu-ard,  and  fo  lofe  the  race. 

J-et  high  birth  triumph  !    What  can  be  more 
great .? 

Nothing — but  merit  in  a  low  eftate. 

To  virtue's  humbleft  fon  let  none  prefer 

Vice,  though  defcendcd  from  the  conqueror. 

Shall  men,  Yike  f.gures ,  pafs  for  high,  or  bafe. 

Slight,  or  important,  only  by  their  place  ? 

Titles  are  marks  oihonef  men,  and  ivife; 

The  fool,  or  knave,  that  wears  a  title,  lies. 
They  that  on  glorious  anceftors  enlarge. 

Produce  their  fl''^fo,inftead  of  their  difcharge. 

Dorfef,  let  thofe  who  proudly  boaft  their  line. 

Like  thee,  in  worth  hereditary,  fhine. 

Vain  as  falfe  grcatnefs  is,  the  mufe  muft  own. 

We  want  not  fools  to  buy  that  Briftol  ftone. 

•  Mean  fons  of  earth,  who,  on  a  South-fea  tide 

Of  full  fuccefs,  fwam  into  luejlth  and  pride. 

Knock  with  a  purfe  of  gold -at  Anftis'  gate. 

And  beg  to  be  dcfcended  from  the  great. 
When  men  of  infamy  to  grandeur  foar, 

They  light  a  torch  to  (how  their  fliame  the  more* 

Thofe  governments  which  curb  not  evils,  caufe  ! 

And  a  rich  knave's  a  libel  on  our  laivs. 
Belus  with  fblid  glory  will  be  crown'd  ; 

He  buys  no  p'nnntom,  no  vain  empty  found; 

But  builds  himfelf  a  name ;  and,  to  be  great, 

Siuks  in  a  quarry  an  immenfe  eftate  I 

In  coft  and  grandeur,  Chandos  he'll  out-do  j 

And  Burlington,  thy  tafte  is  not  fo  true. 

The  pile  is  finifii'd ;  every  toil  is  paft ; 

And  full  perfedion  is  arriv'd  at  lafl ; 

When,  lo  !  my  lord  to  fome  fmail  corner  runs, 

And  leaves  ftate-rooms  Ko Jlrangers  and  to  duns. 
The  man  who  builds,  and  wants  wherewith  to 

Provines  a  home  from  which  to  run  away,     [paj  ' 

In  Britain,  what  is  many  a  lordly  Jeat, 

IJut  a  difcharge  in  full  for  an  eftate  J 
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In  fmaller  comp»fs  lies  Pygmalion's  fame  ; 
Not  domes,  but  antique  ftatucs,  are  his  flame  : 
Not   Fcuntaine's  fclf  more   Parian   charms    has 

known ; 
Nor  is  good  Pembroke  more  in  love  with  (lone. 
The  bailiff's  come  (rude  men  profanely  bold  !) 
And  bid  him  turn  his  Venus  into  gold. 
«'  Mo,  firs,  he  cries;  I'Ufooner  rot  in  jail  : 
"  Shall  Grecian  arts  be  truck'd  forEnglifh  bail  ?" 
Such  hiadj  might  make  their  very  bujlo's  laugh  : 
His  daughter  ftarves;  but  *  Cleopatra's  fafp. 

Men,  overloaded  with  a  large  eftate, 
May  fpill  their  treafure  in  a  nice  conceit : 
The  rich  may  be  polite  ;  but,  oh  I   'tis  fad 
To  fay  you're  curious,  when  we  fwear  you're  mad. 
By  your  revenue  meafure  your  expence  ; 
And  to  yQ)\xr  funds  and  acres  join  your/en/t. 
No  man  is  blefs'd  by  accident  or  guejs  ; 
True  ivifdom   is  the  price  of  happinefs  : 
Yet  few  without  long  difcipline  are  fage  ; 
And  our  youth  only  lays  up  fighs  for  age. 
But  how,  my  mufe,  canft  thou  refift  fo  long 
The  bright  temptation  of  the  courtly  throng, 
Thy  moft  inviting  theme  :   The  court  affords 
Much  food  for  fatire  ; — it  abounds  in  lords. 
"  What  lords  are  thofe  faluting  with  a  grin?" 
One  is  jufl  out,  and  one  as  lately  in. 
•'  How  comes  it  then  to  pafs  we  fee  prefide 
V  On  both  their  brows  an  equal  fbare  ol pride?" 
pride,  that  impartial  pafTion,  reigns  through  all, 
Attends  our  glory,  nor  deferts  our  fall. 
As  in  its  home  it  triumphs  in  iigh  place. 
And  frowns  a  haughty  exile  in  difgtace. 
Some  lords  it  bids  admire  their  wands  fo  white, 
Which  bloom,  like  Aaron's,  to  their  ravifh'd  fight : 
Some  lords  it  \>\A%reJign;  and  turns  their  wands, 
JLike  Mofes',  into  ferpents  in  their  hands. 
Thefe  Cnk,  as  divers,  for  renown  ;  and  boafl, 
With  pride  in-verted,  of  their  honours  loft. 
But  againft  reafon  fure  'tis  equal  fin, 
!J'he  boaft  of  merely  being  ««/,  or  in. 

What  numbers  here,    through    odd    ambition, 
ftrive 
To  feem  the  moft  tranfported  things  alive  ? 
As  if  byyojr,  defert  was  underftood  : 
And  all  the  fortunate  were  luife  and  gor<d. 
Hence  aching  bofoms  wear  a  vifage  gay, 
And  ftifled  groans  frequent  the  ball  and  play. 
Completely  dreft  by  \  Monteuil  and  grimace, 
They  take  their  birtb-day  fait  and  public  face  : 
Their  fmilesare  only  part  of  what  they  -wear. 

Put  off  at  night,  with  Lady  B 'shair. 

What  bodily  fatigue  is  half  fo  bad  ? 
l^ith  anxious  <rarc  they  labour  to  he  glad. 

What  numbers,  here,  would  into  fame  advance, 
ponfcioua  of  merit,  in  the  coxcomb's  dance  ,• 
The  tavern,  park,  alfcmbly,  niaik,  and  play, 
Thofe  dear  deftroyers  of  the  tedious  day  ! 
That  wheel  of  fops  !   that  faunter  of  the  town  ! 
Call  it  dfuerjton,  and  the  pill  goes  down. 
Fools  grin  on  fools,  andj^'o'^^-like  fupport, 
ivitjiout  one  figh,  the  pleafures  of  a  court. 


•    A  famous  JIatue. 
t  A  famous  taylor. 


Courts  can  give  nothing,  to  the  -wife  and^w<^^ 
But  fcorn  of  pomp,  and  love  of  folitude. 
High  ftations  tumult,  but  not  ilifs,  create : 
None  think  tbe  great  unhappy,  but  the  great : 
Fools  gaze,  and  envy  ;  envy  darts  a  fting, 
Which  makes  a  fwain  as  wretched  as  a  king. 

I  envy  none  their  pageantry  and  fhow ; 
I  envy  none  the  gilding  of  their  woe. 
Give  me,  indulgent  gods  !  with  mind  ferene. 
And  guiltlcfs  heart,  to  range  the  fylvan  fcen<p; 
No  Tplendid  poverty,  no  frailing  care, 
No  well-bred  hate,  or  fervile  grandeur,  there  : 
There  pleafing  objedls  ufeful  thoughts  fuggcll ; 
T\it  fenfe  is  ravifh'd,  and  the  foul  is  bleft  ; 
On  every  thorn  delightful  wifdom  growJ ; 
In  every  rill  a  fweet  inftrudlion  flows. 
But  fome,  untaught,  o'erhear  the  whifpering  rill, 
In  fpite  of  iacred  leifure,  blockheads  ftill : 
Nor  fhoots  up  folly  to  a  nobler  bloom 
In  her  own  native  foil,  the  drazving-room. 

The /quire  ii  proud  to  fee  his  courfers  ftraiiT, 
Or  well-breath'd  beagles  fweep  along  the  plaia. 
Say,  dear  Hippolytus  (whofe  drink  is  ale, 
Whofe  erudition  is  a  Chriflmas-tale, 
Whofe  miftrefs  is  faluted  with  a  fmack. 
And  friend  receiv'd  with  thumps  upon  the  back) 
When  thy  fleek  gelding  nimbly  leaps  the  mound. 
And  Ringwood  opens  on  the  tainted  ground, 
Is  that  iiy  praifc  ?  Let  Ringwood's  fame  alone ; 
Juft  Ringwood  leaves  each  animal  his  own  ; 
Nor  envies,  when  a  gypfy  vc"  commit, 
And  fbake  the  clumfy  bench  with  country  wit ; 
When  you  the  duUeft  ef  dull  things  have  faid. 
And  then  afk  pardon  for  ihtjejl  you  made. 

Here  breathe,  my  mufe  1  and  thea  thy  tafk  re* 
new ! 
Ten  thoufand  fools  unfung  are  ftill  in  viewv 
Fewer  lay-atheifts  made  by  church  debates  ; 
Fewer  great  beggars  faqi'd  for  large  eflates ; 
Ladies,  whofe  love  is  conftant  as  the  wind ; 
Cits,  who  prefer  a  guinea  to  mankind  ; 
Fewer  grave  lords  to  Scrope  difcrectly  bend; 
And  fewer  fiocis  a  ftatefman  gives  his  friend. 

Is  there  a  man  of  an  eternal  vein. 
Who  lulls  the  town  in  -winter  with  his  ilrain, 
At  Bath,  mfummer,  chants  the  reigning  lafs, 
And  fweetly  -whifiles  as  the  luaters  pafs  ? 
Is  there  a  tongue,  like  Delia's  o'er  her  cup, 
Tliat  runs  for  ages  without  winding-up  .' 
Is  there,  whom  his  tenth  epic  mounts  to  fame  ? 
Such,  and  fuch  only, might  exhauft  my  theme  % 
Nor  would  thefe  heroes  of  the  tafk  be  glad. 
For  who  can  -write  fo  faft  as  men  run  mad  ? 
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My  mufe,  proceed,  and  reach  thy  deftin'd  ead; 
Though  toils  and  danger  the  bold  tafk  attend. 
Heroes  and  Cods  make  other  poems  fine ; 
plain  fatire  calls  for/en/c  in  every  line  : 
Then,  to  what  fvvarms  thy  faults  I  dare  expofe  1 
All  friends  to  -vie:  and/«//j  are  thy  foes. 
When//<-i  the  foe,  a  war  eternal  wage ; 
'Tib  moft  ill-nature  to  reprefs  thy  rage ; 
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And  if  there  ftrains  fome  nobler  tnufe  excite, 
i'll  glory  in  the  yerfe  I  did  not  write. 

So  weak  are  human-kind  by  nature  made, 
Or  to  fuch  weaknefs  by  their  vice  bctray'd. 
Almighty  vanity/  to  thee  they  owe 
Their  zeji  of  pleafure,  and  their  halm  o"  woe. 
Thou,  like  the  fun,  all  colours  doft  contain. 
Varying,  like  rays  of  light,  on  drops  of  rain, 
i^'or  every  foul  finds  reafons  to  be  proud, 
Though  hifs'd  and  hooted  by  the  pointing  crowd. 

Warm  in  purfuit  of  foxes  and  renown, 
•  Hippolytus  demands  thc/yhan  crown  ; 
But  Florio's  fame  the  produ<Sl  of  a  fliower. 
Grows  in  his  garden,  an  illuftrious  flower  ! 
Why  teems  the  earth  ?  Why  melt  the  vernal  flcies? 
Why  fhines  the  fun  ?  To  make  Paul  f  Diack  rife. 
From  morn  to  night  has  Florio  gazing  ftood. 
And  wonder'd  how  the  gods  could  be  fo  good  ; 
What  fhapc  !  What  hue !  Was  ever  nymph  fo  fair  ? 
He  doats !  he  dies !  he  too  is  rooted  thef e. 
O  folid  blifs !  which  nothing  can  deftroy, 
Except  a  cat,  bird,  fnail,  or  idle  boy. 
In  fame's  full  bloom  lies  Florio  down  at  night. 
And  wakes  next  day  a  moft  inglorious  wight; 
The  tulip's  dead  '.  See  thy  fair  filter's  fate 
O  C— — !  and  be  kind  ere  'tis  too  late. 

Nor  are  thofe  enemies  I  mention'd,  all; 
Beware,  O  Florift,  thy  ambition's  fall. 
A  friend  of  mine  indulg'd  this  noble  flame  ; 
A  Quaker  ferv'd  him,  Adaim  was  his  name ; 
To  one  lov'd  tulip  oft  the  mafter  went, 
Hung  o'er  it,  and  whole  days  in  rapture  fpent ; 
But  came  and  mifs'd  it  one  ill-fated  hour  : 
He  rag'd  !  he  roar'd  !  "  What  damon  cropt  my 

flower  i" 
Serene,  quoth  Adam,  "  Lo  !  'twas  crulh'd  by  me; 
''  Fall'n  is  the  Baal  to  which  thou  bow'dft  thy 
knee." 

But  all  men  want  amu/dmenf ;  and  vvhat  crime 
in  fuch  a  paradife  to  fool  their  time  ? 
None  :  but  why  proud  of  this  ?  To  fame  they  foar  ; 
We  grant  they're  idle,  if  they'll  alk  no  more. 

We  fmile  at  florifts,  we  defpife  their  joy. 
And  think  their  hearts  enamour'd  of  a  toy  i 
But  arc  thofe  wifer  whom  we  moft  admire. 
Survey  with  envy,  and  purfue  with  fire  ? 
What's  he  who  fighs  for  wealth, or  fame, or  power  ? 
Another  Florio  doating  on  a  flower ! 
A  fliort-liv'd  flower  ;  and  which  has  often  fprung 
Frorh  fordid  arts,  as  Florio's  out  of  dung. 

With  what,  O  Codrus ',   is  thy  fancy  fmit  ? 
The  Jloiver  of  learning,  and  the  bloom  of  wit. 
The  gaudy  flielves  with  crimfon  bindings  glow. 
And  Epi(5tetus  is  a  perfe>5i  beau. 
How  fit  for  thee,  bound  up  in  crimfon  too, 
Gilt,  and,  like  them,  devoted  to  the  view  ! 
Thy  books  ZX^  furniture.     Methinfcs  'tis  hard 
That  fcience  fhould  be  purchas'd  by  the  yard; 
And  Tbnfon,  turn'd  upholfterer,  fend  home 
The  gilded  leather  to^^  up  thy  room. 

If  not  to  fome  peculiar  end  defigh'd, 
Study's  the  fpecious  trijiing  of  the  mind ; 


*   This  refers  to  the  frji  fatlre 
t   The  fiami  of  a  titl'if. 


Or  is  at  belt  a  fecondary  aim, 
A  chafe  iorffort  alone,  and  not  for  game. 
If  fo,  fure  they  who  the  mere  volume  prizCi 
But  love  the  thicket  where  the  quarry  lies. 

On  buying  books  Lorenzo  long  was  benf, 
But  found  at  length  that  it  reduc'd  his  rent ; 
His  farms  were  flown ;  v/hen,  lo!  a  fale  comes  on,' 
A  choice  collf(5tion  1   what  is  to  be  done  ? 
He  fells  his  lajl ;  for  he  the  whole  will  buy  ; 
Sells  ev'n  his  houfe  ;  nay,  wants  whereon  to  lie  : 
So  high  the  generous  ardour  of  the  man 
For  Romans,  Greeks,  and  Orientals  ran. 
When  terms  were  drawn,  and  brought  him  by  the 

clerk, 
Lorenzo  fign'd  the  bargain — with  his  mari. 
Unlearned  men  of  books  aflume  the  care, 
As  eunuch's  are  the  guardians  of  the  fait. 

Not  in  his  authors'  liveries  alone 
Is  Codrus'  erudite  ambition  fhown  : 
Editions  various,  at  high  prices  bought, 
Inform  the  world  what  Codrus  would  be  thought  f 
And  to  this  coft  another  muft  fucceed. 
To  pay  a  fage,  who/ays  that  he  can  read ; 
Who  titles  knows,  and  indexes  has  feerl ; 
But  leaves  to  Chefterfield  what  lies  between ; 
Of  pompous  books  who  fhuns  the  proud  expence. 
And  humbly  is  contented  with  their  fenfe. 

O  Stanhope,  whofe  accompliihments  make  goO# 
The  firomi/e  of  a  long-illuftrious  blood, 
In  arts  and  manners  eminently  grac'd, 
The  ftridteft  honour/  and  the  fineft  tafe/ 
Accept  this  verfe  ;  if  fatire  can  agree     x 
With  fo  confummatc  an  humanity. 

By  your  cxamp'e  would  Hilario  mend ;     . 
How  would  it  grace  the  talents  of  my  friend, 
Who,  with  the  charms  of  his  owfl  genius  fmitj 
Conceives  all  virtues  are  compris'd  in  wit ! 
But  time  his  ferverit  petulence  may  cool ; 
For  though  he  is  a  -wit,  he  is  no  fool. 
In  time  he'll  learn  to  ufe,  not  ivafie,  his  fenfe ; 
Nor  make  z.  frailty  of  an  excellence. 
He  fpares  nor  friend  nor  foe  -,  but  calls  to  mindj 
Like  doom's-day,  all  the  faults  of  all  mankind. 

What  though  -wit  tickles  ?  tickling  ik  unfafe, 
If  ftill  W%  painful  while  it  makes  us  laugh. 
Who,  for  the  poor  renown  of  hein^fmart,  ] 

Would  leave  a  fting  within  a  brother's  heart  ?    \ 

Parts  may  be  prais'd,  good-nature  is  ador'd  ; 
Then  draw  your  tuit  as  fcldom  as  yoMrfwerdf 
And  never  on  the  -weai ;  or  you'll  appear 
As  there  no  hero,  no  great  genius  here. 
As  in  finooth  oil  the  razor  beft  is  whet, 
So  -wit  is  by  politenefs  fliarpeft  fet  : 
Their  want  of  edge  frorrt  their  offence  is  feen  j 
Both  pain  us  leaf  when  exquifitely  keen. 
The  fame  men  give  is  for  the  jV^  they  find  j 
Dull  is  the Jefer,  when  the  joke's  unkind. 

Since  Marcus,  doubtlefs,  thinks  himfelf  a  witj 
To  pay  my  compliment,  what  plac  fo  fit  ? 
His  moft  facPtious  *  letters  came  to  hand. 
Which  my  firft  fatire  fweetly  reprimand  : 
If  that  a_/u/?  opened  to  Marcus  gave,  , 

Say,  Marcus,  ■Which  art  thou,  zfuol,  or  inave  f 
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Tor  j'll  but  fuch  with  caution  I  forbore; 
f  haf  thou  was  eitherj  I  ne'er  knew  before  : 
I  kiifw  ihee  now,  both  iihat  thou  art,  and  tvko ; 
Mo  ni  i.Jk  fo  good,  but  Marcus  muft  fhine  through  : 
FaUe  names  are  vain,  thy  lines  their  author  tell ; 
Thy  bcft  concealment  had  been  writing  ilcU  .- 
But  thou  a  brave  negle<5l  oi  fume  haft  ihown. 
Of  others''  fame,  great  genius  !  and  thy  otcn. 
Write  on  unheeded  ;  and  this  maxim  know, 
The  man  who  pardons,  difafpclnis  his  foe. 

In  malice  to  proud  ivits ,  fome  proudly  lull 
Their  pei-rijh  reafon  ;  -vain  of  being  dull ; 
When  fome  home  Joke  has  flung  thtir  jotemn  fouls, 
In  vengeance  they  determine — to  he  fools; 
Through  fi)leen,  that  little  nature  gave,  make  /^-, 
Quite  zealous  in  the  ways  of  heavinefs; 
To  lumps  inanimate  a  fondnefs  take ; 
And  difinherit  fons  that  are  aivaie. 
Thefe,  when  their  utmoft  venom  they  would  fpit, 
Moft  barbaroufly  tell  you — "  He's  a  •zvit.''' 
Poor  negroes,  thus,  to  fhow  their  burning  fpite 
To  cacodemons,  fay,  they'r*  dcuilljh  -white. 

Lampridius,  from  the  bottom  of  his  breafl, 
Sighs  o'er  one  child ;  but  triumphs  in  the  reft. 
Howjuft  his  grief/  one  carries  in  his  head 
A  Itfs  proportion  of  the  father's  lead; 
And  is  in  danger,  without  fpecial  grace. 
To  rife  above  a  juftice  of  thepeace. 
The  dunghill- treed  of  men  a  diamond  fcorn, 
And  feel  a  paffion  for  a  grain  of  earn  ; 
Some  ftupid,  plodding,  money-loving  wight, 
Who  wins  their  hearts  by  knowing  black  from 

white. 
Who  with  much  pains,  exerting  all  his  fenfe, 
Car.  range  aright  his  fhillings,  pounds,  and  pence. 

The  booby  father  craves  a  booby  fon  ; 
And  by  heaven  Vi/^/?a  thinks  himfelfj/Wsw, 

Wants  of  all  kinds  arc  made  to  fame  a  plea  ; 
©ne  learns  to  llfp;  another,  not  to  fee  : 
Mifs  D^ — :->  tottering,  catches  at  your  hand  : 
Was  ever  thing  fo  pretty  born  to  fland  ?      [pride, 
Whilft  thefe,  what  nature  gave,  difown,  through 
Others  afieA  what  nature  has  deny'd  ; 
What  nature  has  deny'd,  fools  will  purfuc  : 
A%  a'es  are' ever  walking  upon  tiuo. 

CralTus,  ?i  grat.ful  hge,  our  awe  and  fport ! 
Supports  grave  foims;  for  forms  the  fage  fupport. 
Ke  hems;  and  cries,  with  an  important  air, 
"   If  yonder  deads  wiibdraw,  it  will  be  fair  ;" 
Then  quotes  the  Stagyrite,  to  prove  it  true  ; 
And  adds, "The Icarn'ddtlight  in  fomething«,;w." 
Js't  not  enough  the  blackhead  fcarce  c.in  read. 
But  mull  he  iiufly  look,  znd  gravely  plead  ? 
As  far  aformalif  from  ivfdom  fits, 
In  judging  eyes,  as  libertines  from  -wits. 

Tht-fe  fubtle  wights  (fo  blind  are  mortal  men. 
Though  fatire  couch  them  with  her  keeneft  pen) 
For  ever  will  hang  out  a  folemn  face, 
To  put  cff  ncnfenfe  with  a  better  grace  : 
As  pedlars  with  fome  hero's  head  make  bold, 
llluftrious  mark  !  wliere/w;  are  to  be  fold. 
What's  the  bent  brow,  or  neck  in  thought  redin'd? 
The  bcdy\  wifJom  to  conceal  the  mind. 
A  man  of  fcnfe  can  artifice  difdain  ; 
As  r.ien  of  wealth  may  venture  to  go  planii 
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And  be  this  truth  eternal  ne'er  forgot, 
Solemnity's  a  cover  for  zfat. 
I  find  xhe/ool,  when  I  behold  the fireen; 
For  'tis  the  wife  man's  intereft  to  bs-  feen. 

Hence,  Chefterfield,  that  opennefsof  heart, 
And  juil  (-•iKlain  for  that  poor  mimic  art; 
Hence  (manly  praife!)  that  manner  nobly  free. 
Which  all  admire,  and  I  commend,  in  thee. 

With  generous  fcorn  how  oft  haft  thou  furvey'd 
Of  court  and  tozvn  the  noontide  mafquerade  ; 
Where  fwarms  of  ina-ves  the  vizor  qi;ite  difgracei 
And  hidd  fecure  behind  a  naked  face? 
Where  nature's  end  of  language  is  declin'd. 
And  men  talk  only  to  conceal  the  mind ; 
Where  generous  hearts  the  greateft  hazard  run, 
And  he  who  truftsa  brother,  is  undone  ? 

Thefe  all  their  care  expend  on  outward  fhow 
For  wealth  a  fame;  for  fame  alone,  the  beau. 
Of  late  at  White's  was  young  Florello  feen  I 
How  blank  his  look!  how  difcompos'd  his  mien! 
So  hard  it  proves  in  grief  fincere  to  feign  ! 
Slink  were  his  fpirits  ;  for  his  coat  wa plain. 

Next  day  his  breaft  regain'd  its  wonted  peace; 
His  health  was  mended  W'ith  z fiver  lace. 
A  cbrious  artift,  Icng  inur'd  to  toils 
Of  geniler  fort,  with  combs,  and  fragrant  oils, 
Whether  by  chance,  or  by  fome  god  infpir'd. 
So  touch'd  his  curls,  his  mighty  foul  was  fir'd. 
The  well-fwcln  ties  an  equal  homage  claim. 
And  either  fliculder  has  its  (hare  of  fame; 
His  fumptuoub  ivatch  cafe,  though  conceal'd  it  lies'. 
Like  a  good  cwfcisnce,  folid  joy  fiipplies. 
He  only  thinks  himfeif  (fo  far  from  vain  !) 
Stanhope  in  wit,  in  breeding  Deloraine. 
Whene'er,  hy  feehiirg  chance,  he  throws  his  eye 
On  niiirois  that  refleiS  liis  Tyrian  dye, 
V/ith  how  fiiblime  a  tianfport  leaps  his  heart  I 
But  fate  ordains  that  dearell  friends  muft  part. 
In   adlive    mcafures,   brought   from   France,   he 

wheeh, 
And  triumphs,  confcious  of  his  learned  heels. 

So  have  1  feen,  on  fome  bright  fummcr's  day, 
A  calf  of  genius,  debonnalr  and  gay, 
Dance  on  the  bank,  as  if  Infpir'd  by  fame. 
Fond  of  the  pretty  felloiv  in  the  ftream. 

Morol'e  is  lunk  with  fhamc,  whene'er  furprls'd 
In  linen  clean,  or  peruke  undifguis'd. 
No  fii|ilunary  chance  liis  veftments  fear; 
Valued,  like  leopards,  as  thtw  fputs  appear. 
A  fam'd  furtout  he  wears,  which  once  was  blue, 
And  1  i->  foot  fwims  in  a  capacious  fhoe; 
One  day  his  wife  (for  who  can  wives'  reclaim  .'') 
I.evel'd  her  barbarous  ne.-dle  at  his  fame  : 
But  open  force  was  vain  ;  by  night  fhe  went, 
Arid,  while  he  Cept,  furpris'd  the  darling  rent  : 
Wiiere  yavvn'd  the  frieze  is  novv  become  a  doubt  ;- 
"  And  glory,  atone  entrance,  quite  (hiit  out*." 

lie  fcorn*  Florello,  and  Florello  him; 
Tills  hates  the  filthy  creature,  that  the.  prim  : 
Thus  in  each  other  both  thefe  fools  delplfe 
Their  own  dear  felves,  with  undifcerning  eyes; 
Their  mv.thod3  various,  but  alike  their  aim  j 
The  Hn'.-ft  iOiiihefopling  are  the  fame, 
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V  Ve  vvhigs  apd  tones  !  thus  it  fares  with  you, 
^Vhen  party-rage  too  warmly  you  purfue  ; 
Then  both  club  nonfenfe  and  impetuous  pride, 
Axi^  folly  joins  \fhon\  feniiments  divide, 
You  vent  your  fpleen  as  monkies  when  they  pafs, 
Scratch  at  the  mimic  monkey  in  the  glafi; 
While:  both  are  one :  and  henceforth  be  it  known, 
Fools  of  both  fides  fliall  fland  for  fools  alone. 

"  But  v/ho  art  thou  ?"  methinks  Florello  cries  : 
*'  Of  all  thy  fpecies  art  thou  only  wife  ?" 
Since  fmalleft  things  can  give  our  fins  a  twitch. 
As  croiling  flraws  retard  a  paffing  witch, 
Florello,  thou  my  monitor  fhak  be  ; 
I'll  conjure  thus  fome  profit  out  of  dee. 
O  thou  niyfelf  I  Abroad  our  counfels  roam, 
And,  like  ill  hufbands,  take  no  care  at  home : 
Thou  too  art  wounded  wiih  the  common  dart, 
And  love  of  fame  lies  throbbing  at  thy  heart ; 
And  what  wife  means  to  gain  it  haft,  thou  chofc  ? 
"Know  fituie  and  fortune  both  are  made  of  prole. 
Is  thy  ambition  fweating  for  a  rhyme. 
Thou  unambitious  fool,  at  this  late  time  ? 
While  la  moment  name,  a  moment's  paft  ; 
I'm  nearer  death  in  this  verfe  than  the  laji  : 
What  then  is  to  be  done  ?   Be  wife  with  fpeed; 
A  fool  at  forty  is  a  fool  indeed. 

And  what  fo  foolifh  as  the  chafe  of  fame  ^ 
How  vain  the  prize  !  how  imp(;tent  our  aim ! 
For  what  are  men  who  grafp  at  praife  fubiime, 
'B'dt  iulfi/es  on  the  rapid  ilream  of  time, 
That  rife,  and  fall,  that  fwell,  and  are  no  more, 
£orn,  and  forget,  ten  thoufand  in  an  hour  J 

SATIRE  III. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  MR.  DODINGTON. 

Loxo,  DodingtoD,  in  debt,  I  long  have  fought 
To  eafe  the  burden  of  my  grateful  thought ; 
And  now  a  poet's  gratitude  you  fee ; 
Grant  him  two  favours,  and  he'll  alk  for  three; 
For  whofe  the  prefent  glory  or  the  gain  ? 
You  give, protetSlion,  I  a  worthlefs  llrain. 
Y9U  love  and  feel  the  poet's  facred  flame, 
And  know  the  bafis  of  a  folid  fame  ; 
Though  prone  to  like,  yet  cautious  to  commend, 
You  read  with  all  the  malice  of  2^  friend; 
Ijlor  favour  my  attempts  that  way  alone, 
But,  more  to  raife  my  ver(e,  conaal  your  own. 

An  iU-tim"d  modcfty  !  turn  ages  o'er. 
When  wanted  Britain  bright  examples  more  ? 
Her  Ici'.rning,  and  her  genius  too,  decays ; 
And  dart  and  cold  are  her  declining  days ; 
As  if  men  now  were  of  another  caft. 
They  meanly  live  an  alms  of  ages  paft. 
Men  ftill  are  men  ;   and  they  who  boldly  dare, 
Shall  triumph  o'er,  the  fons  of  cold  cfefpair; 
Or,  if  they  fail,  they  juftly  ftill  take  place 
Of  fuch  who  run  in  debt  for  their  difgrace; 
Who  borrow  much,  then  fairly  make  it  known, 
And  damn  it  with  Improvements  of  their  own. 
We  bring  fome  new  materials,  and  what's  old 
Kcw  cait  with  care,  and  in  no  borroiuJ  aiould; 
Late  times  the  vcrfc  may  read,  if  thefe  refufe; 
And  f^om  fuur  sritits  vittjitajs  ih.v  fiiu^e- 


"  Your  work  is  long,"  the  critics  cry;     'Tin  true, 
And  lengthens  llill,  to  take  in  fools  like  you  : 
Shorten  my  labour,  if  its  length  you  blame; 
For,  grow  but  wife,  you  rob  me  of  my  game ; 
As  hunted  hcigs,  who,  while  the  dogs  purfue, 
Renounce  their  four  legs,  and  ftart  up  on  two. 

Like  the  bold  bird  upon  the  banks  of  Nile, 
That  picks  the  teeth  of  the  dire  crocodile. 
Will  I  enjoy  (dread  feall !)  the  critic's  rage, 
And  witii  the  fell  dejiroyer  feed  my  page. 
For  what  ambitious  fools  are  more  to  blame 
Than  thofe  who  thunder  in  the  critic's  name  ? 
Good  authors  damn'd,  have  their  revenge  in  this, 
To  fic  what  wretches  gain  the  praifs  they  mifs. 

Balbutias,  mufllsd  in  his  fable  cloal?, 
Like  an  old  druid  from  his  hollow  ■oak. 
As  ravens  folemn,  and  as  boding,  cries, 
"  Ten  thoufand  worlds  for  the  three  unities!" 
Ye  dodors  fage,  who  through  Parnaffus  teach, 
Or  quit  the  tub,  or  pradife  what  you  preach. 

One  judges  as  the  -weather  did:ates;  right 
The  poem  is  at  noon,  and  wrong  at  night : 
Another  judges  by  a  furer  gauge. 
An  Z-Uth-OX"  A  principle: ,  or  parentage; 
Since  his  great  anceftors  in  Flanders  fell, 
The  poem  doubtlefs  mull  be  written  well. 
Another  judges  by  the  writer's  look  ; 
Another  judges,  for  he  bought  the  book  ; 
Some  judge,  their  knack  of  Judging  xirong  to  keep; 
Some  jiidgc,  becaufe  it  is  too  foon  to  f.iep. 

Thus  all  will  judge,  and  with  one  fingle  aim, 
To  gain  themfelvef,  not  give  the  writer,  fame. 
The  very  befl  amhitioufly  advife, 
Hilf  to  ferve  you,  and  half  to  pafs  for  wife. 

Critics  on  verfs,  z^fquibs  on  triumphs  vvait. 
Proclaim  the  glory,  and  augment  the  ftate  ; 
Hot,  envious,  noify,  proud,  the  fcribbling  fry 
Butn,  hifs,  and  bounce,  wafte  paper,  ftink,  and  die. 
Rail  on,  my  friends!  what  more  my  verfe  caa 

crown 
Than  Compton's  fmilc,  and  your  obliging  frown? 

Not  all  on  iooks  their  criticifm  wafte  : 
The  genius  of  a  difo  fome  juftly  tafte, 
And  eat  their  way  to  fame ;  with  anxious  thought 
T\\e  falmsn  is  refus'd,  the  turbot  bought. 
Impatient  art  rebukes  the,  fun's  delay. 
And  bids  December  yield  the  fruits  of  May  ; 
Their  various  cares  in  one  great  point  combine 
The  bufinefs  cf  their  lives,  that  is — to  dine. 
Half  of  their  precious  day  they  give  the  fe-ij i 
And  to  'a  kind  digejiion  fparc  the  reil. 
Apicius,  here,  the  taftcr  of  the  town, 
Feeds  twice  a  week,  to  fettle  their  renown. 

Thefe  worthies  of  the  palate;  guard  with  care 
The  facred  annals  of  their  bills  of  fare ; 
In  thofe  choice  books  th&vc panegyrics  read. 
And  fcorn  the  creatures  that  for  hunger  feed. 
If  man  hy  feeding  i-jeil  commences  great. 
Much  more  the  worm  to  whom  that  man  Is  meat, . 

To  glory  fome  advance  a  lying  claim. 
Thieves  of  renown,  and  pilferers  of  fame  : 
Their  front  fupplies  what  their  ambition  lacks  ; 
They  knovv  a  thoufand  lords,  behind  their  backs. 
Cottil  is  apt  to  w'ink  upon  a  peer, 
^r/p-'flfwrtVaway, with  a  familiar  leer;  _    , 
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And  Harvey's  cyer, unmercifully  keen, 

Have  nmrder'd  fops,  by  whom  fhc  ne'er  was  feen. 

Kiger  adopts  ftray  libels ;  wifely  prone 

To  covet  fhame  fiill  greater  than  his  own. 

Bathyllus,  in  the  winter  of  threefcore, 

Iklies  his  inrocence,  and  keeps  a  whore. 

Abfence  of  mind  Brabantio  turns  to  fame, 

Learns  to  mipcie,  nor  knows  his  brother's  name; 

Has  words  and  thoughts  in  nice  diforder  fet, 

And  takes  a  memorandum  to  forget. 

Thus  vain,  not  knowing  what  adorns  or  blots, 

"M-tTi  ferge  the patcntt  that  create  them  fots. 

As  love  of  pleafure  into  pain  betrays. 
So  moft  grow  infamous  through  love  of  praife. 
But  whence  for  praife  can  fuch  an  ardour  rife, 
When  thofe,  who  bring  that  inctnfe,  we  defpife  ? 
For  fuch  the  vanity  of  great  and  fmall, 
Contempt  goes  round,  and  all  men  laugh  at  all. 
Nor  can  even  Satire  blame  them ;  for  'tis  true, 
They  have  mofl  ample  caufe  for  what  they  do. 
O  fruitful  Britain  1  doubtlefs  thou  waft  meant 
A  nurfe  oi  fools,  to  ftock  the  continent. 
Though  Phoebus  and  the  Nine  for  ever  mow, 
Rank  folly  underneath  the  fcythe  will  grow. 
The  plenteous  harveft  calls  me  forward  dill, 
Till  I  furpafs  in  length  my  lawyer's  bill; 
A  Welfh  defcent,  which  well-paid  heralds  damn  ; 
Or,  longer  flill,  a  Dutchman's  epigram. 
When  cloy'd,  in  fury  I  throw  down  my  pen, 
In  comes  a  coxcomb,  and  I  write  again. 

See,  Tityrus,  with  merriment  pofleft, 
Is  burfl  with  laughter,  ere  he  hears  the  jeft : 
"What  need  he  ftay  ?  for  when  the  joke  is  o'er, 
His  teeth  will  be  no  whiter  than  before. 
Is  there  of  ibefe,  ye  fair  !  fo  great  a  dearth. 
That  you  need  purchafe  moniies  for  your  mirth  ? 

Some,  vain  ot paintings,  bid  the  world  admire ; 
Of  boufes  feme ;  nay,  houfes  that  they  hire  : 
Some  (perfe«5l  wifdom  !)  of  a  beauteous  -wife ; 
And  boaft,  like  Cordeliers,  a  fcourge  for  hie. 

Sometimes,  through  pride,  the  fcxcs  change  their 
airs; 
My  lord  bas  vapours,,  and  my  Izdyfwears ; 
Then,  ftranger  (lill !  on  turning  of  the  wind, 
3Vly  lord  ivears  breeches,  and  my  lady's  kind. 

To  fhow  the  flrength,  and  infamy  oi pride. 
By  all  'ris  follow'd,  and  by  all  deny'd. 
"What  numbers  are  there,  which  at  once  purfuc 
Praife,  and  the  glory  to  contemn  it,  too  ? 
"Vincenna  kx\ov{sfelf-praife  betrays  to  fhame. 
And  therefore  lays  a  ftratagem  for  fame ; 
Makes  his  approach  in  modefty's  difguife, 
To  win  applaufe ;  and  takes  it  by  furprife. 
•'  To  err,"  fays  he,  "  in  fmall  things,  is  my  fate." 
You  know  your  anfwcr,  "  he's  exacft  in  great." 
•'  My  fyle,"  fays  he,  "  is  rude  and  full  of  faults." 
"  But  oh  !  whatfenfe  1  what  energy  of  thoughts '." 
That  he  wants  algebra,  he  mufl  confefs; 
"  But  not  a  foul  to  give  our  arms  fuccefs." 
"  Ah  :  That's  an  hit  indeed,"  Vincenna  cries  ; 
"  But  who  in  heat  of  blood  was  ever  wife  .>  [back, 
•'  I  own  'twas  wrong,  when  thoufands  call'd  me 
••  To  make  that  hopelefs,  ill-advis'd,  attack  ; 
"  All  fay,  'twas  madnefs ;  nor  dare  I  deny; 
"  Sure  Bcv«r  foolfo  well  defcrv'd  to  die." 


Could  this  deceive  in  other«,  to  te  frey, 
It  ne'er,  Vincenna,  could  deceive  in  tbee  ; 
Whofe  condud  is  a  comment  to  thy  tongue. 
So  clear,  the  duUeft  cannot  take  thee  wrong. 
Thou  on  tnefleevi  wilt  thy  revenues  wear  ; 
And  haunt  the  court,  without  a  proJpe£i  ther&. 
Are  thefe  e.Tpedients  for  renown  ?  Confefs 
Ihy  little  felf  that  I  may  fcorn  thee  lefs. 

Be  wife,  Vincenna,  and  the  court  forfake; 
Our  fortunes  there,  nor  thou,  nor  /,  fhall  make. 
Even  men  of  merit,  ere  their  point  they  gain. 
In  hardy  fervice  make  a  long  campaign  ; 
Moft  manfully  befiege  the  patron's  gate. 
And  oft  repals'd,  as  oft  attack  tkie^  great 
With  painful  art,  and  application  warm. 
And  take,  at  laft,  fome  little  place  by  ftorm  ; 
Enough  to  keep  t-wafboes  on  Sunday  clean, 
hx^Af.ar-ve  upon  difcreetly,  in  Sheer-Lane. 
Already  this  thy  fortune  can  afford  ; 
Then  liarve  without  \ht  favour  of  my  lord. 
'Tis  true,  great  fortunes  fome  great  men  confer  : 
But  often,  even  in  doing  right,  they  err  ; 
From  caprice,  not  from  choice,  their  favours  come  i 
They  give,  but  think  it  toil  to  know  to  whom : 
Tjie  man  that's  neareft,  yawning,  they  advance  : 
'Tis  inhumanity  to  Llifs  by  chance. 
If  merit  fues,  and  greatnefs  is  fo  loth 
To  break  its  downy  trance,  I  pity  b»th. 

I  grant  at  court,  Philander,  at  his  need, 
(Thanks  to  his  lovely  wife)  finds  friends  indeed. 
Of  every  charm  and  virtue  fbe's  pofTeft  : 
Philander  !  thou,  art  exquifitely  blefl ; 
The  public  envy  !  now  then,  'tis  allow'd, 
The  man  is  found,  who  may  hejufly  proud  : 
But,  fee  !   how  fickly  is  ambition's  tafle  ! 
Ambition  feeds  on  trafh,  and  Imhes  a  feaft; 
For,  lo  !   Philander,  of  reproach  afraid, 
\x\fecret  loves  bis  wife,  but  keeps  her  maid. 

Some  nymphs  fell  reputation  ;  others  buy; 
And  love  a  market  where  the  rates  run  high  r 
Italian  mufic's  fweet,  becaufe  'tis  dear; 
Their  vanity  is  tickled,  not  their  ear  : 
Their  taftes  would  leffen  if  the  prices  fell. 
And   Shakfpeare's   wretched   ftufT  do   quite  as 

well; 
Away  the  difenchanted  fair  wonld^  throng. 
And  oivn,  that  EngHfh  is  their  mother  tongue. 

To  ftiovjr  how  much  our  northern  taftes  refine,ft 
Imported  nymphs  our  peereffes  outfhine  ; 
While  tradefmen  ftarve,  thefe  Philomels  are  gay  ; 
For  generous  lords  had  rather  ^/f^  than  pay. 
Behold  the  mafquerade's  fantaftic  fcene  '. 
The  legiflature  join*d  with  Diury-Lane  ! 
When  Britain  calls,  th'  embroider'd  patriots  run» 
And  ferve  their  country — if  the  dance  is  done. 
"  Arc  we  not  then  allow'd  to  be  polite  ?" 
Yes,  doubtlefs  ;  but  firft  fct  your  notions  right. 
Worth  oi ptlitenefs  is  the  needful  ground  ; 
Where  that  is  wanting,  this  can  ne'er  be  found, 
Triflers  not  ev'n  in  trifles  can  excel ; 
^Thfolid  bodies  only  polifh  well. 
Great,  chofen  prophet  !  for  thefe  latter  days. 
To  turn  a  willing  world/row  righteous  Ways ! 
Well,  Heydegger,  doft  thou  thy  mafer  ferve ; 
Well  has  he  feen  hisy^rvaR/ ihould  not  flarve. 
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Thou  to  hi«  name  haft  fpIencJid  tempUs  rais'd ; 

1  n  various  forms  of  ivorfiip  feen  him  prais'd. 

Gaudy  devotion,  like  a  Roman,  fhown, 

And  fung  fweet  anthems  in  a  tongue  uniniiun. 

Inferior  offerings  to  thy  god  of  vice 

Are  duly  paid,  inJiddUs,  cards,  and  dice  ; 

Thy  facrifice  fupreme,  an  hundred  maids  ! 

That  folenm  rite  of  midnight  mafquerades  ! 

If  maids  the  quite  exhaufted  town  denies, 

An  hundred  head  of  cuckolds  may  fuffice. 

Thou  fmil'ft,  well  pleas'd  with  the  ctnvcrtedlwiA, 

To  fee  thcjifiy  churches  at  a  (land. 

And  that  thy  minifter  may  never  fail, 

But  what  thy  hand  has  planted  ftill  prevail, 

Of  minor  prophet  I  a  fucceffion  fure 

The  propagation  of  thy  zeal  fecure. 

See  commons,  peers,  and  minifters  of  (late, 
In  folomn  council  met,  and  deep  dehate  ! 
What  godlike  enterprife  is  taking  birth  ? 
What  wonder  opens  on  th'  cxpedting  earth  ? 
'Tis  done  !  with  loud  applaufe  the  council  rings ! 
Fix'd  is  the  fate  of  ivhores  il\AJiddle-P rings  .' 

Though  bold  thefe  truths,  thou,  mufe,  with  truths 
like  thefe, 
Wilt  none  offend,  whom  'tis  a  praife  to  pleafe  : 
Let  others  flatter  to  be  flattcr'd,  thou. 
Like  juft  tribunals,  bend  an  awful  brow. 
How  terrible  it  were  to  common  fenfe, 
To  write  a  Satire  which  gave  none  offtnccf 
And,  fince  from  life  1  take  the  draughts  you  fee, 
If  men  diflike  them,  do  they  cenfure  me  ! 
The  fool  and  knave,  'tis  glorious  to  offend. 
And  godlike  an  attempt  the  world  to  mend ; 
The  world,  where  lucky  throws  to  blockheads  fall. 
Knaves  know  the  game,  and  boneji  men  pay  all. 

How  hard  for  real  worth  to  gain  its  price  ! 
A  man  fliallmake  his  fortune  in  a  trice. 
If  bleft  with  pliant,  though  but  flender,  fenfe, 
F'  .gn'd  medefty,  and  real  impudence  : 
A  fupple  knee,  fmooth  tongue,  an  eafy  grace, 
A  curfe  within,  a  fmile  upon  his  face  ; 
A  beauteous  filler,  or  convenient  wife, 
Are  prizes  in  the  lottery  of  life  ; 
Genius  and  virtue  they  will  foon  defeat. 
And  lodge  you  in  the  bofom  of  the  great. 
To  merit,  is  but  to  provide  a  fain 
.  For  men's  refufing  what  you  ought  to  gain. 
May,  Dodington,  this  maxim  fail  in  you. 
Whom  my  prefaging  thoughts  already  view 
By  Walpole's  condudl  fir'd,  and  friendfhip  grac'd, 
Still  higher  in  your  prince's  favour  plac'd ; 
And  lending,  hire,  thofe  awful  councils  aid, 
Which  you,  abroad,X7hh.  fuch  fuccefs  obey'd  ! 
Bear  this  from  one,  who  holds  your  friendlhip  dear; 
What  moft  we  wifli,  with  cafe  we  fans;y  near. 

SATIRE  IV. 

TO  THE  RICHT  HON.  SIR  SPENCER  COMfTON. 

Round   fome  fair  tree  th'  ambitious  woodbine 

grows. 
And  breathes  her  fwcets  on  the  fupporting  boughs: 
So  fweet  the  verfe,  th'  ambitious  verfe  fhould  be, 
(O  !  j^ardon  nainc)  that  hopes  fwpport  from  thee  ; 


Thee,  Compton,  born  o'er  fenates  to  prefide, 
Their  dignity  to  raife,  their  councils  guide  ; 
Deep  to  difcern,  and  widely  to  furvey. 
And  kingdoms  fates  without  ambition  welghj 
Of  diftant  virtues  nice  extremes  to  blend. 
The  crown's  afferter,  and  the  people's  friend  J 
Nor  doft  thou  fcorn,  amid  fublimer  views, 
To  liften  to  the  labours  of  the  mufe  ; 
Thy  imWe^  prote£i  her,  while  thy  talents  ifr*^ 
And  'tis  but  half  thy  glory  to  infpire, 
Vex'd  at  a  public  fame,  fo  juftly  won. 
The  jealous  Chremes  is  with  fpleen  undotte- 
Chremes,  for  airy  penfions  of  rem-wn. 
Devotes  his  fervice  to  the  flate  and  crown  ; 
All  fchemes  he  knows,  and,  knowing,  all  im- 
proves. 
Though  Britain's  thanklefs,  Rill  this  patriot  loves  s- 
But  patriots  differ;  fome  may  Ihed  their  blood 
He  driiiis  his  coj^ee,  for  the  public  good ; 
Confults  the  facred  fteam,  and  there  forefees 
What  ftorms,  or  fun-lhine,  providence  decrees  • 
Knows,  for  each  day,  the  -weather  of  our  fate  • 
A  Quidnunc  is  an  almanack  of  ftate. 

You  fmile,  and  think  this  flatefman  void  of  ufe- 
Why  may  not  time  his  fecret  worth  produce  ; 
Since  apes  can  roaft  the  choice  Caflanian  Nut, 
Since  Jfeeds  of  genius  are  expert  at  Put ; 
Since  half  the  fenate  "  Not  content"  can  fay, 
Geefe  nations  fave,  znA  puppies  plots  betray. 

What   makes  bim  moaei   realms,  and  counfe} 
kings  ? 
An  incapacity  for  fmaller  things  : 
Poor  Chremes  can't  condu<Sl  his  own  ejlate. 
And  thence  has  undertaken  Europe's  fate. 
Gehenno  leaves  the  realm  to  Chremes'  ikill,. 
And  boldly  claims  a  province  higher  ftill; 
To  raife  a  name,  th'  ambitious  boy  has  got, 
At  once,  a  Bible,  and  s.fioulder-hnott 
Deep  in  the  fecret,  he  looks  through  the  whole, 
And  pities  the  dull  rogue  that/j"j*f  his  foul ; 
To  talk  with  reverence  you  muft  take  goodheedS,- 
Nor  fhock  his  tender  reafon  with  the  Creed  : 
Howe'er  well-bred,  in  public  he  complies, 
Obliging  friends  alone  with  blafphemies. 

Peerage  is  poifon,  good  eftates  are  bad 
For  this  difeafe  ;  poor  rogues  run  feldom  mad. 
Have  not  attainders  brought  unhop'd  relief, 
Ar\A  falling  fleets  quite  cur'd  an  unbelief? 
While  the  fun  Ihines,  Blunt  talks  with  wondrousi 

force ; 
But  thunder  rca.r%  fmall  beer,  and  -weak  difcaurfi. 
Such  ufefiil  inflruments  the  weather  Ihow, 
Juft  as  their  mercury  is  high  or  low  : 
Health  chiefly  keeps  an  Atheift  in  the  dark  : 
A  fever  argues  better  than  a  Clarke  : 
Let  but  the  logic  in  his  fulfe  decay, 
The  Grecian  he'll  renounce,  and  learn  to  pray ; 
While  C  ■        mourns,  with  an  unfeigned  zeal,. 
Th'  apoftate  youth,  who  reafon'd  ance  fo  well. 

C ,  who  makes  merry  with  the  Creed, 

He  almoft  thinks  he  difbelieves  indeed; 
But  only  thinks  fo ;  to  give  both  their  due, 
Satan,  and  ht,  believe,  and  tremble  too. 
Of  fome  for  glory  fuch  the  boundlefs  rage. 
That  they're  the  hhckeHfaudal  of  their  agfe 


%i 


The  works  of  younc. 


Narclflus  the  Tartarian  dui  difclaims ; 
Kay,  a  free-mafon,  with  fome  terror,  names ; 
Omits  no  duty  ;  nor  can  envy  fay. 
He  mifs'd,  thefe  many  years,  tl»e  church,  or  play: 
He  makes  no  nolfe  in  parliament,  'tis  true  ; 
But  pays  his  Jeifs,  and  -vi/it,  when  'tis  due  ; 
His  claraSIcr  and  g.'ovts  are  ever  clean, 
^  And  then,  he  can  out-bow  the  lo-uing  dean  ; 
A  fmile  eternal  on  his  lip  he  wears, 
Which  equally  the  wife  and  wonhlefs  (hares. 
In  gay  fatigues,  this  nioft  undaunted  chief, 
Patient  of  idlenifs  beyond  belief, 
J/Toft  charitably  lends  the  town  \vL%fac:, 
For  ornament,  in  every  public  place; 
As  fure  as  cards^  he  to  th'  afsmLly  comes. 
And  is  ihc  furniture  of  drawing-rooms  : 
"When  ombre  caU?,  his  hand  and  heart  are  free. 
And,  join'd  to  two,  he  fails  not — to  make  three  : 
KarcilTus  is  the  glory  of  his  race  ; 
Tor  who  does  nothing  with  a  better  grace  ? 

To  deck  my  lift,  by  nature  were  defign'd 
Such  fhining  exp!:tii<es  of  human  kind, 
Who  want,  while  through  blank  life  they  dream 

along, 
Ssnfi  to  be  right,  and  pajjlcn  to  be  wrong. 

To  counterpoife  this  hero  of  the  Tnodc, 
Some  for  renown  ^^rtfmgu'.r.r  and  odd; 
What  other  men  diflike,  is  li:rc  to  plcafe, 
Of  all  mankind,  thefe  dear  cp.:ipcdes ; 
Through  pride,  not  malice,  they  run  counter  flill. 
And  llrth-days  are  their  days  of  drefling  ill. 
Axbuthnot  is  a  fool,  and  F — —  a  fage, 

S — ly  will  fright  yo8,  E engage ; 

iy  nature  flreams  run  backward,  flame  defcends, 
Stones  mount,  and  Suflex  iothe  worft  i,f  friends; 
They  take  their  reft  by  djy,  aud  vrake  by  ni^ht. 
And  blufli,  if  you  furprife  them  in  the  tight ; 
If  they  by  change  blurt  out,  ere  well  aware, 
A  fv/an  is  white,  or  Queeniberry  is  fair. 
Nothing  exceeds  in  ridicule,  no  doubt, 
A  fool  in  fafliion,  but  a  fool  that';.-  out. 
Rh  paffion  for  abfurdiiy's  fo  ftrong. 
He  cai.not  bear  a  r/vj/  in  the  wrong  ; 
Though  wrong  the  mode,  comply  ;  more  fenfe  is 

ihcwn 
In  wearing  otLirs''  follies,  than  your  oivn. 
If  what  is  out  of  fafliion  moft  you  prize, 
Ji/Ierhinks  you  fhould  endeavour  to  be  wife. 
But  what  in  </dduef»  can  be  mere  fuLIia-.e 
Than  Slcane  the  foreiiioft  foyman  of  his  time  ? 
His  nice  ambition  lies  in  curious  fancier. 
His  daughter's  portion  a  I'lchJI.-dl  enhances. 
And  AftinKL's  b-;.hyhcufe  is,  in  his  view, 
Briiannia's  golden  niir.c,  a  ricli  Peru  1 
How  his  eyes  languifh  '.  how  his  thought^  adore 
That  painrcd  cont,  which  Jofcph  never  wore  I 
He  fliowb,  oa  holidays,  a  fucred  pin. 
That  toudi'd  the  luiT,  tluit  touch'd  tjneen  Befs's 
chin.  ''' 
"  Since  that  great  dearth  our  chronicles  deplore, 
"  Since  that  great  pLgue  that  fwept  as  many  n)ore, 
*'  Was  ever  year  unblcft  as  iVu  ?  he'll  cry, 
"  It  has  rot  brought  us  one  new  Luti:rjly  .'" 
In  times  that  fuffcr  fuch  loain'd  men  Hatlcfe, 
Unbaj>py  L y  !  hov.-  ciir.c  you  to  plcafe  i 


Not  gaudy  butterflies  arc  Lico's  gsme ; 
But,  in  effect,  his  chafe  is  much  the  fame  : 
Warm  in  purfuit,  be  levees  all  the  great. 
Staunch  to  the  foot  of  title  and  efate  : 
Where'er  their  lord/hifs  go,  they  never  find 
Or  Lico,  or  their  fiadozi'j,  lag  behind  ; 
He  fell  them  fure,  where'er  their  lordjlifs  run, 
Clufe  at  their  elbows,  as  a  nornlno-dun ; 
As  if  their  grandeur,  by  contagion  wrought, 
A\Afjt/:e  M  as  like  di  fever,  to  be  caught : 
But  after  feven  years  dance,  from  place  to  place, 
The  *  Dane  is  more  familiar  with  his  grace. 

Who'd  be  2.  crutch  to  prop  a  rotten  peer ; 
Or  Yl\il^g pendant  dangling  at  his  ear, 
For  ever  whifpering  fecrets,  which  were  blown 
For  months  before,  by  trumpets,  through  the  town? 
Who'd  be  a  ghif,  with  llattering  grimace. 
Still  to  refleiil  the  temper  cf  liis  face ; 
Or  happy  ^/i  to  flick  upon  his  fieeve. 
When  my  lord's  gracious,  and  vouchfafes// leave  ; 
Or  ctijhion,  when  liis  heavincfs  fliall  pleafe 
To  loll,  or  thump  it,  for  his  better  eafe ; 
Or  a  vile  butt,  for  noon,  or  night,  befpoke, 
When  the  peer  rajily  fwears  he'll  club  his  joke? 
Who'd  Ihake  with  laughter,  though  he  could  not 

find 
His  lordlhip's  jeft  ;  or,  if  his  nofc  broke  wind, 
For  blcffiiigs  to  the  gods  profoundly  bow, 
That  can  cry,"  Chimney  fweep,"  or  drive  z  plough  F 
With  terms  hke  thefe,  how  mean  the  tribe  that  t/c/f.'' 
Scarce  meaner  they,  who  terms  like  thefe  impofe. 

But  what's  the  tribe  moft  likely  to  comply  I 
The  men  of  ink,  or  ancient  authors  lie  ; 
The  writing  tiibe,  who  Ihamelefs  auSiions  hold 
Of  pralfe,  by  inch  of  candle  to  be  fold  : 
All  men  they  flatter,  bu:  themfelves  the  moft, 
With  deathlefs  fame,  their  everlailing  boaft  : 
For  fame  no  cully  malcesfo  much  her  jeft. 
As  her  old  conftant  fpark,  the  bard  profeft. 
"  Boyle  fhines  in  council,  Mordaunt  in  the  fight, 
"  Pelham's  maguificent ;  but  I  can  write, 
"  And  what  to  my  great  foul  like  glory  dear  ?" 
Till  fome  god  whifpers  in  his  tingling  ear, 
Thut  faine^ s  unwholcfome  taken  without  meat. 
And  life  is  beft  fuftahi'd  by  what  is  eat  : 
Grown  han,  and  •u.if,  he  curfcs  what  he  writ, 
And  wiflies  all  his  wants  were  in  his  luit. 

Ah  I   what  avails  it,  when  his  dinner^s  loft, 
That  his  triumphant  name  adorns  z  pof.  ? 
Or  that  his  fliining  page  (provoking  fate  !) 
D'fciids  firloins,  \vluch  fons  of  duLnefs  eat  ?    . 

What  foe  to  vtrfe  without  compafTion  hears, 
Wliat  cxuil profe-man  can  refrain  from  tears, 
When  the  poor  nxufe,  for  lefs  than  half  a  crown, 
A  piofitute  on  every  bulk  in  town, 
With  other  whores  undone,  though  iict  in  print, 
Clubs  credit  for  Geneva  in  the  Mint  ? 

Ye  bards !  why  will  you  fing,  though  uninfpir'd? 
Ye  balds  !  why  will  yoMjiciv?,  to  be  cidmir''d? 
Deftinil  by  Phcebus'  laws  beyond  fedrcfs. 
Why  will  yoMv  fpeilres  haunt  the. frighted  prefs?    • 
Bad  metre,  that  excreftr.ce  of  the  head. 
Like  hair,  will  fprout,  although  the  poet's  Jtai, 
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All  other  trades  demand,  verfe-makers  beg; 
A  dedication  is  a  ivooden  leg ; 
A  barren  Labco,  the  true  mumj)*r's  fafliion, 
£xpofes  borroivd  bratt  to  move  compa^on. 
Though  fuch  myfelf,  vile  bards  I  diicommend  ; 
Nay  more,  though  gentle  Damon  is  my  friend. 
"  Is  't  then  a  crime  to  -write  ?" — If  talent  rare 
Proclaim  the  god,  the  crime  is  to  forbear  : 
For  fome,  though  few, there  are, large-minded  men, 
Who  watch  unfeen  the  labours  of  the  pen ; 
Who  know  the  mufe's  worth,  and  tiierefore  court, 
Their  deeds  her  theme,  their  bounty  her  fupport  ; 
Who  ferve,  unafk'd,  the  leaf  pretence  to  wit ; 
My  fole  excufe,  alas  !  for  having  writ. 
Argyll  true  wit  is  ftudious  to  reftore  ; 
And  Dorfet  fmlles,  if  Phcebus  fmild  before ; 
Pembroke  in  years  the  long-IoT'd  arts  admires, 
And  Henrietta  like  a  mufe  infpires. 

But,  ah  !  not  infpiraiion  can  obtain 
That  fame,  which  poets  languilh  for  in  vain. 
How  mad  their  aim,  who  thirft  for  glory,  drive 
To  grafp,  what  no  man  can  poflefs  ali-ue  ! 
Fame's  reverfon,  in  which  men  take  place 
(O  late  reverfion  !)  at  their  own  deceafe. 
This  truth  fagacious  Lintot  knows  fo  well, 
He  flar-Ms  his  authors,  that  their  works  tmy/ell. 

That  fame  is  ivealih,  fantaftic  poets  cry  ; 
That  tvealth  hfame,  another  clan  reply  ; 
Who  know  no  guilt,  no  fcandal,  but  in  rags  ; 
And/zvellin  juft  proportion  to  their  bags. 
Not  only  the  low  born,  deform'dj  and  old, 
Think  glory  nothing  but  the  learns  of  gold; 
The   firft   young  lord,  which  in  the  Mall  you 

meet, 
Shall  match  the  verieft  hunks  in  Lombard-ftreet, 
FrOm  refcued  candles'  ends,  who  rais'd  a  fum, 
And  ftarves,  to  join  a  penny  to  a  plumb. 
A  beardlefs  mifer  1  'Tis  a  guilt  uuknown 
To  former  times,  a  fcandal  all  our  own. 

Of  ardent  lovers,  the  true  modern  band 
Will  mortgage  Celia  to  redeem  their  land. 
For  love,  young,  noble,  rich,  Caftalio  dies; 
Name  but  the  fair,  love  fwells  into  his  eyes. 
Divine  Monimia,  thy  fond  fears  lay  down; 
No  rival  can  prevail — but  half  a  crown. 

He  glories  to  late  times  to  be  convey 'd, 
Not  for  the  poor  he  has  relieved,  but  made  : 
Not  fuch  ambition  his  great  fathers  fir"d, 
When  Harry  conquer'd,  and  half  France  expir'd  : 
He'd  be  a  flave,  a  pin'ip,  a  dog,  for  gain  : 
Nay,  a  dull fberiff' lor  his  golden  chain. 

"  Who'd  be  a  flave  ?"  the  gallant  Colonel  cries, 
While  love  of  glory  fparkles  from  his  eyes  ; 
To  deathlefs  fame  he  loudly  pleads  his  right — 
^uf  is  his  title — for  he  will  not  fght  : 
Ail  foldiers  valour,  all  divines  have  grace. 
As  maids  of  honour  beai!t\ — by  their  place  : 
But,  when  indulging  on  the  laft  campaign, 
His  lofty  terms  climb  o'er  the  hills  of  flain  ; 
He  gives  the  foes  he  flew,  at  each  vain  word, 
A  fweet  revenge,  and  half  ab/olves  his  fword. 

Of  boajling  more  than  of  a  bomb  afraid, 
Afoldiir  ftiould  be  modeft  as  a.  maid: 
Fame  is  a  bubble  the  referv'd  enjoy ; 
Whg  Uliv?  to  grafp  it,  as  ihej'  tiuik,  defray ; 


'Tis  the  world's  debt  to  dseds  of  high  degree ; 
But  if  you  pay  yourfelf,  the  world  is  free. 

Were  there  no  tongue  to  fpeak  them  but  his  own^ 
Auguftus"  deeds  in  arms  had  ne'er  been  known. 
Augufius'  deeds  !  if  that  ambiguous  name 
Confounds  my  reader,  and  mifguides  his  aim, 
Such  is  the  prince's  worth,  of  whom  I  fpeak  ; 
The  Roman  would  not  blulh  at  the  miltake. 

SATIRE    V. 

ON   WOMEN. 

"  O  fairefl;  of  creation  !  laft  and  befl: !       [celPd, 
"  Of  all  God's  works  1   Creature  in  whom  cx- 
"  Whatever  can  to  fight,  or  thought,  be  forni'd 
"  Holy,  divine,  good,  amiable,  or  fweet; 
"  How  art  thou  lofl !" —  Milton. 

Nor  reigns  ambition  in  bold  man  alone ; 
Snitfemale  hearts  the  rude  invader  own  : 
But  there,  indeed,  it  deals  in  nicer  things. 
Than  routing  armies,  and  dethroning  iings  : 
Attend,  and  you  difcern  it  in  the  fair 
Condud:  ifnger,  or  reclaim  a  hair ; 
Or  roil  the  lucid  orbit  of  an  eye ; 
Or,  in  full  joy,  elaborate  ^fgh.  [blame; 

The  fcx  we  honour,  thcjgh  their  faults  ws 
Nay,  thank  their  faults  for  fuch  z  fruitful  theme  ; 
A  theme,  fair——!  doubly  kind  to  me. 
Since  fatirlzing  thofi  is  praifing  thes ; 
Who  wouldft  not  bear,  too  modeftly  refia'd, 
A  panegyric  of  a  groffer  kind. 

Britannia's  daughters,  much  more  fair,  than  nitSi 
Too  fond  of  admiration,  lofe  their  price  ; 
Worn  in  the  public  eye,  give  cheap  delight 
To  thrrngs,  and  tarniih  to  the  fated  fight : 
As  unrefcrv'd,  and  beauteous  as  the  fun, 
Through  every fgn  of  vanity  they  run ; 
Affemblies,  parks,  coarfe  ff^afts  in  city  halls,  • 
Ledlures,  and  trials,  plays,  committees,  balls, 
Wells,  bedlams,  executions,  Smithfiald  fceaes. 
And  fortune-tellers  caves,  and  lions  dens. 
Taverns,  exchanges,  bridewelli,  drawing-room?, 
Inftallments,  pillories,  coronations,  tombs, 
Tumblers,  and  funerals,  puppet-fhows,  reviews, 
Sale?,  races, .rabbits,  (and,  flill  ftranger  !)  pew*. 

Clarinda's  bofom  burns,  but  burns  for  fame  ; 
And  love  lies  vanquifli'd  in  a  nobler  flame; 
Warm  gleams  of  hope  ftie,  nczu,  difpenfea  ;  ihen^ 
Like  April  funs, dives  ii;t3  clouds  again: 
With  all  her  luftre,  now  her  lover  warms; 
Then,  out  of  oflenfation,  hides  her  charms  : 
'Tis,  next,  her  pleafure  fweetly  to  complain, 
And  to  be  taken  with  a  fudden  pain  ; 
I'herf,  flie  ftarts  up,  all  ecfluly  and  blifs. 
And  is,  fweet  foul !  jufl  as  fincere  in  this  : 
O  hor/  flie  rolls  her  charming  eyes  ir.fpight  t 
And  looks  delightfully  with  al!  her  might  I 
But,  like  our  heroes,  much  more  brave  rhan  wife. 
She  conquers  for  the  triumph,  not  the  frixe. 

Zara  refembles  ^tra  crown'd  with  fnows; 
Without  flie  freezfis,  and  within  flie  glows: 
Twice  ere  the  fjn  dcfcends,  with  zeal  infpir'd, 
From  ttis  vain  tpflverfs  of  the  woild  rctir'd, 
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She  reads  the  pfalmt  and  clapten  for  the  day, 
In  —  Cleopatra,  or  the  laft  new  pJay. 
Thtis  gloomy  Zara,  with  a  folemn  grace. 
Deceives  mankind,  and  bidis  behind  \\.t'c  face. 

Nor  far  beneath  her  in  rcneivn  is  (he. 
Who  through  good-breeding  is  ill  company ; 
Whofe  manners  will  not  let  her  larum  ceafe. 
Who  thinks  you  are  unhappy,  when  at  peace ; 
To  find  you  ne-ws,  who  racks  her  fubtle  head, 
And  vews — ^"  that  her  great-grandfather  is  dead." 

A  dearth  of  words  a  -woman  need  not  fear ; 
But  'tis  a  talk  indeed  to  learn — /»  bear  : 
In  that  the  (kill  of  converfatioii  lies ; 
Th^t  Jbo-wj,  or  mi^ici  you  both  polite  and  wife. 

Xantippe  cries,  "  Let  nymphs  who  nought  can 
"  fay 
••  Be  loft  in  Olence  and  refign  the  day  ; 
*•  And  let  the  guilty  wife  her  guilt  confcfs, 
••  By  tame  behaviour,  and  a  foft  addrefs ;" 
Through  virtue,  Jhe  refufes  to  comply 
With  all  the  diAates  of  bumanhy ; 
Through  wifdom,  Jhe  refufes  to  fubmit 
To  wifdom's  rules,  and  raves  to  prove  her  •»//; 
Then,  her  unblemifh'd  honour  to  maintain, 
RejeAs  her  hulband's  kindnefs  with  difdaiu  : 
Eut  if  by  chance  an  ill-adapted  word 
Drops  from  the  lip  of  her  unwary  lord, 
Her  darling  china,  in  a  whirlwind  fent, 
Juft  intimafei  the  lady's  difcontent. 

Wine  may  indeed  excite  the  mcekeft  dame ; 
But  keen  Xantippe,  fcorning  borrezv'd  flarae, 
Can  vent  her  thunders,  and  her  lightnings  play, 
O'er  cooling  gruel,  and  compoGng  tea  : 
Nor  refts  by  night,  but,  more  Cncere  than  nice, 
She^laiirs  the  curtains  with  her  kind  advice  : 
Doubly  like  echo,  found  is  her  delight. 
And  the  lajl  -word  is  her  eternal  right. 
Is  't  not  enough  plagues,  wars,  and  famines,  rife 
To  lalh  our  crimes,  but  mull  our  wives  be  ivife  ? 

Famine, plague,  war,  'and  an  unnumber'd  throng 
Of  guilt-avenging  ills,  to  man  belong  : 
What  blaci,  what  ceafelefs  carcs  befiege  our  ft  ate  ! 
What  ftrokes  we  feel  irom  fancy ^  and  iromfate  J 
If  fate  forbears  us,  fancy  ftrike*  the  blow; 
We  male  misfortune;  fuicides  in  woe. 
Superfluous  aid  !  unneceitary  Ikill ! 
Is  nature  backward  to  torment,  or  kill  ? 
How  oft  the  noon,  how  oft  the  midnight  bell, 
(That  iron  tongue  of  death  !)  with  folemn  knell, 
Qn  folly  s  errands  as  we  vainly  roam,  [home  .' 

Knocks  at  our  hearts,  and  finds  our  thoughts  from 
Men  drop  fo  faft,  ere  life's  mid  ftage  we  tread, 
Few  know  fo  many  friends  alive,  as  dead. 
■Yet,  as  immortal,  in  our  up-hill  chafe. 
We  prefs  coy  fortune  with  unflacken'd  pace  ; 
Our  ardent  labours  for  the  toys  we  fcek. 
Join  night  to  day,  and  Sunday  to  the  week  : 
Our  very  joys  are  anxious,  and  expire 
"Stt-WCtfi  faticty  iS\dif.rcedeftre. 
Now  what  reward  for  all  this  grief  and  toil  ? 
But  one ;  a  female  friend's  endearing  fmile  ; 
A  tender  fmile,  our  forrows'  only  balm. 
And,  in  life's  tempeft,  the  fad  failor's  calm. 

How  have  I  feen  a  gentle  nymph  draw  nigh, 
Peace  in  her  air,  perfuafion  in  her  eye ; 


Vidlorious  tendernefs !  it  all  o'ercaittc, 
Hiijlards  luok'd  mild,  ^nifavages  grew  tatrt^j 

Tht^fyl-van  race  our  a<Slive  nympl\y  purfue  ; 
Man  is  not  all  the  game  they  have  in  view  : 
In  woods  and  fields  their  glory  they  complete  { 
rhere  Moftr  Betty  leaps  a  five-barr'd  gate ; 
While  fair  MIfs  Charles  to  toilets  is  confin'd. 
Nor  rafhly  tempts  the  barbarous  fun  and  wind. 
Some  nymphs  affedl  a  more  heroic  breed. 
And  volt  from  hunters  to  the  managVdficed ; 
Command  L.s  prancings  with  a  martial  air. 
And  Fobert  has  the  forming  of  theya/r. 

More  than  •«?  fteed  muft  Delia's  empire  feel. 
Who  fits  triumphant  o'er  the  flying  ivbcel ; 
And  as  Ihc  guides  it  through  th'  admiring  throng} 
With  what  an  air  ftie  fmacks  thtfillen  thong! 
Graceful  as  John,  fhe  moderates  the  reins, 
And  whiftlesfweet  her  diuretic  flrains: 
Sefoftris  like,  fuch  charioteers  as  tbefe 
May  drive  fix  harnefs'd  monarchs,  if  they  pieafe  ; 
They  drive,  rozu,  run,  with  love  of  glory  fmit, 
Leap,f-wim,Jhoot  fying,  and  pronounce  on  ixiit. 

O'er  the  bellelettres  lovely  Daphne  reigns; 
Again  the  god  Apollo  wears  her  chains  : 
With  legs  tofs'd  high,  on  her  fophee  fhe  fits, 
Vouchfafing  audience  to  contending  wits : 
Of  each  performance  fhe's  the  final  teft  ; 
One  ad:  read  o'er,  Ihe  prophefies  the  refl ; 
And  then,  pronouncing  v/ith  decifive  air. 
Fully  convinces  all  the  tov/i\—-jLe's  fair. 
Had  lovely  Daphfie  Hecateffa's  face, 
How  would  her  elegance  of  tafte  decreafc  ; 
Some  \^6.\ci  judgment  in  thtir  features  lies. 
And  all  then  genius  fparkles  from  their  eyes. 

But  hold,  Ihe  cries,  lampooner  !  have  a  care  j 
Muft  I  want  common  fenfe,  becaufe  I'm  fair  I 
O  no  :  fee  Stella  :  her  eyes  ftiine  as  bright, 
As  if  her  tongue  was  never  in  the  right ; 
And  yet  what  real  learning,  judgment,  fire  ! 
She  feems  infpir'd,  and  can  herfelf  inipire  : 
How  then  (if  malice  rul'd  not  all  the  fair) 
Could  Daphne  publifh,  and  could  flie  forbear? 
We  grant  that  beauty  is  no  bar  to y^/^^. 
Nor  is  't  a  fan(ftion  for  impertinence. 

Sempronia  lik'd  her  man;  and  well  flie  might 
The  youth  in  perlon,  and  in  parts,  was  bright ; 
Pofiefs'd  of  every  of  virtue,  grace,  and  art, 
That  claim-i  juft  empire  o'er  the  female  heart : 
He  met  her  paffion,  all  her  fighs  return'd, 
And,  in  full  rage  of  youthfal  ardour  burn'd  : 
Large  his  poflenions,  and  beyond  her  own ; 
Their  biffs  the  theme  and  envy  of  the  town  : 
The  day  was  fix'd,  when,  w*ith  one  acre  more. 
In    flepp'd  deform'd,  debiuch'd,  difeas'd,  three- 

fore. 
The  fatal  fequel  I,  through  fliame,  forbear  : 
Of  pride  and  avarice  who  can  cure  the  fair  ? 

Man's  rich  with  little,  were  his  judgment  true  j 
Nature  is  frugal,  and  her  wants  are  few  ; 
Thofe  few  wants  anfwer'd,  bring  fincere  delights; 
But  fools  create  themfelvcs  new  appetites  : 
Fancy  and  pride  feek  things  at  vaft  expenfe. 
Which  relilh  not  to  reafon,  nor  to  fenfe. 
When  furfcit,  or  unthanhfulnefs ,  deftroys, 
In  natare^s  oarrow  fphere,  our  folid  joys, 
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Ixi  fancy  s  airy  land  of  noife  and  fiiow, 

Where  nought  but  dreams,  no  real  pleafures  grow ; 

Like  cats  in  air-pumps,  to  fubflft  we  ftrivc 

On  joys  too  thin  to  keep  the  foul  alive. 

I^emira's  fick ;  make  hafte ;  the  dodor  call : 

He  comes;  but  where's  his  patient  ?  At  the  ball. 

The  doAor  ftares;  her  woman  curt'fies  low, 

And  cries,  "  My  Lady,  Sir,  is  always  fo  : 

"  DiTerfions  put  her  maladies  to  flight ; 

"  True,  (he  z^n't  Jland,  but  fhe  can  dance  all  night  : 

"  I've  known  my  lady  (for  fhe  loves  a  tune) 

"  For/e-vers  take  an  opera  in  June  : 

"  And,  though  perhaps  you'll  think  the  praSicc 

"  bold, 
"  A  midnight  park  is  fovereign  for  a  cold: 
"  With  colics,  breakfafts  of  green  fruit  agree  ; 
"  With  indigejlions,  fupper  juft  at  three." 
A  ftrange  alternative,  replies  Sir  Hans, 
Muft  women  have  a  doiior,  or  a  dance  ? 
Though  fick  to  death,  abroad  they  fafely  roam. 
But  droop  and  die,  in  perfedl  health,  at  home : 
For  want — but  not  of  health,  are  ladies  ill ; 
And  tickets  cure  beyond  the  dolior's  bill. 

Alas,  my  heart  !  how  languifhingly  fair 
Yon  lady  lolls  !  with  what  a  tender  air  '. 
Pale  as  a  young  dramatic  author,  when. 
O'er  darling  lines,  fell  Gibber  waves  his  pen. 
Is  her  lord  angry,  or  has  *  Vcny  chid  ? 
Dead  is  her  father,  or  the  mafk  forbid  ? 
"  Late  fitting-iip  has  turn'd  her  rofes  white." 
Why  went  Ibe  not  to  bed  ?  "  ^ecaufe  'twas  ntghtJ' 
Did  flie  then  dance,  or  play  ?  "  Nor  this,  nor 

"  that." 
Well  night  foon  fleals  away  in  pleafing  chat. 
"  No,  all  alone,  her  prayers  (he  rather  chofe  ; 
"  Than  be  that  -wretch  to  fleep  till  morning  rofe." 
f  hen  Lady  Cynthia,  miftrefs  of  the  iliade, 
Goes  with  tht  ft^ionahle  owls,  to  bed  : 
This  her  pride  covets,  tliis  her  health  denies; 
Her  foul  is  filly,  but  her  body's  wife. 

Others,  with  curious  arts,  dim  charms  revive, 
And  triumph  in  the  bloom  oiji/ty-ji-ve. 
You,  in  the  morning,  a.  fair  nymph  invite  ; 
To  keep  her  word,  a  brpivn  one  comes  at  night : 
Next  day  fhe  fhines  i:i  gloffy  black  ;  and  then 
Revolves  into  her  native  red  again  : 
Like  a  dove's  neck,  fiie  fhitts  her  tranfient  charms, 
And  is  her  own  dear  rival  in  your  arms. 

But  one  admirer  has  the  painted  lafs; 
Nor  finds  that  one,  but  in  her  looking-glafs : 
Yet  Laura's  beautiful  to  fuch  excefs, 
That  all  her  art  fcarce  makes  her  pleafe  us  left. 
To  deck  the  female  cheek,  he  only  knows, 
Who  paints  lefs  fair  the  lily  and  the  rofe. 

How    gay    they    fmile  !     fuch    bleifings    nature 
pours, 
O'erllock'd  mankind  enjoy  but  half  her  florcs  : 
In  dillant  wilds,  by  human  eyes  unfeen, 
She  rears  her  flo^vers,and  fprtads  her  velvet  green  : 
Pure  gurglii;g  rills  the  lonely  defert  trace, 
And  -wajle  their  mufic  on  the  favage  race. 
Is  nature  then  a  niggard  of  her  blifs  ? 
fLepine  we  gailtlrfs  in  a  world  like  this  ? 

*  Lap  dv?t 
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But  our  lewd  tafles  her  lawful  charms  refufe, 
And  painted  art's  deprav'd  allurements  choofe. 
Such  Fulvia's  pafTion  for  the  town  ;  frefh  air 
(  An  odd  effeA  ! )  gives  vapours  to  the  fair ; 
Green  fields,  and  fhady  groves,  and  cryllal  fpringg, 
And  larks,  and  nightingales,  are  odisua  things  ; 
But  fmoke,  and  dull,  and  noife,  and  crowds,  de- 
light; 
And  to  be  prefs'd  to  death,  tranfporti  her  quite  ; 
Where  filver  rivulets  play  through  flowery  meads. 
And  weodbines  give  their  fweets,  and  limet  thcic 

fhades, 
Black  kennels'  abfent  odours  flie  regrets. 
And  {lops  her  nofe  at  beds  of  violets. 

Is  flormy  life  preferr'd  to  the  ferene  ? 
Or  is  the  public  to  the  private  fcene  ? 
Retird,  we  tread  a  fmooth  and  open  way ;  [flray  ; 
Through    briars  and  brambles  in  the  -world  wc 
Stiff  Of  ^o^ition ,  and  perplex  d  debate. 
And  thorny  care,  and  rank  zxiAflinging  hate, 
which  choke  our  paffage,  our  career  controul. 
And  wound  the  firmeil  temper  of  our  foul. 
O  facred  folitude  !  divine  retreat ! 
Choice  of  the  prudent !  envy  of  the  great ! 
By  thy  pure  flream,  or  in  thy  waving  fhade. 
We  court  fair  wifdom,  that  celeflial  maid  : 
The  genuine  offspring  of  her  lov'd  embrace, 
(Strangers  on  earth  !)  are  innocence  md peace  .* 
There,  from  the  ways  of  men  laid  fafe  alhore, 
We  fmile  to  hear  the  diflant  tempefl  roar  ; 
There,  blefs'd  with  health,  with  buflnefs  unper- 

plex'd, 
This  life  we  relifh,  and  infure  the  next ; 
There  too  the  mufes  fport ;  thefe  numbers  free, 
Pierian  Eaftbury !   I  owe  to  thee. 

There  fport  the  mufes ;  but  not  there  alone : 
Their  facred  force  Amelia  feels  in  town. 
Nought  but  a  genius  can  a  genius  fit ; 
A  wit  herfelf,  Amelia  weds  a  wit : 
Both  wits  !  though  miracles  are  faid  to  ceafe. 
Three  days,  three  wondrous  days  1  they  liv'd  in 

peace ; 
With  the  fourth  fun  a  warm  difpute  arofe, 
On  Durfey's  poefy,  and  Bunyan's  profe  : 
The  learned  war  both  wage  with  equal  force. 
And  the  fifth  morn  concluded  the  divorce. 

Phoebe,  though  fhe  poffeffes  nothing  lefs, 
Is  proud  of  being  rich  in  happinefs  : 
Laborioufly  purfues  dclufive  toys, 
Content  with  pains,  fince  they're  reputed  joyi. 
With  what  well-a(51:ed  tranfport  will  fhe  fay, 
"   Well,  fure,  we  were  fo  happy  yeflerday  ! 
"  And  then  that  charming  party  for  io-merrew/" 
Though,  well  fhe  knows,  'twill  languifa  into  for- 

row  : 
But  fhe  dares  never  boafl  the  prefeat  hour ; 
So  grofs  that  cheat,  it  is  beyond  her  power  « 
For  fuch  is  or  our  weaknefs,  or  our  curfe. 
Or  rather  fuch  our  crime,  which  flill  is  worfe. 
The  prcfent  moment,  like  a  wife,  we  fhun, 
And  ne'er  enjoy,  becaufe  it  is  our  own. 

Pleafures  are  few,  and  fewer  wc  enjoys 
Pleafure,  like  quickfiher,  is  bright  and  coy  ; 
We  ftrive  to  grafp  it  with  our  utmofl  fkil^ 
Stiil  it  eludes  u?,  and  it  glitters  flill ; 


so 
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If  folz'dat  laft,  compute  y^ur  mighty  gains ; 
WJiat  is  it,  but  rank  poifou  in  your  veins? 

As  Flavia  in  her  gufs  an  angel  f^ues, 
Pride  whifpers  in  her  car  pernicious  lies ; 
Tells  her,  while  (he  furveys  a  face  fo  fine, 
There's  no  fatiety  of  charms  divine  : 
Hence,  if  her  lover  yawns,  all  chang'd  appears 
Her  temper,  and  foe  melts  (fweet  foul  1)  in  tears  : 
She.  fond  and  young,  laft.  week  her  wilh  enjoy'd, 
Tn  foft  amufe.-nent  all  the  night  employ'd ; 
The  mornintr  came,  when  Strephon,  waking,  found 
(Surprifing  fight  I)  his  bride  in  forrow  drown'd. 
•'  What  miracle  (fays  Strephon)  makes  thee  weep  ? 
•*  Ah,  barbarous  man  1  (fiie  cries)  how  could  you 
"  — fleep  ?" 
Men  love  a  mr/!refs,  as  they  love  a/i-^/?  ; 
How  grateful  one  to  Uucfj,  and  one  to  tujle  ! 
Yet  fure  there  is  a  certain  time  of  day, 
We  wifli  our  miftrefs  and  our  meat  away  : 
But  foon  the  fated  appetites  return, 
Agafn  our  ftomachs  crave,  our  bofoms  burn  : 
JLional  love  let  man  then  never  fvvear ; 
Let  won»en  never  triumj-h,  not  defpair  ; 
Nor  praife,  nor  blame  too  much  the  warm  or  chill ; 
Hu.nger  and  iove  arc  foreign  to  the  -zKill. 
There  is  indeed  a  pafTion  more  refin'd, 
For  thofe  few  nymphi)  whofe  charms  are  of  the 

mind  : 
But  not  of  that  unfafnionable  fet 
Is  Phyllis;  Phyllis  and  her  Damon  met. 
Eternal  iove  exaftly  hit«  her  tafte  ; 
Phyllis  demands  eternal  love  at  leijl. 
Embracing  Phyllis  v.'ith  foft-fmiiing  eyes, 
.Eierfi^^Haxc  I  vow,  the  fwain  replies  : 
But  fay,  my  all,  my  m:J}refs,  and  my  friend  ! 
What  day  nest  week  th'  eternity  fhall  end ? 

So.Tie  nymphs  prefer  ajlronomy  to  lo-ve  ; 
Elope  from  mortal  ir.an,  and  ran^e  above. 
The  fair  philofcpher  to  Rowley  flies. 
Where  in  a  box  the  whole  creation  lies  : 
She  fees  tlie  planets  in  their  turns  advance, 
And  fcorns,  Poiticr,  thy  fublunary  dance  : 
Of  Defagullers  (he  befpcaks  frtfh  air ; 
And  U'hifton  has  engagev.tnis  with  the  fair. 
Wliat  vain  experiments  Sophronia  tries  1 
'  i"is  not  in  air-pumps  the  gay  colonel  dies. 
But  thongh  to-day  this  rage  of  fcience  reigns, 
(O  fickle  fex!)  foon  end  her  learned  pains. 
Lo  1   Pug  frmi  Jupiter  her  heart  has  got. 
Turns  out  the  ftars,  and  Newton  is  a  fot. 

To turn ;  file  never  took  the  height 

Of  Saturn,  yet  is  ever  in  the  right. 

She  ftrikes  each  point  with  native  force  of  mind, 

While  puzzled  learning  blunders  far  behind. 

Graceful  to  figlit,  and  elegant  to  thought. 

The  great  arc  vanquifli'd,  and  the  -.v'lfe  are  taught. 

Her  breeding  Cnilh'd.and  her  temper  fweet, 

When  ferious,  eafy  ;  and  when  gay,  difcreet ; 

In  glittering  fccnes  o'er  her  o"^  n  heart  fevere  ; 

In  crowd*,  coUefted  ;  and  in  courts,  fincere  ; 

bincere  and  warm,  with  zeal  well  underftood, 

She  takes  a  noble  pride  in  doing  good  ; 

Yet  not  fupcricr  to  her  fex's  cares. 

The  modes  (he  fixes  by  the  gown  flie  wears; 

O^filLs  and  chi-'a  fhe's  the  lall  appeal ; 

In  ihcfe  great  points  fhe  Uidi  the  commonweal  j 


And  if  difputes  oi  empire  rife  between 
Mechlin  the  queen  of  lace,  and  Colbertccn, 
'Tis  doubt !  'tis  darknefs  !  till  fufpended  fate 
AfTumes  her  nod,  to  clofe  the  grand  debate. 
When  fuch  her  mind,  why  will  the  fair  exprefs 
Their  emulation  only  in  thtir  drefs  ? 

But  oh  !  the  nymph  that  mounts  above  the^;M, 
And  gratis  clears  religious  myfteries, 
Refolv'd  the  churcVs  welfare  to  enfure, 
And  make  her  family  z.  fine-cure  : 
The  theme  divine  at  cards  fhe'U  not  forget, 
But  iaics  in  texts  of  Scripture  a.t pic juet ; 
In  thofe  licentious  meetings  afts  the  prude. 
And  thanks  her  Maker  that  her  cards  are  good. 
What  angels  would  thofe  be,  who  thus  excel 
In  theologies,  could  theyfe-w  as  well  I 
Yet  why  fliould  not  the  fair  her  text  purfue  ? 
Can  file  more  decently  the  doAor  woo  ? 
'Tis  hard,  too,  fhe  who  makes  no  ufe  but  chat 
Of  her  religion,  (hould  be  barr'd  in  that. 

Ifaac,  a  brother  of  the  canting  {train. 
When  he  has  knnck'd  at  his  own  fkul!  in  vain, 
To  beauteous  Marcia  often  will  repair 
With  a  dark  text,  to  Hght  it  at  the  fair. 
O  1  how  his  pious  foul  exults  to  find 
Such  love  for  holy  men  in  womankind ! 
Charm'd  with  her  learning,  with  what  rapture  he 
Hangs  on  her  bloom,  like  an  induftrious  bee  ,• 
Hums  round,  about  her,  and  with  all  his  power 
ExtraBs  fweet  vi'lfjom  from  fo  fair  a  fiower  ! 

The  youxg  a.nd  gay  declining,  Appia  flies 
At  nobler  game,  the  mighty  and  the  ivife  : 
By  nature,  more  an  eag.'e  than  a  dove. 
She  impioufly  prefers  the  zcorld  to  Icve. 

Can  wealth  give  happinefs?  look  round,  and  fee 
What  gay  diflrefs  1  what  fplendid  mifery,! 
Whatever  fortune  lavifbly  can  pour, 
The  mind  annihilates,  and  calls  for  more. 
Wealth  is  a  cheat ;  believe  not  what  it  fays ; 
Like  any  lord  \l  promifci — ■iwA  pays. 
How  will  the  mifer  ftartle,  to  be  told  Y 

Of  fuch  a  wonder,  as  infulvent  geld  !  "j' 

What  nature  -waiits  has  an  intrinfic  weight ; 
All  more  is  but  the  fafliion  of  the  plate. 
Which,  for  one  moment,  charms  the  fickle  view; 
It  charms  us  iwzv ;  anon  wc  caft  anew; 
To  fome.  frefli  birth  oi  fancy  more  inclin'd  : 
Then  wefnot  acres,  but  a  noble  mind. 

Miflaken  lovers,  who  make  -worth  their  care, 
And  think  accomplilhments  will  win  the  fair  : 
The  fair,  "tis  true,  hy  grnitis  fhould  be  won, 
Aijlo-u'crs  MnUAi  their  beauties  to  the  _////»; 
And  yet  in  female  fcales  a  fop  out-weighs, 
And  wit  muft  wear  the  ■zvitlow  and  the  bays. 
Nought  fliines  fo  bright  in  vain  Liberia's  eye     I 
As  riot,  impudence,  and  perfidy ;  1 

The  youth  of  fire,  that  has  drunk  deep,  and  play'd, 
And  kill'd  his  man,  and  triumph'd  o'er  his  maid; 
For  him,  as  yet  unhang'd,  ftie  fprc'Js  her  charms. 
Snatches  the  dear  deflroyer  to  her  arms; 
And  amply  gives  fthuugh  treated  long  amifs) 
The  man  efmrrit  his  revenge  in  this. 
If  you  refcnt,  and  wifh  a  -woman  ill,  j 

But  turn  her  o'er  one  moment  to  her  zuHl.      ; 

The  laugiiid  lady  nc&t  appears  in  flate. 
Who  was  no:  born  to  carry  her  owo  weight  j 
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She  lolb,  reels,  {laggers,  till  fome  foreign  aid 
To  her  own  flature  lifts  the  feeble  maid. 
Then,  if  ordain'd  to  iofevcre  a  doom. 
She,  by  juft  ^■^^c'i,  journeys  round  the  romn  : 
But,  knowin{;r  her  own  weaknefs,  fhe  defpairs 
To  fcale  the  Alps — that  is,  afcend  the  fairs. 
JVly  fan  1   let  others  fay,  who  laiifjh  at  Poil ; 
Fan  '.  hood  !  glove  !  fcarf !  ij  her  laconic  ftyle  ; 
And  that  is  fpoke  with  fuch  a  dying  fail, 
That  Betty  rather/^«,  than  hears  the  call  : 
The  motion  of  her  lips,  and  meaning  eye, 
Piece  out  th'  idea  her  fuint  words  deny. 
O  liften  with  attention  moft  prufound  !  - 
Her  voice  is  but  the  (hadow  of  a  found. 
And  help,  oh  help  !  her  fpirits  are  fo  dead, 
One  hand  fcarce  lifts  the  other  to  her  head. 
If  there  a  ftubborn  pin  it  triumphs  o'er, 
She  pants  !  fhe  finks  away  !  and  is  no  more. 
Let  the  robuft  and  the  gigantic  carve. 
Life  is  not  worth  fo  much,  (he'd  rather  y?ari;ir  .- 
But  chew  (he  muft  herfelf  !  ah  cruel  fate  ! 
That  Rofalinda  can't  \y^ proxy  eat. 

An  antidote  in  female  caprice  lies 
(Kind  heaven  !)  againft  x.\\&  poifon  of  their  eyes. 

Thaleftris  triumphs  in  a  manly  mien; 
Loud  is  her  accent,  and  her  phrafe  obfcene. 
In  fair  and  open  elealingf  where's  the  fliame  ? 
What  nature  dares  to  give,  flie  dares  to  name. 
This  honejl  fel'.oiu  is  fincereand  plain, 
And  juftly  gives  the  jealous  hufband  pain. 
(Vain  is  the  taflc  to  petticoats  afiign'd,  i 

If  wanton  language  fhows  a  naled nunA.) 
And  now  and  then,  to  grace  her  eloquence, ' 
An  oath  fupplies  the  vacancies  of  fenfe. 
Hark  '.   the  flirill  notes  tranfpierce  the  yielding  air, 
And  teach  the  neighbouring  echoes  how  to  fwear. 
By  Jove,  is  faint,  and  for  the  fimple  fwaln  ; 
She,  on  the  the  Chriftian  fyftem,  is  profane. 
But  though  the  volley  rattles  in  your  ear, 
Believe  her  dr^fs,  (he's  not  a  grenadier. 
If  thunder's  awful,  how  much  more  our  dread, 
When  Jove  deputes  a  lady  in  his  ftead  ? 
A  lady  ?  pardon  my  miftaken  pen, 
A  fhamelefs  woman  is  the  worft  of  men.       , 

Few  to  good-breeding  make  a  juft  pretence  ; 
Good-breeding  is  the  bloffom  of  good-fenfe  ; 
The  laft  xefult  of  an  accompliih'd  mind. 
With  outward  grace,  the  body's  virtue,  join'd. 
A  violated  decency  now  reigns; 
And  nymphs  ior  fallings  take  peculiar  pains. 
With  Chinefe  painters  modern  iotfs  agree, 
The  point  they  aim  at  udeformiry  .• 
They  throiv  their  perfons  with  a  hoyden  air 
Acrofs  the  room,  and  tofs  into"  the  chair. 
So  far  their  commerce  with  mankind  is  gone. 
They,  for  our  manners,  have  exchang'd  their  own. 
The  modeft  look,  the  caftigated  grace, 
The  gentle  movement,  and  flow-meafur'd  pace. 
For  which  her  lovers  (/y'</,  her  parents/iajV, 
Are  indecorums  with  the  modem  maid. 
Stiff  forms  are  bad  ;  but  let  not  worfe  intrude, 
Nor  conquer  art  and  nature,  to  be  rude. 
Modern  good-breeding  carry  to  its  height, 
And  Lady  D 's  feif  will  be  polite. 

Ye  rifing  fair  !  ye.  bloom  of  Britain's  ifle  1 
].Vhen  high-born  Anna,  with  a  foften'd  fraile, 


I^eads  on  your  train,  and  fparlcle.?  at  yonr  head. 
What  feems  moft  hard,  is  not  to  be  well-bred. 
Her  bright  example  with  fuccefs  puri'ue, 
And  all,  but  adoration,  is  your  due. 

But  adoration  !  give  me  fomething  msre. 
Cries  Lyce,  on  the  herders  ol  thrtefcore : 
Nought  treads  fo  filent  as  the  foot  oi  time; 
H'jnce  we  miftaks  our  autumn  for  our  prime; 
'Tis  greatly  wife  to  know,  before  we're  told. 
The  njelancholy  news,  that  wt  groiv  old. 
Autumnal  Lyce  carries  in  her  face 
Memento  mori  to  each  public  place. 

0  !  how  jour  beating  breaft  a  miftrefs  wanns, 
Who  looks  through  fpeflacles  to  fee  your  charms  1 
While  rival  undertaiers  hover  round, 

And  with  his  fpade  the  fexton  rrarks  the  ground, 
Intent  not  on  her  own,  but  others'  doom. 
She  plans  new  conq'.iefls,  and  defrauds  the  tomb. 
In  vain  the  cock  has  fummovi'd  fj>r it es  av/ay, 
She  walks  at  noon,  and  blafts  the  bloom  of  day- 
Gay  rainbow  fi'.ks  her  mellow  charms  infold. 
And  noujjht  of  Lyce  but  h^rf  If  is  old. 
Her  grizzled  locks  alTume  sifmiriing  grace. 
And  art  has  leveU'd  her  deep  furrow'd  face. 
Her  ftrange  demand  no  mortal  can  approve. 
We'll  aflc  her  blejjlug,  but  can't  alk  her  low. 
She  grants,  indeed,  a  lady  ??:ay  decline 
(All  ladies  IkJ  herfeif)  at  ninety-nine, 

O  !  how  unlike  her  was  the  facicd  age 
Of  prudent  Portia  ;   Her  gray  hairs  engage; 
Whofe  thoughts  are  fuited  to  her  life's  decline  :    ] 
Virtue's  the  paint  that  can  with  lurhikles  fhine. 
That,  and  that  o«/y,  can  old  age  fuflain; 
Which  yet  all  wilh,  nor  know  they  wi(h  lox  fain ^ 
Not  numerous  are  our  joys,  whep  life  is  new  ; 
And  yearly  fome  are  falling  of  \.hefctv  ; 
But  when  we  conquer  life's  meridian  ftage. 
And  downward  tend  into  the  vale  of  age. 
They  drop  apace;  by  nature  fome  decay^ 
And  fome  the  blaflsofyar/aA-^fweep  away; 
1)11,  naked  quite  of'happinefs,  aloud 
We  call  for  death,  znd  felter  in  a  Ihroud. 
Where's  Portia  now  ? — But  Portia  left  behind 
Two  lovely  copies  of  her  form  and  mind. 
What  heart  untouch'd  their  early  grief  can  view,    . 
Like  blufhing  rofe-buds  dipp'd  in  morning  dewi    ] 
Who  into  flieiter  takes  their  tender  bloom. 
And  forms  their  minds  to  flee  from  ills  to  come  ? 
The  mind,  when  turn'd  adrift,  no  rules  to  guide. 
Drives  at  the  mercy  of  the  wind  and  tide  ; 
Fancy  and  faffisn  tofs  it  to  and  fro  ; 
A  while  tonncnt,  and  then  quite_/««i  in  woe. 
Ye  beauteous  orphans,  fince  in  filent  duft 
Your  heft  example  lies,  my  precepts  truft. 
Life  fwarms  with  ills ;  the  boldef  are  afraid  ; 
Vv''here  then  is  fafety  for  a  tender  maid? 
Unfit  for  ccmfiidl,  round  bel'ct  with  woes, 
And  man,  whom  lead:  fhe  fears,  her  worft  of  foes  ! 
When  kind,  moft  cruel;  wl'ien  oblig'd  the  moft, 

1  he  leaft  obliging  ;  and  by  favours  loft. 
Cruel  by  nature,  they  for  kindnefs  hate  ; 
And  fcorn  you  for  thofe  ills  themfl'vcs  create. 
If  on  your  fame  our  fex  a  hlot  has  thrown. 
Twill  ever  ftick,  through  nulice  of  your  c-,vn. 
Moft  hard  I  in  pleafing  your  nhxci glory  lies; 
And  yet  from  pleafing  your  chief  d^.vgcn  rife  : 
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Then  pkafe  the  Sefi  ;  and  know,  for  men  of  fenfe, 
Your  ftrongeft  charms  are  native  innocence. 
^rti  on  the  mind,  like  faint  upon  the  face. 
Fright  him,  that's  worth  your  love,  from  your 

embrace. 
Injimfile  manners  all  the  fecret  lies ; 
Be  kind  and  virtuous,  you'll  be  bled  and  wife. 
"VzinJioTc  and  nol/i  intoxicate  the  brain, 
Begin  with  gidJinefs,  and  end  in  pain. 
AffeA  not  emjrty  fame,  and  idle  praife. 
Which,  all  thale  wretches  I  defcribe,  betrays. 
jTour  fex's  glory  "tis,  to  (hine  untno-wn  ; 
Of  all  applaufe,  be  fondeft  oi your  own. 
Beware  the  fever  of  the  mind  !  that  third 
With  which  the  age  is  eminently  curft  : 
To  drink  oi  f!eafure,  but  inflames  deCrc; 
And  abflinence  alone  can  quench  the  fire ; 
Take  pain  from  life,  and  terror  from  the  tomb ; 
Give  peace  in  band ;  and  promife  blifs  to  comt, 

SATIRE  Vr. 

ON  WOMEN. 

Infcribedto  the  Right  Honourable 
THE  LADY  ELIZABETH  GERMAIN. 
"  Interdum  tamen  &  tollit  comoedia  vocem." 

HOR. 

\  SOUGHT  a  patronefs,  but  fought  in  vain. 
Apollo  whifper'd  in  my  ear — "  Germain." — 
I  know  her  not. — "  Your  reafon's  fomewhat  odd  ; 
*'  Who  knows  his  patron,  now  ?"  reply'd  the  god. 
"  Men  write, to  »raf, and  to  the  ivarld,  unknown; 
"  Then  (leal  great  names,  to  Ihield  them  from  the 

"  town  : 
"  Dete<9;ed  tuortb,  like  beauty  difarray'd, 
"  To  covert  flies,  i^i praife  itfelf  afraid  : 
"  Should ^f  refufe  to  patronize  your  lays, 
"  In  vengeance  write  a  volume  in  her  praife. 
"  Nor  think  it  hard  fo  great  a  length  to  run  ; 
••  When  fuch  the  theme,  'twill  eafily  be  done." 

Ye  fair!  to  draw  your  excellence  at  length, 
JExceeds  the  narrow  hounds  of  human  ftrength ; 
You,  here,  in  miniature  your  pi<5lure  fee  ; 
Nor  hope  from  Zinck  more  juftice  than  from  me. 
My  portraits  grace  your  mind,  as  his  -^ owr  Jide ; 
His  portraits  will  inflame,  mine  quench,  your  pride  : 
He's  dear,  yov. frugal ;  choofe  my  cheaper  lay; 
And  be  your  reformation  all  my  pay. 

Lavinia  in  polite,  but  not  profane  ; 
To  church  asconftant  ls  to  Drury  lane. 
She  decently,  inform,  pays  heaven  its  due; 
And  makes  a  civil  vifit  to  her  pew. 
Her  lifted  fan,  to  give  a  folcmn  air. 
Conceals  her  face,  ■which  paffes  for  z.  prayer  : 
CurtTies  to  curt'fies,  then,  with  grace,  fucceed; 
Not  one  the  fair  omits,  but  at  the  Creer'. 
Or  if  flic  joins  the  fervice,  'tis  tofpeak  ; 
Through  dreadfuly/^/ii,-^  the  pent  heart  might  break; 
Untaught  to  bear  it,  women  tali  aivay 
To  God  himfelf,  and  fondly  think  they  pray. 
'Qntftveet  their  accent,  and  their  air  refn'd ; 
For  they're  before  their  Maker — and  mjni::d .- 
When  ladies  once  are  proud  of  praying  well, 
S»tan  hJmftlf  will  wU  the  parifh  bell.  I 


Acquainted  with  the  World,  and  quite  WcUbred 
Drufa  receives  her  viGtants  in  bed  ; 
But,  chafte  as  ice,  this  Vefta,  to  defy 
The  very  blacked  tongue  of  calumny. 
When  from  the  flieets  her  lovely  form  flic  lifts. 
She  begs  you^w/?  would  turn  you,  while  {hefbifis. 

Thofe  charms  are  greateft  which  decline  the 
fight, 
That  makes  the  banquet  poignant  and  polite. 
There  is  no  "woman,  "where  there's  no  referee  ; 
And  'tis  on  plenty  your  poor  loversy^arw. 
But  with  a  modern  fair,  meridian  merit 
Is  a  fierce  thing,  they  call  a  nymph  offpirif. 
Mark  well  the  rollings  of  her  flaming  eye  ; 
And  tread  on  tiptoe,  if  you  dare  draw  nigh, 
"  Or  if  you  take  a  lion  by  the  beard  *, 
"  Or  dare  defy  the  fell  Hyrcanlan  bard, 
"  Or  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  rough  Ruflian  bear;" 
Firft  make  your  •will,  and  then  eonverfe  with  her. 
Thi.s  lady  glories  in  profufe  expence; 
And  thinks  diflraSiion  is  magnificence. 
To  beggar  her  gallant,  is  fame  delight ; 
To  be  more  fatal  ftill,  is  exquifte ; 
Had  ever  nymph  fuch  reafon  to  be  glad  ? 
In  duel  fell  two  lovers ;  one  run  mad. 
¥ltr  foes  their  honcft  execrations  pour; 
Her  levers  only  fliould  detefl  her  more. 

Flavia  is  conftant  to  her  old  gallant. 
And  gcneroufly  fupports  him  in  his  want. 
But  marriage  is  a  fetter,  is  a  fnare, 
A  hell,  no  lady  fo  polite  can  bear. 
She's  faithful,  flie's  obfervant,  and  with  paini 
Her  angel- brood  oi  bafardt  (he  maintains. 
Nor  load  advantage  has  the  fair  to  plead. 
But  that  oi  guilt,  above  the  marriage-bed. 

Amafia  hates  a  prude,  and  fcorns  reftraint; 
Whate'er  ftie  is,  flie'll  not  appear  a,  faint : 
Her  foul  fuperior  flies  formality  ; 
So  gsy  her  air,  her  condudl:  is  fo  free. 
Some  might  fufpecft  the  nymph  not  o-ver-gaoJ.^- 
Nor  would  they  be  miftaken,  if  they  ftiould. 

Unmarried  Abra  puts  on  formal  airs ;  [*r». 

Her  cufliion's  threadbare  with  her  condant  pray. 
Her  only  grief  is,  that  ftie  cannot  be 
At  once  engag'd  in  prayer  and  charity. 
And  this,  to  do  her  judice,  mud  be  faid, 
"  Who  would  not  think  that  Abra  was  a  maid  ?" 

Some  ladies  are  too  beauteous  to  be  wed  ; 
For  v/here's  the  man  that's  worthy  of  their  bed  ? 
If  no  difeafe  reduce  her  pride  before, 
Lavinia  will  be  ravifh'd  at  threefcore. 
Then  flie  fubmits  to  venture  in  the  dark  ; 
And  nothing  now  is  wanting — but  her  fpark. 

Lucia  thinks  happinefs  confids  in  date  ; 
She  weds  an  idiot,  but  die  eats  in  plate. 

The  goods  of  fortune,  which  her  foul  pofTe&j 
Are  but  iht ground  of  unmade  happinefs ; 
The  rude  material :   -wifdom  add  to  this, 
Wifdom,  the  fole  artifcer  of  blifs  ; 
She  from  herfelf,  if  fo  compell'd  by  need. 
Of  thin  content  can  draw  the  fnbtle  thread  ; 
But  (no  detradion  to  her  facred  fkill) 
If  ilie  can  work  in  go!d,  'tis  better  dill. 

*  Sbaifpean. 
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1f  Tullia  had  been  tleft  with  hal/hcr  fenfe, 
None  could  too  much  admire  her  excellence : 
But  fince  fhe  can  make  error  fhine  fo  bright, 
She  thinks  it  vulgar  lo  defend  the  right. 
With  unJerftanding  (he  is  quite  o'er-run  ; 
Aiid  by  too  great  accomplilhments  undone  : 
With  flcill  fhe  vibrates  her  ttern.I  tongue, 
For  ever  mo^  divinely  in  the  lurong. 

Naked  in  nothing  ihould  a  woman  be; 
But  veil  her  very  ivit  with  ma'.ejly  : 
Let  man  difcover.  let  not  her  dtfplay. 
But  yield  her  charms  of  mind  with  fweet  delay. 

For  pleafure  form'd,  perverfely  feme  believe, 
To  make  themfclves  important^  men  n\.M^  grieve . 
Lefbia  the  fair,  to  fire  her  jealous  lord, 
Pretends,  the  fop  fhe  laughs  at,  is  ador'd. 
In  vain  flic's  ^/-ewi  of  lecret  innocence  ; 
The  facft  fhe  feigns  were  fcarce  a  worfe  oiFonce. 

Mira  endow'd  with  every  charm  to  blefs. 
Has  no  defign,  but  on  her  hufband's  peace  : 
He  lov'd  her  ranch  ;  and  greatly  was  he  mov'd 
At  fmall  inquietudes  in  her  he  lov'd. 
"  How   charming    this !" — The  pleafure    lafted 

long ;  - 
Now  every  day  the  fits  come  thick  and  flrong  : 
At  laft  he  found  the  charmer  on\y  feign  d ; 
And  was  diverted  when  hejkauld  be  pain'd. 
What  greater  vengeance  have  the  gods  in  flora  I 
How  ted(pus  life,  now  fhe  can  plague  no  more  I 
She  tries  a  thoufand  arts;  but  aone  fucceed : 
She's  forc'd  a  fever  to  procure  indeed ; 
Thus  ftridllyprov'd  this  virtuous,  loving  tvife. 
Her  hufband's^a/«  was  dearer  than  her  life. 

Anxious  Melania  rifcs  to  my  view. 
Who  nevir  thirdcs  her  lover  pays  his  due  : 
Vifit,  prefent,  treat,  flatter,  and  adore"; 
Her  niajefty,  to-morrow,  calls  for  more. 
His  wounded  ears  complaints  eternal  fillj 
As  unoil'd  hinges,  queruloufly  fhrill- 
"   You  went  lall  night  with  Cclia  to  the  ball." 
You  prove  it  falfe.  "  Not  go  !  that's  worft  of  all." 
Nothing  can  pleafe  her,  nothing  not  inflame; 
And  arrant  contradi£liorrs  are  the  fame. 
Her  lover  mull  hefud,  to  pleafe  her  fpleen ; 
His  mirth  is  an  inexpiable  fin': 
For  of  all  rivals  that  can  pain  her  breaft. 
There's  one,  that  wounds  far  deeper  than  the  refl ; 
To  wreck  her  quiet,  the  mofl  dreadful  Ihelf 
Is  if  her  lover  dares  enjoy  himfelf. 

And  this,  becaufe  fhe's  exquifitcly  fair  : 
Should  I  difpute  her  beauty,  how  fhe'd  flare  ? 
How  would  Melania  be  furpris'd  to  hear 
She's  quite  deform'd  ?  And  yet  the  cafe  is  clear ; 
What's  female  beauty,  but  an  air  divine, 
Through  which  the  mind's  all-gentle  graces  fhine  ? 
They,  like  the  fun,  irradiate  all  between  ; 
The  body  ckarms  becaufe  the  foul  hfeen. 
Hence,  men  are  often  captives  of  a  lace, 
They  know  not  why,  of  no  peculiar  grace  :  [bear  i 
Some  forms,   though  bright,  no  mortal  man  can 
Some,  none  refijl  though  not  exceeding  fair. 

Arpafia's  highly  bern,  and  nicely  bred, 
Of  tafle  refin'd,  in  life  and  manners  read  ; 
Yet  reaps  no  fruit  from  her  fuperior  fenfe, 
Bat  to  be  tiaid  by  her  ov/n  txcellencc. 

Vol.  X» 


"  Folks  are  fo  awkward !  things  fo  unpoUte  !" 
She's  elegant 'y  pain'd  from  morn  till  night. 
Her  delicacy's  fhock'd  where'er  fhe  goes; 
Each  creature  s  imperfeBlms  are  her  -woes. 
Heaven  by  its  favour  has  the  fair  diftreft, 
And  pourdfuch  blefungs — that  fhe  can  the.  bleft. 

Ah !    why   io  vain,  though  blooming  in  thy 
fpring? 
Thou  fhining,  frail,  adord,  and  viretched  t.\\\n^; 
Old  age  tot'// come ;  difeafe  may  come  before ; 
Fifteen  is  full  as  mortal  as  threefcore. 
Thy  f  irtune,  and  thy  charms,  may  foon  decay  : 
But  grant  xh^ie fugitives  prolong  their  (lay, 
Their  bafis  totters,  their  foundation  fliakes ; 
Life,  that  fupports  them,  in  a  moment  breaks; 
Then  lurought  into  the  foul  let  virtues  fhine  ; 
The  ^rounrf  eternal,  as  the  ixjvrk  divine. 

Julia's  a  manager  ;  fhe's  born  for  rule  ; 
And  knows  her  luifer  hufband  is  z.  foot  i 
AfTemblies  holds,  and  fpins  the  fu&tle  thread 
That  guides  the  lojer  to  his  fair-one's  bed; 
For  difficult  amours  can  fmooth  the  way, 
And  tender  letters  <//£??ii/t',  or  convey. 
But,  if  depriv  d  of  fuch  important  cares, 
Her  wifdoni  condefcends  to  lefs  afTairs. 
For  her  oxvn  breakfafl  Ihe'li  projeSi  afcheme^ 
Nor  take  her  tea  without  a  (iratagem  j 
Prefides  o'er  trifes  with  a.ferious  face  ; 
Important,  by  the  virtue  oi grimace. 
Ladies  fupreme  among  amufements  rciga  j 
By  nature  born  tofooihe,  and  entertain. 
Their  prudence  in  a  fhare  of  folly  lies  : 
Why  will  they  be  fo  -weak  as  to  be  ivife  ? 

Syrena  is  for  ever  in  extremes. 
And  -zvitb  a  vengeance  fhe  commends,  or  blame», 
Confcious  of  her  difcernnient,  which  is  good. 
She  fl  rains  too  much  to  make  it  underflood. 
ti^r judgment  juft,  her  fentence  is  too  flrong; 
BcCaufe  (he's  right,  fhe's  ever  in  the  wrong. 

Brunetta's  wife  in  anions,  great,  and  rare: 
But  fcorns  on  iriJJes  to  beflow  her  care. 
Thus  every  hour  Brunetta  is  to  blame, 
Becaufe  th'  occafion  is  beneath  her  aim. 
Think  nought  a  trijls,  though  it  fmall  appear ; 
Small  faiids  the  mountain,  moments  make  the  year. 
And  trifles  life.     Your  care  to  trifles  give. 
Or  you  may  die,  before  you  truly  live. 

Go  breakfaft  with  Alicia,  there  you'll  fee. 
Simplex  mundiiiis,  to  the  laft  degree ; 
Uniac'd  her  (lays,  her  night-gown  is  unty'd, 
And  what  file  has  of  head  drefs,  is  aCde. 
She  draws  her  words,  and  waddles  in  her  pace ; 
Unwafh'd  her  hands,  and  much  befnuff 'd  her  face. 
A  nail  uncut,  and  head  uncomb'd  fhe  loves; 
And  would  draw  on  jack-boots,  as  foon  as  gloves. 
Gloves  by  queen  Befs's  maidens  might  be  mift  j 
Her  bleffed  eyes  ne'er  faw  a  female_^. 
Lovers,"  beware  1  to  wound  how  can  (he  fail 
With  fcarlet  finger,  and  lang  jetty  nail  ? 
Fi.r  Harvey,  the  firft  luit  file  cannot  be, 
Nor,  cruel  Richmond,  the  firft  ioafi,  for  thee.         , 
Since  full  each  other  ftation  of  renotun. 
Who  would  not  be  the  greateft  trapes  in  town  f 
Women  were  made  to  give  our  eyes  delight;       j 
K  female f.i.ven  is  an  odiou!  fight. ' 
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Fair  Ifabella  is  fo  fond  ot/ame. 
That  her  dear  felf\%  her  eternal  thenae  ; 
Through  hopes  of  contradidlion,  oft  fhe'll  fay, 
"  Mcthinks  I  look  fo  wretchedly  to  day  !'* 
"When  moft  the  world  applauds  you,  nioft  beware  ; 
'Tis  often  lefs  a  bUJpng  than  ^fnare. 
Diftruft  mankind;   with  your  own  heart  confer; 
And  dread  even  there  to  find  a  flatterer. 
The  breath  of  oihert  raifes  our  renown ; 
Our  <nun  as  furely  blows  the  pageant  down. 
'Take  up  no  more  than  you  by  worth  can  claim, 
Left  foon  you  prove  a  bankrupt  in  your  fame. 

But  own  I  niuft,  in  this  perverted  age. 
Who  moft  defer-ve,  can't  always  moft  engage. 
So  far  is  worth  from  making  glory  fure, 
It  often  hinders  what  it  Jbould  procure.         [wife  ? 
Whom  praife  we  mc/}  ?  the  virtuous,  brave,  and 
J^o;  wretches  whom  in  fecret  we  defpife. 
And  who  fo  blind,  as  not  to  fee  the  caufe  ? 
No  rivals  rais'd  by  fuch  difcreet  applaufe  ; 
And  yet,  of  credit  it  lays  in  a  ftore,  [more. 

By  which  our  fpleen  may  wou^  true  worth  the 

Ladies  there  are  who  think  one  crime  is  all  : 
Can  women,  then,  no  way  but  hadivardfaWi 
So  fweet  is  that  one  crime  they  don't  purfue, 
To  pay  its  lofs,  they  think  all  others y^To. 
Who  hold  that  crime  fo  dear,  muft  never  claim 
Qi  injured  medejly  the  facred  name. 

But  Clio  thus  :  "  What  1  railing  without  end  ? 
"  Mean  talk  !  how  much  more  generous  to  com- 

"  mend !" 
Yes,  to  commend  as  you  are  wont  to  do, 
My  kind  inJiruBor,  and  example  too. 
«'  IDaphnis,"  fays  Clio,  "  has  a  charming  eye  : 
"  Wiiat  pity  'tis  her  fhoulder  is  awry  ! 
"  Afpafia's  fhape  indeed — But  then  her  air — 
"  The  man  has  parts  who  finds  deftru(5lion  there. 
'**  Almeria's  wit  has  fomething  that's  divine  ; 
"  And  wit's  enough — how  few  in  all  things  fhine  I 
'*  Selina  ferves  her  friends,  relieves  the  poor — 
"  Who  was  it  faid  Selina's  near  threefcore  ? 
*'  At  Lucia's  match  I  from  my  foul  rejoice; 
*'  The  world  congratulates  fo  wife  a  choice  ; 
"  His  lordftiip's  rent-roll  is  exceeding  great — 
"  But  mortgages  will  fap  the  beft  eftate. 
"  In  Shirley's  form  might  cherubims  appear; 
"  But  then — (he  has  &  freckle  on  her  far." 
Without  a  but,  Hortenlia  fhe  commends, 
The  firft  of  women,  and  the  beft  of  friends ; 
Owns  her  in  perfon,  wit,  fame,  virtue,  bright : 
Bwt  how  comes  this  to  pafs? — She  dy'd  laft  night. 

Thus  nymphs  commend,  who  yet  at  fatire  rail : 
Indeed  that's  needlefs,  \ifueh  praife  prevail. 
And  whence  fuch  praife  ?  our  virulence  is  thrown 
On  other's  fame,  through  fondnefs  for  our  oinm. 

Of  rank  and  riches  proud,  Cleora  frowns; 
For  are  not  coronets  a-kin  to  croivns  ? 
Her  greedy  eye,  and  her  fublime  addrefs, 
The  height  of  avarice  and  pride  confefs. 
You  feek  perfcdlions  worthy  of  her  rank ; 
Go,  feek  for  her  perfeftions  at  the  bank. 
By  wealth  unquench'd,  by  reafon  uncontroul'd, 
For  ever  burns  her  facred  thirft  of  gold. 
As  fond  of  five-pence,  as  the  verieft  cit ; 
/tsd  ([uitc  as  much  4eteftc«i  as  a  ■»/;. 


Can  gold  calm  pafjian,  or  make  reafon  fiuiie  ? 
Can  we  dig /><?««<?,  or  ivifdom,  from  the  mine  ? 
Wifdom  to  gold  prefer ;  for  'tis  much  lefs 
To  make  ciar  fortune,  than  our  bappinefs. 
That  happinefs  which  great  ones  often  fee. 
With  rage  and  wonder,  in  a  low  degree  : 
Themfelves  unbleft.     The  poor  are  only  poor  ; 
But  what  are  they  who  dr«>p  amid  their  ftore  ? 
Nothing  is  meaner  than  a  wretch  of  fate  ; 
The  happy  only  are  the  truly  great. 
Peafants  enjoy  like  appetites  with  kings; 
And  thofc  beft  fatisfted  with  cheapeft  things. 
Could  both  our  Indies  buy  but  one  new  fenfe. 
Our  envy  would  be  due  to  large  expenfe. 
Since  n :>t,  thofe  pomps  which  to  the  great  belong,. 
Are  but  poor  arts  to  mark  them  from  the  throng. 
See  how  they  beg  an  alms  of  flattery  ! 
They  languifh  !  oh  fupport  them  with  a  lie  I 
A  decent  competence  we  fully  tafte; 
It  ftrikes  our  fenfe,  and  gives  a  conftant  feaft  ; 
More,  we  perceive  by  dint  of  thought  alone  ; 
The  rich  muft  labour  to  pofCefs  their  oivn. 
To  feel  their  great  abundance ;  and  requeft 
Their  humble  friends  to  help  them  to  be  bleft ; 
To  fee  their  treafures,  hear  their  glory  told. 
And  aid  the  wretched  impotence  of  gold,    [divine. 

But  forac,  great  fouls  I  and  touch'd  with  warmth 
Give  gold  a  price,  and  teach  its  beams  to  fhine. 
All  hoarded  treafures  they  repute  a  load; 
Nor  think  their  wealth  their  oivn,  till  wellbeftow'd. 
Grand  refcrvoirs  of  public  happinefs, 
ThroMgh  fecret  ftreams  difFufively  they  blefs; 
And,  while  their  bounties  glide,  coneeal'd  from 

view, 
lielieve  our  ivants,  znAfpare  our  hlufhes  too. 
But  fatire  is  my  talk ;  and  ihefe  dcftroy 
Her  gloomy  province,  and  malignant  joy. 
Help  me,  ye  mifers !  help  me  to  complain. 
And  biaft  our  common  enemy,  Germain  : 
But  otir  in'ueSii-ves  muft  defpair  fuccefs ; 
For,  next  to  praife,  ftie  values  nothing  lefi. 

What  pidure's  yonder,  loofen'd  from  its  frame  ? 
Or  is  't  Afturia,  that  afie<5led  dame  ? 
The  brighteft  forms,  through  affeSlation,  fade 
To  ftrange  «ew  things,  which  nature  never  made, . 
Frown  not,  ye  fair!  fo  much  your  fex  we  prize, 
We  hate  thofe  arts  that  take  you  from  our  eye§. 
In  Albucinda's  native  grace  is  feen 
What  yon,  who  labour  at  perfedlion  mean. 
Short  is  the  rule,  and  to  be  learn'd  with  eafe, 
Retain  your  gentle  felves,  and  you  muf  pleafe. 
Here  might  I  fiug  of  Memmia's  mincing  mien. 
And  all  the  movements  of  the  foft  machine  : 
How  two  red  lips  affe<fted  zephyrs  blow, 
To  cool  the  bohea,  and  inflame  the  beau  : 
While  one  white^^^cr  and  a  thumb  confpire 
To  lift  the  mp,  and  make  the  world  admire. 

Tea }  how  I  tremble  at  thy  fatal  ftream ! 
As  Lethe,  dreadful  to  the  loiieoffame. 
What  devaftations  on  thy  banks  are  fcen  ! 
V^hzt  fbades  of  mighty  names  which  once  have  been! 
An  hecatomb  of  characSlers  fupplies 
Thy  painted  altars  daily  facrificc. 

H ,  P ,  B ,  afpers'd  by  thee,  deca^, 

As  grains  of  fineft  fugars  mdt  away, 
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An  !  recommend  tht  more  to  mortal  tafte; 
StandalV  llie  fvveet"  aer  of  ^female  fead. 

But  this  inhuni;in  triuniph  (hall  decline, 
And  thy  revoltincr  naiads  call  for  lu'inc ; 
Spirits  no  longer  (hall  ferve  under  thee  ; 
But  reign  in  thy  own  cwp,  exploded  ita  ! 
Citronia's  nofe  declares  thy  ruin  nigh,  ■ 
And  who  dares  give  Citronia's  nofe  the  lie  ! 

The  ladies  long  at  men  of  drink  exclaim'd, 
And  what  impair'd  both  health  and  virtue,  blam'd ; 
At  lenp;th,  to  refcue  man,  the  generous  lafs 
Stole  from  her  confort  the  pernicious  glals. 
As  glorious  as  the  Britilh  queen  renown'd, 
Who  fuck'd  the  poifon  from  her  hufband's  wound. 

Nor  to  the  g-/.-//}  alone  are  nymphs  inclin'd, 
But  every  bolder  vice  of  bold  mankind. 

O  Juvenal !  for  thy  feverer  rage, 
To  lafli  the  ranker  follies  of  our  age. 

Are  there,  aaiong  the  females  of  our  ifle, 
Such  faults,  at  which  it  is  a  fault  to  f/nile  ? 
There  are.  Vice,  once  by  mod^J!  nature  chain'd 
And  legal  ties,  expatiates  unreftrain'd  ; 
Without  thin  decency  held  up  to  view. 
Naked  fhe  ftalks  o'er  law  and  gofpel  too. 
Our  matrons  lead  fuch  exemplary  lives, 
Men  ligh  in  vain  for  none  but  for  their  wives  ; 
Who  marry  to  he/ree,  to  range  the  more, 
And  wed  one  n;an,  to  wanton  with  a  fcore. 
Abroad  too  kind,  at  home  'tis  ftedfaft  hate, 
And  one  eternal  tempeft  of  debate. 
What  foul  eruptions,  from  a  look  fnoft  meek  f 
What  thunders  burfting,  from  a  dimpled  cheek  ! 
Their  pajpons  bear  it  witli  a  lofty  hand  ! 
But  then,  their  reafon  is  at  due  command. 
Is  there  whom  you  deteft,  and  feek  his  life  .'' 
Truft  no  foul  with  the  fecret — but  his  wife. 
/i^/Wj  wonder  that  their  condudl  1  condemn. 
And  afk,  what  kindred  isa/pou/e  to  them  ? 

What  fwarms  of  zmoron^  grandmotbers  I  fee  ! 
And  miffes,  ancient  in  iniquity  ! 
What  blafting  whifpers,  and  what  loud  declaiming  1 
What  lying,  drinking,  bawding,  fwearing,  ganir 

Frietidlhip  fo  cold,  fuch  warm  incontinence  ; 
Such  griping  avarice,  fuch  profufe  expence  ; 
Such  dead'  devotion,  fuch  a  zeal  for  crimes; 
Such  licen^'d  ill,  fuch  mafquerading  times; 
Such  venal  faith,  fuch  mifapply'd  applatiCe; 
Such  flatter'd  guilt,  and  fuch  inverted  laws; 
Such  diffolution  through  the  whole  1  find, 
Tis  not  z  world,  but  chaos  of  mankind. 

Since  Sundays  have  no  balls,  the  well-drefs'd  bellt 
Shines  in  the  pew,  but  fmiles  to  hear  oi  ieli  ; 
And  cafts  an  eye  of  fweet  difdain  on  all, 
Who  liftcn  lefs  to  Collins  than  St.  Paul. 
Atheifts  have  been  but  rare  ;  fince  nature's  birth, 
Till  now,  fhe-athciP.s  ne'er  appear'd  on  earth. 
Ve'  men  of  deep  refearches,  lay,  whence  fpringa 
This  daring  chara(5ler,  in  timorous  things  ? 
Who  ftart  z.\.  feathers,  from  an  infeB  fly, 
A  ma'ch  for  nothi'ng — but  th'e  Deity. 
But,  not  to  wrong  the  fair,  the  mufe  mud  own, 
In  this'  purfuit  they  court  not  fame  alone  ; 
But  join  to  that  a  more  fubftantial  view, 
*■•  From  tliinking  free,,  to  be  fr;2-  agents  too." 


They  ftrive  with  their  own  hearts,  and  keep 
therii  down. 

In  complaifance  to  all  the  fools  iri  town. 

O,  liow  they  tremble  at  the  name  bi prude  ! 

And  die  with  fhame  at  thoifght  of  being  ^oci.' 

For  what  will  Artimis    the  rich  and  gay, 

\Vhat  will  the  wits,  that  is,  the  coxcombs,  fay  ? 

They  heaven  defy,  to  earth's  vile  dregs  a  flave; 

Through  cowardice,  molt  execrably  brave. 

With  our  own  Judgments  durft  we  to  coniply. 

In  virtue  fliould  we  live,  in  glory  die. 

Rife  then,  my  mufe,  in  honell  fury  rife  ; 

They  dread  a  fatire,  who  defy  the  fkies. 

Atlieifts  are  few  :  moft  nymphs  a  godhead  oi)?II  ; 

And  nothing  but  his  attributes  dethrone. 

From  Atheifts  far,  they  ftedfaftly  believe 

God  is,  and  is  Almighty — to  forgi-ve. 

His  other  excellence  they'll  not  difputc  ; 

But  mercy,  (ure,  is  his  chief  attribute. 

Shall  pleafures  of  a  fiiort  duration  chain 

A  lady's  fcul  in  everlafting  pain  .' 

Will  the  great  author  lis  poor  Worms  deftroy; 

For  now  and  then  zfip  of  tranfient  joy  ? 

No,  he's  for  ever  in  a  fmiling  mood; 

He's  like  themfclves  ;  or  how  could  he  be  good  ? 

And  they  bUfpherhc,  who  blacker  fchemes  fup- 
pofe  — - 

Dev'6utty  thtis  Jehovah  they  depofe. 

The  pure  !  the  juji  !  and  fet  up  in  his  ftead 

A  deity  that's  perfectly  luell  bred. 

"  Dear  Til'ocfoh  !  be  fure  the  befl  6f  men  ; 
"  Nor  t.hought  he  more, than  thought  greatOrigen, . 
"  Though  once  upon  a  time  he  milbehav'd ; 
"  Poor  tiatan  !  doubtlefs  he'll  at  length  be  fav'd. 
"  Let  priefts  do  fomething  for  their  one  in  ten ; 
"  It  is  their  trade  ■  fo  far  they're  honed  nien. 
"  Let  them  cant  on,  fince  they  have  got  the  knack, 
*'  And  drefs  their  notions,  Ifke  themfelves,  in  Hack  ; 
"  Fright  us  with  terrors  of  a  vvorld  v.nknoivn, 
"  From  joys  of  this,  to  keep  them  all  their  o-wn. 
"  Of  eartli's  fair  fruits,  indeed,  they  claim  a  fee  j 
"  But  then  they  leave  our  untitled  -virtue  free. 
"  P'irtt/e's  a  prutty  thing  io  make  aJUoiv  : 
"  Did  ever  mortal  write  like  a  Kochefotcault  l'^ 
Thus  pleads  the  devil's  fair  apologift, 
And,  pleading,  fafely  entei's  on  his  Hd. 

Let  angel-forms  angelic  truths  maintain ; 
Nature  disj6ins  the  btauicous  and  prefane. 
For  what's  true  beauty,  but  fair  virtut's/ace  ? 
Virtu*  made  vljilde  in  outward  grace  i' 
bhe  then  that's  haunt*'  with  an  impious  mind', 
The  more  fhe  charms,  the  more  (lie_yfeofij  mankifid'. 
But  cliarms  decKni  :  the  fair  long  vigils  keep  : 
They   fleep  n6  more  I   Quadrille  has  »  mijrder'd' 

ileep. 
"  Poor  K — p  !  cries  Livia'I    I  ha\^e  not  been' there 
"  Thefe  two  nights;  the  poor  crc-ature  willdcfpaif. 
"  I  hate  a  crowd — but  to  do  good,  you  know — 
"  And  people  of  comation  (hrtuld  beftow." 
Convii)c'd,o'erc6nie,to  K — p'sgrave  matrons  rupy 
I  t^ovf  fct  a  daughter,  and  no^N  fiskc  a  fon  ; 
I-  Let  health,  fame,  temper,  beauty,  fortune,  fly;- 
And  beggar  haif  their  race — through  fAarify. 


^ 
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THE   WORKS    OF   YOCNG. 


Immoctal  were  we,  or  dfc  mortal  fazfr,  | 

I  Ids  ihoBld  bluBC  thbcriaiiiBl  d<rli^ht : 
Bat  fince  Ac  gay  zfianhl^**  pyc  ^.  nosi  \ 

1%  bat  an  ■ppcr  ft^-rj  to  fame  tomb.  | 

l>4«^limV»_  we  need  not  amrjimi  bdog  jbao,  | 

And,  Mmj^lt  to  fly,  cutsmd  to  be  uadooe.  | 

We  need  noc  boy  oar  rvia  wixh  our  crime,  i 

And  gi^e  eUrmkj  to  mnrder  AcaK-  j 

The  love  of  gamin?  i;  the  woril  of  His ; 
Widi  TTafi^^-fe  ftorn^^  die  bUckea'd  foul  it  &Ili ; 
lavcigfas  at  Heaven,  DegkwLs  the  tics  of  blood ; 
Deftroys  tre  power  aad  viU  of  coiag  ^c>>d ;  \ 

Kilb  heakh.  fowas  boo jor,  p'ungpcs  in  difgrace,       < 
And  «rba.t  is  fHll  more  dreadfui —  fpcik  yoor  face.  ! 
Sec  yonder  let  of  thieves  that  live  oa  ijpoil,  ' 

Tbeyca^^  and  tbe  nam  of  o&r  iile  !  { 

And  fee  (ftiai^  i^t !),  amid  that  ruffian  band,    | 
A  form  dhrine  high  \7ave  her  fbowy  hand ; 
That  rattles  load  a  fical]  cDchanted  box, 
VHucK,  load  as  thaad^x,  en  tbe  board  fhe  knoc^ 
And  as  b:'ce   fionos,  which  earth's  fonnditinn 

ihoo<c. 
From  £3l«»'s  cave  impetaoBs  broke, 
Fr^-xn  ihis  &aall  cavern  a  aix'd  tenipeft  ffies, 

Ftar,  rage,  oooTolficE,  te*rs,  oaths,  blafplwmifs  ! 
For  mta,  I  mcin — ^Jhe  fair  discharges  ooae ; 
^fit^  (guiltle*'s  creamie  !)  fweat:  fo  Heaven  alone. 
See  her  eves  Itait .  cheeks  glow !  and  moidcs 
fwe'd.' 
Like  tbe  mad  maid  in  tbe  Cameao  cell. 
Tbas  that  divine  one  hssj^  aigfats  employs ! 
Thus  tones  ber  fool  to  t^dcr  copcial  joys  1 

And  when  tbe  crocl  momiog  calls  to  bed, 

Albd  on  ber  piilaw  l^ys  ber  aching  head, 
Whb  tbe  dear  images  ber  dreams  are  crown'd, 

The  die  fpias  lovely,  or  the  urAi  go  rwoad  j 

lavagiaary  rain  diarms  ber  ftHl; 

Her  happy  bvd  is  cockoU'd  \FjJ^»£Ue  > 

Acd  If  ihe's  bnMif;h£  to  bed,  'tis  ten  to  one. 

He  marks  the  forcbead  cf  her  darling  fi'O. 
O  !  fcene  of  borror,  asd  of  wild  deTpair, 

"W^T  is  the  rich  Axrides  Iplecdid  heir 

Cecih-aia'd  to  qnit  his  acdent  It  rd'.y  feat, 

And  hide  hi^  glones  in  a  mean  retreat  ? 

Vhy  that  drawn  fwocd  ?  and  whence  that  dif- 
.    msl  cry  ? 

"Why  pile  diilraAian  tbroogfa  the  family  ? 

See  mr  '<ord  threaten,  asd  my  lady  weep. 

And  treniblh-g  fer  rants  from  tbe  tempeft.  creep. 

Why  thaz  gay  yin  to  aidant  regions  fent  ? 

\CbBt  fiends  xhit'dai^i*tTs  deftin'd  match  prevent  ? 

Wfay  tbe  wboie  YkOfie.  in  Inddcn  rain  laid  i 

O  nothing,  bat  laft  night — my  lady  f^'d. 
Bat  wanders  coc  my  fuire  {fcva  her  theme ! 

Is  Ait  too  owing  to  the  love  ol/jai  ? 

Thoogh  sow  yoor  hearts  on  Ucrt  are  beCLsw'd, 

'Twas  firft  a  vaim-Jrm^ita  to  the  muJe  ; 

Nsr  ccafe  we  brrt,  Cnce  'tis  a  vice  lb  ftroog  ; 

Tbe  tu»ier!t  fweef<s  all  womankind  along. 

This  may  be  faid.  in  honour  of  oar  times,  . 

Xhat  iMiie  BOW  ftand  S^imgiufitd  by  their  crimes. 
If  fin  yoa  mnft,  take  natcre  for  your  gii.is  ; 

Ltve  has  foifae  foft  eicufe  ta  fjxsthe  your  pride  : 

Ye  fair  apoSates  from  love's  ancient  power  ! 

Can  ootiuBf  r*vj*,b«  zgM-nJbstKT  ? 


Can  cards  alone  yoor  glowing  facer  feiitf  ; 
MuS  C-ipid  lcamto^««/,  e'er  he  caa  f'e^/e  ? 
When  you  re  enamofu-'d  of  a  lift  or  ai,t. 
What  cin  the  prtad,cr  inore,  to  make  Ui  cia/Sr  ? 
Wliv  mud  Cr.og  yooths  mwmarrjd  pine  away  ? 
They  End  e:>  vrunian  difengag'o — &otn  play. 
Why  >ir.e  the  -xjrrj  i> — O  fcvcrer  £»£e  1 
They  find  ficai  {.lay  no  difenga^'d — ^mU, 
F>£Tia,  at  iovcrs  iaife,  tmtm^d,  and  hard, 
TuiDi  p^'e,  and  trembles  at  a  arwd  card. 
Ncr  Arrii'i  B.ble  can  fecnrc  her  age ; 
Her  -hrci.cori  years  are  fhuSing  with  ber  page. 
While  £t^h  llasd<  by,  bjt  tul  the  game  is  done. 
To  i*ecp  ihiit^jii,  ia  jaiHce,  long  hi>  ra-«  ; 
J-ike  old  cardi  ting"d  with  fu!{^ar,  file  takes  fire;' 
Or,  l:ke  fcuSs  funk  in  fockets,  bkze^  higher. 
Ye  gods !  with  «-»  deligliti  infpire  the  fair ; 
Or  jfivc  u<._^u,  ard  lave  its  from  dcfpair. 

Sons,  brothers,  fathers,  h'^iiozix'^traJffmat,  dofe 
In  my  complaint,  and  brand  yocr  fins  in  prvfi  .■ 
Yet  I  believe,  as  firmly  as  my  creed. 
In  fpite  of  all  our  wifdcm,  yoo'll  proceed : 
Onr  pride  fo  ^reat,  ocr  paffioo  is  fo  finiag. 
Advice  to  right  conOmu  as  in  the  m  —jg. 
I  hear  you  cry,  **  Th»  fellow's  very  odd." 
When  ja  fhafiife,  who  would  cot  kifs  tbe  rod  ? 
Bat  [  ve  a  charm  yonr  anger  fhall  cootrool. 
And  torn  yo  ji-  eyes  with  coldnds  on  the  ««i/!r. 

The  charm  begins  1  to  yonder  flood  of  l^bt, 
Tliat  buriis  o'er  gloomy  Britain,  torn  yoor  li^ht. 
What  guardian  power  o'crwhelms  yoor  ibals  witb 

awe  * 
Her  deeds  arc  precepts,  her  erample  law ; 
'Midft  cnspires  charms,  how  Carolina's  heart 
Gicws  with  the  io»e  of  mrtme,  and  of  at  I 
Her  favour  is  diffus'd  to  that  degree, 
Ft"''^'  CI  gobdneis .'   it  has  dawn'd  on  me  : 
When  in  my  page,  to  balance  cumerons  faalts. 
Or  godlike  deedswere  ihown,Qr  genexoos  tbooght^ 
She  fmil'd,  imdi^rimt  to  be  {Aeas'd,  nor  knew 
Fro.-n  wham  my  pen  tbe  ijrra^d  Inflre  drew. 

Thus  '  the  majeilic  mother  of  mankind. 
To  her  own  charms  moil  amiably  blind. 
On  the  green  margin  innocecdy  fiood. 
And  gaz'd  icdt:igent  on  tbe  cryflal  flood  ; 
Snrvey'd  the  iiraDgrr  in  the  pain:ed  waTe, 
And,  fiouLng,  prais'd  tbe  bean  ties  which  Die  gave. 

SATIRE  Vir. 

TO  TEE  a;GET  BOX.  sia  KOBear  walpole. 

*  Carmina  torn  melius,  cum  vencrit  Iple,  caBemos." 

Vug. 

Ox  this  bifl  laboor,  this  my  clofing  ftrain. 
Smile,  Walpole,  or  the  Nuie  infp.re  in  vain  : 
To  At:,  'tis  doe  ;  that  verfe  how  joftly  thine. 
Where  Bracfwick's  gl<^  crowns  tbe  whole  defign  r 
That  glory,  which  thy  coucfeis  make  fo  bright; 
That  iziorj,  which  on  thee  rcSem  a  light, 
niof^rioui  commerce,  and  bat  rarely  known  ; 
To  chat,  and  t^e,  a  laflre  from  the  thitme. 

Nor  think  that  thou  art  foreign  to  my  tbone; 
Theyhoteia  is  toi  foreign  to  'dxjirttm. 


MUtm, 


LOVE    or    FAME. 


3? 


Ho;»7  all  mankind  will  be  furpri>M  to  fee 

This  flood  of  Britifh  folly  charg'd  on  thee .' 

Say,  Britain !   whence  this  caprice  of  thy  fon«. 

Which  through  their  various  ranks  with  fury  runs? 

The  canfe  is  plain,  a  caufe  which  we  muft  blcls; 

For  caprice  is  the  daughter  oifuczefs, 

(A  bad  effeifi,  but  from  a  pieafing  caufe  ') 

And  gives  our  rulers  undeflgn'd  applaufe  ; 

Tells  how  their  condud  bids  our  vieattl  increafe, 

And  lulls  us  in  the  downy  lap  of  peaes. 

V.'hile  I  furvey  the  b'efiings  of  our  ifle, 

Her  arts  triumphant  in  the  royal  fmile. 

Her  public  ■wounds  bound  op,  her  credit  high, 

Her  cvpimerce  fpreading  fails  in  every  (ky. 

The  plcaCng  fcene  recalls  my  theme  again, 

And  Ihows  the  madnefj  of  ambitious  men. 

Who,  fond  of  blcodfhed,   draw  the   murdering 

fword. 
And  burn  to  give  mankind  a  fingle  lord. 

The  follies  paft  are  of  a  private  kind  ; 
Their  fphere  is  fmall ;  their  mifchief  is  confin'd  : 
But  daring  men  there  are  (awake,  my  mufe. 
And  raife  thy  verfe  !)  who  bolder  phrenzy  choofe ; 
Who,  (lung  by  glory,  rave,  and  bound  away  ; 
The  -worl^  their  field,  and  tumar.tind  their  prey. 

The  Grecian  chief,  th'  enthufiaft  if  \\\s  pride  ^ 
With  rage  and  terror  llalking  by  his  CJe, 
Raves  round  the  globe  :  he  foars  into  a  god  ! 
Stand  faft,  Olympus:  and  faftain  his  nod. 
The  peft  divine  in  horrid  grandeur  reigns, 
And  thrives  on  mankind's  miferics  and  pains. 
What  flaughter'd  bojls  !  what  i'Ma  in  a  blaze  I 
What  waded  countries  !  and  what  a'wnlon  feas  { 
With  orphans  tears  his  impiou-  bowl  o'erflows, 
And  cries  of  kingdoms  lull  him  to  repofe. 

And  cannot  thrice  ten  hundred  years  unprjife 
The  bciRerous  boy,  and  blaft  his  guilty  bays  ? 
Why  want  we  then  encomiums  on  (htjiotm^ 
Or  faimne,  cr  •voham?  They  perform 
Their  mighty  deeds;  they,  hero  like,  can  flay. 
And  fpread  their  ample  defarts  in  a  day. 
O  great  alliance  !   O  civine  rqpown  ! 
With  dearth,  znd  fepUence,  :o  fhare  the  crown. 
When  men  extol  a  wild  deftroyer's  name, 
larth's  Builder  and  Preferver  they  blalpheme. 

One  to  deftroy,  i?  murder  by  the  law  ; 
And  gibbets  keep  the  lifted  hand  in  awe  ; 
To  murder  ttcj/lrnds,  takes  a  fpecions  name, 
fyars  glctious  art,  and  gives  immortal /irw^. 

When,  after  battle,  I  the  6eld  have  feen   [men  : 
Spread  o'er  with  ghaftly  {hapes.  which  once  were 
A  ar.icn  crufli'd,  a  nation  of  the  hra-x  ! 
A  realm  of  death  !  and  on  this  iide  the  grave  I 
Are  there,  faid  I,  who  from  this  fad  furvey, 
This  luwtan  cLaos,  caiTj  fmiles  away  .* 
How  did  my  heart  with  indignation  rife  ! 
How  honeft  nature  fwell'd  into  my  eyes  I 
How  was  I  fhcck'd  to  think  the  hero's  trade 
Of  fuch  materiais.yaOTjf  and  triunpb,  made  '. 

How  guilty  theie  !  yet  not  lef^  guilty  they. 
Who  reach  falfe  glory  by  a  fm  Kither  way  : 
^Hio  wrap  de{lru(S:on  up  in  gentle  words, 
And  bows, and  fmiles,  more  fatal  than  their  fwords; 
Who  flifle  nature,  and  fublift  on  art ; 
Who  coin  the/jf.',  and  petrify  the  bsart ; 


All  real  kindncfs  for  the  (how  Jircard, 
As  marble  polifli'd,  and  as  marble  hard; 
Who  do  for  gold  what  Chriftians  do  through  grace, 
"   With  open  arms  thtir  enemies  embrace;" 
Who  give  a  nod  when  broken  hearts  repine; 
"  The  thinned  food  on  which  a  wretch  can  diuc :" 
Or,  if  they  ferve  you,  ferve  you  difinclin'd. 
And,  in  their  height  of  kindnefs,  are  unkind. 
Such  courtiers  were,  and  fuch  again  may  be, 
iValvf'le,  when  men  fcrget  to  copy  thee. 

Here  ceafe,  my  mufe  :  the  cataUgye  is  writ ; 
Nor  one  more  candidate  ior  fame  admit, 
Though  difappointc'd  thonfands  juftly  blame 
Thy  partial  pen,  and  boaft  an  equal  claim  : 
Be  this  their  comfort,  fools,  omitted  here, 
May  farnifti  langh'er  for  anothsr  year. 
Then  let  Crifpino,  who  was  ne'er  refus'J 
The_/t/.-/Vf  yet  of  being  well  aba.-'d. 
With  patience  wait :  and  be  content  to  reign 
The  pink  of  puppies  in  fnmc  future  ftrain. 

Seme  future  ftrain,  in  which  the  mufe  fljall  tell 
15.0^  fcience  dwindles,  and  bow  'oaluv:!!  fwcll. 

How  commentators  each  djrk  pEffage  ftiun. 
And  hold  their  fa'thicf'  cindle  to  iVtfun. 

How  to'rtui'd  texts  to  fptak  our  fcufe  are  made, 
And  every  vice  is  to  the  fcripture  laid. 

How  mifers  fquecze  a  yourg  voluptuous  peer  ; 
His  fins  to  Lucifer  not  half  fo  dear. 

How  Verfus  is  lefs  q-ialify'd  to  (teal 
With  f.4ord  and  piftol,  than  witii  wax  and  fcaL 

How  lawyers  fees  to  fuch  e.tcefs  are  run. 
That  clients  are  redrefs'd  till  they're  unaone. 
Kcw  ore  man's  anguiCi  is  another's  fport ; 
And  ev  n  denials  coft  os  dear  at  court. 

How  man  eternally  falfe  judgrrent?  makes. 
And  ail  his  joys  ar.d  forrows  are  mijiales. 

This  fvvarni  of  themes  that  fettles  on  n-.y  pen, 
Which  I,  like  fummer  flies,  fliake  off  again, 
Let  others  firg  ;  to  whom  my  weak  effay 
But  found'  a  prelude,  and  points  out  their  prey: 
That  duty  done,  I  hailen  to  complete 
My  own  cefign  ;  fi-r  Toafon's  af  the  gate. 

The  love  of  fame  in  its  tffeii  furvey 'd. 
The  male  has  fung  !  be  now  the  caufe  difplay'd  : 
Since  fo  diffufive,  and  fo  wide  it?  fway, 
What  is  this  power,  whom  all  mankind  obey  ? 

Shot  from  above,  by  heaver's  indulgence,  came 
This  generous ai-dour,  this  unconquer'd  flame. 
To  -vaim,  to  raife,  to  deify,  mankind, 
Sti.i  burning  brighteft  in  the  noblcA  mind. 
By  largc-foul'd  men,  for  tliirft  of  fame  renown  "J, 
Wife  taws   were   frani'4,  and   facred  arts  were 

ftnnd ; 
Deflre  ©f  praife  fi-ft  broke  the  patriot's  reft : 
And  made  a  bulwar'g  of  the  'warrior's  bread; 
It  bids  Argyll  in  fields  and  fenatc  ibine. 
What  more  can  prove  its  origin  divine .' 

But,  oh  I  this  pafli  n  planted  in  the  foul. 
On  eagle's  wings  to  mount  her  to  the  pole. 
The  flaming  minifler  of  nirtue  meant, 
Set  up  falfe  gods,  and  wrong'd  her  high  defcent. 

Am'tjition,  hence,  exerts  a  doubtful  force. 
Of  blots,  and  beauties,  an  alternate  foorce  ; 
Hence  Gi'don  rails,  that  raven  of  the  pit, 
Who  thi  ires  upon  the  carcafes  of  wit ; 
C      iij 
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And  in  art-loving  Scarborough  is  feen 
How  kind  a  pattern  Pollia  might  have  been. 
Purfuit  of  fame  with  pedants  fills  our  fchooli, 
And  in:o  coxcombs  burniflies  ouv  fqolt  ; 
Porfuit  of  fame  makes  folid  learning  bright, 
And  Newton  lift-,  above  ?.  mortal  height; 
That  key  f  f  nature,  by  whofe  wit  (he  clear* 
Her  long,  lot^g  fecrets  of  five  thoufand  years. 

Would  you  then  fully  comprehend  the  whole, 
P-^by,  and  in  what  degrees,  pride  fways  the  foul  ? 
(For,  though  in  all  not  equally,  flic  reigns) 
Awake  to  knowledge,  and  attend  my  (trains. 

Ye  dodors!  hear  the  dodrine  I  difclofe, 
As  true,  as  if  'twere  writ  in  dulleli  profe  ; 
As  if  a  letter'd  dunce  had  faid,  "  '  fis  right," 
And  imprimatur  uflier'd  it  to  light. 
Ambition  in  the  truly  noble  mind. 
With  filter- virtue  is  for  ever  join'd; 
As  in  fam'd  Lucrece,  who,  with  equal  dread, 
From  guilt  znifcame,  by  her  laft  condud,  fled  : 
Her  virtue  long  rebell'd  in  firm  difdain. 
And  the  fword  pointed  at  her  heart  in  vain  ; 
But,  when  the  flave  was  threaten'd  to  be  laid 
Ipead  by  her  fide,  her  love  of  fame  obey'd. 
la  meaner  minds  ambition  works  alone  ; 
But  with  fuch  art  puts  virtue's  afpedt  on, 
That  net  more  like  in  feature  and  in  mien. 
The  God  and  mortal  ip  the  comic  fcene  *. 
Falfe  Juiius,  ambiifh'd  in  this  fair  difguife, 
iSoon  made  the  Roman  liberties  his  prize. 

No  maflc  in  bafejl  minds  ambition  wears, 
But  in  full  light  pricks  up  her  afs',-.  ears  : 
All  I  have  fung  are  Inftances  of  this. 
And  prove  my  theme  uniolded  pot  amifs. 

Ye  vain  !  deCft  from  your  erroneous  ftrif?  ; 
Be  wife,  and  quit  the_/a//ifublime  of  life. 
The  true  ambition  there  alcne  refides, 
W'htit  jujlice  vindicates,  and  ■zufJom  guides; 
"Vyhere  inicard  dignity  joins  outward  ftite  ; 
QvLX furpofd  g(  od,'as  our  nichievement  great; 
"Where  public  Llejlngs  public  praif  attend  ; 
Where  glory  is  o'ur  metJ-ve,  net  our  end. 
Wculd'ft  thou  he/am^d  ?  Have  thofe  high  deeds  In 

^    view 
Br^ye  ipcn  Would  afl,  though ^rfur/rs/  fliould  enfue. 
Behold  a  princel   whom  no  fwoln  thoughts  in- 
flame; 
J^o  pride  of  thrones,  no  fever  zhtrfame  : 
ibut  when  the  welfare  of  mankind  mfpin  s, 
4.nd  death  in  view  to  dear-bought  glcpj  fires, 

*   Aitphltryot. 


Pi  o  1 "  con(^uefts  then,  then  regal  pomps  deKght ; 
Iher  crowns.,  then  triumphs,  fparkle  in  his  fight  \ 
Tumult  and  noife  are  dear,  which  wiih  them  bring 
His  people's  bleflings  to  their  ardent  king  : 
But,  when  thofe  great  heroic  motives  ceafe. 
His  fwelling  foul  fabfides  to  native  peace  ; 
Fri  m  tedious  grandeur's  faded  charms  withdraws, 
Afudd^n  foe  to  fplendor  and  applaufe  ; 
Gieatly  deferring  his  arrears  of  fame, 
Till  men  and  angels  jointly  Ihout  his  name. 
O  pride  celeftial !  which  can  pride  difdain  ; 
O  bleft  ambition  !  which  can  ne'er  be  vain,    [iky. 
From  one  fam'd  Alpine  hill,  which   props  the 
In  whofe  deep  womb  unfathom'd  waters  lie, 
Here  burft  the  Rhone  and  founding  Po;  there  (bine, 
In  infant  rillf,  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine  ; 
From  the  rich  flore  one  fruitful  urn  fupplies, 
Whole  kingdoms  fmile,  a  thoufand  harvefts  rife.  _ 

In  Brnnfwick  fuch  a  fource  the  mufe  adores, 
Which  public  bleflings  through  half  Europe  pour^ 
When  his  heart  burns  with  fuch  a  godlike  aim, 
Angels  and  George  are  rivals  for  the  fame ; 
George,  who  in  foes  can  foft  affedions  raife. 
And  charm  envenom'd  fatire  into  praife. 

Nor  human  rage  alone  his  pcwer  perceives, 
But  the  mad  -windj,  and  fhe  tumultuous  -uaves  *. 
Ev'n  ftorms  (death's  fierceft  miniflers!)  forbear, 
And,  in  their  own  wild  empire,  learn  to  fpare. 
Thus,  nature  sfelf,  fupporting  mans  decree. 
Styles  Britain's  fovereign,  fovereign  of  theT^?. 
While y^a  and  a«>,  great  Brunfwick  !  flipok  out 
ftate, 
And  fportedwith  a  king's  and  kingdom's  fate, 
Depriv'd  of  wh.it  flie  lov'd,  and  prefs'd  by  fear 
Of  c'ver  lofing  what  flie  held  moft  dear, 
How  did  BriranKia,  like  .Achilles,  weep, 
And  tell  her  forrows  to  the  kindred  de  p  ! 
Kang  o'er  the  flrpds,  and,  in  devotion  warm, 
Strive,   for  thee,  with  the  furge,  and  fight  tRe 
ftorm  ; 
What  felt  thy  Walpole,  pilot  of  the  realm  1 
Our  Palinurus  flept  not  at  the  helm; 
His  eye  ne'er  clos'd  ;  long  fince  inur'd  to  wake, 
And  out-watch  every  Oar  for  Brunfwick's  fake  ; 
By  thwarting  paflions  tofs'd,  by  cares  oppreft. 
He  found  the  tempeft  pidur'd  in  his  bread  : 
But,  /ict:;,  what  joys  that  gloom  of  heart  defpel. 
No  powers  of  language— but  his  own, can  tell; 
His  own,  which  nature  and  the  graces  form. 
At  will,  to  raife,  or  hulh,  the  civil  ftorm. 

♦    7hc  king  in  danger  by  fea. 


bCEAN;  AN   OBE, 


OCEAN:    AN    ODE. 


•CGASIONED  BY  HIS  MAJESTY'S  ROYAL  ENCOURAGEMENT  OF  THE  SEA  SERVICE. 

TO  WHICH  IS   PREFIXED 

AN  ODE  TO  THE  KING  5  AND  A  DISCOURSE  ON  ODE. 

I  THINK  myfelf  obliged  to  recommend  to  you  a  confideration  of  the  greateft  importance ;  and  I  flionld 
look  upon  it  as  a  great  happinefs,  if,  at  the  beginning  of  my  reign,  I  ccnld  fee  the  foundation  laid  of 
fo  great  and  neceffary  a  work,  as  the  increafe  and  encouragement  of  our  feamen  in  general;  that 
they  may  be  invited,  rather  than  compelled  by  force  and  violence,  to  enter  into  the  fervice  of  their 
country,  as  oft  as  occafion  fhall  require  it  :  A  confideration  worthy  the  reprefentativeS  of  a  people 
great  and  flourifhing  in  trade  aad  navigation.  This  leads  me  to  mention  to  you  the  cafe  of 
Greenwich  Hofpital,  that  care  may  be  taken,  by  fome  addition  to  that  fund,  to  render  comfortable 
and  effedual  that  charitable  provilion  for  the  I'upport  and  maintenance  of  our  feamen,  worn  out, 
and  become  decrepit  by  age  and  infirmities,  in  the  fcrvice  of  their  country. 

[Speech,  Jan.  2J.  1727-8.] 


TO  THE  KIN®. 

Old  Ocean's  praife 

Demands  my  lays ; 
A  truly-Britilh  theme  I  fing  ; 

A  theme  fo  great, 

1  dare  complete. 
And  join  with  Ocean,  Ocean's  king. 

To  gods  and  kings, 

The  poet  fings ; 
To  kings  and  gods  tjie  mufe  is  d«ar ; 

The  mufe  infpires 

With  all  her  fires; 
Begin,  my  foul !  thy  bold  career. 

From  awful  ftate. 

From  high  debate, 
From  morning-fpkndors  of  a  crown. 

From  homage  pay'd. 

From  empires  weigh'd 
From  plans  of  bleffings  and  renown ; 

Great  monarch  !  bow 
Thy  beaming  brow ; 
othce  I  ftrike  the  founding  lyre, 
With  proud  defign 
In  verfe  to  fliine  ; 
To  rival  Greek  and  Roman  fire. 

The  Roman  ode 

Majeftic  flow'd ; 
Its  ftream  divinely  clear  and  ftrong ; 

In  fenfe,  and  found, 

Thebes  roU'd  profound  ; 
1'^e  tOfCrcAC  roar'd,  and  foam'd  along. 


Let  Thebes,  nor  Rome, 

So  fam'd,  prefume 
To  triumph  o'er  a  northern  ifle; 

Late  time  fhall  know 

The  north  can  glow, 
If  dread  Auguflus  deign  to  fmilc. 

The  work  is  done ! 

The  diftant  fun 
His  fmile  fupplies  1  exalts  my  voice  ' 

Through  earth's  wide  bound 

Shall  George  refound. 
My  theme,  by  duty,  and  by  choice. 

The  naval  crown 

Is  all  his  own  ! 
Our  fleet,  if  war  or  commerce  call. 

His  will  performs 

Through  waves  and  ftormi. 
And  ridee  in  triumph  round  the  ball. 

Since  then  the  main 

Sublimes  my  ftrain, 
To  whom  ftiould  I  addrefs  ray  fong  ? 

To  whom  but  thee  ? 

The  boundlcfsy^cz. 
And  grateful  mufe  to  George  belong. 

Hail,  mighty  theme  I 

Rich  mine  of  fame  ! 
If  gods  invok'd  extend  their  aid; 

Hail  fubjecfl  new  I 

As  Britain's  dyC.  ,^ 

Referv"d  b*  thftPiemn  maid*   '        ^ 
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Durft  Hcmcr's  mufe, 

Or  PindarN,  choofe 
To  pour  the  billow  on  his  ftring  ? 

No,  both  defra«d 

The  tuneful  god ; 
Scarce  more  fublime,  when  Jove  they  fing. 

No  former  race, 

With  ftrongf  embrace. 
This  theme  to  ravilh  durft  afpire  ; 

With  virgin  charms 

My  foul  it  warms, 
And  melts  melodious  on  my  lyre. 

Now  low,  nnw  high. 

My  fingers  fly. 
Now  paufe,and  now  frefh  mufic  fpring; 

Now  dance,  now  creep, 

Now  dive,  now  fweep, 
And  fetch  the  found  from  every  ftring. 

Now  numbers  rife, 

Like  virgin's  fighs ; 
The  foft  Favonians  melt  away ; 

As  from  the  north 

Now  luflies  forth 
A  blaft,  that  thunders  in  my  lay. 

My  lays  I  file 

With  curious  toil ; 
Ye  graces !  turn  the  glowing  lines ; 

On  anvils  neat 

Your  ftro'.?s  repeat; 
At  every  ftroke  the  work  refines  ! 

How  mufic  charms ! 

How  metre  warms .' 
Parent  of  acSions  good  and  brave  ! 

How  vice  it  tames ! 

And  worth  inflames ! 
And  holds  proud  empire  o'er  the  grave  I 

Jove  mark'd  for  man 

A  fcanty  fpan. 
Bat  lent  him  wings  to  fiy  his  doom ; 

Wit  fcorns  the  grave ; 

To  wit  he  gave 
The  life  of  gods !  immortal  bloom  ! 

Since  years  will  fly, 

And  pleafures  die. 
Day  after  day,  as  years  advance  ; . 

Since,  while  life  lafts, 

Joy  fuffers  blafls 
From  frowning  fate,  and  fickle  chance ; 

Nor  life  is  long  ; 

Cut  foon  we  throng, 
Like  autumn  leaves,  death's  pallid  fliore ; 

We  make,  at  leaft, 

Of  bad  the  be;}^ 
If  In  life's  phantom,  fame,  we  fosir. 

Our  ftrains  divide 

The  laurel's  pride; 
With  thofe  we  lift  to  life,  we  live ; 

By  fame  erJroll'd  ...    ,.        ^, 

With  heroes  bold,    Vj        ,,, 
And  iharcthe  blcflings.TjfhlcJ^^we  gye. 


What  hero's  praife 

Can  fire  my  lays. 
Like  his,  with  whom  my  lay  begun  ? 

"  Juflice  fincere, 

**  And  courage  clear, 
"  Rife  the  two  columns  of  his  throne. 

"  How  form*d  for  fway  \ 

"  Who  look,  obey  ; 
"  They  read  the  monarch  in  his  port. 

*'  Their  love  and  awe 

"  Supply  the  law ; 
"  And  his  own  luftre  makes  the  court ; 

"  But  fhines  fupreme, 

"  Where  heroes  flame ; 
"  In  war's  high-hearted  pomp  he  prides  ! 

"  By  godlike  arts 

"  Enthron'd  in  hearts, 
"  Our  bofom-lord  o'er  wills  prefides." 

Our  fadions  end ! 

The  nations  bend ! 
For  when  Britannia's  fons,  combin'd 

In  fair  array, 

All  march  one  way  ; 
They  march  the  terror  of  mankind. 

If  equal  all 

Who  tread  the  ball. 
Our  bounded  profpe<ft,  here,  would  end  ; 

But  heroes  prove 

As  fteps  to  Jove, 
By  which  our  thoughts,  with  eafc,  afcend. 

From  what  we  view 

We  take  the  clue. 
Which  leads  from  great,  to  greater  things ; 

Men  doubt  no  more. 

But  gods  adore. 
When  fuch  refemblance  fhines  in  kings. 

On  yonder  height, 

What  golden  light 
Triumphant  fhines,  and  fhines  alent? 

Unrivalld  blaze  ! 

The  nations  gaze ! 
'Tis  not  the  fun,  'tis  Britain's  throne. 

Our  monarch,  there, 

Rear'd  high  in  air. 
Should  tempefts  rife,  difdains  to  bend; 

Like  Britifh  oak, 

Derides  the  ftroke ; 
His  blooming  honours  far  extend  *. 

Beneath  them  lies, 

With  lifted  eyes. 
Fair  Albion,  like  an  amorous  maid ; 

While  intereft  wings 

Bold  foreign  kings 
To  fly,  like  eagles,  to  his  fhadc. 

At  his  proud  foot 

The  fea  pour'd  out, 
Immortal  nourilhment  fupplies ; 

Thence  wealth  and  ftate, 

And  power,  and — Fate, 
Which  Europe  reads  io  George's  eyes. 
6 
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ON  LYRIC  POETRY. 

How  imperfeft  foever  my  own  compofition  may 
be,  yet  am  I  willing  to  fpeak  a  -word  or  two  of  the 
nature  of  Lyric  Poetry ;  to  fhow  that  I  have,  at 
leaft,  fotne  idea  of  perfedion  in  that  kind  of  poem 
in  which  I  am  engaged ;  and  that  I  do  not  think 
myfelf  poet  enough  entirely  to  rely  on  infpiracion 
for  my  fuccefs  m  it. 

To  our  having,  or  not  having  this  idea  of  per- 
feiftion  in  the  poem  we  undertake,  is  chiefly  owing 
the  merit  or  demerit  of  our  performances,  as  alfo 
the  modefty  or  vanity  of  our  opinions  concerning 
them.  And  in  fpcaking  of  it  I  (hall  (how  how  it 
unavoidably  comes  to  pafs,  that  had  poets,  that  is, 
poets  in  general,  are  efteemcd,  and  really  are,  the 
tnoft  vain,  the  mod  irritable,  and  moft  ridiculous 
fet  of  men  upon  earth.  But  poetry  in  its  own  na- 
ture is  certainly 

«'  — Non  hos  quaefitum  nyinus  in  ufus." 

ViRG. 

He  that  has  an  idea  of  perfefiion  in  the  work  he 
undertakes  may  fail  in  it ;  he  that  has  not,  mujl  .- 
and  yet  he  will  be  tiain.  For  every  little  degree 
of  beauty,  how  (hort  or  improper  foever,  will  be 
lo(  ked  on  fondly  by  him  ;  becaufe  it  is  all  pure 
gains,  and  more  than  he  promifed  to  himfelf ;  and 
becaufe  he  has  no  teft,  or  (^andard  in  his  judgment, 
with  which  to  challife  his  opinion  of  it. 

Now  this  idea  of  perfetSlion  is,  in  poetry,  more 
refined  than  in  other  kinds  of  writing ;  and  be- 
caufe more  refined,  therefore  mora  diflicult,  and 
becaufe  more  difficult,  therefore  more  rarely  at- 
tained ;  and  the  non-attainment  of  it  is,  as  I  have 
faid,  the  fourcc  of  our  vanity.  Hence  the  poetic 
clan  are  more  obnoxious  to  vanity  than  others. 
And  from  vanity  confequentially  flows  that  great 
fenfibility  of  difrefpefl,  that  quick  refentment,  that 
tinder  of  the  mind  that  kindles  at  every  fpark,  and 
juftly  marks  them  out  for  the  "  genus  irritabile" 
among  mankind.  And  from  this  combuflible  tem- 
per, this  ferious  aager  for  no  very  ferious  things, 
things  looked  on  by  moft  as  foreign  to  the  impor- 
tant points  of  life,  as  confequentially  flows  that  in- 
heritance of  ridicule,  which  devolves  on  them, 
from  generation  to  generation.  As  foon  as  they 
beconic  authors,  they  become  like  Ben  Jonfon's 
angry  boy,  and  learn  the  art  of  quarrel. 

"  — Concordes  animje — duni  nocSc  prtmentur; 
"  Heu  '  quantum  inter  fe  helium,  fi  lumina  vitae 
"   Attigerint,  quantas  acies,  ftragemque  cicbunt ! 
"  Qii'  Juvenes  I  quantas  oftcntant,  afpice,  vires. 
"  Ne,  pueri !  ne  tanta  animis  afTuefcite  bella. 
"  Tuque  prior,  tu  parce,  genus  qui  duels  Oiympo, 
"  Syderio  flagrans  clypeo,  et  coeleftibus  armis, 
"  Projice  tela  manu,  fanguis  mens  ! 
"  Nee  te  ullas  facies,  non  terruit  ipfe  Typhctus 
•'   Arduus,  arma  tenens;  non  tc  MelTapus  et  Ufens, 
••  Contemptorque  Deum  Mezentius."  Virg. 

But  to  return.  He  that  has  this  idea  of  per- 
fedlion  in  the  work  he  undertakes,  however  fuc- 
eefsful  he  is,  will  yet  be  nodcjl;  becaufe  to  rife  up 


to  that  idea,  which  be  propofcd  for  Ms  tnoJcl,  l# 
almoJl,  if  not  abfoluttly,  impoffible. 

Thcfe  two  obfervations  account  for  what  may 
feem  as  ftrange,  as  it  is  infallibly  true ;  I  mean, 
they  (how  us  why  good  writer's  have  the  loweft, 
and  bad  writers  the  higheft,  opinion  of  their  owa 
performances.  They  who  have  only  a  partial  idea 
of  this  perfedion,  as  their  proportionable  degrees 
of  modefty  or  conceit. 

Nor,  though  natural  good  underftanding  makei 
a  tolerably  juft  judgment  in  things  of  this  nature, 
will  the  reader  judjje  the  worfe,  for  forming  to 
himfelf  a  notion  of  what  he  ought  to  exped:  from 
the  piece  he  has  in  hand,  before  he  begins  his 
perufal  of  it. 

The  ode,  as  it  is  the  eldeft  kind  of  poetry,  fo  it 
is  more  fpirituous,  and  more  remote  from  profe 
than  any  other,  in  fenfc,  (bund,  expreflion,  and 
condud.  Its  thoughts  (hould  be  uncommon,  fub- 
linie,  and  moral ;  its  numbers  full,  eafy,  and  molt 
harmonious;  its  exprelTion  pure,  ftrong,  delicate 
yet  unafTeded;  and  oi  a  eurioui  felicity  beyond  o~ 
ther  poems ;  its  condud  fhould  he  rapturous,  fome- 
what  abrupt,  and  immethodical  to  a  vulgar  eye. 
That  apparent  order,  and  conntdion,  which  gives 
form  and  life  to  fame  compofitions,  takes  away  the 
very  foul  of  this.  Fire, elevation,  and  feled  thought, 
are  indifpenfable ;  an  humble,  tame,  and  vulgar 
ode  is  the  moft  pitiful  error  a  pen  can  commit. 

"  Mufa  dedit  FidiLus  divos,  puerofqne  Deoruai.** 

And  as  its  fubjeds  are  fublime,  its  writer's  ge- 
nius fhould  be  fo  too ;  otherwife  it  becomes  the 
meaneft  thing  in  writing,  viz.  an  involuntary  bur-* 
lefque. 

It  is  the  genuine  charader,  and  true  merit  of  the 
ode,  a  little  to  ftartlefome  apprehenfions.  Men  of 
cold  complexions  are  very  apt  to  miftake  a  want  of 
vigour  in  their  imaginations,  for  a  delicacy  of  tafte 
in  their  judgments;  and,  like  perfons  of  a  tender 
fight,  they  look  on  bright  wbjeds,  in  their  natural 
luftre,  as  too  glaring ;  what  is  moft  delightful  to 
a  ftronger  eye,  is  painful  to  them.  Thus  Pindar, 
who  has  as  much  logic  at  the  bottom  as  Ariftotle 
or  Euclid,  to  fome  critics  has  appeared  as  mad;  and 
muft  appear  fo  to  all  who  enjoy  no  portion  of  his 
own  divine  fpirit.  Dwarf-underftandings,  mea- 
'furing  others  by  their  own  ftandard,  are  apt  to 
think  they  fee  a  monfter,   when  they  fee  a  man. 

And  indeed  it  feems  to  be  the  amends  which 
nature  makes  to  thofe  whom  (he  has  not  blefTed 
with  an  elevation  of  mind,  to  indulge  them  in  the 
comfortable  miftake,  that  all  is  wrong,  which  falls 
not  within  the  narrow  limits  of  their  own  compre- 
henfions  and  relilh. 

'Judgment,  indeed,  that  mafculine  power  of  the 
mind,  in  ode,  as  in  all  compofitions,  fliould  bear 
the  fupreme  fway  ;  and  a  beautiful  imagination,  as 
its  miftrefs,  fhould  be  fubdued  to  its  dominion* 
Hence,  and  hence  only,  can  proceed  thcfaircii  ofif- 
fpring  of  the  human  mind. 

But  then  in  ode,  there  is  this  difference  from 
other  kinds  of  poetry ;  that,  there,  the  imagina- 
tion, like  a  very  beautiful  miftrefs,  is  indulged  in 
the  appearance  of  domineering; -though  thejudg- 
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meat,  like  an  artful  lover,  in  reality  carries  its 
point;  and  the  lefs  it  is  fufpei^ed  of  it,  it  Ihows 
the  more  mafterly  condu6l,  and  deferves  the 
greater  commendation. 

It  holds  true  in  this  province  of  writing,  as  in 
war,  "  The  more  danger,  the  more  honour."  It 
muft  be  very  enterpriling ;  it  muft,  in  Shakfpeare'i 
llyle,  have  hair-breadth  'fcapes ;  and  often  tread 
the  very  brink  of  error  :  nor  can  it  ever  deferve 
the  applaufe  of  the  real  judge,  unlefs  it  renders 
itfelf  obnoxious  to  the  mifapprehenfions  of  the 
contrary. 

Such  is  CaGmire's  drain  among  the  moderns, 
whofe  lively  wit,  and  happy  fire,  is  an  honour  to 
them.  And  Buchanan  might  julUy  be  much  ad- 
mired, if  any  thing  more  than  the  fweetuefs  of 
Ills  numbers,  and  the  purity  of  his  didtion,  were 
his  own  ;  his  original,  from  ^hich  I  have  taken 
my  motto,  through  all  the  difadvantages  of  a  nor- 
thern profe  tranflation,  is  ftill  admirable ;  and, 
Cowley  fays,  as  preferable  in  beauty  to  Buchanan, 
as  Judaea  is  to  Scotland. 

Pindar,  Anacreon,  Sappho,  and  Horace,  are  the 
great  mafters  of  Lyric  poetry  among  Heathen 
writers.  Pindar's  mufe,  like  Sachariffa,  is  a  {lately, 
imperious,  and  accompliflied  beauty  ;  equally  dif- 
daining  the  ufe  of  art,  and  the  fear  of  any  rival ; 
fo  intoxicating  that  it  was  the  higheft  commenda- 
tion that  could  be  given  an  ancient,  that  he  was 
not  afraid  to  tafte  of  her  charms ; 

*'  Pindarici  footis  qui  non  expalluit  hauftus;" 

&  danger  which  Horace  delares  he  durft  not  run. 

Anacreon's  mufe  is  like  Amoret,  mod  fweet, 
natural,  and  delicate  ;  all  over  flowers,  graces,  and 
charms ;  infpiring  complacency,  not  awe  ;  and  Ihe 
feems  to  have  good-nature  enough  to  a^«/Va  rival, 
which  Ihe  c&anot  Jind. 

Sappho's  mufe,  like  Lady ,  is  pafllonately 

tender,  and  glowing;  like  oil  fet  on  fire,  ihe  is 
/oft,  and  zvarm,  in  excefs.  Sappho  has  left  us  a  few 
fragments  only  ;  time  has  fwallowed  the  reft  ;  but 
that  little  which  remains,  like  the  remaining  jewel 
of  Cleopatra,  after  the  other  was  diflblved  at  her 
banquet,  may  be  efteemed  (as  was  that  jewel)  a 
fufficient  ornament  for  the  goddefs  of  beauty  her 
felf. 

Horace's  mufe  (like  one  1  fliall  not  prefume  to 
name)  is  correft,  folid,  and  moral ;  flie  joins  all 
the /ermer,  in  the  jufteft  proportions  and  degrees  ; 
fuperadding  a  felicity  of  drefs  entirely  her  own. 
She  moreover  is  diftinguifhable  by  this  particu- 
larity. That  flie  abounds  in  hidden  graces,  zad/eerei 
charms,  which  none  but  the  difcerning  can  difco- 
ver ;  nor  are  any  capable  of  doing  full  juilice,  ki 
their  opinion,  to  her  excellencies,  without  giving 
the  world,  at  the  fame  time,  an  inconteftable  proof 
of  refinement  in  their  own  underftandings. 

But,  after  all,  to  the  honour  of  our  own  country 
}  muft  add,  that  1  think  Mr.  Drydcn's  Ode  on  St. 
Cecilia's  Day  inferior  to  nocompofition  of  thiskind. 
^ts  chief  beauty  confifts  in  adapting  the  numbers 
moft  happily  to  the  variety  of  the  occafion.  Thofe 
i»y  which  he  has  cboCen  to  cxprcfs  Majefty,  (viz.) 


A  flumes  the  Goi, 
Affeds  to  nod. 
And  feems  to  ftiake  the  fpharei, 

are  chofen  in  the  following  Ode,  beoiufe  the  fub- 
jed  of  it  is  great. 

For  the  more  harmony  likewife,  1  chofe  the  fre- 
quent return  of  rhyme ;  which  laid  me  under  great 
difficulties.  But  difficulties  overcome  give  grace 
and  pleafure.  Nor  can  I  account  for  the  pleafure 
of  rhyme  in  general  (of  which  the  moderns  are 
too  fond)  but  from  this  truth. 

But  then  the  writer  muft  take  care  that  the 
difficulty  it  overcome.  That  is,  he  muft  make 
rhyme  confiftent  with  as  perfecS  fenfe,  and  ex- 
preffion,  as  could  be  expected  if  he  was  free  from 
that  ftiackle.  Otherwife,  it  gives  neither  grace  to 
the  work,  nor  pleafure  to  the  reader,  nor,  confe- 
quently,  reputation  to  the  poet. 

To  fum  the  whole  :  Ode  ftiould  be  peculiar,  but 
not  ftrained  ;  moral,  but  not  flat ;  natural,  but  not 
obvious  ;  delicate,  but  n^t  affefted ;  noble,  but  not 
ambitious;  full,  but  not  obfcure;  fiery,  but  not 
mad  ;  thick,  but  not  loaded  in  its  numbers,  which 
fliould  be  moft  harmonious,  without  the  leaft  fa- 
crifice  of  expreffion,or  of  fenfe.  Above  all,  in  this, 
as  in  every  work  of  genius,  fomewhat  of  an  ori- 
ginal fpirit  fliould  be,  at  leaft,  attempted  ;  other- 
wife  the  poet,  whofe  charadter  difclaims  medio* 
crity,  makes  a  fecondary  praife  his  ultimate  ambi- 
tion ;  which  has  fomething  of  a  contradiAion  ia 
it.  Originals  only  have  true  life,  and  differ  as 
much  from  the  beft  Imitations,  as  men  from  the 
moft  animated  pidlures  of  them.  Nor  is  what  I 
fay  at  all  inconfiftent  with  a  due  deference  for  the 
great  ftandards  of  antiquity ;  nay,  that  very  de- 
ference is  an  argument  for  it;  for  doubtlefs  their 
example  is  on  my  fide  in  this  matter.  And  we 
fliould  rather  imitate  their  example  in  the  general 
motives  and  fundamental  methods  of  their  work- 
ing, than  in  their  works  themfelves.  This  is  a 
diftincftion,  I  think,  not  hitherto  made,  and  a  dif- 
tindlion  of  confequence.  For  the  firft  may  make 
u9  their  equals;  the  fecond  muft  pronounce  us 
their  inferiors  even  in  our  utmoft  fucccfs.  But  the 
firft  of  thefe  prizes  is  not  fo  readily  taken  by  the 
moderns ;  as  valuables  too  raaffy  for  eafy  carriaga 
are  not  fo  liable  to  the  thief. 

The  ancients  had  a  particular  regard  to  the 
choice  of  their  fubje<Ss;  which  were  generally 
national  and  great.  My  fubjedl  is,  in  its  own 
nature,  noble  ;  moft  proper  for  an  Engliftiman  ; 
never  more  proper  than  on  this  occafion;  and 
(what  is  ftrange)  hitherto  unfung. 

If  F  ftand  not  abfolutcly  condemned  by  my  own 
rules;  if  I  have  hit  the  fpirit  of  ode  in  general; 
if  I  cannot  tliink  with  Mr.  Cowley,  that  "  Muii< 
"  alone,  fometin>es,  makes  an  excellent  ode," 

"  Vcrfus  inopes  rcrum,  nugaeque  canorx  ;'* 

if  there  is  any  thought,  enthufufm,  and  plAurc, 
which  are  as  the  body,  f.ul,  and  robe  of  poetry  ; 
in  a  v7ord,  if  in  any  degree  I  have  provided  rather 
food  for  men,  than  air  for  wits;  I  hope  fmaller 
faults  will  meet  indulgence  for  the  fake  of  the  dp. 
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^ 


€gn,  which  is  the  glory  of  my  country  and  my 

■king. 

And  indeed,  this  may  be  faid,  in  general,  that 
great  fubje«5ls  are  above  being  nice ;  that  dignity 
and  fpirit  ever  fuffcr  from  fcrupulous  cxa6lriefs ; 
and  that  the  n.inuter  cares  effeminate  a  compofi- 
tioii.  Great  mafters  of  poetry,  painting,  and  fta- 
tuary,  in  their  nobler  works,  have  even  a£fe(fted 
the  contrary  •  and  juftly ;  for  a  truly-raafculine 
air  partakes  more  of  the  negligent,  than  of  the 
Beat,  both  in  writings,  and  in  life — 

"  Grandis  oratio  haberet  majeftatis  fuae  pondus." 

Petron. 

A  poem,  like  a  criminal,  under  too  fevere  cor- 
leiflion,  may  lofe  all  its  fpirit,  and  expire.  We 
know  it  was  Faber  imus,  that  was  fuch  an  artift 
at  a  hair  or  a  nail.     And  we  know  the  caufe  was 


•*  Quia  ponere  totum 
"  Ncfcius." 


HOR. 


To  clofe;  If  a  piece  of  this  nature  wants  an 
apology,  I  niuft  own,  that  thofe  who  have  flrength 
of  mind  fufficient  profitably  to  devote  the  whole 
f>{  their  time  to  the /e-verer  ftudies,  I  defpair  of  imi- 
tating, I  can  only  envy  and  admire.  1  he  mind  is 
relieved  and ftrengthened  by  variety;  and  he  that 
fometimes  is  fporting  with  his  pen,  is  only  taking 
the  mofb  effe.dlnal  means  of  giving  a  general  im- 
portance to  it.  This  truth  is  clear  from  the  know- 
ledge of  htiman  nature,  andof  hi'fory  ;  from  which 
I  could  cite  very  celebrated  in.'ances,  did  I  not 
fear  that,  by  citing  them,  I  Ihould  ci-ndemn  my- 
felf,  who  am  fo  littje  qualified  to  foUpw  thejr  ex- 
ample in  its  full  extent. 


OCEAN; 

AN   ODE- 
CONCLtTDlNG  WITH  A  WISH. 

f  Let  the  fea  make  a  nojfe,  let  the  floods  clap  their 
"  hands. '  Psal.  xcviii. 

Sweet  rural  fcene ! 

Of  flocks  and  green  ! 
At  carelefs  eafe  my  limbs  are  fpread  ; 

All  nature  ftiil, 

But  yonder  rill ; 
And  liftening  pines  nod  o'er  my  head  : 

In  profpe<5l  wide. 

The  boundlefs  tide  ! 
Waves  ceafe  to  foam,  and  winds  to  roar  j 

Without  a  breeze, 

The  curling  feas 
Dance  on,  in  meafurc,  to  the  fliore, 

Who  fings  the  fource 

Of  wealth  and  force  ? 
Vafl  field  of  commerce  and  big  war  ; 

Where  wonders  dwell '. 

Where  terrors  fwell : 
^i  ^e^tuQs  th^ders  [tqiq  |}ii  car^ 


Where  ?  where  are  they. 

Whom  Psean's  ray 
Has  touch'd,  and  bid  divinely  rave  ? 

What,  none  afpirc  ? 

I  fnatch  the  lyre. 
And  plunge  into  the  foaming  waTCi 

The  wave  refounds ! 

The  rock  rebounds ! 
The  Nereids  to  my  fong  reply  ! 

I  lead  the  choir, 

And  they  confpire 
With  voice  and  Ihell  to  lift  it  high; 

They  fpread  in  air 

Their  bofoms  fair ; 
Their  verdant  treffes  pour  behind. 

The  billows  beat 

With  nimble  feet, 
With  notes  triumphant  fwell  the  wind. 

Who  love  the  (here. 

Let  thofe  adore 
The  god  y\pollo,  and  his  Nine, 

Parnaffus'  hill. 

And  Orpheus'  fkill; 
But  let  Arion'sharp  be  mine. 

The  main  !  the  main  ! 

Is  Britain's  reign ; 
Her  ftrength,  her  glory,  is  her  fleet; 

The  main    the  main  I 

Be  Britons'  flrain ; 
As  Tritons  flrong,  as  Syrens'  fweet. 

Through  nature  wide, 

Is  nought  defcry'd 
So  rich  in  pleafure,  or  furprife  ; 

When  all  fcrene, 

How  fweet  the  fcene  ? 
How  dreadful,  when  the  billows  rife. 

And  ftorms  deface 

The  fluid  glafs, 
In  which  ere-while  Bti'annia  fair 

Looked  down  with  pride. 

Like  Ocean's  bride, 
Adjufling  her  majeftic  air. 

When  tenipefts  ceafe, 

And  hulh'd  in  peace 
The  flattcn'd  furges  fmootlily  fpread, 

Deep  filence  keep, 

And  fcem  ro  fleep 
Recumbent  on  their  oozy  bed; 

With  what  a  trance 

The  level  glance, 
Unbroken,  (boots  along  the  feas! 

Which  tempt  from  fhoie 

The  painted  oar ; 
And  every  canvas  cturts  the  breeze  I 

When  rulhes  forth 

The  frowning  North 
On  blackening  billows,  with  what  drca^ 

My  fhuddering  foul 

Beholds  them  roll, 
And  hears  their  roarings  o'er  my  head* 

With  terror  mark 

Yon  flying  bark  ! 
Now,  cer.tr&-dccp  defcsnd  the  biayf^ 
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•Now,  tofs'd  on  high 
It  takes  the  {ky, 
A  feather  on  the  towering  wave ! 


Kow,  fpins  around 

In  whirls  profouDd ; 
UoTT,  whelni'd  ;  now,  pendant  near  the  clouds ; 

Now,  ftunn'd,  it  reels 

Midft  thunder's  peals ; 
And>  DOW,  fierce  lightning  fires  the  Ihrouds. 

All  ether  burns ! 

Chaos  returns ! 
And  blends  once  more  the  feas  and  Ikies; 

No  fpacc  between 

Thy  bofom  green, 
O  deep  '.  and  the  blue  concave,  lies. 

The  northern  blaft, 

The  Ihatter'd  maft, 
The  fyrt,  the  whirlpool,  and  the  rock. 

The  breaking  fpout. 

The  ftars  gone  out. 
The  boiling  ftreigbc,  the  monfters  fhock. 

Let  others  fear; 

To  Britain  dear 
Whate'er  promotes  her  daring  claim ; 

Thofe  terror*  charm. 

Which  keep  her  warm 
In  chafe  of  honeft  gain  or  fame. 

The  ftars  are  bright 

To  cheer  the  night, 
And  Qied,  through  ftiadows  tcmpcr'd  fire ; 

And  Phoebus  flames 

With  burnifh'd  beams, 
Which  fome  adore,  and  all  admire. 

Are  then  the  feas 

Outfhone  by  thefe  ? 
Bright  Thetis !  thou  art  not  outdone  ; 

With  kinder  beams. 

And  fofter  gleams. 
Thy  bofom  wears  them  as  thy  own. 

There,  fet  in  green, 

Gold-ftars  are  feen, 
A  mantle  rich  !  thy  charms  to  wrap ; 

And  when  the  fun 

His  race  has  run. 
He  falls  enamour'd  in  thy  lap. 

Thnfe  clouds,  whofe  dyes 

Adorn  the  Ikies, 
That  Clver  fnow,  that  pearly  rain ; 

Has  Phcebus  Hole 

To  grace  the  pole, 
The  plunder  of  th'  iuvaded  main  ! 

The  gaudy  bow, 

Whofe 'colours  glow, 
V/liofc  arch  with  fo  much  fkill  is  beat, 

To  Phoebus'  ray. 

Which  paints  fo  gay. 
By  thee  the  watery  woof  was  lent. 

In  chambers  deep, 
Where  waters  fleep. 
What  unknown  treafures  pave  the  floor  ! 


The  pearl  in  rowg 
Pale  luftre  throws ; 
The  Wealth  immenfe,  which  ftonns  devour. 


From  Indian  mines. 

With  proud  deCgns, 
The  merchant,  fwoln,  digs  golden  ore. 

The  tempefts  rife. 

And  feize  the  prize, 
And  tofs  him  breathlefs  on  the  Ihore. 

His  fon  complains 

In  pious  ftrams 
"  Ah  !  cruel  thirfl  of  gold  !"  he  cries ; 

Then  ploughs  the  main. 

In  zeal  for  gain. 
The  tears  yet  fwelling  in  his  eyes. 

Thou  watery  vafl 

What  mounds  are  caft 
To  bar  thy  dreadful  flowings.o'cr? 

Thy  proudefl  foam 

Mud  know  its  home  ; 
But  rage  of  gold  difdains  a  fhore. 

Gold  pleafure  buys ; 
,   But  pleafure  dies. 
Too  foon  the  grofs  fruition  cloys : 

Though  raptures  court, 

The  fenfe  is  fhort ; 
But  virtue  kindles  living  joys ; 

Joys  felt  alone  ! 

Joys  aflt'd  of  none  ; 
Which  time  and  fortune's  arrows  mifi; 

Joys  that  fubfift. 

Though  fates  refifl, 
And  nnprecarious  endlefs  blifs ! 

The  foul  refin'd 

Is  moft  inclin'd 
To  every  moral  excellence; 

All  vice  is  dull, 

A  knave's  a  fool ; 
And  virtue  is  the  child  of  fenfe. 

The  virtuous  mind 

Nor  wave,  nor  wind. 
Nor  civil  rage,  nor  tyrant's  frowB, 

The  fhaken  ball, 

Nor  planets  fall, 
From  its  firm  bafis  can  dethrone. 

This  Britain  knows. 

And  therefore  glows 
With  generous  paffions,  and  expends 

Her  wealth  and  zeal 

On  public  weal. 
And  brightens  both  by  godlike  ends. 

What  end  fo  great. 

As  that  which  late 
Awoke  the  genius  of  the  mo/a. 

Which  towering  rofe 

With  George  to  clofe. 
And  rival  great  Ehza's  reign  ? 

A  voice  has  flown 
From  Britain's  thronff 
To  reinflame  a  grand  deOgn ; 
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Tiai  voice  fhall  rear 
Yon  *  fabric  fair. 
As  nature's  rofe  at  the  divine. 

When  nature  fprung, 

Blcft  angels  fun^, 
And  fliouted  o'er  the  riling  ball; 

For  drains  as  high 

As  man's  can  fly, 
Theft'  fea  devoted  honours  call. 

From  boifterous  feas, 

The  lap  of  eafe 
Reccivei  our  -vounded  and  our  old  ; 

High  domes  afcend  '. 

Stretch'd  arches  bend ! 
Proud  columns  fwell  I  wide  gates  unfold ! 

So  fleeps  the  grain. 

In  foftering  rain, 
And  vital  beams,  till  Jove  defcend ; 

Then  burfls  the  root  1 

The  verdures  (hoot ! 
And  earth  enrich,  adorn,  defend  !■ 

Here,  foft-reclin'd 

From  wave,  from  wind, 
And  fortune's  tenipeft  fafe  alhore, 
-  To  cheat  their  care, 

Of  forhier  war 
They  talk  the  pleaffng  fliadows  o'er. 

In  lengthen'd  tales. 

Our  fleet  prevails; 
In  tales  the  lenitives  of  age  1 

And,  o'er  the  bowl. 

They  fire  the  foul 
Of  lifteaing  youth  to  martial  rage. 

The  ftory  done, 

Their  fetting  fun. 
Serenely  fmiling  down  the  weft, 

In  foft  decay. 

They  drop  away ; 
And  honour  leads  them  to  their  reft. 

Unhappy  they  ! 

And  falfely  gay  ! 
Who  baik  for  ever  in  fuccefs; 

A  conftant  feaft 

Quite  palls  the  tafte, 
And  long  enjoyment  is  diftrefs. 

What  charms  us  mbft, 

Our  joy,  our  boaft, 
Familiar,  lofes  all  its  glofs ; 

And  gold  rcfin'd 

The  fated  mind 
Faftldious  turns  to  perfect  droft. 

When,  after  toil, 

His  native  foil 
The  painting  mariner  regains, 

What  tranfport  flows 

From  bare  repofe ! 
We  reap  our  pleafure  from  our  pains. 

Yc  warlike  flain  I 
Beneath  the  main, 

♦  Greniiviti, 
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Wrapt  in  a  watery  winding  fticett 
Who  bought  with  blood 
Y  )ur  country's  good, 

Your  country's  full-blown  glory  greet. 

Wiat  powerful  charm 

Can  death  difarm  ? 
Your  long,  your  iron  flumbcrs  break  ? 

By  Jove,  by  Fame, 

By  George's  name, 
Awake  I  awake  1  awake  1 

Our  joy  fo  proud. 

Our  fli  )ut  fo  loud, 
Without  a  charm  the  dead  might  hear : 

And  fee,  they  roufe  1 

Their  awful  brows, 
Deep-fcar'd,  from  oozy  pillows  rear  1 

With  fpiral  (hell, 

FulUblafted,  tell 
That  all  your  watery  realms  ihould  ring; 

Your  pearl  alcoves, 

Your  coral  groves. 
Should  echo  theirs  and  Britain's  king. 

As  long  as  ftars 

Guide  mariners, 
As  Carolina's  virtues  pleafe, 

Or  funs  invite 

The  ravilh'd  fight. 
The  Britiih  flag  (hall  fwcep  the  feas. 

Peculiar  both  I 

Our  foil's  (Irong  growth. 
And  our  bold  natives  hardy  mind  ; 

Sure  rieasen  befpoke 

Our  hearts,  and  oak. 
To  give  a  mafter  to  mankind. 

That  nobleft  birth 

Of  teeming  earth. 
Of  forefts  fair  that  daughter  proud. 

To  foreign  coafts 

Our  grandeur  boafts. 
And  Britain  s  pleafure  fpeaks  aloud. 

Now  big  with  war 

Sends  fate  from  far. 
If  rebel  realms  their  fate  demand; 

Now  fumptuous  fpoils 

Of  foreign  foils 
Pours  in  the  bofom.  of  our  land. 

Hence  Britain  lays 

In  fcales,  and  weighs 
The  fates  of  kingdoms  and  of  kings  ^ 

And  as  (he  frowns 

Or  fmiles,  on  crowns 
A  night  or  day  of  glory  fprings. 

Thus  Ocean  fwells 

The  ftreams  and  rills. 
And  to  their  borders  lifts  them  high; 

Or  elfe  withdraws 

The  mighty  caufe. 
And  leaves  their  famiih'd  channels  dry. 

How  mix'd,  how  frailj 
How  fure  to  fail, 
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Is  every  pleafure  of  mankind '. 

A  damp  deftroys 

My  blooming  joys, 
While  Britain's  glory  fires  my  mind 

For  who  can  gaze 

On  reftlcfs  feas, 
tJnftruck  with  life's  more  refllefs  ftate  ? 

Where  all  are  tofs'd, 

And  moft  are  loft, 
By  tides  of  paffion,  blafts  of  fate  ? 

The  world's  the  main. 

How  vex'd  !  how  vain  ! 
Ambition  fwells,  and  anger  foams ; 

May  good  men  find. 

Beneath  the  wind, 
A  nolfelefs  ftiore,  unrufEed  homes ! 

The  public  fcene 

Of  harden'd  men 
Teach  me,  O  teach  me  to  defpife  ! 

The  world  few  know, 

But  to  their  woe, 
Our  crimes  with  our  experience  rife. 

All  tender  fenfe 

Is  banifh'd  thence. 
All  maiden  nature's  firft  alarms 

What  fhock'd  before 

Difgufts  no  more. 
And  what  dlfgufted  has  its  charms. 

In  landfcapes  green 

True  blifs  is  feen, 
With  innocence,  in  fliades,  flie  fports ; 

In  wealthy  towns 

Proud  labour  frowns, 
And  painted  forrow  fmiles  in  courts. 

Thefe  fcenes  untry'd 

Seduc'd  my  pride, 
To  fortune's  arrows  bar'd  my  breaft, 

Till  wifdoni  came, 

A  hoary  dame  ! 
And  told  me  pleafure  was  in  red. 

"  O  may  I  fleal 

"  Along  the  vale 
•'  Of  humble  life,  fecure  from  foes  ! 

"  My  friend  fincere, 

"  My  judgment  clear, 
"  And  gentle  bufinefs  my  repofc. 

"  My  mind  be  ftrong 

"  To  combat  wrong  1 
*'  Grateful,  O  King  1  for  favours  fliown  I 

"  Soft  to  complain 

*'  For  others'  pain, 
"  Aad  bold  to  triumph  o'er  my  own  • 

"  (When  Fortune's  kind) 

"  Acute  to  find, 
*  And  warm  to  relifti  evfery  boon, 

"  And  wife  to  ftill 

"  Fantaftic  ill, 
•*  Whofe  frightful  fpedtres  (lalk  at  noon. 

"  No  fruitlefs  toils, 
"  No  brainkfs  broils^ 
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"  Each  moment  levell'd  at  the  marfe  ! 
"  Our  day  fo  fliort 
''  Invires  no  fport; 

I*  Be  fad  and  folenin  when  *tis  dark. 


"  Yet  prudence  ftill 

"  Rein  thou  my  will ! 
"  What's  moft  important  make  moil  deat  ? 

"  For  'tis  in  this 

"  Refides  true  blifs ; 
"  True  blifs,  a  deity  fevere  '. 

"  When  temper  leans 

"  To  gayet  fcenes, 
•*  And  ferious  life  void  moments  fpares, 

"  The  fylvan  chace 

"  My  finews  brace  ! 
"  Or  fong  unbend  my  mind  from  cares  I 

"  Nor  (hun,  my  foul ! 

"  The  genial  bowl, 
"  Where  mirth,  good-nature,  fpirit,  flow! 

"  Ingredients  thefe 

"  Above  to  pleafe 
"  The  laughing  gods,  the  wife  below. 

"  Though  rich  the  vine, 

♦'  More  wit  than  wine, 
"  More  fenfe  than  wit,  good-will  than  art; 

"  May  1  provide  ! 

"  Fair  trilth,  my  pride  I 
"  My  joy,  the  converie  of  the  heart ! 

"  The  gloomy  brow 

"  The  broken  vow, 
"  To  diftant  climes,  ye  gods,  remove ! 

"  The  nobly-foul'd 

"  Their  commerce  hold 
"  With  words  of  truth,  and  looks  of  love  ' 

"  O  glorious  ISm  1 

"  O  wealth  fupreme  ! 
"  Divine  benevolence  of  foul  ! 

"  That  greatly  glows, 

"  And  freely  flows, 
"  And  in  one  blefling  grafps  the  whole  I 

"  Prophetic  fchemes, 

"  And  golden  dreams,  ' 
"  May  I  unfanguine  caft  away ! 

"  Flave  what  I  have, 

"  And  live,  not  leave, 
*'  Enamour'd  of  the  prefent  day  ! 

"  My  hours  my  own, 

"  My  faults  unknown, 
"  My  chief  revenue  in  content  I 

"  Then  leave  one  beam 

«  Of  honeft  fame, 
"  And  fcorn  the  labour'd  monument ! 

"  Unhurt  my  urn, 

"  Till  that  gre&t  turn 
'*  When  mighty  nature's  felf  fliall  die  i 

"  Time  ceafe  to  glide, 

'•  With  human  pride, 
"  Sunk  in  the  ocean  of  eternity.'' 
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A  PARAPHRASE  ON  PART  OF  THE  BOOK  OF  JOB. 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
THOMAS  LORD  PARKER,  BARON  OF  MACCLESFIELD, 

LORD  HIGH  CHANCELLOR  OF  GREAT-BRITAIN,  &C.  &C4 


Mt  Lord, 

Though  I  have  not  the  honour  of  being  known 
to  your  Lordfliip,  I  prefume  to  take  a  privilege 
which  men  of  retirement  are  apt  to  think  them- 
felves  in  poffefSon  of,  as  being  the  only  method 
they  have  of  making  their  way  to  perfons  of  your 
Lordfliip's  high  ftation,  without  ftruggling  through 
multitudes  for  accefs.  I  may  pofTibly  fail  in  my 
refpeiS;  to  your  Lordfhip,  even  while  I  endeavour 
to  fhow  it  moft ;  but  if  I  err,  it  is  becaufe  I  ima- 
gined I  ought  not  to  make  my  firft  approach  to 
one  of  your  Lordlhip.'s  exalted  charaifter  with  lefs 
ceremony  than  that  of  a  dedication.  It  is  annexed 
to  the  condition  of  eminent  merit,  not  to  fuffer 
more  from  the  malice  of  its  enemies  than  from 
the  importunity  of  its  admirers ;  and  perhaps  it 
would  be  unjuft  that  your  Lordfhip  ihould  hope 
to  be  exempted  from  the  troubles,  when  you  pof- 
fefs  all  the  talents,  of  a  patron. 

I  have  here  a  fair  occafion  to  celebrate  thofe 
fublime  qualities,  of  which  a  whole  nation  is  fen- 
Cble,  were  it  not  inconfiftent  with  the  defign  of 
my  prefent  application.  By  the  jufl  difcharge  of 
"your  great  employments,  your  Lordfliip  may  well 
deferve  the  prayers  of  the  diftreffed,  the  thanks  of 
your  country,  and  the  approbation  of  your  Royal 
Matter.  This  indeed  is  a  reafon  why  every  good 
Briton  fhould  applaud  your  Lordfliip ;  but  it  is 
equally  a  reafon  why  none  fhould  difturb  you  in 
the  execution  of  your  important  affairs  by  worl;,^ 


of  fancy  and  amufement,  I  was  therefore  induced 
to  make  this  addrefs  to  your  Lordfliip,  by  confr- 
dering  you  rather  in  the  amiable  light  of  a  perfoa 
diftinguiflied  for  a  refined  tafte  of  the  polite  arts 
and  the  candour  that  ufually  attends  it,  than  in 
the  dignity  of  your  public  chara<5lcr. 

The  greatnefs  and  folemnity  of  the  fubjecfts 
treated  of  in  the  following  work,  cannot  fail  ia 
fome  mcafure  to  recommend  it  to  a  perfon  who 
holds  in  the  utmoft  veneration  thofe  facred  books 
from  which  it  is  taken ;  and  would  at  the  fame 
time  juflify  to  the  world  my  choice  of  the  great 
name  prefixed  to  it,  could  I  be  affured  that  the 
undertaking  had  not  fuffered  in  my  hands.  Thus 
much  I  think  myfelf  obliged  to  fay,  that  if  this 
httle  performance  had  not  been  very  indulgently 
fpoken  of  by  fome,  whofe  judgment  is  univerfally 
allowed  in  writings  of  this  nature,  I  had  not  darei 
to  gratify  my  ambition  in  offering  it  to  your  Lord- 
fhip. I  am  fcnfible  that  I  am  endeavouring  to  ex- 
cufe  one  vanity  by  another ;  but  I  hope  I  fhall 
meet  with  pardon  for  it,  fince  it  is  vjfibly  intend- 
ed to  fliow  the  great  fubmiflion  and  re%(ft  witk 
which  I  am, 

My  Lord, 
Your  Lordfliip's  moft  obedient 

and  moft  humble  fervant, 

Edward  Younc 


Thrice  happy  Job  long  Hv'd  in  regal  ftate, 
Nor  faw  the  fumptuous  eaft  a  prince  fo  great ; 
Whofe  worldly  ftores  in  fuch  abundance  flow'd, 
Whofe  heart  with  fuch  exalted  virtue  glow'd. 
At  length  misfortunes  take  their  turn  to  reign. 
And  ills  on  ills  fucceed  ;  a  dreadful  train  1 
What  now  but  deaths,  and  poverty,  and  wrong, 
The  fwoid  wide-wafting,  the  reproachful  tongue, 


And  fpotted  plagues,  that  mark'd  his  limbs  all  o'er 
So  thick  with  pains,  they  wanted  room  for  more  { 
A  change  fo  fad  whaC^ortal  here  could  bear  ? 
Exhaufted  woe  l.ad  left  him  nought  to  fear; 
But  gave  him  all  to  grief.     Low  earth  he  preft. 
Wept  in  the  duft,  and  forely  fmote  his  breaft. 
His  friends  around  the  deep  afflidion  mourn'd. 
)  Felt  »11  his  pangs,  and  gcoan  for  groan  return'*; 
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In  aoguiili  of  their  hecrts  their  mantles  refit, 
Jkad  fcven  long  days  in  folemn  filence  fpent ; 
A  debt  of  reverence  to  didrels  fo  great  '. 
Then  Job   contain'd  no   more ;   but   curi'd   bis 

fate. 
His  day  of  birth,  irs  inaufpicious  light, 
He  wiQses  funk  in  fiiades  of  endlefs  night, 
And  blotted  from  the  year,  nor  fears  to  crave 
Death,  inftant  death  ;  jnipa'.ient  for  the  grave, 
That  feat  of  pe^e,  that  nianficn  of  repofe, 
Wheie  reft  and  mortals  arc  no  longer  fots  ; 
Where  counfellors  are  huOi'd,  and  mighty  kings 
|0  happy  tnyn  !)  no  more  are  wretched  thing>. 
His  words  T*ere   daring,  and  difpkas'd    his 
friends; 
His  condu A  they  reprove,  and  he  defends ; 
And  now  they  kindled  into  warm  debate, 
And  fentiments  oppos'd  with  equal  heat ; 
Kx'd  in  opinion,  both  rcfufe  to  yield, 
And  fummon  all  their  reafon  to  the  field  ; 
So  high  at  length  their  arguments  were  wrought, 
They  reath'd  the  laft  extent  of  human  thought  : 
A  paufe  enfucd. — When,  lo  '  heav«n  interpos'd, 
And  awfully  the  long  contenti«n  clos'd. 
lull  o'er  their  heads,  with  terrible  furprife, 
A  fudden  whirlwind  blacken'd  all  the  fkies: 
^Tbey  faw,   and  trembicd !)  from  the  darknefs 

broke 
A  dreadful  voice,  and  thas  th*  Almighty  fpokc  : 
Who  gives  his  tongue  3  loofe  fo  bold  and  vain, 
Ccnfures  my  condu<3,  and  reproves  my  reign  ; 
iifts  up  his  thought  againft  me  from  the  duft. 
And  tells  the  world's  Creator  what  is  juft  ? 
Of  late  fo  brave,  now  lift  a  dauntlefs  eye, 
Face  my  demand,  end  give  it  a  reply  : 
Whtre  didft  thou  dwell  at  nature's  early  birth  ? 
Who  laid  foundations  for  the  fpacious  eaiiL  t 
W'ho  on  its  furfacc  did  extend  the  line, 
Its  form  determine,  and  its  bulk  confine  ? 
Who  Cx'd  the  corner-ftone  ?   What  hand,  declare. 
Hung  it  on  ncnght,  and  faflen'd  it  on  air ; 
When  the  bright  morning  ftars  in  concert  fung, 
Whco.  heaven's  high  arch  with  loud  bofannahs 

rung. 
When  Jhoutingfons  of  God  the  triumph  crown'd. 
And  the  wide  concave  thundtr'd  with  the  found  ? 
iarth's  numerous  kingdomi^  haft  thou  vicw'd  them 

all? 
And  can  thy  fpan  of  knowledge  grafp  the  ball  ? 
Who  htav'd  the  mountain,  which  fublimely  ftands, 
And  cafts  its  fhadow  into  diftant  lands  ? 

Who,  ftretchii  g  f<  rth  his  Iceptre  oer  the  ileep. 
Can  that  wide  W(  rid  in  due  fibjeflion  keep? 
I  broke  the  globe,  1  fcoop'd  its  hoLow  fide, 
And  did  a  balbn  for  the  floods  provide ; 
1  chain'd  them  with  my  word  ;  the  boiling  fea, 
"Wotk'd  up  in  temptfts,  htar.«  my  gri-at  decree  ; 
^'  Thus  far,  thy  floating  tide  fhall  be  convey'd  ; 
"  And  here,  O  main,  be  thy  proud  billows  ftay  d." 

Haft  thou  explor'd  theftcnh  of  the  deep. 
Where,  (hut  from  ufe,  unnutr.ber'd  ti-ealurcs  fleep? 
Where,  down  a  thoufand  fathoms  from  the  day, 
Springs  the  great  Ibuntain.  mother  of  the  fea? 
Thofc  glocmy  paths  did  thy  I  old  foot  e  er  tread, 
Vhofe  world*  of  waters  rolling  o'er  thy  head  I 


Hath  the  cleft  centre  open'd  wide  to  thee  ? 
Death's  inmoft  chambers  didft  thou  ever  fee  ? 
E'er  knock  at  his  tremendous  gate,  and  wade  ' 

To  the  black  portal  through  th'  incumbent  ftiade? 
Deep  are  thofe  fliades ;  but  ftiades  ftill  deeper  hide 
My  counfcls  from  the  ken  of  human  pride. 

Where  dwells  the  light?  In  what  refulgent  dome  ? 
And  where  has  darinefs  made  her  difmal  home  ? 
Thou  know'ft,  no  doubt,  fince  thy  large  heart  i? 

fraught 
With  ripen'd  wifdom,  through  long  ages  brought; 
Since  nature  was  call'd  forth  when  thou  was  by, 
And  into  being  rofe  beneath  thine  eye  ! 

yire  m'ljii  begotten  ?  Who  their  father  knew  ? 
From  whom  defcend  the  pearly  drops  of  dew  ? 
To  bind  the  ftrearn  by  night  what  hand  can  boaft, 
Or  whiten  morning  with  the  \iOdx-^  frojif 
Whofe  powerful  breath,  from  northern  regions 

blown. 
Touches  the  fea,  and  turns  it  into  ftone  ? 
A  fudden  defart  fpreads  o'er  realms  defac'd, 
And  lays  oac  half  of  the  cre«tion  wafte  ? 

Thou  know'ft  me  not ;  thy  blindnefs  cannot  fes 
How  vaft  a  diftance  parts  thy  God  from  thee. 
Canft  thou  in  •wkirl'winds  mount  aloft :  Canft  thoB 
In  clouds  and  darknefs  wrap  thy  awful  brow  ; 
And,  when  day  triumphs  in  meridian  light. 
Put  forth   thy  hand,  and  (hade  the   world  with 
night  ? 
Who  lauMch'd  the  cltuds  in  air,  and  bid  them  roll 
Sufpended  feas  aloft,  from  pole  to  pole  ? 
Who  can  rcfrefh  the  burning  fandy  plain. 
And  quench  the  fummer  with  a  wafte  of  rain  ? 
Who,  in  rough  defarts,  far  from  human  toil, 
Made  rocks  bring  forth,  and  defdlation  fmile  ?  ^ 

There  blooms  the  rofe,  where  human  face  ne'er 

(hone, 
And  fpreads  its  beauties  to  the  fun  alone. 

To  check  the  fhower,  who  lifts  his  hand  on  high, 
And  (huts  the  fluices  of  th  exbaufted  (ky, 
When  earth  no  longer  mourns  her  gaping  veins. 
Her  naked  mountains,  and  her  ruffet  ylains; 
But,  new  in  life,  a  cheerful  profpedl  yields  r- 

Ot  (hining  rivers,  and  of  verdant  fields; 
When  groves  and  forefts  lavilh  all  their  bloom,        • 
And  earth  and  heaven  are  fill'd  with  rich  perfume  .' 
Haft  thou  e'er  fcal'd  my  wintery  (kies,  and  fccQ 
Of  bail  andyjjswj  my  northern  magazine  ? 
'I  hcfe  the  dread  treafurcs  of  mine  anger  are. 
My  funds  of  vengeance  for  the  day  of  war, 
When  clouds  rain  death,  and  ftorms  at  my  com- 
mand 
Rage  through  the  world,  or  wafte  a  guilty  land. 

Who  taught  the  raj^id  •winds  to  fly  fo  faft. 
Or  (hakes  the  centre  with  Ids  eaftern  blaft  ? 
Who  from  the  fldes  can  a  whole  deluge  pour  ?        ■' 
U  ho  ftrikes  through  nature  with  thefolemu  roar 
Of  dreadful  thunder,  points  it  where  to  fall, 
And  ill  fierce  lightning  wraps  the  flying  ball? 
Not  he  w  ho  trembles  at  the  darted  fires. 
Falls  at  the  found,  and  in  the  fla(h  expires. 
V\  ho  drew  the  comet  out  to  fuch  a  Cze, 
And  pour'd  his  flaming  train  o'er  half  the  (klcj  J 
Did  thy  refentmtnt  hang  him  out .'  Does  he 
Glare  on  tbe  Dation,  and  denounce,  from  tbce  I 
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Who  on  low  ^arth  can  moderate  the  rein, 
That  guides  thcfan  along  th'  ethereal  plain  ? 
Appoint  tlieir  feafons,  and  direift  their  courfe, 
Their  luftie  brij/hten,  and  fupply  their  force  ?  I40 
Canft  thou  the  fkies  benevolence  reftrain, 
And  caufe  the  Pleiades  to  ftiine  in  vain  ; 
Or,  when  Orion  fparklcs  from  his  fphere, 
Thaw  the  cold  feafon,  and  unbind  t.'ie  year; 
Bid  Mazzaroth  his  dcflin'd  ftation  know, 
And  teach  the  bright  Ardlarus  where  to  glow  ? 
Mine  is  the  night,  with  ail  her  ftars  ;  I  pour 
Myriads,  and  myriads  I  referve  in  (lore. 

Doft  thou  pronounce  where  day -light  fliall  be 
born, 
And  draw  the  purple  curtain  of  the  morn ;       150 
Awake  thtfun,  and  bid  him  come  aiway. 
And  glad  toy  world  with  his  obfequious  ray? 
Haft  thou,  enthron'd  in  flaming  glory,  driven 
Triumphant  roiind  the  fpacious  ring  of  heaven  ? 
That  pomp  of  light,  what  hand  fo  far  difplays. 
That  diftant  earth  lies  balking  in  the  blaze  ? 

Who  did  the.  foul  with  her  rich  powers  inveft, 
And  light  up  reafon  in  the  human  breaft  ? 
To  (hine,  with  frefh  increafe  of  luftre  bright, 
When  ftars  and  fiiri  are  fet  in  endlcfs  night  ?     160 
To  thefe  my  virions  queftions  make  reply. 
Th'  Almighty  fpoke ;  and,  fpeaklng,  (hook  the  Iky. 

What  then,  Chaldean  fire,  vvas  thy  furprife  ! 
Thus  thou,  with  trembling  heart  and  down-caft 

eyes  : 
"  Once  and  again,  which  I  in  groans  deplore, 
"  My  tongue  Has  err'd;  but  (Hall  prefums  no  more. 
"  My  voice  is  in  eternal  fiience  bound, 
*'  And  all  my  foul  falls  proftrate  to  the  ground." 
He  ceas'd:  when,  lo!  again  th'  Almighty  fpoke; 
The  fame  dread  voice  from  the  Wack  whirlwind 
broke.  1 70 

Can  that  artri  meafure  with  an  arm  divine  ? 
And  canft  thnu  thunder  with  a  voice  like  mine  ; 
Or  in  the  hollow  of  thy  hand  contain 
The  bulk  of  waters,  the  wide-fpreading  main, 
When,  mad  with  tempefts,  all  the  billows  rife 
in  all  their  rage,  and  dalh  the  diftant  fkies? 

Come  forth,  in  beauty's  excellence  array 'd  ; 
And  be  the  grandeur  of  thy  power  difplay'd  ; 
Put  on  omnipotence,  and,  frowning,  make 
The  fpacious  round  of  the  creation  ftiake  ;  180 

liifpatch  thy  vengeance,  bid  it  overthrow 
Triumphant  vice,  lay  lofty  tyrants  low, 
And  crumble  them  to  duft.     When  this  is  done, 
i  grant  thy  fafety  lodg'd  in  thee  alone  ; 
Of  thee  thou  art,  and  may 'ft  undaunted  ftand. 
Behind  the  buckler  of  thine  own  right-hand. 
Fond  man  !  the  viCon  of  a  moment  made  ! 
Dream  of  a  dream  1  and  Ihadow  of  a  ftiade  I 
What  worlds  haft  thou  produc'd,  what  creatures 

fram'd ; 
Whatinfe(Slscheri(h'd,that  thyGodisblam'd?   190 
When  pain'd  with  hunger,  the  wild  raven's  brood 
Loud  calls  on  God,  importunate  for  food  : 
Who  hears  their  cry,   who  grants  their  hoarfe 

requeft. 
And  ftills  the  clamour  of  the  craving  neft  ? 

Who  in  the  ftupid  oftrich  has  fubdued 
A  parent's  care,  and  foad  inquietude  ? 
Vol..  X. 
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While  far  ftic  flies,  her  fcatter'd  eggs  are  found. 

Without  an  owner,  on  the  fandy  ground; 

Call  out  on  fortune,  they  at  mercy  lie, 

And  borrow  life  from  an  indulgent  fky:  aoQ 

Adopted  by  the  fun,  in  blaze  of  day, 

They  ripen  under  his  prolific  ray. 

Unmindful  Ihe,  that  fome  unhappy  tread 

May  crulh  her  young  in  their  ne|;led:ed  bed 

What  time  flie  Ikims  along  the  field  with  fpceJ, 

She  fcorns  the  rider,  and  purfuing  fteed. 

How  rich  the  peacock  1  what  bright  glories  rua 
From  plume  to  plume,  and  vary  in  the  fun  ! 
He  proudly  fpreads  them  to  the  golden  ray, 
Gives  all  his  colours,  and  adorns  the  day  ;         aro 
With  confcious  ftate  the  fpacious  round  difplays, 
Andflowly  moves  amid  the  waving  blaze. 

Who  taught  the  hawk  to  find,  in  feafons  wife, 
Perpetual  fiimmer,  and  a  change  of  fkies  .' 
When  clouds  deforni  the  year, (he  mounts  the  wind 
Shoots  to  the  fouth,  nor  fears  the  ftorm  behind ; 
The  fun  returning,  (he  returns  again, 
Lives  in  his  beams,  and  leaves  ill  days  to  rtien. 

Though  ftrShg  the  hawk,  though  pradis'd  well 
to  fly. 
An  eagle  drops  her  in  a  lower  Iky  ;  azo 

An  eagle,  when,  deferting  human  fight, 
She  feeks  the  fun  in  her  unweary'd  flight : 
Did  thy  command  her  yellow  pinion  lift. 
So  high  in  air,  and  fet  her  on  the  clift. 
Where  far  above  thy  world  (he  dwells  alone. 
And  proudly  makes  the  ftrength  of  rocks  her  owUj ' 
Thence  wide  o'er  nature  takes  her  dread  fiirvey, 
And  with  a  glance  predeftinates  her  prey  ?     [o'er 
She  feafts  her  young  with  blood;   and,  hovering 
Th'unihughter'd  holt,  enjoys  the/'z-sro/Zi/gore.  a  jo- 
Know 'ft  thou  how  many  moons,  by  me  aliignMy 
Roll  o  er  the  mountain  goat,  and  foreft  hind. 
While  pregnant  they  a  mother's  load  fuftain  ? 
They  ben  J  in  anguilh,  and  caft  forth  their  pain. 
Hale  are  their  young,  from  human  frailties  freed'j,-  ' 
Walk  unfiiftain'd,  and  unaflifted  feed; 
They  live  at  once  ;  forfake  the  dam's  Warm  fide  ; 
Take  the  wide  world,  with  nature  for  their  guidei^ 
Bound  o'er  the  lawn,  or  feek  the  diftant  glade  ; 
And  find  a  home  in  each  delightful  (hade.        240 

Will  th'  tall  reem,  which  knows  no  lord  but  .iit^ 
Low  at  the  crib,  and  alk  an  alms  of  thee  I 
Submit  his  unworn  Ihoulder  to  the  yoke,  ,  ^ ,  , 

Break  the  ftift  clod,  and  o'er  thy  furrow  fmok^,?'.   , 
Since  great  his  (Irength,  go  truft  him,  void  of  care; 
Lay  on  his-  neck  the  toil  of  all  the  year ; 
Bid  him  bring  home  the  feafons  to  thy  doors,  '  -  , 
And  caft  his  load  among  thy  gathcr'd  ftores.     '  , 

Didft  thou  from  fervice  the  wild-afs  difchargp, 
And  break  his  bonds,  and  bid  him  live  at  large,  a^Vj,  • 
Through  the  wide  wafte,  his  ample  manfion,roaii}j 
And  lofe  himfelf  in  his  unbounded  home  ? 
By  nature's  hand  magnificently  fed. 
His  meal  is  on  the  range  of  mountains  fpread  ; 
As  in  pure  air  aloft  he  bounds  along. 
He  fees  in  diftant  fmoke  the  city  throng; 
Confcious  of  freedom,  fcorns  the  fmother'd  train. 
The  threatening  driver,  and  the  fervile  rein.  , 

Survey  the  warlike  horfe  !  didft  thou  invert 
With  thunder  his  robuft  diftended  chcft  ?         a6o 
D 
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Na  fenl'e  of  fear  Ms  uauntlefs  foul  allays  ; 
'  fis  dreadful  to  behold  lusnoftrils  blaze  ; 
To  psw  the  vale  he  proudly  takes  delight, 
jftnd  triumphs  in  the  fulnefs  of  his  niight ; 
High-rais'd  he  fnuffs  the  battle  from  afar, 
^\nd  burns  to  plunge  amid  the  raginj;;  war; 
And  mocks  at  death,  and  throws  his  f«am  around. 
And  in  a  ftorm  of  fury  (hakes  the  ground. 
How  does  his  firrw,  his  riling  heart, advance     269 
Full  on  the  brandifh'd  fword,  and  fhaken  lance  ; 
While  hisfix'd  eye-balls  meet  the  dazzling  fliicld, 
Gaze,  and  return  the  lightning  of  the  field  ! 
He  fink^i  the  fenfe  of  pain  in  genero\!s  pride, 
Hov  feels  the  fbaft  that  trembles  in  his  fiJe  ; 
Eut  neighs  to  the  flirill  trumpet'o  dreadful  blaft 
Till  death ;  and  when  he   groans,  he   groans  hj-s 
But,  fiercer  ftill,  the  lordly  lion  ftalks,        [laft. 
Grimly  majeftic  in  his  lonely  walks; 
When  round  he  glares,  all  living  creatures  fly ; 
He  clears  the  defart  with  his  rolling  eye.  aSo 

iSay,  mortal,  does  he  r."!ufe  at  thy  command, 
And  roar  to  thee,  and  live  upon  t!iy  hand  ? 
XioR  thou  for  him  in  forefts  bend  thj^  bow, 
And  to  his  gloomy  den  the  morfel  throw. 
Where  bent  on  death  lie  hid  his  tawny  brood. 
Arid,  couch'd  In  dreadful  ambufh,  pant  for  blood  ; 
Or,  ftretch'd  on  broken  limbs,  confame  the  day, 

.  .In  darkiiefs  wrapt,  and  flumber  o'er  their  prey  ? 
jBy  the  pale  moon  they  take  thcii  deflin'd  round. 
And  h(b  their  fides,  and  furious  tear  the  ground. 

_  J^ow  flirieks  and  dying  groans  the  defart  fill;  2.9,1 
They  rage,  they  rend  ;  their  ravenous  jaws  diftil 
'SS'^ith   crimfcn  foam ;  and,   when    the  banquet's 

o'er, 
They  ft:ride  av.'ay,  and  paint  their  fbeps  with  gors; 
tn.  flight  alone  the  fhepherd  puts  his  truft, 
'J^i\d  fhudders  at  the  talon  in  the  duft. 
,  Mild  is  my  Behemoth,  though  large  his  frame  ; 
^Sraooth  is  his  temper,  and  repreft  his  flame, 

,  .Wliile  unprovok'd.     This  native  of  the  flood 
i'-ifts  his  broad  foot,  and  puts  afliore  for  food  ;  300 
3S-}rth  finks  beneath  him,  as  he  moves  along 
'Fo  feek  the  herbs,  and  mingle  with  the  throng. 
S-'o  with    what  flrength  his  hardened    loLos  ase 

bound, 
All  ov€r  proof  and  (hut  againft  a  wound. 
Tl'6w  like  a  mountain  cedar  moves  his  tail! 

■  Ncr  can  his  complicated  Cnews  fail. 

'SiJ/lt  high  and  wide,  his  folid  bones  furpafs 

'The  bars  of  Heel ;  his  ribs  are  ribs  of  brafs-; 
flis  port  majeftic  and  his  armed  jaw 
Give  the  wide  forefl,  and  the  mountain,  law.  310 
•T^ie  mountains  feed  him;  there  the  heafts  admire 
"Tft«  mighty  ftranger,  and"  in  dread  retire, 

•  'j^t  length  his  greatnefs  nearer  they  furvey. 
Craze  in  his  fliadow,  and  his  eye  obsy. 
^l^f.  fens  and  marflies  are  hi«  cool  retreat, 
iiis  noontide  (belter  from  the  burning  heat; 
"3  heir  fedgy  bofoms  his  wide  couch  are  made, 
And  groves  r-f  willows  give  him  all  their  fbade. 
iiis  eye  drinks   Jordan  up,  when   fir'd  with 
drought, 
He  truft.s  to  turn  its  current  down  his  throtit ;  330 
In  leffen'd  waves  it  creeps  along  the  plain  : 
Jic  links  a  river,  and  b«  thirAs  s^^'"* 


Go  to  the  Nile,  and,  from  its  fruitful  5a<^. 
C?.fl  forth  thy  line  into  the  fwelling  tide  : 
With  (lender  hair  Leviathan  command, 
And  llretch  his  vaftnefs  on  the  loaded  ftrand. 
Will  he  become  thy  fervaat  ?   VVdl  he  own 
Thy  lordly  nod,  and  tremble  at  thy  frown  ? 
Or  with  his  fport  aninfe  thy  leifMre  day,  329 

And,  bound  in  filk,  with  thy  foft  maidens  play  .' 

Shall  pompous  banquet* fwell  with  fuch  a  prize?- 
Atwl  the  bowl  journey  round  his  ample  fize? 
Or  the  debating  merchants  fliare  the  prey, 
And  various  limbs  to  various  marts  coavcy  ? 
Through  his  firm  fkuU  what  lleel  its  way  can  win  ? 
What  forceful  engine  can  fubdue  his  (kin  ? 
Fly  far,  atid  live;  tempt  not  his  matchlefs  might  I 
The  braved  fhrink  to  covi'ards  in  his  fight; 
The  rafheft  dare  not  roufe  him  up :    Who  then 
Shall  turn  on  me,  among  the  fons  of  men  ?       340. 

Am  1  a  debtor  ?  Haft  thou  ever  heard 
Whence  come  the  gifts  that  are  on  nie  conferr'd  ? 
My  lavilb  fruit  a  thoufiind  valleys  fills. 
And  mine  ths  herds  that  graze  a  thoufand  hilU  : 
Earth,  fea,  and  air,  all  nature  ifi  my  own  ; 
And  rtars  and  fun  are  duft  beneath  my  throne. 
And  dar'fl  thou  with  the  world's  great  Father  vie^ 
Thou,  who  doft  tremble  at  my  creature  s  eye  ? 

At  full  my  large  Leviathan  (hall  rife,  349- 

B'  lall  all  hia  ftrength,  and  fpread  his  w.mdrous  (ize. 
Who,  great  in  arms,  e'er  ftripp'd  his  fhining  mail^ 
Or  crown'd  his  triumph  with  a  fingle  fcale  ! 
Whofe  heart  fuftains  him  to  draw  near  ?  BehoM, 
DeflruiSion  yawns;  his  fpacious  jaws  unfold. 
And,  marlhall'd  round  the  wide  expanfe,  difclofe 
Teeth  edg'd-  with  death,  and  crowding  rows  oa 

rows : 
What  hideous  fangs  on  either  fide  arife  ! 
And  what  a  deep  abyfs  between  them  lies  ! 
Mete  with  thy  lance,  and  with  thy  plumbet  found. 
The  one  how  long,,  the  other  how  profound.    36* 
His  bulk  is  charg'd  with  fuch  a  furious  foul, 
That  cloud';  of  fmoke  from  his  fpread  noftrils  roll, 
Asfsnm  a  furnace;  and  when  rous'd  his  ire. 
Fate  iffues  from  his  jaws  in  ftrcams  of  fire. 
The  rage  of  tempefts,  and  the  roar  of  feas. 
Thy  terror^this  thy  great  fuperior  pleafc  ; 
Strength  on  his  ample  (boulder  fits  in  (late;. 
His  well-j.oin*^d  limbs  are  dreadfully  complete  ; 
His  flakes  of  folid  ficfii  are  flow  to  part ;. 
As  fceel  his  nerves,  as  adamant  his  heart.  37a 

When,  late  awak'd,  he  rears  him  from  the  floods^ 
And  (Iretching  forth  his  flature  to  the  clouds, 
Writhes  in  the  fun  aloft  hisfcaly  height, 
And  ftrikes  the  diflant  hills  with  tranfient  light, 
Far  round  are  fatal  damps  of  terror  fpread. 
The  mighty  fear,  nor  blufii  to  own  their  dread. 

Large  is  hia  front ;  and  when  his  burnilh'd  eye* 
Lift  their  broad  lids,  the  morning  feems  to  rife. 

Ln  vain  may  death  in  various  fhapes  invade, 
The  fwift-wing'd  arrow,  the  defcending  blade  ; 
His  naked  bread  their  impotence  defies ;  38£ 

The  dart  rebounds,  the  brittle  faulchion  flics. 
Shut  in  himfelf,  the  war  without  he  liears, 
Safe  in  the  temped  of  their  rattling  fpears ; 
The  cumber'd  llrand  their  wafted  voUies  ftrowfj 
His  fport,  the  rage  and  labour  of  the  foe. 
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.  if  is  pallimcsllk&a  cauhlron  boil  the  ilood, 
A'ad  blacken  ocean  with  the  riling  mud; 
7'iie  billows  feel  him,  as  he  vvorics  his  wiy  ;       389 
His  hoary  footfteps  fliine  along  the  fea  ;       [green, 
I'he  loam  high-wrought  with  white  divides  tiie 
And  diflant  failors  point  where  death  hiu  been. 

His  Jiie  earth  bears  not  on  her  Ipacious  face ; 
Alone  in  nature  (lands  his  dauntlels  race, 
For  utter  ignorance  of  fear  renown'd, 
In  wrath  he  rolls  his  baleful  eye  around  : 
Makes  every  fwoll'ii,  difdainful  heart,  fubfide. 
And  holds  dominion  o'er  the  fons  of  jjride. 

Then  the  Chaldean  eas'd  his  labouring  breaft, 
Wjth  full  convidtion  of  his  crime  oppreft.         400 

"  Thou    canlt   accomplilh  ail  things,  Lord  of 
Might: 
"   And  every  thought  is  naked  to  thy  fight. 
"   But,  oh  !  thy  ways  are  wonderful,  and  lie 
*'  Beyond  the  deepeft  reach  of  mortal  eye, 
•*  Oft  have  I  heard  of  thine  almighty  power; 
*'  But  never  faw  thee  till  this  dreadful  hour. 
"  O  erwhelm  d  with  fhame,  the  Lord  of  Life  I  fee, 
"  Abhor  niyfelf,  and  give  my  foul  to  thte. 
"  Nor  Ihail  my  weaknefs  tempt  thine  anger  more  : 
•'  Man  is  not  made  to  quefiion,  but  udore."         410 


NOTfes  ON  THE  PARAPHRASE. 

JjOOKofJob.']  It  is  difputcd  amongft  the  critics 
Who  was  the  author  of  the  Book  of  Job ;  fome 
give  it  to  Mofi's,  fome  to  others.  As  I  was  en- 
gaged in  this  little  performance,  fome  'Arguments 
occurred  to  me  which  favour  the  former  of  thofe 
opinions ;  and  becaufe  I  do  not  find  them  men- 
tioned by  any  one  elfe,  (  have  flung  them  into  the 
following  notes,  where  little  elfe  is  to  be  expedled. 

Ver.  I.]  The  Almiglity'sfpeech,  chapter  xxxviii, 
&c.  which  is  what  I  paraphral'c*  in  this  little  work, 
is  by  much  the  finefl  part  of  the  nobleft  and  niofl; 
antient  poem  in  the  world.  Bilhop  Patrick  fays, 
its  grandeur  is  as  miich  above  all  other  poetry,  as 
•thunder  is  louder  than  a  whifper.  In  order  to  let 
this  didinguifli'd  part  of  the  poem  in  a  fuller  light, 
and  give  the  reader  a  clearer  conception  of  it,  I 
have  abridged  the  preceding  and  fubfequent  parts 
of  the  poem,  and  joined  thcni  to  it ;  fo  that  this 
flece  is  a  fort  of  epitome  of  the  whole  Book  of  Job. 

I  ufe  the  word  ^iinij)l>ra/ir,heC3.uCe  I  want  another 
which  might  better  anfwer  to  the  tincommon  H- 
oeriies  I  have  taken.  I  have  omitted,  added,  and 
tranfpofed.  The  muunlain,  the  comet,  the  fun,  and 
other  parts,  are  entirely  added  :  thofe  upon  the 
pcscock,  iliclion,  Scc.  are  much  enlarged  ;  and  I  have 
thrown  the  whole  into  a  method  more  fuitable  to 
our  n'')tions  of  regularity.  The  judicious,  if  they 
co'mpare  this  piece  with  the  original,  will,  I  flatter 
rnyfelt,  find  thfe  reafons  for  the  great  liberties  I  | 
hdve  indulged  myfelf  in  through  the  whole. 

l>o:)ginus  has  a  chapter  on  interrogation.",  which 
fhows  thait  they  contribute  much  to  the  fublime. 
This  fpeech  of  the  Almighty  is  made  up  of  them. 
Interrogations  feems,  indeed,  the  proper  ftyle  of 
mfejtfty  incfcnfedi  !t  differs  from  other  manner  of 
reprcaf,  as  bidding  a  perfon  execut;  himfiif,  docs 
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from  a  common  execution;  for  he  that  afks  the 
guilty  a  proper  qucitioii,  makes  hmi,  in  effeiSl,  pafs 
feiuence  on  himfelf. 

V'jr.  41.]  riie  Book  of  Job  is  well  known  to  be 
dram-itic,  anH  like  the  tragedies  of  old  Greece,  is 
fi(f!:ion  built  on  truth.  Probably  tliis  moft  noble 
part  of  it,  the  Almighty  fpeaking  out  of  the  whirl- 
wind (fo  fuitable  to  the  after-pracftice  of  the  Greek 
fta'^e,  v/hen  there  happened  *'  dignus  viudice  no- 
"  dus"),  is  fiiflitious  ;  tiut  is  fiO:lion  more  agree- 
agble  to  the  time  in  which  Job  lived,  than  to  any 
firice.  Frequent  before  the  Law  were  the  appear- 
ances of  the  Almighty  after  this  manner,  Exod. 
chap.  xix.  Ezek.  chap.  i.  &c.  Hence  is  he  faid  to 
"  dwell  in  thick  darknefs :  and  have  his  way  in  the 
"  whirlwind." 

Ver.  6:j.]  There  is  a  Ver^  great  air  in  all  that 
precedes,  but  this  is  fignally  fublime.  We  are  llruck 
with  admiration  to  fee  the  vail  and  ungovernable 
ocean  receiving  commands,  and  punctually  obey- 
ing them  ;  to  find  it  like  a  managed  horfe,  raging, 
toffing,  and  foaming,  but  by  the  rule  and  direilion 
of  its  mafler.  This  paffage  yields  in  fublimity  to 
that  of  "  Let  there  be  light,"  &c.  fo  much  only, 
as  the  abfoiute  government  of  nature  yields  to  the 
creation  of  it. 

The  like  fpirit  in  theft  two  paffages  is  no  bad 
concurrent  argiiment,  that  Mofcs  is  author  of  tha 
Book  of  Job. 

Ver.  19!  ]  Another  argument  that  Mofes  was 
the  author  ij,  that  moft  of  the  creatures  here  afe 
Egyptian.  The  reafon  given  why  the  raven  is  par- 
ticularly mentioned  as  an  obji;dt  of  the  care  of 
Provideniie  is,  becaufe  by  her  clamorous  and  im- 
portunate voice,  (he  pairticularly  feenis  always  call- 
ing upon  it ;  thence  Ko^ds-e-u,  a  xopix'^,  ^iian,  1.  ii. 
c,  48,  is  "  to  afk  earnelUy."  And  litiee  there  wera 
ravens  on  the  bank  of  the  Nile  more  clamorou  a 
than  the  tell  of  that  fpecies,  thofe  probably  are 
meant  in  that  place. 

Ver.  195.]  There  are  many  inftances  of  this 
bird's  ftupidity  :  let  two  fuffice.  FirJ},  it  covers  its 
head  in  the  reeds,  and  thinks  itfcll  all  out  of  fight  J 

"  Stat  lumine  claufo 
"  Ridehdum  revoluta  caput,  creditque  latere 
"  Quae  non  ipfa  videt."  Cx-aub. 

Secotidly,  They  that  go  In  purfult  of  them,  draw 
the  ikin  of  an  oftrich's  neck  on  one  hand,  which 
proves  a  fufRcicnt  lure  to  take  them  with  the  other. 

They  have  fo  little  brain,  that  Heliogabulus  had 
fix  hundred  heads  for  his  fupper. 

Here  we  may  obferve,  that  our  judicious,  as  well 
as  fublime  author;  juft  touches  the  great  points  of  • 
diftindion  in  each  creature,  and  then  haftens  to 
another.  A  defcription  is  exaiSl  when  you  cannot 
add,  but  what  is  common  to  anotliL-r  thing ;  nor 
lu'lLdratu,  but  fonicthiag  pr-culiarly  belon;iing  to 
the  thing  defcribed.  A  likemfs  is  loli  in  too  much 
defcription,  as  a  meaiting  often  in  too  much  iiiuf- 
tratioii. 

Ver  205.]  Here  is  marked  another  ;^«i'.'/j)- qua- 
lity of  tliii  creature,  which  neither  iiies  nor  runs 
diretSlly,  but  has  a  motion  compofed  of  both,,  aud 
ufing  its  wings  as  fails,  m;ihes  great  fpecd, 
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•*  Vafta  vdut  Liby*  venantflm  vocibus  ales 
•'  Cum  prcmitur,  calidascurfutranfmittit  arenas, 
"  Inque  modum  veli  Cnuacis  flaminc  peiinis 
•*  Pulverukuta  volat."  Claud,  in  Eutr. 

Ver.  ao6.]  Xenophou  fays,  Cyrus  had  horfes 
that  could  overtake  the  geat  and  the  wild  afs ;  but 
none  that  could  reach  this  creature.  A  tlioufand 
golden  ducats,  or  a  hundred  camels,  was  the  ftated 
price  of  a  horfe  that  could  equal  their  fpced. 

Vcr.  2C7.]  Though  this  bird  is  but  jufi;  men- 
tioned in  my  author,  I  could  not  ff.rbear  going  a 
little  farther,  and  fpreading  thofe  beautiful  plumes 
(which  are  there  fliut  up)  in  half  a  dozen  lines. 
The  circumftancc  I  have  marked  of  his  opening  his 
plumes  to  the  fun,  is  true  :  "  Expandit  colorcs  ad- 
••  vcrfo  maxime  fole,  quia  He  fulgentius  radiant." 
Plin.  1.x.  c.  20. 

Ver.  2T9.]  Thuanus  (de  Re  Accip.)  mentions  a 
hawk  that  flew  from  Paris  to  London  in  a  night. 

And  the  Egyptians,  in  regard  to  its  fwiftnefs, 
made  it  their  fymbol  for  the  wind ;  for  which  rea- 
fon  we  may  fuppofe  the  hawk,  as  well  as  the  crow 
above -mentioned,  to  have  been  a  bird  of  note  in 
Igypt. 

Ver.  227  ]  The  eagle  is  faid  to  be  cf  fo  acute 
a  fight,  that  when  fhe  is  fo  high  ia  air  that  man 
cannot  fee  her,  (he  can  difccrn  the  fmaileft  fi{h 
under  water.  My  author  accurately  uiiderftood 
ihe  nature  of  the  creature  he  defcribes,  and  feems 
-to  have  been  a  naturalift  as  well  as  a  poet,  which 
the  next  note  will  confirm. 

Ver.  231  ]  The  meaning  of  this  queflion  is, 
l^noweft  ihou  the  time  and  circumjlances  of  their 
bringing  forth  ?  For  to  know  the  time  only  was 
eafy,  and  had  nothing  extraordinary  in  it;  but 
the  circumftances  had  fi  meihing  peculiarly  expref- 
iive  of  Gcd's  providence,  which  makes  the  qaef- 
tion  proper  in  this  place.  Fliny  obfsrves,  that  the 
hind  with  young  is  by  inftindl  direifled  to  a  cer- 
tain herb  called  fefelis,  which  facilitates  the  birth. 
Thunder  alfo  (which  looks  like  the  more  immedi- 
ate hand  cf  Providence)  has  the  fameeffcft.  Pf. 
ixix.  In  fo  early  an  age  to  obfcrve  thefe  things, 
may  ftyle  our  author  a  natura'itl. 

Ver.  259  ]  The  defcription  of  the  horfe  Is  the 
jnort  celebrated  of  any  in  the  poem.  There  is  an 
excellent  critic  on  it  in  the  Cuanliun.  I  fhall  there- 
fore only  obfcrve,  that  in  this  defcription,  as  in 
other  parts  of  this  fpeech,  our  -oulgar  tranjlaticn  has 
much  more  fpirit  than  the  Septuagint ;  it  always 
takes  the  original  in  the  moft  poetic  r.nd  exalted 
fenfe,  fo  that  moft  commentators,  even  t-n  the  He- 
brew itfclf,  fall  beneath  it. 

Ver.  289.]  Purfuing  thtirprey  by  night,  is  true 
of  moft  wild  bcafts,  particularly  the  lion.  Pf.  cvi. 
1Q.  The  Arabians  have  one  among  their  jco 
names  for  the  lion,  which  Cgnifics  "  the  hunter  by 
"  moon-ftiine." 

Ver.  32a.] 

"  Cephefi  glaciale  caput  quo  fuetos  anhelam 

"  f  erre  Ctim  Python,  aninemque  avertere  pon- 
«'  to."  Stat.  Thcb.  v.  349. 

"  Qui  fpiris  tegeret  mcntes,  hauriret  hiatu 
".  f  lumina,"'  &c.  Chhvu.  Prcf.  in  Ruf. 


Let  not  then  this  hyperbole  feem  too  much  for 
an  eartern  poet,  though  fome  commentators  of 
name  ftriin  hard  in  this  place  for  a  new  conftruc- 
tion,  through  fear  of  it. 

\*tr.  323.]  The  taking  of  the  crocodile  is  moft 
diiiicult.  Diodorus  fays,  they  are  not  to  be  taken 
but  by  iron  nets.  When  .\iiguftus  conquered  Egypt, 
he  ftruck  a  medal,  the  imprefs  of  which  was  a  cro- 
codile chained  to  a  palm-tree,  with  thisinfcription, 
"  Nemo  antea  religavit." 

Ver.  339.]  This  alludes  to  a  cuftom  of  this  crea- 
ture, which  is,  when  fated  with  fifli,  to  come  afliore 
and  fleep  among  the  reeds. 

Ver.  25  3-^  The  crocodile's  mouth  is  exceedingly 
v/ide.  When  he  gapes,  fays  Pliny,  "  Cc  totumos." 
Martial  fays  to  his  old  woman, 

"  Cum  comparata  ri(5^ibus  tuis  ora 
"  Niliacus  habet  crocodilus  angufta." 

fo  that  the  expreflion  here  is  barely  juft. 

Ver.  364.]  This  too  is  nearer  truth  than  that  at 
firft  view  may  be  iir.igined.  The  crocodile,  fay 
the  naturalifts,  lying  long  under  water,  and  being 
there  forced  to  hold  its  breath,  when  it  emercres, 
the  breath  long  repreft  is  hot,  and  burfts  out  fo 
violently,  that  it  rel'embles  tire  and  fmoke.  The 
horfe  fupprefles  not  his  breath  by  any  means  fo 
long,  neither  is  he  fo  fierce  and  animated  ;  yet  the 
moft  corredl  of  poets  venture  to  ufe  the  fame  me- 
taphor ccncernicg  him : 

"  ColleiSumque  premens  volvit  fub  narlbus  ig- 
"  nem." 

By  this  and  the  foregoiiig  note,  I  would  caution 
againft  a  falfe  opinion  of  the  eaftern  boldnefs,from 
pafT.igcs  in  them  ill  underftood. 

Vtr.  377.]  "  His  eyes  are  like  the  eye-lids  of 
"  the  mojning."  1  think  this  gives  us  as  great  an 
image  of  the  thing  it  would  exprefs,  as  can  enter 
the  thought  of  man.  It  is  not  improbable  that  the 
Egyptians  ftole  their  hieroglyphic  for  the  morning, 
which  is  the  crocodile's  eye,  from  this  palTage, 
though  no  cominentator  I  have  feen  mentions  it. 
It  is  eafy  to  conceive  hovv  the  Egyptians  ftiould  be 
both  readers  and  admirers  of  the  writings  of  Mo- 
fe.«,  whom  1  fuppofe  the  author  of  this  poem. 

I  have  obferved  already,  that  three  or  four  of 
the  creatures  here  defcribed  are  Egyptian  ;  the  two 
laft  are  notorioufiy  fo;  tlicy  are  the  river-horfc 
and  the  crocodile,  ihofe  celebrated  inhabitants  of 
the  Nile  ;  and  on  thefe  two  it  is  that  our  author 
chiefly  dwell-,  ft  would  have  been  expe<fled  from 
an  author  more  remote  from  that  river  than  Mo- 
fes,  in  a  catalogue  of  creatures  produced  to  mag- 
rify  their  Creator,  to  have  d^  ek  an  the  two  largcft 
Works  of  his  hand,  viz.  tlie  elephant  and  the  whale. 
This  is  fo  natural  an  expc<flation,  that  fome  com- 
mentators have  rendered  bthemoth  and  leviathan, 
the  elephant  and  the  whale,  though  the  defcriptions 
in  our  author  will  not  admit  of  it  :  but  Mofes  be- 
ing, as  we  may  well  fuppofe,  under  an  immediate 
terror  of  the  hippopotamus  and  crocodile,  from 
their  daily  raifcliiefs  and  ravii^cs  around  him  ;  it 
is  very  acccvinuble  why  he  fhould  permit  them  to 
take  place. 
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By  Bt.  Cohden. 
The  poem,  which  oHginally  great. 
Had  long  fuftain'd  poor  Job's  unhappy  fate, 


Fallen  from  its  grandeur,  clad  in  mean  array, 
And  in  the  dud  of  profe  inglorious  lay ; 
Like  him  now  fliine«,  with  former  greatncf*  bleft, 
And  in  its  native  niajefty  coofefs'd. 


MICELLANIES. 


•  N   MICHAEL  ANCELb's  FAMOUS    PIECE  OF  THE 

CRUCIFIXION. 

Who  U  fa'id  io  harje  Jlahhed a  Per/on  that  he  might  iraiv 
It  more  naturally  *. 

Whilst  his  Redeemer  on  his  canvas  dies, 
Stabb'd  at  his  feet  his  brother  weltering  lies  : 
'  The  daring  artiit  cruelly  fercne, 
Views  the  pale  cheek  and  the  diflorted  mien ; 
He  drains  off  life  by  drops,  and  deaf  to  cries, 
Examines  every  fpirit  as  it  flies : 
He  ftudies  torment,  dives  in  mortal  woe, 
To  roufc  up  every  pang  repeats  his  blow  ; 
Each  rifing  agony,  each  dreadful  grace. 
Yet  warm  tranfplanting  to  his  Saviour's  face. 
Oh  glorious  theft  1   oh  nobly  wicked  draught  ! 
With  its  full  charge  of  death  each  feature  fraught : 
Such  wondrous  force  the:  magic  colours  boafl:. 
From  his  own  fkill  he  Harts  in  horror  loft. 

TO  MR.  ADDISON, 

ON    THE  TRAQEDY   OF  CATC. 

What  do  we  fee  is  Cato  then  become 
A  greater  name  in  Britain  than  in  Rome  .' 
Does  mankind  now  admire  his  virtues  more, 
Though  Lucan,  Horace,  Virgil  wrote  before  ? 
How  will  pofterity  this  truth  explain  ? 
"  Cat*  begins  to  live  in  Anna's  reign." 
The  world's  great  chiefs,  in  council  or  in  arms, 
Rife  in  your  lines  with  more  exalted  charms; 
Illuftrious  deeds  in  diftant  nations  wrought, 
And  virtues  by  departed  heroes  taught, 
Raife  in  your  foul  a  pure  immortal  flame, 
Adorn  your  life,  and  confecrate  your  fame  ; 
To  your  renown  all  ages  you  fuhdue, 
And  Csefar  fought,  and  Cato  bled  for  you. 
All  SouPs  Coll.  Oxoit. 

HISTORICAL  EPILOGUE  TO  THE 
BROTHERS. 

A  TRAGEDY. 

An  Epllogui,  through  cuftom,  is  your  right. 
But  ne'er  perhaps  was  needful  till  this  night : 

*  Though  the  re/itrt  ivas propagated  "without  the  leajl 
truth,  it  may  he  jjuff.citnt  ground  t»  jnjlify  a  foetkal 
fmcys  enlarging  on  it„ 


To  night  the  virtuous  falls,  the  guilty  flies. 
Guilt's  dreadful  clofe  our  narrow  fcene  denies. 
In  hiftory's  authentic  record  read 
What  ample  vengeance  gluts  Dsnietrius'  iliade ; 
Vengeance  fo  great,  that  when  his  tale  is  tuid^ 
With  pity  feme  ev'n  Perfeus  mav  bc^iold. 

Perfeus  furviv'd  indeed,  and  fiU'd  the  throne. 
But  ceafclefs  cares  in  conqueft  made  him  groan  : 
Nor  reign'd  he  long ;  from  Rome  fwift  ihunder 

flew, 
And  headlong  from  his  throne  the  tyrant  threw  : 
Thrown  headlong  down,  by  Rome  in  triumph  led. 
For  this  night's  deed  his  perjur'd  bofoni  bled  : 
His  brother's  ghoft  each  moment  made  him  ftart. 
And  all  his  father's  anguifli  rent  his  heart,  [hung. 

When,  robb'd  in  black,  his  children  round  aim 
And  their  rais'd  arms  in  early  forrow  vvrung  ; 
The  younger  fmil'd,  unconfcious  of  their  v*oe  ; 
At  which  thy  tears,  O  Rome  !  began  to  flow; 
So  fad  the  fcene  !   what  then  mufh  Perfeu«  feel. 
To  fee  Jove's  race  attend  the  vigor's  wheel : 
To  fee  the  flavcs  of  his  worft  foes  increafe, 
From  fuch  a  fource  \ — An  emperor's  embrace ! 
He  ficken'd  fo^n  to  desih  ;  and,  v,'hat  is  wcrfc. 
He  well  deftrvd  s.Tiifelt,  the  coward's  curfc; 
Unj)ity"d,  fcorn'd,  infulted  his  laft.  hour. 
Far,  far  from  home,  and  in  a  valTal's  power  ; 
His  pale  check  refled  rn  his  Ihameful  chain. 
No  friend  to  mourn,  no  flatterer  to  feign  ; 
No  fuit  retards,  no  comfort  foothes  his  doom. 
And  not  one  tear  bedews  a  monarch's  tomb. 
Nor  ends  it  thus — dire  vengeance  to  complete, 
His  ancient  cmiiire  falling  fhares  his  fate  : 
His  throne  forgot !  his  weeping  country  chain'd  % 
And  nations  afk — where  Alexander  reign'd. 
As  public  woes  a  prince's  crime  purfue, 
So  public  blefilngs  are  his  virtue's  due. 
Shout,  Britons,  fhout — aufpicious  fortune  blefi  ! 
And  cry,  Long  live — Our  title  tofuccefs  .' 

EPITAPH 

ON  LORD   AVBREY  BEAUCLF.RK  *, 
In  Wefminjler- Abbey,  1 74O. 

Whilst  Britain  boafls  her  empire  o'er  the  deep, 
This  marble  fliali  compel  the  brave  to  weep  : 

*   Lord  Aubrey  Beauclerh   luas  the   eight  Jon  of  Shf 
Duke  of  Si.  Atian's,  who  ivat  01:  of  the  font  of  Ki'!*^ 
D  iij 
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As  men,  as  Britons,  ard  ns  foldier?,  mourn  ; 
'Tis  dauntlefs,  loyal,  virtuous  Beauc'erk's  urn. 
Sweet  were  his  manners,  as  Jiis  foul  was  great, 
Ano  ripe  his  worth,  though  immature  his  fate; 
Each  tender  grace  that  joy  and  love  infpires, 
Living,  he  minified  with  his  martial  fires  : 
Dying,  he  bid  Britannia's  thunders  roar; 
Afid  Spain  ftiil  tele  him,  when  be  brcath'd  HQ  more. 

EPITAPH 

AT  WELWYN,    HERTFORDSHIRE. 

If  fond  of  what  is  rare,  attend  I 
Here  lies  an  lo>ie/i  man, 

Of  perfe(ft  piety, 

Of  lamblike  patience, 

My  friend,  James  Barker  ; 

To  whim  I  pay  this  mean  memorial. 

For  what  defervcs  the  greateft. 

An  example 

V'^hich  fhone  throuph  all  the  clouds  of  fortune, 

FnduUrious  in  low  eftate, 

The  Icffon  and  reproach  of  thofe  above  him. 

To  lay  this  little  (lone 

Is  my  ambition ; 

While    ethers    rear 

The  polifli'd  marbles  of  the  great '. 

Vain  pomp ! 

A  turf  o'er  virtue  charms  us  more. 

£.  Y.   1749. 

A  LETTER  TO  MR.  TICKELL. 

(^ccnfioned  by  the  Death   ef  the  Right  Honourahh  fo- 
feph  Add'tjon,F.Jq.  lllf). 

'«  — Tu  riunc  eris  alter  ab  illo."  Vjrg. 

O  LONG  with  me  in  Oxford  groves  confiii'd, 
in  focial  arts  and  facrtd  friendlhip  joinM  ; 
Fijir  His'  forrow,atid  fair  Ills'  boall, 
Loft  from  her  fide,  but  fortunately  loft; 
Thy  wonted  aid,  my  dear  companion  !  bring, 
And  teach  me  thy  departed  friend  to  ling  : 
A  darling  theme!  once  powerful  to  infpire. 
And  now  to  melt,  the  muies'  mournfu!  choir : 
Isov^,  and  Doiv  firft,  we  freely  dure  cumniend 
His  modeft  worth,  nor  (hall  our  priiife  ofTend, 

Early  he  blocm'd  amid  the  lea'iicd  train, 
And  ravifti'd  Ifih  liften'd  to  his  rtrain. 
See,  fee,  fhc  cry'd,  old  iVIaro's  muie  appears, 
^\''ak'.d  from  her  flumbet  of  two  thouland  years  ; 


Charles  the  S,eeond.  He  ivas  born  in  the  year  IJII  ; 
otid.,  beincr  regularly  bred  to  the  Jttajlrvice,  in  I73I  he 
luas  appointed,  to  the  commaud  of  his  tr.ajejlys  Jhip  the 
Liidlaiu  Cajlle  ;  and  he  comnanded  the  Prince  Frede- 
rick at  the  attack  cf  the  harhout  of  Carihagena,  ]\darch 
44,  I  74 1  Thii  yow'g  nobleman  icas  one  r.f  the  otojl 
prom'iji  g  cormiianders  in  the  king's  fervice.  '  What  on 
he  difperati-  attack  of  the  ccf.le  nf  Bocca  Chica,  at  the 
entrance  of  the  f aid  harbour^  he  lojl  his  life^  both  his  li>as 
being  frji  fhot  off ,  T.be  prnfc  part  of  the  Jnfcriplim  on 
tis  monument,  ivas  the  froduUion  of  Mrs.  ld.ary  'Jones 
'of  Oxford ;  ivho  alfo  ivrote  a  poem  on  his  death,  frint- 
in  bsr  Mifcellaniett^vo,  l-j^Z^  '      ■' 


Her  finiJb'd  charms  to  Addifon  fhe  brings. 
Thinks  in  his  thought,  and  in  his  numbers  fingS 
All  read  tranfported  his  pure  ciaillc  page; 
Head,  and  forget  their  climate  and  their  age. 

Ihe  ftatc,  when  now  his  riCng  fame  was  known, 
Th'  unrivall'd  geniuechalleng'd  for  her  own. 
Nor  would  that  one,  for  fcenes  of  aiftion  ftrong, 
Should  let  a  liTe  evaporate  in  f'>ng. 
As  healrh  and  ftrength  the  brighteft  charms  dif- 

penfe, 
Wit  is  the  bloflbm  of  the  foundeft  fenfe  ; 
Yet  few,  how  few,  with  lofty  thoughts  infpir'd. 
With  quicknefs  pointed,  and  with  rapture  fir'd, 
In  confcious  pride  their  own  importance  find, 
Blind  to  themfelves,  as  the  hard  world  is  blind'. 
Wit  they  efteem  a  gay  but  worthlefs  power, 
The  flight  amufement  of  a  leifure  hour ; 
Unmindful  that,  conceal'd  from  vulgar  eyes, 
Majeftic  wifdom  wears  fhe  bright  difguifc. 

Poor  Dido  fondled  thps,  with  idle  joy. 
Dread  Cupid,  lurking  in  the  Trojan  boy  ; 
Lightly  fhe  toy'd  and  trifled  with  his  charms. 
And  knew  not  that  a  god  was  in  lier  arms. 

Who  greateft  excellence  of  thought  could  boaft, 
In  adi -n,  too,  have  been  diftinguifh'd  moft  : 
This  S(jjnmers  knew,  and  Addifon  fent  forth 
Frn\Ti  the  malignant  regions  of  the  liorth. 
To  be  matur'd  in  more  indulgent  ikies, 
Where  all  the  vigour  of  the  foul  can  rife ; 
Through  wanner  veins  where  fprightlier  fpirit^ 

run. 
And  fenfe  enliven'd  fparkles  in  the  fun. 
With  fecret  pain  the  prudent  patriot  gave. 
The  hopes  of  Britain  to  the  rolling  wave, 
Anxious,  the  charge  to  all  the  ftars  rellgn'd. 
And  plac'd  a  confidence  in  fea  and  wind. 

Aufonia  fcon  received  her  wondering  guefl, 
And  equal  wonder  in  her  turn  coiifels'd. 
To  fee  her  fervours  rivall'd  by  the  pole, 
Her  luftre  beaming  from  a  northern  foul : 
In  like  furprife  was  her  JEneas  loft, 
To  find  his  piiflure  grace  a  foreign  coaft. 

Now  the  vi'ide  field  of  Europe  he  furveys. 
Compares  her  kings,   her  thrpnes   and   empires 

weighs, 
In  ripen'd  judgment  and  confummate  thought; 
Great  workl  by  NafTau's  favour  cheaply  bought. 

Fie  now  returns  to  Britain  a  fupport, 
Wife  in  her  fenate.  graceful  in  her  court ; 
And,  when  the  public  welfare  would  permit. 
The  fource  of  learning,  and  the  Ibiil  of  wit. 
O  Wafwick  !  (whom  the  mufe  is  fond  to  name, 
And  kindles,  confcious  of  her  future  theme) 
O  Warwick  '■  by  divine  contagion  bright  I 
How  early  didft  thou  catch  his  radiant  light ! 
By  him  infpir'd,  how  fhine  before  thy  time, 
And  leave  thy  years,  and  leap  into  thy  pritine  I 

On  fome  warm  bank<  thus,  fortunately  born, 
A  rofe-bud  opens  to  a  fumnier's  morn, 
Fullblown  ere  noon  her  fragrant  pride  difplays. 
And  (Ijows  th'  abundance  of  her  purple  rays. 

Wit,  as  her  bays,  was  once  a  barren  tree; 
We  now,  furpris'd,.hcr  fruitful  branches  fee  .3 
Or,  orange-like,  till  his  aufpicicus  time 
It  grew  indcecl,.b«t,Otivcr'd  in  our  clim»: 
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f?e  Srft  the  phnt  to  richer  gardens  led, 
And  fix'd,  indulgent,  in  a  warmer  bed  : 
The  nation,  pleas'd,  enjoys  tlie  rich  produce, 
And  gathers  from  her  ornament  ter  ufc. 

When  loofe  from  publiccaresthe-grove  hefonght, 
And  fiU'd  the  leifure  interval  with  thought, 
The  various  labours  of  his  eafy  page, 
A  chance  amufemcnt,  polifii'd  half  an  age. 
Beymid  this  truth  old  bards  could  fcarce  invent, 
who  durll  to  frame  a  world  by  accident. 

What  he  ha^  fung,  how  early,  and  how  well, 
•Kie  Thames  fhail  boad,  and  Roman   liber  tell. 
A  glory  more  ftibiinie  remains  in  llore. 
Since  fuch  his  talent-s,  that  he  fungno  more. 

No  fuller  proof  of  power  th'  Almighty  gave, 
Making  the  fea,  than  curbing  her  proud  wave. 

Nought  can  the  genius  of  his  works  tranfcend. 
But  th«ir  fair  purpofe  and  important  end ; 
To  roufe  the  war  for  injur'd  Europe's  laws, 
To  fleel  the  patriot  in  great  Brunfwick's  caufe; 
With  virtu-e's  charms  to  kindle  facrcd  lovp , 
Or  paint  th'  eternal  bowers  of  blifs  above. 
Where  had'ft  thou  room,  great  Author  !  where 

to  roll 
The  mighty  theme  of  an  immortal  foul  ?  [brought 
Through  paths  unknown,  unbeaten,  whence  were 
Thy  proofs  fo  ftrongfor  immaterial  thought? 
One  let  me  join,  all  other  may  excel, 
"   How  could  a  mortal  effence  think  fo  well  ?" 

But  why  fo  large  in  the  great  writer's  praife? 
More  lofty  fubjecls  fhould  my  numbers  raife ; 
In  him  (illuftrions  rivalry  :)  contend 
The  flatefman,  patriot,  Chriftian,  and  the  friend  '. 


His  glory  fuch,  it  borders  bn  difgracft 
To  fay  he  fung  the  bed  of  human  race. 

hi  joy  once  join'd,  in  I'orrow  now  for  year?, 
Partner  in  grief,  and  brother  of  my  tears, 
Ticktll !  accept  this  verfe,  thy  mournful  duej 
Thou  farther  fnalt  the  facred  theme  [lurfue  ; 
And.  as  thy  ftrain  defcribes  the  matchiefs  man, 
Thy  life  fliall  fecond  what  thy  mufe  began. 
Though  fweet  the  numbers,  though  a  lire  divine 
Dart  through  the  whole,  and  burn  in  every  line. 
Who  ftrives  not  for  that  excellence  b.^  draws. 
Is  ftain'd  by  fame,  and  fuffers  from  applaufe. 

But  fea.ie  to  thy  iUuftrious  talk  ;  prepare 
The  noble  work  well  trufted  to  thy  care, 
*  The  gift  bcqueath'd  by  AdJifon's  command. 
To  Craggs  made  facred  by  his  dying  hand. 
Colled;  the  labours,  join  the  various  rays, 
The  fcatter'd  light  in  one  united  blaze  ; 
Then  bear  to  him  fo  true,  fo  truly  lov'd. 
In  life  diftingullh'd,  and  in  death  approv'd, 
Th'  immortal  legacy.     He  hangs  a-while    ^HJ^ 
In  generous  anguilh  o'er  the  glorious  pile; 
With  anxious  pleafure  the  known  page  reviews. 
And  the  dear  pledge  with  falling  tears  bedews. 
What  though  thy  tears,  pour'd  o'er  thy  godlike 

friend, 
Thy  other  cares  for  Britain's  weal  fufpend  ? 
Think  net,  O  patriot !  while  thy  eyes  o'erflow, 
Thofc  cares  fulpended  for  a  private  woe  ; 
Thy  love  to  him  is  to  thy  country  fhown  ; 
He  mourns  for  her,  who  mourns  for  Addifon. 

*    7hc  fubricaiion  of  bis  ivorh. 
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rloLLEf !  immortal  in  far  more  than  fame  1 
Be  thon  illullrious  in  far  more  than  power. 
Great  things  are  fmall  when  greater  rife  to  view. 
Though  ftation'd  high,    and  prefs'd  with  public 

cares, 
Difdain  not  to  perufe  my  ferious  fong, 
Which  peradventure  may  pulh  by  the  world  : 
Of  a  few  moments  rob  Britannia's  weal, 
Asd  leave  Europa's  counfels  iefs  mature ! 
For  thou  art  noble,  and  the  theme  is  great. 
Nor  fhall  or  Europe  or  Britannia  blame 
Tkirte  abfejrt  car,  bat  gain  by  the^lelay. 


Long  vers'd  in  fenates  and  in  cabinets, 
States'  intricate  demands  and  high  debates! 
As  thou  of  ufe  to  thofe,  fo  this  to  thee; 
;  And  in  a  point  that  empire  far  outweighs. 
That  fnr  outweighs  all  Europe's  thrones  in  one. 
Let  greatnefs  prove  its  title  to  be  great. 
'Tis  power's  fupreme  prerogative  to  ftamp 
On  other's  minds  an  image  of  its  own. 
Bend  the  ftrong  influence  of  high  place,  to  ftem 
The  flream  that  fweeps  away  the  country's  weal  5 
The  Stygian  ftream,  the  torrent  of  our  guilt. 
Far  iis  thou  may'il  give  life  to  virtue's  ca-ufc; 
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l/Ct  not  the  tlt%  pf'pctfonal  regard 
Betray  the  nation's  truft  to  ftieble  hands : 
Let  rot  fomented  fiames  of  private  pique 
JPrey  on  the  vitals  of  the  public  good  : 
Let  not  our  (Ireets  with  blafphemits  refound, 
l^or  lewdnefb  whifpcr  where  the  laws  can  reach  : 
Let  not  bell  laws,  the  wildom  of  our  fires, 
Turn  fatires  on  their  funk  degenerate  fons, 
The  baftards  of  their  blood  !  and  ferve  no  point 
But,  with  more  emphafis  to  call  them  fools : 
Let  not  our  rank  enormities  unhinge 
Britannia's  welfare  from  divine  fupport. 

Such  deeds  the  minifter,  the  prince,  adorn  ; 
No  power  is  ftiown  but  in  fuch  deeds  as  thefe  : 
All,  all  is  impotence  but  aiifting  right ;       [power  ? 
And  where's  the  flatcfman  but  would  ihow  his 
To  prince  and  people  thou,  of  equal  zeal  1 
Be  it  henceforward  but  thy  fecond  care 
To  grace  thy  country,  and  fupport  the  tlirone  : 
Ihough  this  fupported,  that  adorn'd  fo  well, 
A  throne  fu;:eriorour  firft  homage  claims; 
T'.  Czfar'-  Csefar  our  firft  tribute  due  : 
A  tribute  which,  i:npaid,  makes  fpecious  wrong 
And  fpiendid  facriVge  of  all  befide  : 
IlIuftriouG  followers ;  we  muft  firft  be  juft; 
And  what  fo  juft  as  awe  for  the  Supreme  f 
Lefs  fear  we  xugged  rufSans  of  the  north, 
Than  virtue's  well-clad  rebels  nearer  home ; 
Lef?  Loyola's  difguis'd,  all  aping  fons, 
Than  traitors  lurking  in  our  appetites; 
I-efs  all  the  legions  Seine  and  Tagusfend, 
Than  unrein'd  pnflionsrufhing  on  our  peace  : 
Yon  favage  mountaineers  are  tame  to  tlicfe. 
Againft  thofe  rioters  fend  forth  the  laws. 
And  break  to  reafonV  yolie  their  wild  careers. 

Prudence  for  all  things  points  the  proper  hour, 
Though  fbme  feem  more  importunate  and  great. 
Though    Britain's  generous   views  and   interefls 

fpread 
Beyond  the  narrow  circle  of  her  (hores, 
And  their  grand  entries  make  on  diftant  lards; 
Though  Britain's  geaii;sthe  wide  wave  beftrides. 
And,  like  a  vaft  ColoiTus,  towering  ftands 
With  one  foot  planted  on  the  continent; 
Yet  be  not  wholly  wrapp'd  in  public  cares, 
Though  fuch  high  cares  fliould  call  as  calPd  of  late ; 
The  caufe  of  kings  and  emperors  adjourn. 
And  Europe's  little  balance  drop  a  while; 
For  greater  drop  it :  ponder  and  adjufl 
The  rival  intertfts  and  contending  claims 
Of  life  and  death,  of  now  ard  oi  for  ever ; 
fiublimeft  theme  ;  and  needful  as  fubfime. 
Thus  great  Elizp's  oracles  rcnown'd, 
Thus  Walfingham  and  Raleigh  (Britain's  boafls !) 
Thus  every  flatcfman  thought  that  ever — tlyJ, 
There's  infpiration  in  a  fable  hour, 
And  death's  approach  m.akes  politicians  wife. 

When,  thundcrftruck,  that  eagle  Wolfey  fell; 
IVhen  royal  favour,  as  an  ebbing  fca. 
Like  a  leviathan,  his  grandeur  left, 
His  grafping  grandeur  !  naked  on  the  flrand, 
Kaked  of  human,  doubtful  of  civine, 
Affiftance  ;  no  more  wallowing  in  his  wealth, 
Spouting  proud  foams  of  iufolence  no  more. 
On  what,  then,  fmctc  his  I»eart,  uncardiEal'd, 


And  funk  beneath  the  level  of  a  man  ? 

On  the  grand  article,  the  fum  of  things  I 

The  point  of  the  firft  magnitude  !  that  point 

Tubes  mounted  in  a  court,  but  rarely  reach  ; 

Some  painted  cloud  flill  intercepts  their  fight. 

Firft  right  to  judge;  then  choofc  ;  then  perfcveie^ 

Stedfaft,  as  if  a  crown  or  miftfefs  call'd.^—  j 

Thefe,  thefe  are  politics  will  ftand  the  tcft, 

When  finer  politics  their  raafters  (ling, 

And  ftatefmcn  fain  weuld  fhrlnk  to  common  men. 

Thefe,  thefe  are  politics  will  anfwer  now, 

(When  common  men  would  fain  to  ftatefmen  fwell) 

Beyond  a  Machiavel's  or  Tencin's  fcheme, 

All  fafety  refts  on  honeft  counfels :  thefe 

Immortalize  the  ftatefman,  blefs  the  ftate, 

Make  the  prince  triumph,  and  the  people  fmile; 

In  peace  revcr'd,  or  terrible  in  arms, 

Clofe-leagued  with  an  invincible  ally, 

Which  honeft  counfels  never  fail  to  fix 

In  favour  of  an  unabandon'd  land  ; 

A  land — that  ftarts  at  fuch  a  land  as  this, 

A  parliament,  fo  principled,  will  fink 

All  ancient  fchonls  of  empire  in  difgrace. 

And  Britain's  glory,  rifing  from  the  dead. 

Will  fill  the  world,  loud  fame's  fuperior  fong. 

Britain  .'• — that  word  pronounc'd  is  an  alarni; 
It  warms  the  blood,  though  frozen  in  our  veins ; 
Awakes  die  foul,  and  fends  her  to  the  field, 
Enamour'd  of  the  gloripus  face  of  death. 
Britain  I— there's  noble  magic  in  the  found. 
O  vi'haf  iiluftrious  images  arife  ! 
Embattled,  round  me,  blaze  the  pomps  of  war! 
By  fea,  by  land,  at  home,  in  foreign  climes, 
What  full-blown  laurels  on  our  father's  brows ! 
Ye  radiant  trophic? !  and  imperial  fpoils  1 
Ye  fcenes !— aftoniftiing  to  modern  fight  I 
Let  me,  at  leaft,  enjoy  you  in  a  dream. 
Why  vanifh  .'  Stay,  ye  godlike  ftrangcrs !  ftay. 
Strangers !---!  wrong  my  countrymen  :  they  wake; 
High  beats  the  puife  :  the  noble  puife  of  war 
Beats  to  that  ancient  meafure,  tliat  grand  march 
Which  then  preyail'd,  when  Britain  highcft  foar'd. 
And  every  battle  paid  for  heroes  flain. 
No  more  our  great  forefather?  ftain  our  cheeks 
With  bluflies;  their  renown  our  fliame  no  more. 
In  military  garb,  and  fudden  arms, 
Up  ftarts  Old  Britain  ;  crofiers  are  laid  by  ; 
Trade  wields  the  fword,  and  agriculture  haves 
Her  half-turn'd  furrow  :  other  harvefts  fire 
A  nobler  avarice,  avarice  of  renown  ! 
And  laurels  are  the  growth  of  every  field. 
In  diftant  courts  is  nur  commotion  ftit ; 
And  lefs  like  gods  fit  monarchs  on  their  thrones. 
What  arm  can  want  or  finews  or  fuccefs, 
Which,  lifted  from  an  honeft  heart,  defcendi. 
With  all  the  weight  of  Britidi  wrath,  to  cleave 
The  papal  mitre,  or  the  Gallic  chain, 
At  every  ftroke,  and  fave  a  finking  land  ? 

Or  death  or  vi<ftory  mnft  be  relolv'd  ; 
To  dream  of  mercy,  O  how  tame  I  how  mad ! 
Where,  o'er  black  deeds  the  crucifix  difplay'd 
Fools  think  heaven  purchas'd  by  the  blood  they 

fhed; 
Ey  giving,  not  fupporting,  pains  and  death  ! 
Nor  fimple  death  !  where  tUcy  the    reateft  faint» 
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Who  ipofl  ftibdue  all  tendernefs  of  heart ; 
Students  in  torture  !   where,  in  zeal  to  him, 
Whofe  darling  title  is  The  Prince  of  Peace, 
The  beft  turn  ruthlefs  butchers  for  our  fakes; 
To  fave  us  in  a  world  they  recommend, 
And  yet  forbear,  themfelves  with  earth  content : 
What  modefty  ! — fuch  virtues  Rome  adorn  ! 
And  chiefly  thofe  who  Rome's  firfl.  honours  wear, 
Whofe  name  from  Jefus,  and  whofe   hearts  from 

hell ! 
And  fhall  a  Pope-bred  princeling  crawl  aftiore, 
Replete  with  venom,  guiltlcfs  of  a  Aing,    [fcrap'd 
And  whiftle  cut-throats,  with  thofe  fwords  that 
Their  barren  rocks  for  wretched  fuflenance, 
To  cut  his  paffage  to  the  Britifli  throne  ? 
One  that  has  fack'din  malice  with  his  milk, 
IWlaliceto  Britain,  liberty,  and  truth  ? 
Lefs  favage  was  his  brother-robber's  nurfe. 
The  howling  nurfe  of  plundering  Romulus, 
Ere  yet  far  worfe  than  Pagan  harbour'd  th«re. 

Hail  to  the  brave  ;  be  Britain  Britain  flill : 
Britain  !  high  favour'd  of  indulgent  heaven  '. 
Nature's  anointed  emprefs  of  the  deep ! 
The  nurfe  of  merchants,  who  can  purchafe  crowns ! 
Supreme  in  commerce  !  that  exuberant  fource 
Of  wealth,  the  nerve  of  w^r;  of  wealth,  the  blood, 
The  circling  current  in  a  nation's  veins, 
To  fet  high  bloom  on  the  fair  face  of  peace  ! 
This  once  fo  celebrated  feff-  of  power, 
JFrom  which  efcap'd  the  mighty  Cxfar  triumph'd! 
Of  Gallic  lilies  this  eternal  blafl  ! 
This  terror  of  armadas  !  this  true  bolt 
Ethereal-temper'd,  to  reprefs  the  vain 
iSalmonean  thunders  from  the  papal  chair  I  [awe  ! 
This  fmall  ifle   wide-realm'd   monarchs  eye  with 
Which  fays  to  their  ambition's  foaming  waves, 
•'  Thus  far,  not  farther  1" — Let  her  hold,  in  life, 
Nought  dear  disjoin'd  from  freedom  and  renown; 
Jlenown,  our  anceftors'  great  legacy. 
To  be  tranfmitted  to  their  latefl  fons. 
By  thoughts  inglorious,  and  un-Britifli  deeds, 
Their  cancell'd  will  is  impioufly  profan'd, 
Inhumanly  diflurb'd  their  facred  duft. 

Their  facred  dufl  with  recent  laurels  crown, 
By  your  own  valour  won.     This  facred  ifle, 
(Cut  from  the  continent,  that  world  of  flaves ; 
This  temple  built  by  heaven's  peculiar  care, 
In  .1  recefs  from  the  contagious  world, 
With  oceau  pour'd  around  it  for  its  guard  ; 
And  dedicated,  long,  to  liberty,  [life  ! 

That  health,  that  flrength,  that  blonm,  of  civil 
This  temple  of  flill  more  divine  ;  of  faith 
Sifted  from  errors,  purify'd  by  flames. 
Like  gold,  to  take  anew  truth's  heavenly  {lamp, 
And  (rifing  both  in  luftre  and  in  weight) 
With  her  blefs'd  mailer's  unmaim'd  image  fhine  ; 
Why  fhould  fhe  longer  droop  ?  why  longer  aft 
As  an  accomplice  with  the  plots  of  Rome  .' 
Why  longer  lend  an  edge  to  Bourbon's  fword. 
And  give  him  leave,  among  his  dadard  troops. 
To  mufter  that  flrong  fuccour,  Albion's  crimes  ? 
Send  his  fclf-impotent  ambition  aid. 
And  crown  the  conquefl  of  her  fierceft  foes  ? 
Where  are  her  foes  moft  fatal  ?  Blufhing  truth, 
f  In  her  friends'  vices," — with  a  figh  replies. 


Empire  on  virtue's  rock  unfhaken  fl-ands; 

Flux  as  the  billows,  when  in  vice  difTolv'd. 

If  heaven  reclaims  us  by  the  fcourge  of  war, 

What  thanks  are  due  to  Paris  and  Madrid  ? 

'>VouId  they  a  revolution  ? — Aid  their  aim, 

But  be  the  revolution — in  our  hearts!  [bark, 

Would'fl  thou  (whofe  hand  is  at  the  helm)  the 
Thefliaken  bark  of  Britain,  fliould  cut-ride 
The  prefent  b!aft,and  every  future  ftorm  ? 
Give  it  that  balafi  which  alone  has  weight 
With  him  whom  wind,  and  waves,  and  war, obey. 
Perfift.     Are  others  fubtle  ?  thou  be  wife  : 
Above  the  Florentine's  court-fcience  raife  ; 
Stand  forth  a  patriot  of  the  moral  world  ; 
The  pattern,  and  the  patron,  of  the  juft  : 
Thus  flrengthcn  Britain's  military  flrength  ; 
Give  its  own  terror  to  the  fword  (he  draws. 
Aflc  you,  "  What  mean  I  ?" — The  moft  obvions 

truth ; 
Armies  and  fleets  alone  ne'er  won  the  day. 
When  our  proud  arms  are  once  difarm'd,  difarm'4 
Of  aid  from  him  by  whom  the  miphty  fall ; 
Of  aid  from  him  by  whom  the  feeble  ftand ; 
Who  takes  away  the  keenefl  edge  of  battle, 
Or  gives  the  fword  commiffion  to  deflroy  ; 
Who  blafts,  or  bids  the  martial  laurel  bloom— 
Emafculated,  then,  moft  manly  might; 
Or,  though  the  might  remains,  it  nought  avails : 
Then  wither'd  weaknefs  foils  the  ijnewy  arm 
Of  man's  meridian  and  high-hearted  power  : 
Our  naval  thunders,  and  our  tented  fields 
With  travell'd  banner^  fanning  fouthern  climes, 
What  do  they  ?  This;  and  more  what  can  they  do? 
When  heap'd  the  meafure  of  a  kingdom's  crimes. 
The  ptince  moft  dauntlefs,  the  firft  plume  of  war. 
By  fuch  bold  inroads  into  foreign  lands, 
Such  elongation  of  our  armaments. 
But  ftretchesout  the  guilty  nation's  neck. 
While  heaven  commands  her  executioner, 
Some  lefs  abandon'd  nation,  to  difcharge 
Her  full-ripe  vengeance  in  a  final  blow, 
And  tell  the  world, " Not  ftrong  is  human  ftrength ; 
"  And  that  the  proudeft  empire  holds  of  heaven." 

O  Britain  !  often  refcued,  often  crown'dy 
Beyond  thy  merit  and  moft  fanguine  hope.'. 
With  all  that's  great  in  war,  or  fweet  in  peace* 
Know  from  what  fource  thy  fignal  bleflings  fTov/, 
Though  blcfs'd  with  fpirits  ardent  in  the  field. 
Though  cover'd  various  oceans  with  thy  fieet5, 
Though  fenc'd  with  rocks,  and  moated  by  tlie 

main. 
Thy  truft  repofc  in  a  far  ftronger  guard  ; 
In  him,  who  thee,  though  naked,  could  defend  ; 
Though   weak,  could   flrengthen;  ruin'd,  could 
reftore. 

How  eft,  to  tell  what  arm  defends  thine  ifle. 
To  guard  her  welfare,  and  yet  check  her  pride. 
Have  the  winds  fnatclv'd  the  vidlory  from  war  ? 
Or,  rather,  won  the  day,  when  war  defpair'd  i 
How  oft  has  providential  fuccour  aw'd, 
Aw'd  while  it  blcfs'd  us,  confcious  of  our  guilt ; 
Struck  dead  all  confidence  in  human  aid. 
And,  while  we  triumph'd,  made  us  tremble  too  ! 

Well  may  we  tremble   now ;  what  manners 
reign  i 


3« 


THE    WORKS    OF    YOUNG. 


But  v-herefore  aik  we,  when  a  true  reply   [events 
Would   fhock   too   much  ?    Kind  heaven  :  avert 
Whofe  fatal  nature  might  reply  too  plain  '. 
Heaven's  half-bar'd  arm  of  vengeance  has  been 

wav'd 
In  northern  flcics,  and  pointed  to  the  fouth. 
Vengeance  dclay'd  but  gathers  and  ferments  ; 
sMore  formidably  blackens  in  the  wind  ; 
Brews  deeper  draughts  of  unrelenting  wrath, 
And  higher  charges  the  fufpended  ftorm. 

■■"  That  public  vice  portends  a  public  fall"— 
Is  this  conjcdlure  of  adventurous  thought '. 
Or  pious  coward's  pulpit-cufliion'd  dream ; 
Far  from  it.     This  is  certain  ;  this  is  fate. 
What  fsys  experience,  in  her  awful  chair 
Of  a^e^,  her  authentic  annals  fpread 
Arctiud  her  ?  What  fays  reafon  eagle-eyed  ? 
]|5ai .  what  fays  common  fenfe,  with  common  care 
Weighing  events,  and  caufes,  in  her  fcale  ? 
All  give  one  verdiS,  one  decifion  fign ; 
And  this  the  fentence  Delphos  could  not  mend  : 
"  Whatever  fecondary  props  may  rife 
«'  From  politics,  to  build  the  public  peace, 
"  The  bafis  is  the  manners  of  the  land. 
"  When  rotten  thefe,  the  politician's  wiles 
•'   But  ftruggle  with  deftrudion,  as  a  child 
«'  With  giant-,  huge,  or  giants  with  a  Jove. 
«  The  flatcfman'sarts  to  conjure  up  a  peace, 
*'  Or  military  phantoms  void  of  force, 
"  But  fcare  away  the  vultures  for  an  hour ; 
"  The  fcent  cadaverous  (for,  oh  !  how  rank 
"  The  flench  of  profligates!)  foon  lures   them 

•  ««  back; 
"  On  the  proud  flutter  of  a  Gallic  wing 
«•  Soon  .hey  return;  foon  make  their  fulldefcent; 
♦'  Soon  glut  their  rage,  and  riot  in  our  ruin  ; 
"  Their  idols  grac'd  and  gorgeous  with  our  fpoiis, 
"  Of  univerfal  empire  fure  prefage  1 
«•  Till  nd-w  repell'd  by  feas  of  Britifli  blood." 

And  whence  the  manners  of  the  multitude  ? 
The  colours  of  their  manners,  black  or  fair. 
Falls  from  above ;  from  the  complexion  falls 
Of  flatc  Othellos,  or  white  men  in  power  : 
And  from  the  greater  height  example  falls. 
Greater  the  weight,  and  deeper  its  imprefs 
In  ranks  inferior,  pafiive  to  the  ftroke  : 
FYom  the  court-mint,  of  hearts  the  current  coin. 
The  pupil  preffes,  but  the  pattern  drives. 
What  bonds  then,  bonds  how  manifold,  and  ftrong 
To  duly,  double  duty,  are  the  great ! 
And  are  there  Samfonsthat  can  burft  them  all  ? 
"Yes ;  and  great  minds  that  ftand  in  need  of  none, 
Whofe   pulfe  beats  virtues,  and  whofe  generous 

Hood 
Aids  mental  motives  to  pu(h  on  renown, 
In  emulation  of  their  glorious  fires, 
From  whom  rolls  down  the  confecrated  ftream. 

Some  fow  good  feeds,  in  the  glad  people's  hearts, 
fiome  curfed  tares,  like  Satan  in  the  text : 
This  makes  a  foe  moR  fatal  to  the  (late  ; 
A  ioe  who  (like  a  wizard  in  his.  cell) 
In  hi=  dark  cabinet  of  oooked  fchemes, 
Reicmbliiig  Cuma's  gloomy  grot,  the  forge 
tii  boafted  orach's,  and  real  lies, 
f  Aided,  perhaps,  by  fccond-'Cghted  Scots, 


French  Magi,  relics  riding  poft  from  RoHlfi 
A  Gothic  hero  *  rifing  from  the  dead, 
And  clianging  for  fpAice  plaid  his  dirty  fht'oudi 
With  fuccour  fuitable  from  lower  ftill) 
A  foe  who,  thefe  concurring  to  the  charm, 
Exrcitts  thofe  {lorms  that  ftiall  o'erturn  the  ftate, 
Rend  up  her  ancient  honours  by  the  root, 
And  lay  the  boaft  of  ages,  the  rever'd 
Of  nations,  the  dear-bought  with  fumlefs  wealth 
And  blood  iliuftrious,  (fpite  of  her  La  Hogucs, 
Her  Crtffeys,  and  her  Blenheinib)  in  the  duft. 
How  mull    this  ftrike  a  horror  through  the 
breaft, 
Through  every  generous  breaft  wh^re   honour 

reigns. 
Through  every, breaft  where  honour  claims  a  fliarel 
Yes,  and  through  every  breaft  of  honour  void  ! 
This  thought  might  animate  the  dregs  of  men  ; 
Ferment  them  into  fpirit ;  give  them  fire 
To  figlit  the  caufe,  the  black  opprobrious  caufe, 
Foul  core  of  all  !  corruption  at  our  hearts. 
What  wreck  of  empire  has  the  ftream  of  time 
Swept,  with  her  vices,  from  the  mountain  height 
Of  grandeur,  deify'd  by  half  mankind. 
To  dark  oblivion's  melancholy  lake. 
Or  flagrant  infamy's  eternal  brand  ! 
Thofe  names,  at  which  furrounding  nations  (hook, 
Thofe  names  ador'd,  a  nuifancc  I   or  forget  ! 
Nor  this  the  caprice  of  sftoubcful  dye. 
But  nature's  courlc  ;  no  fingie  chance  againft  it. 

For  know,  my  Lord  !   'tis  writ  in  adamant, 
'Tis  fixt,  as  is  the  bafis  of  the  world, 
Whofe  kingdoms  ftand  or  fall  by  the  decree. 
What  law  thefe  eyes,  furpris'd  ? — Yet  why  fur« 

pris'd  ? — 
For  aid  divine  the  crifis  fecm'd  to  call, 
And  how  divine  was  the  monition  given  ! 
As  late  I  walk'd  the  night  in  tioubted  thought, 
My  peace  difturb'd  by  runif^urs  from  the  north. 
While  thunder,  o'er  my  head,  portentous,  roU'd, 
As  giving  fignal  of  fome  ftrange  event, 
And  ocean  groan'd  beneath  for  her  he  lov'd, 
Albi'.n  the  fair!  fo  long  his  empire's  queen. 
Whole  reign  is,  now,  contefted  by  her  foes, 
On  her  white  cliffs  (a  tablet  broad  and  bright, 
Strongly  reflc(5ling  the  pale  lunar  ray) 
By  fate's  own  iron  pen  I  faw  it  writ, 
And  thus  the  title  ran  : 

THE  STATESMAN'S  CREED. 

"  Ye  ftates  !  and  empires  I  nor  of  empires  Jeaft, 
"  Though  leaft  in  fize;  hear,  Britain' thou  whofe 
"   Whofe  final  lot  is  in  the  balance  laid,  [lot, 

"  Irrefolutely  play  the  doubtful  fcales, 
^'  Nor  know'ft  thou  which  will  win. — Know  then 

"  from  me, 
"  As  govern'd  well  or  ill,  ftates  fink  or  rife : 
"  State-minifters,  as  upright  or  corrupt, 
"  Are  balm  or  poifon  in  a  nation's  veins ; 
"  Health  or  diftemper;  haften  or  retard 
«'  The  period  of  her  pride,  her  day  of  doom  : 
"  And  though,  for  reafons  obvious  to  the  wife, 

*   Tl'e  itivadct  ffffeils  the  cbaraHer  of  Charles  XJTt 
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^'  yaft  Providence  deals  otherwife  with  men, 
'*   Yet  believe,  Britons  '.   nor  too  late  believe, 
"  'Tis  fix'd  !   by  fate  irrevocably  fix'd  1 
"  Virtue  and  vice  are  empire's  life  and  death." 

Thus  it  is  written — Heard  you  not  a  groan  ? 
Is  Britain  on  her  death-bed  ? — No,  that  groan 
Was  utter 'd  by  her  foes — But  foon  the^fcale, 
If  this  divine  monition  is  dcfpis'd, 
May  turn  againft  us.     Read  it,  ye  who  rule  ! 
With  reverence  read  ;  with  ftedfaftnefs  believe ; 
With  courage  adl  as  fuch  belief  infpires  ; 
Then  fhall  your  glory  ftand  like  fate's  decree  ; 
Then  fhall  your  name  in  adamant  be  writ, 
In  records  that  defy  the  tooth  of  time, 
By  nations  fav'd,  refounding  your  applaufe.    [bafe, 

While   deep  beyond   your    monument's  proud 
In  black  oblivion's  kennel,  fhall  be  trod 
Their  execrable  names,  who,  high  in  power. 
And  deep  in  guilt,  moft  ominoufly  fhine, 
(The  meteors  of  the  flate  !)  give  vice  her  head, 
To  licenfe  lewd  let  loofe  the  public  rein  ; 
Quench  every  fpark  of  confcience  in  the  land, 
■i^nd  triumph  in  the  profligate's  applaufe  : 
Or  who  to  the  firfl  bidder  fell  their  fouls, 
'Jheir  country  fell,  fell  all  their  fathers  bought 
With  funds  exhaufted  and  exhaufled  veins. 
To  demons,  by  his  Holinefs  ordain'd 
To  propagate  the  gofpel— penn'd  at  Rome; 
Hawk'd  through  the  world  by  confecrated  bulls ; 
Ar.d  how  illuftrated  ?— by  Smithficid  flames  ; 
Who  plunge  (but  not  like  Curtius)  down  the  gulf, 
Down  narrow-minded  felf  "s  voracious  gulf, 
"Which  gapes,  and  fwallows  all  they  fwore  tofave: 
Kate  all  that  lifted  heroes  into  gods, 
And  hug  the  horrors  of  a  viiflor's  chain  ; 
Of  bodies  politic  that  deftin'd  hell, 
Inflicted  here,  fince  here  their  beings  end; 
And  faU  from  foes  detefled  and  defpis'd, 
On  difbclitvers — of  the  flatefman's  creed. 

Note,  here,  my  Lord  (wnnote.i  yet  it  lies 
By  moft,  or  all)  thefc  truths  political 
Serve  more  thari  public  ends  :  this  creed  of  ftates 
.Seconds,  and  irre fiftibly  fapports, 
The  Chriftian  creed.  Are  you  furpris'd.' — -Attend; 
And  on  the  flatcfmen's  build  a  ncbler  name. 

This  pundlua!  juftice  exercis'd  on  flates, 
With  which  authentic  chronicle  abounds. 
As  all  men  know,  and  therefore  mvA  believe; 
This  vengeance  pour'd  on  nations  ripe  in  guilt, 
Pour'd  on  them  here,  where  only  they  exift, 
What  is  it  but  an  arguitient  of  fenfe. 
Or  rather  demonflration,  to  fupport 
Our  feeble  faith — "  That  they  who  ftates  compofe, 
"  That  men  who  ftand  iiot  bounded  by  the  grave, 
*'  Shall  meet  like  mcafure  at  their  proper  hour  ?" 
J'or  God  is  equal,  fimilarly  deals 
With  ftates  and  pcrfons,  or  he  were  not  God  ; 
What  means  a  retflitude  immutable  ? 
A  pattern  here  of  univerfal  right, 
what,  then,  fhall  refcue  an  abandon'd  man  ? 
Kothing,  it  is  reply'd.  Reply'd,  by  whom  ? 
Reply'd  by  politicians  well  as  priefts : 
Writ  facred  fet  afide,  mankind's  own  writ, 
!|'he  whole  world's  annals;   thef?  pronounce  his 


Thus  (what  might  feem  a  daring  paradox) 
Ev'n  politics  advance  divinity  : 
True  mafters  there  are  better  fcholars  here, 
Who  travel  hiftory  in  queft  of  fchemes 
To  govern  nations,  or  perhaps  opprefs. 
May  there  ftart  truths  that  other  aims  infpirc, 
And,  like  Candace's  eunuch,  as  they  read, 
By  Providence  turn  Chriftians  on  their  road  : 
Digging  for  filver,  they  may  ftrike  on  gold; 
May  be  furpris'd  with  better  than  they  fought,   . 
And  entertain  an  angel  unawares. 

Nor  is  divinity  ungrateful  found. 
As  politics  advance  divinity. 
Thus,  in  return,  divinity  promotes 
True  politics,  and  crowns  the  ftatefman's  praife* 
All  wifdoms  are  but  branches  of  the  chief, 
And  ftatefmen  found  but  flioots  of  honeft  men. 
Are  this  world's  witchcrafts  pleaded  in  cxcufe 
For  deviations  in  our  moral  line  ? 
This,  and  the  next  world,  view'd  with  fuch  an  eyc 
As  fuits  a  ftatefman,  fuch  asjcceps  in  view 
His  own  exalted  fcience,  both  confpire 
To  recommend  and  fix  us  in  the  right. 
If  we  rcvvard  the  politics  of  heaven, 
The  grand  adminiflration  of  the  whole, 
What's  the  next  world  ?  A  fupplement  of  this  J 
Without  it,  Juftice  is  defeiftive  here; 
Juft  as  to  ftates,  defeftive  as  to  men  : 
If  fo,  what  is  this  world  .'  as  fure  as  Right 
Sits  in  heaven's  throne,  a  prophet  of  the  next. 
Prize  you  the  prophet  ?  then  believe  him  too. 
His  prophecy  more  precious  than  his  fmile. 
Hiiw  comes  it  then  to  pafs,  with  nToft  on  earth. 
That  this  fliould  charm  us,  that  ihoulddifcompofej 
Long  as  the  ftatefman  finds  this  cafe  his  own, 
So  long  his  politics  are  uncomplete  ; 
In  danger  he;  nor  is  the  nation  fafe, 
But  foon  muft  rue  his  inaufpicious  power. 

What  hence  refults .''  a  truth  that  fhould  refound 
For  ever  a  vful  in  Britannia's  ear  : 
"  Religion  crowns  the  ftatefman  and  the  man, 
"  Sole  fource  of  public  and  of  private  peace." 
Thii  truth  all  men  muft  own,  and  therefore  will, 
And  praife  and  preach  it  too  : — and  when  that's 

done. 
Their  compliment  is  paid,  and  'tis  forgot. 
What  highland  pole  axe  half  fo  deep  can  wound? 

But  how  dare  I,  fo  mean,  prefume  fo  far? 
Affume  my  feat  in  the  di<5fator  f  chair  .? 
Pronounce,  predi6l  (as  if  indeed  infpir'd), 
Promulgc  my  cenfures,  lay  out  all  my  throat, 
Till  hoarfe  in  clamour  on  enormous  crimt;s? 
Two  mighty  columns  rife  in  my  fupport ; 
In  their  more  awful  and  authentic  voice. 
Record  profane  and  facred,  drown  -he  mufe. 
Though  loud,  and  far  out-threat  her  threatening 

fopg. 
Still  farther.  Holies  I  fufFer  me  to  plead 
Thr.t  I  fyeak  freely,  as  I  fpeak  to  ihee. 
Guilt  only  ftartles  at  the  name  of  guik  ; 
And  truth,  plain  truth,  is  welcome  to  the  wife. 
Thus  what  feem'd  my  prcfumption  is  thy  praife.. 

Praife,  and  immortal  praife,  is  virtue's  clainij 
And  virtue's  fphere  is  a<flion  :  yet  wc  granlj 
Some  njerit  Co  the  trumret'sIo«d  alarroj 
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Whofe  chngour  kindles  cowards  into  men. 

Nor  (hall  the  vcrfe,  perhaps,  be  quite  forgot, 

Which  talks  of  immortality,  and  bids, 

In  every  Britifli  breaft,  true  glory  rife. 

As  now  the  warbling  lark  awakes  the  morn. 

To  dofe,  my  Lord !  with  that  which  all  Ihould 

clofe 
And  all  begin,  and  ftrike  us  every  hour. 
Though  no  war  wak'd  us,  no    black    tempeft 

frown'd. — 
The  morning  rifes  gay  ;  yet  gayeft  morn 
Lefs  glorious  after  night's  incumbent  fhades ; 


Lefs  glorious  far  bright  nature,  rich  array 'd 
With  golden  robes,  in  all  the  pomp  of  noon, 
Than  the  firft  feeble  dawn  of  moral  day  ? 
Si^le  day,  (let  thofe  whom  ftatefmen  ferve  attend 
Though  the  fun  ripens  diamonds  for  their  crowns} 
Sole  day  worth  his  regard  whom  heaven  ordains, 
Undarken'd,  to  behold  noon  dark,  and  date. 
From  the  fun's  death,  and  every  planets  fall, 
His  a!l-il!uftrious  and  eternal  year;  [awe 

Where  ftatefmen  and  their  monarchs,  (names  of 
And  diftance  here)  fhall  rank  with  common  men, 
Yet  own  their  glory  never  dawn'd  before. 


THE  COMPLAINT:  OR,  NIGHT  THOUHTS. 


PREFACE. 


As  the  occaCon  of  this  poem  was  real,  not^SfitUus ;  fo  the  method  purfued  in  it,  was  rather  smpefeJ, 
by  what  fpontaneoully  arofe  in  the  author's  mind  on  that  occafion,  than  meditated  or  defigned.  Which 
•will  appear  very  probable  from  the  nature  of  it.  For  it  differs  from  the  common  mode  of  poetry, 
■which  is,  from  long  narrations  to  draw  fhort  morals.  Here,  on  the  contrary,  the  narrative  is  fhort, 
and  the  morality  arifing  from  it  make*  the  bulk  of  the  poem.  The  reafon  of  it  is,  That  the  fadli 
mentioned  did  naturally  pour  thefe  moral  refieftions  on  the  thought  of  the  writer. 


NIGHT  I. 
ON  LIFE,  DEATH,  AND  IMMORTALITY. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  ARTHUR  ONSLOW, 

Sfealer  of  the  Jlcufe  of  Commtnt, 

TiRs  raiure's  fweet  reflorer,  hzXrayJltep  .' 
He,  like  the  world,  his  ready  vifit  pays 
Where  fortune  fmiles;  the  wretched  he  forfakes ; 
Swift  on  his  downy  pinion  flies  from  woe, 
And  lights  on  lidsunfullied  with  a  tear. 

From  fhort  (as  ufual)  and  difturh'd  repofe, 
I  wake :  How  happy  they,  who  wake  no  more  ! 
Yet  that  were  vain,  if  dreams  infefl:  the  grave. 
I  wake,  emerging  from  a  fea  of  dreams 
TumultBouf;where  my  wrcck'ddefponding  thought 
From  wave  to  wave  of  fancied  mifery. 
At  random  drove,  her  helm  of  reafon  lofl. 
Though  now  reflor'd,  'tis  only  change  of  pain, 
(A  bitter  change  !)  feverer  for feverc. 
The  day  too  fhort  for  my  diftrefs;  ?nd  nigti, 
Ew'n  in  the  zenith  of  her  dark  domain. 
Is  Ainfhine  to  the  colour  of  my  fate. 

Night,  fable  goddefs !  from  her  ebon  throne, 
In  raylefs  majefly,  now  flretchcs  forth 
J^er  leaden  fceptre  o'er  a  flumbcring  world. 
Silence,  how  dead  !  and  darknefs,  how  profound  1 
J>Ior  eye,  nor  lifteni.-g  ear,  an  objed;  finds ; 
Creation  flecps.  'Tis  as  the  general  pulfe 
Of  life  flood  iUll,  and  nature  mace  a  paufe; 
An  awful  paufe  !  prophetic  of  her  end. 
And  let  her  prophecy  be  foon  fulfiU'd ; 
Fail .'  drop  the  curtain ;  I  can  lofe  no  more. 

Siltnce  and  darknefs  .'  folcmn  fillers  1  twins 

from  ancient  «'»if,  who  nuife  ihc  tender  thought ! 


To  rea/ih,  and  on  reafon  build  refolve, 

(That  column  of  true  majefty  in  man) 

AfTift  me  :   I  will  thank  you  in  the  grave ;      [fall 

The  grave,  your  kingdom  :   There  this  frame  fhall 

A  vidim  facrcd  to  your  dreary  fhrine. 

But  what  are  ye  ? — 

Thcu,  who  didft  put  to  flight 
"Primevzlflence,  when  the  nrorning  (lars. 
Exulting,  Ihouted  o'er  the  riling  bail; 

0  thou,  whofe  word  from  folid  dathnef  {truck 
That  fpark,  the  fun  ;  ftrike  wifdom  from  my  foul ; 
My  foul,  which  flies  to  thee,  her  truft,  her  treafurc, 
As  mifersto  their  gold,  while  others  rcfl. 

Through  this  opaque  of  nature  and  oifoul, 
This  double  night,  tranfmit  one  pitying  ray, 
To  lighten  and  to  cheer.    O  lead  my  mind, 
(A  mind  that  fain  would  wander  from  its  woe) 
Lead  it  through  various  fcenes  oi  life  and  death ; 
And  from  each  fcene  the  nobleft  truths  infpire. 
Nor  lefs  infpire  my  conduB  than  myfong ; 
Teach  my  beft  reafon,  reafon  ;  my  beft  will 
Teach  re<5titude;  and  fix  my  firm  refolve 
Wifdom  to  wed,  and  pay  her  long  arrear : 
Nor  let  tlie  phial  of  thy  vengeance,  pour'd 
On  this  devoted  head,  be  pour'd  in  vain. 

The  bell  ftrikes  c;.f.    We  take  no  note  of  time 
But  from  its  lofs.     To  give  it  then  a  tongue 
Is  wife  in  man.     As  if  an  angel  fpoke, 

1  feel  the  folenin  found.     If  heard  aright, 
It  is  the  hnelt  of  my  departed  hours : 

Where  are  they  ?  With  the  years  beyond  the  flood. 
It  is  xhefgnal  that  demands  difpatch  : 
How  much  is  to  be  done  ?  My  hopes  and  fears 
Start  up  alarm'd,  and  o'er  life's  narrow  verge 
Look  down — On  what .'  a  fathomiefs  abyfs; 
A  dread  eternity !  hew  fuicly  mint .' 
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And  can  eternity  belong  to  me, 

Poor  penfioner  on  the  bounties  of  an  hour  ? 
How  poor,  how  rich,  how  abje<5l,  how  auguft, 

How  complicate,  how  wonderful,  is  man  I 

How  palling  wonder  he  who  made  him  fuch  ! 

Who  centred  in  our  make  fuch  ftrange  extremes'. 

From  different  natures  marvelloufly  mix'd. 

Connexion  exquifite  of  diftant  worlds  ! 

Diftinguilh'd  lini  in  being's  endlefs  chain  ! 

JUidway  from  nothing  to  the  Deity  .' 

A  beam'  ethereal,  fully'd,  and  abforp'd ! 

Though  fully'd  and  difhonour'd,  ftill  divine  '. 

Dim  miniature  of  grcatnefs  abfoiutc  ! 

An  heir  of  glory  !  a  frail  child  of  duft '. 

HetpUfs  immortal '.  infedt  infinite  '. 

A  worm  !  a  god  ! — I  tremble  at  myfelf, 

And  in  myfelf  am  loft  I  at  home  a  ftranger, 

Thought  wanders  up  and  down,  furpris'd,  aghafb, 

And  wondering  at  her  otvn  :  How  reafon  reel*  ! 

O  what  a  miracle  to  man  is  man. 

Triumphantly  diftrefs'd  !  what  joy,  what  dread  ! 

Alternately  tranfported  and  alarra'd  ! 

What  can  preferve  my  life,  or  what  deftroy  ? 

An  angel's  arm  can't  fnatch  me  from  the  grave ; 

Legions  of  angels  can't  confine  me  there. 

'Tis  paft  conjeAure ;  all  things  rife  in  proof  : 

While  o'er  my  limbs^«/>'j  foft  dominion  fpread. 

What  though  my  foul  fantaftic  meafures  trod 
O'er  fairy  fields;  or  mourn'd  along  the  gloom 
Of  pathlefs  woods  ;  or  down  the  craggy  fteep 
Huri'd  headlong,  fwam  with  pain  the-  mantled 

pool; 
Or  fcal'd  the  cliff;  or  danc'd  on  hollow  winds, 
With  antic  fhapec,  wild  natives  of  the  brain  ? 
Her  ceafelefs  flight,  though  devious,  fpeaks  her 

nature 
Of  fubtler  effcnce  than  the  trodden  clod ; 
A<£live,  aerial,  towering,  unconfin'd, 
Unfetter'd  with  her  grofs  companions  fall. 
Ev'n  filent  night  proclaims  my  foul  immortal; 
Ev'n  filent  night  proclaims  eternal  day. 
For  human  weal  heaven  hufbands  all  events; 
Dull  fleep  inftrudls,  nor  fport  vain  dreams  in  vain. 

Why  then  their  lefs  deplore  that  are  not  loft  ? 
Why  wanders  wretched  thought  their  tombs  a- 

round 
In  infidel  diftrefs  ?  Are  angels  there  ? 
Slumbers,  rak'd  up  in  duft,  ethereal  fire  ? 

They  live  !  they  greatly  live  a  life  on  earth 
Unkindled,  unconceiv'd;  and  from  an  eye 
Of  tendernefs  let  heavenly  pity  fall 
On  me,  more  juftly  number'd  with  the  dead. 
This  is  the  defert,  this  the  folitude  : 
How  populous,  how  vital,  is  the  grave  I 
This  is  creation's  melancholy  vault. 
The  vale  funereal,  the  fad  cyfrefs  gloom ; 
The  land  of  apparitions,  empty  (hades  ! 
All,  all  on  earth,  is  Jhadozv,  all  beyond 
\i  fubjlance ,  the  reverfe  is  folly's  areed: 
How  folid  all,  where  change  Ihall  be  no  more ! 

This  is  the  bud  of  being,  the  dim  dawn, 
The  twilight  of  our  day,  the  veftibule ; 
Life's  theatre  as  yet  is  Ihut,  and  death. 
Strong  death,  alone  can  heave  the  maffy  bar, 
This  grofs  impediment  of  clay  remove, 


And  make  us  embryos  of  exiftcncc  free 
From  real  life ;  but  little  more  remote 
Is  he,  not  yet  a  candidate  for  light, 
The/uture  embryo,  flumbering  in  his  fire. 
Embryos  we  muft  be  till  we  burft  the  (hell, 
Yon  ambient  azure  (hell,  and  fpring  to  life. 
The  life  of  gods,  O  tranfport !  and  of  man. 

Yet  man,  fool  man  '.  here  buries  all  his  thought!; 
Inters  celeltial  hopes  without  one  figh. 
Prifoner  of  earth,  and  pent  beneath  the  tnoon. 
Here  pinions  all  his  wi(hes ;  wing'd  by  heavea 
To  fly  at  infinite ;  and  reach  it  there 
Vihtrt  ftraphs  gather  immortality, 
On  iife'i  fair  tree,  faft  by  the  throne  of  God. 
What  golden  joys  ambrofial  cluftering  glow 
In  his  full  beam,  and  ripen  for  the  juft. 
Where  momentary  ages  are  no  more  !  [pire ! 

Where  time,  and  pain,  and  chance,  and  death,  cx- 
And  is  it  in  the  flight  of  threefcore  years 
To  pu(h  eternity  from  human  thought, 
And  fmother  fouls  immortal  in  the  duft  ? 
A  foul  immortal,  fpending  all  her  fires. 
Wafting  her  ftrength  in  ftrenuous  idleaeft. 
Thrown  into  tumult,  raptur'd  or  alarm'd. 
At  ought  this  fcene  can  threaten  or  indulge, 
Refembles  ocean  into  tempeft  wrought, 
To  waft  a  feather,  or  to  drown  a  fly. 

Where  falls  this  cenfure .'  It  o'erwhelms  myfelf  i 
How  was  my  heart  incrufted  by  the  world  ; 
O  how  felf-fctter'd  was  my  grovelling  foul. 
How,  like  a  worm,  was  I  wrapt  round  and  round 
In  filkcn  thought,  which  re^tWe/ancy  fpun, 
Till  darken'd  reafon  lay  quite  clouded  o'er 
With  foft  conceit  of  endlefs  comfort  bert. 
Nor  yet  put  forth  her  wings  to  reach  the  Ikies ! 
Night-vifions  may  befriend ;  (as  fung  above) 
Our  ivaiing  dreams  are  fatal.     How  I  dream'd 
Of  things  impoffible  !  (Could  fleep  do  more?) 
Of  joys  perpetual  in  perpetual  change  I 
Of  ftable  pleafures  on  the  tolfing  wave  ! 
Eternal  funlhine  in  the  ftorms  of  life  ! 
How  richly  were  my  noon-tide  trances  hung 
With  gorgeous  tapeftries  of  piAur'd  joys  ! 
Joy  behind  joy,  in  endlefs  perfpedive  : 
Till  at  death's  toll,  whofe  reftlefs  iron  tongue 
Calls  dally  for  his  millions  at  a  meal. 
Starting  I  woke,  and  found  myfelf  undone. 
Where  now  my  phrenzy's  pompous  furniture? 
The  ctb-webb^d  cottage,  with  its  ragged  wall 
Of  mouldering  mud,  is  royalty  to  me  I 
Thefpider^s  moft  attenuated  thread 
Is  cord,  is  cable,  to  man's  tender  tie 
On  earthly  blifs ;  it  breaks  at  every  breeze. 

O  ye  bleft  fcenes  of  permanent  delight '. 
Full  above  meafure  !  lafting  beyond  bound  \ 
A  perpetuity  of  blifs  is  blifs. 
Could  you,  fo  rich  in  rapture,  feur  an  end, 
That  ghaftly  thought  would  drink  up  all  your  J07, 
And  quite  unparadife  the  realms  of  light. 
Safe  are  you  lodg'd  above  thefe  rolling  fpheres; 
The  baleful  influence  of  whofe  giddy  dance 
Sheds  fad  viciffitude  on  all  beneath. 
Here  teems  with  revolutions  every  hour; 
And  rarely  for  the  better  ;  or  the  befi. 
More  mortal  than  the  eommvn  births  of  fate. 
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Each  mtment  has  its  fickle,  emulous 

Of  Time's  enormous  fcythe,  whole  ample  fvveep 

Strikes  empires  from  the  root ;   each  moment  plays 

His  little  weapon  in  the  narrower  fphcre 

Of  fweet  domejlic  comfort,  and  cuts  down 

The  faireft  bloom  of  fublu:iary  blifs. 

Blifs  !  fublunary  blifs  ! — proud  words,  and  vain ! 
Implicit  treafon  io  divine  decree  ! 
A  bold  invafion  of  the  rights  of  heaven  ! 
I  clafp'd  the  phantoms,  and  I  found  them  air. 

0  had  I  weigh'd  it  ere  my  fond  embrace  ! 
What  darts  of  agony  had  mifs'd  my  heart  I 

Death  !  great  proprietor  of  ail  I  'tis  thine 
To  tread  out  empire,  and  to  quench  the  ftars. 
The  fun  himfelf  by  thy  permiflion  fliiues; 
And  one  day  thou  {halt  pluck  him  from  his  fphere. 
Amid  fuch  mighty  plunder,  why  exhauft 
Thy  partial  quiver  on  a  mark  fo  mean  ? 
"Why  thy  peculiar  rancour  wreakd  on  me?' 
Infatiate  archer  !  could  not  one  fuffice  ?         [flain  I 
Thy  fhaft  flew  thrice;   and  thrice  my  peace  was 
And  thrice,  ere  thtice  yon  moon  had  fill'd  her 

horn. 
©  Cynthia  1  why  fo  pale  ?  Doft  thou  lament 
Thy  wretched  neighbour  1  Grieve  to  fee  thy  wheel 
Of  ceafelefs  change  outwhirl'd  in  human  life  ? 
How  wanes  my  ierroto'd  blifs !  hom  fortune's  fmile. 
Precarious  courtefy  I  not  -virtue's  fure, 
Self -given,  folar  ray  of  found  delight. 

In  every  vary'd  pofture,  place,  and  hour. 
How  v/idow'd  every  thought  of  every  joy  1 
Thought,  bufy  thought !  too  bufyfor  my  peace  .' 
Through  the  dark  poftern  of  time  long  claps'd, 
Led  foftly,  by  the  ftillnefs  of  the  night, 
Led  like  a  murderer,  (and  fuch  it  proves  I) 
Strays  (wretched  rover  !)  o'er  the  pltitmg  pa/I ; 
In  queft  of  wretchednefs  perverfely  ftrays, 
And  finds  all  defeit  nozv,  and  meets  the  ghofts 
Gf  my  departed  joys,  a  numerous  train  ! 

1  rue  the  riches  of  my  former  fate  ; 
Sweet  comfort's  blafted  cluOers  I  lament ; 
I  tremble  at  the  bleffings  once  fo  dear ; 
And  every  pleafure  pains  me  to  the  heart. 

Yet  why  complain  ?  or  why  complain  for  one  ? 
Hangs  out  the  fun  his  luftre  but  for  me, 
Thtfingle  man  .'  Are  angels  all  befidt  ? 
I  mourn  for  millions  :   '  J  is  the  common  lot ; 
In  this  fiiape,  or  in  that,  has  fare  entail'd 
The  mother's  throes  on  all  of  woman  born. 
Not  more  the  children  than  fure  heirs  oi pain. 

War,  famine,  peft,  volcano,  ftorm,  and  fire, 
Intcftine  broils,  epprejjfion,  with  hertieai  t 
Wrapt  up  in  triple  brafs.  befiege  mankind. 
God's  image  difinhcrited  of  day. 
Mere,  plung'd  in  mine',  forgets  a  fun  was  made. 
There,  beings  deathlcfs  as  their  haughty  lord. 
Are  hammer'd  to  the  galling  oar  for  life. 
And  plow  the  winter's  wave,  and  reap  defpair. 
Some,  for  hard  mailers,  broken  under  arms. 
In  battle  lop'd  away,  with  half  their  limbs. 
Beg  bitter  bread  through  realms  their  valour  fav'd, 
If  fo  the  tyrant,  or  his  minion,  doom. 
Want,  and  incurable  difeafe,  (^fell  pair!) 
On  hopelefs  multitudes  remori'elefs  feize 
At  once^  and  make  a  refuge  of  the  grave. 


How  groaning  hofp'tta'.s  eje<3:  their  Jeaj  i 

What  numbers  groan  for  fad  admiiTion  there  f 

What  number*,  once  'm  fortune's  lap  high-fed, 

Solicit  the  cold  hand  of  chariiy  ! 

To  fhock  us  more,  folicit  it  in  vain  I 

Ye  filken  fons  of  pleafure  ;  fincc  in  pains 

You  rue  more  modiih  vifits,  vifit  here. 

And  breathe  from  your  debauch  :  g'tve,  and  reduc! 

Surfeit's  dominion  over  you  :   but  f  >  great 

Your  impudence,  you  blufh  at  what  is  right. 

Happy  1   did  forrow  feize  nnfuch  alone. 
'Hoi  prudence  can  defend,  or  virtue  fave  ; 
Dife,ife  invades  the  chafteft  temperance. 
And  piinifliment  the  guiltkfs,  and  alarm, 
Through  thickefl  (hades,  purfues  the  fond  of  peace 
Man's  caution  often  into  danger  turns ;  / 

And  his  guard  falling  crufhes  him  to  death. 
Not  happ'inefs  itfclf  makes  good  her  name  j 
Our  very  wiflies  give  us  not  our  wifh. 
How  ditl:ant  oft  the  thing  we  doat  on  moft 
From  that  for  which  wc  Ao^X.,felic'tty  ! 
The  finoothejl  courfe  of  nature  has  its  pains  ; 
And  ^r«£/?  friends,  through  error,  wound  our  refl. 
Without  misfortune,  what  calamities  1 
And  vvhat  hoflilities,  without  a  foe  ! 
Nor  are  foes  wanting  to  the  beft  on  earth.    '  •/ 
But  endlefs  is  the  lift  of  human  ilh, 
And  fighs  might  fooncr  fail,  than  caufe  to  ffglj. 

A  part  how  fmall  of  the  terraqueous  globe 
Is  tenanted  by  man!   the  reft  a  tuajle. 
Rocks,  deferts,  frozen  fcas,  and  burning  fandg  : 
Wild  haunts  of  monftcrs,  poifons,ftings,  and  death* 
Such  is  earth's  melancholy  map  !   but,  far 
More  fad  1   this  earth  is  a  true  map  of  man. 
So  bounded  are  its  haughty  lord's  delights 
To  tt^oe's  wide  empire;  where  deep  troubles  tofs: 
hou.l^  for  rows  howl,  invenoni'd/o^/onj  bite, 
Ravenous  calamities  our  vitals  feize. 
And  threateningy^i'^  wide  open»  to  devour. 

What  then  am  I,  who  forrow  {or  m^felf ! 
In  age,  in  infancy,  from  other's  aid 
Is  all  our  hope  .   to  teach  us  to  be  hind. 
That,  nature's_^>y?,  lafi  leffon  to  mankind  ; 
The  fulfifh  heart  deferves  the  pain  it  feels. 
Moie  generous  forrow,  while  it  finks,  exalts; 
And  confcious  virtue  mitigates  the  pang. 
Nor  virtue,  more  than  prudence,  bids'  me  giVe 
Swoln  thought  vi  fecond  thznnel ;  who  divide, 
Tlicy  v/eaken  too,  the  torrent  of  their  grief. 
Take  then,  O  -world',  thy  much  indebted  tear: 
How  fad  a  fight  is  human  happinefs, 
To  thofc  whofe  thought  can  pierce  beyond  ail  hour ! 

0  thou  \  whare'cr  thou  art,  whofe  heart  exults  1 
Wouldft  thou  I  Ihould  congratulate  thy  fate  .' 

1  know  thou  wouldft  ;  thy  pride  demands  it  from 

me. 
Let  thy  pride  pardon,  what  thy  nature  needs, 
The  falutary  ceiiluie  of  a  friend. 
Thou  happy  ivretcb '.    by  blindnefs  thou  art  blcft; 
By  dotage  dandled  to  perpetual  fmiles. 
¥>.nG\v,f!niler  !  at  thy  peril  art  thou  pleas'd  ; 
Thy  pleal'ure  is  the  promife  of  rhy  pain. 
Misfortune,  like  a  creditor  fevere. 
But  rifes  in  demand  for  her  dtlay ; 
She  makes  a  fcou.-ge  of  paft  proJperity, 
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^0  ding  tliee  more,  and  double  thy  diftrefs. 
Lorenzo,  foriune  makes  her  court  to  thee. 
Thy  fond  heart  dances,  whila  the  Synrn  fings. 
Dear  is  thy  welfare  ;  think  me  not  unkind  ; 
1  would  not  damp,  but  to  fccure  thy  joys. 
Think  not  thaty>a/-  is  facred  to  the  ftorm  : 
Stand  on  thy  guard  againfl  tht /miles  of  fate. 
Is  heaven  tremendous  in  its  frowns .'  Molt  fure  ; 
And  in  its  favours  formidable  too  : 
Its  favours  liere  are  trials,  not  rewards; 
A  call  to  duty,  not  difcharge  from  care; 
And  ihould  alarm  us,  full  as  much  as  woes; 
Awake  us  to  their  cauft:  and  confcquence  ; 
And  make  us  tremble,  vveigh'd  with  our  defert; 
Awe  nature's  tumult,  and  chaftife  her  joys. 
Left,  while  we  clafp,  we  kill  them ;  nay,  invert 
To  woffe  than _/?/»//;?  mifery,  their  charms. 
Re-uolted  ]oy%,  like  foes  in  civil  war, 
I-ike  bofoni  fricndfhips  to  refcutment  fcur'd, 
With  rage  envenom'd  rife  agairft  our  peace. 
Beware  what  earth  calls  happinefs;  bev.'are 
AU  joys,  but  joys  that  never  can  expire. 
Who  builds  on  lefs  than  an  immortal  bafe. 
Fond  as  he  feems,  condemns  his  joy»  to  death. 
-.       Mine  d/'d  with  thee,  Philander  !  thy  laft  figh 
/    Diffolv'd  the  charm  ;  the  difenchanted  earth 

Loft  all  her  luftre.    Where  her  glittering  trvwers  ? 
(     Her  golden  mountains,  where  ?  all  darkened  down 
'     To  naked  wafte  ;  a  dreary  vale  of  tears; 
'    The  great  magician's  dead  !  thou  poor,  pale  piece 
'     Of  out-caft  earth,  in  darknefs!  wliat  a  change 

From  yefterday  1  Thy  darling  hope  fo  near, 
;'    (Long-labour'd  prize  !)  O  how  ambition  flufti'd 
*"    Thy  glowing  cheek!   Ambition  truly  great, 
Of  virtuous  praife.     Death's  fubtle  feed  within 
(Sly,  treacherous  miner  1)  working  in  the  dark, 
Smil'd  at  thy  well-concerted  fcheme,  and  beckoxi'd 
The  worm  to  riot  on  that  rofe  fo  red, 
Unfaded  ere  it  fiill ;  one  moment's  prey  ! 

Man's  forefight  hcondilionally  wife; 
Lorenzo  '.  wifdom  into  fully  turns 
Oft,  the  firft  inflant,  its  idea  fair 
To  labouring  thought  is  born.    How  dim  our  eye  ! 
I'he  prefent  moment  terminates  our  light ; 
Cloud?,  thick  as  thofe  on  doomfday, drown  the  next ; 
We  penetrate,  we  prophefy  in  vain. 
'Tiini  is  dealt  out  by  particles ;  and  each 
Ere  mingled  with  the  Ilreaming  funds  of  life. 
By  fate's  inviolable  oath  is  fworn 
Deep  Clcnce,  "  Where  eternity  begins." 

By  nature's  law, what  may  be,  may  be  nozu  ; 
There's  no  prerogative  in  human  hours. 
In  human  hearts  what  bolder  thought  can  rife, 
Than  man's  prefump tion  on  to-morrow's  dawn  ? 
Where  is  to  morrow  ?  In  another  world. 
For  numbers  this  is  certain  ;  the  reverfe 
Is  fure  to  none  ;  and  yet  on  ihh  fierbaJ>Sy 
rhii  peradveitture,  infamous  for  lies, 
As  on  a  rock  of  adamant,  we  build 
Our  mountain  hopes;  fpin  out  eternal  fchemes, 
.As  we  the  fatal  fifters  could  out-fpin. 
And,  big  wLth  life's  futurities,  expire. 

Not  ev'n  Philander  had  befpvke  his  fhroud : 
Nor  had  he  caufe  ;  a  vcarning  wasdeny'd  ;. 
How  many  fall  as  fudden>  no:  as  fafe  \ 
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As  fudden,  though  for  years  admonlfti'i  home. 
Of  human  ills  the  laft  extreme  beware. 
Beware,  I^orenzo  1  z.Jloiv  fiidde:i  death. 
How  dreadful  that  deliberate  furprife  \ 
Be  wife  t<;)-day;   'tis  raadncfs  to  defer  ; 
Next  day  the  fatra.1  precedent  will  plead ; 
Thus  on,  till  wifdom  is  pufh'd  out  of  li£e« 
ProcrajlinatioH  is  the  thief  of  time ; 
Year  after  year  it  fteals,  till  all  are  fled,    ' 
And  to  the  m.erciesof  a  moment  leaves 
The  vaft  concerns  of  an  eternal  feene. 
If  not  fo  frequent,  would  not  this  be  ftrange  ? 
That  'tis  fo  frequent,  tbii  is  ftranger  ftill. 

Of  man's  miraculous  miftakes,  this  bears 
The  palm,  "  That  all  men  are  about  to  live,""    ^ 
For  ever  on  the  brink  of  being  born. 
All  pay  tbemfelves  the  compimient  to  think 
They  one  day  (hall  not  drivel :   and  their  pride- 
On  this  reverfion  takes  up  ready  praife ; 
At  leaft,  their  ow»;  xhs.\r  future  felves  applaud  ;,   ■ 
How  excellent  that  life  they  near  will  lead  1 
Time  lodg'd  in  their  o-wn  hands  m folly's  vails;. 
That  lodg'd  in  fates,  to  ivifdom  they  con&gn  ; 
The  thing  they  can't  hut  furfo/i,  th&y  fjyljiont  ; 
'Tis  not  in  folly,  not  to  fcorn  a  fool ; 
And  fcarce  in  human  ivifdom,  to  do  more. 
All  promife  is  poor  dilatory  man,  \AtsAf 

And  that  through  every  ftage  :  when  youBg,  iu-- 
In  fuli  content  we,  fametiraes,  nobly  reft, 
Unanxious  for  ourfdiies  ;  and  only  wifh, 
As  duteous  iuns,  owr  fathers  were  more  wife* 
At  i;6ir/y  man /i^f(f?.f  himfelf  a  fool; 
Knoivs  it  dX  forty,  and  reforms  his  plan; 
Aiffty  chides-  his  infamous  delay, 
Pufkes  his  prudent  purpofe  to  refohe  ; 
In  all  the  mignanimity  of  thought 
Refolves;  and  re-refolves;  then  dies  the  famci 

And  why  ?  Becaufe  he  thinks  himfelf  immortal. 
All  men  think  all  men  mortal,  but  tbemfelves ; 
Thenxfelves,  when  foHije  alarming  fhock  of  fate 
Strikes  through  their  wounded  hearts  the  fuddeit' 

dread ; 
But  their  hearts  woiuidedTlike  the  wounded  air. 
Soon  ciofe ;  where,  paft  the  fhaft,  no  trace  is  founA> 
As  from  the  iving,  no  fear  the  fky  retains; 
The  parted  wave  no  furrow  from  the  keel ; 
So  dies  in  human  hearts  the  thoughts  of  death, 
Ev'n  with  the  tender  tear  which  nature  fheds 
O'er  thofe  we  love,  we  drop  it  in  their  grave. 
Can  I  forget  Philander  ?  That  were  ftrange  '. 

0  my  full  heart  1 — But  fliould  I  give  it  vent, 
The  longeft  night,  though  longer  far,  would  fail. 
And  the  lark  liften  to  my  midnight  fong. 

The fprightly/or/^'ilhrill  matin  wakes  the  morn;. 
Grief's  ftiarpeft  thorn  hard  prefling  on  my  breaft^ 

1  ftrive,  with  wakeful  melody,  to  cheer 

The  fullen  gloom,  fweet  PhilonieL!  like  thee, 

And  call  the  flars  to  liften  :  every  ftar 

Is  deaf  to  mine,  enamour'd  of-  thy  lay. 

Yet  be  not  vain  ;  there  are,  who  thine  excel. 

And  charm  through  diftant  ages  :  wrapt  in  ftade, 

Prifoner  of  darknefs :  to  die  filent  hours. 

How  often  L  repeat  their  rage  divine. 

To  lull  my  griefs,  and  fteal  my  heart  from  woe  * 

I  roll  their  raptures,  but  not  catcJi  their  fire. 
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Dark,  though  not  blind,  like  thee,  Mxonides  ! 

Or,  Milton  !  thee  ;  ah,  could  I  reach  your  ftrain  ! 

Or  bis,  who  made  Msenoides  our  own. 

Man  too  he  fung  :  immorial  man  I  fing ; 

Oft  burfts  my  fong  beyond  the  bounds  of  life  • 

What,  noiv,  but  immortality  can  pleafe  ? 

O  had  be  prefs'd  his  theme,  purfued  the  track, 

Which  opens  out  of  darknefs  into  day  ! 

0  had  he,  mounted  on  his  wing  of  fire, 
Soar'd  where  I  fink,  and  fung  immortal  man  ! 
How  had  it  bled  mankind,  and  rcfcued  me ! 

NIGHT  II. 
ON  TIME,  DEATH,  AND  FRIENDSHIP. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  THE  EARL  OF  WILMINGTON. 

"  WHEN  the  cock  cretVf  be  tvept" — fmote  by  that 

eye 
Which  looks  on  me,  on  all :  That  power,  who  bids 
This  midnight  centinel,  with  clarion  flirill. 
Emblem  of  that  which  fliall  awake  the  dead, 
Roufe  fouls  from  flumber,  into  thoughts  of  biaven. 
Shall  I  too  weep  ?  Where  then  is  fortitude  ? 
And  fortitude  abandon'd,  where  is  man  ? 

1  know  the  terms  on  which  he  fees  the  light ; 
He  that  is  born,  is  lifted ;  life  is  war ; 
Eternal  war  with  woe.    Who  bears  it  heft, 
Deferves  it  leaft.— On  etber  themes  I'll  dwell. 
Lorenzo !  let  me  turn  my  thoughts  on  thee. 
And  tbine,  on  themes  may  profit ;  profit  there, 
Where  moft  they  need.    Themes  too,  the  genuine 

growth 
Of  dear  Philander's  duft.  He  tbus,  though  dead, 
May  ftill  befriend — what  themes  ?  time's  -wondrous 

price, 
Death,  friendjhif,  and  Philander's  final fcene. 
S-o  could  I  touch  thefe  themes,  as  might  obtain 
Thine  ear,  nor  leave  thy  heart  quite  difengag'd, 
The  good  deed  would  delight  me ;  half  imprcfa 
On  my  dark  cloud  an  Iris ;  and  from  grief 
Call  glory — doft  thou  mourn  Philander's  fate  ? 
1  know  thou  fay'ft  it  :  Says  thy  life  the  fame  ? 
He  mourns  the  dead,  who  lives  as  they  defire. 
Where  is  that  third,  that  avarice  of  time, 
(O  glorious  avarice!)  thought  of  death  infpires, 
As  rumour'd  robberies  endear  our  gold  ? 
O  time  !  than  gold  more  facred ;  more  a  load 
Than  lead,  to  fools ;  and  fools  reputed  wife. 
What  moment  granted  man  without  account .' 
What  years  are  fquandet'd,  ■wifdom's  debt  unpaid  I 
Our  wealth  in  days,  all  due  to  that  difcharge. 
Hafte,  hafte,  he  lies  in  wait,  he's  at  the  door, 
Infidious^w/^  .'  fhould  his  ftrong  hand  arreft, 
No  compofition  fets  the  prifoner  free. 
Eternity's  inexorable  chain 
Faft  binds ;  and  vengeance  claims  the  full  arrear. 

How  late  I  fhudder'd  on  the  brink  !  how  late 
Life  call'd  for  her  laft  refuge  in  defpair  1 
That  time  is  mine,  O  Mead  !  to  thee  I  owe; 
Fain  would  I  pay  thee  with  eternity. 
But  ill  my  genius  anfwers  my  defire ; 
My  fickly  fong  is  mortal,  pafl  thy  cure. 
Accept  the  will; — <£a<dies  not  with  my  ftrain. 

For  what  calls  thy  difeafc,  Lorenzo  ?  not 
For  Efculaplan,  but  for  mttal  aid. 


Thou  think'ft  it  folly  to  be  wife  too  foon. 

Youth  is  not  rich  in  time,  it  may  be  poor  ; 

Part  with  it  as  with  money,  fparing;  pay 

No  moment,  but  in  purchafe  of  its  worth;  , 

And  what  its  worth,  a(k  death*^beds;  they  can  tell.'- 

Part  with  it  as  withilife,rclu<5tant ;  big 

With  holy  hope  of  nobler  time  to  come; 

Time  higher  aim'd,  ftill  nearer  the  great  mark 

Of  men  and  angels;  virtue  more  divine. 

Is  this  our  duty,  xvifdom,  glory,  gain  ? 
{Thefe  heaven  benign  in  vital  union  binds) 
And  fport  we  like  the  natives  of  the  bough, 
When  vernal  funs  infpire  .'  Amufement  reigns 
Man's  great  demand  :  To  trifle,  is  to  live  : 
And  is  it  then  a  trifle,  too,  to  die  ? 

Thou  fay'ft  I  preach,  Lorenzo,  'tis  confeft. . 
What  if,  for  once,  I  preach  thee  quite  a-wake? 
Who  wants  amufement  in  the  flame  of  battle  ? 
Is  it  not  treafon,  in  the  foul  immortal. 
Her  foes  in  arms,  eternity  the  prize  ? 
Will  toys  amufe,  when  medicines  cannot  cure  ? 
When  fpirits  ebb,  when  life's  enchanting  fcene& 
Their  luftre  lofe,  and  leflen  in  our  fight. 
As  lands  and  cities  with  their  glittering  fpircs, 
To  the  poor  fhatter'd  bark,  by  fudden  ftorm 
Thrown  off  to  fea,  and  fooii  to  pefifli  there  ? 
Will  toys  amufe  .'  No:  Thrones.will then  be  toys, 
And  earth  and  fkies  feem  duft  upon  the  fcale. 

Redeem  we  time  ? — Its  lofs  we  dearly  buy. 
What  pleads  Lorenzo  for  his  high-priz'd  fports  ? 
He  pleads  time's  numerous  blanks  ;  he  loudly  pleads 
The  ftraw-like  trifes  on  Ifie's  common  ftream. 
From  whom  thole  blanks  and  trifles,  but  from  thee  f 
No  blank,  no  trtfie,  nature  made,  or  meant. 
Virtue,  oT  propos'd  virtue,  ftill  be  thine  ; 
This  cancels  thy  complaint  at  once.  Tliis  leaves 
In  all  no  trifc,  and  no  blank  in  time. 
This  greatens,  fills,  immortalizes  all ;     . 
This,  the  bleft  art  of  turning  all  to  gold  j 
This,  the  ^oo(/ heart's  prerogative  to  raife 
A  royal  tribute  from  the  pooreft  hours; 
Immenfe  revenue  !  every  moment  pays. 
If  nothing  more  than  purpofe  in  thy  power; 
Thy  purpofe  firm,  is  equal  to  the  deed  : 
Who  does  the  beft  his  circumftance  allows. 
Does  well,  aiSs  nobly;  angels  could  no  more. 
Our  outiverd  adl  indeed  admits  reftraint ; 
'Tis  not  in  things  o'er  thought  to  domineer  ; 
Guard  well  thy  thought ;  our  thoughts  are  heard 
in  heaven. 

On  all  important  time  through  every  age, 
Though  much,  and  warm,  the  wife  have  urg'd ; 

the  man 
Is  yet  unborn,  who  duly  weighs  an  hour. 
"  I\e  lofl  a  day" — the  prince  who  nobly  cry'd 
Had  been  an  emperor  without  his  crown  ; 
Of  Rome,  fay  rather,  lord  of  human  race  : 
He  fpoke,  as  if  deputed  by  mankind, 
&  fiiould  all  fpeak  :   So  reafon  fpeaks  in  all : 
From  the  fofr  whifpers  of  that  God  in  niaOj 
Why  fly  to  folly,  why  to  phrenzy  fly, 
For  refcuc  from  the  bleffmg  we  poffcfa  ? 
Time  the  fupreme  !-^Tmie  is  eternity  ; 
Pregnant  with  all  eternity  can  give  ; 
Pregnant  with  all,  that  makes  archangels  fmilct 
Who  murders  tiiue,  be  crufhes  in  the  birth, 
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A  power  ethereal,  only  not  ador'd. 

Ah  I  how  unjuft  to  nature  and  himfelf, 
Is  thonghtlefs,  thanklcfs,  inconfiftent  man  I 
Like  children  babbling  nonfenfe  in  their  fports 
We  cenfiire  nature  for  a  fpan  too  fliort ; 
That  fpan  too  fliort,  we  tax  as  tedious  too; 
Torture  invention,  all  expedients  tire, 
To  lafli  the  ling'ering  moments  into  fpeed. 
And  whirl  us  (happy  riddance  ! )  from  ourfelves. 
Art,  brainiefs  art  !  our  furious  charioteer 
(For  nature's  voice  unllifled  would  recal), 
Drives  headlong  towards  the  precipice  of  death  ; 
Death,  mofl  our  dread;  death  <iaj  more  dreadful 

made  : 
O  what  a  riddle  of  abfurdity  ! 
Leifure  is  pain  ;  takes  off  our  chariot  wheels ; 
How  heavily  we  drag:  the  load  of  life  ! 
Blcfl  leifure  is  our  curfe;   like  that  of  Cain, 
It  makes  us  wander;   wander  earth  around, 
To  fly  that  tyrant,  thought.    As  Atlas  groan'd 
The  world  beneath,  we  groan  beneath  an  hour. 
"We  cry  for  mercy  to  the  next  amufement ; 
The  next  amufement  mortgages  our  fields  ; 
Slight  inconvenience  1  prilons  hardly  frown. 
From  hateful  I'/W  if  prifons  fet  us  free. 
Yet  when  death  kindly  tenders  us  relief, 
Wc  call  him  cruel ;  years  to  moments  flirink, 
Ages  to  years.  The  telefcope  is  turn'd. 
To  man's  falfe  optics  (from  his  folly  falfe) 
1'tme,  in  advance,  behind  him  hides  his  wings, 
And  feems  to  creep,  decrepit  with  his  age; 
Behold  him,  when  paft  by  ;  what  then  is  fecn, 
But  his  broad  pinions  fwit'ter  than  tiie  winds? 
And  all  mankind,  in  contradidtion  fl:rong, 
Rueful,  aghaft  !   cry  out  on  his  career. 

Leave  to  thy  foes  thefe  errors,  and  thefe  ills; 
To  nature  juft,  their  caiif<:  and  cure  explore. 
Not  {hort  heaven's  bounty,  boundlefs  our  expence; 
No  niggard  nature  ;  men  are  prodigals. 
We  luc^e,  not  ufe  our  time  ;  we  breathe,  not  live. 
Time  Kvajled  is  exiftcnce,  vs'd  is  life, 
And  hare  exijlence,  man,  to  live  ordain'd, 
Wrings  and  oppreffes  with  enormous  weight. 
And  why  ?  fince  time  was  given  for  ufe,  not  wade, 
Enjoin'd  to  fly  ;  with  tempeft,  tide,  and  ftars, 
To  keep  his  fpeed,  nor  ever  wait  for  man  ; 
Time's  ufe  was  doom'd  a  pleafure  :  wafte,  a  pain  ; 
That  man  might  feel  his  error,  if  unfcen  : 
And,  feeling,  fly  to  labour  for  his  cure ; 
Not,  blundering,  fplit  on  idlenefs  for  eafs. 
Life's  cares  are  comforts  ;  fuch  by  heaven  defign'd  ; 
He  that  has  none,  muft  make  them,  or  be  wretched. 
Cares  are  employments,  and  without  employ 
The  foul  is  on  a  rack ;  the  rack  of  rejl. 
To  fouls  moft  adverfe  ;  adtion  all  their  joy. 

Here  then  the  riddle  mark'd  above  unfolds; 
Then  time  turns  torment,  when  man  turns  a  fool. 
We  rave,  we  wrefllc,  with  great  nature's  plan  ; 
We  thwart  the  Deity;   and  'tis  decreed, 
Who  thwart  his  will,  fhall  contradidt  their  own. 
Hence  our  unnatural  quarrels  with  ourfelves  ; 
Our  thoughts  at  enmity;  our  bofom-broil ; 
We  pufh  time  from  us,  and  we  wifh  him  back  : 
Lavilh  of  luftrunis,  and  yet  fond  of  iife ; 
Life  we  thiiik  long,  and  Ihort ;  death  icck,  and  fiiun  : 
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I  Body  and  foul,  like  peevifli  man  ant!  wife, 
United  jar,  and  yet  arc  loth  t>  pnrt. 
Oh  the  dark  days  of  vanity  !  while  Iierc. 
How  taftelefs  I   and  how  terrible,  when  gone  ! 
Gone  1   they  ne'er  go  ;  when  pall,  they  haunt  uj 

dill; 
The  fpirit  walks  of  every  day  deceis'd; 
And  fmiles  an  angel,  or  a  fury  frowns. 
Nor  death,  nor  life  delight  us.  If  tunc  fiafi. 
And  i\mt  frjf.jl,  both  pain  us,  what  can  pleafe  ? 
That  which  the  Deity  to  pleafe  ordain'd, 
Time  us'd.  The  man  who  confecrates  his  hours 
By  vigorous  effort,  and  an  honed  aim, 
At  once  he  draws  the  fting  of  life  and  death ; 
He  ivalks  ivith  nature;  and  her  paths  are  peace. 
"  Our  error's  caufe  and  cure  are  feen  :  Se€  next 
Time's  nature,  origin,  importance,  fpeed  ; 
And  thy  great  gain  from  urging  his  career. — 
All-fenfual  man,  becaufe  untouched,  unfeen,  , 

He  li>oks  on  time  as  nothing.  Nothing  eUe 
Is  truly  man's;  'tis  fortune's — time's  a  god. 
Haft  thou  ne'er  heard  of  tif.'ie's  omnipotence; 
For,  or  arrain/I,  what  wonders  he  can  do  1 
And  iL'il} :   To  fl:and  blank  neuter  he  difdains. 
Not  on  thofe  terms  was  //>;^  (heaven's  fcranger !) 

fcnt 
On  his  important  enibafTy  to  man. 
Lorenzo  !   no  :  On  the  long-deftln'd  hour, 
From  everlafting  ages  growing  ripe, 
Thac  memorable  hour  of  wondrous  birth. 
When  the  Dread  Sire,  on  emanation  bent, 
And  big  with  nature,  rifing  in  his  might, 
Cill'd  forth  creation  (for  then  time  was  born"), 
By  godhead  ftreaming  through  a  thoufand  worlds; 
Not  on  thefe  terms,  frora  the  great  days  of  heaven. 
From  old  eternity's  myftcrious  orb 
Was^'w^  cut  off,  and  caft  beneath  the  Ikies; 
The  flcies,  which  watch  him  in  his  new  abode, 
Meafuring  his  motions  by  revolving  fpheres ; 
That  horologe  machinery  divine.  [p'^y. 

Hours,  days,  and  months,  and  years,  his  children, 
Like  numerous  wijigs  around  liini,  as  he  flies : 
Or  rather  as  unequal  plumes,  thc-y  Ihape 
His  ample  pinions,  fwift  as  darted  flame. 
To  gain  his  goal,  to  reach  his  ancient  reft, 
.A.nd  join  anew  eternity  his  fire  ; 
In  his  immutability  to  neft, 

When  worlds,  that  count  his  circles  tiov,  unhing'd 
(Fate  the  loud  flgnal  founding),  headlong  rufh 
To  time'efs  night  and  chao9,  whence  they  rofe. 

Why  fpur  the  fpeedy  ?   svhy  with  levities 
New  wing  thy  fliort,  fhort  day's  too  rapid  flight  * 
Know'ft  thou,  or  what  thou  dofl:,  or  what  is  done  ? 
Man  flies  from  time,  and  time  from  man  ;  too  foon 
In  fad  divorce  this  double  flight  mufl;  end  ; 
And  then,  where  are  we  ?  where,  Lorenzo,  then 
Thy  fports  .'  thy  pomps  .> — f  grant  thee,  in  a  ftate 
Not  unambitious ;  in  the  ruffed  fliroud. 
Thy  Parian  t.ovah'&  triumphant  arch  beneath. 
Has  death  his  fopperies  ?    Then  we'l  niav  life         « 
Put  on  her  plume,  and  in  her  rainbow  fhine. 
Ye  ivell-arrayd  !  ye  lilies  of  our  land  ! 
Ye  lilies  male  !  who  neither  t'>il  nor  fpin 
(As  fifter  \v\\t% might),  if  not  fo  wife 
As  Solomon,  more  fumptnous  to  the  fight ! 
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Ye  delicate  !  who  nothing  can  fupport, 

Ti  urfelves  mod  infupportable  !  for  whom 

The  winter  rofe  muft  blow,  the  fun  put  on 

A  brighter  beam  in  Leo  ;  filky  f  >ft 

pavonius  breathe  ftill  fofter,  or  be  chid  ; 

And  other  worlds  fend  odours,  fauce,  and  fong, 

And  robes,  and  notions,  fram'd  in  foreign  looms! 

O  ye  Lorenzos  of  our  age  !  Mho  deem 

One  moment  unamus'd  a  mifcry 

Not  made  for  fteble  man  !  who  call  aloud 

for  every  bawble  drivell'd  o'er  by  fenfe; 

For  rattles,  and  conceits  of  every  caft, 

For  change  of  follies,  and  relays  of  joy, 

To  drag  your  patient  through  the  tedious  lengtk 

Of  a  fliort  winter's <%• — fay,  iages,  fay, 

M'it's  oracles  :  fay,  dreamtrs  of  gay  dreams ! 

How  will  ycu  weather  an  cttmal  night, 

Vhere  fuch  expedients  fail  ? 

O  tred-chcioMs  confcience!  while  flie  feems  to  fleep 
On  rcfe  and  myrtle^  luU'd  with  fyren  fong; 
\\'hile  lliefeenis,  nodding  o'er  her  charge,  to  drop 
On  headlong  appetite  the  flacken'd  rein, 
And  give  us  up  to  licence,  unrecall'd, 
Unmark'd; — fee,  from  behind  her  fecret  {land, 
The  fly  informer  minutes  every  fault. 
And  her  dread  diary  with  horror  fills. 
Not  the  grofs  act  alone  employs  her  pen  ; 
She  reconnoltresyii/ifjyV  airy  band, 
A  watchful  foe  :   the  formidable  fpy, 
Widening,  o'crhears  the  whimpers  of  our  camp  : 
Our  dawning  purpofes  of  heart  explores, 
And  fleals  our  embryos  t  f  iniquity. 
As  all  rapacious  ufurers  conceal 
Their  doomfday-book  from  all-confuming  heirs  ; 
Thus,  with  indulgence  moft  fevere,  (he  treats 
Us  fpendthrifts  of  ineftimable  time ; 
Unnoted,  notes  each  moment  mifapply'd ; 
In  leaves  more  durable  than  leaves  of  brafs  . 
"Writes  our  whole  hiftory  ;  which  death  Ihall  read 
In  every  pale  delinquent's  private  ear; 
And  judgment  publifh ;  publilh  to  m(  re  worlds 
Than  this ;  and  endlefs  age  in  groans  refound. 
Lorenzo, /wA  \.\\2tK  Jlceber  in  thy  breaft  1 
Such  is  her  flumbcr  ;  and  her  vengeance  fucb 
For  flighted  counftl ;  fuch  thy  future  peace  I 
And  think'fl  thou  ftill  thou  canft  be  wife  totfoon  ? 
But  why  on  time  fo  lavifii  is  my  fong  ? 
On  this  great  theme  kind  nature  keeps  a  fchool, 
To  teach  her  fons  herfelf.     Each  night  we  die, 
Each  morn  are  born  anew  :   Each  day,  a  life  ! 
And  ihall  we  kill  each  day  ?   If  trifinj  kills  ; 
Sure  -vice  muft  butcher.     O  what  heaps  of  {lain 
Cry  out  for  vengetnce  on  us  !   Time  deftroy'd 
Is/uicide,  where  more  than  hlocd  is  fpilt. 
Time  flies,  death  urges,  knells  call,  heaven  invites, 
Hell  threatens  :  All  exerts ;  in  effort,  all ; 
Jllore  than  creation  labours'. — labours  more? 
And  is  there  in  creation  what,  amidfl 
This  tumult  unlvcrfal,  wing'd  difj  atch, 
And  ardent  energy,  fupinely  yawns  ? 
Jkfffn  fleeps;  and  man  alone;  and  man,  whofe  fate, 
Fate  irreverCible,  entire,  exfreme, 
Endlefs,  hair-hung,  breeze-ihaken,  o'er  the  gulf 
A  moment  trembles;  drops  1  and  man,  for  whom 
All  elTe  is  ia  alarm !  man,  tlie  fole  caufe 


Of  this  furrounding  ftcrm  !  and  yet  he  fleeps, 
As  the  ftorm  rock'd  to  reft. — Throw  years  away ! 
Throw  empires,  and  be  blamelefs     Moments  feize  ; 
Heaven's  c)n  their  wing:  A  moment  we  may  wifli, 
When  worlds  want  wealth  to  buy.     Bid  day  Hand 

ftill. 
Bid  him  drive  back  his  car,  and  reimport 
The  period  paft,  re-give  the  given  hour. 
Lorenzo,  more  than  miracles  we  want ; 
Lorenzo — O  for  yefterdays  to  come  ! 

Such  is  the  language  of  the  man  azuaie; 
His  ardour  fuch,  for  what  opprejps  thee. 
And  is  his  ardour  vain,  Lorenzo  ?  No  ; 
That  more  than  miracle  rhe  gods  indulge  ; 
Ta-day  \&  yi/lerday  rcturn'd  ;  rettirn'd 
Full  power'd  to  cancel,  expiate,  raife,  adorn, 
And  rt'inftate  us  on  the  rock  of  peace. 
Let  it  not  fhare  its  predecefTor's  fate; 
Nor,  like  its  elder  fifters,  die  a  fool. 
Shall  it  evaporate  in  fume  ?  fly  off 
Fuliginous,  and  ftain  us  deeper  ftill  ? 
Shall  we  be  poorer  for  the  pler.ty  pour'd  ? 
Mere  wretched  for  tlie  clemencies  of  heaven  ? 

Where  Ihall  I  And  him  ?  Angels  !  tell  me  where. 
You  knoiv  him  :  He  is  near  you  :   Point  him  out : 
Shall  1  fee  glories  beaming  from  his  brow  ? 
Or  trace  his  footfteps  by  the  riftng  flowers  ? 
Your  golden  wings,  noiu  hovering  o'er  him,  flied 
Proteclion  ;  now,  are  waving  in  applaufe 
To  that  bleft  fon  of  forcflght !   lord  of  fate  ! 
That  awful  independent  on  to-morroru! 
Whofe  ivork  is  done;  who  triumphs  in  tht  paji ; 
Whofe  ycf.erdays  look  backwards  with  a  fmile  ; 
Nor,  like  the  Parthian,  wound  him  as  they  fly; 
That  common,  but  opprobrious  lot  !  paft  hours, 
If  not  by  guilt,  yet  wound  us  by  their  flight. 
If  felly  hounds  our  profpeiSl  by  the  grave, 
All  feeling  of  futurity  benumb'd  ; 
All  god-like  paflion  for  eternals  quencht; 
All  rcliftx  of  realties  expir'd  ;  * 

Renounc'd  all  correfpondence  with  the  Ikies : 
Our  freedom  chain'd ;  quite  winglefs  our  defire  } 
In  fenfe  dark-prifon"d  all  that  ought  to  foar; 
Prone  to  the  centre  ;   crawling  in  the  duft ; 
Difmounted  every  great  and  glorious  aim ; 
Embruted  every  faculty  divine  ; 
Heart-'bury'd  in  the  rubbifli  of  the  world. 
The  world,  that  gulf  of  fouls,  immortal  fouls, 
Souls  elevate,  angelic,  wing'd  with  fire 
To  reach  the  diftant  flcies,  and  triumph  there 
On  thrones,  which  fhall  not  mourn  their  mafters 

chang'd ; 
Though  we  from  earth ;  ethereal,  they  that  fell. 
Such  veneration  due,  O  man,  to  man. 
Who  venerate  themfelves,  the  world  defpife. 
For  what,  gay  friend  !  is  this  efcutcheond  world, 
Which  hangs  out  death  in  one  eternal  night ; 
A  night,  that  glooms  us  in  the  noon-tide  ray, 
And  wraps  our  thought,  at  banquets,  in  the  fhroud  ? 
Life's  little  ftage  is  a  fmall  eminence, 
Inch-high  the  grave  above  ;  that  home  of  man. 
Where  dwells  the  multitude  :  We  gaze  around  ; 
We  read  their  monuments;  we  Cgh  ;  and  while 
We  figh,  we  fink;  and  are  what  we  deplor'd  ; 
Lamenting,  or  lamented,  all  our  lot ! 
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.  ts  death  at  diftance ?  No:  he  has  been  on  thee, 
And  given  fure  earned  of  his  final  blow. 
Tbofc  hours  that  lately  fmil'd,  where  are  they  now? 
Pallid  to  thought, andfihalUyl  drown'd,alldrown'd 
In  that  great  deep,  which  nothing  difembogncii ! 
And,  dying,  they  bequeath'd  thee  fmalj  renown. 
The  reft  nre  on  the  wing  :  how  fleet  their  flight ! 
Already  has  the  fatal  train  took  fire ; 
A  moment,  and  the  world's  blown  up  to  thfe  ; 
The  fun  is  darltnefs,  and  the  ftars  are  dull. 

'Tis  greatly  wife  to  talk  with  our  pad  hours; 
And  afk  them,  what  report  they  bore  to  heaven  ; 
And  how  they  might  have  borne  more  welcome 

news. 
Their  anfwersform  what  men  experience  call; 
If  iijl/dam's  friend,  her  heft;  if  not,  worft  foe. 
O  reconcile  them  !  Kind  experience  cries, 
"  There's  nothinghere,  but  what  as  nothingweighs; 
"  The  more  our  joy,  the  more  we  know  it  vain  ; 
"  And  by  fuccefs  are  tutor'd  to  defjiair." 
Nor  is  it  only  thus,  but  mnfl  be  fo. 
Who  knows  not  this,  thouj>h  gray,  is  f!;i!I  a  chi  d. 
l.,oofe  then  irrtn  earth  the  grafp  of  fond  defirel 
Weigh  anchor,  and  fome  hiippier  clime  explore. 
Art  thou  fo  moor'd  thou  tanll  not  difengage, 
Nor  give  thy  thoughts  a  ply  to  future  fcenes  ? 
Since  by  life\  pafiing  breath,  blown  up  from  earth, 
Light  as  the  fummer's  duft,  we  take  in  air 
A  moment's  giddy  flight,  and  fall  again  ; 
Join  the  dull  mafs,  iixreafe  the  trodden  foil, 
And  fi-ep,  till  earth  hei  feif  {hall  be  no  more ; 
Since  then   (as  emmets,  their  fmall  world  o'er- 

thrown) 
We,  fore  amaz'd,  from  out  earth's  ruins  crawl, 
And  rife  to  fate  extreme  of  foul  or  fair. 
As  man's  own  choice  (controuler  of  the  Ciies!) 
As  man's  defpotic  will,  perhaps  one  hour, 
(O  how  omnipotent  is  time  !)  decrees  ; 
Should  not  each  ivarning  give  a  ftrong  alarm  ? 
Warning,  far  lefs  than  that  of  bofom  torn 
From  bofom,  bleeding  o'er  the  facred  dead  1 
Should  not  each  dial  drike  as  as  we  pafs. 
Portentous,  as  the  ivrutcn  tvall,  which  flruck, 
O'er  midnii^ht  bowls,  the  ptond  AiTyrian  pale, 
Ere-while  high-fluiht  with  infolence  and  wine  ? 
Like  that,  the  dial  fucaks;  and  points  to  thee, 
Lorenzo  !  loth  to  break  thy  banquet  up  : 
•'  O  man,  thy  kingdom  is  departing  from  thee  ; 
"  And,  while  it  lalls,  is  emptier  than  my  fliade." 
Its  Clent  language  fuch  :  nor  need'fl  thou  call 
Thy  mjgi,  to  decypher  what  it  means. 
Know,  like  the  Median,  fate  is  in  thy  walls  : 
Doft  aflc,  Zfoif  .^  M'^bence?  Belihazzar-like,  amaz'd.' 
Man's  make  inclofes  the  fure  feeds  of  de^th  ; 
I-'fe  feeds  the  murderer  ;  ingrate  1  he  thrives 
On  her  own  meal,  and  then  his  nurfe  devours. 

But  here,  Lorenzo,  the  delufion  lies  ; 
Th&t  fd'.ar  Jbadoiv,  as  it  meafures  life. 
It  life  ref=mbles  too  :  life  fpeeds  av/ay 
From  point  to  point,  though  feeming  to  (land  flill. 
The  cunning  fugitive  is  fwift  by  ftealth  : 
Too  fubtle  is  the  niovemi:r!t  to  be  fcen  ; 
Yet  foon  nrjan's  hour  is  up,  and  we  are  gone. 
Warfiinrs  point  out  our  danger;  gnomons,  time  : 
As  ihffi  are  ufelefs  when  the  fun  is  fet : 


So  tliop,  but  when  more  glorious  reafon  fliJnes. 
Reafon  fhould  judge  in  all;  in  realon's  eye, 
Thst  fedentary  Ihadow  travels  hard. 
But  fuch  our  gravitation  to  the  wrong. 
So  prone  our  hearts  to  whifper  what  we  wifh, 
'  I'is  later  with  the  wife  than  he's  aware  : 
A  Wilmington  goes  flower  than  the  fun; 
And  all  mankind  miftake  their  time  of  day; 
Ev'n  age  itfelf.     Frefli  hopes  are  hourly  fown 
In  furrovv'd  brows.     To  gende  life's  defcent 
We  fliut  our  eyes,  and  think  it  is  a  plain. 
We  take  f-.ir  days  in  winter,  for  the  fpring; 
And  turn  our  bleffiiigs  into  bane.     Since  oft 
Man  muft  compute  that  age  he  cannot _/>/?/, 
He  fcarce  believes  he's  older  for  his  years. 
I'hus,  at  life's  lateft  eve,  we  keep  in  flore 
One  difapp ointment  fure,  to  crown  the  reft; 
The  difappointment  of  a  promis'd  hour. 
On  this^  or  fimilar.  Philander  !   thou 
Whofc  mind  was  moral,  as  the  preacher's  tongue; 
And  ftrong,  to  wield  all  faience,  worth  the  namej 
How  often  we  talk'd  down  the  fuinmer's  fun. 
And  cool'd  our  paffions  by  the  breezy  flream  ! 
How  oftrn  thaw'd  and  fhorten'd  wintei's  eve. 
By  confl;<fl  kind,  that  flruck  out  latent  truth. 
Boil  found,  fo  fought  ;  to  the  reclufe  more  coy  ! 
Thoughts  difcntagle  pafling  o'er  the  lip  ; 
Clean  runs  the  thread  ;  if  not,  'tis  thrown  awar. 
Or  kept  to  tie  up  nonfcnfe  for  a  fong; 
Song,  fafhionably  fruitlefs ;  fuch  as  ftains 
Wvi fancy,  and  unhallow'd /la^M  fires; 
Chiming  her  faints  to  Cytherea's  fane. 

Know'il  thou,  Lorenzo!  what  a  friend  contains} 
As  bees  mixt  neflar  draw  from  fragrant  flowers. 
So  men  from  friendfhip,  ivifdom  and  delight ; 
Twins  ty'd  by  nature,  if  they  part,  they  die. 
Haft  thou  no  friend  to  fet  thy  mind  abroach? 
Goodfenfe  ivill  flagnate.   I'houghts  fhut  up  want  air, 
And  fpoil,  like  bales  unopen'd  to  the  fun. 
Had  thought   been   all,  fwcet  fpeech  had  been 

deny'd ;  [too! 

Speech, thought's  canal  1  fpeech,  thought's  criterion 
Thought  in  the  mine,  may  come  forth  gold,  or     i 

drofs ;  \ 

When  coin'd  in  word,  we  know  its  real  worth. 
If  flerhng,  flore  it  for  thy  future  ufe; 
'  Twill  buy  thee  benefit ;  perhaps  renown. 
Thought,  too,  deliver'd,  is  the  more  pofleft ; 
Teaching,  wc  learn;  and  giving,  we  retain 
The  births  of  intellect ;  when  dumb,  forgot.  \ 

Speech  ventilates  our  intelleiSlual  fire  ;  ' 

opeich  burnifties  our  mental  magazine  ; 
Brightens,  for  ornament ;  and  whets,  for  ufe. 
What  numbers,  flieath'd  in  erudition,  lie,  i 

Plung'd  to  the  hilts  in  venerable  tomes,  ; 

And  rufted  in;  who  might  have  borne  an  edge. 
And  play'd  a  fprightly  beam,  if  born  to  fpeech  ; 
If  born  bleft  heirs  of  half  their  mother's  tongue  ! 
'Tis  thought's  exchange,  which,  like  th'  alternate 

pufli 
Of  waves  confllifting,  breaks  the  learned  fcum. 
And  defecates  the  lludent's  Handing  pool, 

In  contemplation  is  his  proud  rcfource  ? 
'Tis  poor,  as  proud,  by  ctn-ucrfe  unfuflain'd. 
Rude  thought  runs  wild  in  contemplation  s  field ; 
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Conver/irthc  menage,  treaks  It  to  the  bit  I 

Of  due  reOraint ;  and  emulation  s  fpur 

Gives  graceful  energy,  by  rivals  av?'d. 

'Tis  converfe  qiiali&es  for  folitude; 

As  exercil'e,  for  falutary  reft. 

By  that  untutor'd,  cant;mplaticn  raves: 

And  nature  s  frol,  by  lu'fdom  is  undone. 

IVlfdom,  though  r.cher  than  Peruvian  mines. 
And  fwceter  than  the  fweet  ambrofial  hive. 
What  is  {he,  but  the  ineans  of  hapinnefs  ? 
That  unobtain'd,  than  folly  more  a  fool ; 
A  melancholy  fool,  without  her  bells. 
Frien^fcjp,  the  means  of  wifdom,  richly  gives 
The  precii  us  end,  which  makes  our  wifdom  wife. 
J^^atuie,  in  zeal  for  human  amity, 
t)enies,  nr  damps,  an  und'fvided  joy, 
Joy  is  an  import ;  joy  is  an  exchange; 
Joy  flies  monolopifls  :  it  calls  for  tivoi 
Rich  fruit !  heaven-planted  !  never  pluckt  by  one. 
Needful  auxiliars  are  our  friends,  to  give 
*rofcc!aln\3n  truerelifh  of  himfelf. 
full  on  ourftlves,  defcending  in  a  line, 
Pleafurts  bright  beam  is  feeble  in  delight : 
Delight  intenfe  is  taken  by  rebound ; 
Reverberated  pleafures  fire  the  breafb. 

Cfi\e.'c.i2\happ'tnejs,  whene'er  flie  fioops 
To  viGt  earth,  one  fhrinc  the  goddefs  finds, 
And  ore  atone,  to  make  her  fweet  amends 
For  abfent  heaven — the  bcfom  of  a  friend  ; 
Where  heart  meets  heart,  reciprocally  foft, 
Each  other's  pillow  to  repofe  divine. 
Beware  the  counterfeit;  m  pajjlons  flame 
iiearts  melt,  but  melt  like  ice,  fuon  harder  froee. 
True  love  flrikcs  root  in  reafm;  pafTion's  foe  : 
Virtue  alone  entenders  us  for  life  : 
1  wrong  her  much — Entenders  us  for  ever  : 
Oifriendfcip's  fairefc  fruits,  the  fruit  moft  fair 
Is  virtue  kindling  at  a  rival  fire, 
And,  etnuhujiy,  rapid  in  her  race. 
O  the  foft  enmity  '.   endearing  flrife  I 
This  carries  friendfhip  to  her  noon-tide  point. 
And  gives  the  rivet  of  eternity.  [themes, 

VriTa  friendfcip,   which    outlives    my    former 

Glorious  furviver  of  old  time  and  death ; 

From  friendfnip,  thus, that  flower  of  heavenly  feed; 
The  wife  extradls  earth's  moft  Hyblean  blifs, 

Superior  wifdom,  crown'd  with  fmiling  joy. 
But  for  whom  blofioms  thi«  VAyTiaTiJlower  ? 

thread  they  find,  who  cherifli  it  at  /joms. 

Lorenzo  I   pardon  what  my  love  extorts, 

An  honeft  love,  and  not  afraid  to  frown. 

Though  choice  of  follies  faften  on  the  great, 

None  cl:ngs  more  obflinate  than  fancy  f..nd 

That  facred  friendfhip  is  their  eafy  prey; 

Caiipht  by  the  wafture  of  a  golden  lure, 

Or  fa.^cinaticn  of  a  high-borne  fmile. 

Their  imiles,  xht  great,  znd  the  coquet,  throw  out 

For  others  hearts,  tenacious  of  their  own  ; 

And  we  no  Icfs  of  ours,  when  fuch  the  bait. 

Ye  fortune's  coff.'rers  !  Ye  pon-crs  of  wealth  '. 

Can  gold  gain  friendfhip  .'  Impudence,  of  hope  ! 

As  well  ir.erc  man  an  ar?il  mig'it  he^et. 

JLo-vc,  and  love  only,  is  tie  lean  for  love. 

J,orenzo  '  pride  reprefs ;  nor  hope  to  find 

A  fricD'J,  but  what  has  found  a  friend  in  thee. 


All  like  the  purchafe ;  few  the  price  will  pay ; 
And  this  makes  friends  fuch  miracles  below. 

What  if  (fince  daring  on  fo  nice  a  theme) 
I  {how  thee  friendfhip  delicate  as  dear, 
Of  tender  violations  apt  to  die  ? 
Referve  will  wound  it ;  and  dijlruji,  deftroy. 
Deliberate  in  all  things  with  thy  friend. 
But  fince  friends  grow  not  thick  on  every  bought 
Nor  every  friend  unrotten  at  the  core ; 
Firft,  on  thy  friend,  deliberate  with  thyfelf; 
Paufe,  ponder,  fift ;  not  eager  in  the  choice, 
Nor  jealous  of  the  chofen  :  fixing,  fix  ; 
Judge  before  friendfhip,  then  confide  till  death. 
Well,  for  thy  friend  ;  but  nobler  far  for  thee  ; 
How  gallant  danger  for  earth's  higheft  prize  ! 
A  friend  is  worth  all  hazards  we  can  run. 
"  Poor  is  the  friendlefs  mafler  of  a  world  : 
"  A  world  in  purchafe  for  a  friend  is  gain." 

So  fung  he  (angels  hear  that  angels  fing  ! 
Angels  from  friendfliip  gather  half  their  joy) 
So  f  mg  Philander,  as  his  friend  went  round 
In  the  rich  icbor,  in  the  generous  blood 
Of  Bacchus,  purple  god  of  joyous  wit, 
A  brow  folate,  and  evcr-Iaughing  eye. 
He  drank  long  health,  and  virtue,  to  his  friend  ; 
His  friend,  who  warm'd  him  more,  who  more  in- 

fpir'd. 
Friendjhip' i  the  wine  of  life  ;  but  friendfhip  nets 
(Not  fuch  was  his)  is  neither  flrong  nor  pure. 

0  for  the  bright  complexion,  cordial  warmth, 
And  elevating  fpirit,  of  a  friend. 

For  twenty  fummers  ripening  by  my  fide, 
AH  feculence  of  falfehood  long  thrown  down  ; 
All  fecial  virtues  rifing  in  hi?  foul. 
As  cryftal  clear,  and  fmiling  as  they  rife  1 
Here  ne(£lar  flows  ;  it  fparkles  in  our  fight ; 
Rich  to  the  tafle,  and  genuine  from  the  heart, 
High-flavour'd  blifs  for  gods !  on  earth  how  rare! 
On  earth  how  lojl ! — Philander  is  no  more. 

Think'fl  thou  the  theme  intoxicates  my  fong? 
Am  1  too  warm  .'  Too  warm  I  cannot  be, 

1  lov'd  him  much,  but  now  I  love  him  more. 
Like  birds,  whofe  beauties  languifh,  half  conceal'd, 
Till,  mounted  oo  the  wing,  their  glolTy  plumes 
Expanded  fhine  with  azure,  green,  and  gold  : 
How  blefTings  brighten  as  they  take  their  flight '. 
His  flight  Philander  took;  his  upward  flight. 

If  ever  foul  afcended.     Had  he  dropp'd, 

(That  eagle  genius  I )  O  had  he  let  fall 

One  feather  as  he  flew,  I  then  had  wrote  ' 

What  friends  might  flatter,  prudent  foes  forbear. 

Rivals  fcarce  damn,  and  Zoilus  reprieve. 

Yet  what  I  can,  I  muft;  it  were  profane 

Te  quench  a  glory  lighted  at  the  fkies, 

And  cafl  in  fliadows  his  illuflrious  clofe. 

Strange  1  the  theme  moft  afledlinp:,  moft  fubllme, 

Momentous  moft  to  man,  fliould  lleep  unfung  \ 

And  yet  it  flceps,  by  genius  unawak'd, 

Fainim  or  Chri/lian  ;    to  the  blufll  of  wit 

Man's  hi«;licft  triumph  !  man's  profoundeft  fall ! 
1  he  death-bed  of  the  juft,  is  yet  undrawn 
By  mortal  hand  !   it  merits  a  divine  : 
Angels  fliould  paint  it,  angels  ever  there. 
There,  on  a  poft  (.f  honour  and  of  joy. 
Dare  I  yrefume  then  r — but  Philander  bid», 
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And  glory  tempts,  and  inclination  calls — 

Yet  am  I  ftruck,  as  ftruck  the  foul  beneath 

Aerial  groves  impenetrable  gloom  ; 

Or  in  fome  mighty  »ai/»'j  folenin  fhade  ; 

Or,  gazing  by  pale  lamps  on  higb-born  duj}. 

In  vaults ,  thin  courts  of  poor  unflatter'd  kings; 

Or  at  the  midnight  altar's  hallo w'd  flame. 

Is  it  religion  to  proceed  ?  I  paufe — 

And  enter,  aw'd,  the  temple  of  my  theme. 

Is  it  his  death-bed  ?  No ;  it  is  his  ihrine  : 

Behold  him  there  juft  rifing  to  a  god.  [fate 

The  chamber  where  the  good  man  meets  his 
Is  privileg'd  beyond  the  common  walk 
Of  virtuous  life,  quite  in  the  verge  of  heaven. 
Fly,  ye  profane  !   if  not,  draw  near  with  awe. 
Receive  the  blefling,  and  adore  the  chance, 
That  threw  in  this  Bethefda  your  difeafe  ; 
If  unreftor'd  by  this,  defpair  your  cure. 
For  here  refiftlefs  dcm.onllration  dwells; 
A  death-bed's  a  detector  of  the  heart. 
Here  tir'd  dijjimulation  drops  her  mafque 
Through  life's  grimace,  that  miftrefs  of  the  fcene  I 
Here  real  and  apparent  are  the  fame. 
You  fee  the  man  :  you  fee  his  hold  on  heaven. 
If  found  his  virtue,  as  Philander's  fouiid.     [friends 
Heaven  waits  not   the  laft   moment ;   owns  her 
On  this  fide  death,  and  points  them  out  to  men, 
A  ledture  filent,  but  of  fovereign  pov/er  ! 
To  vice  confufion,  and  to  virtue  peace. 

Whatever  farce  the  boaftful  hero  plays. 
Virtue  alone  has  majcfty  in  death  ! 
And  greater  ftill,  the  more  the  tyrant  frowns. 
Philander  1  he  feverely  frov/n'd  on  thee. 
■"  No  warning  given  1    Unceremonious  fate  ! 
"  A  fudden  rufli  from  life's  meridian  joy  I 
"  A  wrench  from  all  we  bve  .'  from  ail  we  are.' 
"  A  I'cftlefs  bed  of  pain  !   a  plunge  opaque 
"  Beyond  conjecflure  !  feeble  nature's  dread  ! 
"  Strong  reafuns  ftiuddtr  at  the  dark  unknown  I 
"  A  fun  extinguifh'd  !  a  juft-cpening  grave  ! 
"  And,  Oh  !  the  laft,  laft,  what  ?  (can  words  ex- 

prefs  ? 
*'  Thought  reach  it?)  the  \?i^—Jilence  of  a  friend!" 
Where  are  thofe  horrors,  that  amazement,  where, 
This  hideous  group  of  ills,  which  ftngly  fliock. 
Demand  from  man  ? — I  thought  him  man  till  noiv. 

Through  nature's  wreck,  through  vanquifli'd 

agonies,  [gloom) 

(Like  the  ftars  ftruggling  through  this  midnight 

What  gleams  of  joy  I    what  more  than  human 

peace  ! 
Where  the  frail  mortal  ?  the  poor  abjeft  worm? 
No,  not  in  death,  the  mortal  to  be  found. 
His  conduct  is  a  legacy  for  all ; 
PJcher  than  Mammon  s  for  his  finglc  heir. 
His  comforters  he  comforts  ;  greac  in  ruin. 
With  unrelu6Lant  grandeur,  ^/wj^,  not  yields. 
His  foul  fublinic,  and  clofes  with  his  fate. 

How  our  hearts  burn'd  within  us  at  the  fcene ; 
Whence  this  brave  bound  o'er  limits  fix'd  to  man  ? 
His  God  fuftains  him  in  his  final  hour  1 
His  final  hour  brings  glory  to  his  God  '. 
Man's  glory  heaven  vouchfafes  to  call  her  own. 
We  gaze,  we  weep  ;  mix'd  tears  of  grief,  of  joy  ! 
Am^z-meut  ftrikes  '.  devotioa  buffts  to  flame  : 


Chrijiians  adore  !   and  Injidels  believe  I 

As  fome  tall  tower,  or  lofty  mountain's  brow, 
Detains  the  fun,  illuftrious,  from  its  height; 
While  rifing  vapours,  and  defcending  fhades. 
With  damps   and    darknefs  drown    the  foacious 

vale ; 
Undamp'd  hy  doubt,  undarken'd  by  defpair. 
Philander  thus  auguftly  rears  his  head 
At  that  black  hour,  which  general  horror  (heds 
On  the  low  level  of  th'  inglorious  throng  : 
Swest  peace,  and  heavenly  bope,  and  humble_/oy, 
Divinely  beam  on  his  exalted  foul ; 
Deftr'idlion  gild,  and  crown  him  for  the  Ikies, 
With  incommunicable  luftre  bright, 

NIGHT  III. 
N  A  R  C  I  S  S  A. 
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From  dreams,  where  thought  in  fancy's  maze  runs 

mad, 
To  reafon,  that  heaven-lighted  lamp  In  man, 
Once  more  I  wake ;  and  at  the  deftin'd  hour, 
Puniilual  as  lovers  to  the  moment  fworn, 
I  keep  my  affignation  with  my  woe. 

O  I  loft  to  virtue,  loft  to  manly  thought. 
Loft  to  the  noble  I'allies  of  the  foul  1 
Who  think  it  folitude  to  be  alone. 
Communion  fweet  1   communion  large  and  high  ! 
Our  reafen,  guardian  angd,  and  our  God  f 
Then  nearcft  thefe  when  others  moft  remote; 
And  all  ere  long  ftiall  be  remote  but  thefe. 
How  dreadful  then  to  meet  them  all  alone, 
A  ftranger  1  unacknowledg'd,  unapprov'd  I 
Now  woo  them,  wed  them,  bind  them  to  thy 

breaft; 
To  win  thy  with,  creation  has  no  more. 
Or  if  we  wifli  2i  fourth,  it  is  a  friend — 
But  friends,  how  mortal,  dangerous  the  defire  I 

Take  Phosbus  to  yourfelves,  ye  balking  bards '. 
Inebriate  at  fair  fortune's  fountain-head. 
And  reeling  through  the  wildernefs  of  joy; 
Where  fcn/e  runsfavage,  broke  from  reafan's  chiiH, 
And  fings  falfe  peace,  till  fmother'd  by  the  pall; 
My  fortune  is  unliite  ;  unlike  my  fong ; 
Unlike  the  deity  my  fong  invokes. 
I  to  days  foft-cy'd  fitter  pay  my  court, 
(Endymicn's  rival !)  and  her  aid  implore; 
Now  firft  implor'd  in  fuccour  to  the  mufe. 

Thou,  who  didft  lately  borrow  •  Cynthia's  forsa 
And  modcftly  forego  thine  own  !    O  thou, 
Who  didft  thyfelf  at  midnight  hours  infpire  1 
Say,  why  not  Cynthia  patronefs  of  fong  I 
As  thou  her  crefcent,  flie  thy  charadler 
AfTumcs ;  ftill  more  a  goddefs  by  the  change. 

Are  there  demurring  wits  who  dare  difpute 
This  revolution  in  the  world  infpir'd? 
Ye  train  Pierian  I  to  the  lunar  i'phere. 
In  filent  hour,  addrefs  your  ardent  call 
For  aid  immortal ;  lefs  her  brother's  right, 

*  At  the  Dtikt  of  Norfolk's  mafqustddtt 
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She,  with  the  fphcre-s  hsrrroniov.s,  nightly  leads 
The  mazy  dance,  and  hears  their  marc hlefa  ftrain 
A  ftrain  for  gods.deny'd  to  mortal  ear. 
Tranfmit  it  heard,  thou  filver  queen  of  heaven  I 
Wliat  title,  or  what  name,  endears  the  moft  i 
Cynthia  '.  Cyllere  I   Phcebe  '.  or  doft  hear 
M'ith  higher  guft  fair  Portland  of  the  flcies  ! 
Is  that  the  foft  enchantment  calls  thee  dovvn, 
Alwe  powerful  than  of  old  Circean  charm  i" 
Cumc ;   hut  from  heavenly   bat.quets  with   thee 

bring 
The  foul  of  fong,  and  whifper  in  my  ear 
The  theft  divine  ;  or  in  propitious  dreams 
(For  dreams  are  thine)  tranJufe  it  through  the 

brcaft 
Of  thy  firfl  votary,  but  not  thy  laft. 
If,  like  thy  namffake,  thou  art  ever  kipd. 

And  kind  thou  wilt  be;  kind  on  fuch  a  theme; 
A  theme  fo  like  thee,  a  quite  lunar  theme, 
Soft,  inodcft,  melancholy,  female,  furl 
A  theme  that  rofe  all  pale,  and  told  my  ff^ul 
*rvvas«'^^/;   on  her  fond  hopes  perpetual  night; 
A  night  which  Qruck  a  damp,  a  deadlier  damp 
Than  that  which  imote  me  from  Philander's  tomb. 
Narcifla  follows,  ere  his  tomb  is  clos'd. 
■^•'i''oes  cluftcr  ;  rare  zxQfolHary  woes ; 
They  love  a  train,  they  tread  each  others  heel ; 
Hir  death  invades  his  mournful  right,  and  claims 
The  grief  that  flartcd  from  my  lids  for  him  : 
Seizes  the  fuitlilefs  alienated  tear. 
Or  ihares  it  ere  it  fails.    So  frequent  death, 
Sorrov%'  he  r?>tre  than  caufcs,  he  confounds ; 
Tor  human  fighs  his  rival  flrokes  contend. 
And  make  diftrefs,  diftrailion.     Oh.  Philander  I 
What  was  thy  fate  ?   A  double  fate  to  me  ; 
Portent  and  pain,  a  menace  and  a  blow, 
Like  the  black  raven  hiovering  o'er  my  peace, 
J\'ot  lefs  a  bird  of  omen  than  of  prey. 
It  call'd  Narcifla  long  before  her  hour; 
It  call'd  her  tender  foul,  by  break  of  blifs, 
I'rom  the  firft  bloffom,  from  the  buds  of  joy  ; 
Tliofe  few  our  noxious  fate  unblafted  leaves 
Ic  this  inclement  clime  of  human  life. 

Sweet  harmonift  !   and  beautiful  as  fweet  I 
And  young  as  beautiful  1  and  foft  as  young  I 
And  gay  ?.s  foft  1  and  innocent  as  gay  1 
And  happy  (if  aught  happy  b;ye)  as  good  I 
it'or  fortune  foud  had  built  her  neft  on  hij!;h, 
Like  bird?  qui'e  cxquifite  of  note  and  plume, 
Trantfix'd  hy  fate  (who  loves  a  li.'ty  maik,) 
How  fr!)m  the  fummit  of  the  grove  fhe  fell. 
And  kft  it  Ti.-iharmonioiis.    All  its  charms 
Extinguiih'd  in  the  wonders  of  htr  fong  I 
Htr  f<^n^  Hill  vibrates  in  my  rav:fh'd  ear, 
.Still  mvlting  there,  and  with  voluptuous  pain 
(O  to  forget  hsr  !)  thrilling  through  my  heait  1 
Song,  beauty,  youth,  love,  virtue,  joy ;    this 
_  group 
Of  brig  lit  ioca?,  flowers  of  paradife, 
As  yet  unfurfcit  1  in  one  blaze  we  bind. 
Kneel  and  prelcnt  it  to  the  ficies,  as  all 
We  gucfs  ul  heaven  :  and  thefe  vv'ere  all  her  own. 
And  fbf    was  mine ;    and   1  v,'as — ivat .'— niofl 

bleft— 
Gay  titk  of  file  dcepcft  mifery  \ 
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As  bodies  grow  more  ponderous  robb'd  of  life. 
Good  loft  weighs  more  in  grief  than  gain'd  in  joy. 
Like  blofibni'd  trees  n'ertum'd  by  venial  ftorni, 
I^iovely  in  death  tlie  beauteous  ruin  lay ; 
And  if  in  death  ftill  lovely,  lovelier  there. 
Far  lovelier  '.   pity  fwells  the  tide  of  love. 
And  will  not  the  feverc  excufe  a  ficrh  ? 
Scoin  the  proud  man  that  is  afham'd  fo  weep;    [  .'  ' 
Our  tears  indulgd  indeed  deferve  our  Ihame.         /  ' 
Ye  that  e'er  loft  an  angel,  pity  me  1         ■  f  ^ 
Soon  as  the  luftre  languifh'd  in  her  eye, ' 
Dawning  a  dimmer  day  on  human  fight. 
And  on  her  cheek,  the  refdence  of  fpring, 
Pa!e  omen  fat,  and  fcatter'd  fears' around 
On  all  that  faw  (and  who  would  ceafe  to  gaze 
That  once  had  fecn  ?)  with  hafte,  parental  hafte, 
I  flew,  I  fnatch'd  her  from  the  rigid  north. 
Her  native  bed,  on  which  bleak  Boreas  blew, 

i   And  bore  her  nearer  to  the  fun  :  the  fun 
(As  if  the  fun  could  envy)  check'd  his  beam, 
Deny'd  his  wonted  fuccour;  nor  with  more 
Regret  beheld  her  drooping  than  the  behs 
Of  lilies ;  faireft  lilies  not  fo  fair  I 

Queen  lilies  '.   and  ye  painted  populace  I 
Who  dwell  in  fields,  and  lead  ambrofial  lives. 
In  morn  and  evening  dew  your  beauties  bath<r. 
And  drink  the  fun ;  which  gives  your  cheeks  to 

glow. 
And  cut-blufh  {niine  excepted)  every  fair; 
You  gladlier  grew  ambitious  of  her  hand. 
Which  often  crept  your  odours,  incerde  meet 
To  thougiit  fo  pure  !   Yc  lovely  fugitives ! 
Coeval  race  with  man  !  for  man  you  finile; 
Why  not  finile  at  him  too  ?   You  ftiare  indeed 
His  luddeii  pafs,  hut  not  his  conflant  pain. 

So  man  is  made  ;  nought  minifters  delight 
By  what  his  glowing  pafiions  can  cnga;^e  ; 
And  glowing  palTions,  bent  on  aught  below, 
Muft,  foon  or  late,  v/ith  aiaguifli  turn  the  fcale ; 

'  Atid  anguifh,  after  rapture,  how  fevere  !      [divine, 

'  Rapture  I    Bold  man  1    who   tempt'ft  the  wrath 
Ey  plucking  fruit  denied  to  mortal  tafte. 
While  hers,  prefuming  on  the  rights  of  heaven. 
For  tranfport  doft  thou  call  on  every  liour, 
Lorenzo  ?  At  thy  friend's  expente  be  wife  ; 

(Lean  not  on  earth;  'twill  pitrce  thee  to  the  heart; 
A  broken  reed  at  beft,  but  oft  a  fpear ; 
On  its  fliarp  point  peace  bleeds,  and  hope  expires. 
Turn,  hopeicfs   thought  1    turn   from   her  :— 
Thought  repell'd 
R.efrnting  raiiics,  and  wakes  every  woe. 
Snatch'd  ere  thy  prime  1   and  in  thy  bridal  hour  ', 
And  when  kind  fortune,  with  thy  lover,  fniil'd  1 
And  when  high  flavour'd  thy  frefli  opening  joys  I 
And  when  blind  man  pronounc'd  thy  bids  com- 
plete 1 
And  on  a  foreign  (hore,  where  ftrangers  wept! 
Strangers  to  thee  ;  and,  more  furprifmg  ftill. 
Strangers  to  kindnefs,  wept :  their  eyes  icr  fall 
Inhuman  tears  I  flrange  tears',   that  tritlijed  down 
From  marble  hearts  I   obdurate  tendernefs  I 
A  tcndernefj  that  call'd  them  more  fevere  ; 
In  fpite  of  nature's  foft  perfuafioji  fleel'd  ; 
While  nature  mthcd, Jlpfrjiition  rav'd  ; 
I'hat  niourn'd  the  dcadj  and  ///..•  denied  a  grave. 
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Their  fighs  incensM;  fighs  foreign  to  the  will  1 
Their  will  the  tiger  fuck'd,  ouirag'd  the  ftorm. 
For,  oh  !  the  curlt  ungodlinefs  of  zeal! 
V/hile/in/ulfe/b  rdented, /^irit  nurft 
In  blind  infallibility's  embrace, 
The  fainted  fj.irit  petrify  "d  the  breaft  ; 
Deny'd  the  charity  of  dud,  to  fpread 
O'er  dufl !  a  charity  their  dogs  enjoy. 
"What  could  I  do  ?   What  fuccoiir  ?   What  refource  ? 
With  pious  facrilege,  a  grave  I  ftole  ; 
With  impious  piety,  that  grave  1  ■wrong'd  ; 
Short  in  niy  duty  ;  coward  in  my  grief  1 
More  like  her  murderer,  than  friend,  I  crept, 
With  foft-fafpended  ftep,  and  muffled  deep 
In  midnight  darknefs,  ivbifperd  my  laft  iigh. 
I  ivhifpgr  d  what  (hould  echo  through  their  realms; 
Nor  writ  her  name,  whofe  tomb  fliould  pierce  the 

fkies. 
Prefumptuous  fear  !   How  durft  I  dread  her  foes, 
While  nature's  loudcft  dicStates  I  obey'd  ? 
Pardon  ntceflity,  bieft  fhade  !   of  grief 
And  indignation  rival  burfls  I  pour'd  ; 
Half  execra;ion  mingled  with  my  prayer; 
Kindled  at  man,  while  I  his  God  ador'd ; 
Sore  grudg'd  the  favaj;e  land  her  facred  duft  ; 
Stamp'd  the  curs'd  foil ;  and  with  humanity 
(Denied  NarcifTa)  v^ifh'd  them  all  a  grave. 

Glows  my  refentment  into  guilt  ?   What  guilt 
Can  equal  violations  of  the  dead  ? 
The  dead  how  lacred  I  Sacred  is  the  duft 
Of  this  heaven-labcur'd  form,  eretfl,  divine  ! 
This  heaven-afTum'd  majeftic  robe  of  earth, 
He  deign'd  to  wear,  who  hung  the  vaft  expanfe 
With  azure  bright,  and  cloath'd  the  fun  in  gold. 
When  every  paffion  fleeps  that  can  offend  ; 
When  ftrike^  us  every  motive  that  can  melt  ; 
When  man  can  wreak  his  rancour  uncontmul  ii, 
That  ftrongeil  curb  on  infult  and  ill-w  ill ; 
Tien,  fpleen  to  dujl  ?  the  dufl  of  innocence  ? 
An  angel's  dufl  ? — This  Lucifer  tranfcends; 
When  he  contended  for  the  patriarch's  bones, 
'Twas  not  the  ftrife  of  malice,  but  of  pride  ; 
The  Urife  of  pontiff  pride,  not  pontiff  gall. 

For  lefs  than  this  is  fhocking  in  a  race 
Mofl  iLiretcbsd,    but  from  flreams  of  mutual  love  ; 
And  uncreated,  but  for  love  divine; 
And,  but  for  love  divine,  this  moment  loj}. 
By  fate  reforb'd,  and  funk  in  endlcfsniglit. 
Man  hard  of  heart  to  man  !   of  horrid  things 
Mod  horrid  !  'm.id  flupendous,  highly  llrange  ! 
Yet  oft  his  courtefies  are  fmoother  wrongs  ; 
Pride  brandiihes  the  favours  he  confers, 
And  contumelious  his  humanity  : 
What   then   his  vengeance  ?     Hear   it    not,    ye 

flars! 
And  thou,  pale  moon  !  turn  paler  at  the  found  ; 
Man  is  to  man  the  foreft,  furcll  ill. 
A  previous  blaft  foretells  the  rifing  (lorm  ; 
O'erwhelming  turrets  threaten  ere  they  fall; 
Volcanos  bellow  ere  they  difcinboguc  ; 
Earth  trembles  ere  her  yavrning  jaws  devour  ; 
And  fmoke  betrays  the  wide  confuming  lire  : 
Ruin  from  man  is  moft  conccal'd  when  near. 
And  fends  the  dreadful  tidings  in  the  blow. 
Is  this  the  iiight  of  fancy  I  Would  ic  weri;. ! 


Heaven's  Sovertign  faves  all  beings,  but  himfelf. 
That  hideous  fight,  a  naktdhuniAn  heart. 

Fir'd  i^  the  mufe  ?  Aiid  let  the  mufe  be  fir'd; 
Who  not  enflam'd,  when  what  he  fpeaks,  he  feels, 
And  in  the  nerve  moil  tender,  in  his  friends? 
Shame  to  mankind  !  Philander  had  his  foes  : 
He  felt  the  truths,  I  fing,  and  I  in  him. 
But  he,  nor  I,  feel  more  :  pad  ills,  Narciffa  ! 
Are  funk  in  thee,  thou  recent  wound  of  heart  ! 
Which  bkcds  with  other  cares,  with  other  pangs; 
Pangf  numerous,  as  the  numerous  ills  that  fwarm'd 
O'er  thy  diftinguira'd  fate,  and,  cluilering  there 
Thick  as  the  loculls  on  the  land  of  Nile, 
Made  death  more  deadly,  and  more  dark  the  grave. 
Refiecl  (if  not  forgot  my  touching  tale) 
How  was  each  circumftance  with  afpics  arm'd  ? 
An  afpic,  each  1  and  all,  an  Hydra  woe  : 
What  flrong  Herculean  virtue  could  fufHce  ?    ■■■  ■ 
Or  is  it  virtue  to  be  ccnquer'd  here  ? 
This  hoary  cheek  a  train  of  tears  bedews  ; 
And  each  tear  mourns  its  own  dijiinSi  diflrefs; 
And  each  diftrefs,  dillinclly  mourn'd,  demands 
Of  gritf  flill  more,  as  heighten'd  by  the  whole. 
A  grief  like  this  proprietors  excludes  : 
Not  friends  alone  fuch  obfequics  deplore  ; 
They  make  mankind  the  mourner;  carry  fighs 
Far  as  the  iii.t.z\fame  can  wing  her  way  ; 
And  turn  the  gayeft  thought  of  gayefl  age, 
Down  their  right  channel,   through   the    vale  of 
death. 

The  vale  of  death  !  that  hufh'd  Cimmerian  vale, 
Where  darknefs,  brooding  o'er  unfinifti'd  fates, 
With  raven  wing  incumbent,  waits  the  day 
(Dread  day  1)  that  interdicts  all  future  change  ! 
That  fubterranean  world,  that  land  of  ruin  ! 
Fit  walk,  Lorenzo,  for  proud  human  thought  I 
There  let  my  thought  expatiate,  and  explore 
Balfamic  truths  and  healing  fentimenf;, 
Of  all  mofl  wanted,  and  moft  welcome,  hire. 
For  gay  Lorenzo's  fake,  and  for  thy  own. 
My  foul !  "  The  fruits  of  dying  friends  furvey ; 
"  Expofe  the  •u.iin  of  life;  weigh  life  and  death  ; 
"  Give  death  his  eulogy  ;  thy  fear  fuhdue  ; 
"  And  labour  that  firil  palm  of  nobie  minds, 
"  A  manly  fcorn  of  terror  from  the  tomb." 

This  harvefl  reap  from  thy  NarcifTa's  grave. 
As  poet's  feign'd  from  Ajax'  flreaming  blood 
Arofe,  with  grief  infcrib'd,  a  mournful  flov^er  ; 
Let  wifJom  bloffom  from  my  mortal  wound. 
And Jirji,  of  dying  friends  ;  what  fruit  from  thefe  ? 
It  brings  ns  more  than  triple  aid  ;  an  aid 
To  chile  our  thougktUJfnefs,  fear,  pride  ^nd  guili. 

Our  dying  friends  come  o'er  us  like  a  cloud. 
To  damp  our  brainlefs  ardors;  and  abate 
That  glare  of  life  which  often  blinds  the  wife. 
Our  dying  friends  are  pioneers,  to  fmooth 
Our  rugged  pafs  to  death  ;  to  break  tliofe  bars 
Of  terror,  and  abhorrence,  nature  throws 
Crofs  our  obftrudled  way  ;  and,  tiius  to  make 
Welcorne,  ■i.%fafe,  our  port  from  every  ilorm. 
Each  friend  by  fate  fnatch'd  from  us,  is  a  plume 
Pluck'd  from  the  wing  of  human  vanity. 
Which  makes  us  {loop  from  our  aerial  heights, 
And,  dampt  with  omen  of  our  own  deceafe. 
On  drooling  pinions  of  ambition  lowcr'd, 
£  iiij 
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Jil  ficim  earth's  furfacc,  ere  we  break  it  up, 
O'er  putrid  eartii  to  fcratch  a  little  duft, 
And  iave  the  world  a  nuifance.     Smitten  friends 
Are  angelo  fent  on  errands  full  of  love  ; 
For  us  they  lanoiiifti,  and  for  us  they  die  : 
And  fliall  they  Janguilh,  fliall  they  die,  in  vain  ? 
Ungrateful,  fliall  we  grieve  their  hovering  fhades, 
"Which  wait  the  revolution  in  our  hearts? 
Shall  we  dildain  their  Clent,  foft  addrefs ; 
Their  pofthumous  advice,  and  pious  pruyer  ? 
Senl'ci'.f-,  as  herds  that  graze  their  hallow'd  graves. 
Tread  under  foot,  their  agonies  and  groans; 
Frufbrate  their  anguilh,  and  deftroy  their  deaths  ? 

Lorenzo  I  no;  the  thought  of  death  indulge; 
Give  it  its  whoicfome  empire  I  let  it  r^ign, 
That  kind  chalUfer  of  thy  foul  in  joy  ! 
Its  reign  will  fpread  thy  glorious  coiiquefts  far, 
And  ftill  the  tumults  of  thy  ruffled  brcall : 
Aufpicious  era  !  golden  days,  begin  I 
The  thought  of  death  fnall,  like  a  god,  infpire. 
And  why  not  think  on  death  ?  Is  lite  the  theme 
Of  every  thought  ?  and  wifli  of  every  hour  i 
And  fong  of  every  joy  ?  Surprifing  truth  ! 
The  beaten  fpjnitrs  fondnefs  not  fo  ftranee. 
To  wave  the  numerous  ills  that  feize  on  life 
As  their  own  pioperty,  their  lawful  prey  ; 
Ire  man  has  meafur'd  half  his  weary  (bge, 
Flis  luxuries  have  left  him  no  referve, 
>ro  maiden  relifhes,  unbroach'd  delights  ; 
On  cold  ferv'd  repetitions  he  fubfif:*, 
And  in  the  tafttlefs/rf/fwf  chews  xhe  pjjl ; 
Difgufccd  chews,  and  I'carce  can  fvvallow  down. 
X.ikc  lavifii  anceflors,  his  earlier  years 
Have  difuiherited  hij  future  hours, 
"Which  ftarve  on  arts,  SivA  glean  their  former  field. 

Live  ever  here,  Lorenzo! — IhoCicicg  thought! 
So  fhocking,  they  who  willi,  difown  it  too  ; 
Difown  from  fhame,  what  they  from  folly  crave. 
Live  ever  in  the  womb,  nor  fee  the  light  ? 
Tor  what  live  ever  here  ? — With  labouring  ftep 
To  tread  our  former  footfteps  ?  Pace  the  round 
^Eternal  ?  To  climb  life's  worn,  heavy  wheel, 
Which  draws  up  nothing  new  ?  To  beat,  and  beat 
The  i>eatcn  track  ?  To  bid  each  wretched  day 
The  former  mock  ?  To  furfeit  on  ihcfame, 
j^nd  yawn  our  joys  ?  Or  thank  a  mifery        [feen  ? 
For  change,  though  fad  ?  To  fee   what  we  have 
Hear,  till  unheard,  the  fame  old  llabber'd  talc  } 
To  (alle  the  taf'tcd,  and  at  each  return 
Lffs  taP.eful  ?  O'er  our  palates  to  decant 
Another  vintage  ?  Strain  a  fatter  year, 
T  hrough  loaded  ve.Ttls,  ai:d  a  laxer  tone  ? 
Crazy  machines  to  grind  earth's  walled  fruits! 
Ill  ground,  and  worfe  ccinneded  1  load,  not  life  I 
The  rational  foul  kennels  of  txcefs  ! 
Still-ilreaming  thorough-fares  of  dull  debauch  1 
Trembling  each  gulp,  lefl  death  faould  fnatch  ihe 
bowl. 

Such  of  our  Jiae-oHes  is  the  wiih  refiu'd ! 
So  would  they  have  it-^  ekgant  defire  1 
"Why  not  nivlte  the  bellowing  ftalls,  and  wilds  I 
But  fuch  examples  might  thtir  riot  awe. 
1'hrough  want  of  virtue,  that  is,  want  of  thought, 
(Though  on   l/ri^/jt  tbougbt  they  faihcr  all  their 
fiights) 


To  what  are  they  reduc'd  .'  To  love,  and  hato. 
The  fame  vain  world  ;  to  cenfiire,  and  efpoufe. 
This  painted  fhrew  of  life,  who  calls  them  fool 
Each  moment  of  each  day  ;  to  flatter  bad 
Through  dread  of  worl'e  ?  to  cling  to   this  rude 

rock, 
Barren  to  them  of  good,  and  Iharp  with  ills, 
And  hourly  blacken'd  with  impending  florms, 
And  infamous  for  wrecks  of  human  hope — 
Scar'd  at  the  gloomy  gulf,  that  yawns  beneath. 
Such  are  their  triumphs  !  fuch  their  pangs  of  joy  ! 

'Tis  time,  high  ti'iic,  to  fliift  this  difmal  fcene. 
This  I'ugg  J,  this  hiikous  Hate,  what  art  can  cure  ? 
One  only  ;  but  that  one,  what  all  may  reach ; 
Virtue — Ihe,  wonder-working  goddefs  1   charms 
That  rock  to  bloom ;  and  tames  the  painted fire-w  ; 
And,  what  will  more  furprife,  Lorenzo  I  gives 
'1  o  life's  fick,  naufcous  iteration,  change  ; 
And  ftraightens  nature's  circle  to  a  line. 
Believ'llthou  this,  Lorenzo  ?  lend  an  ear, 
A  patient  ear  ;  thou'lt  blufh  to  difbelieve. 

A  languid,  leaden,  iteration  reigns, 
And  ever  muft,  o'er  thofe,  whofejoys  are  joys 
Of  fight,  fmell,  talte  :   the  cuckow-feafons  fing 
The  fame  dull  note  to  fuch  as  nothing  prize. 
But  what  thofe  feafons,  from  the  teeming  earth, 
To  diiBtingy?/;/^  indulge.     But  nobler  minds. 
Which  reiifa  fruits  unripen'd  by  theyj.;;. 
Make  their  days  various;  various  as  the  dyes 
On  the  dove's  neck,  which  wanton  in  his  rays. 
On  minds  of  dove-like  innocence  poffefs'd. 
On  lighten'd  minds,  that  bafk  in  virtue's  beams. 
Nothing  hangs  tedious,  nothing  old  revolves 
In  that,  for  which  they  long  ;  for  which  they  llve< 
'I'heir  glorious  efforts,  wing'd  with  heavenly  hope, 
Each  riling  morning  fees  ftill  higher  rife  ; 
Each  bounteous  dawn  its  novelty  prefenis 
To  worth  maturing, n;z;;  ftrength,  luftre,  fame; 
While  nature's  circle,  like  a  chariot-wheel 
Rolling  hsiieath  their  elevated  aims. 
Makes  their  fair  profpet^  fairer  every  hour; 
Advancing  virtue,  in  a  line  to  blifs ; 
Virtue,  which  Chriflian  motives  bell  infpire  I 
Atid  Llifs,  which  Chriftian  fchemes  alone  enfure  J 
-•Vnd  Ihall  we  then,  for  virtue's  fake,  commence 
Apollates  ;  and  turn  infidels  for  joy  .'' 
A  truth  it  is,  few  doubt,  but  fewer  truft, 
"  He  fins  againft  this  life,  who  flights  the  next." 
What  is  this  life  ?  How  few  their  favourite  know  I 
Fond  in  the  dark,  and  blind  in  our  embrace, 
By  paffionately  loving  life,  we  make 
Lov'd  life  unlovely ;  hugging  her  to  death. 
We  give  to  time  eternity's  regard  ; 
And,  dreaming,  take  our  palTagefor  our  port. 
Life  has  no  value  as  an  end,  but  means; 
An  end  deplorable  '.  a  means  divine  ! 
When  'tis  our  all,  'tis  nothing ;  worfe  than  nought; 
A  neft  of  pains  :  when  held  as  nothing,  much  : 
Like  fome  fair  humourifts,  life  is  moil  enjoy'd, 
WhencoiirtedlcaO;  nioft  worth,whendifefl.eeai'd: 
Then  'tis  the  feat  of  copifort,  rich  in  peace; 
In  proljjtifl  ricfcer  far  ;  imp(.rtant !  awful! 
Not  to  be  mention'd,  but  with  fliouts  of  praife! 
Not  to  be  thought  on,  but  with  tides  yf  joy  I 
The  i^i^hty  bafts  cf  eternal  blifa ! 
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Where  now  the  barren  rock  ?  the  painted Jhreiu  ? 
Where  now,  Lorenzo  1  life's  eternal  round? 
Have  I  not  made  my  triple  promife  good  ? 
Vain  is  the  world ;  but  only  to  the  vain. 
To  what  compare  we  then  this  varying  fcene, 
M'^hofe  worth  ambiguous  rifes,  and  deciiues  ? 
Waxes,  and  wanes  ?  (In  all  propitious,  night 
Ailifts  me  here)  compare  it  to  the  moon  ; 
Dark  in  herl'elf,  and  indigent ;  but  rich 
111  ioT-roTuV  luftre  from  a  higher  fphere. 
When  grofs  guilt  interpofcs,  labouring  earth, 
O'erlhadow'd,  mourns  a  deep  elipfu  of  joy; 
Her  joys,  at  brighteft,  pailid,  to  that  font 
Of  full  effulgent  glory,  whence  they  flow. 

Nor  is  that  glory  diftant  :  oh  Lorenzo  ! 
A  good  man,  and  an  angel !  thefe  between 
How  diin  the  barrier  !  what  divides  their  fate  ! 
Perhaps  a  moment,  or  perhaps  a  year ; 
Or,  if  an  age,  it  is  a  moment  ftill; 
A  moment,  or  eternity's  forgot. 
Then  be,  what  once  they  were,  who  now  are  gods  ; 
Be  what  Philander  was,  and  claim  the  (kiej. 
Starts  timid  nature  at  the  gloomy  pafs  ? 
Thefo/t  iranfition  ciU  it ;  and  be  cheer'd  : 
Svch  it  is  often,  and  why  trot  to  thee  ? 
To  hope  the  bed,  is  pi«us,  brave,  and  wife  ; 
And  may  ititVi procure,  what  \t  prefumcs. 
Life  is  much  flatter'd,  death  is  much  traduc'd  ; 
Compare  the  rivals,  and  the  kinder  crown. 
"  Strange  competition .'" — True,  Lorenzo,  ftrange  ! 
So  little  life  can  caft;  into  the  fcale„ 

Life  makes  the  foul  dependent  on  the  duft  ; 
'Death  gives  her  wings  to  mount  above  the  fpheres. 
Through  chinks,   flyl'd  organs,   dim  life  peeps  at 

light ; 
Death  burfts  ih'  involving  cloud,  and  all  is  day; 
All  eye,  all  ear,  the  difembody'd  power. 
Death  has  feign'd  evils,  nature  fliall  not  feel ; 
Life,  ills  fubftantial,  wifdom  cannot  fnun. 
Is  not  the  mighty  mind,  that  fon  of  heaven  ! 
By  tyrant  life  dethron'd,  imprifon'd,  pain'd  ? 
By  death  enlarg'd,  enoblcd,  deify 'd  .' 
Death  but  entombs  the  body;  ///'>  the  foul. 

"  Is  fl'c.7/Zi  then  guiltlels !  How  he  marks  his  way 
"  With  dreadful  wafte  of  what  deferves  to  ihinc  I 
''  Art,  genius,  fortune,  elevated  power  ! 
"  With  various  IwUves  thefe  light  up  the  world, 
"  Which  death  puts  out,  and  darkens  human  race." 
I  grant,  Lorenzo  !  this  indidlment  juft  : 
1'he  fage,  peer,  potentate,  king,  conqueror  ! 
Death  humbles  thefe  ;  more  barbarous /»/f  the  man. 
Life  is  the  triumph  of  our  mouldering  clay; 
Death,  of  the  fpirit  infinite  !  divine ! 
Death  has  no  dread,  but  what  frail  life  imparts; 
Nor  life  true  joy,  but  what  kind  death  improves. 
No  blifs  has  life  to  boaft,  till  death  can  give 
Far  greater ;  life's  a  debtor  to  the  grave, 
Dark  lattice  !  letting  in  eternal  day. 

Lorenzo  1  h\\x^  s,\.  fondnefs  ior  a.  life 
Which  fends  celeftial  fouls  on  errands  vile. 
To  cater  for  the  fenfe  ;  and  ferve  at  boards, 
Where  every  ranger  of  the  wilds,  perhaps 
Each  reptile,  juftly  claims  our  upper  hand. 
Luxurious  feaft  !  a  foul,  a  foul  imm.crtal, 
in  all  the  dainties  of  a  brute  bemir'd  ! 
i-oyenzo  !  bluih  at  terror  for  a  death^ 


Which  gives  thee  to  repofe  in  feftive  bowers, 
Where  nedtars  fparkle,  angels  minifter. 
And  more  than  angels  (hare,  and  raile,  and  crown, 
And  eternife,  the  birth,  bloom,  burlls  of  blifs. 
What  need  I  more  .'  O  death,  the  palm  is  thine. 

Then  welcome,  death  !   thy  dreaded  harbingers, 
y/g'if,  and  difeafe ;  difeafe,  though  long  my  gueft; 
Tliat  plucks  my  nerves,  thofe  tender  ftrings  of  life; 
Which,  pluck'd  a  little  more,  v/ill  toll  the  bell. 
That  call  my  few  friends  to  my  funeral; 
Where  feeble  nature  drops,  perhaps,  a  tear, 
While  reafon  and  religion,  better  taught. 
Congratulate  the  dead,  and  crown  his  tomb 
With  wreatiie  triumphant.     Death  is  vitSory; 
It  binds  in  chains  the  raging  ills  of  life  : 
Lufl  and  ambition,  -wrath  and  avarice, 
Dfogg'd  at  liischariot-wheel,  applaud  hispower. 
That  ills  corrofive,  cures  importunate. 
Are  not  immortal  too,  O  death  1   is  thine. 
Our  day  of  diffolution  I — name  it  right; 
Tis  our  great  pay-day  ;  'tis  our  harvcft  rich 
And   ripe  :    what    though    the  fickle,  fomctlmes 

keen, 
Jufh  fears  us  as  we  reap  the  golden  grain  .' 
More  than  thy  balm,  O  Gilead  1  heals  the  wound. 
Birth's  feeble  cry,  and  death's  deep  difmal  groan, 
Are  flender  tributes  low-tax'd  nature  pays 
for  mighfy  gain  ;   the  gain  of  each,  a  life] 
But  O  !  the^aft  the  former    fo  tranfcends. 
Life  dies  compar'd  :  Life  lives  beyond  the  grave. 

And  feel  I,  death  .'  no  joy  from  thought  of  thee? 
Death,  the  great  coun.feilcr,  who  man  infpires 
With  every  nobler  thought,  and  fairer  deed  ! 
Death,  the  deliverer,  who  refcuesman  I 
Death,  tX\t  rev.'ardcr,  who  the  rcfcucd  crowns ! 
Death,  that.abfolves  my  birth;  a curfc  without  it! 
Rich  death,  that  realizes  all  my  cares, 
Toils,  virtues,  hopes;  without  a  chimera  I 
Death,  of  all  pain  the  period,  not  of  joy; 
^ofifource,  ■^i\<\fubjeS},  flill  fubflft  unhurt ; 
One,  in  my  foul ;  and  aiie,  in  her  great  Sire ; 
Though  the  four  winds  were  warring  for  my  duft. 
Yes,  and  from  winds,  and  waves,  and  central  ni^ht, 
'I'hough  prifon]d  there,  my  dull  too  I  reclaim, 
To    dull    when    drop   proud   nature's  proudefl; 
fi  hcres) 
And  live  entire.  Death  is  the  crown  of  life  : 
Were  death  deny'd,  poor  man  would  live  in  vain  ; 
V\''ere  death  deny'd,  to  live  would  not  be  life; 
Were  death  deny'd,  ev'n  fools  would  wifh  to  die. 
Dearh  wounds  to  cure  :  we  fall,  we  rife,  we  reign  J 
Spring  from  our  fetters  ;  faden  in  the  fkies ; 
Where  blooming  Eden  witliers  in  our  fi^jht  : 
Death  gives  us  more  than  was  in  Eden  loll.  * 

'Ihis  king  of  terrors  is  the  prince  of  peace. 
When  ihall  I  die  to  vanity,  pain,  death  ? 
When  Ihall  I  die  ? — when  fliall  1  live  for  ever  ? 

NIGHT  IV. 

THE  CHRISTIAN  TRIUMPH. 

Containing  our   only    Cure  for  the  Fear    of  Death ; 

and  f  roper  Sentiments  of  that  Ineflimable  Bleffing, 

TO   THE  HONOURABLE   MR     YORKE. 

A  Mucn- INDEBTED  mufe,  O  Vorke  ;  intrudes. 
Amid  the  fciiles  of  fortunej  and  of  youth, 
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Thine  ear  is  pitlent  of  a  ferious  fong. 
How  deep  implanted  in  the  breaft  of  man 
The  dread  of  death  !  I  fing  its  fovereign  cure. 

Why  ftart  at  death  ?   Where  is  he  ?  Death  ar- 
riv'd, 
Is  paft ;  not  come  or  gone,  he's  never  here. 
Ert  hopt,f:nJation  fails ;  black-boding  man 
Heceivts,  aot/uff'ers,  death's  tremendous  blow. 
The  knell,  the  Ihroud,  the  mattock,  and  the  grave  ; 
The  deep  damp  vault,  the  darknefs,  and  the  worm ; 
Thefe  are  the  bugbears  of  a  winter's  eve. 
The  terrors  of  the  living,  not  the  dead. 
Jmaginaiien's  fool,  and  error  s  wretch, 
Man  makes  a  death,  which  nature  never  made  ; 
Then  on  the  point  of  his  own  fancy  falls ; 
And  feels  a  thoufand  deaths,  in  fearing  one. 

But  were  death  frightful,  what  has  age  to  fear  ? 
If  prudent,  age  fliould  meet  the  friendly  foe, 
And  fhelter  in  hishcfpitabie  gloom. 
1  fcarce  can  meet  a  monument,  but  holds 
My  younger  ;  every  date  cries — "  Come  away." 
And  what  recalls  me  .'  Look  the  world  around. 
And  tell  me  what :  the  wifeft.  cannot  fell. 
Should  any  born  of  women  give  his  thought 
Full  range  on  juft  d'Jllkss  unbounded  field; 
Of  things,  the  vanity  ;  of  men,  the  flaws  ; 
Flaws  in  the  bejl ,-  the  many,  fl-w  all  o'er ; 
As  leopards  fpotted,  or  as  Echiops  dark  ; 
Vivacious  ///,■  gs'.d  dying  immature  ; 
(How  immature,  NarcilTa's  marble  tells  !) 
And  at  his  death  bequeathing  endlefs  pain  ; 
His  heart,  though  bold,  would  ficken  at  the  fight, 
And  fpend  itfelf  in  fighs  {or  future  fcenes. 

But  grant  to  life  (and  juft  it  is  to  grant 
To  lucly  life)  fome  perquifites  of  joy  ; 
A  time  there  is,  when,  like  a  thrice-told  tale, 
J-.ong-rifled  life  offweetcan  yield  no  more. 
But  from  our  comment  on  the  comedy, 
pleafing  rejleilions  on  parts  well  fuflaia'd, 
Or  purpofs'd  emendutions  where  we  fail'd. 
Or  hopes  of  plaudits  from  our  candid  judge, 
■When  on  their  exit,  fouls  are  bid  unrobe, 
Toh  fortune  back  her  tinftl,  ami  her  plume. 
And  drop  this  malk  of  flcfh  behind  the  fcene. 

With  me,  that  time  is  come  ;  my  world  is  dead  ; 
A  new  world  rifes,  and  new  ;naiiners  reign  : 
Foreign  comedians,  a  fpruce  band  !  arrive, 
To  pufli  me  from  the  fcene,  or  hifs  me  there, 
What  a  pert  race  darts  up  '  the  ilrangers  gaze. 
And  I  at  them;  my  neighbour  is  unknown; 
Nor  that  the  w(  rfb :  Ah  me  !  the  dire  efiedb 
Of  loitering  here,  of  death  defrauded  long  ; 
Of  oldfo  gracious  (and  let  that  fuflice), 
My  very  mafier  knows  me  not. — 

Shall  I  dare  fay,  peculiar  is  the  fate  ? 
I've  been  fo  long  remember'd,  I'm  forgot. 
An  object  ever  preffing  dims  the  fight. 
And  hides  behind  its  ardour  to  be  feen. 
When  in  his  courtiers  ears  I  pour  my  plaint, 
Ihey  drink  it  as  the  nevftar  of  the  great; 
And  fqeeze  my  hand,  and  beg  me  come  to-morrow. 
Meffal  ■  canft  thou  wear  a  fmooiher  form  .' 

Indulge  me,  nor  conceive  I  drop  my  theme  : 
Who  cheapens  life,  abates  ihe  fear  of  deatL  : 
Twice  told  the  period  fpent  un  ftubborn  Troy, 


Court  favour,  yet  untaken,  T  befiegc ; 
Ambition's  ill-judg'd  effgrt  to  be  rich. 
Alas  I  ambition  makes  my  little  lefs ; 
Embittering  the  pofleft  :   Why  wiih  for  more  ? 
Wfoing,  of  all  employments,  is  the  worft  ; 
Philofophy's  reverfe  ;  and  health's  decay  1 
Were  I  as  plump  as  ftall'd  theology, 
Wifhlng  would  wafte  me  to  this  (hade  again. 
Were  I  as  wealthy  as  a  South- fea  dream, 
Wifuing  is  an  expedient  to  be  poor. 
Wijhing,  that  conftant  beSile  of  a  fool ; 
Caught  at  a  court;  purg'd  off  by  purer  air, 
And  fimpler  diet ;  gilts  of  rural  lite  ! 

Bleft  be  that  hand  divine,  which  gently  laid 
My  heart  at  reft,  beneath  this  humble  {bed. 
The  world's  a  {lately  bark,  on  dangerous  feas. 
With  pleafure  feen,  but  boarded  at  our  peiil ; 
Here,  on  a  fingle  plank,  thrown  faCe  afliore, 
I  hear  the  tumult  of  the  diftant  throng, 
As  that  of  feas  remote,  or  dying  ftorms  : 
And  meditate  on  Icenes,  more  illrnt  ftill; 
Purfue  my  theme,  and  fight  ihefear  of  death. 
Here,  like  a  (heph^rd  gazing  frum  his  hut. 
Touching  his  reed,  or  leaning  on  his  ftaff. 
Eager  atnliiiion  s  a  fiery  chace  I  fee ; 
I  fee  the  circling  hunt,  ornoify  men, 
Burft  law's  enclofure,  leap  the  mounds  of  right, 
Purfuing,  aud  purfued,  each  other's  prey  ; 
As  wolves,  for  rapine ;  as  the  fox,  for  wiles; 
Till  death,  that  mighty  hunter,  earths  them  all. 

Why  all  this  toil  for  triumphs  of  an  hour .' 
What  though  we  wade  in  wealth,  or  foar  in  fame  ? 
Earth's  highefl;  ftation  ends  in,  "  Here  he  lies," 
And  "  duft  to  dull,"  concludes  her  noblell  fong. 
If  this  fong  lives,  pollerity  Ihall  know 
One,  though  in  Britain  born,  with  courtiers  bred. 
Who  thought  ev'n  gold  might  come  a  day  too  late; 
Nor  on  his  fubtle  death-bed  plann'd  his  fcheme 
For  future  vacancies  in  church  or  Hate ; 
Some  avocation  deeming  it — to  die, 
Unbit  by  rage  canine  of  dying  rich  ; 
Guilt's  blunder  !  and  the  loudeft  laugh  of  hell. 

O  my  coevals  '.  remnants  of  yourfelves  \ 
Poor  human  ruins,  tottering  o'er  the  grave  ! 
Shall  we,  fiiall  aged  men,  like  aged  trees, 
Strike  deeper  their  vile  root,  and  clofer  cling. 
Still  more  enamour'd  of  this  wretched  foil  r 
Shall  our  pale,  wither'd  hands,  be  ftill  ftretch'd  out^ 
Trembling  at  once  v;ith  eagernefs  and  age  ? 
With  avarice  and  convulfions  grafping  hard  ? 
Grafping  at  air  1  for  what  has  earth  be  fide  I 
Man  wants  but  little ;  nor  that  little  long  ; 
How  foon  muft  he  refign  his  very  duft. 
Which  frugal  nature  lent  him  for  an  hour  ! 
Years  unexpsrienc'dTuQi  on  numerous  ills ; 
And  foon  as  man,  expert  from  time,  has  found 
The  iey  cf  life,  it  opes  the  gates  of  death. 

When  in  this  vale  of  years  I  backward  look. 
And  mifs  fuch  numbers,  numbers  too  of  fuch, 
Firmer  in  health,  and  greener  in  their  age, 
Aud  ftridler  on  their  guard,  and  fitter  far 
To  play  life's  fubtle  game,  I  fcarce  believe 
I  ftlii  (urvive  :  and  am  I  fond  of  life, 
Who  fcarce  can  think  it  poflible  I  live  J 
Alive  by  mirack !  or  whdt  is  nextj 
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Aim  by  Mead  '.  if  I  am  ftill  alive, 
Who  long  have  bury'd  what  gives  life  to  live, 
Firmnefs  of  nerve,  and  energy  of  thought. 
Life's  lee  is  not  more  Jhal/oiv  than  impure 
And  -vapid;  fenfe  and  rea/on  fhow  the  door, 
Call  f  r  my  bier,  and  point  nie  to  the  duft. 

O  thou  great  arbiter  of  life  and  death  ! 
iJature's  immortal,  immaterial  fun  ! 
Whofe  all-prolific  beam  late  call'd  me  forth 
From  darknefs,  teeming  darknef?,  where  I  lay 
The  worm's  inferior,  and  in  rank  beneath 
Theduft  I  tread  on,  hin;h  to  bear  my  brow. 
To  drink  the  fpirit  of  the  golden  day. 
And  triumph  in  exiftence ;  and  could  know 
No  motive,  but  my  blifs  ;  and  haft  ordain'd 
A  rife  in  bleffing  !  with  the patriijrc'j's  joy, 
Thy  call  i  follow  to  the  land  unkno'-wn  ; 
I  truft  in  thee,  and  know  in  whom  1  truft  ; 
Or  life,  or  death,  is  equal;  neither  weighs  : 
All  weight  in  this — O  let  me  live  to  thee  ! 

Though  nature's  terrors  thus  may  be  repreft; 
Still  frowns  grim  i/cr^.'/j ;  guilt  points  the  tyrant's 

fpear. 
And  whence  all  human  guilt  ?  Fcom  death  forgot. 
Ah  me  !   too  long  I  fet  at  nought  the  fwarm 
Of  friendly  warnings,  which  around  me  flew  ; 
And  fmil'd  unfmitten  :   I'mall  my  caufe  to  fmile ! 
Death  s  admonitions,  like  Ihafts  upwards  (hot. 
More  dreadful  by  delay,  the  longer  ere 
They  ftrike  our  heart?,  the  deeper  is  tiieir  wound. 

0  think  how  deep,  Lorer.zo  !  here  it  ftings : 
Who  can  appeafe  its  anguifli  ]  how  it  burns ! 
tvhat  hand  the  barb'd,  invenom'd,  thought  can 

draw  i 
What  healing  hand  can  pour  the  balm  of  peace, 
And  turn  my  fight  undaunted  on  the  tomb  ? 

With  joy — with  grief  that  healing  hand  [  fee  ; 
Ah,  too  confpicuous  !  it  is  fix'd  on  high. 
On  high  ? — What  means  my  phrenzy  ?  I  blafpheme ; 
Alas,  how  loiv  !  how  far  beneath  the  Ikies  1 
The  Ikies  it  form'di  and  now  it  bUeds  for  me — 
But  bleeds  the  balm  1  want — yet  flill  it  bleeds ; 
Draw  the  dire  fleel — ah  no '.  the  dreadful  bleffing 
What  heart  or  can  fuftain,  or  dares  forego  .' 
There  hangs  all  human  hope  ;  that  nail  lupports 

1  he  falling  univerfc  :   that  gone,  we  drop; 
Horror  receives  us,  and  the  difm^l  wifli 
Creation  had  been  fmothcr'd  in  her  birth — 
iDarknefs  is  his  curtain,  and  his  bed  the  duft  ; 
When  flars  and  fun  are  dull  beneath  his  throne  1 
In  heaven  itfelf  can  fuch  indulgence  dwell  ? 

O  what  a  groan  was  there  !  a  groan  nat  his. 
He  feiz'd  our  dreadfiil  right ;  the  load  fuftain'd  ; 
And  heav'd  the  mountain  from  a  guilty  world. 
A  thobifand  worlds  yi  bought,  were  bought  too 

dear ; 
Senfations  hctv  in  angels  bofoms  rife  ; 
Sulpend  their  fong;  and  make  a  paufe  in  blifs. 

O  for  their  fong,  to  reach  my  lofty  theme  ! 
Infpire  me,  night  !  .i\i\\  all  thy  tuneful  fpheres  ; 
Whilfb  I  with  feraphs  fliare  feraphic  themes, 
And  fhow  to  men  the  dignity  of  man  ; 
Left  I  blafpheme  my  fubjedt  with  my  fonj. 
Shall  Pagan  pages  glow  celeftial  flame. 
And  Qbrijlian  languifli  ?  on  our  hearts,  not  heads, 


FalU  the  foul  infamy  :  my  heart,  awalcc  '. 

What  can  awake  thee,  unawak'd  by  this, 

"  Expended  deity  on  human  weal .'  ' 

Feel  the  great  truths ,vi\\\ch  burft  the  tenfold  night 

Of  heathen  error,  with  a  golden  flood 

Of  endlefs  day  :   to  feel,  is  to  be  fir'd  ; 

And  to  believe,  Lorenzo  !  is  to  feel. 

Thou  mofc  indulgent,  moft  tremendous  power  ! 
Still  more  tremendous,  for  thy  wondrous  l;5ve! 
That  arms,  which  awe  more  awful,  thy  commandtj 
And  foul  tranfijreffion  dip<  in  fevcnfold  night  1 
How  our  hearts  tremble  at  thy  love  immenfe  I 
In  love  immenfe,  inviolably  juft  I 
Thou,  rather  than  thy  jujli:e  ihouid  be  ftain'd, 
Didft  ftain  the  crofs  ;   and  work  of  wondtrs  far 
The  gi-eateft,  that  thy  deareft  far  might  bleed. 

Bold  thought !  (liall  I  dare  fpeak  it,  or  reprefs? 
Should  man  more  e^nrats,  or  io.;/?,  the  g.idt 
Which  rous'd  fuch  vengeance  ;   which  fuch  love 
inflam'd  ?  [arms. 

O'er  guilt  (how  mountainous '.)  with  out-ftrctch'til 
Stern  jujiice  and  foft-fmiling  love  embrace. 
Supporting,  in  full  majefty,  thy  throne. 
When  feem'd  its  majefty  to  need  fupport. 
Or  that,  or  man,  inevitablj'  loft  ; 
What,  but  the  fathomlefs  of  thought  divine, 
Could  labour  I'uch  expedient  from  defpair. 
And  refcue  both  ?  both  refcue  1  both  exalt  I 
()  how  are  both  exalted  by  the  deed! 
The  wondrous  deed  !  or  Ihall  I  call  it  more  t 
A  wonder  in  omnipotence  itfelf! 
A  myftery  no  lefs  to  gods  than  men  ! 

Not  thus,  our  infidels  th'  eternal  draw, 
A  God  all  o'er,  confummate,  abfolute. 
Full  orb'd,in  his  whole  round  of  rays  complete; 
They  let  at  odds  heaven's  jarring  attributes  ; 
And,  with  one  excellence,  another  wound  ; 
Maim  heaven's  perfection,  break  its  equal  beam;. 
Bid  mercy  triumph  over — God  himfelf, 
Undeify'd  by  their  opprobrious  praile  : 
A  God  all  mercy,  is  a  God  unjuft. 

Ye  brainlefs  wits  !  ye  baptiz'd  infidels  ! 
Ye  worfe  for  mending  !  wafii'd  to  fouler  ilains  ! 
The  ranfom  was  paid  down;   the  fund  of  heaven^ 
Heaven's  inexhaulUble,  exhaufted  fund. 
Amazing,  and  amaz'd,  pour'd  forth  the  price. 
All  price  beyond  :  thou'»h  curious  to  compute. 
Archangels  fail'd  to  caft  the  migiity  fum  : 
Its  value  vaft,  ungrafp'd  by  n\i\\d.'i  create. 
For  ever  hides,  and  glows,  in  the  Supre?ne. 

And  was  the  ranfom  paid  .'  it  was :  and  paid 
(What  can  exalt  the  bounty  more?)  ^or you. 
The  fun  beheld  it — no,  the  fliocking  fcene 
Drove  back  his  chariot :  midnight  veil'd  his  face ; 
Not  fuch  as  this  i  not  fuch  as  nature  makes ; 
A  midnight  nature  fhudder'd  to  behold ; 
A  midnight  new  !  a  dread  eclipfe  (without 
Oppofiug  fpheres)  Irom  her  Creator's  frown  ! 
Sun-'  cidil  thou  fly  thy  Maker's  pain?   Or  ftart 
At  that  enormous  load  of  human  guilt. 
Which  bow'd  his  bleffed  head ;  o'erwhelm'd  his 
crofs;  [womb. 

Made  groan  the  centre ;  burft  earth's  marble 
With  pangs,  flrange  pangs!  deliver'd  of  her  dead? 
Heli  howi'd  ;  and  iteaven  tiiat  hour  let  fall  a  tearj 
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Heaven  trept,  that  men  might  fmile  !  heaven  bled, 

that  man 
Might  never  die  !  —- 

And  is  devotion  virtue  ?  'Tis  cemjfell'd. 
Whac  heart  of  ftone  but  glows  at  thoughts  like 

thefH  ? 
Such  contemplations  mount  us  ;  and  fhould  mount 
The  mind  ftill  hig;her;  nor  ever  glance  on  man, 
Unraptur'd,  uninflam'd — Where  roll  my  thoughts 
To  reft  from  wonders  ?  orher  wonders  rife  ; 
And  ftrike  where'er  they  roll :  my  foul  is  caught: 
Heaven's  fovereign  bleffings,  clullering  from  the 

crof«, 
Rnfb  on  her,  in  a  throng,  and  clofe  her  round, 
The  prifoner  of  amaze  !— in  his  bleft  life 
I  fee  the  f>at/},  and  in  his  death  the  f:rice, 
"And  in  his  great  a/cent  the/'r^o/'fupreme 
Cf  immortality.  — And  did  he  rife  ? 
Hear,  O  ye  rations  1  hear  it,  O  ye  dead  ! 
He  rufe  ;  he  rofc  !  he  burft  the  bars  of  death. 
X.ifc  up  your  heads,  ye  everlafting  gates  ! 
And  give  the  king  of  glory  to  come  in. 
Who  is  the  kinj;  of  glory  ?  he  who  left 
His  throne  of  glory,  for  the  pang  of  death ! 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  everlalHng  gates  I 
And  give  the  king  of  glory  to  come  in. 
Who  is  the  king  of  glory  ?  he  who  flew 
The  ravenous  foe,  that  gorg'd  all  human  race ! 
The  king  of  g'ory,  he,  whofe  glory  fiU'd 
Heaven  with  amazement  at  his  love  to  man; 
And  with  divine  complacency  beheld 
Fo-wers  moft  illumin'd,  wilder'd  in  the  theme. 

The  theme,  the  joy,  how  then  ihall  man  fuftain  ? 
Oh  the  burft   gates !  crufii'd   fling !    demolifli'd 

throne !  [heaven  ! 

Laft  gafp  of  vanqulfli'd  death.     Shout  earth  and 
Thisy^OT  of  good  to  man.     Whofe  nature,  then, 
Took  wing,  and  mounted  with  him  from  the  tomb! 
Then,  then,  1  rofe  ;  then  firft  humanity 
Triumphant4>aft  the  cryftal  ports  of  light, 
(Stupendous  guefl  !)  andfeizd  eternal  youth, 
Seiz'd  in  our  name.     E'er  fmce,  'tis  blafphemous 
To  call  man  mortal.     Man's  mortality         [ration 
Was,  then,  transferr'd  to  death  ;  and  heaven's  du- 
Unalienably  feal'd  to  this  frail  frame, 
This  child  of  dull— Man,  all-immortal !  hail; 
Hail,  heaven  !  all  lavifh  of  ftrange  gifts  to  man  I 
Thine  all  the  glory  ;  man's  the  boundleft  blifs. 
Where  am  I  rapt  by  this  triumphant  theme, 
On  Chriilian  joy's  exulting  wing,  above 
Th'  Aonian  mount '. — Alas .    fmall  caufe  for  joy  1 
What  if  to  pain  immortal  ?  if  extent 
Of  being,  to  preclude  a  clofe  oi  woe  ? 
Where,  then,  my  boaft  of  immortality  ? 
1  boaft  it  ftiU,  though  cover  d  o'er  with  guilt ; 
For  guilt,  not  innocence,  his  life  he  pour'd, 
Tis  guilt  alone  can  juftify  his  death  ; 
Nor  that,unlefs  his  death  can  juftify 
Relenting  guilt  in  Heaven's  indulgent  fight. 
•   If,  fick  of  folly,  1  relent;  he  writes 

My  name  in  heaven,  with  that  inverted  fpear 
(A  fpear  deep-dipt  in   blood  ')  which  pierc'd  his 
And  open'd  there  a  font  for  all  mankind,       [ijde, 
Wiio  ftrive,  who  combat  crimes,  to  drink,  and  live : 
Ih'iSt  only  <i;V,  fubdues  the/car  <f  death - 


And  what  is  this  .'—Survey  the  wondrous  cure' 
And  at  each  ftep,  let  higher  wonder  rife  ! 
•'   Pardon  for  infinite  offence  !  and  pardon 
"   Through  means  that  fpeak  its  value  infinite  \ 
"  A  pardon   bought  with  blood  !    with  blood  di- 

"   vine  ! 
"  With  blood  divine  of  him  I  made  my  foe  ! 
"  Perfifted  to  provoke  '.   though  woo'd,  andaw'd, 
"  Bleft,  and  chaftis'd,  a  flagrant  rebel  ftill ! 
"   A  rebel,  'midft  the  thunders  of  his  throne  i 
"   Nor  I  alone  !  a  rebel  univerfe ! 
"   My  fpecies  up  in  arms  1  not  one  exempt ! 
"   Yet  for  the  feuleft  of  the  foul,  he  dies, 
"  Moft  joy'd,  for  the  redeem'd  from  deepeft  guilt ! 
"  As  if  our  race  were  held  of  higheft  rank; 
"   And  Godhead  dearer,  as  more  kind  to  man  !" 

Bound,  every  heart !  and  every  bofom  burn  I 
O  what  a  fcale  of  miracles  is  here  ! 
Its  loweil  round,  high  planted  on  the  fkies; 
Its  towering  fummit  loft  beyond  the  thought 
Of  man  or  angel  1    O  that  1  could  climb 
The  wonderful  afcent,  with  equal  praife  I 
Prafe  !  fluw  for  ever  (if  aftonilhment 
Will  give  thee  leave)  :   my  praife  !  for  ever  flow; 
Praife  ardent,  cordial,  conftant,  to  high  heaven 
More  fragrant,  than  Arabia  facrific'd. 
And  all  her  fpicy  mountains  in  a  flame. 

So  dear,  fo  due  to  heaven,  fhall  prafe  defcend. 
With  her  foft  plume  (from  plaufive  angels  wing 
Firft  pluck'd  my  man)  to  tickle  mortal  ears, 
Thus  diving  in  the  pockets  of  the  great  ? 
Is  prafe  the  perquifite  of  every  paw. 
Though  black  as  hell,  that  grapples  well  for  gold? 
Oh,  love  of  gold  I  thou  meanoft  of  amours  I 
Shall  prafe  her  odours  wafte  on  virtue's  dead. 
Embalm  the  bafe,  perfume  the  ftench  of  guile, 
Earn  dirty  bread  by  waftiing  ^thiops  fair, 
Removing  filth,  or  finking  it  from  fight, 
t\  fcavenger  infcenes,  where  -uacant  poils 
Like  gibbets  yet  untenanted,  expect 
Their  future  ornaments?  From  courts  and  thronei, 
Return,  apoftate/xwyi  /'  thou  vagabond  I 
Thou  proftitute  !  to  thy  firft  love  return, 
Thy  firft,  thy  greateft,  once  unrival'd  theme. 

'ihere  flow  redundant ;   like  Meander  flow, 
Back  to  thy  fountain  ;  to  that  parent  Power, 
Who  gives  the  tongue  to  found,  the  thought  to  foar. 
The  foul  to  be.     Men  homage  pay  to  men, 
Thoughtlefs  beneath  whofe  dreadful  eye  they  bow 
In  mutual  awe  profound  of  clay  to  clay. 
Of  guilt  to  guilt ;  and  turn  their  back  on  thee. 
Great  Sire  !  whom  thrones  celeftial  ceafelefs  fing : 
To  proftrate  angels,  an  amazing  fcene  1 
O  the  prcfumption  of  man's  awe  for  man  ! 
Man's  Author!  End!  Reftorcrl  Law!  and  Judge! 
Thine,  all ;   day  thine,  and   thine   this  gloom  of 

night. 
With  all  her  wealth,  with  all  her  radiant  worlds : 
What,  night  eternal,  but  a  frown  from  ihce  ? 
What,  heaven's  meridian  glory,  but  thy  fmile  ? 
And  fliall  not  praife  be  thine,  not  human  praife  \ 
While  heaven's  high  hoft  on  lalUlujahs  tive  ? 

O  may  I  breathe  no  longer,  than  I  breathe 
iVly  foul  in  praife  to  him,  v/ho  gave  my  fjui. 
And  all  her  iuJUflite  cf  profpictfiiir, 
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Cut  through  the  (hades  of  hc\l,  great  lovi .'  by  thee 
O  moft  adorable  '.  mod  unador'd  ;  [end  ? 

Where  fhall  that  praifc  begin,  which  ne'er  fliould 
Where'er  t  turn,  what  claim  on  all  applaufe  1 
How  is  night's  fable  mantle  labour'd  o'er, 
How  richly  wrought  with  attributes  divine  ! 
What  -wifdom   fliines !  what  love !  this  midnight 

pomp, 
This  gorgeous  arch,  with  golden  worlds  inlay'd  1 
Built  with  divine  ambition  !  nought  to  thee  ; 
For  others  this  profi:fion  :  Thou,  apart, 
Above  !  beyond  !  O  tell  me,  mighty  mind  ! 
Where  art  thou  ?  Shall  I  dive  into  the  deep  ? 
Call  to  the/«r:,  or  aik  the  roaring  tuinds. 
For  their  Creator  ?  Shall  I  queftion  loud 
The  thunder,  if  in  that  th'  Almighty  dwells  ? 
Or  holds  he  i\irio\is  Jlorms  in  ftreighten'd  reins. 
And  bids  fierce  ivhirlwinds  wheel  his  rapid  car  ? 
What  mean  thefe  queftions  ? — Trembling  I  re- 
trad; 
My  proftrate  foul  adores  the  frefent  God  : 
Praifc  I  a  diftant  Deity  ?  He  tunes  [tains  : 

My  voice  (if  tun'd)  ;  the  nerve,  that  writes,  fuf- 
Wrapt  in  his  being,  I  refound  his  praife  : 
But  though  paft  all  difFus'd,  without  a  fliore, 
His  effence  ;  local  is  his  throne  (as  meet), 
To  gather  the  difperft  (as  ftandards  call 
The  lifted  from  afar) :  to  fix  a  point, 
A  central  point,  colledlive  of  his  fons, 
Sincejinitc  every  nature  but  his  own. 

The  namelefs  He,  whofe  nod  is  nature^  birth  ; 
And  nature's  (hield,  the  fliadow  of  his  hand  ; 
Her  diffolution,  his  fufpcnded  fmile  ! 
The  great  Firf-Lajl!  pavilion'd  high  he  fits, 
In  darknefs  from  exceffive  fplendor  borne. 
By  gods  unfeen,  unlefs  through  luftre  loft. 
His  glory,  to  created  glory,  bright. 
As  that  to  central  horrors ;  he  looks  down 
On  all  that  foars;  and  fpans  immenfity.        [view. 
Though   night  unnumber'd   worlds  unfolds  to 
Eoundlefs  creation  1  what  art  thou  ?  A  beam, 
A  mere  effluvium  of  his  majcfty  : 
And  fliall  an  atom  of  this  atom-world 
Mutter,  in  duft  and  fin,  the  theme  of  Heaven  ? 
Down  to  the  centre  (hould  I  fend  my  thought 
Through  bedsof  glittering  ore,  and  glowing  gems. 
Their  beggar'd  blaze  wants  luft;re  for  my  lay  ; 
Gi>es  out  in  darknefs  :  if,  on  towering  wing, 
I  fend  it  through  the  boundlefs  vault  of  ftars  ! 
The  ftars,  though  rich,  what  drofs  their  gold  to 

thee. 
Great,  good,  wife,  wonderful,  eternal  King ! 
If  to  thole  confciousjlars  thy  throne  around, 
Praife  ever-pouring,  and  imbibing  blifs; 
And  afk  their  ftrain  ,  they  want  xt^more  they  want. 
Poor  their  abundance,  humble  their  fublime, 
Languid  their  energy,  their  ardour  cold, 
Indebted  ftill,  their  higheft  rapture  burns ; 
Short  of  its  mark,  defeiftive,  though  divine. 
Still  more — This  theme  is  man's,  and  man's 
alone ; 
Tlieir  vaft  appointments  reach  it  not :  they  fee 
On  earth  a  bounty  not  indulg'd  on  high; 
And  do-wnivard  look  for  heaven's  fuperior  praife  ! 
Firit-boin  of  £ther  !  high  in  fields  of  light ! 


View  man,  to  fee  the  glory  of  yonr  God ! 
Could  angels  envy,  they  had  envy'd  here  ; 
And  fome  did  envy  ;  and  the  reft,  though  gods, 
Yet  ftill  gods  imredeetnd  (there  triumphs  man. 
Tempted  to  weigh  the  duft  againft  the  ikies) 
They  lefs  would  feel,  though  more  adom,  my 

theme. 
They  fung  creation  (for  in  that  they  fliar'd)  ; 
How  rofe  in  melody,  that  child  of  love  ! 
Creation  I  great  fuperior,  man  1  is  thine; 
Thine  is  redemption;  they  juft  gave  the  keys 
*Tis  thine  to  raife,and  eternize,  the  fong; 
Though  human,  yet  divine  ;  for  Ihould  not  tb'it 
Raife  man  o'er  man,  and  kindle  feraphs  here? 
Redemption  !  'twas  creation  more  fublime ; 
Redemption  !   'twas  the  labour  of  the  ikies ; 
Far  more  than  labour— It  was  death  in  heaven. 
A  truth  fo  ftrange  !  'twere  bold  to  think  it  true ; 
If  not  far  bolder  ftill  to  difbelieve  1  [heaven  ? 

Here  paufe,  and  ponder  :  was  there  death  is 
What  then  on  earth  ?  On  earth,  which  ftruck  the 

blow  ? 
Who  ftruck  it  ?  Who  ? — O  how  is  man  enlarged 
Seen   through    this   medium !    how   the   pigmy 

towers  I 
How  counterpois'd  his  origin  from  duft ! 
How  counterpois'd,  to  duft  his  fad  return  ! 
How  voided  his  vaft  diftancc  from  the  flcies! 
How  near  he  preffes  on  the  feraph's  wing ! 
Which  is  the  feraph  ?  Which  the  born  of  clay  ? 
How  this  demonftrates,  through  the  thickeft  clou4 
Of  guilt,  and  clay  condens'd,  the  fon  of  heaven ! 
The  double  fon ;   the  made,  and  the  re -made  ! 
And  ftiall  heaven's  double  property  be  loft? 
Man's  double  madnefs  only  can  deftroy. 
To  man  the  bleeding  crofs  has  promis'd  aUj 
The  bleeding  crofs  has  fvs^orn  eternal  grace; 
Who  gave  his  life,  what  grace  fliall  he  deny  ? 

0  ye!  who,  from  this  rock  of  ages,  leap, 
Apoftates, plunging  headlong  in  the  deep! 
What  cordial  joy,  what  confolation  ftrong, 
Whatever  winds  arife,  or  billows  roll. 
Our  intereft  in  the  mafter  of  the  fiorm  ! 

Cling  there,  and  in  wreck'd  nature's  ruins^i/ir; 
While  vile  apoftates  ;r«;!wi/f  in  a  calm, 

Man  !  know  thyfelf.  All  wifdom  centres  thercj 
To  none  man  feems  ignoble,  but  to  man; 
Angels  that  grandeur,  men  o'er-Iook,  admire  ; 
How  long  fhall  human  nature  be  their  book. 
Degenerate  mortal !  and  unread  by  thee  ? 
The  beam  dim  reafon  flieds  ftiows  wonders  there  ; 
What  high  contents  1   Illuftrious  faculties  I 
But  the  grand  comment,  which  difplays  at  full 
Our  human  height,  fcarce  fever'd  from  divine. 
By  heaven  compos'd,  was  publifti'd  on  the  cnfi^ 

Who  looks  on  that,  and  fees  not  in  himfclf 
An  awful  ftranger,  a  terreftrial  god  ? 
A  glorious  partner  with  the  Deity 
In  that  high  attribute,  immortal  life  ? 
If  a  God  bleeds,  he  bleeds  not  for  a  worm: 

1  gaze,  and,  as  I  gaze,  my  mounting  foul 
Catches  ftrange  fire,  eternity  !  at  thee  ; 

And  drops  the  world — or  rather,  more  enjoys: 
How  chang'd  the  face  of  nature  !  how  improv'd! 
Wha(  fe^m'd  »  chaos,  jDiiioes  a  glorious  world, 
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Or, ■what  a xrcr!d,  zni  T-'en  ;  heighten'd  all '. 

It  is  another  fcene  1  another  felf  ! 

And  ftill  another,  as  time  rolls  along^ ; 

And  that  afil/hr  more  illuftrious  ftill. 

Beyond  long  agjes,  yet  roll'd  up  in  fliadcs 

Unpierc'd  by  bold  conjecSure's  keeneft  ray, 

What  evolutions  of  farprifing  fate  I 

How  nature  opens,  and  receives  my  foul 

In  boundlefs  walks  of  raptur'd  thought  I  where 

gods 
Encounter  and  embrace  me  I  What  new  births 
Of  ftrange  adventure,  foreign  to  the  fun  ; 
Where  what  now  charms,  perhaps,  whate'er  exifts, 
Old  time,  and  fair  creaSio^i,  are  forgot  ! 

Is  this  extravagant  ?  Of  man  we  form 
Extravagant  conception,  to  be  juft  : 
Conception  unconfin'd  wants  wings  to  reach  him  : 
Beyond  its  reach,  the  Godhead  only,  mure. 
He,  the  great  Father  !  kindled  at  one  flame 
The  world  of  rationals ;  one  fpirit  pour'd 
From  fpirit's  awful  fountain  :  pour'd  himfelf 
Through  all  their  fouls ;  but  not  in  equal  flream, 
Profufe,  or  frugal,  of  th'  afpiring  God, 
As  his  wife  plan  demanded  ;  and  when  pafl 
Their  various  trials  in  their  various  fphercs. 
If  they  continue  rational,  as  made, 
Reforbs  them  all  into  himfelf  again  ; 
His  throne  their  centre,  and  his  fniile  their  crown. 

Why  doubt  we,  then,  the  glorious  tnith  to  fmg, 
Though  yet  unjang,  as  deem'd,  perhaps,  too  bold  ? 
Angels  are  men  of  a  fuperior  kind  ; 
Angels  are  men  in  lighter  habis  clad. 
High  o'er  celeftial  mountains  wing'd  in  flight; 
And  men  are  angels,  loaded  for  an  hour. 
Who  wade  this  miry  vale,  and  climb  with  pain, 
And  flippery  flep,  the  bottom  of  the  fteep. 
Angels  their  failing?,  mortals  have  their  praife  ; 
While  Here,  of  corps  ethereal,  fuch  enroll'd, 
And  fummon'd  to  the  ghriotn  Standard  foon. 
Which  flames  eternal  crimfon  through  the  fkies. 
Nor  are  cur  brothers  thoughtlefs  of  their  kin. 
Yet  abfent ;  but  not  abfent  from  their  love. 
Michael  has  fought  our  battles;  Raphael  fung 
Our  triumphs;  Gabriel  on  our  errands  flown. 
Sent  by  the  Sovereign  :  and  are  thefe,  O  man  ! 
Thy  friends,  thy  warm  allies  ?  and  thou  (fhame 

burn 
The  cheek  to  cinder  !)  rival  to  the  brute  ? 

Religion  s  Ail.  Defcepding  from  the  flcies 
To  wretched  man,  the  goddefs  in  her  left. 
Holds  out  this  world,  and,  in  her  right,  the  next ; 
Religion  !  the  fole  voucher  man  is  man ; 
Supporter  fole  of  man  above  himfelf ; 
Ev'n  in  this  night  of  frailty,  change,  and  death, 
She  gives  the  foul  a  foul  that  aAs  a  god. 
Religion  I  Providence  1   an  After-flate  ! 
Here  is  firm  footing;  here  is  folid  rock  1 
Ibis  can  fupport  us ;  all  is  fea  befides  ; 
Sinks  under  us ;  bellorms,  and  then  devours. 
His  hand  the  good  man  faflens  on  the  fkies,     . 
And  bids  earth  roll,  nor  feels  her  idle  whirl. 

As  when  a  wretch,  from  thick,  polluted  air, 
D.arkncfs,  and  flench,  and  fuffocating  damps. 
And  dungeon  horrors,  by  kind  fate,  difcharg'J, 
Climbs  fome  fair  cniin?pce,  wiiere  ether  pure 


Surrounds  him,  and  Elyflan  profpeAs  rife, 
His  heart  exults,  his  fpirits  cafl  their  load  ; 
As  if  new-born,  he  triumphs  in  the  change  ; 
So  joys  the  foul,  when,  from  inglorious  aims, 
And  fordid  fweets,  from  feculence  and  froth 
Of  ties  terreftrial,  fet  at  large,  (he  mounts 
To  Riofun's  region,  her  own  element. 
Breathes  hope  immortal,  and  afFeds  the  fkies. 

Religion  !  thou  the  foul  of  happinefs ; 
And,  groaning  Calvary,  of  thee  !   There  fhine 
The  ncbleft  truths  ;  there  ftrorigefl  motives  fling  ; 
There  facred  violence  aflaults  the  foul ; 
There,  nothing  but  compulftun  is  forborn. 
Can  love  allure  us;  or  can  terror  awe  ? 
^^  weeps  I — the  falling  drop  puts  out  the  fun; 
He  fighs — the  figh  earth's  deep  foundation  Ihakes. 
If  in  his  love  fo  terrible,  what  then 
His  wrath  infiam'd  ?  his  tenderncfs  on  fire  ? 
JLike  foft,  fmooth  oil,  outblazing  other  fires  ? 
Can  prayer,  can  praife,  avert  it  ? — Thou,  my  All' 
My  theme  !  my  infpiration  !  and  my  crown  ! 
My  llrength  in  age  !  my  rife  in  low  eftate  I 
My  foul's  ambition,  pleafure,  wealth  ! — my  world ! 
My  light  in  darknefs  1   and  my  life  in  death  1 
My  boatl  through  time  !  blifs  through  eternity  [ 
Eternity,  too  Ihort  to  fpeak  thy  praife ! 
Or  fathom  thy  profound  of  love  to  man  I 
To  man  of  men  the  meanefl,  ev'n  to  me  ; 
My  facrifice !  my  God  I  what  things  are  thefe  ! 
What  then  art  thou  ?  by  whit  name  fhail  I  call 

thee  ? 
Knew  I  the  name  devout  archangels  ufc. 
Devout  archangels  Ihould  the  name  enjoy. 
By  me  unris-al'd ;  thoufands  more  fublime. 
None  half  fo  dear  as  that  which  though  unfpokc, 
Still  glows  at  heart :   O  how  omnipotence 
Is  loft  in  love  1   Thou  greatrPiiilanthropift 
Fatlier  of  angels  !  but  the  friend  of  man  1 
Like  Jacob,  fondefl  of  ^he  younger  born  ! 
Thou,  who  didft  fave  him,  fnatch  the  fmoking 

brand 
From  out  the  flames,  and  quench  it  in  thy  blood  ' 
How  art  thou  pleas'd,  by  bounty  to  diftrefs  1 
To  make  us  groan  beneath  our  gratitude. 
Too  big  for  birth  !  to  favour,  and  confound  ; 
To  challenge,  and  to  diftance  all  return  ! 
Of  laviih  love  flupendous  heights  to  foar, 
And  leave  praife  panting  in  the  dillant  vale  ! 
Thy  right,  too  great,  defrauds  thee  of  thy  due  ; 
And  facrllegious  our  fublimcft  fong. 
But  fince  the  naked  luiil  obtains  thy  fmile, 
Beneath  this  monument  c.f  prailc  unpaid. 
And  future  life  fymphcnious  to  my  ftrain, 
(  rhat  noblefl  hymn  tn  heaven  ')  forever  lie 
Entomb'd  my  fear  of  deatb\   and  every  fear, 
The  dread  of  ever)  evii,  but  thy  frown. 

Whom  fee  I  yonder,  fo  demurely  fmile  ? 
Laughter  a  labour,  and  might  break  their  reft. 
Ye  quietifts,  in  homage  to  the  fkies  I 
Serene  !  of  foft  addrels  '   who  niildly  make 
An  unobtrufive  tender  of  your  hearts. 
Abhorring  violence  !   who  halt  indeed; 
But,  for  the  hkHing,  ■u<rej}le  not  with  heaven  I 
Think  you  my  fong  uo  turbulent  ?  too  warm  ? 
Are  p'jiotis,  theii,  the  pagans  of" the  foul ! 


THE  COMPLAINT ;  OR 

jRufoii  alone  baptiz'd  ?  alone  ordain  d 
To  touch  things  facr^d  ?  Oh  for  warmer  ftill ! 
Guilt  chills  my  zeal,  and  age  benumbs  my  powers ; 
Oh  for  an  humbler  heart  1  and  jiroudcr  fong  ! 
Thou,  my  much  injur'd  theme  I    with  that  foft 

eye 
Which  melted  o'er  doom'd  Salem,  deign  to  look 
Companion  to  the  coldnefs  of  my  breaft  ; 
And  pardon  to  the  winter  in  my  Ihain. 

Oh  ye  cold-hearted,  frozen,  formalifts ! 
On  fuch  a  theme,  'tis  impious  to  be  calm  ; 
Paflion  is  reafon,  tr.'.ifport  temper,  here. 
Shall  heaven,  which  gave  us  ardour,  and  has  fhown 
Her  own  for  man  fo  ftrongly,  not  difdain 
What  fmooth  emollients  in  theology. 
Recumbent  virtue's  downy  doctors,  preach ; 
Th:it  profe  of  piety,  a  lukewarm  praiCe  ? 
Rife  odours  fwect  from  incenfe  uninjiam''d? 
Devotion,  when  lukewarm,  is  undevout; 
But  when  it  glows,  its  heat  is  ftruck  to  heaven  ; 
To  human  hearts  her  golden  harps  are  ftrung  : 
High  heaven's  orchejlra  chaunts  amen  to  man. 

Heai- 1,  or  dream  I  hear,  their  diflant  flrain, 
Sweet  to  the  foul,  and  fafting  flrong  of  heaven, 
Soft-wafted  on  celeftial  pity  s  plume, 
Through  the  vaft  fpaces  of  the  univerfe, 
To  cheer  me  in  this  melancholy  gloom  ? 
Oh  when  will  death  (now  ftinglcfs),  like  a  friend, 
Admit  me  of  their  choir  ?  O  when  will  death 
Thismouldering,  old,  partitien-wall  throw  down? 
Giver  beings,  one  in  nature,  one  abode  ? 
Oh  death  divine  !  that  giv'ft  us  to  the  fkies ! 
Grt&t  future  .'   glorious  patron  of  the  fa/l, 
And  frefent  I  when  fhall  I  thy  flirine  adore  ? 
From  nature's  continent,  immenfely  wide, 
Immenfely  bleft,  this  little  ijle  of  life. 
This  dark,  incarcerated  colony, 
Divides  us.  Happy  day  !  that  breaks  our  chain ; 
That  manumits  ;  that  calls  from  exile  home  ; 
That  leads  to  nature's  great  metropolis. 
And  re-admits  us,  through  the  guardian  band 
Of  elder  brothers,  to  our  Father's  throne  ; 
Who  hears  our  Advocate,  and,  through  his  wounds 
Beholding  man,  allows  that  tender  name. 
* Tis  this  makes  Chrlflian  triumph  a  command  : 
*Tis  this  makes  joy  a  duly  to  the  wife  ; 
'Tis  impious  in  a  good  man  to  be  fad. 

See  thou,  Lorenzo  !  where  hanj^s  all  our  hope  ? 
Touch'd  by  the  Crofs,  we  live  ;  or,  more  than  die; 
That  touch  which  touch'd  not  angels;  more  divine 
Than  that  which  touch'd  confufion  into  form, 
And  darknefs  into  glory;  partial  touch  ! 
Ineffably  pre-eminent  regard  ! 
Sacred  to  man,  and  fovereign  through  the  whole 
Long  golden  chain  of  miracles,  which  hangs 
From  heaven  through  all  duration,  and  fupports 
In  one  iliuftrious  and  amazing  plan, 
Thy  welfare,  nature  ?  and  thy  God's  renown. 
that  touch,  with  charm  celeftial,  heals  the  foul 
Difeas'd,  drives  pain  from  guilt,  lights  life  in  death, 
Turns  earth  to  heaven,  to  heavenly  thrones  trans- 
forms 
The  ghallly  ruins  of  the  mouldering  tomb. 

Doft  aftc  me  when  .'  When  he  who  dy'd  returns ; 
Returns,  how  chang'd  \  Where  then  the  man  of 
woe,' 
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In  glory's  terrors  all  the  Godhead  burns; 
And  all  his  courts,  exhaufted  by  the  tide 
Of  deities  triumphant  in  his  train. 
Leave  a  ftupendous  folltude  in  heaven; 
Replenilh'd  foon,  replenifh'd  with  increafo 
Of  pomp,  and  multitude  ;  a  radiant  band 
Of  angels  new  ;  of  angels  from  the  tamh. 

Is  this  my  fancy  thrown  remote  ;  and  rife 
Dark  doubts  between  the  promife  and  event? 
i  fend  thee  not  to  volumes  for  thy  cure  ; 
Read  nature  !  nature  is  a  friend  to  trutli ; 
Nature  is  Chriflian  ;  preaches  to  mankind  ; 
And  bids  dead  matter  aid  us  in  our  creed. 
Haft  thou  ne'er  feen  the  comet's  flaming  Sight  ? 
Ta'  iliuftrious  ftranger  pafling,  terror  flieds 
On  gazing  nations  ;  from  his  fiery  train 
Of  length  enormous,  takes  his  ample  round 
Throughdepths  of  ether  ;coaftsunnumber'dworlds. 
Of  more  than  folar  glory  ;  doubles  wide 
Heaven's  mighty  cape  ;  and  then  revifits  earth, 
From  the  long  travel  of  a  thoufand  years. 
Thus,  at  the  deftin'd  period,  fhall  return 
He,  once  on  earth,  who  bids  the  comet  blaze  : 
And, with  him,  all  our  triumph  o'er  the  tomb. 

Nature  is  dumb  on  this  important  point ; 
Or  hope  precarious  in  low  whifper  breathes; 
Faith  fpeaks  aloud,  diftindl ;  ev'nct/dVrjhear  ; 
But  turn,  and  dai't  into  the  dark  again. 
Faith  builds  a  bridge  acrofs  the  gulf  of  death, 
To  break  the  fhock  blind  nature  cannot  fhun. 
And  lands  thought  fmoothly  on  the  farther  fhore. 
Death's  terror  is  the  mountain_/<ji/i&  remeves ; 
That  mountain  barrier  between  man  and  peace. 
'Th  faith  difarms  deftrucSion  ;   and  abfolves 
From  every  clamorous  charge,  the  guiltlefs  tomb. 

Why  difbelieve  ?  Lorenzo  I — "  Reafon  bids, 
«  All-facred  reafon."— Hold  her  facred  ftill ; 
Nor  {halt  thou  want  a  rival  in  thy  flame  : 
All-facred  reafon  ?  fource,  and  foul,  of  all 
Demanding  praife,  on  earth,  or  earth  above  ! 
My  heart  is  thine  :  deep  in  its  inmoft  folds. 
Live  thou  with  life ;  life  dearer  of  the  two. 
Wear  I  the  bleffed  Crofs,  by  fortune  ftamp'd 
On  paflive  nature,  before  thought  was  born  ? 
My  birth's  blind  bigot '.  fir'd  with  local  zeal ! 
No  ;  reafon  re-baptiz'd  me  when  adult ; 
Weigh'd  true,  and  falfe,  in  her  impartial  fcale  ; 
My  heart  became  the  convert  of  my  head, 
And  made  that  choice,  which  once  was  but  mj 

fate. 
"  On  argument  alone  my  faith  is  built ;" 
Reafon  purfu'd  is  faith  ;  and,  unpurfued 
Where  proof  invites,  'tis  reafon,  then,  no  more  ; 
And  fuch  our /too/;  that^  or  our  faith  is  right. 
Or  reafon  lies,  and  heaven  defign'd  it  ivrong  .- 
Abfoive  we  this  ?  What,  then,  is  blafphemyi 

Fond  as  we  are,  and  juftly  fond,  oi  faith, 
Reafon,  we  grant,  demands  our  firft  regard  ; 
The  mother  honour'd,  as  the  daughter  dear. 
Rtafon  the  root,  fair  faith  is  but  the  flower ; 
The  fading  flower  (hall  die  ;  but  reafon  Uvea 
Immortal,  as  her  Father  in  the  fkies. 
When  fait/j  is  virtue,  reafon  makes  it  fo. 
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Tis  rtafons  voice  olsey'd  his  glories  crown  ; 
To  give  loft  reafon  life,  he  pour'd  his  own  : 
Believe,  and  fliow  the  reafon  of  a  man  ; 
Believe,  and  tafte  the  pleafure  of  a  God  ; 
Believe,  and  look  with  triumph  on  the  tomb  : 
Through  reafon  i  wounds  alone  thy  faith  can  die  ; 
Which  dying,  tenfold  terror  gives  to  death. 
And  dips  in  venom  his  twice-mortal  fting.        [due 

Learn  hence  what  honours,  what  loud  faans, 
To  thofe,  who  pufli  our  antidote  ziide\ 
Thofe  boafted  friends  to  r-afon,  and  to  man, 
Whofe  fatal  love  ftabs  every  joy,  and  leaves 
Death's  terror  heighten'd,  gnawing  on  his  heart. 
Thcfe  pompous  fons  of  reafun  idoliz'd 
And  vilified  at  once  ;  of  reafon  dead. 
Then  dcify'd,  as  monarchs  were  of  old ; 
V/hat  conduft  plants  proud  laurels  on  their  brow  ? 
While  to-je  of  truth  through  all  their  camp  refounds, 
They  draw  f ride's  curtain  o'er  the  noon-tide  ray, 
Spike  up  their  inch  of  reafon,  on  the  point 
Of  philofophic  wit,fa//'</  4.rgument ; 
And,  then,  exulting  in  their  taper,  cry, 
"  Behold  the  fun  :".  and.  Indian-like,  adore. 

Talk  they  of  morah  ?  O  thou  bleeding  Love  1 
Thou  maker  of  new  morals  to  mankind  ! 
The  grand  morality  is  love  of  thee. 
As  wife  as  Socrates,  if  fuch  they  were, 
(Nor  will  they  'bate  of  that  fublime  renown) 
As  -wife  as  Socrates,  might  juftly  ftand 
The  definition  of  a  modern  fool. 

A  Chriilian  is  the  higheft  flyle  of  man  : 
And  is  there,  who  the  blefled  Crofs  wipes  off, 
As  a  foul  blot  from  his  dilhonour'd  brow  ? 
If  angels  tremble,  'tis  at  luch  a  fight  : 
The  wretch  they  quit,  defponding  of  their  charge, 
More  ftruck  with  grief  or  wonder,  who  can  tell .' 

Ye  fold  to  fenfe  !  ye  citizens  of  earth  : 
(For  fuch  alone  the  Chriftian  banner  fly) 
ICnow  ye  how  wife  your  choice,  how  great  your 

gain  ? 
Behold  the  pifture  of  earth's  happleft  man  : 
•«  He  calls  his  wifli,  it  comes;  he  fends  it  back, 
«'  And  fays,  he  call'd  another ;   that  arrives, 
•'  Meets  the  fame  welcome  ;  yet  he  ftill  calls  on  ; 
"  Till  one  calls  him,  who  varies  not  his  call, 
"   But  holds  him  faft,  in  chains  of  darkntfs  bound, 
*'  Till  nature  dies,  and  judgment  fets  him  free  ; 
•'  A  freedom  far  lefs  welcome  than  his  chain." 

But  grant  man  happy  ;  grant  him  happy  long  ; 
Add  to  life's  higheft  prize  her  latefthour; 
That  hour,  fo  late,  is  nimble  in  approach, 
That,  like  a  poft,  comes  on  in  full  career : 
How  fwift   the    ftiuttle    flies,   chat    weaves   thy 

fhroud !  , 

Where  is  the  fable  of  thy  former  years  I 
Thrown  down  the  gulf  of  time ;  as  far  from  thee 
As  they  had  ne'er  been  thine ;   the  day  in  hand, 
Like  a  bird  ftrugglirg  to  get  loofc,  is  going; 
Scarce  now  pofiefs'd,  fo  fuddenly  'tis  gone  ; 
And  each  fwift  moment  fled,  is  death  advanc'd 
By  ftrides  as  fwift  :   eternity  is  all ; 
And  whofe  eti  rnity  ?  Who  triumphs  there  ? 
Bathing  for  ever  in  the  font  of  bljls ! 
For  ever  bafii.n^  in  the  Ueity : 
Lorenzo  l  who .' — Thy  confcience  fhall  reply. 


O  give  it  leave  to  fpeak  ;  'twill  fpeak  ere  lotrg, 
Thy  leave  unaflc'd  :  Lorenzo!  hear  it  now, 
While  ufeful  its  advice,  its  accent  mild, 
By  the  great  edift,  the  divine  decree, 
Truth  is  depofed  with  man's  laf  hour  ; 
An  honeft  hour,  and  faithful  to  her  truft  ! 
Truth,  eldeft  daughter  of  the  Deity  ; 
Truth,  of  his  counfel  when  he  made  the  worlds; 
Nor  lefs,  when  he  ihall  judge  the  worlds  he  made  ; 
Though  filent  long,  and  fleeping  ne'er  fo  found, 
Smother'd  with  errors,  and  opprefs'd  with  toys, 
That  heaven-commiflion'd  hour,  no  fooner  calls, 
i3ut,  from  her  cavern  in  the  foul's  abyfs. 
Like  him  they  fable  under  .ffitna  whelm'd. 
The  goddefs,  bnrfts  in  thunder,  and  in  flame ; 
Loudly  convinces,  and  feverely  pains. 
Dark  demons  I  difcharge,  and  Hydra  ftings; 
The  keen  vibration  of  bright  truth — is  hell : 
Juft  definition  !   though  by  fchools  untaught. 
Ye  deaf  to  truth  !  perufe  this  parfop'd  page, 
And  truft,  for  once,  a  prophet,  and  a  prieft  ; 
"  Men  may  live  fools,  but  fools  they  cannot  die.''' 
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THE  RELAPSE. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  THE  EARL  OF  LirOHFIELD. 

Lorenzo  I  to  recriminate  is  juft. 

Fondnefs  for  fame  is  avarice  of  air. 

I  grant  the  man  is  vain  who  writes  for  praife. 

Praife  no  man  e'er  deferv'd,  who  fought  no  more. 

As  juft  thy  feco.td  charge.      I  grant  the  mufe 
Has  often  blufti'd  at  her  degenerate  fons, 
Retain'd  by  finfe  to  plead  her  filthy  caufe ; 
To  raife  the  low,  to  magnify  the  mean, 
And  fubtijize  the  grofsinto  refin'd  : 
As  if  to  magic  numbers'  powerful  charm 
'Twas  given  to  make  a  civet  of  their  fong 
Ohfcene,  and  fweeten  ordure  to  perfume. 
JVit,  a  true  pagan,  deifies  the  brute. 
And  lifts  our  fwine-enjoyments  from  the  mire. 

The  faft  notorious,  nor  obfcure  the  caufe. 
We  wear  the  chains  oi pleafure,  and  o^ pride. 
Thefe  (hare  the  man  ;  and  thefe  diftradl  him  too  ; 
Draw  different  ways,  and  clafli  in  their  commands. 
Pride,  like  an  eagle,  builds  among  the  ftars; 
Bnl pleafure,  lark-Jike,  nefts  upon  the  ground. 
Joys  fhar'd  by  brute-creation, /imWi?  refents; 
Pleafure  embraces  :  man  would  both  enjoy, 
And  both  at  once :  a  point  how  hard  to  gain  ! 
But,  what  can't  wit,  when  ftung  by  ftrong  defire  ? 

Wit  dares  attempt  this  arduous  enterprize.  - 
Since  joys  oi  fenfe  can't  rife  to  reafon  s  tafte; 
In  Caht\c  fop hifiry's  laborious  forge, 
IVit  hammers  out  a  reafon  neiv,  that  ftoops 
To  fordid  fccnes,  and  meets  them  with  applaufc. 
IVit  calls  the  graces  the  chaftc  zone  to  ioofe  ; 
Nor  lefs  than  a  plump  god  to  fill  the  howl  : 
A  thoufand  phantoms,  and  a  thoufand  fpclls, 
A  thouiand  opiates  fcatters,  to  delude 
To  fafcinate,  inebriate,  lay  aflei-p, 
And  the  fool'd  mind  delightfully  confound. 
Thus  that  which  Ihock'd  the  judgment^  ftioc'xs  no 
more ; 
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That  which  ozvt  frtJt  offence,  no  mote  offends 
PUafure  and  pride,  by  nature  mortal  foes, 
uSX  war  eternal,  which  in  man  fliall  reign, 
By  luiVs  addrefs,  patch  up  a  fatal  peace, 
And  hand  in  hand  lead  on  the  rank  debanch^ 
From  rank,  refin'd  to  delicate  and  _^ay. 
Art,  curled  art!  wipes  off  th'  indebted  blufh 
From  nature's  cheek,  anil  bronzes  every  fhame^ 
Man  fniiles  in  ruin,  glories  in  his  guilt, 
And  infamy  ftands  candidate  for  praife. 

All  writ  by  man  in  favour  of  the  foul, 
Thtfefen/iial  ethics  far,  in  bulk,  tranfcend. 
The  flowers  of  eloquence,  profnfely  pour'd 
O'er  fpotted  vice,  fill  half  the  letter'd  world. 
Can  powers  of  genius  exercife  their  page, 
And  confccrate  enormities  with  fong  ? 

But  let  not  thef'e  inexpiable  flrains 
Condemn  the  mufc  that  knows  her  dignity; 
Nor  meanly  flops  at  time,  but  holds  the  world 
As  'tis,  in  nature's ^aniple  field,  a  point, 
A  point  in  her  eflcem  ;  from  whence  to  ftart. 
And  run  the  round  of  univerfal  fpace, 
To  vifit  being  univerfal  there, 
And  being's  foiirce,  that  utmoft  flight  of  mind  ! 
Yet,  fpite  of  this  fo  vaft  circumference. 
Well  knows,  but  what  is  moral,  nought  \s  greati 
Sing  fyrens  only  .'  Do  not  angels  fnig  ? 
There  is  in  poefy  a  decent  pride, 
Which  well  becomes  her  when  flie  fpeaks  to^rtf/J, 
Her  younger  filler;  haply,  not  more  wife. 

Think'ft  thou,  I^orenzo  !   to  find  paftimes  here  ? 
No  guilty  paffion  blown  into  a  iiame, 
No  foible  flattcr'd,  dignity  difgrac'd, 
No  fairy  field  of  fidlion,  all  on  flower. 
No  rainbow  colours,  here,  or  filkcn  tale  : 
But  folcmn  counfeU,  images  of  awe. 
Truths,  which  eternity  lets  fall  on  man 
With    double  weight,    through  thefe   revolving 

fpheres. 
This  death-deep  filence,  and  incumbent  fhade  : 
Thuughts,  fuch  as  fliall  revifit  your  laft  hour ; 
Vifit  uncall'd,  and  live  when  life  expires; 
And  thy  dark  pencil,  midnight  !  darker  ftill 
In  melancholy  dip'd,  embrowns  the  whole. 

Yet  this,  even  this,  my  laughter-loving  friends ! 
Lorenzo !  and  thy  brothers  of  the  (mile  \ 
If,  what  imports  you  moft,  can  mo!l;<engage. 
Shall  fteal  your  ear,  and  chain  you  to  my  fong. 
Or  if  you  fail  me,  know,  the  wife  fhall  tafte 
The  truths  I  fing  ;  the  truths  I  fing  ftiall  feel; 
And,  feeling,  give  affent ;  and  their  affent 
Is  ample  recompenfc ;  is  more  than  praife. 
But  chiefly  thine,  O  Litchfield  !  nor  miftake  ; 
Think  not  unintrodue'd  I  force  my  way  ; 
Narciffa,  not  unknown,  not  unally'd. 
By  virtue,  or  by  blood,  illuftrious  youth  ! 
To  thee,  from  blooming  amaranthine  bowefSj 
Where  all  the  language  harmony^  defcends 
Uncall'd,  and  afks  admittance  for  the  mufe  : 
A  mufe  that  will  not  pain  thee  with  thy  praife  j 
Thy  praife  (he  drops,  by  nobler  Hill  infpir'd. 

O  thou  !  bleft  Spirit !  ivhether  the  fupreme, 
Great  antemundane  Father  !  in  whofe  breaft 
Embryo  creation,  unborn  being,  dwelt, 
And  all  its  various  revoiutious  roll'd 


Prefent,  though  future  ;  prior  to  themfclVes; 
Whofe  breath  can  blow  it  into  nought  again ; 
Or,  from  his  throne  fome  delegated  power. 
Who,  ftudious  of  our  peace,  doft  turn  the  thought 
From  vain  and  vile,  to  folid  and  fublime  ! 
Unfeen  thou  lead'd  me  to  delicious  draughts 
Of  infpiration,  from  a  purer  ftream. 
And  fuller  of  the  god,  than  that  which  burft 
From  fam'd  Caftalia  :  nor  is  yet  allay'd 
My  facred  third;  though  long  my  foul  has  rang'd 
Through  pleafing  paths  of  moral,  and  divine. 
By  thee  fuftain'd,-and  lighted  by  the  flars. 

By  them  bed  lighted  are  the  paths  of  thought; 
Nights  are  their  days,  their  moft  illuniin'd  hours. 
By  day,  the  foal,  o'erborne  by  life's  career, 
Stunn'd  by  the  din,  and  giddy  with  the  glare, 
Reels  far  from  reafon,  joftled  by  the  throngs 
By  (&v  the  foul  is  paffive,  all  her  thoughts 
Inipos'd,  precarious,  brokea  ere  mature. 
By  night,  from  objedls  free,  from  paffion  coolj 
'I'houghtsuncontroul'd.and  unimprefs'd,  the  birthj 
Of  pure  c!e^5lion,  arbitrary  range, 
Not  to  the  limits  of  arte  world  confin'd; 
But  from  ethereal  travels,  light  on  eartli^ 
As  voyagers  drop  anchor,  for  repofe. 

Let  Indians,  and  the  gay,  like  Indians,  fond 
Of  feather'd  fopperies,  the  fun  adore  : 
Darknefs  has  more  divinity  for  me ; 
It  ftrikes  thought  inward ;  it  drives  back  the  fou| 
To  fettle  on  herfelf,  our  point  fupreme  ! 
There  lies  our  theatre  !  there  fits  our  judge, 
Darkmfs  the  curtain  drops  o'er  life's  dull  fcene; 
'Tis  the  kind  hand  of  providence  ftretch'd  out 
'Twixt  man  and  vanity  ;  'tis  reafon  s  reign. 
And  virtue's  too ;  thefc  tutelary  (hades 
Are  man's  afylun*  from  the  tainted  throng. 
Night  is  the  good  man'syW««rf,  and  guarditn  too  J 
It  no  lets  refcust  virtue,  than  infpirei, 

yi>tue,  for  ever  frail,  as  fair,  below. 
Her  tender  nature  fuffers  in  the  crowd. 
Nor  touches  on  the  world,  without  a  ftain  : 
The  world's  infeflious ;  few  bring  back  at  evcj 
Immaculate,  the  manners  of  the  morn. 
Something  we  thought,  is  blotted  ;  we  refoliid^ 
Is  ihaken;  we  renounc'd,  returns  again. 
Each /alutatioH  may  Aide  in  a  fm 
Unthought  before,  or  fix  a  former  flaw. 
Nor  is  it  ftrange  :   light,  met/on,  concaurfe,  noife. 
All,  fcatter  us  abroad ;  thought  outward-boundj 
Negleiilful  of  our  home  affairs,  flies  off 
In  fume  and  diffipation,  quits  her  charge, 
And  leaves  the  breaft  unguarded  to  the  foe* 

Prefent  example  gets  within  our  guard. 
And  a6ls  with  dcublt  force,  by  few  repell'd. 
Ambititn  fires  ambition  ;  h've  of  gain 
Strikes  like  a  pcftilencej  from  breaft  to  breaft } 
Riot, pride,  perfidy,  blue  vapours  breathe  j 
And  inhumanity  is  caught  fronx  man, 
From  fmiliiig  man.    A  flight,  a  Angle  glance, 
And  (hot  at  random,  often  has  brought  homft 
A  fudden  fever  to  the  throbbing  heart, 
Of  envy,  rancour,  or  impurt  dtjire. 
Wc  fee<  we  hear,  with  peril ;  fafet^  dwelU 
Remote  from  multitude  -,  the  world's  a  fchoot 
Of  "uirtng^  and  what  proficients  fwarm  around  ! 
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We  muft,  or  Imitate,  or  difapprove ; 

Muft  lift  as  their  accomplices,  or  foes ; 

That  ftains  our  innocence ;  this  wounds  our  peace. 

From  nature's  birth,  hence,  tvifdam  has  been  fmit 

With  fweet  recefs,  and  languifh'd  for  the  fhade. 

This  facred  fliade,  and  folitude,  what  is  it  ? 

Tis  the  felt  prefence  of  the  Deity. 

Few  are  the  faults  we  flatter  when  alone, 

yice  finks  in  her  allurements,  is  ungilt, 

And  looks,  like  other  obje<fts,  black  by  night. 

By  night  an  Atheift  half-believes  a  God. 

Night  is  fair  virtue's  immemorial  friend  ; 
The  ccnfcious  moon,  through  every  diftant  age, 
Has  held  a  lamp  to  iv'ifdom,  and  let  fall, 
On  contemplafun  s  eye,  her  purging  ray. 
The  famd  Athenian,  he  who  woo'd  from  heaven 
J'bilofoi.hy  the  fair,  to  dwell  with  men, 
And  form  their  manners,  not  inflame  their  pride, 
While  o'er  his  head,  as  fearful  to  moleft 
His  labouring  mind,  the  ftarsin  filencc  Aide, 
And  feem  all  gazing  on  their  future  gueft, 
See  him  foliciting  his  ardent  fuit 
In  private  audience  :   all  the  live-long  night, 
Rigid  in  thought,  and  moticnlefs,  he  ftands; 
Nor  quits  his  theme,  or  pofture,  till  the  fun 
(Rude  drunkard  rifing  rofy  from  the  main  !) 
Difturbs  his  nobler  intelledlual  beam. 
And  gives  him  to  the  tumult  of  the  world. 
Hail,   precious  moments  1   ftorn  from  the  black 

wafte 
Of  murder'd  time  '.  Aufpicious  midnight  l  hail  \ 
The  world  excluded,  every  paflion  hu(h, 
And  open'd  a  calm  intercourfe  with  heaven, 
Here  the  foul  fits  in  council ;  ponders /.a/?, 
Fredeftines/«f«rf  adion  ;  fees,  not  feels, 
Tumultuous  life,  and  reafons  with  the  florm; 
All  her  lies  anfwers,  and  thinks  down  her  charms. 

What  awful  joy  !  what  mental  liberty  ! 
i  am  not  pent  in  darknefs ;  rather  lay, 
(If  not  too  bold)  in  darknefs  I'm  embower'd. 
Delightful  gloom  !  the  duftering  thoughts  around 
Spontaneous  rife,  and  blofibm  in  the  (hade ; 
But  droop  by  day,  and  ficken  in  the  yi^n. 
Ibought  borrows  light  elfcwhere ;  from  that /r/7 

fire. 
Fountain  of  animation  1  whence  defcends 
Urania,  my  celeftial  gueft  !  who  deigns 
Nightly  to  vifit  me,  fo  mean ;  and  notvy 
Confcious  how  needful  difcipline  to  man, 
From  pleafing  dalliance  with  the  charms  of  niglt 
My  wandering  thought  recalls,  to  what  excites 
Far  other  beat  of  heart!  Narciffa's  tomb  ! 
Or  is  it  feeble  nature  calls  me  back, 
And  breaks  my  fpirit  into  grief  again  ? 
Is  it  a  Stygian  vapour  in  my  blood  ! 
A  cold,  flow  puddle,  creeping  through  my  veins  ? 
Or  is  it  thus  with  all  men  ? — Thus  with  all. 
What  are  we  ?  How  unequal !  Now  we  foar, 
And  now  we  (ink  :  to  be  \\\e.fi>mi,  tranfcenda 
Our  prefent  prowcfs.     Dearly  pays  the  foul 
For  lodging  ill ;  too  dearly  rents  her  clay. 
Keafon,  a  baffled  counfellor  1  but  adds 
The  blufh  of  weaknefs  to  the  bane  of  woe. 
'i  he  nobleft  fpirit,  fighting  her  hard  fate. 
In  thii  damp,  dufly  region,  charg'd  with  florms, 


But  feebly  flutters,  yet  untaught  to  fly ; 
Or,  flying  fhort  her  flight,  and  fure  her  fall. 
Our  utmoft  ftrength,  when  down,  to  rife  again; 
And  not  to  yield,  though  beaten,  all  our  praife. 

'Vis  vain  to  feck  in  men  for  more  than  man. 
Though  proud  in  promife,  big  in  previous  thought, 
Experience  dampji  our  triumph.     I  who  late. 
Emerging  from  the  fhadows  of  the  grave, 
V/herc  ^W^/'detain'd  me  prifoner,  mounting  high. 
Threw  wide  the  gates  of  everlafting  day. 
And  call'd  mankind  to  glory,  fliook  uSfain, 
Mortality  fliook  nff,  in  ether  pure,  , 

And  ftruck  the  ftars  ;  netv  feel  my  fpirits  fail ; 
They  drop  me  from  the  zenith  ;  down  I  rufh, 
Like  him  whom  fable  fledg'd  with  waxen  wings, 
In  forrow  drown'd,  but  not  in  forrow  loft. 
How  wretched  is  the  man  who  never  mourn'd  ! 
I  dive  for  precious  pearl  in  forrow' s  ftream  : 
Not  fo  the  thoughtlefs  man  that  w/y  grieves  : 
Takes  all  the  torment,  and  reje»5ls  the  gain, 
(Ineftimable  gain  .)  and  gives  heaven  leave 
To  make  him  but  more  wretched,  not  more  wife. 

If  wifdom  is  our  leifon,  (and  what  eife 
Ennobles  man  ?  what  eife  have  angels  learnt  ?) 
Grief.'  more  proficients  in  thy  fchool  are  made 
Than  F""".'  or  proud  learning  e'er  could  boaft. 
Voracious  learning,  often  over-fed, 
Digefts  not  into  fenfe  her  motley  meal. 
This  botk-cafe,  with  dark  booty  almoft  burft, 
Thisybrag-fr  on  others  wifdom,  leaves 
Her  native  farm,  her  reafan,  quite  untill'd. 
With  mix'd  manure  fhe  furfeits  the  rank  foil, 
Dung'd,  but  not  drefs'd,  and  rich  to  beggary. 
A  pomp  untameable  of  weeds  prevails. 
Utrfervant's  wealth  cncumber'd  ivifdom  mourns. 
And  what  {ays  genius  f  "  Let  the  dull  be  "wife." 
Genius,  too  hard  for  right,  can  prove  it  wrong; 
And  loves  to  boaft  where  blufti  men  lefs  infpir'd. 
It  pleads  exemption  from  the  laws  oi fenfe; 
Confiders  reafon  as  a  leveller ; 
And  fcorns  to  ftiare  a  blefling  with  the  crowd. 
That  wife  it  could  be,  thinks  an  ample  claim 
To  glory,  and  to  pteafure  gives  the  reft. 
Craffus  but  fleeps,  Ardelio  is  undone. 
Wifdom  lefs  fhuddcrs  at  a  fool  than  wit. 

But  ivifdtm  fmiles  when  humbled  mortals  weep. 
When  forro-w  wounds  the  breaft,  as  ploughs  the , 
glebe,  ' 

And  hearts  obdurate  feel  her  foftcning  fhower,      I 
Her  feed  celeftial  then  glad  ivifdom  fows  ;  I 

Her  golden  harveft  triumphs  in  the  foil.  I 

If  fo,  Narciffa,  welcome  my  relapfe; 
I'll  faife  a  tax  on  my  calamity, 
And  reap  rich  compenfation  from  my  pain, 
rll  range  the  plenteous  intelledual  field. 
And  gather  every  thought  of  fovercign  power 
To  chafe  the  moral  maladiss  of  man ; 
TLoughts  which  may  bear  tranfplanting  to  the  flclcS; 
Though  natives  of  this  coarfe  penurious  foil : 
Nor  wholly  wither  there,  where  feraphs  fing, 
Rcfin'd,  exalted,  not  annuU'd,  in  heaven. 
jReafon,  the  fun  that  gives  them  birth,  the  fame 
In  either  clime,  though  more  illuftrious  ther*. 
Thefe  choicely  cuU'd,  and  elegantly  rang'd, 
Shall  form  a  garland  for  Narciffa's  tomb; 
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And,  peradventure,  of  no  fading  flowers,    [fcend  ? 

S.iy  on  what  themes   fhill   puzz'.ed  choice  dc- 
"   I'll'  importance  of  contemplating-  tlic  tomb  ; 
•'  fVijy  men  decline  it ;  fukifls's  foul  birth  ; 
"    The  various  kind  of  grief ;   lh.c  faults  cf  agi ; 
"■  And  death's  dread  charafcjr — invite  my  fong." 

And  firfl;  th'  importance  of  our  end  furvey'd. 
Friends  counfel  quick  di^fmilTion  of  our  tjrief  : 
Miflaken  kindnefs  !   our  hearts  heal  too  foon. 
Are  they  more  kind  than  he  who  ftruck  the  blow  ? 
Who  bid  it  do  his  errand  in  our  hearts, 
And  banifli  peace,  [.xW  nobler  guejis  arrive, 
And  brinj^  it  back,  a  true  and  endlefs  peace  ? 
Calamicies  -xrc  friends  :   ss  glaring  day 
Of  thefe  unnumbcrM  hi'h-es  rob  our  figlit, 
Frofperity  puts  out  unnumber'd  thoughts 
Of  import  high,  and  light  divine,  to  man. 

The  man  how  bleft,  who,  fick  of  gaudy  fcenes, 
(Scenes  apt  to  thruft  between  us  and  ourfelves  !)  "^ 
Is  led  by  choice  to  take  his  favourite  walk 
Beneath  (/i.\7if/j'j  gloomy,  filent,  cyprefs  Ibades, 
Uiipierc'd  by  vanity  s  fantaftic  ray. 
To  read  his  monuments,  to  weigh  his  duft, 
Vilit  his  vaults, and  dwell  among  the  tombs! 
liorenzo  I  read  with  me  NarciiTa's  {lone ; 
(NarciiTa  was  thy  favourite)  let  us  read 
Her  tnoral  (lone  \   few  doc5lors  preach  fo  well ; 
Few  orators  fo  tend'.Tly  can  touch 
The  feeling  heart.      ^^2.'.  pathos  in  the  dat-;'. 
Apt  words  can  flrike  ;  and  yet  in  tliem  we  fee 
Faint  images  of  what  we  here  enjoy. 
What  caule  have  nve  to  budd  on  ien^'th  of  life? 
Temptations  feize  -when  fear  is  laid  aileep  ; 
And  ill  foreboded  is  our  flrongeft  guard. 

Sec  from  her  tomb,  as  from  an  humbler  flirine, 
Truth,  radiant  goddtfs !  fallies  on  my  ibul, 
And  puts  delufons  duOty  train  to  flight ; 
Djfpels  the  miils  our  fultry  l-affom  raife 
From  objeifls  low,  terrcllrial,  and  obfcene  ; 
And  fliows  the  real  eftimate  of  things  ; 
Wliich  no  man,  unaffliiflcd,  ever  faw; 
Pulls  olf  the  veil  from  -virtue's  rifing  charms; 
DetecSls  let~tbiatioii  in  a  thoufand  lie's- 
Truth  bids  me  look  on  men  [isauJiimti  leaves, 
And  all  t!iey  bleed  for  as  the  finnmer's  dull, 
Driven  by  the  whirlwind  ;   lighted  by  her  beams, 
1  widen  my  horizon,  gain  new  powers. 
See  things  invihble,  feci  things  remote. 
Am  prcfent  with  futurities  ;  think  nought 
To  man  fo  foreign  ao  the  yiys  pojlfs'd. 
Nought  fo  mucli  his  as  thole  beyund  the  grave. 

No  folly  keeps  its  colour  in  /jer  tight ; 
Pale  worldly  -wifdoth  lofes  all  her  charms; 
In  pompous  promii'e,  from  her  fchemes  profound, 
If  future  fate  file  plans,  'tis  all  in  leavcb. 
Like  Sibyl,  unfuliitantial,  fiecting  blifs  ! 
At  the  tirlt  blafl  it  vanllhes  in  air. 
Not  fo  celejllal :  wouldft  thou  know,  Lorenzo, 
How  dUicriL'orldly  lui/dom  and  divine? 
Jull  as  the  wailing  and  th.e  waxing  moon. 
More  empty  ivjrldly  wifdom  every  day ; 
And  everyday  morti  fair  her  riual  lliines. 
When  Uier,  there's  lefs  time  to  play  the  fool. 
Soon  our  old  term  for  wiTlom  is  erpir'd, 
(Thou  kuovv'it  Ihe  calls  no  council  in  the  grave  :) 


A.nd  everlafling  fool  It  writ  in  fire. 
Or  real  wil'doni  wafcs  us  to  the  ficies. 

As  worldly  fchemes  refembles  Sibyl's  leaves, 
The  good  man's  days  to  Sibyl's  books  CvMuparc, 
(In  ancient  flory  read,  thou  know'ft  the  tale,) 
In  price  flill  riling,  as  in  number  lefs, 
Incflimabl?  quite  his  final  hour. 
For  that  Vv-ho  thrones  can  oiTcr,  offer  thrones; 
Infolvent  worlds  the  purchafe  cannot  pay. 
"  Oh- let  me  die  his  death  !"  all  nature  cries  : 
"  riien  live  his  life." — All  nature  faulters  there; 
O.ir  great  pliyfician  daily  to  confult. 
To  commune  with  the  grave,  our  only  cure. 

What  grave  prefcribcs  the  bed  ? — A  friend's  ; 
and  yet 
From  a  friend's  grave  how  foon  we  diferigage ! 
Even  to  the  deareft,  as  his  marble,  cold. 
Why  are  friends  raviffi'd  from  us .'    ' Tis  to  bind, 
By  loft  affeSi'ons  ties,  on  human  hearts, 
The  tiiought  of  death,  which  reafon,  too  fupine,  ■_ 
Or  nni'emuloy'd,  fo  rarely  faRens  there. 
Nor  reafon,  nor  affection,  no,  nor  both 
Combin  d,  can  break  the  witchcrafts  of  the  world. 
Beh'dd  th'  iuexorable  hour  at  hand  ! 
Behold  th'  inexorable  hour  forgot ! 
And  to  forget  it  the  chief  ai/w  of  life. 
Though  well  to  p  itider  it  is  life's  cWizi  end. 

[s  death,  that  ever-threatenmg,  ne'er  remote, 
That  ali-important,  and  that  only  lure, 
(Come  when  he  will)  an  unexpei5l;ed  gueft  ? 
Nay,  though  invited  by  the  loudeil  calls 
Of  blind  ::npriide:icc,  unexpefted  ftill  ? 
lliough  nunierous  melTengers  are  fent  before 
To  warn  his  great  arrival.      What  the  caufe. 
The  wondrous  caufe,  of  this  myflcrious  ill  ? 
All  heaven  looks  do'.vn  aftonifli'd  at  the  fight. 

(s  it  that  life  has  fown  htr  joys  fo  thick, 
Wc  can't  thruft  in  a  fmgle  care  betv/een  ? 
Is  it  that  life  has  fuch  a  iWarm  of  cares , 
The  tho'jght  of  death  can't  enter  for  the  throng  ? 
Is  it  that  time  (teals  on  with  downy  feet. 
Nor  wakes  indulgence  from  lier  golden  dream  ? 
Ta-duy  is  f\5  like  v^cri.jj,  it  cheats; 
We  take  the  lying  filler  for  the  fame. 
Life  glides  away,  Lorenzo,  like  a  brook; 
For  ever  changing,  unperceiv'd  the  change. 
In  the  fame  brook  ndnoever  bath'd  him  twice  , 
To  the  fame  life  none  ever  twice  awoke. 
We  call  the  brook  the  fame  ;  the  fame  we  think 
Our  life,  though  flill  more  rapid  in  its  flow; 
Nor  mark  the  much,  irrevocub.ly  laps'd, 
And  mingled  with  the  fea.     Or  Hvill  we  fay 
(Retaining  ftill  the  broo'tc  to  bear  ui  on) 
That  life  is  II'kc  a  veffe!  on  the  (beam  .> 
In  life  embark'd,  we  {"moofldy  down  the  tide 
(Jf  time  defcend,  Init  not  on  time  intent  ; 
An\us'd,  uaconlcious  of  the  gliding  wave, 
Till  on  a  fudden  we  perceive  a  ftiock ; 
We  ftart,  awake,  look  (uu  ;   what  fee  we  there  ? 
Our  brittle  bark  is  burft  o:i  Chriron'.s  Ihore, 

Is  this  the  caufe  dealhti\.c%  all  human  thought? 
Or  is  iljudgynent,  by  the  luill  ilruck  blind, 
That  domineering  millrels  of  the  foul  ! 
Like  biifi  io  ftrong,  by  Daldah  the  fair  I 
Or  is  it  fear  turns  ftartled  reafn  bacls 
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From  looting  down  a  precipice  fo  ftecp  ? 
'Tis  dreadful ;  and  the  dread  is  wifely  plac'd 
By  na:ure,  confcious  of  the  make  of  man. 
A  dreadful  friend  it  is,  a  terror  kind, 
A  flaming  fword  to  guard  the  tree  of  life. 
By  that  unaw'd  in  life's  moll  fmiling  hour. 
The  good  man  would  repine,  \fc>\i\d.fiiffer  joys, 
And  burn  impatient  for  his  promis'd  Ikies. 
The  bad,  on  each  pundilious  pique  of  pride, 
Or  gloom  of  humour,  would  give  rage  the  rein  ; 
iound  o'er  the  barrier,  rufh  into  the  dark, 
And  mar  the  fchemes  of  Providence  below. 

What  groan  was  that,  Lorenzo.' — Furies!  rife, 
And  drown  in  your  lefs  execrable  yell 
Britannia's  fhame.    There  took  her  gloomy  flight, 
On  wing  impetuous,  a  black  fullen  foul, 
Blafled  from  hell,  with  horrid  luft  of  death. 
Thy  friend,  the  brave,  the  gallant  Altamont, 
So  call'd,  fo  thought — And  then  he  fled  the  field. 
L,efa  bafe  the  fear  of  death  than  fear  of  life. 
O  Britain,  infamous  for  fuicide! 
An  i/land  in  thy  manners.,  far  disjoin'd 
Trom  the  whole  world  of  rationals  befide  ! 
In  ambient  waves  plunge  thy  polluted  head, 
"Walh  the  dire  llain,  nor  (hock  the  continent. 

But  thou  be  ftiock'd,  while  I  detecft  the  caufe 
Olfelf-ajfault,  expofe  the  monfter's  birth. 
And  bid  abhorrence  hifs  it  round  the  world. 
Blame  not  thy  clime,  nor  chide  the  diftant  fun; 
The  fun  is  innocent,  thy  clime  abfolv'd  : 
Immoral  climes  kind  nature  never  made. 
The  caufe  1  fing  in  Eden  might  prevail, 
And  proves  it  is  thy  folly,  not  thy  fate. 

The  foul  of  man,  (let  man  in  homage  bow, 
Whe  names  hxsfoul)  a  native  of  the  fkies  ! 
High-born,  and  free,  her  freedom  fhould  maintain, 
Unfold,  unmortgag'd  for  earth's  little  bribes. 
Th'  jlluftrious  ftrangcr,  in  this  foreign  land, 
Like  flrangers,  jealous  of  her  dignity. 
Studious  rf  home,  and  ardent  to  return, 
Oi  earth  fufpicious,  ^ar/Zi'j  enchanted  cup 
"With  cool  referve  light  touching,  fhould  indulge 
On  immortality  her  godlike  tafte,  [iber*. 

^lere  take  large  draughts,  make  her  chief  banquet 

B\it  fome  rejeft  this  fuftenance  iivine ; 
To  beggarly  vile  appetites  defccnd ; 
Afk  alms  of  earth  for  guefts  that  came  from  heaven; 
Sink  into  flaves ;  and  fell,  iov  prefent  hire. 
Their  rich  reverfion,  and  (what  Ihares  its  fate) 
Their  wzUwe  freedom,  to  the  prince  who  fways 
This  nether  world.     And  when  his  payments  fail. 
When  his  foul  baflcct  gorges  them  no  more. 
Or  their  pall'd  palates  loath  the  bafket  full. 
Are  inftantly,  with  wild  demoniac  rage, 
For  breaking  all  the  chairs  of  Providence, 
And  burfling  their  confinement,  though  fall  barr'd 
By  laws  divine  and  human,  guarded  ftrong 
With  horrirs  doubled  to  defend  the  pafi*, 
The  blacked  nature  or  dire  guilt  can  raife, 
And  moted  round  with  fathomlefs  d<J}ru£iion, 
Sure  to  receive,  and  whelm  them  in  their  fall. 

Such,  Britons  !  is  the  caufe,  to  you  unknown, 
Or  worfe  o'crlook'd  ;  o'erlook'd  by  magiftrates, 
Thus  criminals  themfelves.     1  grant  the  deed 
Is  madnefs,  but  the  miidnefii  of  tbe  biart. 


And  what  is  that  ?  Our  Htmoft  bound  of  gulih 
A  fcnfual,  unrefledling  life,  is  big 
With  monftrous  births,  3.nd  fuicide,  to  crown 
The  black  infernal  brood.     The  bold  to  break 
Heaven's  law  fupreme,  and  defperately  rufh 
Through  facred  nature's  murder  on  their  own, 
Becaufe  they  never  think  of  death,  they  die, 
Tis  equally  man's  duty,  glory,  gain. 
At  once  to  fhun,  and  meditate  his  end. 
"When  by  the  bed  of  languifliment  we  fit, 
(1  he  feat  of  ivifdom  '.    if  our  choice,  not  fate) 
Or  o'er  our  dying  friends  in  anguifh  hang. 
Wipe  the  cold  dew,  or  flay  the  finking  head. 
Number  their  moments,  and  in  every  clock 
Start  at  the  voice  of  an  eternity  ; 
See  the  dim  lamp  of  life  juft  feebly  lift 
An  agonizing  beam,  at  us  to  gaze, 
Then  fink  again,  and  quiver  into  death, 
That  mofl  pathetic  herald  of  our  own  : 
How  read  we  fuch  fad  fcenes  ?  As  fent  to  ma* 
In  perfed;  vengeance  ?  No;  in  pity  fent, 
To  melt  him  down  like  wax,  and  then  imprefs, 
Idelible,  death's  image  on  his  heart ; 
Bleeding  for  others,  trembling  for  himfelf. 
We  bleed,  we  tremble,  we  forget,  we  fmile. 
The  mind  turns  fool  before  the  cheek  is  dry. 
Our  quick-returningyo//jy  cancels  all. 
As  the  tide  rufliing  rafes  what  is  writ 
In  yielding  fands,  and  fmooths  the  lettcr'd  (horc 

Lorenzo  1  haft  thou  ever  wcigh'd  ^figh  f 
Or  fludy'd  the  philofophy  of  tears  ? 
(A  fcience  yet  unledur'd  in  our  fchools  I) 
Haft  thou  defcended  deep  into  the  breaft. 
And  feen  their  i'ource  .'   If  not,  defcend  with  mff, 
And  trace  thefc  briny  rivulets  to  their  fprings. 
Our  funeral  tears  from  different  caufes  rife. 
As  if  from  feparate  cifterns  in  the  foul. 
Of  iiarious  kinds,  they  flow.     From  tender  heart*, 
By  loft  contagion  call'd, Toot*  burft  at  once, 
A»d  ftream  obfequious  to  the  leading  eye. 
Some  aflc  more  time,  by  curious  art  diftill'd- 
Some  hearts,  in  fecrct  heard,  unapt  to  melt. 
Struck  by  the  magic  of  the  public  eye. 
Like  Mofes'  fmitten  rock,  gufh  out  amain. 
Some  weep  to  fliare  the  fate  of  the  deceas'd, 
So  high  in  merit,  and  to  them  fo  dear. 
They  dwell  on  praifes,which  they  think  they  fharcj 
And  thus,  without  a  blufli,  commend  themfelves. 
Some  mourn,  in  proof,  that  fomething  they  couli 

love : 
They  weep  not  to  relieve  their  grief,  butTZaw. 
Some  weep  in  perfeft  juftice  to  the  dead, 
As  confcious  all  their  love  is  in  arrear. 
Some  mifchievoufly  weep,  not  unappriz'd. 
Tears,  fometimes,  aid  the  conqueft  of  an  ey«. 
With  what  addrefs  the  foft  Ephefians  draw 
Their  fable  net- work  o'er  entangled  hearts  ! 
As  feen  through  cryftal,  how  their  rofes  glow. 
While  lif[iiid pearl  runs  trickling  down  their  check  J 
Of  her's  not  prouder  Egypt's  wanton  queen, 
Caroufing  gems,  herfelf  difTolv'd  in  love. 
Sume  weep  at  death,  abtlraded  from  the  deaJ, 
And  celebrate,  like  Charles,  their  own  deceafc. 
By  kind  conftrudlion  fome  2,xcdecm'd  to  weep, 
Becaufe  a  decent  veil  conceals  their  joy, 
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Deathlefs  ?  far  from  it !  fucB  are  dead  already  ; 
Their  hearts  are  bury'd,  and  the  world  their  grave. 

Tell  mc,  fome  god  !  my  guardian  angel !  tell. 
What  thus  infatuates  ?  what  enchantment  plants 
The  phantom  of  an  age  'twixt  us  and  death 
Already  at  the  door  ?   He  knocks,  we  hear, 
And  yet  we  will  not  hear.      What  mail  defends 
Our  untouch'd  hearts  ?  What  miracle  turns  off 
The  pointed   thought,  which   from   a   thoufand 
quivers 


Some  weep  in  carneft,  and  yet  weep  in  vain; 
As  deep  in  indifcrecion,  as  in  v/oe. 
Fajfion,  blind  paflion  !  impotcntly  pours 
Tears,  that  deferve  more  tears  ;  while  reafon  fleeps; 
Or  gazes  like  an  idiot,  unconcern'd  ; 
Nor  comprehends  the  meaning  of  the  ftorm  ; 
Knows  not  it  fpeaks  to  her,  and  her  alone. 
Irrationals  all  forrow  are  beneath. 
That  noble  gift !  that  privilege  of  man  ! 
Vxom.  forro-w' s  pang,  the  birth  of  endlefs  joy. 
But  thefe  are  barren  of  that  birth  divine  : 
They  weep  ia-pctuous,  as  the  fummer  ftorm. 
And  full  as  fhort  I  The  cruel  ^ri^/" foon  tam'd, 
They  make  a  paftime  of  the  flinglefs  tale  ; 
Far  as  the  deep  refounding  knell,  they  fpread 
The  dreadful  news,  %  ,d  hardly  feel  it  more. 
No  grain  of  tvifdaw  p  lys  them  for  their  v-'oe. 

Half-round  the   globe,  the  tears  pump'd  up  by 
death 
Are  fpent  in  watering  vanities  of  life  ; 
In  makingyi/Zy  flourifli  ftill  more  fair, 
When  the  lick  foul,  her  wonted  ftay  withdrawn, 
Reclines  on  earth,  and  forrows  in  the  duft ; 
Inftead  of  learning,  thers,  her  true/upport. 
Though  there  thrown  down  her  true  fupport  to 

learn. 
Without  heaven's  aid,  impatient  to  be  blcft, 
She  crawls  to  the  next  Ihrub,  or  bramble  vile. 
Though  from  the  ftately  cedar's  arms  ftie  fell ; 
With  ftale,  forfworn  embraces,  clings  anew, 
The  ftranger  weds,  and  bloffoms,  as  before, 
In  all  the  fruitlefs  fopperies  of  life  : 
Prefents  her  iveed,  well  fancy'd,  at  the  ball. 
And  raffles  for  the  deaths  head  on  the  ring. 

So  wept  Aurelia,  till  the  deftin'd  youth 
Stept  in,  with  his  receipt  for  making  fmiles, 
And  blanching  fables  into  bridal  bloom. 
So  wept  Lorenzo  fair  Clariiifa's  fate  ; 
Who  gave  that  angel  boy,  on  whom  he  doats; 
And  dy'd  to  give  him,  orphan'd  in  his  birth  \ 
Not  fuch,  NarciiTa,  my  diftrefs  for  thee. 
I'll  make  an  altar  of  thy  facred  tomb, 
To  facrifice  to  wifdom.     What  waft  thou  ? 
"  T'oung, gay,  2SiA  fortunate  P'  Each  yields  a  theme. 
I'll  dwell  on  each,  to  fhun  thought  more  fevere ; 
(Heaven  knows  I  labour  with  feverer  ftill :) 
I'll  dwell  on  each,  and  quite  exhauft  thy  death. 
A  foul  without  refledtion,  like  a  pile 
Without  inhabitant,  to  ruin  runs. 

And,  firft,  thy  youth.  What  fays  it  to  gray  hairs ! 
Narciffa,  I'm  become  thy  pupil  no-w — 
Early,  bright,  tranfient,  chafte.as  morning  dew, 
She  fparlded,  was  exhal'd,  and  went  to  Iieaven. 
7:me  on  this  head  has  fnow'd  ;  yet  ftill  'tis  borne 
Aloft ;  nor  thinks  but  on  another''s  grave. 
Cover'd  with  fliame  I  fpeak  it,  age  fevere 
Old  worn-out  vice  fets  down  for  virtue  fair ; 
With  gracelefs  gravity,  chaftifing  youth. 
That  youth  challis'd  furpafling  in  a  fault, 
Father  of  all,forgetfulnefs  of  death  : 
As  if,  like  objedls  prefiltig  on  the  fight. 
Death  had  advanc'd  too  near  us  to  be  feen  : 
Or,  that  life's  loan  time  ripen'd  into  right ; 
And  men  might  plead  prcfcription  from  the  grave; 
Beathlefsj  from  repetition  of  reprieve. 


Is  daily  darted,  and  is  daily  fliunn'd  ? 

We  ftand,  as  in  a  battle,  throngs  on  throngs 

Around  us  falling;  wounded  oft  ourfelves; 

Though  bleeding  with  our  wounds,  immortal  ftill  I 

We  fee  time's  furrows  on  another's  brow. 

And  death  entrench'd,  preparing  his  afiault ; 

How  few  themfelves  in  that  juft  mirror  fee  '. 

Or,  feeing,  draw  their  inference  as  ftrong  ! 

There  death  is  certain ;   doubtful  here  :  he  mujf, 

And/oon  ;  we  ffiay,  within  an  age,  expire. 

Though  gray  our  heads,  our  thoughts  and  aims 
are  green; 

Like  damag'd  clocks,  whofe  hand  and  bell  diffent; 

Folly  fings  fix,  while  nature  points  at  twelve. 
Abfurd  longevity  !  More,  more,  it  cries  : 

More  life,  more  wealth,  more  trafti  of  every  kind. 

And  wherefore  mad  for  more,  when  relifli  fails  i 

OhjeSi,  and  appetite,  muft  club  for  joy; 

Shall/«//y  labour  hard  to  mend  the  bow. 

Baubles,  I  mean,  that  ftrike  us  from  iviihouf. 

While  nature  is  relaxing  every  ftring  ? 

Afk  thought  for  joy ;  grow  rich,  and  hoard  'within. 
Think  you  the  foul,  when  this  life's  rattles  ceafe, 
Has  nothing  of  more  manly  to  fucceed  ? 
ContraiSlthe  tafte  immortal;  learn  ev'n  now 
To  relifti  what  alone  fublifts  hereafter. 
Divine,  or  none,  henceforth  your  joys  for  ever. 
Of  age  the  glory  is,  to  iviji  to  die. 
I  That  wifh  is  prai/i,  and  promife ;  it  applauds 
Paft  life,  and  promifes  our  future  blifs. 
What  weaknefs  fee  not  childrea  in  their  fires  2 
Grand-climadterical  abfurdities ! 
Gray-hair'd  authority,  to  faults  of  youth. 
How  fhocking  :  it  makes  fully  thrice  a  fool ; 
And  our  firft  childhood  might  our  laft  defpife. 
Peace  and  ejleem  is  all  that  age  can  hope. 
Nothing  but  lyj/o'ow  gives  the^>y?;  the  lujl^  ! 

Nothing,  but  the  repute  of  being  tvi/e. 
Folly  bars  both  ;  our  age  is  quite  undone. 

What  folly  can  be  ranker  i  Like  our  fliadows, 
Our  wifties  lengthen,  as  our  fun  declines. 
No  wifh  ftiould  loiter,  f^fn,  this  fide  the  grave. 
Our  hearts  Ihould  leave  the  world,  before  the  knel^ 
Calls  for  our  carcafes  to  mend  the  foil. 
Enough  to  live  in  tempeft,  die  in  port ; 
.Age  fticiuld  fly  concourfe,  cover  in  retreat 
Defedls  o{ Judgment ;  and  the  -will  fubdue  ; 
Walk  thoughtful  on  the  filent,  folemn  ftiorc 
Of  that  vail  ocean  it  muft  fail  fo  foon  ; 
And  put  good-ivorks  on  board  ;  and  wait  the  win4 
That  ftiortly  blows  us  into  worlds  unknown ; 
If  unconJider''d  too,  a  dreadful  fcene  ' 

All  Ihould  be  prophets  to  themfelves ;  forefee 
Their  future  fate  ;  their  future  fate  foretafte  j 
This  art  Vi'ould  wafte  the  bitterness  of  death 
I  iij 
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The  tlmiglt  of  death  alone,  ihe  fear  dcflroys. 
A  difaflcdlion  to  fhac  prtcious  thought 
Is  more  than  midriight  darknefs  on  the  foul, 
"Which  fleeps  beneath  it.  on  zprectpicc, 
Piiff'd  off  by  ttc  firft  bhi1:,  and  loft  tor  ever. 

Dofl  aflc,  Lorenzo,  why  fo  warmly  preft, 
By  repc'ition  hainmer'd  on  thine  ear,  [chine, 

The  thought  of  death  ?  That  thought  is  the   nia- 
The  grand  niachine  1  that  heaves  us  from  the  duf>, 
And  rears  us  into  men    That  thought,  ply  "d  houie, 
Will  foon  reduce  the  ghaftly  precipice 
O'er-han^ing  heil,  will  fofccn  the  defcent, 
And  gently  Hope  our  pafiage  to  the  grave; 
How  warmly  to  he  wifli'd  1    What  heart  of  flcfli 
Would  tritlc  with  tremendous  ?  dare  extremes  ? 
Yawn  o'er  the  fate  of  infinite  ?  Wjiat  hand, 
Beyond  the  l)lackeft  brand  of  cenfure  bold, 
(■)  o  I'ptak  a  language  too  ivell  known  to  thee) 
WouLi  at  a  moment  give  its  all  to  chance, 
ATi6J}ttmf  the  die  for  an  eternity  ? 

Aid  me,  Narciffa  .   aid  rr.e  to  keep  pace 
With  dcjliny  i   and  ere  her  iciffars  cut 
My  thread  of  life,  to  break  this  tougher  thread 
Of  moral  death,  that  ties  me  to  the  world. 
Stmg  thou  my  flnnibenng  reafw  to  fend  forth 
A  thought  of  obfervation  on  the  foe; 
To  fally  ;  and  furvey  the  rapid  march 
Of  his  ten  thoufancj  rnefflngers  to  man  ; 
Who   Jchu-like.behintl  him  turns  them  all. 
All  accrJi.nt  apart,  by  nature  fign'd. 
My  warrant  is  gone  out,  though  dormant  yet; 
Perhaps  behird  one  moment  iurks  my  fate. 

Mull  1  xhen  foriiiaid  Oi\\y  look  for  death.' 
£acLxvarJ  I  turn  mine  eye,  and  find  him  there. 
Man  i"  a  felf-furvivor  every  year. 
Man,  like  a  flream,  is  in  perpetual  flow. 
Death's  a  deflrtytr  of  quotidian  prey. 
My  youtb,  my  noontide^  his  ,    my  i/ffterday  ; 
The  bold  invader  fhares  the  prcfeut  hour. 
Each  moment  ;n  the  former  fhut=  the  grave. 
Whilu  man  is  growing,  life  is  in  decreafe  ; 
And  cradles  rock  us  nearer  to  the  tomb, 
pur  birth,  is  nothing  but  our  death  begun  ; 
As  tapers  wafte  that  inftam  they  take  fire. 

Sballwe  then  fear,  iefl  that  fliouiJ  come  to  paf?, 
Which  comes  to  pal's  each  moment  of  our  lives  ? 
If  fear  we  niuft,  let  that  death  turn  us  pale, 
Which  murders/V<7i'^/i  and  ardour  ;  what  remains 
Should  rather  call  <  n  death,  than  dread  liis  call. 
Ye  partners  of  my  fault,  and  my  decline  ! 
Thoughtlefs  of  death,  but  when  your  neighbour's 

knell 
^Rude  vifitant !)  knocks  hard  at  your  dull  fenfe, 
And  with  its  thunder  Icarce  obtains  your  ear  ! 
JBe  death  your  theme,  in  every  place  and  hour ; 
Nor  lofiger  want,  ye  monumental  fires  1 
A  brother  tomb  to  tell  you  ye  fliall  die. 
That  death  you  dread  (fo  great  is  nature's  fkill) 
Know,  you  Ihall  court  before  you  fliall  enjoy. 

But  you  are  learn'd  ;  in  volumes,  deep  you  fit; 
In  wifdom  fhallow  :  p  :mpous ignorance! 
Would  you  be  ftil.  moe  learned  than  the  leartt'd.' 
Learn  well  to  i<;.ow   how    much   need   not   be 

known, 
^nd  what  that  hnoxuJedg:^  wliich  impairs  yowr  fexfc- 


Onv  needful  knowledge,  like  rur  needful  food^ 

Unhedg'd,  lies  open  in  life's  common  field ; 

And  bids  all  welcome  to  the  vital  fcaft. 

You  fccrn  what  lies  before  you  in  the  page 

Ol  nature,  and  experience,  moral  truth; 

Of  indifpenfable,  eternal  fruit ; 

Fruit,  on  which  mortals  feeding,  turn  to  rods  ; 

And  dive  in  fcience  for  diftinguifh'd  names, 

Diflioneft  fomentation  of  your  pride  ; 

Sinking  in  virtue,  as  you  rife  in  fame. 

Your  learning,  like  the  lunar  beam,  affords 

Light,  but  not  heat;  it  leaves  you  undevout, 

Frozen  at  heart,  while  fpeculation  (hines. 

Awake,  ye  curious  indagators!  fond 

Of  knowing  all,  but  what  avails  you  known. 

If  you  would  learn  deatVt  charaUer,  attend. 

All  caRs  of  condui5b,  all  degrees  of  health. 

All  dies  of  fortune,  and  all  dates  of  age. 

Together  fhook  in  his  impartial  urn, 

Come  forth  at  random  :   or,  if  choice  is  made, 

'1  he  choice  is  quite  farcajli^,  and  infulcs 

All  bold  conjecture,  ani,'.  fond  hopes  of  man. 

What  countlels  multitudes  not  only  lefive. 

But  deeply  difappoint  us,  by  their  deaths  I 

Though  great  our  forrow,  greater  our  furprife. 

Like  otlier  tyrants,  a'ta/i  delights  to  fmite, 
What,  fmitten,moft  proclaims  the  pride  of  power. 
And  arbitrary  nod.      His  joy  fuprcme. 
To  bid  the  wretch  furvive  the  fortunate; 
The  feeble  wrap  th'  athktic  in  hi?  fliroud ; 
And  weeping  fathers  build  their  chiidrens  tomb  : 
Me  thine,  Narciffa  ; — What  though  Ihort  thydatej 
J'  irtue^  not  rolling  fans,  the  mind  matures. 
Tliat  life  is  long,  which  anfwers  life's  great  end. 
The  time  tliat  bears  no  fruit,  deferves  no  name  j 
The  man  of  wifdom  is  the  man  of  years. 
In  hoary  youth  Methufalems  may  die ; 
O  how  r.'ifJaied  on  their  fiatterirg  tombs ! 

Narcifla's  joH.'Zi  has  letftur'd  me  thus  far. 
And  can  htv  gaiety  give  counfel  too  ? 
That,  like  the  Jews  fam'd  oracle  of  gems. 
Sparkles  inflruition  ;  fuch  as  throws  new  light. 
And  opens  more  the  charaEldr  nf  death  ; 
Ill-known  to  thee,  Lorenzo  !   T^his  thy  vaunt : 
"   Give  death  his  due,  the  wretched,  and  the  old} 
"  Flv'n  let  him  fweep  bis  rubbilh  to  the  grave ;   ' 
"  Let  him  not  violate  kind  nature's  laws, 
"   But  own  man  born  to  ii-ve  as  well  as  die.^^ 
Wretched  and  old  thou  giv'fl  him  ;  young  and  ffov 
He  takes;   zr\A  plunder  is  a  tyrant's  joy, 
Whar  if  1  prove,  "  That  farthed  from  the  fear, 
"  Are  often  neareft  to  the Jlroic  of  fate  ?" 

All,  more  than  common,  menaces  an  end. 
A  blaze  betokens  brevity  of  life : 
As  if  bright  embers  fhould  emit  a  flame, 
Glad  Ipirits  fparkled  from  NarcilTa's  eye. 
And  made  youth  younger,  and  taught  life  to  live. 
As  nature's  oppcfites  wage  cndlcfs  war, 
I'or  this  offence,  as  trcafon  to  the  deep 
Inviolable  (lupor  of  his  rclgn, 
Where ////?,  and  turbulent  ambition,  flecp, 
Death  took  fwift  vengeance.     As  he  life  detefis. 
More  life  is  fiill  more  odious  ;  and,  reduc'd 
By  corqucft,  aggrandizes  more  his  power. 
But  'Lfherefire  aggrandiz'd  .'  By  heaven's  decrcCj ' 
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To  plant  the  fsmi  on  her  eternal  guard, 

In  awful  expe(3;ation  of  our  end.  \fa 

Thus  runs  death's  dread  commiffion  :  "  Strike,  But 

"  As  mofl  alarms  the  living  by  the  dead." 

l^tViC^ Jlratagem  delights  him,  BMCifurprife, 

And  cruel  fport  with  man's  fecurities. 

Not  fimple  conqueft,  triumph  is  his  aim  ;     [moft. 

And,  where  leaft  fear'd,  there  conqueft  triumphs 

This  proves  my  bold  afl'ertion  not  too  bold. 

What  are  bis  arts  to  lay  our  fears  aflcep  ? 
Tiberian  arts  his  purpofes  wrap  up 
In  deep  difiimulation's  darkeft  night. 
Like  princes  unconfeft  in  foreign  courts. 
Who  travel  under  cover,  death  affumes 
The  name  and  look  of  life,  and  dwells  among  us. 
He  takes  all  ftiapes  that  ferve  his  black  defigns  : 
Though  mafter  of  a  wider  empire  far 
Than  that  o'er  which  the  Roman  eagle  ilew. 
Like  Nero,  he's  a  fidler,  charioteer, 
Or  drives  his  phaeton,  in  female  guife ; 
Quite  unfufpefled,  till,  the  wheel  beneath. 
His  difarray'd  oblation  he  devours. 

Pie  moft  afFedts  the  forms  leaft  like  himfelf, 
His  flender  felf.     Hence  burly  corpulence 
In  his  familiar  wear,  and  fleeic  difguife. 
Behind  the  rofy  bloom  he  loves  to  lurk, 
Or  ambufh  in  a  fmile ;  or  wanton  dive 
In  dimples  deep  ;  love's  eddies,  which  draw  in 
Unwary  hearts,  and  fink  them  in  defpair. 
Such,  on  Narcifla's  couch  he  loiter'd  long 
Unknown  ;  and,  when  detected,  ftill  was  feen 
To  fmile ;  fuch  peace  has  innocence  in  death  I 
l^'ioil  happy  they  !  whom  leaft  his  arts  deceive. 
One  eye  on  death,  and  one  full  fix'd  on  heaven. 
Becomes  a  mortal,  and  immortal  man. 
Long  on  his  wiles  a  piqu'd  and  jealous  fpy, 
I've  feen,  or  dreamt  I  faw,  the  tyrant  drefs  ; 
Lay  by  hi»  horrors,  and  put  on  his  fmiles. 
Say,  mufe,  for  thou  remember'ft,  call  it  back, 
And  ftiow  Lorenzo  the  furprifing  fcenc ; 
If  'twas  a  dream,  his  genius  can  explain. 

'Twas  in  a  circle  of  the.  gay, I  flood. 
Death  would  have  enter'd  ;  nature  pufti'd  him  back  ; 
Supported  by  a  do(5lor  of  renown, 
His  point  he  gain'd.     Then  artfully  difmifi 
The  fage;  for  death  defign'd  to  be  conceal'd. 
He  gave  an  old  vivacious  ufurer 
His  meagre  afpedl,  and  his  naked  bones  ; 
In  gratitude  for  plumping  up  his  prey, 
A  Y'^m^tr'dfpcridthrift :  whofe  fantuliic  air, 
"Well-fafhion'd  figure,  and  cockaded  brow. 
He  took  in  change,  and  underneath  the  pride 
Of  collly  linen,  tuck'd  his  filthy  fliroud. 
His  crooked  bow  he  ftraiten'd  to  a  cane  ; 
And  hid  his  deadly  fhafts  in  Myra's  eye. 

1  he  dreadful  mafquerader,  thus  equipt, 
Out-fallies  on  adventures.    Aik  you  where  ? 
'Where  is  he  not .'  For  his  peculiar  haunts. 
Let  ibis  fufHce  ;  fure  as  night  follows  day. 
Heath  treads  in  fleafure  s  footfteps  round  the  world ; 
■When  pleafure  treads  the  path,  which  reafun  Ihuns. 
■V/hen,  againfc  reafon,  riot  fhuts  the  door. 
And  gaiety  fuppiies  the  place  aifenfe. 
Then,  foremoft  at  the  banquet  and  the  ball, 
i)tuth  leads  the  dance,  or  flumps  the  deadly  die  ; 


Nor  ever  fails  the  midnight  howl  to  crown. 
Gaily  caroufing  to  his  gay  compeers, 
Inly  he  laughs,  to  fee  thsm  laugh  at  him. 
As  abfent  far  :  and  when  the  revel  burns, 
When y>ar  is  banifh'd.and  triumphant  thought, 
Calling  for  all  the  joys  beneath  the  moon, 
Againfl  him  turns  the  key ;  and  bids  him  fup 
With  their  progenitors — He  drops  his  maflc; 
Frowns  out  at  full ;  they  ftart,  defpair,  expire. 

Scarce  with  more  fudden  terror  and  furprife, 
From  his  black  mafk  of  nitre,  touch'd  by  fire. 
He  burfls,  expands,  roars,  blazes,  and  dGVOurs. 
And  is  not  this  triumphant  treachery. 
And  more  than  fimple  conqueji,  in  the  fiend  ? 

And  now,  Lorenzo,  doll  thou  wrap  thy  foul 
In  fofc  fecurity,  becaufe  unknown 
Which  moment  is  commiflion'd  to  deftroy  J 
In  death's  uncertainty  thy  danger  lies. 
Is  death  uncertain  ?  Therefore  thou  be  fit ; 
Fixt  as  a  centinel,  all  eye,  all  ear. 
All  expecflation  of  the  coming  foe. 
Roufe,  fland  in  arms^  nor  lean  againft  thy  fpear; 
Left  ilumber  ftcal  one  moment  o'er  thy  foul, 
And  fate  furprife  thee  nodding.  Watch,  be  ftrong; 
Thus  give  each  day  the  merit,  and  renown. 
Of  dymg  well;  though  doom'd  but  once  to  die. 
Nor  let  life's  period  hidden  (as  from  moft) 
Hide  too  from  thee  the  precious  uji  of  life. 

Early,  not  fudden,  was  NarcilTa's  fate. 
Soon,  not  furprifing,  death  his  vifit  paid. 
Her  thought  went  forth  to  meet  him  on  his  way, 
Hor  giiidty  forgot  it  was  to  die  ; 
Though  frtune  too  (our  third  and  final  theme), 
As  an  accomplice,  play'd  her  gaudy  plumes. 
And  every  glittering  gewgaw,  on  her  fight, 
To  dazzle,  and  debauch  it  from  its  mark. 
Death's  dreadful  advent  is  the  mark  of  man; 
And  every  thought  that  miffes  it,  is  blind, 
iortune,  with  youth  and  gaiety,  cosjfpir'd 
To  weave  a  triple  wreath  of  happinefs 
(If  happinefs  on  earth)  to  crown  her  brow. 
And  could  death  charge  through  fuch  a  fhining 
fhield  ? 

That  fhining  Ihield  invites  the  tyrant's  fpear. 
As  if  to  damp  pur  elevated  aims. 
And  ftrongly  preach  humility  to  man. 
O  how  portentous  is  profperity  ! 
How,  comet-like,  it  threaians,  while  it  fhines  ! 
Few  years  but  yield  us  proof  of  death's  ambition. 
To  cull  his  victims  from  the  faireft  fold, 
And  fheath  his  fhafts  in  all  the  pride  of  life. 
When  flooded  with  abundance,  purpled  o'er 
With  recent  honours,  bloom'd  with  every  blifg, 
Set  up  in  oftentation,  made  the  gaze. 
The  gaudy  centre,  of  the  pubhc  eye. 
When  fortune  thus  has  tofs'd  her  child  in  air, 
Snatcht  from  the  covert  of  an  humble  ftate, 
How  often  have  I  feen  him  dropt  at  once, 
Our  morning's  envy  !  and  our  evening's  figh  1 
As  if  her  bounties  were  the  fignal  given. 
The  fiowery  wreathe  to  mark  the  facrifice, 
And  call  death's  arrows  on  the  deftin'd  prey. 

High  fortune  feems  in  cruel  league  vi'iihfats. 
Afk  you  for  what  ?  To  give  his  war  on  man 
The  deeper  dread,  and  more  illuftri*us  Ipoil ; 
F  iiij 
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Thus  to  keep  daring  mortals  more  in  awe. 
And  burns  Lorenzo  ftill  for  the  fublime 
Of  Hfe  ?  To  hanjj  his  airy  neft  on  hi^h. 
On  the  flight  timber  of  the  topmoft  bnugh, 
Rockt  at  each  beeeze,  and  menacing  a  fall  ? 
Granting  grim  death  at  equal  diftance  there  ; 
"Yttpeari  begins  juft  where  ambition  end'. 
What  makes  man  wretched  ?  Happincfs  denyd? 
Lorenzo  1  no  :  'Tis  happintfs  d'tfdaind. 
She  comes  too  meanly  dreft  to  win  our  fmile  ; 
And  calls  htTicM content,  a  homely  name! 
Our  flame  is  tranfport,  and  content  our  fcorn. 
jimbition  turns,  and  ftiuts  the  door  againft  lier, 
And  weds  a  toil,  a  tempejl,  in  her  Head  ; 
A  tempejl  to  warm  tranfport  near  of  kin. 
"Unknowing  what  opr  mortal  ftate  admits, 
Life's  modeft  joys  we  ruin,  while  we  raife  ; 
And  all  our  ecftafies  are  wounds  to  peace; 
JPeace,  the  full  portion  of  mankind  below. 

And  fince  thy  peace  is  dear,  ambitious  youth  ! 
Of  fortune  fond  !  a-s  thotightlefs  of  thy  fate! 
As  late  I  drew  death's  pidure,  to  ftir  up 
Thy  wholefome  fears ;  now,  drawn  in  contraft,  fee 
Gi.-^  fortune  s,  thy  vain  hope's  to  reprimand. 
See,  high  in  air  the  fportive  goddefs  hangs, 
Uftlocksher  calket,  fpreads  her  glittering  ware, 
And  calls  the  giddy  winds  to  puff  abroad 
Her  random  bounties  o'er  the  gaping  throng. 
All  rufti  rapacious;  friends  o'er  trodden  friends; 
Rons  o'er  their  fathers,  fubjetSs  o'er  their  kings, 
J'riefts  o'er  their  gods,  and  lovers  o'er  the  fair, 
Instill  more  ador'd)  to  fnatch  the  golden  fliower. 

Gold  glitters  moft,  where  virtue  fliines  no  more  ; 
As  flars  from  abf:nt  funs  have  leave  to  Ihine. 
P  what  a  precious  pack  of  votaries 
TLJiikennel'd  from  the  prifons,  and  the  flews, 
JPour  in,  all  opening  in  their  idol'f  praife; 
All,  ardent,  eye  each  wafture  of  her  band, 
And,  wide-expanding  their  voracious  jaws, 
^orfel  on  morfel  fwallow  down  unchew'd, 
tJntafted,  through  mad  appetite  for  more  ; 
fcorg'd  to  the  throat,  yet  lean  and  ravenous  flill. 
Sagacious  all,  to  trace  the  fmalleft  game. 
And  bold  to  feize  the  grcateft.  If  (blefl  chance  I) 
(Court  zephyrs  fweetly  breathe,  they  launch,  they 

p'cr  juft,  o'er  facred,  all-forbidden  ground, 
Drunk  with  the  burning  fcent  of  place  or  power, 
Vtaunch  to  the  foot  of  lucre,  till  they  die. 

Or,  if  for  men  you  take  them,  as  I  mark 
Their  manners,  thou  their  various  fates  furvey. 
With  aim  mif  meafui'd,and  impetuous  fpeed. 
Some  darting,  ftrike  their  ardent  wifli  far  off, 
Through  fury  to  poflefs  it  :    Same  fucceed, 
But  ftunible,  and  let  fall  the  taken  prize. 
From   ome,  by  fudden  blafts,  'tis  whirl'd  away. 
And  lodg'd  in  bofoms  that  ne'er  dreamt  of  gain. 
To/omek  fticks  fo  clofe,  that,  when  torn  oft, 
Torn  is  the  man,  and  mortal  is  the  wound. 
Some,  o'er-enamour  d  of  their  bags,  run  mad, 
Croat!  under  gold,  yet  weep  for  want  of  bread, 
^'ojietherfume  (ur.happy  rivals  !)  feize. 
And  itnd  abundance  into  poverty  ; 
Loud  croaks  the  raven  of  the  law,  and  fmiles  : 
Sfpiies  too  the  goddefs ;  but  fmiles  ajoft  at  thofe, 


(Juft  vidlims  of  exhorbitant  defire  !) 

VVho  pcrifh  at  their  own  requcft,  and  whelm'd 

Beneath  her  load  of  lavifh  grants,  expire. 

Fortune  is  famous  for  her  numbers  flain, 

The  number  fmall,  which  happinefs  can  bear. 

Though  •various  for  a  while  their  fates  ;  at  laft 

One  curfe  involves  them  all  :   at  death's  approach. 

All  read  their  riches  backward  into  lofs, 

And  mourn,  in  juft  proportion  to  their  ftore. 

And  death's  approach  (if  orthodox  my  fong) 
Is  haften'd  by  the  lure  o{firiune\  fmiles. 
And  art  thou  ftill  a  glutton  of  bright  gold? 
And  art  thou  ftili  rapacious  of  thy  ruin  ? 
Death  loves  a  fliining  mark,  a  fignal  blow  ; 
A  blow,  which  while  it  executes,  alarms  ; 
And  ftartles  thoufands  with  a  fingle  fall. 
As  when  fome  ftately  growth  of  oak,  or  pine. 
Which  nods  aloft,  and  proudly  fpreads  her  ftiade, 
The  fun's  defiance,  and  the  flock's  defence  ; 
By  the  ftrong  ftrokes  of  labouring  hinds  fubdued, 
Loud  groans  her  iall,  and,  ruftiing  from  her  height. 
In  cumbrous  ruin,  thunders  to  the  ground  : 
The  confcious  foreft  trembles  at  the  fhock. 
And  hill,  and  ftream,  and  diftant  dale  rel'ound. 

Thefe  high-aim'd  darts  oi death,  and  thcfe  alone, 
Should  I  collecft,  my  quiver  would  be  full. 
A  quiver,  which,  fufpended  in  mid  air. 
Or  near  heaven's  archer,  in  the  zodiac  hung, 
(So  could  it  be)y?iow/</draw  the  public  eye. 
The  g?.ze  and  contemplation  of  mankind  1 
A  conftellation  awful,  yet  benign, 
To  guide  t\\t  gay  through  life's  tempeftuous  wavej 
Nor  fuffer  them  to  ftrike  the  common  rock, 
"  From  greater  danger,  to  grow  more  fecure, 
"  And,  wrapt  in  happinefs,  forget  their  fate." 

Lyfander,  happy  paft  the  common  lot. 
Was  warn'd  of  danger,  but  t.oo  gay  to  fe^r. 
He  woo'd  the  fair  Afpafio :   fhe  was  kind  : 
In  youth,  form,  fortune,  fame,  they  both  werQ 

bleft: 
All  who  knew  envy'd  ;  yet  in  envy  lov'd  : 
Can  fancy  form  move  finiftit  happinefs  ? 
Fixt  was  the  nuptial  hour.  Her  ftately  dome 
Rofe  on  the  founding  b^ach.  The  glittering  fpircs 
Float  in  the  wave,  and  break  againft  the  ftiore : 
So  break  thofe  glittering  fhadows,  human  joys. 
The  faithlefs  morning  fmil'd  :  he  takes  his  leave, 
To  re-embrace,  in  ecftafies,  at  eve. 
The  rifing  ftorm  forbids.  The  news  arrives  : 
Untold,  fhe  faw  it  in  herfervant's  eye. 
She  felt  it  feen  (her  heart  was  apt  to  feel) ; 
And,  drown'd  witiiout  the  furious  ocean's  aid, 
In  fuffocating  forrows,  ftiares  his  tomb. 
Now,  round  the  fumptuous  bridal  monument, 
The  guilty  biilows  innocently  roar  ; 
And  the  rough  failor  pafling,  drops  a  tear. 
A  tear  ? — Can  tears  fuftice  ? — But  not  for  me. 
How  vain  our  efforts  !  and  our  arts  how  vain  I 
The  d'ljlant  train  of  thought  1  took  to  fhun, 
Ha>i  thrown  me  on  piy  fate — Thtfe  died  together  J 
Happy  in  ruin  !  undivorc'd  by  death  ! 
Or  ne'er  to  meet,  or  ne'er  to  part,  is  peace— 
Narcifla  !   Pity  bleeds  at  thought  of  thee. 
Yet  thou  waft  only  near  me  ;   iiot  myfelf. 

Survive  myjeij? — 'Ibat  curss  all  other  woe* 
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Narciffa  lives  ;  Philandir  is  forgot. 
O  the  foft  commerce  !   O  the  tender  ties, 
-Clofe-twifted  wirh  the  fibres  of  the  heart ! 
Which,  broken,  break  them  ;  and  drain  off  the  foul 
Of  human  joy  ;  and  make  it  pain  to  live — 
And  is  it  then  to  live  ?  Whcnfich  friends  part, 
'Tis  the  furvivor  dies— My  heart,  no  more. 

NIGHT  VI. 
THE  INFIDEL  RECLAIMED. 

IN  TWO  PARTS. 

Containing  the  Nature,  Proof,  and  Importance  of 
Jmmortalily. 


Wbtri,   among  other   things.    Glory,  and  Riches,  are 
particularly  confidered.  , 

TO  THE  mGHT  HONOURABLE  HENRY  PELHAM, 
FIRST  LORD  COMMISSIONER  OF  THE  TREA- 
SURET,  AND  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER. 

PREFACE. 

Few  ages  have  been  deeper  in  difpute  about  religi- 
on than  this.  The  difpute  about  religion,  and  the 
practice  of  it,  feldom  go  together.  The  fliofter, 
therefore,  the  difpute  the  better.  I  think  it  may 
be  reduced  to  this  fingle  quellion,  Is  man  immortal, 
«r  is  he  not  ?  If  be  is  not,  all  our  dil'putes  arc  mere 
amufements,  or  trials  of  Ikill.  In  this  cafe,  truth, 
reafon,  religion,  which  give  our  difcourfes  fuch  pomp 
and  folemnity,  are  (as  will  be  ftiown)  mere  empty 
found,  without  any  meaning  in  them.  But  if  man 
is  immortal,  it  will  behove  him  to  be  very  ferious 
about  eternal  confequcnces ;  or,  in  other  words,  to 
be  truly  religious.  And  this  great  fundamental 
truth,  uneftablilbed,  or  unawakened  in  the  minds 
of  men,  is,  I  conceive,  the  real  fource  and  fupport 
of  all  our  infidelity  ;  how  remote  foever  the  par- 
ticular objedions  advanced  may  fcem  to  be  from 
it. 

Senfthle  appearances  afieA  mod  men  much  more 
than  abjlra£i  reafonings ;  and  we  daily  fee  bodies 
drop  around  us,  but  tho- foul  is  invifible.  The 
power  which  inclination  has  over  the  Judgment,  is 
greater  than  can  be  conceived  by  thofe  that  have 
rot  had  an  experience  of  it ;  and  of  what  numbers 
is  it  the  fad  intereft  that  fouls  fhould  not  furvive  ! 
Theheathenworldconfefled,that  they  j-a^Ziifr  hoped, 
than  firmly  i^/ifwi  immortality  !  And  how  many 
heathens  have  we  ftill  amongft  us  I  The  facred 
page  affuresus,that  life  and  immortality  is  brought 
to  light  by  the  gofpel :  but  by  how  many  is  the 
gofpel  tejeiSled,  or  overlooked  !  From  thefe  confi- 
derations,  and  from  my  being,  accidentally,  privy 
to  the  fentiments  of  fome  particular  perfons,-! 
have  been  long  perfuaded  that  moft,  if  not  all 
our  infidels  (whatever  name  they  take,  and  what- 
ever ftheme,  for  argument's  fake,  and  to  keep 
themfelves  in  countenance,  they  patronize)  are 
fupported  in  their  deplorable  error,  by  fouie  donbt 


of  their  imn{ortality,  at  the  bottom.  And  I  am 
fatisficd,  that  men  once  thoroughly  convinced  of 
their  immorality,  are  not  far  from  being  Chriftians. 
For  it  is  hard  to  conceive,  that  a  man  fully  con- 
fcious  eternal  pain  or  happinefs  will  certainly  be 
his  lot,  fhould  not  earneftly,  and  impartially,  in- 
quire after  the  fureft  means  of  efcaping  one,  and 
fecuring  the  other.  And  of  fuch  an  earneft  and 
impartial  inquiry,  I  well  know  the  confequence. 

Here,  therefore,  in  proof  of  this  niofl  fundament- 
al truth,  fome  plain  arguments  are  offered  ;  argu- 
ments derived  from  principles  which  infidels  ad- 
mit in  common  with  believers  ;  arguments,  whicK 
appear  to  me  altogether  irreftible;  and  fuch  as  I 
am  fatisfied  will  have  great  weight  with  all  whi> 
give  themfelves  the  fmall  trouble  of  looking  feri- 
oufly  into  their  own  bofoms,  andof  obferving,  with 
any  tolerable  degree  of  attention,  what  daily  paffes 
round  about  them  in  the  world.  If  fome  argu- 
ments fiiali,  here,  occur,  which  others  have  declin* 
ed,  they  are  fubmitted,  with  all  deference,  to  bet- 
ter judgments  in  this,  of  all  points  the  mojl  impor- 
tant. For,  as  to  the  being  of  a  God,  that  is  nft 
longer  difputed  ;  but  it  is  indifputed  for-  this  rea- 
fon o/i/ji;  viz.  becaufe,  where  the  leaft  pretence  to 
reafon  is  admitted'  it  mull  for  ever  be  indifput- 
able.  And  of  confequence  no  man  can  be  betray- 
ed into  a  difpute  of  chat  nature  by  -vanity;  which, 
has  a  principal  fliare  in  animating  our  modern 
combatants  againil  other  articles  of  our  be- 
lief. 

She  *  (for  1  know  not  yet  her  name  in  heaven) 
Not  early,  like  Narciffa,  left  the  fcene ; 
Nor  fudden,  like  Philander.     What  avail  ? 
This  feeming  mitigation  but  inflames; 
This  fancy'd  medicine  heightens  the  difeafe. 
The  longer  known,  the  clofer  llill  fiie  grew; 
And  gradual  parting  is  a  gradual  death. 
'Tis  the  grim  tyrant's  engine,  which  extorts. 
By  tardy  preflure's  ftill  increafing  weight. 
From  hardeft  hearts,  confeflSon  of  diftrefs. 

O  the  long,  dark  approach  through  years  of 
pain. 
Death's  gallery  !   (might  I  dare  to  call  it  fo) 
With  difmal  douit,  and  fable  terror,  hung  : 
Sick  hopes,  pale  lamp  its  only  glimmermg  ray  : 
There,  fate  my  melancholy  walk  ordaiu'd, 
Forbidy^.y-Zo^'^  itfelf  to  flatter,  there. 
How  oi't  i  gaz'd,  prophetically  fad  ! 
How  oft  I  favv  her  dead,  while  yet  in  fmlles  ! 
In  fmiles  flic  funk  her  grief  to  leflcn  mine. 
Shefpoke  me  comfort,  and  increas'd  my  pain. 
Like  powerful  armies  tr  enching  at  a  town. 
By  flow,  and  filent,  but  refifljefs  fap. 
In  his  pale  progrefs  gently  gaining  ground. 
Death  urg'd  his  deadly  fiege;  in  fpite  of  art, 
Of  all  the  balmy  blellings  nature  lends 
To  fuccour  frail  humanity.     Ye  ftars  1 
(Not  ncwfr/l  made  familiar  to  my  fight) 
And  thou,  O  moon  I  bear  witnefs,  many  a  nighj 
Ha  tore  the  pillow  from  beneath  my  head, 
Ty'd  dawn  by  fore  attention  to  the  fliock. 


*  Seining  to  Night  V. 
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By  ccafelefs  depredations  on  a  life 

Dearer  than  that  he  left  mc.  Dreadful  poft 

Of  obfervation  !  darker  every  hour  ! 

Lefs  dread  the  day  that  drove  me  to  the  brink. 

And  pointed  at  eternity  below ; 

When  my  foul  (hudder'd  at  futurity  ; 

When,  a  moment's  point,  th'  important  die. 

Of  life  and  death  fpun  doubtful,  ere  it  fell, 

And  turn'd  up  life  ;  my  title  to  more  woe. 
But  why  more  woe  ?  More  cwmfort  let  it  be. 

Nothing  is  dead,  but  that  which  wifh'd  to  die  ; 

Nothing  is  dead,  but  wretchednefs  and  pain  ; 

Nothing  is  dead,  but  what  incumber'd,  gail'd, 

Block'd  up  the  pafs,  and  barr'd  from  rsal  life. 

Where  dwells  that  »i{h  moft  ardent  of  the  wife  ? 

Too  dark  the  fun  to  fee  it ;  higheft  (tars 

Too  low  to  reach  it ;  death,  great  death  alone, 

O'er  ftars  and  fun,  triumphant  lead  us  there. 
Nor  dreadful  our  tranfit'wn  ;  though  the  mind, 

An  artift  at  creating  felf-alarms, 

Rich  in  expedients  for  inquietude, 

Is  prone  to  paint  it  dreadful.  Who  can  take 

JDeatb's  portrait  true  ?  'Ihe  tyrant  never  fat. 

Our  flcetch  all  random  ftrokes,  conjefture  all ; 

Clofe  (huts  the  grave,  nor  tells  one  fingle  tale. 

Death,  and  his  image  rifing  in  the  brain, 

Sear  faint  refemblance;  never  are  alike; 

J^ear  ftiakes  the  pencil ;  /aitcy  loves  excefs ; 

Dark  ignorance  is  lavifii  of  her  fliades ; 

And  tbe/e  the  formidable  pi<Sture  draw.  [rife  ; 

But  grant  the  worft  ;  'tis  pall ;  new  profpe<5ls 

And  drop  a  veil  eternal  o'er  her  tomb. 

Far  other  views  our  contemplation  claim. 

Views  that  o'erpay  the  rigours  of  our  life ; 

Views  that  fufpend  our  agonies  in  death. 

Wrapt  in  the  thought  of  immortality. 

Wrapt  in  the  fmgle,  the  triumphant  thought  I 

Jjong  life  might  lapfe,  age  unperceiv'd  come  on  ; 

And  find  the  foul  unfated  with  her  theme. 

Its  nature, proof  ,  importance,  fire  my  fong. 

O  that  my  fong  could  emulate  my  foul ! 

Like  her  immortal.     No  ! — the  foul  difdains 

A  mark  fo  mean ;  far  nobler  hope  inflames; 
If  endlefs  ages  can  outweigh  an  hour, 

Let  not  the  laurel,  but  the  palm  infpire. 

Thy  nature,  immortality  !  who  knows  ? 
And  yet  who  knows  it  not  ?  It  is  but  life 
In  flronger  thread  of  brighter  colour  fpun. 
And  fpun  for  ever ;  dipt  by  cruel  fate 
In  Stygian  dye,  how  ilati,  how  brittle  here  ! 
How  fhort  our  correfpondence  with  the  fun '. 
And  while  it  lafls,  inglorious  1   Our  bed  deeds, 
How  wanting  in  their  weight !  Our  higheft  joys 
Small  cordials  to  fupport  us  in  our  pain. 
And  give  us  ftrength  to  fuffer.  But  hovt  great 
To  mingle  interefts,  converfe  amities, 
With  all  the  fons  of  reafon,  fcatter'd  wide 
Through  habitable  fpace,  wherever  born, 
Howe'er  endow'd  !     To  live  free  citizens 
Of  univerfal  nature  !     To  lay  hold 
By  more  than  feeble/I/;/.6'on  the  Svfreme  ! 
To  call  heaven's  rich  unfathomable  mines 
(Mines,  which  fupport  archangels  in  their  (late) 
Our  own  '.  to  rife  in  fcience,  as  in  blifs, 
Initiate  is  the  fecrets  of  the  Ikies  1 


To  read  creation  ;  read  its  mighty  plan 

In  the  bare  bofom  of  the  Deity  I 

The  plan,  and  execution,  to  collate  I 

To  fee,  before  each  glance  of  piercing  thought, 

All  cloud,  all  fnadow,  blown  remote  ;  and  leav«    , 

No  myftery — but  that  of  love  divine, 

Which  lifts  us  on  the  feraph's  flaming  wing, 

From  earth's  aceldama,  this  field  of  blood. 

Of  inward  anguilh,  and  of  outward  ill. 

From  darknefs,  and  from  duft,  to  fueb  a  fcene  ! 

Love's  element !  true  joy's  illuftrious  home; 

From  earth's  fad  contraft  (now  deplor'd)  more 

fair  1 
What  exquifite  viciflitude  of  fate  ! 
Blcft  abfolution  of  our  blackeft  hour  ! 

Lorenzo, thefearethoughtsthatmakeman  Man, 
The  wife  illumine,  aggrandize  the  great. 
How  great  (while  yet  we  tread  the  kindred  clod. 
And  every  moment  fear  to  fink  beneath 
The  clod  ve  tread ;  foon  trodden  by  our  fons) 
How  great,  in  the  wild  whirl  of  time's  purfuits, 
To  flop,  and  paufe,  involv'd  in  high  prelage, 
Through  the  long  vifto  of  a  thoufand  years. 
To  ftand  contemplating  our  diflant  felves. 
As  in  a  magnifying  mirrror  feen, 
Enlarg'd,  ennobled,  elevate,  divine  '. 
To  prophcfy  our  own  futurities  ; 
To  gaze  in  thought  on  what  all  thought  tranfcends! 
To  talk  with  fellow-candidates,  of  joys 
As  far  beyond  conception  as  defert, 
Ourfelves  th'  aftonilh'd  talkers  and  the  tale  ! 

Lorenzo,  fwells  thy  bofom  at  the  thought  ? 
The  fwell  becomes  thee :    'Tis  an  honeft  pride. 
Revere  thyfelf : — and  yet  thyfelf  defpife. 
His  nature  no  man  can  o'er-rate  ;  and  none 
Can  under-rate  his  merit.    Take  good  heed, 
Nor   be  thou  modeft,   where   thou   Ihould'ft  be 

proud; 
That  almoft  univerfal  error  Ibun. 
How  jtiji  our  pride,  when  we  behold //;«/>  heights! 
Not  thofe  amiiiian  paints  in  air,  but  thofe 
Reafon  points  out,  and  ardent  virtue  gains ; 
And  angels  emulate;  our  pride  how  juft  ! 
When   mount   we  ?     When  thefe  fliackles  caft  '. 

When  quit 
This  cell  of  the  creation  ?     This  fmall  neft. 
Stuck  in  a  corner  of  the  univerfe, 
Wrapt  up  in  fleecy  cloud,  and  fine-fpun  air  ? 
Fine-fpun  to  fenfe  ;  but  grofs  and  feculent 
To  fouls  celcftial ;  fouls  ordain'd  to  breathe 
Ambrofial  gales  and  drink  a  purer  Iky ; 
Greatly  triumphant  on  time''s  farther  fliorc, 
Where  mirtue  reigns,  enrich'd  with  full  arrears ; 
While  pomp  imperial  begs  an  alms  of  peace. 
In  empire  high,  or  in  proud  fcience  deep. 
Ye  born  of  earth  [  on  what  you  can  confer. 
With  half  the  dignity,  with  half  the  gain. 
The  guft,  the  glow  of  rational  delight. 
As  on  this  theme,  which  angels  praifc  and  fliare? 
Man's  fates  and  favours  are  a  theme  in  heaven. 

What  wretched  repetition  cloys  us  here  I 
What  periodic  potions  for  the  fick  ! 
Diftemper'd  bodies  :   and  difteir.per'd  minds! 
In  an  eternity,  what  fccnes  fliall  llrike  ! 
Adventures  thicken  1  novclticB  furprifc  I 
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"What  welis  of  wonder  fliall  unravel,  tLere  .' 
What  full  day  pour  on  all  the  paths  of  heaven ! 
And  light  th'  Almighty's  footfteps  in  the  deep, 
How  ftiall  the  blelTcd  day  of  our  difcharge 
Unwind,  at  once,  the  labyrinths  of  fate. 
And  ftraiten  its  inextricable  maze  '. 

If  inextinguifbable  thiill  in  man 
To  know  ;  how  rich,  how  full,  our  banquet  there, 
There,  not  the  tnorai  world  alone  unfolds ; 
The  world  material,  lately  feen  in  fhades, 
And,  in  thoie  (hades,  by  fragments  only  feen, 
And  feen  thnfe  fragments  by  the  labouring  eye, 
Unbroken,  then,  illuftrious  and  entire, 
Its  am;le  fphere,  its  univerfal  frame, 
In  full  dimenfions.  fwells  to  the  furvey; 
And  enters  at  one  glance,  the  ravifh'd  fight. 
From  fome  fuperior  point  (where,  who  can  tell  ? 
Suffice  it,  'tis  a  point  where  gods  refiJe) 
How  (hall  the  ftranger  man's  illumin'd  eye. 
In  the  vad  ocean  of  unbounded  fpace, 
Behold  an  infinite  of  floating  worlds 
Divide  the  ci-yftal  waves  of  ether  pure, 
In  endlefs  voyage,  without  port  \   The  leaji 
Of  thefe  difTeminated  orbs,  how  great ! 
Great  as  they  are,  what  numbers  thefe  furpafs, 
Huge,  as  leviathan,  to  that  fmall  race, 
Thofe  twinkling  multitudes  of  little  life, 
He  fvvallows  unperceiv'd  ?    Jlvpendous  thefe  ! 
Yet  what  are  thefe  ilupendous  to  the  luhok  '. 
As  particles,  as  atoms  ill  perceiv'd  ; 
As  circulating  globules  in  our  viens; 
So  vaft  the  plan      Fecundity  divine  ! 
Exuberant  fource  1   perhaps,  I  wrong  thee  flill. 

If  admiiation  is  a  fource  of  joy. 
What  tranfport  hence  ;  yet  this  the  leafl  in  heaven. 
Whr.t  this  to  that  illuflrious  robe  he  wears, 
Who  toll  this  mafs  of  wonders  from  his  hand, 
A  fpecimen,  an  earneft  of  his  power  ? 
'Tis  to  that  gUry,  whence  all  glory  flows, 
As  the  mead's  iiieanefl  floweret  to  the  fun, 
W  hich  gave  it  birth.   But  what,  this  fun  of  heav'n  ? 
This  blils  fuprcme  of  the  fupremely  biefl: .' 
Death,  only  death,  the  queftion  can  refolve. 
By  death,  cheap-bought  th'  ideas  of  our  joy  ; 
The  i^arr  ideasi  folid  happinefs 
So  diftant  from  its  fhadow  chas'd  beknv. 

And  chafe  we  {fill  the  phantom  through  the 
fire, 
O'er  bog,  and  brake,  and  precipice,  till  death? 
And  toil  we  ftill  for  fubluaary  pay  ? 
Defy  the  dangers  of  the  field  and  flood, 
Or,  fpider-like,  fpin  out  our  precious  all. 
Our  more  than  vitals  fpin  (if  no  regard 
To  great  futurity)  in  curious  webs 
Of  fabtle  thought,  and  exquifite  defign  ; 
(Fine  net- work  of  the  brain  !)  to  catch  a  fly  1 
The  momentary  buz  of  vain  renown  1 
A  name ;  a  mortal  immortality  ! 

Or  (meaner  flill !)  inflead  of  grafping  air 
For  fordid  lucre,  plunge  we  in  the  mire  ?        [gain, 
Drudge,  fweat,  through  every  fhame,  for  every 
For  vile  contaminating  trafli  ;  throw  up 
Our  hope  in  heaven,  our  dignity  with  man  ? 
And  deify  the  dirt  matur'd  to  gold  ? 
Arxliitk:',  avarice!  the  two  ducu.ons  thefe, 


Which  goad  through  every  flough  our  human  herd. 
Hard  travell'd  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave. 
How  low   the  wretches  floop ;    How  fteep  they 

climb  ! 
Thefe  damans  burn  mankind  ;  but  moft  poflefs 
Lorenzo's  bofom,  and  turn  out  the  fkies. 

Is  it  in  time  to  hide  eternity  ! 
And  why  not  in  an  atom  on  the  fhore 
To  cover  ocean  ?  or  a  mote,  the  fun  ? 
Glory  and  -wealth  .'  have  they  this  blinding  power? 
What  if  to  them  I  prove  Lorenzo  blind  ? 
Would  it  furprife  thee  ?   Be  thou  then  furpris'd  ; 
Thou  neither  know'fl :  their  nature  learn  from  me. 

Mark  well,  as  foreign  as  thefe  fuhjeSs  feem, 
What  dofe  conne(ftion  ties  them  to  my  theme. 
Firfl,  what  is  true  ambition  ?  The  purfuit 
Of  glory,  nothing  lefs  than  man  can  fliare. 
Were  they  as  vain  as  gaudy  minded  man, 
As  flatulent  with  fumes  of  felf-applaufe. 
Their  arts  and  conquefts  animals  might  boafl. 
And  claim  their  laurel  crowns  as  well  as  we  ; 
But  not  celefual.    Here  We  (land  alone  ; 
As  in  our  form  diftinft,  pre-eminent ; 
If  prone  in  thought,  our  flature  is  our  (hame  : 
And  man  fhouid  blufh,  his  forehead  meets  the  (kiegj 
The  'viJMe  and  prefent  are  for  brutes, 
A  flender  portion  .   and  a  narrow  bound  1 
Thefe  reafon,  with  an  energy  divine, 
O'erleaps;  and  claims  the  futur*  and  unfeen  s 
The  vaft  unfeen  !  the  future  fathomlefs ! 
When  the  great  foul  buoys  up  to  this  high  point, 
Leaving  grofs  nature's  fediments  below. 
Then,  and  then  only,  Adam's  offspring  quits 
The  fage  and  hero  of  the  fields  and  woods, 
AfTerts  his  rank,  and  rifes  into  man. 
This  is  ambition  :   this  is  human  fire. 

Can  farts  or  place  (two  bold  pretenders!)  make 
Lorenzo  great,  and  pluck  him  from  the  throng  \ 

Genius  and  art,  ambition's  boafted  wings, 
Our  boaft  but  ill  delerve.  A  feeble  aid  1 
Dedalian  enginery  !   If  thefe  alone 
Alfill.  our  flight,  fames  flight  \% glory  s  fall. 
Heart  merit  wanting,  mount  we  ne'er  fo  high. 
Our  height  is  but  the  gibbet  of  our  name. 
A  celebrated  wretch,  when  I  behold  ; 
When  I  behold  a  genius  bright  and  bafe. 
Of  towering  talents,  and  terreflrial  aims ; 
Methinks  1  fee,  as  thrown  from  her  high  fphere, 
The  glorious  fragments  of  a  foul  immortal, 
With  rubbifli  mix  d,  and  glittering  in  the  duft. 
Struck  at  the  fplendid,  melancholy  fight. 
At  once  compajfwn  foft,  and  envy  rife — 
But  wherefore  envy  ?  Talents  angel-bright. 
If  wanting  worth,  are  (hining  inftruments 
In  falfe  ambition's  hand,  to  finilh  faults 
Illuflrious,  and  give  infamy  renown. 

Great  ill  is  an  atchievment  of  great  poivers. 
Plain  fenfe  but  rarely  leads  us  far  aflray. 
Reafon  the  means,  affeiiions  caule  our  end ; 
Means  have  not  merit,  if  our  end  amifs. 
If  wrong  our  hearts,  our  heads  are  rigj|f  in  vain ; 
What  is  a  Pelham's.hcad,  to  Pelham'sheart  ? 
Hearts  are  proprietors  of  all  applaufe.  [wife 

Right  ends,  and  means,  make  wifdom :  Worldlv- 
Is  but  /;<j^-witted,  at  it»  highefl  praife, 
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Let  genius  then  defp air  to  make  thee  great ; 
Nor  RatiCT  f.ation :   What  is  ftatioD  high  ? 
•Tis  a  proud  mendicant;  it  boafts,  and  begs; 
It  begs  an  alms  of  homage  from  the  throng, 
And  oft  the  throng  denies  its  charity. 
Monarchs  and  minifters  are  awful  names; 
Whoever  wear  them,  challenge  our  devoir. 
Religion,  public  order,  bcth  exaA 
JExiernal  homage,  and  a  fupple  knee, 
To  beings  pompoufly  fet  up,  to  ferve 
The  meaneft  Have  ;  all  more  is  merit's  due, 
Me  facred  and  inviolable  right 
I4or  ever  paid  the  monarch,  but  the  man. 
Our  hearts  ne'er  bow  but  to  fuperior  ivortbt 
Kar  ever  fail  of  their  allegiance  there, 
fooli!,  indeed,  drop  the  w.an  in  their  account, 
And  vote  the  mantle  into  majefty. 
L,et  the /mall  fa-vage  boaft  his  filver  fur  ; 
His  royal  robe  unborrow'd,  and  unbought, 
His  »w/i,  defcending  fairly  from  his  fires. 
Shall  man  be  proud  to  wear  Lis  livery, 
And  fouls  in  ermin  fcom  a  foul  without  ? 
Can  fljce  or  lefTen  us,  or  aggrandize  ? 
Pygmies  are  pygmies  flill,  though  perch'd  on  Alps; 
And  pyramids  are  pyramids  in  vales. 
Tach  man  makes  his  own  flaturc,  builds  hinifelf : 
"Virtue  alone  outbuilds  the  pyramids  : 
Her  monuments  fhall  laft,  when  Egypt's  fall. 
Of  thcfe  fure  truths  deft  thou  demand  the  caufe  ? 
The  taufe  is  lodg'd  in  immortality. 
Jiear,  and  affent.     Thy  bofcm  burns  for  power  ; 
What  flation  charms  thee  ?  I'll  inflall  thee  there ; 
*Tis  thine.     And  art  thou  greater  than  before? 
Then  thou  before  waft  fomething  left  than  man. 
Has  thy  new  poft  betray'd  thee  into  pride  ? 
That  treacherous  pride  betrays  the  dignity  ; 
That  pride  defames  humanity,  and  calls 
The  being  mean,  which _y7<7^  or  Jlrings  can  raife. 
That  pride,  hke  hooded  hawks,  in  darknefs  foars, 
from  blindnefs  bold,  and  towering  to  the  ikies. 
'Tis  born  of  ignorance,  which  knows  not  man  ; 
An  angel's  fecond  ;  nor  his  fecond,  long. 
A  ]Scro  quitting  his  imperial  throne. 
And  courting  glory  from  the  tinkling  firing, 
But  faintly  (hadows  an  immortal  foul, 
With  empire's  felf,  to  pride,  or  rapture,  fir'd. 
If  nobler  motives  minifter  no  cure, 
£v'n  vanity  forbids  thee  to  be  vain. 

High  worth  is  elevated  place  :  'Tis  more ; 
It  makes  the  poft  Hand  candidate  for  thte; 
IVIakes  more  than  monarchs,  makes  an  honeft  man ; 
Though  no  exchequer  it  commands,  'tis  wealth  ; 
-And  though  it  wears  no  ribband^  'tis  renown  ; 
Renown,  that  would  net  quit  thee,  though  dif- 

grac'd, 
Nor  leave  thee  jendant  on  a  matter's  fmile. 
Oth^r  ambition  nature  interdi<fts  ; 
Nature  proclaims  it  moft  abfurd  in  man, 
By  pointing  at  his  origin,  and  end; 
Milk,  and  a  fwathe,  atjirjl,  his  whole  demand; 
His  whale  domain,  at  lajl,  a  turf,  or  ftone ; 
To  whom,  ietzveen,  a  world  may  feem  too  fmall. 

Souls  truly  great  dart  forward  on  the  wing 
Oi  juJI  ambition,  to  the  grand  rcfult, 
ri'he  iurtajftf  faU ;  titrf,  fee  (b^  buflsjii'd  cbief 


Unftiod  behind  this  momentary  fcene  ; 

Rcduc'd  to  his  own  ftature,  low  or  high. 

As  vice  or  virtue,  finks  him,  or  fublimes; 

And  bugh  at  this  fantaftic  mummery, 

This  antic  prelude  of  grotefque  events. 

Where  dwarfs  are  often  ftilted,  and  betray 

A  iittlcnefs  of  foul  by  worlds  o'er-run. 

And  nations  laid  in  blood.     Dread  facrifice 

To  Chrijiian  pride!  which  had  with  horror  ihock'd 

The  darkcft /xTg'awj  offer'd  to  their  gods. 

O  thou  mojl  Chrijlian  enemy  to  peace  ; 
Again  in  arms  ?  Again  provoking  iate  ? 
That  prince,  and  that  alone,  is  truly  great, 
Who  draws  the  fword  reluAant,  gladly  fheafhes  j 
On  empire  builds  what  empire  far  outweighs. 
And  makes  his  throne  a  fcaffold  to  the  Ikies. 

Why  this  fo  rare .'  Becaufe  forgot  of  ail 
Tlie  day  of  death  ;  that  venerable  clay,      [nouEce 
Which  firs  as  judge  ;   that  day,  which  ftiall  prt>- 
On  all  our  days,  r.bfolve  them,  or  condemn. 
Lorenzo,  never  {but  thy  thought  againftit; 
Be  levees  ne'er  fo  full,  afford  ic  room. 
And  give  it  aucicrct  in  the  cabinet.      "* 
That  friend  confultr d.  flatteries  apart. 
Will  tell  the  fair,  if  thou  art  great,  or  mean. 

To  doat  on  aught  may  leave  us>  or  be  left, 
Is  that  a7!ihitio;:?  Then  let  flames  defcenJ, 
Point  to  the  centre  their  inverted  Ipires, 
And  learn  hum.iliation  from  a  foul. 
Which  bt.afts  her  lineage  frtm  celcftial  fire. 
Yet  ihtfe  arc  they  the  world  pronounces  wife; 
The  world  which  cancels  nature's  right  and  wrong. 
And  cafis  nexi:  wifdom  :   ev'n  the  grave  man  lends 
His  folemn  face,  to  countenance  the  coin. 
Wifdom  for  parts  is  madnefs  for  the  whole. 
This  ftamy.s  the  paradox,  and  gives  us  leave 
To  call  the  wiftft  weak,  the  richeft  poor, 
The  moft  ambitions,  unambitious,  mean; 
In  triuniph,  mean  ;  and  abject,  on  a  throne. 
Nothing  can  make  it  Icia  than  mad  in  man. 
To  put  forth  all  his  ardour,  all  his  art. 
And  give  his  foul  her  full  unbounded  flight, 
But  reaching  hisn,  who  gave  her  wings  to  fly. 
When  blind  ambition  quite  miftakes  her  road. 
And  downwards  pores,  for  that  which  ihines  above, 
Subftantial  happinef^,  and  true  renown  ; 
Then,  like  an  idiot,  gazing  on  the  brook. 
We  leap  at  ftars,  and  faften  in  the  mud; 
At  glory  grafp,  and  fink  in  infamy. 

Ambition  .'  powerful  fource  of  good  and  ill ! 
Thy  ftrcngth  in  man,  like  itngih  of  wing  in  birdsj 
When  difengag'd  from  er.iih,  with  greater  eafe, 
And  fwiftcr  flight  tranfports  us  to  the  fkies; 
By  toys  entangled,  or  in  guilr  bemir'd. 
It  turns  a  curfe  ;  it  is  our  chain,  and  fcourge, 
In  this  dark  dungeon,  where  confin'd  we  lie. 
Clofc-grated  by  the  fordid  bars  oi/eti/c; 
All  profpccft  of  eternity  fhut  out; 
And,  but  for  execution,  ne'er  fet  free. 

With  error  in  ambition  juflly  charg'd, 
Find  we  Lorenzo  wifer  in  his  luialth? 
What  if  thy  rental  I  reform  ?  and  draw 
An  inventory  neiv  to  fet  thee  right  ? 
Where  thy  true  treajute  ?  Gold  fays,  "  Not  in  me."- 
And, "  Not  ip  me,''  the  diajjioiid.    Gold  \%  pocr  j 
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Thdia's  infolvent ;  feck  it  in  thyfeif, 
Seek  in  thy  naked  felf,  and  find  it  there; 
In  being  fo  defcendcd,  form'd,  endow'd  ; 
Sky-born,  (ky-guided,  {ky-returning  race! 
Ere<£l,  immortal,  rational,  divine  ! 
\nfenjis,  which  inherit  earth,  and  heavens; 
Enjoy  the  various  riches  nature  yields  ; 
Far  nobler  1  gi-ve  the  riches  they  enjoy; 
Give  fafte  to  fruits ;  and  harmony  to  groves  ; 
Their  radiant  beams  to  gold,  and  gold's  bright 

fire; 
Take  in,  at  once,  the  landfcape  of  the  world, 
At  a  fniall  inlet  which  a  grain  might  clofe. 
And  half  create  the  wondrous  world  they  fee. 
Our/enfes,  as  our  rea/hit,  are  divine. 
But  for  the  magic  organ's  powerful  charm, 
Earth  were  a  rude,  uncolour'd  chaos,  ftill. 

Ol'jeSis  are  but  th'  occafion ;  ours  th'  exploit ; 
Ours  is  the  cloth,  the  pencil,  and  the  paint. 
Which  nafure's  admirable  pidlure  draws  ; 
And  beautifies  creation's  ample  dome, 
l^ike  Milton's  Eve,  when  gazing  on  the  lake 
Man  makes  the  matchlefs  image  man  admires. 
Say,  then,  (hall  man,  his  thoughts  all  fent  abroad, 
Superior  wonders  in  himfelf  forgot, 
His  admiration  wafte  on  objefts  round, 
When  heaven  makes  him  the  foul  of  all  he  fees  ? 
Abfurd  1  not  rare  fo  great,  fo  mean  is  man. 
What  wealth  mfenfes  fuch  as  thefe  !    What  wealth 
\n  fancy,  fir'd  to  form  a  fairer  fcene 
Th^nfen/e  furveys  !  In  memory's  firm  record. 
Which,  ihould  it  perifli,  could  this  world  recal 
From  the  dark  fliadows  of  o'erwhelmi'  ! 

In  colours  frefh,  originally  bright, 
Preferve  its  portrait,  and  report  its  fate  ! 
What  wealth  ia  intelleSi,  that  fovereign  power  ! 
Which y«n/f  and  fancy  fummons  to  the  bar  ; 
Interrogates,  approves,  or  reprehends ; 
And  from  the  mafs  thofe  underlings  import. 
From  their  materials  fifted,  and  refin'd. 
And  in  truth's  balance  accurately  weigh'd, 
Forms  art,  znA.  fcience,  gouernment,  and  laiv  ; 
The  fclid  bafis,  and  the  beauteous  frame. 
The  vitals,  and  the  grace  of  civil  life  I 
And  manners  (fad  exception  I)  fet  afide. 
Strikes  our,  with  mafter  hand,  a  copy  fair 
Of  his  idea,  whofe  indulgent  thought 
Long,  long,  ere  chaos  teem'd,  plann'd  human  blifs. 

What  -weahh  in  fouls  that  foar,dive,range  around, 
Difdaining  limit,  or  from  place,  or  time  ; 
And  hear  at  once,  in  thought  cxtenfive,  hear 
Th'  Almighty ^<7^,  and  the  trumpet' s  found ! 
Bold,  on  creation's  outfide  walk,  and  view 
What  was,  and  is,  and  more  than  e'er  ihall  be ; 
Commanding,  with  omnipotence  of  thought. 
Creations  new  in  fancy's  field  to  rife  ! 
Souls  that  can  grafp  whate'er  th'  Almighty  made. 
And  wander  wild  through  things  impoffible  1 
What  ivealtb,  \n  faculties  of  endlefs  growth. 
In  quenchlefs/^on^  violent  to  crave. 
In  liberty  to  choofe,  ia  power  to  reach. 
And  in  duration  (how  thy  riches  rife  I) 
Duration  to  perpetuate — boundlefs  blifs  ! 

Alk  you  what  po-wer  refides  in  feeble  man 
That  blifi  to  gain,'  U  -wirtut's,  then,  unknown  ? 


Virtue,  our  prefent  peace,  our  future  prize. 
Man's  unprecarious,  natural  eftatc, 
Improveable  at  will,  in  virtue  lies; 
Its  tenure  fure;  its  income  is  divine. 

High-built  abundance,  heap  on  heap,  for  what? 
To  breed  new  wants,  and  beggar  us  the  more ; 
Then  make  a  richer  fcramble  for  the  throng  ? 
Soon  as  this  feeble  pulfe,  which  leaps  fo  long 
Almoft  by  miracle,  is  tir'd  with  play, 
Like  rvibbifti  from  difplodding  engines  throwilj 
Our  magazines  of  hoarded  trifles  fly  ; 
Fly  diverfe  ;  fly  to  foreigners,  to  foes; 
New  mafters  court,  and  call  the  former  fool 
(How  juflly  !)  for  dependence  on  their  flay. 
Wide  fcatter,  firft,  our  playthings ;   then  our  duOti 

Doft  court  abundance  for  the  fake  of  peace  I 
Learn,  and  lament  thy  felf-defeatcd  fcheme  : 
Riches  enable  to  be  richer  ftill; 
And,  ritherjtill,  what  mortal  can  refift  .' 
Thus  wealth  (a  cruel  talk-mafter!)  enjoins 
New  toils,  fucceeding  toils,  an  endlefs  train  ! 
And  murders  peace,  which  taught  it  firft  to  Ihlfifri 
The  poor  are  half  2.%  wretched  as  the  rich  ; 
Whofe  proud  and  painful  privilege  it  is. 
At  once,  to  bear  a  double  load  of  woe ; 
To  feel  the  ftings  of  envy,  and  of  ivant. 
Outrageous  want  I   both  Indies  cannot  cure. 

A  comptcence  is  vital  to  content, 
Much  wealth  is  corpulence,  if  not  difeafe ; 
Sick,  or  encumber'd,  is  our  happinefs. 
A  competence  is  all  wc  can  enjoy, 
O  be  content,  where  heaven  caH  give  no  more  I 
More,  like  a  fiafti  of  water  from  a  lock. 
Quickens  oir  fpirits'  movement  for  an  hour; 
But  foon  its  force  is  fpent,  nor  rife  our  joys 
Above  our  native  temper's  common  ftream. 
Hence  difappointment  lurks  in  every  prize, 
As  bees  in  flowers ;  and  ftings  us  with  fuccefs. 

The  rich  man,  who  denies  it,  proudly  feignsj 
Nor  knows  the  wife  are  privy  to  the  lie. 
Much  learning  (hows  how  little  mortals  Ino-w  t 
Much  wealth,  how  little  worldlings  can  enjoy  ; 
At  beft,  it  babies  us  with  endlefs  toys. 
And  keeps  us  children  till  we  drop  to  duft. 
As  monkeys  at  a  mirror  ftand  amaz'd. 
They  fail  to  find  what  they  fo  plainly  fee; 
Thus  men,  in  fliining  riches,  fee  the  face 
Of  happinefs,  nor  know  it  is  a  (hade ; 
But  gaze,  and  touch,  and  peep,  and  peep  again. 
And  wi(h,  and  wonder  it  is  abfent  ftill. 

How  few  can  refcue  opulence  from  want '. 
Who  lives  to  nature,  rarely  can  be  poor ; 
Who  lives  to  fancy,  never  can  be  rich. 
Poor  is  the  man  in  debt;  the  man  of  gold. 
In  debt  to  fortune,  trembles  at  her  power. 
The  man  of  reafon  fmiles  at  her,  and  death. 
O  what  a  patrimony,  this !  A  being 
Of  fuch  inherent  itrength  and  majefty, 
Not  worlds  poiTeft  can  raife  it ;  worlds  deftroy'd 
Can't  injure  :  which  holds  on  its  glorious  courfe. 
When  thine,  O  nature  1  ends ;  too  bleft  to  moura 
Creation's  obfequies.     What  treafure,  this  .' 

The  Monarch  is  a  beggar  to  the  Man. 
Immortal!  Ages  paft,  yet  nothing  gone  ! 
Morn  without  eve  !  a  race  without  a  goal ! 
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Unfhorten'd  by  profrreffion  infinite  ! 
Futurity  for  ever  future  !   Life 
Bsginning  ftill  where  computation  ends! 
'Tis  the  defcription  of  a  Deity.' 
'Tis  the  defcription  of  the  meaneji Jlave  : 
The  meaneft  flave  dares  then  Lorenzo  fcorn  ? 
The  meanell  flave  th-j  foverelgn  glory  (hares. 
Proud  youth  !  faftidious  of  the  loti-er  world  ! 
Man's  lawful  pride  includes  humility  ; 
Stoop^  to  the  loweft ;  is  too  great  to  find 
Inferiors ;  all  immortal !  brothers  all ! 
Proprietors  efemal  of  thy  love, 

Immortal  !  What  can  ftiike  thtfenfe  fo  ftrong, 
As  this  the  foul  ?  It  thunders  to  the  thought ; 
Rcafon  amazes  ;  gratltuie  o'erwhelms  ; 
No  more  we  flumber  on  the  bfir.k  of  fate ; 
Rous'd  at  the  found,  th'  exulting  foul  afcends, 
And  breathes  her  native  air;  an  air  that  feeds 
Ambitions  high,  and  fans  ethereal  fires ; 
Quick  kindles  all  that  is  divine  within  us; 
Nor  leaves  one  loitering  thought  beneath  the  (lars. 

Has  not  Lorenzo's  bofom  caught  the  flame  ? 
Immortal  !   Were  but  one  immortal,  how 
"Would  others  envy  !   How  would  thrones  adore  ! 
Becaufe  'tis  common,  is  the  blefling  loft? 
How  this  ties  up  the  bounteous  hand  of  heaven  ! 
O  vain,  vain,  vain,  all  elfe  !   Eterr.ity  ! 
A  glorious  and  a  needful  refuge,  that 
From  vile  imprifonment,  in  abjeA  view. 
*Tis  immorialhy ,  'tis  that  alone. 
Amid  life's  f2ins.  abafement,  emptinfs. 
The  foul  can  comfort,  elevate,  and^//. 
That  only,  and  that  amply  this  performs; 
Lifts  us  above  life's  pains,  her  joys  above ; 
Their  terror  thcf,  and  tbefe  their  luftre  lofe ; 
Eternity  depending  covers  all ; 
£terniiy  depending  all  atchicves  ; 
Sets  earth  at  diftance;  cafts  her  into  fliades; 
Blends  her  diftuiclions  ;  abrogates  her  powers ; 
The  low,  the  lofty,  joyous,  and  fevere. 
Fortune's  dread  frowns,  and  fafciiiating  fmiles, 
Make  one  promifcuous  and  negledled  heap, 
The  man  beneath ;  if  I  may  call  him  man, 
Whom  i>nmortality' s  full  force  infpires. 
Nothing  terreftrial  touches  his  high  thought; 
Sims  ftiine  unfcen,  and  thunders  roll  -anhcard, 
By  minds  quite  confcious  of  their  high  defcent, 
Their  preftnt  province,  and  their  future  prize  ; 
Divinely  darting  upward  every  wifli, 
Warm  on  the  wing,  in  glorious  alfence  loft  I 

Doubt  you  this  tf  uth  ?  Why  lab<^urs  your  belief  ? 
If  earth's  whole  orb  by  fome  due  diftanc'd  eye 
Were  feen  at  once,  her  towering  Alps  would  fink, 
And  levell'd  Atlas  leave  an  even  fphere. 
Thus  earth,  and  all  that  earthly  minds  admire. 
Is  fwallow'd  in  eternity's  vaft  round. 
To  that  ftupendous  view  when  fouls  awake, 
So  large  of  late,  fo  mountainou'^  to  man, 
Rime's  toys  fubfidc  ;  and  equal  all  below. 
Enthufiaftic  this  ?  Then  all  are  weak. 
But  rank  enthufiafts.     To  this  godlike  height 
Some  fouls  have  foar'd ;  or  martyrs  neer  had  bled. 
And  all  may  do,  what  has  by  by  man  been  done. 
Who  beaten  by  thcfe  fubl unary  ftorms, 
Boundlcfs,  interminable  joyi  cau  weigh, 


Unrapturd,  uiiexalted,  uninflam'd  ? 

What  flave  unblefi,  who  from  to-morrow's  davfn 

Expects  an  empire  ?   He  forgets  his  chain. 

And  thron'd  in  thought,  his  alfent  fccptre  waves. 

And  what  a  fceptre  waits  us !  what  a  throne  ! 
Her  own  immenfe  appointments  to  compute. 
Or  comprehend  her  high  prerogatives, 
In  this  her  dark  minority,  how  toils. 
How  vainly  pants,  the  human  foul  divine  ! 
Too  great  the  bounty  feems  for  earthly  joy  ; 
What  heart  but  trembles  at  fo  ftrange  a  blifs  ? 

In  fpite  of  all  the  truths  the  mufe  has  fung. 
Ne'er  to  be  priz'd  enough  !   enough  revolv'd  ! 
Are  there  wlia  wrap  the  world  fo  clofc  about  thenij 
They  fee  no  farther  than  the  clouds  ;  and  dance 
On  heedlefs  vanity's  f:!nta!Uc  toe, 
Till  ilumbliiig  at  a  ftr;;'.-/  in  their  career,      [fong  ? 
Headlong  they  plunge,  where  end  both  dance  and 
Are  there,  Lorenzo  ?  Is  it  poffibie  ? 
Are  there  on  earth  (let  me  not  call  them  men) 
Who  lodge  a  foul  immortal  in  their  breafts ; 
Uncoufciuus  as  the  mountain  of  its  ore; 
Or  rock  of  its  ineftimablc  gem  ? 
When  rocks  fliall  melt,  and  mountains  vanifli,  thefe 
Shall  know  their  treafure  ;  treafure  then  no  more. 

Are  there  (ftil!  more  amazing  !)  who  refill 
The  rifing  thought  ?  who  fmother  in  its  birch 
The  glorious  truth  .'  who  llruggle  to  be  brute*  ? 
Who  through  this  bofom-harrier  burft  their  way, 
And  with  revers'd  ambition  ftrive  to  fink  ? 
Who    labour  downwards   through    th'  oppofing 

powers 
Of  inftincSl,  reafon,  and  the  world  againft  them. 
To  dilraal  hones,  and  fticlter  in  the  ftiock 
Of  endlefs  night ;  darker  than  the  grave's? 
Who  fight  the  proofs  of  immortality  ? 
With  horrid  zeal,  and  execrable  arts, 
Work  all  their  engines,  level  their  black  fires, 
To  blot  frnrn  man  this  attribute  divine, 
(Than  vital  blood  far  dearer  to  the  wife) 
Blufphcmersi,  and  rank  atheifts  to  themfelves  t 

I'o  contradiifl  them,  fee  all  nature  rife  ! 
Wliat  object,  what  event,  the  moon  beneath 
But  argues  or  endears  an  after-fcene  I 
To  r^.'Jln  proves,  or  weds  it  to  dfire  ? 
All  tiiings  proclaim  it  nei-.ful ;  lome  advance 
One  precious  ftep  beyond,  and  prove  ityur^. 
A  thoufand  arguments  fwarm  round  my  pen. 
From  hca-ven,  and  earth,  and  man.  Indulge  a  few 
By  nature,  as  her  common  habit  worn  ; 
SnfnJJlng  Providence  a  truth  to  teach, 
Wnich  truth  untaught,  all  other  truths  were  Vain. . 

Thou,  whofe  all-providential  eye  furveys, 
Whofe  hand  direds,  whofe  fpirit  fills  and  warms 
Creation,  and  holds  empire  far  beyond  '. 
Eternity's  inhabitant  auguft ! 
Of  two  eternities  amazing  Lord  ! 
One  paft,  ere  man's  or  angel's  had  begun ; 
Aid;  while  I  refcue  from  the  foe's  afTault 
Thy  glorious  immortality  in  man  : 
A  theme  for  ever,  and  for  all,  of  weight, 
Of  moment  infinite  !  but  relifh'd  moft 
By  thofe  who  love  thee  moft,  who  moft  adore. 

Nature,  thy  daughter,  ever-changing  birth 
Of  thee  the  Great  Immutable,  to  man 
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Speaks  \\>Ifdom ;  Is  his  oracle  fupreme  ; 

And  he  who  moft  confults  her,  is  mod  wife. 

Lorenzo,  to  his  heavenly  Delphos  haile  ; 

And  come  back  all- immortal,  all-divine  : 

Look  nature  throusfh,  'tis  revolution  all ; 

All  change  ;  no  death.     Day  follows  night ;  and 

night 
The  dying  day;  ftars  rife,  and  fet,  and  rife  ; 
Earth  takes  th'  example.     See,  the  fummer  gay, 
"With  her  green  chaplet,  and  ambrofial  flowers, 
proops  into  pallid  autumn  :   Winter  gray. 
Horrid  with  froft,  and  turbulent  with  ftorm. 
Blows  autumn  and  his  golden  fruits  away  : 
Then  melts  into  the  fpring :  Softfpring,  with  breath 
Favonian,  from  w-arm  chambers  of  the  fouth 
Recalls  the Jlrji.  All,  to  rc-flouri(h,  fades; 
As  in  a  wheel  all  finks,  to  re-afcend. 
Emblems  of  man,  who  paffes,  not  expires. 

With  this  minute  diftiudlioh,  emblems  juft, 
lecture  revolves,  biit  man  advances  ;  both 
Eternal,  that  a  circle,  this  a  line. 
That  gravitates,  this  foars.  Th*  afpiring  foul, 
Ardc-nt  and  tremulous,  like  flame,  afcends, 
Zeal  and  humility  her  wings,  to  heaven. 
The  world  of  matter,  with  its  various  forms, 
All  dies  into  new  life.  Life  born  from  death 
Rolls  the  vaft  mafi,  and  ftiall  for  ever  roll. 
No  Angle  atom  once  in  being,  loll, 
With  change  of  counfel  chargeft  the  Moft  High. 

What  hence  infers  Lorenzo  ?  Can  it  be  1 
Matter  immortal  ?   And  ^2i,\\fpirit  die  ? 
Above  the  nobler,  (hall  lefs  noble  rife  ? 
Shall  man  alone,  for  whom  all  elfe  revives. 
No  refurredlion  know  .'  Shall  maa  alone, 
Imperial  man  !  be  fown  in  barren  ground, 
licfs  privileg'd  than  grain  on  which  he  feeds? 
Is  man,  in  whom  alone  is  power  to  prize 
The  blifs  of  being,  or  with  previous  pain 
Deplore  its  period  by  the  fpleen  of  fate, 
Severely  ioorcC A  death' s  fingle  unredeem'd  ? 
If  nature's  revolution  fpeaks  aloud. 
In  her  gradation,  hear  her  louder  ftill. 
liOok  nature  through,  'tis  neat  gradation  all. 
By  what  minute  degrees  her  fcale  afcends ! 
Each  middle  nature  join'd  at  each  extreme, 
To  that  above  it  join'd,  to  that  beneath. 
Parts  into  parts  reciprocally  fliot. 
Abhor  divorce  ;  what  love  of  union  reigns  I 
Here  dormant  matter  waits  a  call  to  life ; 
Half-life,  haif-death,  join  there  ;  here  life  and  fenfe ; 
There  fenfe  from  reafon  ftealsa  glimmering  ray; 
Reafon  fliines  out  in  man.     Bur  how  preferv'd 
The  chain  unbroken  upward,  to  the  realms 
Of  incorporeal  life  ?  thofe  realms  of  blifs. 
Where  death  hath  no  dominion  ?  Grant  a  make 
Half-mortal,  half-immortal;  earthly  part, 
And  part  ethereal ;  grant  the  foul  of  man 
Eternal ;  or  in  man  the  feries  ends. 
Wide  yawns  the  gap  ;  connexion  is  no  more ; 
Check'd  rea/on  halts ;  her  next  ftep  wants  fupport; 
Striving  to  climb,  flie  tumbles  from  her  fchcnie; 
A  fcheme  analogy  pronounc'd  fo  true ; 
Analogy,  man's  fureft  guide  below. 

Thus  far,  all  nature  calls  on  thy  belief. 
iVnd  will  Lorenao,  carelefs  of  the  call, 


Falfe  atteftation  on  all  nature  charge, 

Rather  than  violate  his  league  with  death  ? 

Renounce  his  reafon,  rather  than  renounce 

The  duft  belov'd,  and  run  the  rijl  of  heaven  ? 

O  what  indignity  to  deathlefs  fouls! 

What  treafon  to  the  majefty  of  man  ! 

Of  man  imaartal .'  Here  the  lofty  fl;yle  ; 

"  It'  fo  decreed,  th'  Almighty  will  be  done. 

"  Let  earth  difl"olve,  yon  ponderous  orbs  defcend 

"  And  grind  us  into  duft.  The  foul  is  fafe  ; 

"  The  7nan  emerges ;  mounts  above  the  wreck 

"  As  towering  flame  from  nature's  funeral  pyre  • 

"  O'er  devaftation,  as  a  gainer,  fmilcs; 

"  His  charter,  his  inviolable  rights, 

"  V/ell  pleas'd  to  learn  from  thunder's  impotence 

"  Death's  pointlefe  darts,    and    hell's    defeated 
"  ftorms." 
But  thefe  chimeras  touch  not  thee,  Lorenzo! 

The  glories  of  the  world  thy  fevenfold^/V/*/. 
Other  ambition  than  of  crowns  in  air, 
And  fuperlunary  felicities. 

Thy  bofoni  warm.     I'll  cool  it,  if  I  can  ; 
And  turn  thofe  glories  that  inchant  againft  thee 
What  ties  tliee  to  this  life,  proclaims  the  n^.x^ 
If  wife,  the  caufe  that  wounds  tkee  is  thy  cure. 
Come,  my  ambitious  !  let  us  mount  together 
(To  mount,  Lorenzo,  never  can  refufe)  ; 
And  from  the  clouds,  where  pride  delights  to  dwell. 
Look  down  on  earth.— -What  feeft  thou  i  Won- 
drous things  '. 
Terreftrial  wonders,  that  eclipfe  the  fkies. 
What  lengths  of  labour'd  lands !  what  loaded  feas  ! 
Loaded  by  man  for  pleafure,  wealth,  or  war  1 
Seas,  winds,  and  planets,  into  fervice  brought. 
His  art  acknowledge,  and  promote  his  ends. 
Nor  can  th'  eternal  rocks  his  will  withftand ; 
What  levell'd  mountains !  and  what  lifted  vales? 
O'er  vales  and  mountains  fumptuous  cities  fweil. 
And  gild  our  landfcape  with  their  glittering  fpires. 
Some  mid  the  wondering  waves  majeftic  rife; 
And  Neptune  holds  a  mirror  to  their  charms. 
Far  greater  ftill  \  (what  cannot  mortal  might  ?) 
See,  wide  dominions  ravifti'd  from  the  deep  I 
The  narrow'd  deep  with  indignation  foams. 
Or  fouthward  turn ;  to  delicate  and  grand. 
The  finer  arts  there  ripen  in  the  fun. 
How  the  tall  temples,  as  to  meet  their  gods, 
Afccnd  the  Ikies  1   the  proud  triumphal  arch 
Shows  us  half  heaven  beneath  its  ample  bend. 
Hid  through  mid  air,  here  ftreams  are  taught  t« 

flow; 
Whole  rivers  there,  laid  by  in  bafons,  fleep. 
Here,  plains  turn  oceans ;  there,  vaft  oceans  join 
Through  kingdoms  channell'd  deep  from  fliorc  t« 

ftiore; 
And  chang'd  creation  takes  his  face  from  man. 
Beats  thy  brave  breaft  for  formidable  fcenes. 
Where  fame  and  empire  wait  upon  the  fword  ? 
See  fields  in  blood  ;  here  navel  thunders  rife  ; 
Britannia's  voice  1  that  awes  the  world  to  peace. 
How  yon  enormous  mole  proje6ting  breaks 
The  mid-fea,  furious  waves !  Their  ro»r  amidft, 
Out  fpeaks  the  Deity,  and  fays,  "  O  main  I 
"  Thus  far,  nor  farther  ;  new  reftraints  obey." 
Earth's  difembowell'd  !  meafur'd  are  the  ikies  I 
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Stars  are  deteAed  in  their  deep  rccefs! 
Creation  widens  !  vanquiih'd  nature  yields! 
Her  fecrets  are  extorted  !  art  prevails ! 
What  monument  of  genius,  fpirit,  power! 

And  now,  Lorenzo  !  raptur'd  at  this  fccne, 
"Whofe  glories  render  heaven  fuperfluous  1  fay, 
Whofe  footfteps  thefe  ? — Immortals  have  been  here. 
Could  lefs  than  fouls  immortal  this  have  done  ? 
jEarth's  cover'd  o'er  with  proofs  of  fouls  immortal; 
And  proofs  of  immortality ybrg-o?. 

To  flatter  thy  grand  foible,  I  confefs 
Thefe  are  ambition's  works  :  and  tbefe  arc  great  : 
But  this,  the  leaft  immortal  fouls  can  do ; 
Tranfcend  them  all — but  what  can  thefe  tranfcend? 
Doll  alk  me  what  ? — one  figh  for  the  dijirefi. 
What  then  for  infidels  ?  A  deeper  figh. 
'Tis  moral  grandeur  makes  the  mighty  man  : 
How  little  they,  who  think  ought  great  below  ! 
All  our  ambitions  death  defeats,  but  one  ; 
All  that  it  crowns.  Here  ceafe  we  :  but  ere  long. 
More  powerful  froof  (hall  take  the  field  againft 

thee. 
Stronger  than  death,  and  fmiling  at  the  tomb. 

NIGHT  VII. 

BEING  THE  SECOND  PART  OF 

THE  INFIDEL  RECLAIMED. 

Containing  the  Nature,    Proof,  and  Importance  of 
Immortality. 

PREFACE. 
As  we  are  at  war  with  the  power,  it  were  well  if 
•nt  were  at  war  with  the  manners  of  France.  A 
land  of  levity  is  a  land  of  guilt.  A  ferious  mind  is 
the  native  foil  of  every  virtue  ;  and  the  fingle  cha- 
racter that  does  true  honour  to  mankind.  The 
fiul's  immortality  has  been  the  favourite  theme  with 
the  ferious  of  all  ages.  Nor  is  it  flrane^e  ;  it  is  a 
fubjeA  by  far  the  moft  interefling  and  important 
that  can  enter  theinind  of  man.  Of  higheft  mo- 
ment this  fubjecSl  always  ivas,  and  always  -uill  be. 
Yet  this  its  higheft  moment  feems  to  admit  of  /«- 
treafe  at  this  day  ;  a  fort  of  occafwnal  importance  \% 
fuperadded  to  the  natural  weight  of  it ;  if  that 
opinion  which  is  advanced  in  the  preface  to  the 
preceding  Night,  be  juft.  It  is  there  fuppofed, 
that  all  our  infidels,  whatever  fcheme,  for  argu- 
ment's fake,  and  to  keep  themfelves  in  counte- 
nance, they  patronize,  are  betrayed  into  their  de- 
plorable error,  by  fome  doubts  of  their  immortality, 
at  the  bottom.  And  the  more  I  confider  this 
point,  the  more  I  am  perfuaded  of  the  truth  of 
that  opinion.  Though  the  diftruft  of  z.  futurity  is 
a  ftrange  error  ;  yet  it  is  an  error  into  which  bad 
men  may  naturally  be  diftreflVd.  For  it  is  impof- 
fible  to  bid  dpfiancc  to  final  ruin,  w  ithout  fome  re- 
fuge in  imagination,  fome  prefumption  of  efcape. 
And  what  prefumption  is  there  ?  There  are  but 
two  in  nature  ;  but  two,  within  the  compafs  of 
human  thought.  And  thefe  are — That  either  God 
twill  not,  or  can  not  punilh.  Confidering  the  di- 
vine attributes,  the firjl  is  too  grofs  to  be  digefted 
by  our  ftrongeft  wifhcs.  And  fince  omnipotence  is 
ss  much  a  divine  attribute  as  boUneft,  that  Cod  (an- 


nct  punif!i,  is  asabfuril  a  fupporifion.a!  the  former, 
God  certainly  can  punifh  as  long  as  wicked  men 
exift.  In  non-exiftence,  therefore,  is  their  only  re- 
fuge ;  and,  confequently,  non-exiftence  is  their 
ftrongeft  wifti.  And  ftrong  wifhes  have  a  Itrange 
influence  on  our  opinions  ;  they  bias  the  judgment 
in  a  manner,  almolb,  incredible.  And  fince  on  tbit 
member  of  their  alternative,  there  are  fome  very 
{mM  appearances  in  t\ie\r  favour,  ^nA  none  at  all  on 
tha  otber,  they  catch  at  this  reed,  they  lay  hold  on 
this  chimxra,  to  fave  themfelves  from  the  fhotk 
and  horror  of  an  immediate  and  abfolute  defpair. 

On  reviewing  my  fubjedl,  by  the  light  which 
this  argument,  and  others  of  like  tendency,  threw 
upon  it,  I  was  more  inclined  than  ever  to  purfiie 
it,  as  it  appeared  to  me  to  ftrike  dire(flly  at  the 
main  root  of  all  our  infidelity.  In  the  followingr 
pages  it  is,  accordingly,  purfued  at  lange ;  and 
fome  arguments  for  immortality,  new  at  leaft  to 
me,  are  ventured  on  in  them.  There  alfo  the  wri- 
ter has  made  an  attempt  to  fet  the  grofs  abfurdi- 
ties  and  horrors  of  annihilation  in  a  fuller  and  more 
affecfting  view,  than  is  (I  think)  to  be  met  with 
elfewhere. 

The  gentlemen,  for  whofe  fake  this  attempt  was 
chiefly  made,  profefs  great  admiration  for  the  wif- 
dom  of  heathen  antiquity :  what  pity  it  is  they 
are  not  fincere !  If  they  were  fincere,  how  would 
it  mortify  them  to  confider,  with  what  contempt 
and  abhorrence  their  notions  would  have  been  re- 
ceived by  thofe  whom  they  fo  much  admire  !  What 
degree  of  contempt  and  abhorrence  would  fall  to 
their  ftiare,  may  be  conjeftured  by  the  following 
matter  of  fa6t  (in  my  opinion)  extremely  memo- 
rable. Of  all  their  heathen  worthies,  Socrates  (it 
is  well  known)  was  the  moft  guarded,  difpaffion- 
ate,  and  compofed  :  yet  this  great  mafter  of  tem- 
per was  angry;  and  angry  at  his laft  hour;  and 
angry  with  his  friend  ;  and  angry  at.  for  what  de- 
ferved  acknowledgement ;  angry  for  a  right  and 
tender  inftance  of  true  friendfliip  towards  him.  Is 
not  this  furprifing  .'  What  could  be  the  caufe  ? 
The  caufe  was  for  his  honour ;  it  was  a  truly  no- 
ble, though,  perhaps,  a  too  punftilious,  regard  for 
immortality  :  for  his  friend  aiking  him,  with  fuch 
an  afFetftionate  concern  as  became  a  friend,"  Where 
he  fhould  depofite  his  remains  .'"  it  was  refented 
by  Socrates,  as  implying  a  difhonourable  fuppofi- 
tion,  that  he  could  be  fo  mean,  as  to  have  a  regard 
for  any  thing,  even  in  himfelf,  that  was  not  im^ 
mortal. 

This  fad  well  confidered  would  make  our  infi- 
dels withdraw  their  admiration  from  Socrates  ;  or 
make  them  endeavour,  by  their  imitation  of  this 
illuftrious  example,  to  fhare  his  glory  :  and,  con- 
fequently, it  would  incline  them  to  perufe  the  fol- 
lowing pages  with  candour  and  impartiality : 
which  is  all  I  defire  ;  and  that,  for  their  lakes :  for" 
I  am  perfuaded,  that  an  unprejudiced  infidel  muft, 
neccITarily,  receive  fome  advantageous  impreilioni 
from  them. 

July  7.  1744. 
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Nature.,  in  proof  of  immdrtality  :  here,  others  are 
drawn  from  Man:  from  his. Z>//io«^<r/i<,  Ver.  29.; 
from  his  FaJ/ioiis  and  Fo-wrrs,  64  ;  from  the  gra- 
dual growth  of  Reafon.  81;  from  his  fear  of 
Death.  86  ;  from  the  nature  of  Hope,  I04,.  and 
of  ff'irtue,  159,  &c.  from  KnaiuleJne  and  Love, 
as  being  the  mofteffenrial  properties  of  the  foul, 
*5  3  ;  from  the  Order  of  Creation,  290,  &t.  from 
the  nature  of  Amiition,  ■^37,  &c.  A-jarice,  460  ; 
Pleafure,  477  ;  a  digrcffinu  on  the  grandeur  of 
the  Pajfions,  5^1.  Immortality  alone  ren  ders  our 
prefent  (late  intelligible,  545.  An  objcftion 
from  the  Stoics  dilbe'ief  of  immortality  anlwer- 
ed)  585.  Endlefs  qucftions  unrefolvable,but  on 
fuppofuion  of  our  irm^iortaHiy,  6c6.  The  natij^ 
ral,  mod  melancholy,  and  pathetic  complaint  of 
a  worthy  man,  under  the  perfuafion  of  no  futu- 
rity, 653,  &G.  The  grofs  abfurdities  and  hor- 
rors of  annthi'ation  urged  home  on  I^orenzo, 
84a,  3ic. .  The  foul's  vail  importance.  990,  &c, 
from  whence  it  arifes,  1078.  .  The  Dijpcuhy  of 
being  an  infidel,  1131,  the  Infamy,  1148,  the 
Caufe,  1183,  snd  the  CharaP.er,  1203,  of  an  in- 
fidel flate.  What  true  free-thinking  is,  1217. 
The  necejfary  punifhment  of  the  falfe,  1271. 
Man's  ruin  is  from  himfef,  1303.  An  infidel 
accufes  himfelf.of  guilt,  and  hypocrify ;  and  tha^ 
of  the  worft  fort,  .13 19.  .  His  obligation  to 
Qbriftians,  1337,.  Wliat  danger  he  incurs  by 
Virtue,  1345.  Vice  recommended  to  him,  1364. 
His  high  pretences  to  P'irtue  iindL.  Benevolence,  ex- 
ploded, 1373.  The  conclulion,  on  the  nature 
oi Faith,  1427.  Rcafon,  I439  ;  and  Hope,  1443  ; 
with  an  apology  for  this  attempt,  1470. 

Heaven  gives  the  needful,  but  negledled,  call. 
What  day,  what  hour,  but  knocks  at  human  hearts, 
To  wake  the  foul  to  fenfe  of  future  I'cenes? 
Deaths  (land,  like  Mercuries,  in  every  way. 
And  kindly  point  us  to  our  journey's  end. 
Pope,  who  couidft  make  immortals!  art  thou.df.ad^ 
1  give  thee  joy  :  nor  will  I  take  my  leave ;   ,, 
So  fooii  to  follow.      Man  but  dives  in  death ; 
Dives  from  the  fun,  in  fairer  day  to  rife  ;       , 
yhe  grave,  his  fubterranean  road  to  blifs.  10 

Yes,  infinite  indulgence  plann'd  it  fo  ; 
Through  various  parts  our  glorious  (lory  runs; 
Time  gives  the  preface,  endlefs  age  unrolls 
The  volume  (ne'tr  unroU'd!)  of  human  fate. 

This,  earth  and  Jiics  '  already  have  prodaim'd. 
The  world's  a  prophecy  of  worlds  to  come  ; 
And  who,  what  God  fortels  (who  fpeaks  in  things, 
Still  louder  than  in  luords)  fhall  dare  deny  ? 
If  nature^s  arguments  appear  too  weak. 
Turn  a  new  leaf,  and  ftronger  read  in  man.         ao 
]f  man  fleeps  on,  untaught  by  what  he.  fees. 
Can  he  prove  infidel  to  what  he  feels  ? 
He,  whofe  blind  thought  futurity  denies, 
Unconfcious  bears,  Bel!erophon  1   like  thee. 
His  own  indidlment ;  he  condemns  himfelf; 
Who  reads  his  bofom,  reads  immortal  life  ; 
Or,  nature,  there,  impofing  on  her  fons, 
Has  written  fables  ;  man  was  made  a  He. 
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Why  difcontent  for  ever  harbour'd  there  ? 
Incurable  confumption  ot  our  peace!  30 

Refolve  me,  why  the  cottager  and^/ng'. 
He  whom  fca-fcv:r'd  realms  obey,  and  he 
Who  (leals  his  w.hoio  dominion  from  the  wafle, 
Repelling  winter  bUds  with  mud  and  llraw, 
Difquicted  alike, :draw  figh  for  figh, 
In  fate  fo  diilant,  in  complaint  fo  near  ? 

Is  it,  that  thing-  terrejjrial  can't  content  ? 
Deep  in  rich  pallurc,  will  thy  flocks  complain  ?  • 
Not  fo  ;  but  to  t;hsir,ma{ler  is.  deny'd  ' . 

To  fi\are  their  I'weetferene.  ■   Man,  ill  at  eafe,     40 
In  this,  not  his  otuii.  yliice,  this  foreign  field. 
Where  nature  fodders  hirii  with  other  food 
Than  was  ordain'd  his  cravings  to  fuffice, 
Poor  in  abundance,  famifh'd  at  a  fcaft. 
Sighs  on  for  foinethiMg  more,  when  mo/i  enjoy'd. 
Is  heaven  then  kinder  to  thy  flocks  than  thee? 
Not  fo  ;  thy  paflure  richer,  but  remote  ; 
In  part,  remote  ;  for  that  remoter  part  48 

Man  bleats  from  /«/?i>(f?,though  pcrhap',debauch'd 
'Bxfnfe,h'\i  reafon  fleeps,  jior  dreams  the  caui'e. 
The  caufe  how  obvious,  when  his  reafi  11  wakes! 
His  grief  is  but  his  grandeur  in  difguifc;  , 
And  difcontent  is  immortality. 

Shall  fons  of  ether,  (hall  the  blood  oftfieaven, 
Set  up  their  hopes  on  earth,  and  liable  Are 
With  brutal  acquiefcehce  in  the  mire  ?  7 
Lorenzo  1  no  !  they  fhall  be  nobly  pain  d  ; 
The  glorious_/ori??^?;i?/-j,  diftrefs'd,  fhall  figh 
On  thrones;  and  thou  congratulate  the  li^^h  : 
Man's  mifery  declares  him  born  for  blifs  ;  60 

Hia  anxious  heart  alTerts  the  triith  1  Cng, 
And  gives  the  fcptic  in  his  head  the  lie. 

Our    heads,  our  hearts,  our  paffons,  and    our 
pciuers,    . 
Speak  the  fame  language ;  call  us  to  the  Ikies ; 
Unripen'd  thefe  in  this  inclement  clime. 
Scarce  rife  above  conjeClure  and  millake ; 
And  for  this  land  of  trifles  fhofe  too  flroug 
Tumidtuous  rife,  and  temped  human  life  :  68 

What  prize  on  earth  can  pay  us  for  the  (lorm  \ 
Meet  pbjetils  for  q\xx  paffions.,  heaven  ordain'd, 
(Jbjedtb  that  challenge  ali, their  fire,  and  leave 
No  fault,  hut  in  defesfl  :   Blefi;  Heaven  !  avert 
A  bounded  ardour  for  unbounded  blifs  ! 
O  for  a  blifs  unbounded  !  far  beneath 
A  foul  immortal,  is  a  mortal  j<>^'. 
Nor  are  q\xx  poivers  to  perifli  immature; 
But,  after  feeble  effort  here,  beneath 
A  brighter  fun,  and  in  a  nobler  foil, 
Tranfplanted  from  this  fublunary  bed,  7^ 

Shall  flourlflt  fair,  and  put  forth  all  their  bloom. 

Feafon  ■progTeiUve,  injlifiii  is  complete  ; 
Swift  injlincl  leaps;   flow  reafon  feebly  climbs. 
Brutes  loon  their  zenith  reach  ;  their  little  all 
Flows  in  at  once;  in  ages  they  no  more 
Could  know,  or  do,  or  covet,  or  enjoy. 
Were  man  to  live  coeval  with  the  lun, 
The  patriarch-pupil  would  be  learning  fliil; 
Yer,  dying,  leave  his  lefion  half  unlearnt.  / 

Men  penfh  in  advance,  as  if  the  fun 
Should  fet  ere  noon,  in  eafiern  oceans  drown'd  ;  pC 
If  fit,  with  dim,  iUuf.rious  to  compare, 
The  fun's  meridian  with  the  ful  of  man, 
G 
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To  man,  why,  flep-damc  nature  .'  fo  fevere  ? 

Why  thrown  afnk  thy  mafter-piece  half-wrought, 

While  meatier  effcirts  thy  laft  hand  enjoy  ? 

Or,  if  ab'irtively  poor  man  mnft  die, 

Nor  reach,  what  reach  he  might,  why  die  in  dread? 

■^VKy  curft  with  forefight?   Wife  to  mifery  ? 

Why  of  his  proud  prerogative  the  prey  ^ 

Why  lefs  pre-eminent  in  rank,  than  pain  ?        loo 

His  immortality  alone  can  tell; 

Pull  ample  fund  to  balance  all  amifs, 

And  turn  the  fcale  in  favour  of  the  juft  ! 

His  immortality  alone  can  folve 
*rhe  darkeft  of  ^b/^ctij^,  human  hope ; 
Of  all  the  darkeft,  if  at  death  we  die. 
Jiopc,  eager  hope,  th'  affaffin  of  our  joy, 
All  frepnt  bleffings  treading  under  foot, 
Is  fcarce  a  milder  tyrant  than  defpair.  IC9 

With  no  paft  toils  content,  ftill  planning  new, 
Hope  turns  us  o'er  to  death  alone  for  eafe. 
■^°f''JP°",  why  more  taftekfs  than  purfuit  ? 
Why  is  a  wifh  far  dearer  than  a  crown  ? 
That  wifti  accomplifh'd,  why,  the  grave  of  biifs.' 
15ecaufe  in  the  great  future  bury'd  deepy 
IBeyond  our  plans  of  empire,  and  renown, 
I-ies  all  that  man  with  ardour  fhould  purftse  j 
And  he  who  made  him,  bent  him  to  the  right. 

Man's  heart  th'  Almighty  to  iht  future  fets, 
~By  fecret  and  inviolable  fprings;  120 

And  makes  his  hope  liis  fublunary  joy. 
Man's  heart  eats  all  things,  and  is  hungery  ftill ; 
"'  More,  more  I"  the  glutton  cries :  for  fomething 

ne-zv 
"So  rages  appetite,  if  man  can't  mount. 
He  luill  defcend.     He  flarves  on  rhe.  pajjeji. 
Hence,  the  world's  mafter,  from  ambition's  fpire, 
In  Caprea  pluDg'd  ;  and  div'd  beneath  the  brute. 
In  that  rank  fty  why  wallow'd  empire's  fon 
^Supreme  ?   Becaufe  he  could  no  higher  fly; 
His  riot  was  amiition  in  defpair.  130 

Old  Rome  confulted  birds;  Lorenzo  !  thou, 
With  more  fuccefs,  the  flight  ni  hope  furvey  ; 
Of  reftlcfs  hope,  for  ever  on  the  wing. 
High-perch'd  o'tT  every  thought  that  falcon  fits. 
To  fly  at  all  that  rifes  inther  iight ; 
And,  never  {looping,  but  to  mount  again 
2^ext  moment,  Ihe  betrays  her  aim's  miftake. 
And  owns  her  quarry  lodg'd  beyond  the  grave. 

There  ftiould  it  fail  us  (it  muft  fail  us  there, 
If  bein^  fails)  more  mnurnfut  riddles  rife,  140 

And  "virtue  vies  with  tope  in  myftery. 
Why  virrje  ?  Where  its  praife,  its  being,  fled  ? 
Virtue  is  true  felf-intereft  purfued  : 
What  true  felf-intercft  of  y«;V^morta!  man  ? 
To  clofc  with  all  that  makes  him  happy  lers. 
If  vice  (as  fometimes)  is  our  friend  on  earth. 
Then  vice  is  virtue  ;  'tis  out  fovcrcign  good. 
Infilfapplau/e  is  virtue's  golden  prize; 
No  fclf-applaufe  attends  it  on  tby  fcheme  :    [right. 
Whence  felx-appiaufe  ?    From  ccnfcicnce  of    the 
And  what  is  right,  but  means  of  happinefs  ?      15 1 
No  means  of  happinefs  v;hen  -virtue  yields ; 
That  Hafis  failing,  falls  the  building  too, 
And  lays  in  ruin  every  ■virtuous  joy. 

The  rigid  guardian  of  a  blamelefs  htart. 
So  long  revcr'd,  fo  long  reputed  wife. 


Is  weak  ;  with  rank  knight-errantries  o'er-rmi. 
Why  beats  thy  bofom  with  ilhiftrious  dreams 
Of  felf-expofure,  laudable,  and  great  ? 
Of  gallant  enterprife,  and  glorious  death  ?         l6c 
Die  for  thy  country  ? — Thou  romantic  fool  I 
Seize,  feize  the  plank  thyfelf,  and  let  her  fink  : 
Thy  country  ■'  what  to  thee  ? — The  Goi/ifai/,  what  ? 
(I  fpeak  with  awel)  though  he  ftiould  bid  thee 

bleed  ? 
If,  with  thy  blood,  ihjfnal  hope  is  fpilt. 
Nor  can  Omnipotence  reward  the  blow, 
Be  deaf ;  preferve  thy  being  ;  difobey. 

Nor  is  it  difobedience  :  know,  Lorenzo  F 
Whate'er  th'  Almighty's  fubfequent  command. 
His  firft  command  is  this  : — "  Man,  love  thyfelf." 
In  this  alone,  free-agents  are  not  free.  17I 

ExiPrence  is  the  bafis,  bhfs  the  prize  ; 
If  mirtue  cofts  exiftence,  'tis  a  crime  ; 
Bold  violation  of  our  law  fvpreme. 
Black  fuicide  ;  though  nations,  which  confult 
Their  gain,  at  thy  eipence,  refound  applauffe. 

Since  virtue's  recompense  is  doubtful  here. 
If  man  dies  wholly,  weH  may  we  demand 
Why  is  rcoiCifuferd  to  be  good  in  vain  ? 
Why  to  be  good  in  vain  is  man-  enjoin  d?  180 

Why  to  be  good  in  vain  is  man  betrayed? 
Betray'd  by  traitors  lodg'd  in  his  own  b.'-eaft, 
By  fweet  complacencies  from  virtue  felt  ? 
Why  whifpers  nature  lies  on  virtue's  part  ? 
Or  if  blind  infiinSi  (which  aflumes  the  name 
Of  facred  confcience)  plaj's  the  fool  in  man. 
Why  reafon  made  accomplice  in  the  cheat  I 
Why  are  the  -wiftjl  loudeft  in  her  praife  ? 
Can  man  by  reafins  beam  be  led  aftray  ? 
Or,  at  his  peril,  imitate  his  God?  190 

Since  y'ntne fometimes  ruins  us  on  earth. 
Or  both  are  true,  or  man  furvives  the  grave. 

Or  man  furvives  the  grave;  or  own,  Lorenzo, 
Thy  boaft  fupremc,  a  wild  abfurdity. 
Dauntlcfs  thy  fpirit ;  cowards  are  thy  fcorn. 
Grant  man  immortal,  and  thy  fcorn  is  juft. 
The  man  it/imorfal,  rationally  brave. 
Dares  ruih  on  death  —becaufe  he  cannot  die. 
But  if  man  lofes  all  when  life  is  loft. 
He  lives  a  coward,  or  a  fool  expires.  aG# 

A  daring  infidel  (and  fuch  there  are. 
From  pride,  example,  lucre,  rage,  revenge, 
Or  pure  heroical  dcfc'il  of  thought,) 
Of  all  earth's  madmen  moft  defcrves  a  chain. 

When  to  the  grave  we  follow  the  renown'd 
For  valour,  virtue,  fcience,  all  we  love, 
And  all  we  praife ;  for  tuorth,  whofe  noon-tid# 

beam. 
Enabling  us  to  think  in  higher  ftyle, 
Mends  our  ideas  of  ethereal  powers,  ai» 

Dream  wc  that  lull  re  of  the  moral  world 
Goes  out  in  ftench,  and  rottennefs  the  clofe  ? 
Why  was  he  wife  to  inozv,  and  warm  to  praife. 
And  ftrenuous  to  travfribe,  in  human  life. 
The  Mind  Almighty  ?   Could  it  be  that  fate, 
Juft  when  the  lineaments  began  to  ftiine. 
And  dawn  the  Deity,  ftiould  fnatch  the  draught. 
With  night  eternal  blot  it  out.  and  give 
The  Tiiics  alarm,  left  angels  too  might  die  ? 

If  human  fouls,  why  not  angelic  too, 
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fextinguifli'd  ?  and  zfoUtary.  God  azo 

O'er  ghaftly  ruin  frowning  from  his  throne  \ 
Shall  we  this  mjment  gaze  on  G  >J  in  man? 
The  next  lofe  man  for  ever  in  the  duft? 
From  duTc  we  difengage,  or  man  mijlakes  ; 
And  there,  where  leaft  his  jiidgmenc  fears  a  flaw, 
Wifdom  and  ivorih  how  boldly  he  commends  ! 
IVifdoin  and  "wtrth  are  facred  names ;  rever'd 
Where  notembrac'd  ;  applauded  !  deify'd  ! 
Why  not  companion  d  too  t   If  fpirits  die. 
Both  are  calamities,  infiSied  both  i^6 

To  make  us  but  more  wretched  :   WifdoiiCs  eye 
Acute*  for  what?  To  fpy  more  miferies; 
And  ivorth,  fo  recompens'd,  new-points  their  ftings. 
Or  man  furmounts  the  grave,  or  gain  is  lofs, 
And  worth  exalted  humbles  us  the  more. 
Thou  wilt  not  patronife  a  fcheme  that  makes 
tVeatnsfi  and  vice  the  refuge  of  mankind. 
"  Has  virtue  then  no  joys  ?" — Yes,  joys  dearlought. 
Talk  ne'er  fo  long,  in  this  irilperfcdl  ftate. 
Virtue  and  vice  are  at  eternal  war.  240 

Virtue's  a  combat ;  and  who  fight*  for  nought  ? 
Or  for  precarious,  or  for  fmall  reward  } 
Who  \\rt.\it'sfslf -re-ward  fo  loud  refound, 
Would  take  degrees  angelic  here  below, 
And  -virtue,  while  they  compliment,  betray, 
Ijy  feeble  motives,  and  unfaithful  guards. 
The  crown,  th'  unfading  crown,  her  foul  infpire-s ; 
'Tis  that,  and  that  alone,  can  countervail 
The  body's  treacheries,  and  the  ivorld's  affaults  : 
On  earth's  poor  pay  our  familh'd  virtue  dies,  ajo 
Truth  inconteftable  1  in  fpite  of  all 
A  Bayle  has  preach'd,  or  a  Voltaire  believ'd. 
.  In  man  the  more  we  dive,  the  more  we  fee 
Heaven's  fignet  ftamping  an  immort.il  make. 
Dive  to  the  bottom  of  his  foul,  the  bafe 
Suftainirig  all;  what  find  we  ?  Knoivkdge,  love.-- 
As  light  and  heat  effential  to  the  fun, 
Thsfe  to  the  foiil.     And  tohy,  if  fouls  expire  ? 
How  little  lovely  kere  ?  How  little  known  ? 
5n\3,\\  knozvledge  we  dig  up  with  endlefs  toil;      a6o 
And  live  unfeigri'd  may  purchafe  perfcdl  hate. 
Why  ftarv'd  on  earth  our  angel  appetites, 
Wlnlt  brutal  are  indulg'd  their  fulfome  fill?   , 
Were  then  capacities  di-aine  confcrr'd, 
As  a  mock  diadem,  in  favage  fport, 
Rank  infult  of  our  pompous  poverty. 
Which  reaps  but  pam  from  feeming  claims  fo  fair  ? 
In  future  age  lies  no  redrefs  ?  And  fliuts 
Eternity  the  doOr  on  our  complaint  ? 
If  fo,  for  what  ftrange  ends  were  mortals  made  1 
The  worft  to  -ivallozu,  and  the  beH;  to  ivesp  ■       i-jo 
The  man  who  merits  moll  mull  moft  complain  : 
Can  we  conceive  a  difregard  in  heaven. 
What  the  worft  perpetrate,  or  beft  endure  ? 

This  cannot  be.     To  love,  and  knoiu,  in  man 
Isboundlefs  appetite,  and  boundiefs  power; 
And  thcfe  demonftrate  boundlefsobjeds  too. 
Objedls,  powers,  appetites,  heaven  fuits  in  all  J 
Nor,  nature  through,  e'sir  violates  this  fweet, 
Eternal  concord,  on  her  tuneful  firing.  480 

Is  man  the  fole  exception  from  her  laws? 
Eternity  ftruck  off  from  human  hope, 
(I  fpeak  with  truth,  but  veneration  too) 
Man  is  a  monfter,  the  reproach  of  heaven, . 


A  (lain,  a  dark  impenetrable  cloud 
On  nature's  beauteous  afpec^l,  and  deforms, 
(Amazing  blot!)  deforms  her  with  her  lord. 
If  fuch  is  man's  allotment,  ivhat  is  heaven? 
Or  own  the  foul  immortal,  or  blafpheme. 

Or  own  the  foul  immortal,  or  invert  290 

All  order.     Go,  mock  majefby  1   go,  man  I 
And  bow  to  thy  fuperiors  of  the  ftall; 
Through  every  fcene  oifenf  fuperior  far  : 
They  graze  the  turf  untill'd ;  they  drink  the  ftream 
Unbrev/'d,  and  ever  full,  and  unembitter'd 
With  doubts,  fears,  fruitlefs  hopes,  regrets,  defpairs; 
Mankind's  peculiar  '.  reafon's  precious  dower  ! 
No  foreign  clime  they  ranfack  for  their  robes; 
Nor  brothers  cite  to  the  litigious  bar; 
Hbeir  good  is  good  entire,  unmix'd,  unmarr'd  ; 
They  find  a  paradife  i:i  every  field,  30! 

Oil  boughs/oz-WJi/d'/j  where  no  curfes  hang: 
Their  ill  no  more  than  ftrikes  the  fenfe;  unrtretch'd 
By  previous  dread,  or  murmur  in  the  rear: 
When  the  ivirfl  comes,  it  comes  unfcar'd  ;  one 

ftroke 
Begins  and  ends  their  woe  :  they  die  but  once; 
Bleil,  incommunicable  privilege  I  for  which 
Proud  man,  who  rules  the  globs,  and  reads  thej 

flats, 
Philofopher,  or  hero,  fighs  in  vain. 

Account  for  this  prerogative  in  brutes.  31* 

No  day,  nj  glimpfe  of  day,  ta  foive  the  knot. 
But  what  beams  on  it  from  eternity. 
O  fole,  and  f»vcet  fohition  !  that  unties 
The  difficult,  and  foftens  the  fevere  ; 
The  cloud  on  nature's  beauteous  face  difpeh, 
Reflores  bright  ordjr,  cads  the  brute  beneath. 
And  re-enthrones  us  in  fuprem.acy 
Of  joy  ev'n  here  :   admit  immortal  life, 
And  virtue  is  knight-errantry  no  more  ; 
Each  virtue  brings  in  hand  a  golden  dower,      32* 
Far  richer  in  reverfion  :   Hope  exults ; 
And  though  much  bitter  in  our  cup  is  thrown, 
Predominates,  and  gives  the  tafte  of  heaven. 
O  wherefore  is  the  Deity  fo  kind  ? 
Aftonifhing  beyond  aflonilhment  I 
Heaven  our  reward — for  heaven  enjoy'd  beloxu. 

Still  unfubdu'd  thy  ftubborn  heart  f— For  there 
The  traitor  lurks  who  doubts  the  truth  I  fing. 
Reafon  is  guiltlefs;   ivill  aione  rebels. 
What  in  that  ilub'oorn  heart  if  [  fhould  find     339 
New  unexpedted  witneffes  againfl  thee? 
Ambition,  pleajun,  and  the  love  of  train  '. 
Canll  thou  fufpedl  that  theje,  which  make  the  foul 
They/.-w  of  earth,  fliould  own  her  heir  of  heaven  \ 
Canlt  thou  fufpscfl  what  makes  us  difhelieve 
Our  immortality,  fhould  prove  it  fure? 

Firft  then  ammtion  fummon  to  the  bar. 
Ambition'syiawi',  extravagance,  diCgufl^ 
And  inextinguijbable  nature,  fpeak. 
Each  much  d^pofes ;  hear  them  in  their  turn.     340 

Thy  foul,  how  padmnately  fond  oifime  .' 
How  anxious  that  fond  paffion  to  conceal!' 
We  blufli,dete<aed  in  defigns  on  praife, 
Though  for  befl  deeds,  and  from  the  befl  of  men  ; 
And  why  ?  Becaufe  immortal.     Art  divine 
Has  made  the  body  tutor  to  the  foul; 
Heaven  kindly  gives  our  blood  a  maral  flow ; 
Gij 
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Bids  it  afcend  the  glowing  cheek,  and  there 

Upbraid  that  little  heart's  inglorious  aim 

Which  ftoops  to  court  a  char3cl».T  from  man;  3J0 

While  o'er  us  in  tremendous  judgment  fit 

Far  mcn-e  than  man,  with  endlcfs  praife,  and  biarae. 

Ambition's  bour.dle  s  appetite  out-fpeaks 
The  verdid  of  \i&Jhamc.     When  fouls  take  fire 
At  high  prefumprions  of  their  own  defert, 
One  age  is  poor  applaufe ;   the  mighty  fliout, 
The  thunder  by  the  livingyJ^:/  begun, 
Late  time  mnft  echo,  worlds  unborn  refcund. 
Wc  wifh  our  names  eternally  to  live  : 
Wild  dream,  which  ne'er   had  Jiaunted  human 
thought,  360 

Had  not  our  natures  been  eternal  too. 
InJl'uiSi  points  out  an  intereft  in  hereafter; 
JBut  our  blind  reafin  fees  not  ivbere  it  lies  ; 
Or,  feeing,  gives  the  fubftance  for  the  Ihade. 

Fame  is  the  fhade  of  immortality. 
And  in  itfelf  a  fhadow.     Soon  as  caught, 
Contemn'd  ;  it  {brinks  to  nothing  in  the  grafp. 
Confult  th'  ambitious,  'tis  ambition's  cure. 
"  And  is  this  all?"  cry'd  Casfar  at  his  height, 
D'lfgufied.     This  third  proof  ambition  brings      3  70 
Of  immortality.     The  firft  in  fame, 
Obfcrve  him  near,  your  envy  v/ill  abate  : 
Sham'd  at  the  difproportion  vaft;  between 
The  paflion  and  the  purchafe,  he  will  figh 
At/uoh  fuccefs,  and  blulh  at  his  renown. 
And  why  ^  Becaufe  far  richer  prize  invites 
His  heart;  far  more  illuftrious  glory  calls; 
It  calls  in  whifpers,  yet  the  deafeft  hear. 

And  can  ambition  a  fourth  proof  fupply  ? 
It  can^  and  ftronger  than  the  former  three  ;    380 
Yet  quite  o'erlook'd  by  fome  reputed  wife. 
Though  difappointments  in  ambition  pain. 
And  though  fuccefs  difgujis,  yet  ftill,  Lorenzo, 
in  vain  we  flrive  to  pluck  it  from  our  hearts; 
By  nature  planted  for  the  nobleft  ends. 
Abfurd  the  fam'd  advice  to  Pyrrhus  given ; 
More  prais'd  than  p'>nder'd;  fpecious,  but  unfound; 
Sooner  that  hero'syrocr^  the  world  had  quell'd 
Than  reafon  his  ambition.     Man  mujl  foar. 
An  obftinate  activity  within,  390 

An  inlupprefllve  fpring,  will  tofs  him  up 
In  fpite  oS.  fortune'' s  load.     Not  kings  alone, 
Each  villager  has  his  ambition  too  ; 
JNo  Sultan  prouder  than  his  fetter'd  flave  : 
Slaves  build  their  little  Babylons  of  flraw. 
Echo  the  proud  Afiyrian  in  their  hearts. 
And  cry,  "  Behold  the  wonders  of  my  might!" 
And  why  ?  Becaufe  immortal  as  their  lord  ; 
And  fouls  immortal  mufl  for  ever  heave 
At  fomething  great,  the  glitter  or  the  gold,      400 
The  praife  of  mortals,  or  the  praife  of  heaven. 

Nor  abfolutely  vain  is  human  praife, 
When  human  is  fupported  hj  divine. 
I'll  introduce  Lorenzo  to  himfelf ; 
Pleafurc  znA  pride  (bad  maflers!)  fhare  our  hearts. 
As  love  oi  pleajure  is  ordain'd  to  guard 
And  feed  our  bodies,  and  extend  our  race, 
The  love  oi  praife  is  planted  to  proteCl 
And  propagate  the  ghries  of  the  mind. 

What  is  it  but  the  love  of  praife  iiifpires,        4 10 
Matwrcs,  refines,  embcllilhes,  exalts, 


Earth's  happinefs  ?  From  that  the  dtJicate, 

'l"he  grand,  the  marvellous,  of  cimil  life, 

fVant  and  convenience,  under-worktrs,  lay 

The  bafis  on  which  love  of  glory  builds. 

Nor  is  thy  life,  O  virtue  !   Icfs  in  debt 

To  praif:;,  thy  fecret  ftimulating  fiiend. 

Were  men  not  p.-r.ud,  what  merit  fhould  we  mifs  '. 

PriJe  made  the  virtues  of  the  pagan  world. 

Praife  is  the  fait  that  feafons  right  to  man,        429" 

And  whets  his  appetite  for  moral  good. 

Thirft  of  applaufe  is  '<)'n\Me' i  fcond  guard  ; 

Reafon  her  firfi ;  but  reafon  wants  an  aid; 

Our  private  reafon  is  a  flatterer; 

Thirfl  of  applaufe  calls  pulUc  judgment  in, 

To  poife  our  own,  to  keep  an  even  fcale, 

And  give  endanger'd  virtue  fairer  play. 

Here  ^ffth  proof  arifes,  ftronger  ftill  : 
Why  this  fo  nice  conftrndtion  of  our  hearts? 
Thefe  delicate  moraiitics  oifenfe,  43«> 

This  conf.iiuiional  referve  of  aid 
To  fuccour  virtue  when  our  reafon  fails. 
If  virtue,  kept  alive  by  care  and  toil. 
And  oft  the  mark  of  injuries  on  earth. 
When  labour'd  to  maturity  (its  bill 
Of  difciplines,  and  pains,  unpaid)  mufl  die  ? 
Why  freighted-rich  to  dafh  againft  a  rock? 
Were  man  to  perifh  when  moft  fit  to  live, 
O  how  mif-fpcnt  were  all  thefe  ftratagems, 
'By  (kill  divine  enwovcn  in  our  frame  ;  44O' 

Where  are  heaven's  holinefs  and  mercy  fled  ? 
Laughs  heaven  at  once  at  virtue  and  at  man  ? 
If  not,  why  that  difcourag'tl,  this  deflroy'd  ? 

ThKS  far  ambition.      What  fays  avarice  ? 
Thh  her  chief  maxim,  which  has  long  been  thine: 
"  The  wife  and  wealthy  are  the  fame," — I  grant  it. 
To  {lore  up  treafure  with  incefiant  toil, 
T^s  is  man's  province,  this  his  higheft  praife. 
To  this  great  end  keen  inf.inii  ftirigs  him  on. 
To  guide  that  inftincS,  reafon,  is  thy  charge  ;      45^ 
'Tis  thine  to  tell  us  v.'htre^true  treafure  lies: 
But,  reafon  failing  to  difcharge  her  truft. 
Or  to  the  deaf  difcharging  it  in  vain, 
.A.  blunder  follows;  and  blind  indufiry, 
Gall'd  by  the  fpur,  but  ftranger  to  the  courfe, 
(The  courfe  where  Itakes  of  more  than  gold  are 

won) 
O'erloading  with  the  cares  of  diftant  age, 
The  jaded  fpirits  of  the  prefent  hour, 
ProviJes  for  an  etsrnify  below. 

"  Thoufbalt  not  covet"  is  a  wife  command  ;  46a 
But  bounded  to  the  wealth  the  fun  furveys  : 
Look  farther,  the  command  ftands  quite  revers'd. 
And  avarice,  is  a  virtue  moft  divine. 
\i  faith  a  refuge  for  our  bappinefs  ? 
Muft  fure  ;  and  is  it  not  for  reafon  too  ? 
Nothing  this  world  unriddles  but  the  next. 
Wheixe  ine.ttinguillAable  thirft  of  gain  ? 
From  inextiiigulfliable  life  in  man  : 
Iviiiit,  if  not  meant  by  tvorih  to  reach  the  fkiei, 
Kad  wanted  wing  to  fly  fo  far  \n  guilt.  47» 

Sour  grapes,  I  grant,  ambition,  avarice. 
Yet  Kill  their  root  is  immortality  : 
Thefe  its  wild  growths,  fo  bitter  and  fo  bafe, 
(Pain  and  reproach!)  religion  can  reclaim. 
Refine,  cxalr,  throw  duwn  thsir  p oifonous  ke, 
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And  nialcc  tlifm  fparlde  in  the  bowl  of  M/fs. 
See,  the  third  witnefs  laughs  at  blifs  remote, 
And  falfe^y  promifes  an  Eden  here  : 
Truth  (he  (hall  fpeak  for  once,  though  prone  to  lie, 
-A  common  cheat,  and  pLafure  is  her  name.      480 
To  pleafure  never  was  Lorenzo  deaf; 
Then  hear  her  now,  now  frji  thy  real  friend. 

Since  nature  made  us  not  more  fond  t\\a.n  proud 
Of  happincfs  (whence  hypocrites  in  joy  ! 
Makers  of  mirth  !  artificers  of  fmiics!) 
Why  fliould  the  joy  moft  poignantyj/z/f  affords 
Burn  U!  with  blufhcs,  and  rebuke  our  pride  ? — 
Thofc;  heaven-born  bluflies  tell  us  man  ddceuds, 
Ev'n  in  the  zenith  of  his  earthly  blifs: 
Should  reafun  take  her  infidel  repo(e,  490 

This  honell  inJl'mB  fpeak-  our  lineage  high; 
This  infrincfl:  calls  oa  darknefs  to  conceal 
Our  rapturous  relation  to  the  ftails. 
Our^/o>-_y  covers  us  with  no\t\e  Jhame, 
And  he  that's  unconfounded,  is  unmannd. 
The  man  that  blufhes  is  not  quite  a  brute. 
Thus  far  v\;ith  thee,  Lorenzo  !  will  I  clofe, 
Pleafure  is  good,  and  man  for  pleafure  made  ; 
But  pleafure  full  of  glory,  as  of  joy ; 
Pleafure,  which  neither  Llujhes,  nor  expires.       500 

The  witntffes  are  heard;  the  caufe  is  o'er; 
Let  confcience  file  the  fentence  in  her  court. 
Dearer  than  deeds  that  half  a  realm  convey  : 
^Thus  feal'd  by  truth,  th'  authentic  record  runs. 

"  Know,  all ;  know,  infiiiels, — unapt  to  know  ! 
"    Tif  immortality  your  nature  folves; 
"   'Tis  immortality  decyphers  man, 
"   And  opens  all  the  niyfleries  of  his  make, 
"   Without  it  half  his  infinifs  are  a  riddle  ; 
"   Without  it  all  his  'virtues  are  a  dream,  510 

"  His  very  crimes  attelt  his  dignity  ; 
"   His  fatelefs  thirft  oi pleafure,  gold,  znAfame, 
"  Declares  him  born  for  bleffings-/r;?n//^.- 
"   What  lefs  than  infinite  makes  uii-ablurd 
"  Pajftons,  which  all  on  earth  but  more  inflames  ? 
"  Fierce  paflions,  fo  mif-meafur'd  to  this  fcene, 
"'  Stretch'd  out,  like  eagles  wing?,  beyond  our  i^efl, 
"  Far,  far  beyond  the  worth  of  all  below. 
•*  For  earth  too  large,  prefage  a  nobler  flight, 
"  And  evidence  our  title  to  t\\ejlies."  530 

"V'e  gentle  theologues,  of  calmer  kind  ! 
Whofe  conflitution  dicftates  to  your  pen,        [hell  ! 
M'ho,    cold  yourfelves,   think  ardour  cnmes  from 
Think  not  our  paiTions  from  corrvp'ian  fprung, 
Though  to  corruption  now  they  lend  their  wings; 
That  is  their  mJjirefs,  not  their  mother.     All 
(And  juftly)  reafon  deem  divine.:   I  fee, 
J  feel  a  grandeur,  in  (\\c  pajjions  too, 
"Which  fpeaks  their  high  defcent,  and  glorious  end ; 
Which  fpeaks  them  rays  of  an  eternal  fire.       J30 
In  Paradife  itfelf  they  burnt  as  ftrong, 
Ere  Adam  fell;   though  vvifer  in  their  aim, 
Like  the  proud  Eailern,  ftruck  by  Providence, 
What  though  our  pajfians  are  run  mad,  and  floop 
With  low,  terreftrial  appetite,  to  graze 
On  tralh,  on  toys,  dethron'd  from  high  defirc  1 
Yet  ftill,  through  their  difgrace,  no  feeble  ray 
Of  greatnefs  fhines,  and  tells  us  whence  they  fell : 
But  thefe{y\\ic  that  fall'n  monarch  when  redaim'd), 
When  reafon  moderates  the  rein  aright,  540 


Shall  re-afccnd,  remount  their  former  fphere, 
Where  once  they  foar'd  illuftrious  ;  ere  feduc'd 
By  wanton  Eve's  debauch,  to  flroll  on  earth. 
And  fct  the  fubluiiary  world  on  fire. 

But  grant  their  phrenfy  lafts;  their  phrenfy  fails 
To  difappoint  one  providential  end, 
for  which  heaven  blew  up  ardour  in  our  hearts : 
Were  reufon  filcnt,  boundlefs/j^T^sn  fpeaks 
A  future  fcene  of  boundlefs  obje^s  too. 
And  brings  glad  tidings  q{  eterr.al  Azy.  55O 

Eternal  day  !   'Tis  that  enlightens  all  ; 
And  all,  by  that  cnlighten'd,  proves  it  fun. 
Conftder  man  as  an  immortal  he'ma^ 
Intelligible  all;  and  all  is  great; 
A  cryftalline  tranfparency  prevails. 
And  ftrikes  full  luftrc  through  the  human  fphere  j 
ConliJer  man  as  mortal,  all  is  dark, 
And  wretched  ;  reafun  weeps  at  the  furvey. 

I'hc  learn'd  Lorenzo  cries,  "  And  let  her  weep, 
"   Weak  modern  reafon  :   Anciet.t  times  were  wife. 
"   Authoiity,  that  venerable  guide,  561 

"   Stands  on  my  part;  the  fam'd  Athenian  porch 
"   (And  who  for  vvifdcm  fo  renown'd  as  they?) 
"  Deny'd  this  inimortciiity  to  man." 
I  grant  it ;   but  afBrm,  they  proii\l  it  too. 
A  riddle  this  ! — Have  patience  ;  Til  explain. 

^^^hat  noble  vanities,  what  moral  flights. 
Glittering  through  their  romantic  wifdom's  page. 
Make  us,  at  once,  defpifc  them,  and  admire  i 
Fable  is  flat  to  thefe  high-feafbn'd  fires  !  570 

1  hey  leave  th'  extravagance  of  fong  below. 
"   Flefh  Ihall  not  feel ;   or,  feeling,  fhall  enjoy 
"  The  dagger  or. the  rack  ;   to  them,  aliks 
"  A  bed  of  rofes,  or  the  burning  bull." 
In  men  exploding  all  beyond  the  grave, 
Strange  dodlrine,.  this !  As  do^rine,  it  was  flrange  ; 
But  not,  ^i  prophecy ;  for  fuch  it  prov'd, 
And,  to  their  own  air.azemenr,  wasfulfiU'd  : 
'They  feign'd  a  firmnefs  Ch'rifians  need  not  feign. 
The  Chtifian  truly  triumpli'd  in  the  Hame  :       580 
The  Stoic  faw,  in  double  wonder  loft, 
Wcuder  ai  them,  and  wonder  at  himfelf. 
To  find  the  bold  adventures  of  his  thought. 
Not  bold,  and  that  he  ftrovc  to  lie  in  vain. 

Whence,  theri,  thofe  thoughts  .'  Thofe  towering 
thoughts,  that  flew 
Such  nionftrous  heights  ?— From  inJinSi,  and  from 

pride. 
The  glorious  inf.in6l  of  a  deathlefs  foul, 
Confus'dly  confcious  of  her  dignity, 
Suggefled  truths  they  could  not  underft^'nd. 
lu  li/j?'s  dominion,  and  m  pajpons  florm,  joo 

Truth's  fyftem  broken,  fcaiter'd  fragments  lay. 
As  light  in  chaos,  glimmering  throi.'gh  the  gloom  : 
Smit  with  the  pomp  of  lofty  feijtiments, 
'Ple-ii'd  pcide  proclaim'd,  what  teafon  difbeliev'd. 
Pride,  hke  the  Delphic  prieftefs,  with  a  fwell, 
Rav'd  nonfenfe,  deliin'd  to  he  future  fenfe. 
When  life  immortal,  in  full  day,  fhould  fliine; 
AilA  deaths  dark  fbadoivs  fly  the  gofpel  fun. 
They  !^  oke,  what  nothing  but  immortal  fouls 
Couia  fpeak  ;  and  thus  the  truth  they  queflionM, 
prov'd.  60a 

Can  then  abfurdities,  as  well  as  crimes, 
Speak  man  immortal?  All  things  fpeak  him  fo^ 
Gi.j 


joa 


THE   WORKS    OF  YOUNG. 


!Much  has  been  iirg'd:  and  doft  thou  call  for  more? 
Call ;  and  with  cndlels*  queftlong  he  diftrefs'd. 
All  un'rel'olvable,  it"  earth  is  all. 

"  Why  life,  a  moment;  infinite,  define? 
"  Our  wifh,  eternity  ?  Our  home,  the  grave  ? 
"  Heavcii'i  prcmip  dormant  lie?  in  human  hofe; 
"  Who  iv'f)Ci  life  immortal,  proves  it  too. '      609 
••  Why  happinef^  purfued,  though  never  found? 
*'  Man's  thjrft  of  happinefs  declares  it  is, 
'*  (  For  nature  never  gravitates  to  nought)  ; 
"  That  thirft  unquench'd  declares  //  n  not  here, 
"  My  Lucia,  thy  Clariffa,  call  to  thought ; 
•'   Why  csrdial friendjhip  rivetted  I'o  detp, 
"  As  hearts  to  pierce  at  firft,  at  parting  rend, 
f  If  friend,  and  friendfliip,  vanilh  in  an  hour  ? 
••  Is  not  this  toiment  in  the  mafk  of  joy  ] 
"  Why  by  trfeiiion  marr'd  the  joys  oifenfe? 
f  Why^<7/?,  and /:</wjf,  preying  on  our  hearts,  6ao 
"   And  putting  all  our  frcfent  joys  to  death? 
••  Wiiy  labours  rrafon  ?  tnjlinSi  were  at  well ; 
,"   Inllinifl  far  better  ;  what  can  cloofe,  can  err  : 
*«  O  how  infallible  the  thoughtlefs  brute  ! 
"  'Twere  well  his  HoUnefs  were  half  as  fure. 
•'  Reafcn  with  inclination,  why  at  war? 
f  Why  fenfe  oi guilt?  why  confdencc  up  in  arms?" 

Confclcnc!  of  guilt,  is  prophecy  of  pain, 
And  bofom-council  to  decline  the  blow. 
Heajon  with  ii:clii:ation  ne'er  had  jarr'd,  630 

If  nothing  future  paid  foibcarance  here  ; 
Thus  cr — thei'e,  and  a  thoufand  pleas  uncall'd, 
All  prcii:ife,  fome  enftiie,  z  fcrond  fcene  ; 
%V'Lich,  were  it  doub'ful,  \\  ould  be  dearer  far 
1  han  all  things  elfe  mofl  certain  ;  were  w./afs. 
What  truth  on  earth  fo  precious  as  the  lie  ? 
"Tkis  world  it  gives  us,  let  what  v.'ill  enfue ; 
'I'his  world  it  gives,  in  that  high  cordial,  hope: 
Tbe  future  of  the  prefenCis  the  foul  :  639 

How  this  life  groans,  when  fevcr'd  from  the  next  I 
Poor  mutilated  wretch,  that  difbelicves ! 
By  dark  diftruft  his  being  cut  in  two, 
In  loth  parts  periflics;  life  void  of  joy, 
Sad  prelude  of  eternity  in  pain  ! 

Couldlt  thou  perfuade  me,  the  nest  life  could  fail 
Our  ardent  wiftics;  how  fhculd  I  pour  out 
My  bleeding  heart  in  anguift,  neiv,  as  deep  ! 
Oh  I  with  what  thoughts,  thy  hope,  and  my  defpair, 
Abhorr'd  annihilatirn  !  blafts  the  foul,  "  O49 

And  wide  extends  the  bounds  of  human  woe  ! 
Could  I  believe  Lorenzo's  fyflcm  true. 
In  this  black  channel  would  my  ravings  run. 
"   Grief  iror.\  ike  future  borrow'd  peace,  ere  while. 
"  The  future  •ZW///Z.V/.'  and  the  prcfent /a/'w'i// 
"  Strange  import  of  unprecedented  ill ! 
"   Fall,  how  profound !  Like  Lucifer's,  the  fall ! 
""  Unequal  fate!   his  fall,  without  his  guilt ! 
"   From  v/here  A  n.l  ho/.e  built  her  pavilion  high, 
•'  The  godsaniong,Jiurl'd  headlong,  hurl'd  at  once 
"  To  night !  To  nothing,  darker  ftili  than  night !  660 
"   If  'twas  a  dream,  why  v;ake  me,  my  word  foe, 
"  Lorenzo  '.  boaftful  of  the  name  of  friend  ! 
"  O  for  delufion  I   O  for  error  ftill  !  [plant 

"  Ceuld  vengeance  flrike  much  flronger  ftian  to 
"  Aikinking  being  in  a  world  like  this, 
V   Not  over-rich  before,  noiv  bcggar'd  quite ; 
ff  More  curfi  than  at  the  fall  .'—1  he  lun  goes  out 


"  The  thorns  fhoot  up'.   What  ihQrns  in  eifctjr 

"  thought ! 
«'  Why  fenfe  of  better  ?   It  imbitters  worfe. 
"  Why  fenfe  ?  why  life  ?    If  but  to    figh,  then 
"  fink  670 

"  To  what  i  wasl  tivice  nothing  !  and  much  woe! 
"  Woe,  from  heaven's  bounties '.  woe  from  whac 

"  was  wont 
"   To  flatter  moft.high  intelleilual posters. 
"    Thought,    liiitue,    tnoiuledge  !     bleflings,    by    thy 

"  fcheme, 
"  All  poifon'd  into  pains.     Firfl,  Inoivledge,  once 
"    My  foul's  ambition,  no-w  her  greateft  dread. 
"  To  hnoiv  myfelf,  true  wildom  ] — No,  to  fhun 
"  That  (hocking  fcitncc,  parent  of  defpair  I 
"  Avert  thy  mirror  :  if  I  fee,  I  die. 

"  Kno-w  my  Creator  ?  Climb  his  blefl  abode  68p 
"  By  painful  fpeculation,  pierce  the  veil, 
"  Dive  in  his  nature,  read  his  attributes, 
"  And  gaze  in  admiration — on  a/of, 
"   Obtruding  life,  vvilh-holdiug  happinefs! 
"  From  the  full  riveis  that  I'urround  his  throne, 
"  Not  letting  fall  one  drop  of  joy  on  man  ; 
"   Alan  gafplng  for  one  drop,  that  he  might  ceafe 
"  To  curie  his  biith,  nor  envy  rcptiies  more  ! 
"  Ye  fable  clouds!  ye  darkeft  fliadesof  night !  689 
"  Hide  him,  for  ever  hide  him,  from  my  thought, 
''  Once  all  my  comfort;  fource,and  foul  of  joy  '. 
"  Now   leagu'd  with  furies,  and  with  *  xlce,  a- 
"  gainft  n-.e. 
"   Kno-u'  his  atchiewments  ?  Study  his  renown  I 
"  Contemplate  this  amazing  univerle, 
"  Dropt  Irom  his  hand,  with  miracles  replete  \ 
"  For  what  ?  'Mid  miracles  of  nobler  name, 
"  'I'o  find  one  miracle  of  mife'yf 
"  To  find  the  being,  which  alone  can  inoiv 
"   And  piai  e  his  works,  a  blcniifli  on  his  praife  ? 
"  Through  nature's  ample  range,  in  th«ught  to 
"  llrolh  700 

"  And  flar  tat  mmi,  the  fingle  mourner  there, 
"  Breatliing  high  hope !  chain'd  down  to  pangs, 
"  and  death  ? 
"  Knowing  is  fufTcring  :  and  (hall  -virtue  (hare 
"  The  figh  of  knoivledge  !' — Virtue  (hares  the  figh. 
"  By  (training  up  the  deep  of  excellent, 
"   By  battles  fought,  and,  from  temptation,  won, 
"  What  gain  fhe,  but  the  pang  of  feeing  worth, 
"  Angelic  worth,  fdon  fliuffled  in  the  dark 
"  With  every  vice,  and  fwept  to  brutal  duft  ? 
"  Merit  is  madnefs;  virtue  is  a  crime ;  7^0 

"  A  crime  to  reafon,  if  it  coifs  us  pain 
"  Unpaid:  what  pain,  aniidfl  a  thouiand  more, 
"  To  think  the  moll  abandon  d,  after  days 
"  Of  triumph  o'er  their  betters,  find  in  death 
"  Asfoft  a  pillow,  nor  makeycu/cr  clay  1 

"  Duty!  religion  1 — Thcfc,  our  duty  done,         rj 
"  Imply  reward.     Heligiou  is  miftake. 
"  I)uty  ! — There's  none,  but  tp  repel  the  cheat. 
"  Ye  cheats  I  away  !  ye  daughters  of  my  pride  ! 
"  Who  feign  yourfelves  the  favourites  of  the  (kics: 
"  Ye  towering  hopes  \  abortive  energies  1        740 
"  That  tofsand  (Iruggle  in  my  lying  brea{l, 
'*  To  fcalc  the  ikies,  and  build  prefumptious  there. 
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*'  As  I  were  heir  of  an  eternity. 

"  Vain,  vain  ambitions  1   trouble  me  no  more. 

''  Why  travel  far  in  queft  of  Cure  defeat  ? 

"  As  bounded  as  my  being  be  my  wifh. 

*'  All  is  inverted;  ivifdom  is  a  fool. 

"  Senfe^  take  the  rein  ;  blind  pnjjlor,  drive  us  on  ; 

•'  And  ignorance,  befriend  us  on  cur  way ;  730 

"  Ye  new,  hvt  in/e/i  patrons  of  our  peace  ! 

"  Yes;  give  the.  fulfe  full  empire;   live  \.he  brute, 

"  Since  as  the  brute  we  die.     Thefum  of  man, 

"  Of  godlike  man  1   to  re-vel,  and  to  rot. 

"  But  not  on  equal  terms  with  other  brutes  : 
"  Their  revels  a  more  poignant  relilh  yi«ld, 
*'  And  fafer  too  ;  they  never  poifons  choofe. 
"  InJlinSi  than  reafon  makes  more  wholefomc  mea'Is, 
"  And  fends  all- marring  murmur  far  away. 
"  Vorfeiifual  life  thej  befl  philofophife ;  740 

"  Theirs  ihzKferene  iht/jges  fought  in  vain  : 
"  'Tis  man  alvne  expofbulates  with  heaven ; 
"  His  all  the  poiver  and  all  the  caufe  to  mourn. 
"  Shall  human  eyes  alone  difTolve  in  tears  ? 
"  And  bleed,  in  anguifh,  none  but  human  hearts? 
"  The  wide-flretch'd  realm  oi  inteUcdual  woe, 
"  Surpaflingyivyj/ij/far,  isallour  own. 
"  In  life  fo  fatally  diflinguilh'd,  why 
"  Catt  in  one  lot,  confounded,  lunip'd,  in  death? 
"  Ere  yet  in  being,  was  mankind  in  guilt  ?        75© 
"  Why  thunder'd  this  peculiar  claufe  againft  us, 
'*  All-mortal  and  alLxuretcbcd? — Have  the  fkies 
"  Reafons  of  ftate  their  fubjedts  may  not  fcan, 
''  Nor  humbly  reafon  when  they  forely  figh  ? 
"  All-mortal  and  all-ii'retched  ! — 'Tis  too  much; 
''  Unparailel'd  in  nature;  'tis  too  much 
"  On  being  unrequejled  &t  thy  hands, 
'*  Omnipotent  1  for  I  fee  nought  hut  fo'wer. 
"And  why  fee  that?    Why  thought!'    To  toll, 
and  eat,  759 

"  Then  make  our  bed  in  darknefs,  needs  no  thought. 
"  What  fuperfluities  are  reafoning  fouls  1 
"  O  give  eternity !  or  thought  deftroy. 
"  But  without  thought  our  curfe  were  half  unfelt; 
"  Its  blunted   edge  would  fpare  the   throbbing 

heart; 
"  And  there/on  'tis  beflow'd,  I  thank  thee,  reajan  ! 
"  For  siding  lifers  too  fmall  calamities, 
"  And  giving  being  to  the  dread  of  death. 
"  Such  are  thy  bounties! — Was  it  then  too  much 
"  For  me,  to  trefpafs  on  the  brutal  rights  ? 
"  Too  much  for  hea-aen  to  make  one  emmet  more  ? 
"  Too  much  for  chaos  to  permit  my  mafs  771 

"  A  longer  ftay  with  efTcnces  unwrought, 
"  Unfafhion'd,  imtorrnented  into  man  f 
"  Wretchti  preferment  to  this  round  of  pains! 
"  Wretched  capacity  of  frenzy,  thought  ! 
"  Wretched  capacity  of  dying  Ife  ! 
"  Life,  thought,  •wmtb,  ivifdom.  All  (  O  foul  revolt) 
"  Once  friends  to  peace,  gone  over  to  the  foe. 
"  Death,  then,  has  chang'A  his  nature  too  :  O 
"  death  I  779 

"  Come  to  my  bofom,  thou  befl:  gift  of  heaven  ! 
"  Befl  friend  of  man  i  fmce  man  is  man  no  more  ! 
"  Why  in  this  thorny  •wildemefs  fo  long, 
"  Since  there's  no  promised  land's  ambrofial  bower, 
"  To  pay  me  with  its  honey  for  my  iiings  ? 
'.•  If  needful  to  the  felfifh  fchemes  of  heaven  ! 


"  To  fling  us  fore,  why  mockt  our  mifery  ? 

"  Why  this  fo  fumptuous  infult  o'er  our  heads? 

"  Why  this  illuflrinus  canopy  difplay'd  ? 

"  Why  fo  magniiicently  lodg'd  dejpair  ? 

"  At  ftated  periods,  fure  returning,  roll  750 

"  Theie glorious  orbs,  that  mortals  may  compute 

"  Their  length  of  labours,   and  of  pains;  nor  lofe 

"  Their   mifery's  full  meafure  ? Smiles  with 

^'  flowers, 
"  And  fruits,  promifcuous,  ever-teeming  earth, 
"  I'hat  man  may  languifli  in  luxurious  fcenes, 
"  And  in  an  Eden  mourn  his  wither'd  joys  ? 
"  Claim  earth  and  fkies  man's  admiration,  due 
"  Icorfuch  delights  1   Blefl  animals  !  too  wife 
"  To  -wonder ;   and  too  happy  to  complain  '.  7951 

"  Our  doom  decreed' ier\\:x\\6.%  a  mournful  fcene  ; 
"  Why  not  a  dungeon  dark  for  the  condemn  d? 
"  Why  not  the  dragon's  fubterramean  den, 
"  For  man  to  howl  in  ?  Why  not  his  abode 
"  Of  the  fame  difmal  colour  with  his  fate  ? 
"  A  Thebes,  a  Babylon,  at  vafl  expence 
"  Of  time,  toil,  treafure,  art,  for  owls  and  adders, 
"  As  congruous,  as,  for  man,  this  lofty  dome, 
"  Which  prompts  proud  thought,  and  kindles  high. 

"  defire  ; 
"  If,  from  her  humble  chamber  in  the  dufl, 
"  While  proud  thought  fwells,  and  high  defire  in- 
"  flames,  810 

"  The  poor  -umrm  calls  us  for  her  inmates  there  ; 
"  And,  round  us,  death's  inexorable  hand 
"  Draws  the   dark   curtain    clofe ;  undrawn   no 
"  more. 
"  Undrazvn  no  more  .' — Behind  the  cloud  of  deaths 
"  Once,  I  beheld  the  fun ;   a  fun  which  gilt 
"  That  fable  cloud,  and  turn'd  it  all  to  gold  : 
"  How  the  grttve's  alter'd  '.   Fathomlefs,  as  hell '. 
"  A  real  hell  to  thofc  who  dreamt  of  heaven. 
"  Annihilation  !   How  it  yawns  before  me  1 
"  Next  moment  I  may  drop  from  thought,£iomfnfe^ 
"  The  privilege  of  angels,  and  of  ivorms,  821. 

"  An  outcaft  from  exiftcnce  I  and  this  fpirit, 
"  Ihis  ail-pervading, this  all-confcious  foul, 
"  This  particle  of  energy  divine, 
"  Which  travels  nature,  flies  from  flar  to  flar, 
"  And  vifitsgods,  and  emulates  their  powers, 
"  For  ever  is  extinguifiit.  Horror  !  death  ! 
"  Death  of  that  death  \fcarlefs  once  furvey'd ! — 
"  When  horror  iiniver'i'al  fhaii  defcend, 
"  And  heaven's  dark  cone  've  urn  all  human  race, 
"  On  that  enormous,  unrefunding  tonib,  8ji 

"  How  jufl  this  verfc  !  this  monumental  figh  1" 

Beneath  the  lumber  of  demolijh  divorlds, 

Dsep  in  the  rubbijh  oj  the  general  lureck, 

Sivept  ignominious  to  the  common  ?nifs 

Of  matter, never  dignify'  J  luitb  lije. 

Here  lie  proud  rzXxon'sXs  ;  The  fans  cf  heaven  ! 

The  lords  of  earth  I    The  property  cfivorms  ! 

Beings  of  ycfierdeiy  !   and  not  to-niorrotv  ' 

Who  lii'd  in  terror ,  and  in  pangs  expir'd  !  84O 

All  gene  to  rot  in  chaos  ;  or  to  make 

Their  happy  tranfit  into  blocks  cr  brutes. 

Nor  longer  fully  their  Creator's  name. 

Lorenzo  !  hear,  paufe,  ponder,  and  pronounce, 
Jufi  is  this  hiftory  ?  I'ifuch  is  nuai, 
G  iiij 
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Jklankind's  hiilorlan,  though  divine,  n^.ight  weep    , 
And  dares  Lorenzo  fmile  ! — I  know  thee  proud  ; 
For  once  let  pride  hcfrieiid  thee  ;  pride  looks  pale 
j^t  fuch  a  fcene,  and  Cghs  forfomethingniore. 
Amid  thy  boafls,  prcfuniptions,  and  difplays,  85G 
And   art   though    then   a    fhadow  ?    L.cl's    than 

fliade? 
A  nothing?  Lefs  than  nothing  ?  To  itawbeen, 
And  not  to  be,  is  lower  than  unborn. 
Art  thou  cmbilious  ?  Why  then  make  the  worm 
Thine  tqiial  i  Runs  thy  tafte  oi pUafure  high  ? 
"Why  patronize  fure  death  of  every  j  ly  ? 
Charm  riches  ?  Why  choofe  beggary  in  the  grave, 
Of  every  hope  a  baiikrupt !   and  for  ever? 
Ambition, ple.ifure,a-varice,  ■pzriaz.dt  thee  8j9 

To  make  that  world  of  glory,  rapture,  wealth, 
They  *  \d.te.\y  pn-u'd  the  foul's  fupreme  defire. 

What  art  thcu  made  of?  Rather,  how  unmade  ^ 
Great  natures  mafter  appetite  deftroy'd  ! 
Is  endlefs  life  and  happinef--  defpis'd? 
Or  both  wifli'd,  here,  where  neither  can  he  found  ? 
^uch  man's  perverfe,  eternal  war  with  heaven  I 
Dar'ft  thou  perfift  ?  And  is  there  nought  on  earth, 
But  a  long  train  of  tranfitcry  forms, 
Rifmgand  breaking  millions  iu  an  hour  ? 
Bubbles  of  a  fantaflic  deity,  blown  1  p  87G 

In  fport,  ard  then  in^cruelty  deftroy'd  ? 
Oh  1  for  what  crime,  unmerciful  Lorenzo  ! 
Deftroys  thy  fcheme  the  ichole  of  human  race  ? 
Kind  is  fell  Lucifer  compar'd  to  thee  : 
O  !  fpare  this  icajle  of  being  half  divine  ; 
And  vindicate  th'  economy  of  heaven. 

Heaven  is  all  love  ;  all  joy  in  giving  joy  : 
It  never  had  created,  but  to  b'efs  : 
And  niall  it,  then,  ftrikc  off  the  lift  of  life, 
A  being  bleft,  or  wonhyTo  to  be  ?  880 

Heaven  darts  at  an  annihilating  God. 

Is  that  all  nature  ftartsat,  thy  defire  ? 
Art  fuch  a  clod  to  wifli  thyfclf  all  clay  ? 
IVhat  is  that  dreadful  wifti  ? — The  dying  groaa 
Of  nature,  murder'd  by  the  blackeft  guilt. 
What  deadly  poifon  has  thy  nature  drunk ; 
To  nature  undebauch'd  no  fhock  fo  great ; 
^Nature's /?>•/?  wilh  is  cr.dlefs  happinefs ; 
Atmihilation  is  an  afrer  thought, 
A  monftrous  wi(h,  unborn  till  virtue  dies.  890 

And,  oh  !  what  depth  of  horror  lies  enclos'd  'm. 
For  r.on-cxift^nce  no  man  ever  wifh'd, 
But,  firft,  he  v.ifh'd  thcDelry  dellroyed. 

ir  fo  ;  what  words  are  dark  enough  to  draw 
Thy  pidlure  true  .'  The  datkeft  are  too  fair. 
Beneath  what  baleful  planet,  in  what  hour 
Of  defperation,  by  what  fury's  aid, 
In  what  infernal  pofture  of  the  foul, 
All  hell  invited,  and  all  hell  in  joy 
At  fuch  a  birth,  a  birrh  fo  near  of  kin,  900 

Did  thy  io\i\  fanry  whelp  fo  black  a  fcheme 
Of  hopes  sibovtivc,  fjculties  half-blown. 
And  deities  begun,  reduc'd  to  duft  ? 

There's  nought  (thou  fay'fl)  but  one  eternal 
flux 
,  Of  feeble  cffences,  tumultuous  driven 
*5"h;ouch  time's  rough  billows  into  nigk's  abyfs. 

*  JnNi'rUVI. 


Say,  in  this  rapid  tide  of  'numan  ruin, 

Is  there  no  rock,  on  which  man's  tolling  thought 

Can  red  from  terror,  dare  his  fate  furvey. 

And  boldly  think  vijomeihing  to  be  born  ?         9IQ 

Amid  fuch  hourly  wrecks  ot  being  fair, 

h  there  no  centra),  all-fudaining  baje, 

Allrealifing,  all-connedting  poiuer. 

Which,  as  it  call'd  forth  all  things,  can  recall^ 

And  free  deJlruSiion  to  refund  her  fpoil  ? 

Command  the  grave  redore  her  taken  prey  ? 

Bids  death's  dark  vale  its  human  harvcft  yield. 

And  earth,  and  ocean,  pay  their  de'ot  of  man. 

True  to  the  grand  depofit  trufted  there? 

Is  there  no  potentate,  whofe  outdretch'd  arm,     920 

When  ripening  time  calls  forth  th'  appointed  hour, 

Pluck'dfrom  foul  de-jaftatlons  famifh'd  maw. 

Binds p>efent,pajl,  znA  future,  to  his  throne  ? 

His  throne,  how  glorious,  thus  divinely  grac'd. 

By  germinating  beings  cluftering  round  1 

A  garland  worthy  the  divinity  ! 

A  throne,  by  heaven's  omnipotence  in  fmihs^ 

Built  (like  3.pLaros  towering  in  the  waves) 

Amidft  immcnfe  effufions  of  his  love  ! 

An  ocean  of  communicated  blifs  !  93Q 

An  ail-prolific,  all-preferving  god  ! 
This  were  a  god  indeed. — .And  fuch  is  man, 
As  here  prefum'd  :  he  rifes  from  his  fall. 
Thihk'd  thou  Omnipotence!  a  njked  root,' 
Each  blofTom  fair  of  Deity  dcdroy'd  ? 
Nothing  is  dead  ;  nay,  nothing  iletps ;  each  foul. 
That  ever  animated  human  clay. 
Now  wakes ;  is  on  the  wing  :  and  where,  O  where. 
Will  the  fwarm  fettle  ? — When  the  trumpet's  call. 
As  founding  brafs  colledls  U'  round  heaven's  throne, 
Conglob'd,  we  bafk  in  everlafting  day,  941 

(Paternal  fplendour  !)  and  adhere  forever. 
Had  not  the  foul  this  outlet  to  the  ikies. 
In  this  vaft  veflel  of  the  univerfe. 
How  ftiould  we  gafp,  as  in  an  empty  void ! 
How  in  the  pangs  of  famidi'd  hope  expire ! 

How  bright  my  profpeiS  flilnes ;  how  gloomy, 
thine  /  ■ 

A  trembling  world  i  and  a  devouring  God  ! 
Earth,  but  the  diambles  of  Omnipotence  ! 
Heaven  s  face  all  ftain'd  with  caufelefs  maflacres 
Of  countlefs  milliun?,  born  to  feel  the  pang      951 
Of  being  UJl.     Lorenzo  !   can  it  be  ? 
This  bids  us  fhudder  at  the  thoughts  of  Ufe.^ 
Who  would  be  born  to  fuch  a  phantom  world. 
Where  nought  fubdantial  but  our  mifery 
Where  joy  (if  joy)  but  heightens  our  diftrefs. 
So  foon  to  pcrifli,  and  revive  no  more  \ 
The  'gte.-a.X.tx fuch  a  joy,  rht  mnre  it  pains. 
A  world,  fo  far  from  great  (and  yet  how  great 
It  fhines  to  thee  ')  there's  nothing  real  in  it;    960 
Being,  a  Ihadow  ;  confcioufnfs,  a  dream  ;     • 
A  dream,  how  dreadful !   Univerfal  blank 
Before  it,  and  behind  !   Poor  man,  a  fpark 
From  non-cxiftence  druck  by  wrath  divine. 
Glittering  a  moment,  nor  that  moment  fure, 
'Midft  upper,  nether,  arid  furrounding  night,' 
His  fad,  fure,  fudden,  and  eternal  tomb  ! 

Lorenzo  !  dod  thou  feel  thefe  arguments  ? 
Or  is  there  nought  but  vengeance  can  be  felt  ? 
How  haft  thou  dar'd  the  Deity  dethrone  ?       970 
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Kow  dat'd  hidiSt  him  of  a  world  like  this? 
]{ftich  the  world,  creation  was  a  crime; 
For  what  is  crime  but  caufe  of  mifery  ? 
RetratS,  blafphemer  !  and  unriddle  i.bit. 
Of  endlefs  arguments  aho've^  below , 
Without  uf,and  -within,  the  ihort  refult — 
"  Jf  'nan  s  immortal,  there  s  a  God  in  leaven. 

But  wherefore  fuch  redundancy  ?  fuch  wafle 
Of  argument  ?  One  fets  my  foul  at  reft  I  979 

One  obvious,  and  at  hand,  and,  oh  1 — at  heart. 
So  juft  the  fkies,  Piiiiander's  life  fo  pain'd. 
His  heart  fa  pure  ;  that,  ox  fuuceding  fcenes 
Have  palms  to  give,  or  ne'er  had  he  been  born, 
'•    What  an  old  tale  is  this  T'  Lorenzo  cries. — 
1  granf  this  argument  is  old ;  but  truth 
Kc  years  impair  ;  and  had  not  this  been  true, 
Thou  never  hadfl  defpis'd  it  for  its  age 
Truth  is  immortal  as  thy  foul ;    and  Jal/le 
As  fleeting  as  thy  joys  ;  be  wife,  nor  make 
'Heaven's  higheft  bkfliiig,  vengeance  ;  O  be  wife! 
Nor  make  a  curfe  oi  immortality.  991 

Say.  know'ft;  thou  what  it  is,  or  what  thou  art  ? 
Know'ft  thcu  th'  Importance  of  a  foul  immortal  ? 
Behold  this  midnight  glory  :   worlds  on  worlds  1 
Amazing  pomp  !   redouble  this  amaze  ; 
Ten  thoufand  add  ;  add  twice  ten  thoufand  more  ; 
Then  v.-eigh  the  whole  ;  one  foul  outweighs  them 

all; 
And  calls  th'  aftonifiiing  magnificence 
Of  uiuntelligent  creation  ^oo/-. 

For  this,  believe  not  me  ;  no  man  believe  ;  lOCO 
Truft  not  in   words,   but    deeds ;  and   deeds   no 

lefs 
Than  thofe  of  the  Suprerhe  ;  nor  his,  a  few  ; 
Confult  themrt//;  confultcd,  all  proclaim 
Thy  foul's  importance  :  tremble  at  thyfelf ; 
For  whom  Omnipotdnce  has  wak'd  fo  long  : 
Has  wak'd,  and  work'd,  for  ages ;  from  the  birth 
Of  nature  to  this  unbelie-uin'r  hour. 

In  this  fmall  province  of  his  vaft  domain 
(All  nature  bow,  while  I  pronounce  his  name  !) 
V/hat  has  God  done,  and  not  for  this  fole  end,  1010 
To  refcue  fouls  from  death  !    The  foul's  high  price 
Is  writ  in  all  the  conducfl:  of  the  Ikies. 
TYitfouVs  high  price  is  the  creation  s  key. 
Unlocks  its  myfleries,  and  naked  lays 
The  genuine  caufe  of  every  deed  divine  : 
That  is  the  chain  of  ages,  which  maintains 
Their  obvious  corrtfpondence,  and  unite? 
Moll  dillaiit  periods  in  one  bleft  defign  : 
That  is  the  mighty  hinge,  on  which  have  turn'd 
All  revolutions,  whether  we  regard  loao 

The  natural,  ci-vil,  or  religious,  world  ; 
The  former  two  but  fervants  to  the  third  : 
To  that  their  duty  done,  they  both  expire. 
Their  mafs  new-cafl,  forgot  their  deeds  renown  d: 
And  angels  aflc,  "  Where  once  they  Jhone  fo  fair  ?" 

To  lift  us  from  this  abjeift,  to  fublime ; 
This  flux,  to  permanent  ;  this  dark,  to  day; 
This  foul,  to  pure  ;  this  turbid,  to  ferenc  ; 
This  mean,  to  mighty  1 — for  this  glorious  end 
Th'  Almighty,  rifing,  his  long  Sabbath  broke  I 
The  world  was  made  ;  was  ruin'd  ;  was  reftor'd ; 
L?.ws  from  the  feies  were  publilh'd  ;  were   re- 
peal'd;  1034 
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On  earth  kings,  kingdoms,  rofc  ;  kings,  kingdoms, 

fell ; 
Fam'd  fages  lighted  up  the  frrgan  world  : 
Prophets  from  Sion  darted  a  keen  glance 
Through  diftant  age ;    faints  travell'd ;   martyrs 

bled  ; 
By  wonders  facred  nature  flood  control'd ; 
The  living  were  tranllated  ;   dead  were  rais'd  ; 
Angels,  and  more  than  angels,  came  from  hea- 
ven ; 
And,  oh  I  for  thh,  defcended  lower  Hill :         1040 
Guilt  was  hell's  gloom  ;  aftonifli'd  at  his  gueft. 
For  one  fliort  momei.t  Lucifer  ador'd  : 
l^orenzo  '  and  wilt  thou  do  Icfs  ? — For  this, 
That  hallowed  page, iooh  feoff  at,  was  infpir'd, 
Of  all  thefc  truths  thrice  venerable  code  ! 
Deifis  I  perform  your  quarantine ;  and  then 
Fail  prodrate,  ere  you  touch  if,  left  you  die- 

Nor  kfs  intenfely  bent  infernal  powers 
To  mar,  than  thofe  oi  light,  this  end  to  gain. 
O  what  a  fceiie  is  here  : — Lorenzo  !   wake  !  I0J# 
Rife  to  the  thought ;  exert,  expand  thy  foul 
To  take  the  vaft  idea  :   it  denies 
All  efe  the  name  of  great.    Two  warring  worlds  I 
Not  Lurope  againtt  Afric ;  warring  worlds  ! 
Oi  mere  than  mortal  I   mounted  on  the  wino'  I     ' 
On  ardent  wings  of  energy  and  zeal, 
High-hove; ing  o'er  this  little  brand  of  flrifc  I 
This  fublunary  ball — Bui  ftrife,  for  what  ?         » 
In  their  own  caufe  ccnfli<Sting  ?  No;  in  thine. 
In  man  s-   H't'^lingle  intereft  blows  the  flame  ;  1069 
His  the  fole  i'lake;  his  fate  the  crumpet  founds, 
Which  kindle?  war  immortal.     How  it  burns  ! 
Tumultuous  fwarms  of  deities  in  arms  I 
Force,  force  oppofing,  till  the  waves  rim  hi^h. 
And  tempeft  nature's  univerfal  fphere. 
Such  oppofites  eternal,  ftedfaft,  flern. 
Such  foes  implacable  are  gaod,  and  ill ; 
Yet  man,  vain  man,  would  meditate  peace  betweeri 

them. 
Think  not    this    fidlion,  "   There    -zras   war  in 

"  heaven^''  JC69 

From  heaven's  high    cryftal  mountain,   Where  it 

hung,  [bow, 

Th'  Almighty's  out-ftretch'd  arm  took  duwa  his 
And  fh  It  his  indignation  at  the  deep  : 
Re-iftunder'd  hell,  and  darted  all  her  fires. 
And  fccins  the  (lake  of  little  moment  ftill? 
And  flumbers  rnan,  who  fingly  caus'd  the  ftorm  ? 
He  fleeps — And  art  thou  fhock'd  at  myf  cries  ? 
The  greateft,  thou.     How  dreadful  to  refle<fc, 
What  ardour,  care,  and  counfel  mortals  caufe 
In  breafts  divine  !  how  little  in  their  own  ! 

Where'er   i   turn,   how  new  proofs  pour  upon 

me'  ic8o 

How  happily  this  wondrous  view  fupports 
My  former  argument !   Hew  ftrongly/r//^ 
Immortal  life's  full  demonftration,  here  '. 
Why  this  exertion  \  Why  this  flrange  regard 
From  heaven's  Omnipotent  indulg'd  to  man  .'— ; 
Bccaufe,  in  man,  the  glorious  dreadful  power. 
Extremely  to  be  paln'd,  or  bleft  for  ever. 
Duration  gives  importance  ;  fwells  the  price. 
An  angel,  if  a  creature  of  a  day, 
What  would  he  be  }  A  trifle  of  no  weight ;     icp? 
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Or  (land,  or  fall ;  no  matter  which  ;  he's  gone. 

Becaufe  immortal,  therefore  is  indulg'd 

This  flrange  regard  of  deities  to  dull. 

Hence  heaveii  looks  down  on  earth  with  all  her 

eyes : 
Hence,  the  foul's  might)'  moment  in  her  fight : 
Hence,  every  foul  has  partifans  above, 
And  every  thought  a  critic  in  the  flcies : 
Hence,  clay,  vile  clay  !  has  angels  for  its  guard, 
And  every  guard  a  paffion  for  his  charge  : 
Hence,  from  all  age,  the  cabinet  divine  lioo 

Has  held  high  counfel  o'er  the  fate  of  man. 

Nor  have  the  clouds  thofe  gracious  counfels  hid; 
Angels  undrew  the  curtain  of  the  throne, 
And  Providence  came  forth  to  meet  mankind  : 
in  various  modes  of  emphafis  and  awe. 
Me  fpoke  his  will,  and  trembling  natura  heard ; 
He  fpoke  it  loud,  in  thunder  and  in  ftorm. 
Witnefs,  thou  Sinai !  whofe  cloud-cover'd  height, 
And  fliaken  bafis,  own'd  the  prefent  God ; 
Witnefs,  ye  ijV/flwj  .'  whole  returning  tide,     Ilio 
Breaking  the  chain  that  faften'd  it  in  air. 
Swept  Egypt  and  her  menaces,  to  hell : 
Witncfs,  -^t fames  !  th'  Affyrian  tyrant  blew 
To  fevenfold  rage,  as  impotent,  as  ftrong  : 
And  thou,  earib  '.   witnefs,  whofe  expanding  jaws 
Clos'd  o'er  *  frcfumptkn  s  facriiegious  fens  : 
Has  not  each  element,  in  turn,  fubfcrib'd 
Ihe  foul's  bigb price,  and  fvvorn  it  to  the  wife .' 
Has  not  flame,  ocean,  ether,  earthquake,  ftrove 
To  ftrikeiiu  truth  through  adamantine  man?  I  lao 
3f  not  all  adamant,  Lorenzo  !  hear  ; 
All  \h  dclufion  ;  nature  is  wrapt  up, 
In  tenfold  night,  frpm  reafons  keeneft  eye ; 
There's  no  confiftence,  meaning,  plan,  or  end, 
3n  all  beneath  the  fun,  in  all  above, 
(As  far  as  man  can  penetrate),  or  heaven 
Is  an  immenfe,  ineftimable  prize; 
Or  all  is  nothing,  or  that  prize  is  all — 
And  fhall  each  tey  be  ftill  a  match  for  heaven, 
And  full  equivalent  for  groans  below  ?  IljO 

Who  would  not  give  a  trifle  to  present 
What  he  would  give  a  tlioufand  worlds  to  cure  ? 

Lorenzo !  thou  haft  feen  (if  thine  to  fee) 
All  nature,  and  her  God  (by  nature's  courfe, 
And  nature's  courfe  coniroui'd)  declare  for  me  ; 
The  fkies  above  proclaim,  "  immortal  rmx\\" 
Andy"  man  immortal  I"  all  below  refounds. 
The  world's  a  fyflem  of  theology, 
Read  by  the  greateft  ftrangers  to  the  fchools ; 
If  honef,  learned :  and/rf^fj  o'er  a  plough.      1I40 
Is  not  Lorenzo !  then  impos'd  on  thee 
This  hard  alternative ;  or,  to  renounce 
Thy  reafoti,  or  thy  fenfe  ,-  or,  to  believe  ? 
What  then  is  thy  unbelief?  'Tis  an  exploit ; 
A  (Irenuous  enterprife  :  to  gain  it,  man 
IVIuft  burft  through  every  bar  of  common  fenfe, 
Of  common  fhame,  magnanimoufly  wrong; 
And  what  rewards  the  llurdy  combatant  ? 
His  prize,  repentance  ;   infamy,  his  crown.  TI49 

But  wherefore,  infamy  ? — For  want  oi faith, 
Down  the  fteep  precipice  of  ivrong  he  Aides ; 
There's  nothing  to  fupport  him  in  the  right, 

' J'  Korah,  M^c. 


I'aiih  in  the  future  wanting  is  at  leaft 

In  embryo,  every  weaknefs,  every  guilt ; 

And  ftrong  temptation  ripens  it  to  birth. 

Mthis  life's  gain  invites  him  to  the  deed. 

Why  not  his  country  fold,  his  father  flain  ? 

'  ris  virtue  to  purfue  our  good  fupreme  ; 

And  hi?  fupreme,  his  only  good  is  bete. 

Ambition,  avarice,  by  the  wife  difdain'd,  ll6« 

Is  pcrfedl  luifdom,  while  mankind  vce.  foh. 

And  think  a  turf,  or  tomb-ftone,  covers  all : 

Thef  find  employment,  and  provide  for fenje 

A  richer  pafture,  and  a  larger  range ; 

And  fenfe  by  right  divine  afcends  the  throne, 

When  virtue's  prize  and  profpcdl  are  no  more ; 

Virtue  no  more  we  think  the  will  of  heaven. 

Would  heaven  quite  beggar  virtue,  if  belov'd  ? 
"  Hi-i  virtue  charms.'" — I  grant  her  heavenly 
fair ; 

But  if  unportion'd,  all  Trill  intcrejl  wei;         II70 

1  hough  that  our  admiration,  this  our  choice. 

The  virtues  grow  on  immortality  ; 

1'hat  root  deftroy'd,  they  wither  and  expire. 
A  deity  bfliev'd,  will  nought  avail; 

Re-war  Js  and  punifoments  make  God  ador'd  ; 

And  hopes  "mA  fears  give  confcience  all  her  poWCf. 

As  in  the  dying  parent  dies  the  child. 
Virtue  with  immottaliiy,  expires. 
Who  tells  me  he  denies  his  foul  immortal, 
What^'er  his  boaft,  has  told  me.  He's  a  knave.  Il8» 
His  duty  'tis,  to  love  himfelf  alone  ; 
Nor  care  though  mankind  perilh,  if  he  fmiles. 
Who  thinks  ere  long  the  man  fhall  ivholly  die. 
Is  dead  already  ;  nought  but  brute  iurvives. 

And  are  there  fuch  ? — Such  candidates  there 
arc 
For  more  than  death  ;  for  utter  lofs  of  being, 
Being,  the  bafis  of  the  Deity  ! 
Aflc  you  the  caife  ? — The  caufe  they  will  not  tell: 
Nor  needt\ity  :  O  the  forceries  oijenf  ! 
They  work  this  transformation  on  the  foul,     II90 
Difmount  her,  like  the  ferpent  at  the  fall, 
Difmount  her  from  her  native  wing,  (which  foar'd 
Ere-while  ethereal  heights),  and  throw  her  down, 
To  lick  the  duft,  and  cra-wl  in  fuch  a  thought. 

Is  it  in  words  to  paint  you  ?  O  ye  fall'n  ! 
Fall'n  from  the  wings  of  reafon,  and  of  hope  ! 
Ereifl  in  ftature,  prone  in  appetite  1 
Patrons  of  pleafure,  porting  into  pain  ! 
Lovers  of  argument,  averfe  to  fenfe  ! 
Boafters  of  liberty,  faft  bound  in  chains  !        IZOGt 
Lords  of  the  wide  creation,  and  the  fliame  I 
More  fenfelefs  than  th'  irrationals  you  fcom  I 
More  iaji  than  thofe  you  rule  !     Than  thofe  you 

P'ty. 
Far  more  undone .'  O  ye  mnft  infamous 
Of  beings,  from  fuperior  dignity  ! 
Deepeft  in  woe  from  means  of  boundlefs  blifs'. 
Ye  curft  by  blefiings  infinite  !  becaufe 
Moft  highly  favour'd,  moft  profoundly  loft  ! 
Y c  motiy  irnk  oi  contradi£iion  ftrong  1  1209 

And  are  you,  too,  convinc'd,  your  louls  fly  off 
In  exhalation  foft,  and  die  in  air. 
From  the  full  flood  of  evidence  againf  you  ? 
In  the  coarfe  drudgeries  and  finks  oi fenfe. 
Your  fi'uls  have  quite  worn  out  the  mnke^of  heavcri^ 
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)Sy  vice  new-caft,  and  creatures  of  your  own  : 
i^M  though  you  can  deform,  you  can't  Jejrey  ; 
1"o  curfe,  not  uncreatc,  is  all  your  power. 

Lorenzo  !  this  black  brotherhood  renounce; 
Renounce  St.  Evremont,  and  read  St.  Puul. 
Ere,  rapt  by  miracle,  by  reafon  wing'd,  I7.ao 

His  mounting  mind  made  long  abode  in  heaven. 
This  h  freethitiLing,  unconfin'd  to  parts. 
To  fend  the  foul,  on  curious  tr^ivel  bent, 
Through  all  the  provinces  of  human  thought ; 
To  dart  her  flight  through  the  whole  fphere  of 

man  ; 
Of  this  vaft  univerfe  to  make  the  tour  ; 
Jn  each  recels  oifpace  and  time,  at  home; 
Familiar  with  their  wonders  ;  diving  deep ; 
And,  like  a  prince  of  boundlefs  interefts  there. 
Still  nioft  ambitious  of  the  moft  remote  ;         1230 
To  look  on  trulh  unbroken,  and  entire ; 
Truth  in  the/yfem,  the  full  orb ;  where  truths 
By  truths  enlighten'd,  and  fuftain'd,  afford 
An  arch-like,  ftrong  foundation,  to  fupport 
Th'  incumbent  weight  of  abfolute,  complete 
ConviBiun  ;  here,  the  iHore  we  prefs,  we  ftand 
More  firm  ;  who  moft  examine,  muft  believe, 
Pa/Zf,  like  half-fentcnces,  confound  ;  the  -whoU 
Conveys  the  fenfe,  and  God  is  underftood; 
Who  not  in  fragments  writes  to  human  lace:  1240 
Read  his  "whole  volume,  fceptic  !  then  reply. 
'Ibis,  this,  is  thinhingfree,  a  thought  that  grafps 
Beyond  a  grain,  and  look*  beyond  an  hour. 
Turn  up  thine  eyes,  furvey  this  midnight  fcene; 
What  are  earth's  kingdoms,  to  yon  bcundlefs  orbs, 
Of  human  fouls,  one  day,  the  deflin'd  range .' 
And  what  yon  boundlefs  orbs,  to  godlike  man  ? 
Thofe  numerous  worlds  that  throng  the  firmament, 
And  afk  more  fpace  in  heaven,  can  roll  at  large 
In  man's  capacious  thought,  and  flill  leave  room 
For  ampler  orbs,  for  ne-w  creations,  there.       1 25 1 
Can  fucb  a  foul  ccntradl  itfelf,  to  gripe 
A  point  of  no  dimenfion,  of  no  weight  ? 
It  can  ;  it  does  :  the  ■werlc/  is  fuch  a  point  : 
And,  of  that  point,  how  Jinall  a  part  enflaves  1 

How  fmall  a  part — of  nothing,  fhall  1  lay  ? 
Why  not  ? — friends,  our  <;/);>/■  trcafure  1  how  they 

drop! 

Lucia,  NarcifTa  fair.  Philander  gone  ! 
The  grave,  like  fabled  Cerberus,  has  op'd 
A  triple  mouth  ;  and,  in  an  awful  voice,         1260 
Loud  calls  my  foul,  and  utters  all  I  fing. 
How  the  world  falls  to  pieces  round  about  us. 
And  'eaves  us  in  a  ruin  of  our  joy  ! 
What  fays  this  tranfportation  of  my  friends  ? 
It  bids  me  love  the  place  where  ntm)  they  dwell, 
And  fcorn  this  wretched  fpot  they  leave  fo  poor. 
Eternity's  vafl:  ocean  lies  before  thee  ; 
There,  there  ;   Lorenzo  !  thy  Clarifla  fails. 
Give  thy  mind  fea-room;  keep  it  wide  oi  earth. 
That  rock  of  iouh  immortal ;  cut  thy  cord  ;     1270 
Weigh  anchor;  fpread  thy  fails;  call  every  wind; 
Eye  thy  great  pole-far ;  make  the  land  of  life, 

Two  kinds  of  life  has  douhle-naturd  man. 
And  two  of  death  ;  the  lnjl  far  more  fevere. 
Life  animal  is  nuitur'd  by  the  fun  ; 
Thrives  on  his  bounties,  triumphs  in  his  beams. 
iLife  ratknal  fubfifts  on  higher  food, 


Triumphant  in  his  beams,  who  made  the  day. 
When  we  leave  that  fun,  and  are  left  by  this, 
(The  fate  of  all  who  die  in  ftubborn  guik)     Ia8« 
'Tis  utter  darknefs;  ftridlly  double  death. 
We  fink  by  no  judicial  ftroke  of  heaven, 
But  nature's  courfe  i  as  fure  as  plumbets  fall. 
Since  God,  or  man,  muft  alter,  ere  they  meet, 
(Since  light  and  darknefs  blend  not  in  one  fphere) 
'Tis  manifeft,  Lorenzo  !  ivho  muft  change. 

If,  then,  that  double  death  faould  prove  thy  lot. 
Blame  not  the  bowels  of  the  Deity ; 
Man  (hall  be  bleft,  as  far  as  man  permits. 
Not  man  alone,  all  rationals,  heSiVcn  arms         1*99 
With  an  illuftrious,  but  tremendous,  power 
To  counter-ad;  its  own  moft  gracious  ends; 
And  this,  of  ftridt  neceffity,  not  choice  ; 
T/&a/ power  deny'd  men,  angels,  were  no  more 
But  paflive  engines,  void  of  praife  or  blame. 
A  nature  rational  implies  the  power 
Of  being  bleft,  or  wretched,  as  we  pleafe ; 
Elfe  idle  reafon  would  have  nought  to  do  ;   . 
And  he  that  would  be  barr'd  capacity 
Of  pain,  courts  incapacity  of  blifs.  tjOil 

Heaven  ivills  our  happinefs,  alloivs  our  doom ; 
In-vites  us  ardently,  but  not  compels  ; 
Heaven  hut per/uades,  almighty  man  decrees  i 
Man  is  the  maker  of  immortal  fates. 
Man  falls  by  man,  if  finally  he  falls  : 
And  fall  he  mujl,  who  learns  from  death  alone, 
The  dreadful  fecret — That  he  lives  for  ever. 
Why  this    to   thee .' — Thee   yet,  perhaps,   in 
doubt. 
Of  fecond  life  ?  But  wherefore  doubtful  ftill  ? 
Eternal  life  is  nature's  ardent  wifh  :  IJIO 

What  ardently  we  wifh,  wefoon  believe  : 
Thy  tardy  faith  declares  that  wifh  deftroy'd  : 
What  has  deftroy'd  it  ? — Shall  I  tell  thee  what? 
When  fear'd  the  future,  'tis  no  longer  wilh'd  ; 
And,  when  unwifti'd,  wejlrive  to  difbclieve. 
"    "Thus  infidelity  our  guilt  betrays.'" 
Nor  that  the Jole  detedion  I    Blufti  Lorenzo! 
Blufti  for  hypocrify,  if  not  for  guilt. 
'[he  future  fear  d  ? — An  infdel,  and  fear  ? 
Fear  what :  A  dream  ?  Afable  ? — How  thy  dread. 


Un-wilUng  evidence,  and  thereioreflrong,         132! 

Affords  my  caufe  an  undefign'd  fupport ! 

How  dfhelief  2.&Tms  what  it  denies! 

"   Jt  una-warcs,  afferts  immortal  life^^ 

Surprifing  !  infdelity  turns  out 

A  creed,  and  a  confeffion  of  our  fins  : 

Apoftates,  thus,  are  orthodox  divines. 

Lorenzo  !  with  Lorenzo  clafh  no  more ; 
Nor  longer  a  tranfparent  vizor  wear. 
Think'ft  thou,  religion  only  has  her  maflc  ? 
Our  infidels  are  Satan's  hypocrites,  '^Ttll 

Pretend  the  worft,  and,  at  the  bottom,yfli/. 
When  vifited  by  thought  (thought  "will  intrude), 
Like  him  they  ferve,  they  tremble,  and  believe. 
Is  their  hypocrify  fo  foul  as  this; 
So  fatal  tp  the  welfare  of  the  world  ? 
What  detefiation,  what  contempt,  their  due  ! 
And,  if  unpaid,  be  thank'd  for  their  cfcape 
Hhat  Chriftian  candour  they flri-ve  hard  to  fcorn  : 
If  not  for  that  afylum,  they  might  find  134* 

A  hell  on  earth ;  nor  'fcape  a  worfe  iekvj. 
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With  infolence,  and  impotence  of  thought, 
Irftead  of  racking  fancy  to  ;  efute, 
Refotm  thy  manners,  and  the  truth  enjoy. — 
But  (hall  I  dare  cnfcfs  the  dire  refult  ? 
Can  thy  proud  reajon  brook  fo  black  a  brand  ? 
Vtomfurer  manners,  tofublimer  faith ^ 
Is  nature's  unavoidable  afcent ; 
An  lonef.  dcift,  where  the  gffpel  fliines, 
IMatur'd  to  mbler,  in  the  CIrifian  ends.         1350 
When  that  bleft  change  arrives,  e'en  caft  aCde 
This  fong  fuperfluous;  life  iamortal  flrikes 
Convidion,  in  a  flood  of  light  di-vine. 
A  Chrif.ian  dwells,  like  *  Uriel,  in  the  fun ; 
Meridian  evidence  puts  douit  to  flight; 
And  ardent  hope  anticipates  the  fkies. 
Of  that  bright  fun,  Lorenzo  !   fcale  the  fphcre  ; 
'Tis  eafy  .   it  invites  thee  ;  it  defcends 
From  heaven  to  woo,  and  waft  thee  whence  it 

came  : 
Read  and  revere  the/jifriri//i.'Z5-f;  a  page         1360 
Where  triumphs  immo  tality  ,   a  page 
Which  not  the  whole  creation  could  produce ; 
Which  not  the  ccrfagration  (hall  deftroy, 
'Tis  printed  in  the  mind  of  gods  for  ever, 
In  nature's  ruins  not  one  letter  loft. 

In  proud  difdain  of  what  ev'n  gods  adore, 
Dofl  fmile  ? — Pour  wretch  1  thy  guardian  angel 

weeps. 
Angeh  and  men  affent  to  what  I  fing ; 
Wits  fmile,  and  thank  me  for  my  midnight  dream. 
How  vicious  hearts  fume  frenzy  to  the  brain  ! 
Parts  pufh  us  on  to  pride,  and  pride  to  ihame ; 
Pert  infidelity  is  wis  cockade,  1 3  7 2, 

To  grace  the  brazen  brow  that  braves  the  Ikies, 
By  lofs  of  being,  dreadfully  fecure. 
Lorenzo  !  if  fhy  doArine  wins  the  day, 
And  drives  my  dreams,  defeated,  from  the  field  ; 
If  this  is  all,  if  earth  z  final  fcene. 
Take  heed;  ftand  fall  ;  be  fure  to  be  a  knave. 
A  knave  in  grain  1  ne'er  deviate  to  the  right  : 
Ehould'ft  thou  be  good — how  infinite  thy  lofs  ! 
Ciiilt  only  makes  annihilation  gain.  13?^ 

Bleft  fcheme  !  which  life  deprives  of  comfort,  death 
Of  hope  ;  and  which  vice  only  recommends. 
If  fo,  -where,  infidels  !  your  bait  thrown  out 
To  catch  weak  converts  ?  -where  your  lofty  boafl 
Of  zeal  for  virtue,  and  of  love  to  man  ? 
Annihilation  !  I  confefs  in  tf.efe. 

What  can  reclaim  you .'  Dare  I  hope  profound 
Philofopben  the  converts  of  'i' fong  ? 
Yet  know,  its  \  title  flatters  jok,  not  me  ;  139'-* 

Y'ours  be  the  praife  to  make  my  title  good; 
Mine  to  blef>  heaven,  and  triumph  in  your  praife. 
But  (ince  fo  peftilential  your  difeafc. 
Though  fovercign  is  the  medicine  I  prefcribe, 
As  yet,  I'll  neither  triumph,  nor  defpair  : 
But  hope  ere  long  my  midnight  dream  will  wake 
Your  hearts,  and  teach  your  ivifdom — to  be  wife  : 
For  why  Ihould  fouls  imniortal,  made  for  blifs, 
E'er  wifli  (and  wifh  in  vain  !)  that  fouls  could  die  1 
What  ne'er  can  die,  oh  !  grant  to  live ;  and  crown 
The  wifti,  and  aim,  and  labour  of  the  Ikies;    1401 

*  Mi:t»n. 
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Jncreafe,  and  enter  on  the  joys  of  heaven  ; 
Thus  fhall  my  title  pafs  zfacred  feal. 
Receive  an  imprimatur  from  above. 
While  angels  fhout — an  Infidel  Reclaim' d  f 

To  tlofe,  Lorenzo  !  fpire  <if  all  my  pains. 
Still  feejiis  it  flrange,  that  thou  (hould'fl  live  for 

ever  ?  ^ 

Is  it  lefs  ftrange,  that  thou  Ihould'ft  live  at  all? 
7bis  is  a  miracle  ;  and  that  no  more. 
Who  gave  beginning,  can  exclude  an  end.      1419 
Deny  thou  art :  Then  doubt  if  thouylw//  be. 
A  miracle  with  miracles  enclos'd, 
Is  man  :  and  llarts  his  faith  at  what  hfiroige  ? 
What  Icfs  than  wonders  from  the  -wonderful  ? 
What  lefs  than  miracles  from  God  can  flow  ? 
Admit  a  God — that  myftery  fupreme  I 
That  caufe  uncaus'd  1  all  other  wonders  ceafe ; 
Nothing  is  marvellous  for  him  to  do  : 
Deny  him — all  is  myftery  befides  ; 
Millions  of  myfteries  !  each  darker  far,  1423 

Than  that  thy  wifdom  would  unwii'ely  ftiun. 
Miueak  thy  faith,  why  choofe  the  harder  fide  ? 
We  nothing  kno-w,  but  what  is  marvellous; 
Yet  what  is  marvellous,  we  can't  believe. 
So  -weak  our  reafon,  and  fo  great  our  God, 
What  moft  furprifes  in  the /acred page. 
Or  full  as  ftrange,  or  ftranger,  mufi  be  true. 
Faith  is  not  reafon  s  labour,  hut  repofe. 

To  faith  and  virtue,  why  fo  backward,  man  ? 
From  hence  : — The  prefent  ftrongly  ftrikes  us  all ; 
'\\\t  future  faintly  ;  can  we  then  be  men  ?        143 1 
If  men,  Lnrenzo  1  the  reverfe  is  right. 
Reafon  is  man's  peculiar  :   Senfe  the  brute's. 
The  prefent  is  the  fcanty  realm  of  jcnje  ; 
The  future,  rfa/o«'j  empire  unconfin'd  : 
On  thai  expending  all  her  godlike  power. 
She  plans,  provides,  expatiates,  triumphs,  there  ; 
There  builds  her  blrjfmg  '.   There  cxpe(fts  htr praifei 
And  nothing  afks  oi fortune,  or  of  man. 
And  what  is  reafon  ?  Be  ftie  thus  defin'd  ;       1440 
Reafon  is  upright fiature  in  iht  foul. 
Oh  I  be  a  man ;  and  ftrive  to  be  zgod. 
"  for  what.'   (thou  fay'ft)   To  damp  the  joys  of 

"life.?'? 
No  ;   to  give  heart  znd/ub/iance  to  thy  j"ys. 
That  tyrant,  hope ;  mark  how  ftie  domineers; 
She  bids  iis  quit  realities  for  dreams  ; 
Safety  and  peace  for  hazard  and  alarm  ; 
That  tyrant  o'er  the  tyrants  of  the  foul, 
She  bids  ambition  quit  its  taken  prize. 
Spurn  the  luxuriant  branch  on  which  it  fits.   145* 
Though  bearing  crown?,  to  fpring  at  difiant  game  ; 
And  plunge  in  toils  and  dangers — for  repofe. 
li  hope  precarious,  and  of  things,  when  gaiu'd, 
Of  little  mom.ent,  and  as  little  ftay, 
Can  fweeten  toils  and  dangers  into  joys  ; 
What  then,  that  hope,  which  noth:ng  can  defeat, 
Our  leave  unafk'd  .'  Rich  hope  of  boundlefs  blifs  ! 
Blifs,  paft  man's'powtr  to  paint  it ;   time's  to  clofe  I 

This  hope  is  earth's  moft  eftimable  prize  : 
This  is  man's  portion,  while  no  more  than  man  ; 
Hope,  of  all  paftions,  moft  befriends  us  here;      I46I 
Paflions  of  prouder  name  befriend  us  lefs. 
Joy  has  her  tears  ;    and  tranfport  has  her  death  ; 

Hope,  like  a  cordial,  innocent,  though  flrong, 
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Man's  heart  at  once  infpirits  anA/erates  ; 

Nor  makes  him  pay  his  wifdom  for  his  joys ; 

'Tis  all  our  prcfent  ftate  can  /a/^/y  bear, 

Health  to  the  frame  1  and  vigour  to  the  mind  ! 

A  joy  attemper'd  '.  a  chajlis' d  deVi^ht  1 

Like  the  fair  fummer 'evening,  mild  and  fweet ! 

'Tis  man's  full  cup  ;  his  paradife  below  1  1471 

A  bled  hereafter  tben,  or  hop'd,  or  gain'd, 
Is  all ;  our  ivhole  of  happinefs  :   full  proof, 
1  chofe  no  trivial  or  inglorious  ^is'w.f. 
And  know,  ye  foes  to  fong  !  (well-meaning  men, 
Though  quite  forgotten  '  half  your  Bible's  praife  1 
Important  truths,  in  fpite  of  -verfe,  may  pleafe  : 
Cra-jc  minds  you  praife ;  nor  can  you  praife  too 

much  : 
If  there  is  weight  in  an  eternity, 
Let  the  grave  liiten  ; — and  be  graver  (lill. 

NIGHT  VIII. 
VIRTUE'S  APOLOGY; 

OR,    THE  MAN    OF   THE  WORLD  ANSWERED. 

in  tvMcb  are  confiiered  the  Love  of  this  Life ;    the  Am- 
bition and  Pleafure,  "with  the   Wit  and  Wifdum    of 
the  World. 
And  has  all  nature  then  efpous'd  my  part  ? 
Have  I  brib'd  heaven  and  earth  to  plead  againft 

thee  ? 
And  is  thy  foul  immortal? — What  remains  ? 
All,  all,  Lorenzo  ! — Make  immortal  bleft. 
Unbleft  immortals  '. — What  can  fliock  us  more  ? 
And  yet  Lorenzo  fWl  afFtds  the  luorld ; 
There  flows  his  treafure  ;  thence  his  title  draws. 
Mail  of  the  -world  (for  fuch  wouldft  thou  be  call'd) 
And  art  thou  proud  of  that  inglorious  ftyle  ? 
Proud  of  reproach  ?  for  a  reproacli  it  ivas. 
In  ancient  days  ;  and  Chriflian — in  an  age, 
When  men  were  men,  and  not  afhain'd  of  heaven — 
Fir'd  their  ambition,  as  it  crown'd  their  joy. 
Sprinkled  with  dews  from  the  Caftalian  font, 
Fain  would  F  re-baptize  thee,  and  confer 
A  purer  fpirit,  and  a  nobler  name. 

Thy  fond  attachments  fatal  and  inflam'd. 
Point  out  my  path,  and  di(5iate  to  my  fong : 
To  thee  the  zuorld  hoiu  fair  .'  How  ftrongly  flrikes 
Ambition  .'  and  gay  phafiire  ftronger  ftill  1 
Thy  triple  bane  1  the  triple  bolt  that  lays 
Thy  virtue  dead  1  Be  thefe  my  triple  theme; 
Nor  (hall  thy  ivit  or  zuifdom  be  forgot. 

Common  the  theme ;  not  fo  the  fong ;  if  fhe 
IVIy  fong  invokes,  Qranla  deigns  to  fmile. 
The  charm  that  chains  us  to  the  world,  her  foe. 
If  fhe  diffolves,  the  man  of  earth  at  once 
Starts  from  his  trance,  and  fighs  for  other  fcenes ; 
Scenes  where  thefe  fparks  of  night,  thefe  flars  fliall 

fhine 
Unnumber'd  funs  (for  all  things  as  they  are 
The  blefl  behold;)  and  in  one  glory  pour 
Their  blended  blaze  on  man's  aftonifh'd  fight ; 
A  blaze — the  leafl  illuftrious  objecSl  there, 

I-orenzo  1   fince  eternal  is  at  hand. 
To  fwallow  time's  ambitions;  as  the  vaft 

*  the  poetical  farts  of  it. 


Leviathan,  the  bubbles  vain,  that  rldci 
High  on  the  foaming  billow  ;  what  avail 
rligh  titles,  high  defcent,  attainments  high, 
If  unattain'd  our  highef  ?  O  Lorenzo  ! 
What  lofty  thoughts,  thefe  elements  above, 
What  toweling  hopes,  what  fallies  from  the  fun/ 
What  grand  furveys  of  deftiny  divine, 
And  pompous  prefage  of  unfathom'd  fate. 
Should  roll  in  bofoms,  where  a  fpirit  burns, 
Bound  for  eternity  !   In  bofoms  read 
By  bim^  who  foibles  in  archangels  fees  ! 
On  human  hearts  he  bends  a  jealous  eye, 
And  marks,  and  in  heaven's  regifter  inrolls, 
The  rife  and  progrefs  of  each  option  there ; 
Sacred  to  doomfdayl    That  the  page  unfolds. 
And  fpreads  us  to  the  gaze  of  gods  and  men. 

And  what  an  option,  O  Lorenzo,  thine  ? 
This  world  1   and  this,  unrivall'd  by  the  fkies  ! 
A  world,  where  luft  of  plcafure,  grandeur,  gold. 
Three  de?nons  that  divide  its  realms  between  them, 
With  flrokes  alr.ernace  bufiet  to  and  fro 
Man's  refllefs  heart,  their  fport,  their  flying  ball  ;' 
Till  with  the  giddy  circle  fick,  and  tir'd, 
It  pants  for  peace,  and  drops  into  defpair. 
Such  is  the  world  Lorenzo  fets  above 
That  glorious /rijOT^^r  angels  were  efleem'd 
Too  mean  to  bring  ;  a  promife,  their  arfor'i/ 
Defcended  to  communicate,  and  prefs. 
By  counfel,  miracle,  life,  death,  on  man. 
Such  is  the  world  Lorenzo's  wifdom  woos, 
.'\nd  on  its  thorny  pillow  fceks  repofe ; 
A  pillow  which,  like  opiates  ill-prepar'd. 
Intoxicates,  but  not  compofes;  fills 
The  vifionary  mind  with  gay  chimeras, 
All  the  wild  traih  of  flecp,  without  the  rcfh  ; 
What  unfign  d  Vi'i.seX,  and  what  dreams  of  joy  I 

How  frail  men,  things  !  how  momentary  both  ! 
Fantaflic  chafe  of  fhadows  hunting  fhades  1 
The  gay,  the  hufy^  equal,  though  unlike  ; 
Equal  in  wifdom,  differently  wife  I  [wafles. 

Through  flowery  meadows,  and  through  dreary 
One  burrling,  and  one  dancing  into  death. 
There's  not  a  day,  but  to  the  man  of  thought 
Betrays  fome  fecret,  that  throws  new  reproach 
On  life,  and  makes  him  Cck  of  feeing  more. 
The  ftenes  of  bufmefs  tell  us — "  What  are  men ;'' 
The  fcenes  ol pleafare — "  Wh^^is  all  befide  ;" 
There,  others  we  defpife  ;  and  here,  ourfelves. 
Amid  dif^tijl  eternal,  dwells  delight  ? 
'Tis  approbation  ftrikes  the  firing  of  joy. 

What  wondrous  prize  has  kindled  this  career. 
Stuns  with  the  din,  and  chokes  us  with  the  duft, 
On  life's  gay  flage,  one  inch  above  the  grave  ? 
The  proud  run  up  and  down  in  quefl  of  eyes ; 
The  fcfual,  in  purfuit  of  fomething  worfe ; 
The  grave,  of  gold  ;  the  politic,  of  power. 
And  all,  of  other  butterflies,  as  vain  1 
As  eddies  draw  things  frivolous  and  light. 
How  is  man's  heart  by  vanity  drawn  in ; 
On  the  fv/ift  circle  of  returning  toys, 
Whirl'd,  ftraw-like,  round  and  round,  and  then 

ingulf  'd  ; 
Where  gay  delufion  darkens  to  defpair  I 

"  Tbis  is  a  beaten  track." — Is  this  a  track 

Should  not  be  beaten .'  never  beat  enough. 
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Till  enough  learn'd  the  truths  it  would  infpire. 

Shall  truth  be  fileiit,  becaufe  follyyVown/ .' 

Turn  the  world's  hiftory  ;  what  find  we  there 

But  fortune  t  fports,  or  nature's  cruel  claims, 

Or  tvomant  artifice,  or  mans  revenge, 

And  endlefs  inhumanities  on  man  ? 

Fame's  trumpet  feldom  found',  but  like  the  knell 

It  brings  bad  tidings  :  how  it  hourly  blows 

Man's  mifadventures  round  the  liftening  world  1 

!Man  is  the  tale  of  narrative  old  time  ; 

Sad  tale  ;  which  high  as  paradife  begins ; 

As  if  the  toij  of  travel  to  delude, 

From  ftage  to  ftage,  in  his  eternal  round, 

The  djys,  his  daughters,  as  they  fpin  our  hours 

On  yo//«/i^'x  wheel,  where  accident  unthought 

Oft  in  a  moment  fnaps  life's  ftrongeft  thread, 

Each  in  her  turn  feme  tragic  ftory  tells, 

"U'ith  now-and-then,  a  wretched  farce  between, 

And  fills  his  chronicle  with  human  woes.  [us ; 

Time's  daughters,  true  as  thofe  of  men,  deceive 
Not  one,  but  puts  fome  cheat  on  all  mankind  : 
While  in  thetr  father's  bofom,  not  yet  ours. 
They  flatter  our  fond  hopes ;  and  promife  much 
Of  amiable ;  but  hold  him  not  o'er  wife,         [year, 
"Who  dares  to  truft  them ;  and  laugh  round  the 
At  {lill-confiding,  flill-confounded  man, 
Confiding,  though  confounded  ;  hoping  on. 
Untaught  by  trial,  unconvinc'd  by  proof. 
And  ever-looking  for  the  never-feen. 
L.ife  to  the  laft,  like  harden'd  felons,  lies ; 
Nor  owns  itfelf  a  cheat,  till  it  expires. 
Its  little  joy  goes  out  by  one  and  one. 
And  leave  poor  man  at  length  in  perfeft  night ; 
Night  darker  than  what  nozu  involves  the  pole. 

O  thou,  who  doll  permit  thefe  ills  to  fall 
For  gracious  ends,  and  would'ft  that  man  fliould 

mourn  I 
O  thou,  whofc  hands  this  goodly  fabric  fram'd. 
Who  know'ft  it  heft,  and  would'ft  that  man  fliould 

know  I 
What  is  this  fublunary  world  ?  A  vapour; 
A  vapour  all  it  holds  ;  itfetf  a  vapour ; 
From  the  damp  bed  of  chaos,  by  thy  beam 
Exhal'd,  ordain'd  to  fwim  its  deftin'd  hour 
In  ambient  air,  then  melt,  and  difappear. 
Earth's  days  are  number'd,  nor  remote  her  doom; 
As  mortal,  though  lefs  tranfient  than  her  fons ; 
Yet  they  doat  on  her,  as  the  world  and  they 
Were  both  eternal,  folid ;  thou  a  dream. 

They  doat  I  on  what  ?  Immortal  --jietvs  apart, 
A  region  of  outfides  !  a  land  of  fliadows ! 
A  fruitful  field  of  flowery  promifes ! 
A  wildernefs  of  joy  !  perplex'd  with  doubts. 
And  fliarp  with  thorns  I   a  troubled  ocean,  fpread 
With  bold  adventurers,  their  all  on  board  ! 
No  fecond  hope,  if  here  their  fortune  frowns ; 
Frown  foon  it  muJI.  Of  various  rates  they  fail. 
Of  enfigns  various  ;  all  alike  in  this, 
yjll  reftlefs,  anxious;  toft  with  hopes  and  fears, 
In  calmeft  flcies  ;  obnoxious  all  to  ftorm  ; 
And  ftormy  the  moft  general  blaft  of  life  : 
uW  bound  for  happinels ;  yet  few  provide 
The  chart  of  kno-ailedge,  pointing  where  it  lies ; 
Or  1/irtue's  helm,  to  fliape  the  courfe  defign'd  : 
All,  more  or  left,  capricigus  fate  lament, 


Now  lifted  by  the  tide,  and  now  leforb'd,' 
And  farther  from  their  wifties  than  before  : 
Jll,  more  or  lefs,  againft  each  other  dafti. 
To  mutual  hurt,  by  gufts  of  pafiion  driven, 
And  fuffering  more  from  folly,  than  from  fate. 

Ocean  !   thou  dreadful  and  tumultuous  home 
Of  danger",  at  eternal  war  with  man  I 
Death's  capital,  where  moft  he  domineers. 
With  all  his  chofen  terrors  frowning  round, 
(Though  lately  feafted  high  at  *  Albion's  coft) 
Wide-opening,  and  loud- roaring  ftill  for  more  ! 
Too  faithful  mirror  !  how  doft  thou  refleA 
The  melancholy  face  of  human  life  ! 
The  ftrong  refemblance  tempts  me  farther  ftill: 
And,  haply,  Britain  may  be  deeper  ftruck 
By  moral  truth,  in  fuch  a  mirror  feen, 
Which  nature  holds  for  ever  at  her  eye. 

Self-flattcr'd,  unexperienc'd,  high  in  hope. 
When  young,  with  fanguine  cheer,  and  ftreamers 

gay. 

We  cat  our  cable,  launch  into  the  world. 

And  fondly  dream  each  wind  and  ftar  our  friend; 

All,  in  fome  darling  enterprife  embark'd  : 

But  where  is  he  can  fathom  its  extent  i 

Amid  a  multitude  of  artlefs  hands, 

Rain's  fure  perquifite  1  her  lawful  prize  I 

Some  fteer  aright  ;  but  the  black  blaft  blows  hard,' 

And  puffs  them  wide  of  hope :   with  hearts  of 

proof, 
Full  againft  wind  and  tide,  fome  win  their  way ; 
And  when  ftrong  effort  has  deferv'd  the  port, 
And  tugg'd  it  into  view,  'tis  won  !  'tis  loft  ! 
Though  ftrong  their  oar,  ftill  ftronger  is  their  fate  ; 
They  ftrike  ;  and  while  they  triumph,  they  ex- 
pire. 
In  ftrefs  of  weather,  mo/l :  fome  fink  OTitright ; 
O'er  them,  and  o'er  their  names,  the  billows  clofe  ; 
To-morrow  knows  not  they  were  ever  born. 
Others  a  fliort  memorial  leave  behind, 
Like  a  flag  floating,  when  the  bark's  ingulf  d{ 
It  floats  a  moment,  and  is  feen  no  more  : 
One  Caefar  lives ;  a  thoufand  are  forgot. 
How  few,  beneath  aufpicious  planets  born, 
(Darlings  of  providence  !  fond  fate's  eleft  !) 
With  fwelling  fails  make  good  the  prorais'd  port. 
With  all  their  wiflies  freighted  !  yet  e'en  thefe, 
Freighted  with  all  their  wifties,  foon  complain; 
Free  from  misfortune,  not  from  nature  free. 
They  ftill  are  men  ;  and  when  is  man  fecure  ? 
As  fatal  time,  Zijlorm  ■'  the  rulh  of  years 
Beats    down    their    ftrength;    their   numberlefs 

efcapes 
In  rum  end  :  and,  now,  their  proud  fuccefs 
But  plants  neiv  terrors  on  the  vigor's  brow ; 
What  pain  to  quit  the  world,  juft  made  their  owH. 
Their  neft  fo  deeply  drown'd,  and  built  fo  high! 
Too  low  they  build,  who  build  beneath  the  ftars. 

Woe  then  apart  (if  woe  apart  can  be 
From  mortal  man),  and  fortune  at  our  nod, 
The  gay  !  rich  !  great  !  triumphant !  and  auguft! 
What  are  they  ? — The  mo/l  happy  (ftrange  to  lay  !) 
Convince  me  moil  of  human  mifery  ; 
What  are  they  ?  Smiling  wretches  of  to-mirrcw  ! 

■•   Admiral  Balchen,  ft. 
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More  wretched,  then,  than  e'er  their  flave  tan  be; 
Their  treacherous  bieffings,  at  the  day  of  need. 
Like  other  faithlefs  friends,  unniaflc,  and  fting  : 
Then,  what  provoking  indigence  in  wealth ! 
"What  aggravated  impotence  in  power  I 
High  titles,  then,  what  infult  of  their  pain ! 
If  that  fole  anchor,  equal  to  the  waves. 
Immortal  hope  .'  defies  not  the  rude  florm, 
Takes  comfort  from  their  foaming  billows'  rage, 
And  makes  a  welcome  harbour  of  the  tomb. 

Is  this  i.Jketch  of  what  thy  foul  admires? 
"  But  here  (thou  fay'ft)  the  miferies  of  life 
"  Are  huddled  in  a  group.     A  more  diftindl 
•'  Survey,  perhaps,  might  bring  thee  better  news." 
Look  on  life's  flages  :  they  fpeak  plainer  flill; 
The  plainer  they,  the  deeper  wilt  thou  figh. 
Look  on  thy  lovely  boy ;   in  him  behold 
The  beft  that  can  befal  the  beft  on  earth ; 
The  boy  has  virtue  by  his  mother's  fide  : 
Yes,  on  Florello  look  :  a.  father's  heart 
Is  tender,  though  the  mans  is  made  of  ftone  ; 
The  truth,  through  fuch  a  medium  feen,  may  make 
Imprefiion  deep,  and  fondnefs  prove  thy  friend. 

Florello  lately  cafl  on  this  rude  coaft 
A  helplefs  infant;  now  a  heedlefs  child; 
To  poor  ClanfTa's  throes,  thy  care  fuccecds} 
Care  full  of  love,  and  yet  fevere  as  hate '. 
O'er  thy  foul's  Joy  how  oft  thy  fondnefs  frowns  ! 
Needful  auflerities  his  will  reflrain ; 
As  thorns  fence-in  the  tender  plant  from  harm. 
As  yet,  his  reafon  cannot  go  alone ; 
But  afks  a  flcrner  nurfe  to  lead  it  on. 
His  little  heart  is  often  terrify'd  ; 
The  blufh  of  morning,  in  his  cheek,  turns  pale ; 
Its  pearly  dev/-drop  trembles  in  his  eye  ; 
His  harmlcfs  eye  !  and  drowns  an  angel  there. 
Ah  !   what  avails  his  innocence  ?  The  talk 
Enjoin'd  muft  dlfcipline  his  early  powers ; 
He  learns  to  figh,  ere  he  is  known  to  fin  ; 
Guiltlefs,  and  fad  !  a  wretch  before  the  fall ! 
How  cruel  this !  more  cruel  to  forbear. 
Our  nature  fuch,  with  necejfary  pains, 
We  purchafe  profpefls  o^ precarious  peace  : 
Though  not  2i  father,  this  might  Iteal  a  figh. 
Suppofe  him  difciplin'd  aright  (if  not, 
'Twill  fink  our  poor  account  to  poorer  flill); 
Ripe  from  the  tutor,  proud  of  liberty, 
He  leaps  enclofure,  bounds  into  the  world ! 
The  world  is  taken,  after  ten  years  toil. 
Like  ancient  Troy  ;  and  all  its  joys  his  own. 
Alas  1  the  world's  a  tutor  more  fevere  ; 
Its  leffons  hard,  and  ill  deferve  his  pains ; 
TJnteaching  all  his  virtuous  nature  taught, 
Or  books  (fair  virtue's  advocates  1)  infpir'd. 

For  who  receives  him  into  public  life  ? 
3/len  of  the  -world,  the  terrs  filial  breed, 
Welcome  the  modeft  flranger  to  their  fphere, 
(Which  glitter'd  long,  at  diftance,  ia  his  fight) 
And,  in  their  hofpitable  arras,  enclofe  : 
Men,  who  think  nought  fo  flrong  of  the  romance 
So  rank  knight-errant,  as  a  real  friend  : 
Men,  that  adi  up  to  reafcns  golden  rule, 
All  weaknefs  oi  affeSiion  quite  fubdued  : 
Men,  that  would  blufh  at  being  thought  fincere, 
And  feign,  for  glory,  ihefew  faults  they  want ; 
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That  love  a  lie,  where  truth  would  pay  as  well 
As  if,  to  them,  -vice  Ihone  her  own  reward. 

Lorenzo  !  canft  thou  bear  a  (hocking  fight  ? 
Such,  for  Florello's  fake,  'twill  now  appear : 
See,  the  fl;eerd  files  of  feafon'd  veterans, 
Train'd  to  the  world,  in  burnifh'd  falfehood  bright; 
Deep  in  the  fatal  flratagems  of  peace; 
All  foft  fenfation,  in  the  throng,  rubb'd  off; 
All  their  keen  purpofe,  in  politenefs,  fheath'd  • 
His  friends  eternal — during  intereft  ; 
His  foes  implacable — when  worth  their  while; 
At  war  with  every  welfare,  but  their  own ; 
As  wife  as  Lucifer ;  and  half  as  good  ; 

And  by  whom  none,  but  Lucifer,  can  gain 

Naked,  through  thefe  (fo  common  fate  ordains). 
Naked  of  heart,  his  cruel  courfe  he  runs. 
Stung  out  of  all,  mofl  amiable  in  life. 
Prompt  truth,  and  open  thought,  and  fmiles  un- 

feign'd ; 
AfFeAion,  as  his  fpecies,  wide  diffus'd ; 
Noble  prcfumptions  to  mankind's  renown  ■ 
Ingenious  trufh,  and  confidence  of  love. 

Thefe  claims  to  joy  (if  mortals  joy  might  claimTf 
Will  coft  him  many  a  figh ;  till  time,  and  pains. 
From  the  flow  miftrefs  of  this  fchool,  experience 
And  her  affiftant,  panfing,  j.ale,  dijirufl, 
Purchafe  a  dear-bought  clue  to  lead  his  youtJl 
Through  ferpentine  obliquities  of  life, 
And  the  dark  labyrinth  of  human  hearts. 
And  happy  !  if  the  clue  fhall  come  fo  cheap  ; 
For,  while  we  learn  to  fence  with  public  guilt. 
Full  oft  we  feel  its  foul  contagion  too, 
If  lefs  than  heavenly  virtue  is  our  guard. 
Thus,  a  flrange  kind  of  curs'd  neceilty 
Brings  down  the  flerling  temper  of  his  foulj 
By  bafe  alloy,  to  bear  the  current  flamp, 
Beloiv  call'd  wifdom;  finks  him  into  fafety; 
And  brands  him  into  credit  with  the  laorld  f 
Where  fpecioas  titles  dignify  difgrace. 
And  nature's  injuries  are  arts  of  life ; 
Where  brighter  reafon  prompts  to  bolder  crimes* 
And  heavenly  talents  make  infernal  hearts; 
That  unfurmountable  extreme  of  guilt  I 

PocT  Machiavel !  who  labour'd  hard  his  plan, 
Forgot,  that  genius  need  not  go  to  fchool- 
Forgot,  that  man,  without  a  tutor  wife, 
His  plan  had  pradlis'd,  long  before  't  was  writ. 
The  world's  M  title-page ;   there's  no  contents; 
The  world's  all  face  ?  the  man  who  fhows  hia 

heart, 
Is  hooted  for  his  nudities,  and  fcorn'd. 
A  man  I  knew,  who  liv'd  upon  a  fmile  ; 
And  well  it  fed  him  ;  he  look'd  plump  and  fair; 
While  rankefl;  venom  foam'd  through  every  vein. 
I>orenzo  !  what  I  tell  thee,  take  not  ill ! 
Idling,  he  fawn'd  on  eveiy  fool  alive ; 
And,  dying,  curs'd  thefiendon  whom  he  liv'd. 
To  fuch  proficients  thou  art  half  a  faint. 
In  foreign  realms  (for  thou  haft  travell'd  far) 
How  curious  to  contemplate  two  ilate-rooks. 
Studious  their  nefts  to  feather  in  a  trice. 
With  all  the  necromantics  of  their  art. 
Playing  the  game  oi  fgces  on  each  other. 
Making  court  fweet-meats  of  their  latent  gall, 
In  foolifh  hope,  to  fteal  each  other's  trull ; 
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Both  cheadcg,  both  cjolting,  both  deceiv'd  ; 
And,  fometime3,  both  (iet  earth  rejoice)  undone  J 
Their  parts  we  doubt  not ;  but  be  that  their  fliame ; 
Shall  men  of  talents,  fit  to  rule  mankind, 
Stoop  to  mean  wiles,  that  would  difgrace  a  fool ; 
And  lofe  the  thanks  of  thofe  few  friends  they  ferve  ? 
For  who  can  thank  the  man  he  cannot  frc  ? 

Why  fo  much  cover  '.    It  defeats  itfeif. 
Ye,  that  know  all  things!  know  ye  not  men's 

hearts, 
Are  therefore  known,  becaufe  they  are  conceal'd  ? 
For  why  conceal'd  ? — The  caufe  they  need  not  tell. 
I  give  him  joy,  that's  awkward  at  a  lie  ; 
Whofe  feeble  nature  truth  keeps  ftill  in  awe  ; 
His  incapacity  is  his  renown. 
*Tis  great,  'tis  manly,  to  difdain  difguifc ; 
It  fhows  our  fpirit,  or  it  p  oves  our  ftrength. 
Thou  fay'ft,  '  Tis  needful :  it  is  therefore  rrg/A  ? 
Howe'er,  I  grant  it  feme  fmall  fign  of  grace, 
To  ftrain  at  an  excufe .:  and  wouldft  thou  then 
Efcape  that  cruel  nceJ?  Thoumay'ft,  with  eafe  ; 
Think  no  pod  needful  that,  demands  a  knave. 
When  late  our  civil  helm  was  fhifting  hands. 
Bo  Pulteney  thought :   think  better  if  you  can. 

But  this,  how  rare  I  the  public  path  of  life 
Is  dirty: — yet,  allow  t'lat  dirt  is  due. 
It  makes  the  noble  mind  more  noble  ftill : 
The  world's  no  neuter  ;  it  will  wound,  or  fave  ; 
Or  virtue  quench,  or  indignation  fire. 
Tou  fay,  The  world,  well-known  will  make  a  man  : 
The  world,  well-known,  will  give  our  hearts  to 

heaven, 
Or  make  us  demons,  long  before  we  die. 

To  {how  how  fair  the  world,  thy  miftrefs,  Ihlnes, 
Take  either  part,  fure  ills  attend  the  choice; 
Sure,  <hough  not  equal,  detriment  enfues. 
Not  -virtue's  felf  is  dcify'd  on  earth  ; 
yirtue  has  her  relapfes,  confli<5ts,  foes  ; 
Foes,  that  ne'er  fail  to  make  her  feel  their  hate. 
Virtue  has  her  peculiar  fet  of  pains. 
True  friends  to  virtue,  /a/?,  and  leaf,  complain  ; 
But  iitbey  figh,  can  others  hope  to  fniilc? 
If  luifd'om  has  her  miferies  to  mourn, 
Kov/  can  pooryi//)'  lead  a  happy  life  ?       .   » 
And  if  boib  fuffer,  what  has  earth  to  boaft. 
Where  he  mof  happy,  who  the  /^o/?  laments  ! 
Where  much,  much  I  atience,  the  moft  envy'd  (late. 
And  /oOTif  forgivcnnefs,  needs  the  bed  of  friends  ? 
For  friend,  or  happy  life,  who  looks  not  higher, 
Of  neither  fliall  he  find  the  fhadow  here. 

The  world's  fworn  advocate,  without  a  fee 
Lorenzo  fmartly,  with  a  fmile  replies ; 
"  Thus  far  thy  long  is  right;  and  a'l  moft  own. 
"   Virtue  has  her  peculiar  fet  ef  pains. — 
"   And  joys  peculiar  who  to  vice  denies  ? 
"  If  vice  it  is,  with  nature  to  comply  : 
"  li pride. and  fenfe,  are  fo  predominant, 
*•  To  checi,  not  overcome  them  makes  e  faint, 
"  Can  na.ure  in  a  plainer  voice  proclaim 
"  Pleajure,  and  glory,  the  chief  good  of  man  ?'* 

Can  pride  and  enfualiiy  rejoice  ? 
From  purity  ot  thought,  all  phafure  fprihgs; 
And,  from  an  humble  fpirit,  all  our  peace. 
.  Ambition,  pleafure  !    let  US  talk  of  thcfe  : 

Of  thefe,  ch?  porch,  and  academy,  talk'd; 


Of  thefe,  each  following  age  had  much  to  fay  : 
Vet,  unexhaufted,  ftill,  the  needful  theme. 
Who  ralks  oi  thefe,  to  mankind  all  at  once 
He  talks;  for  were  the  faint  from  either  free  .' 
Are  thefe  thy  refuge  ? — No  :  thefe  ruih  upon  thee  ; 
Thy  vitals  feize,  and  vulture-Vik.t,  devour  : 
I'll  try,  if  I  can  pluck  thee  from  thy  rock, 
Prometheus!  from  this  barren  ball  of  earth  ; 
If  reafn  can  unchain  thee,  thou  ?.rt  free. 

And,  firll,  thy  Caucafut,  ambition,  calls; 
Mountain  of  torments  ;  eminence  of  woes  ! 
Of  courted  woes  !  and  courted  through  miftake  ! 
'Tis  not  ambition  charms  thee  ;  'tis-  a  cheat 

Will  make  thee  ftart,  as  H at  his  Mocr. 

Doft  grafp  at  greatnefs  ?  firft,  know  what  it  is  : 

Think  ft  thou  thy  greatnefs  in  diflinBion  lies  ? 

Not  in  the  feather,  wave  it  e'er  fo  high, 

"Q-^  fortune  ftuck,  to  mark  us  from  the  throng, 

Is  glory  lodg'd  :   'tis  lodg'd  in  the  reverfe  ; 

In  that  which  joins,  in  that  which  equals,  all. 

The  monarch  and  his  flave  ; — "   A  deathlcfs  foul, 

"   Unbounded  profpe<5l,  and  immortal  kin, 

"   A  Father  Gcd,  and  brothers  in  the  flcies  ;" 

Elder,  indeed,  in  time  ;  but  lefs  remote 

In  excellence,  perhaps,  than  thought  by  man  ; 

Why  greater  what  can  fall,  than  what  can  rife  ? 

If  ftill  delirious,  now,  Lorenzo  !  go; 
And  with  thy  full  blown  brothers  of  the  luorld. 
Throw  fcorn  around  thee  ;  caft  it  ca  thy  flaves; 
Thy  flaves,  and  equals :  how  fcorn  caft  on  them 
Rebounds  on  thee  !  if  man  is  mean,  as  man. 
Art  thou  a  god  ?  \{  fortune  makes  him  fo, 
Beware  the  ccnfequence  ;  a  maxim  that, 
Which  draws  a  monftrous  picture  of  mankind, 
Where,  in  the  drapery,  the  ?r.an  is  loft  ; 
Externals  flu'tering,  and  the  foul  forgot. 
Thy  greateft  glory,  when  difpos'd  to  boaft, 
Boaft  that  aloud,  in  which  thy  fervants  fhare. 

We  wifely  ftrip  the  fteed  we  mean  to  buy  : 
Judge,  we,  in  their  caparifons,  of  OTffl  .'' 
It  nought  availi  thee,  -u-here,  but  ■jvhjit,  thou  art ; 
All  the  diftinclions  of  this  little  life 
Are  quite  cutaneous,  foreign  to  the  man, 
When,   through   death's   ftreights,    earth's  fubtic 

ferpents  creep, 
Which  wriggle  into  wealth,  or  climb  renown. 
As  crooked  batan  the  forbidden  tree. 
They  leave  their  party-colour'd  robe  behind. 
All  that  now  glitters,  while  they  rear  aloft 
Their  brazen  crefts,  and  hifs  at  us  below. 
Of  fortune's/i;<.;«  ftrip  them,  yet  alive;  , 
Strip  them  of  body,  too  ;  nay,  clofer  ftill. 
Away  with  all,  but  moral,  in  their  minds  ; 
And  let,  what  then  remains,  impofe  their  name, 
Pronounce  them  weak,  or  worthy ;  great,  or  mean. 
How  mean  that  fnuflf  of  glory  fortune  lights. 
And  death  puts  out '.  Doft  thou  demand  a  teft, 
A  teft,  at  once,  infallible,  and  ftiort. 
Of  real  greatnefs .'  That  man  greatly  lives, 
Whate'erhis  fate,  or  fame,  who  greatly  dies; 
High-fiufti'd  with  hope,  where  heroes  ftiall defpair. 
If  this  a  true  criterion,  many  courts, 
Uluftrious,  might  afford  but  few  grandees. 

Th'  Almighty,  from  his  throne,  on  earth  fur- 
veys 
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^Tought  greater,  than  an  honeft,  humble  heart; 

An  humble  heart,  his  rcfidence  !   pronounc'd 

j?//j  fecond  kac ;  and  rival  to  the  ikies. 

The  private  path,  the  fecret  ads  af  men, 

If  noisle,  far  the  nobielT:  of  oar  lives  1 

How  far  above  Lorenzo's  glory  fits 

Th'  il!ufti;tous  mafler  of  a  name  unknotvn  ; 

Whofc  w<'rth  unrivai!  d,  asid  unwitiiel's'd,  loves 

Life's  facred  ftiades,   where  gods  converfe  with 

men  ; 
And  peace,  beyond  the  world's  conceptions,  fmiles  ! 
As  thou  (now  dark),  before  we  part,  fhalt  fee. 

But  thy  great  foul  t\i\s JkuUang  glory  fcorns, 
Lorenzo's  lick,  but  when  Lorenzo's  feen  ; 
And,  when  he  fhruji;s  at  public  bufinefs,  lies, 
rieny'd  the  public  eye,  the  public  voice. 
As  if  he  liv'd  on  others'  breath,  lie  dies. 
Fain  would  he  make  the  world  his  pedcftal ; 
Mankind  the  gazers,  the  fole  figure,  he. 
Knows  he,  that  mankir.d  praife  aB;ainft  their  will, 
And  mix  as  much  dctra>51;ion  as  they  can  ? 
Knows  he,  that  is-ithXthfcme  her  whifper  has, 
As  well  as  trumpet  ?    That  his  vanity 
Is  fo  much  tickled  from  not  hearinj^  all? 
Knows  this  ail-knower,  that  from  itch  of  praife, 
Or,  from  an  itch  more  fordid,  when  he  fliines. 
Taking  his  country  by  five  hundred  ears, 
Senates  at  once  admire  him,  and  defpife, 
With  modeft  laughter  lining  loud  applaufe, 
iVhich  makes  the  fmile  more  mortal  to  his  fartie  ? 
HisyW-'f,  which  (lik-j  the  mighty  Caifar),  crown'd 
With  laurels,  in  full  fenate,  greatly  falls. 
By  feirminn  friend?,  that  honour,  and  deflroy. 
We  rife  in  glory,  as  we  fink  in  pride  : 
Where  boaftiug-  ends,  there  dignity  begins  : 
And  yet,  miftaken  beyond  all  rniflake, 
The  blind  Lorenzo's  proud — ol  being  proud  ; 
And  dreams  himftlf  afcending  ia  his  fall. 

An  eminence,  though  fancy'd,  turns  the  brain  : 
All  vice  v.wAihdle&'jre;   hut  of  all  vice, 
FriJe  louden  calls,  and  for  the  largcft  bowl ; 
feecaufe,  unlike  all  other  vice,  it  flies, 
Infui},  the  point,  mfur.cy  mofl  purfued. 
Who  cotirt  applaiiftf,  oblige  the  world  in  ibis  ; 
They  gratify  man'*  pafilon  to  refvfe. 
Superior  ht>nour,  when  ujfum'd,  is  lo]}  ; 
Lv'n  go<id  vnva.  turn  Ijiiditii,  and  rejoice, 
Like  Kouii  Kan,  in  phinder  of  the  pruud. 

Though  ff;mevvhat  difconcerted,  lleady  dill 
To  the  li-oiU'f  caufe,  with  half  a  face  of  jay, 
Lorenzo  cries — "    be,  then,  ambition  cafl  ; 
"  Ambition's  dearer  far  Hands  unimpeach'd, 
"  G-ij  fl(a''i!re  .'  proud  amlhion  is  her  flavc ; 
"   For  her,  he  foais  s.1  great,  and  hazards  i:i  ; 
"  For  her  he  figlits,  and  bleeds,  or  overcomes  ; 
"  And  paves  his  way,  with  crowns,  to  reach  her 
"  imvi  :  [rer  5io  ! 

..,  "  Who  can  rciift  her  charms  ?"—Or./ra/i//'  Lo- 
\    What  monal  fl::i!l  ic-fift,  where  angels  yield  i 
'      Ftiajure  *s  the  niillrcis  oftithereal  powers  ; 
for  her  contend  the  rival  godi  a'oive  ; 
Flejfiire  's  the  niiflrcfs  of  the  worU!  below; 
A-nd  well  it  was  for  :r.an,  that  pleafiirc  charms; 
How  would  all  flagnate,  bur  ior  ph.ifiiyes  ray  ! 
iiow  would  the  frozen  iUeani  c'f  aitio.i  «c*fe  ! 

Vol.  X. 
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What  is  the  pulfeof  this  fo  bufy  world  r 
The  love  oi pliaj'ure  :  that,  through  evei7  vr.in, 
Ihrovva  motion,  warmtfi ;    and   Ciuts  out  deatU 
from  life. 

Though  various  arc  the  tempers  of  maukind, 
Pkafiire's  gay  fa  nily  hold  all  in  chiiins  : 
Some  molt  afFcJt  the  black  ;  and  fonie,  th^fair; 
Some  honel>  ^/i'ayi/rf  court ;  asid  foine  obfceiie. 
Pltafurts  uhfcsne  ace  various,  as  the  throng 
Of  paflions,  that  can  err  in  human  heaits ; 
Miilake  their  o'ojc<fts,  or  tranfgrefs  their  bound?. 
Think  you  there's  but  otis  whoredom  ?  Whore- 
dom all. 
But  when  our  re.ifon  licenfes  delight 
Doft  doubt,  Lore;iz;5  ?  Thou  Ihalt  doubt  no  more 
Thy  father  chides  thy  gallantries;  yet  hugs 
An  ugly,  common  harlot,  in  the  dark  ; 
A  rank  adulterer  v/ith  others'  goldl 
And  that  hag,  i)engeance,  in  a  corner  charms, 
Hatred  her  brorhel  has,  as  well  as  love. 
Where  horrid  epicures  debsuch  in  blood. 
Whate'er  the  motive,  plenjur:  is  the  mark  : 
For  her,  the  black  aff.ifTin  draws  his  Iword  ; 
For  her,  dark  ftatefmen  trim  their  midnight  lampj, 
To  which  no jlnglc  iscnfice.  may  fall; 
For  her  the  faint  abflains  ;  the  mifer  flarves; 
Tlie  Stoic  proud,  [oi-  pUaJlire,  pleafure  fcorn'd  ; 
For  herj  aJl'iiVions  daughters  grief  indulge, 
And  find,  or  hope,  a  luxury  in  tears; 
For  her,  guik,  fname,  toil,  dangsr,  we  defy-; 
And  with  an  aim  •uduptuous ,  rufli  en  death. 
Thus  univerfal  her  defpotic  power  I 

And  as  her  empire  wide,  her  praife  is  juft. 
Patron  of  pleafure  !   doater  on  delight  I 
I  am  thy  rival;  pleafure  I  profcis; 
PleaAire  the  purpofa  cf  ray  gloomy  fong. 
Pleafure  is  nought  but  virtue's  gayer  name  ; 
I  wrong  her  flfll,  1  rat'e  her  worth  too  low  ; 
Virtue  tiie  root,  and  pleafure  is  the  flowiEr; 
And  honeft  lipicui'Ub'foes  were  fools. 

But  tliis  founds  harfti,  and  gives  the  ivi/e  offence; 
If  o'erRrain'd  wifdom  Hill  rttaijis  the  nuMe. 
hiow  \K.u'\li  aufterity  her  cloudy  brow, 
And  blames,  as  held,  and  ha^iardous,  the  praife 
Oi.  pleafure,  to  mankind,  unprais'd,  too  dear  ! 
Ye  modern  Stoics  I  hear  my  loft  reply  ; 
Their  fenfes  men  101:1  truft  :  we  can  'c  impofe  j 
Or,  if  v.'e  could,  is  impofition  right  ? 
Own  ho-tey  ftueet  1    but  owning  add  timfing; 
•'  Wlien  mist  with  poifon,it  is  deadly  too." 
Truth  never  was  indebted  to  a  lie. 
i^  n<  ught  but  -jirt::e  to  be  prai^'d  as  good  ? 
Why  then  is  health  preferr'd  before  difeafe  ? 
What  nature  loves  is  good,  v/irho.ut  our  leave. 
And  where  no  future  drawback  cries,  "  Bewari'i^ 
Pleafure,  though  not  from  virtue,^WJ  prevail, 
'lis  balm  to  life,  and  gratitude  to  heaven  ; 
How  cold  our  thanks  for  bounties  uncnjoy'd  I 
The  Lve  of  fUafare  is  tnans  eldeil  born, 
Bom  in  his  cradle,  living  to  ids  tomb; 
WifJom,  h-rr  younger  fiiUr,  though  tizo: e  gr ave^ 
V/as  meant  to  min'fe: ,  and  not  to  mxir, 
Irriperial  ple.fure,  queen  of  human  hearts. 

Lori?!-,i;o  !  thou  her  in?jfrlly's  rcnown'd, 
TIiDujh  uncoifc  couafsJ,  icariiid  in  tht  we  Id  I 
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Who  think'ft  thyfelf  a  Murray,  with  difdain 
May'ft  look  on  me.  Yet,  my  Demofthenes ! 
Canft  thou  \>\t^A  fleafw  c' s  caufe  as  well  as  I  ? 
Kncw'ft  thou  her  nature,  pu-pofc,  fa'  entage^. 
Attend  my  fonp,  and  thou  fhalt  know  them  all ; 
And  know  thyfelf;  and  know  thyfelf  to  be 
(Strange  truth  !)  the  mod  abilemiou's  man  alive. 
Yell  not  Califta  ;  (he  will  laugh  thee  dead; 

Or  fend  thee  to  her  hermitage  with  L . 

Abfurd  prefumption  !  Thou  who  never  knew'ft 
A  ferious  thought!  fhalt  thou  dare  dream  of  joy  ? 
No  man  e'er  found  a  A<?//_y  life  by  chance  ; 
Or  yawn'd  it  into  being  with  a  wifli ; 
Or  with  the  fhout  of  grove'iing  appetite 
E'erfmelt  it  out,  and  grubb'd  it  from  the  dirt. 
An  at  it  is,  and  mud  be  learnt;   and  learnt 
With  unremitting  effort,  or  be  loft  ; 
And  leaves  us  perfecfl  blockheads  in  our  blifs. 
The  clouds  may  drop  down  titles  and  eftates  ; 
Wealth  may  feck  us;  but  lu'ifdom  muft  be  fought ; 
Sought  before  all;  but  (how  unlike  all  elfe 
We  feek  on  earth  !)  'tis  never  fought  in  vain. 

Firft,  pleafures  birth,  rife,  ftrength,  and  gran- 
deur, fee. 
3rotight  forth  by  tvlfdom,  nurd  by  difcipline, 
"Qy  patience  taught,  hy  pefeve-ance  crown'd, 
She  rears  her  head  majeflic;  round  her  throne, 
Eredted  in  the  bofom  of  the  jufl:, 
Each  virtue  lifted  forms  her  manly  gu-ard. 
For  what  are  -oiitues?  (Formidable  name  !) 
What,  but  the  fountain,  or  defence  of  joy  ? 
Why  then  commanded  ?  Need  mankind  commands, 
At  once  to  mei  it,  and  to  male  their  blifs  ? — 
Great  Legiflator  1  fcarce  fo  great  as  kind  ! 
Jf  men  are  rational,  and  love  delight, 
Thy  gr.Tcious  law  but  flatters  human  choice  ; 
In  the  tranfgrefiion  lies  the  penalty  ; 
And  they  the  moft  indulge,  who  moft  obey. 

Of  fleafure  next  the  final  caufe  e.xplore; 
Its  mighty  pu: pop,  its  important  e>;J. 
Kot  to  turn  human  brutal,  but  to  build 
jbivine  on  hnmin,  pleafu:  s  came  from  heaven. 
In  aid  to  yen/on  Was  the  goddefs  fent ; 
To  call  up  all  its  ftrength  by  fuch  a  charm, 
Tleofu.e  firft  fuccours  •virtue ;  in  return 
Virtue  givts' plcafure  an  eternal  reign. 
What  bi't  the  pleafure  of  food,  friendfhip,  faith. 
Supports  life  natural,  cii'il,  and  dl-vine  ? 
'Tis  from  the  pleafure  of  repaft  we  live  ; 
'Tis  from  the  pleafure  of  applaufe  we  pleafe  ; 
'Tis  from  the  pleafure  of  belief  we  pray 
(All  prayer  would  ceafe,  if  unbeliev'd  the  prize)  : 
It  ferves  ourfelves,  our  fpecies,  and  our  God; 
And  to  ferve  more,  is  paft.  the  fphere  of  man. 
Glide  then  for  ever,  pleafurc'sfiicred  ftream  ! 
Through  Eden,  as  Euphrates  ran,  it  runs, 
And  fofters  every  growth  of  happy  life  ; 
Makes  a  new  Eden  where  it  flows  ; — but  fuch 
As  >7iujl  be  loft,  Lorenzo  '.  by  thy  fall. 

"  What  mean  I  by  thy  fall .'"— Thou'lt  ftiortly  fee, 
While  pleafurc's  nature  is  at  large  difplay'd  ; 
Already  fung  her  origin,  and  ends. 
Thofe  ghjriousends,  by  kind,  or  by  degree, 
When  pleafure  violates,  'tis  then  a  vice, 
And  vengeance  too  ;  it  baftcns  into  pain. 


From  due  refrefliment,  life,  health,  reafon,  jpy ; 
From  wild  excefs,  pain,  grief,  diftradion,  death  i 
Heaven's  juftice  this  proclaims,  and  that  her  love. 
What  greater  evil  can  I  wifh  my  foe, 
Than  his  full  draught  of  pleafure,  from  a  calk 
Uuhroach'd  byyi//?  authority,  unguag'J 
By  temperance,  by  reafon  unrelin'd  ? 
A  thoufand  demons  lurk  within  the  lee. 
Heaven,  others,  and  ourfelves !  uninjur'd  thfe. 
Drink  deep;  the  deeper,  then  the  more  divine  J 
Angels  are  angels,  from  indulgence  there  ; 
Tis  unrepenting  pleafure  makes  a  god. 

Doft  think  thyfelf  a  god  from  other  joys  ? 
A  vidim  rather  !  ftiortly  fure  to  bleed. 
The  wrong  mujl  mourn  :   can  heaven's  appoint- 
ments fail  .' 
Can  man  outwit  Omnipotenee  ?  Strike  out 
A  feif-wrought  happinefs  unmftint  by  him 
Who  made  us,  and  the  world  we  would  enjoy  ? 
Who  forms  an  inftrument,  ordains  from  whence 
Its  difTonance  or  harmony  (hall  rife. 
Heaven  bade  the  foul  this  mortal  frame  infpire  : 
Bade  virtue's  ray  divine  infpire  the  foul 
With  unprecarious  flows  of  vital  joy  ; 
And  without  breathing,  man  as  well  might  hopo 
For  life,  as  without  piety,  for  peace. 

"  Is  I'irtue  then  and  piety  the  fame  ?" 
No;   piety  is  more  ;  'tisvirtue's  fource; 
Mother  of  every  worth,  as  that  cf  joy. 
Men  of  the  -zfa/J  thb  doftrine  ill  digeft ; 
They  fmile  at  piety ;  yet  boaft  aloud 
Good  ivill  to  men  ;  nor  know  they  ftrive  to  part 
What  nature  joins;  and  thus  confute  themfelves. 
With  piety  begins  all  good  on  earth  ; 
'  lis  the  tirft-born  of  rationality. 
Ccnfciencc, her  firft  law  broken,  wounded  lies; 
Enfeebled,  lifelefs,  impotent  to  good; 
A  feign'd  affedion  bounds  her  utmoft  power. 
Some  we  can't  li«ve,  but  for  the  Almighty's  fake  j- 
A  foe  to  God  was  ne'er  true  friend  to  man  ; 
Some  Qnlfter  intent  taints  all  he  does  ; 
And,  in  his  kludeft  adions,  he's  unkind. 

On  piety,  humanity  is  built  ; 
And",  on  humanity,  much  happinefs  ; 
And  yet  ftill  more  on  piety  itfelf. 
A  foul  in  commerce  with  her  God,  is  heaven; 
Feels  not  tl:e  tumults  and  the  fhocks  of  life; 
The  whirls  of  palEon,  and  the  llrokes  of  heart. 
A  Deity  bcljcv'd  is  joy  begun; 
A  Deity  ador'd  is  joy  advanc'd ; 
A  Deity  bf.Iov'd  is  joy  matur'd. 
Each  branch  oi piety  delight  infpires; 
Faith  builds  a  bridge  from  this  world  to  the  next. 
O'er  death's  dark  gulf,  and  all  its  horror  hides  ; 
Fra'fe,  the  fweet  exhalation  of  our  joy, 
That  joy  exalts,  and  makes  it  fweeier  ftill; 
Prayer  aidcnt  opens  heaven,  lets  dowa  a  ftream 
Of  glory  on  the  coiifecrateJ  hour 
Of  man,  in  audience  with  the  Deity. 
Who  worftiips  the  Great  God,  that  jnftant  joins 
The  firft  in  heaven,  and  fets  his  foot  on  hell. 

Lorenzo  '.   when  waft  t!iou  at  church  before  ! 
Thou  think'ft  the  fervice  long  :  but  is  it  juft  ? 
1  hough  juft,  unwelcome  ;  thou  hadft  rather  tread 
Unhaiiow  d  ground  ;  the  mufc,  to  win  thine  ear, 


THE  COMPLAINT;  OR,  NIGHT  THOUGHTS. 


»I5 


j^nii  taltl:  an  air  Isfs  foleiho.     She  complies. 
GooJ  confcience  .'  at  the  fiund  tdg  •z'vor/d  retires; 
Verfe  difaficiS-s  it,  and  Lorenzo  friiiles; 
Yet  has.flie  her  'rragUo  full  of  cl.arms; 
And  fuch  as  a^e  ihall  heighten,  not  impair. 
Art  thou  dejeiTted  ?  Is  thy  mind  o'ercaft  ? 
Amid  her  fair  ones,  thou  the  faired  choofc, 
To  chafe  thy  gloom. — "   Go,  fiv  fome  weighty 

"  truth  ; 
"  Chain  down  (ovi\s  pajjion  ;  do  (nme ^^cwrous  good  ; 
"  Teach  ignorance  to  fee,  or  grief  to  fmile  ; 
"  Correft  thy  friend ;  befriend  thy  greateft/o^  ; 
"  Or  with  warm  heart  and  confidence  divine, 
"  Spring  up,  and  lay  ftrong  hold  on  Lim  who  made 

"  thee." 
Thy  gloom  is  JTcltterM,  fprlghtly  fpirits  flow; 
Though  wither'd  is  thy  vine,  and  harp  unftrung; 

Dofl  call  th^bowl,  the  viol,  and  the  dance, 
toud  mirth,  mad  laughter  ?  wretched  comforters ! 
Phyficians!  more  than  half  of  thy  difeafe. 
Laughter,  though  never  cenfur'd  yet  as  fin; 
(Pardon  a  thought  that  only  fee  ms  fevere) 
is  half  immortal :  is  it  much  induig'd  ? 
By  venting  fpleen,  or  diffipating  thought, 
It  fhows  ?ifcorncr,  or  it  makes  a. fool ; 
And  fins,  as  hurting  others,  or  ourfelves. 
'Tis pride,  or  emptinefs,  applies  the  ftrawj 
That  tickles  little  minds  to  mirth  effufe  ; 
Of  grief  approaching,  the  portentous  fign  ! 
The  houfe  of  laughter  makes  a  houfe  of  woe. 
A  man  triumpluint  is  a  nionftrous  fight ; 
A  man  dejeiicd  is  a  fight  as  mean. 
"What  caui'e  for  triumph,  where  fuch  ills  abound? 
What  for  dejeSiion,  where  prefidei  a  Power, 
Who  call'd  us  into  being  to  be  blei'l  ? 
\So  grieve,  as  confcious  grief  may  rife  to  joy  ; 
So  joy,  as  confcious  joy  to  grief  may  fall. 
Mod  true,  a  wife  man  never  will  be  fad  ; 
But  neither  will  fonorous  bubhli.ng  mirth, 
.A  fiiallow  dream  of  happinefs  betray  : 
Too  happy  to  be  fportivc,  he's  ferene.         [pence) 

Yet  wouidd  thou  laugh  (but  at  thy  own  ex- 
This  counfel  llrange  ftiould  I  prefume  to  give — 
**  Retire,  and  read  thy  Bible,  to  be  gay." 
I'here  truth's  abound  of  fovereign  aid  to  peace; 
Ah  !  do  not  prize  them  lefs,  becaufe  ini'pir'd, 
As  thou  and  thine  are  apt  and  proud  to  do. 
If  not  infpir'd,  that  pregnant  page  had  dood, 
Tivte's  treafurc  I  and  the  wonder  of  the  wife  ! 
Thou  think'fl,  perhaps,  thyyS;^.'  alone  at  (take  ; 
Alas  ! — Should  men  midake  thee  for  ^foo' ;  — 
What  man  of  fade  for  genius,  wifdom,  trurh, 
Though  tender  of  thy  fame,  could  interpofe  ? 
Eelieve  me,  fenfe  here  adis  a  double  part, 
And  the  true  critic  is  a  Chriflian  too. 

But  thefe,tho\\  uiink'd,are  gloomypaths  to  joy. — 
'True  joy  in  funfhine  ne'er  was  found  at  firft  . 
They,  fird,  themfelves  offend,  who  greatly  pleafe; 
Ano  travel  only  gives  us  found  repofe. 
Heaven ye//j  ail  pleafnre  :  effort  is  the  price; 
The  joys  of  conqued  are  the  joys  of  n>.;n; 
Art  A  glory  the  viftorioua  Liurel  fpreads 
O'er  pleafure's  pure,  perpetual,  placid  dream. 

There  is  a  time,  when  toil  mud  be  j.ircfcrr'd. 
Or  joy,  by  mif-tim'd  fondacfs,  is  undone. 


A  man  oi pleafure  is  a  man  Oi  pa'its. 

Thou  wilt  not  take  the  trouble  to  be  blefi'. 

Fal'e  j-iys,  indeed,  are  born  from  want  of  thought; 

Froni  thoughts  full  bent,  and  enerj^y  the  true  ; 

And  that  demands  a  mind  in  equal  poife. 

Remote  from  gloomy  grief,  and  glaring  joy. 

Much  joy  not  only  fpeaksfmall  happineft,  - 

But  happinefs  that  fliortly  mud  expire. 

Can  joy,  unbottorii'd  in  reflcifticn,  dand  ? 

And,  in  a  temped  can  refleclion  live  ? 

Can  joy,  like  thine,  fecure  itfelf  an  hour  ? 

Can  joy,  like  thine,  meet  accident  unfhock'd  ? 

Or  ope  the  door  to  honed  poverty  ? 

Or  talk  with  threatening  death,  and  not  turn  pale  ? 

In  fuch  a  world,  and  fuch  a  nature,  tljefe 

Are  needful  fuiidam.entals  of  delight  : 

Thefe  fundamentals  give  delight  indeed : 

Delight,  pure,  delicate,  and  durable; 

Delight,  unfhaken,  mafculine,  divine  ; 

A  condant,  and  a  foimd,  but  ferious  joy. 

Is  joy  tlie  daughter  of  feverity  .? 
It  is  : — yet  far  my  doi5lrine  from  fevere. 
"  Rejoice  for  ever  :"   It  becomes  a  man  ; 
Exalts,  and  fets  him  nearer  to  the  gods. 
"  Rejoice  forever  !"  Nature  cries,  ''  Rejoice;'* 
And  drinks  to  man  in  her  neileraous  cup, 
Mixt  up  of  delicates  for  every  li;nfe  ;  j 

To  the  great  Founder  cf  the  bounteous  feaft, 
Drinks  glory,  gratitude,  eternal  prail'e  ; 
And  he  that  will  not  pledge  her,  is  a  churl. 
dii  firmly  to  fupport,o-oo.f  fully  tade, 
Is  the  whole  fcience  of  felicity  ; 
Ytt  f paring  pledge  :  her  bowl  is  not  the  beft 
Mankind  can  byad. — "  A  rational  repadj 
"  Exertion,  vigilance,  a  mind  in  arms, 
"  A  military  dii'cipline  of  thought, 
"  To  foil  temptation  in  the  doubtful  field, 
"  And  ever-waking  ardour  for  the  rigbt." 
'Tis  thefe  fird  give,  then  guard,  a  cheerful  heart. 
Nought  that  is  right  think  little,  well  aware 
What  reafon  bids  God  bids;   by  his  command        \ 
How  aggrandis'd  the  fmalled  thing  we  do  I 
Thus  nothing  is  infipid  to  the  wife  ; 
To  thee  infipid  all,  but  what  is  mud ; 
Joys  feafon'd  high,  and  fading  drong  of  guilt. 

"  Ii/lad !  (thoa  reply'd,  with  indignation  fir'd^ 
"  Of  ancient  fages  proud  to  tread  the  llcps, 
"  I  fol!  iw  nature." — .Follow  nature  dill. 
But  look  it  be  thine  o-wn  :    Is  confienee  then 
No  part  of  nature  ?   Is  die  not  f up rer.'ie  ? 
Thou  regicide!   O  raifa  her  from  the  dead  ! 
Then  follow  nature,  and  refemble  God. 

When,  fpite  of  confcience,  pleafure  is  purfa'J, 
Man's  nature  is  unnatui aU-\i  plcas'd  ; 
And  what's  unnatural  is  painful  too 
At  intervals,  and  mud  dilgud  ev'n  thee! 
Y'nc  ftii  thou  know''it,bi:i:  not  pe.-hapsthe  niufe. 
/■^;V;«ir'j  foundations  wi:h  the  world's  were  laid; 
Hf avenmix'd  hpr  with  our  inake    and  twided  elof* 
tier  facred  intereds  with  the  drings  of  life. 
Who  oreaks  her  awful  mandate,  (hocks  himftlf, 
His  better  fcif ;  and  is  it  greater  pain 
Qixrfoul  fhould  murmur,  or  our  difl  repine? 
And  one  in  their  eternal  war  w.v/?  i>lecd. 

If  Oiie  wufl  fuffer,  which  (houid  ledil  be  fpar'd; 
Hij 
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'l"Iie  pains  of  mind  fcrpafs  the  pains  of  fenfc  : 
Afk  then  the  ^out  what  torment  is  in  guilt. 
The  joys  oi Jhife  to  mental  joys  are  mean  : 
Senfe  on  the  prcfcnt  only  feeds;  the  foul 
On  pafl  and  future  foragers  for  joy. 
'Tis  hers  by  retrofpe<9:  through  time  to  range. 
And  forward  iiiKe's  great  icquel  to  furvey. 
Could  liunian  courts  take  vengeance  on  the  ct«W, 
Axes  might  nifr,  and  racks  and  gibbets  fall : 
Gi;ard  then  thy  mind,  and  leave  the  rtfl  to  fate. 

Lorenzo  !  wilt  thou  never  be  a  man  ? 
The  man  is  dead  who  for  the  body  lives, 
l>ur'd,  by  the  beating  of  his  pulfe,  to  lift 
\t\i\\  every  lull  that  wars  againfl  his  peace, 
And  fets  him  quite  at  variance  with  himfclf. 
Thyfelf  firft  know,  then  love  :  zfelf  there,  is 
Of  virtue  fond,  that  kindles  at  her  charms. 
A.A'//^  there  is,  as  fend  of  every  vice, 
Wliile  every  virtue  wor.nds  it  to  the  heart: 
JJumiliiy  degrades  it, Ji/Jrice  robs, 
331eft  iouniy  beggars  it,  fair  /r«;,&  betrays, 
And  godlike  magr.ammity  dellroys. 
Th'u  feif,  when  rival  to  the  former,  fcorn ; 
"When  not  in  competition,  kindly  treat, 
x)eftnd  it,  feed  it : — But,  when  virtue  bids, 
Tofs  it,  or  to  the  fowls,  or  to  the  flames. 
And  why  ?  'Tis  love  oi pUafure  bids  thee  bleed ; 
Comply,  or  own  feif-love  e::iiril  or  blind. 

For  what  is  i<i:s?  Self-love  in  a  miftake; 
'A  poor  blind  merchant  buying  joys  too  near. 
And  -virtue,  what  ?  'Tis  felf-love  in  her  wits, 
<>uite  fidlful  in  the  market  of  delight. 
Self-love's  good  I'enfe  is  love  of  that  dread  Power, 
3From  whom  herfelf,  and  all  fhe  can  enjoy. 
Other  felf-lo-ve  is  but  difguis'd  felf-hate; 
3VIore  mortal  than  the  malice  of  our  foes; 
A  felf-hate  no^.u  fcarce  ielt,  then  felt  full  fore 
"When  being  curs'd;  extinction,  loud  implor'd  ; 
And  every  thing  preferred  to  what  v/e  are.        , 

Yet  this  felf-love  Lorenzo  makes  his  choice  ; 
'And,  in  this  choice  triumphant,  boails  of  joy. 
i-Iow  is  liis  want  of  happinefs  betray 'd 
ly  difaffcflion  to  the  prefent  hour  : 
Imagination  wanders  far  afie^  ,- 
The  future  pleafes :  why  ?  The  prefent  pains — 
»<  But  that's  difecret."     Yes,  which  allnicn  know, 
And  know  from  thee,  difcover'd  unawares. 
Thy  ceafelefs  agitation  reftlcls  roil 
Trom  cheat  to  cheat,  impatient  of  a  paufe  ; 
AVhat  is  it  ?  'Tis  the  cradle  of  the  foul, 
Trom  injlinii  fent,  to  rock  her  in  difeafe, 
"Which  her  phyfician,  r^o/cw,  will  not  cure. 
A  poor  expedient !  yet  thy  bed;  and  while 
It  mitigates  thy  pain,  it  cicns  it  too. 

Such  are  Lorenzo's  wretched  remedies  '. 
The  weak  have  remedies,  the  wife  have  joys. 
Superior  wifdom  is  fuperior  bliis. 
And  what  fure  mark  diftinguifnes  the  wife  ? 
Confiftent  wifdom  ever  wills  the  fame  ; 
Thy  fickle  wiih  is  ever  on  the  wing. 
Sick  of  hcrfeif  'n  folly  i  chsrndler, 
As  'wifdoms  is,  a  modtll  feli'-applaufe. 
A  change  of  evils  ih  t!.-y  good  fuprcme  ; 
•Nor  but  in  motion  cauft  thou  find  thy  reft. 
Man's  greatell  ftrength  is  ftiown  in  Handing  ftill. 


The  firft  fnre  fymptom  of  a  mind  in  health 
Is  rell  of  heart,  and  pleafure  felt  at  home. 
Falfe  pleafure  from  abroad  her  joys  imports; 
Rich  from  within,  and  fe!f-fuftain'd,  the  true.     ' 
The  tnic  is  fix'd,  and  folid  as  a  rock  ; 
Slippery  tht  falfe,  and  tofSng  as  the  wave. 
Ti-is,  a  wild  wanderer  on  earth,  like  Cain ; 
That,  like  the  fabled,  felf-enamour'd  boy. 
Home-contemplation  her  fupreme  delight ; 
She  dreads  an  interruption  from  without, 
Sinit  with  her  own  condition  ;  and  the  more 
Inteiifc  fhc  gazes,  ftill  it  charms  the  more. 
No  man  is  happy,  till  he  thinks  on  earth 
There  breathes  not  a  more  happy  than  himfelf ; 
Then  envy  dies,  and  love  o'ertlows  on  all; 
And  love  o'erflowing  makes  an  angel  here. 
Such  angels,  all  entitled  to  repofe 
On  lim  who  governs  fate  :  though  tempefl  frowns. 
Though  nature  fliakes,  how  foft  to  lean  on  heaven? 
To  lean  on  him  en  whorh  archangels  lean  ! 
With  inward  eyes,  and  filent  as  the  grave, 
They  ftand  colkcfling  every  beam  of  thought. 
Till  th.eir  hearts  kindle  wi'h  divine  delight ; 
For  all  their  thoughts,  like  angels  feen  of  old 
In  Ifrael's  dream,  come  from  and  go  to  heaven  : 
Hence  are  they  ftudious  of  fequefter'd  fceiies, 
While  noife  and  difllpation  comfort  thee. 

Were  all  men  happy,  revelings  would  ceafc. 
That  opiate  for  inquietude  within. 
Loreuzo  I  never  man  was  truly  bleft. 

But  it  compos'd,  and  gave  him  fuch  a  caft, 
AsfoL'y  might  miftake  for  want  of  joy. 
A  caft  unlike  the  triumph  of  the  proud  ; 

A  modeft  arpe<fl:,  and  a  fmile  at  heart. 
O  for  a  joy  from  thy  Philander's  fpring  ! 

A  fpring  perennial  rifing  ia  the  brcaft. 

And  permanent  as  pure  !  no  turbid  ftream 

Of  rapturous  exultation,  fwelling  high, 

Which  like  land-floods  impetuous  pour  a  whslej 

Then  fink  at  once,  and  leave  us  in  the  mire. 

What  does  the  man  who  tranfient  joy  prefers  ? 

What,  but  prefer  the  bubbles  to  the  ftream? 
Vain  are  all  fudden  fallies  of  delight ; 

Convulfions  of  a  weak  diftemper'd  joy. 

Joy's  a  fix'd  ftate,  a  tenure,  not  a  Hart. 

Blift  there  is  none,  but  unfrecarious  blifs  : 

That  is  the  gem  :  fell  all,  and  purchafe  that. 

Why  <'o  a-begging  to  contingencies, 

Not  gain'd  with  eafe,  nor  fafely  lov'd,  if  gain'd? 

At  good  fortuitous  draw  back  and  patife  ; 

Sufpe(fl  it ;  what  thou  canft  enfure,  enjoy; 

And  nought  but  what  thou  giv'll  thyfelf  isfurc. 

Reafon  perpetuates  joy  that  reafon  gives. 

And  makes  it  as  immortal  as  herfelf : 

To  mortals  nought  immortal  but  their  worth. 
Worth,  confcious  worth,  flioutd  abfolutely  reign, 

And  other  joys  alk  leave  for  their  approach, 

Nor,  unexamin'djCver  leave  obtain. 

Thou  art  all  anarchy;  a  mob  of  joys 

Wage  war,  and  perifli  in  intcfline  broils; 

Nut  the  leafl.  promife  of  internal  peace  '. 

No  bofom-comfort,  or  unborrow'd  blifs  '. 

Thy  thoughts  are  vagabonds ;  all  outward-bound, 

'Mid  fands,  and  rocks,  and  florms,  to  craifc  for 
pleafure ; 
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If  gain'd,  dear  bought;  and  better  mifs'd  than 

gain'd. 
Much  pain  muft  expiate  what  much  pain  procur'd. 
Fancy,  VinAfenfe,  from  an  infeifled  Ihorc 
Thy  cargo  bring,  and  peftilcncc  tlie  prize. 
Then,  fuch  thy  thirft  (infatiable  thirft  '. 
By  fond  indulgence  but  infiam'd  the  more!) 
Fancy  (till  cruifes  when  \>oor /enfe  is  tir'd. 

Imagination  is  the  Paphlan  (hop, 
Wliere  feeble  happinefs,  like  Vulcan,  lame, 
Bids  foul  ideas,  in  their  dark  reccfs, 
And  hot  as  hell  (which  kindled  the  black  fires,) 
With  wanton  art  thole  fatal  arrows  form 
Which  murder  all  thy  time,  health,  wealth,  and 
fame.  [are 

Wouldft  thou  receive  them,  other  thoughts  there 
On  angel-wing,  defcending  from  above, 
Whicli  thefe,  with  art  divine,  would  counter-work. 
And  form  ccleftial  armour  for  thy  peace. 

In  this  is  feen  imagination 's^^'HiVi,- 
But  who  can  count  her  follies  ?  She  betrays  tliee, 
"i'o  think  in  grandeur  there  is  fomething  great. 
For  works  of  curious  art,  and  ancient  fame, 
1'hy  genius  hungers,  elcgantiy  pain'd  ; 
And  foreign  climes  muft  cater  for  thy  tafle. 
Hence  what  difaftcr  ! — Though  the  price  was  paid. 
That  perfecuting  prieft,  the  Turk  of  Rome, 
Whofe  foot   (ye  gods!)   though  cloven,  muH  be 

kifs-d, 
Dstaln'd  thy  dinner  on  the  Latian  fnore  ; 
(Such  is  the  fate  of  honefl;  Pioteftants !) 
And  poor  magnijicence  is  ftarv'd  to  death. 
Hence  juft  refentment,  indignation,  ire  !— 
Be  pacify'd,  if  outivard  things  are  great ; 
'Tis  magnanimity  great  things  to  fcorn  ; 
Pompous  e,\pences,  and  parades  augufl, 
And  courts,  that  infalubrious  foil  to  peace. 
True  happinefs  ne'er  enter'd  at  an  eye  ; 
True  happinefs  r;:fides  in  things  unfeen. 
No  fmiles  oi fortune  ever  blert  the  bad. 
Nor  can  her  frowns  rob  innocence  of  joys  ; 
Tia?  jewel  wanting,  triple  crowns  are  poor: 
So  tell  his  Holinefs,  and  be  reveng'd. 

PLafure,  we  both  agree,  is  man's  chief  good  ; 
Or  only  conteft,  what  dcfcrves  the  name. 
Givz  fiteafure's  name  to  nought,  but  what  has  pajs'd 
Th'  authentic  feal  of  rcafon,  which,  like  Yorke, 
Demurs  on  what  it  pafies,)  and  defies 
The  tooth  of  time ;  when  pall,  a  pleafure  fiill; 
Dearer  on  trial,  lovelier  for  its  age. 
And  doubly  to  be  priz'd,  as-it  promotes 
Our  future,  while  it  forms  our  prefeiu,  joy. 
Some  joys  the  future  overcaft  ;  and  fome 
I'hrow  all  their  beams  that  way,  and  gild  the 

tomb. 
Some  joys  endear  eternity  ;  feme  give 
Abhorr'd  annihilation  dreadful  charm?. 
Are  rival  juys  contending  for  thy'choice? 
Confult  thy  ivhoh  exijience,  and  be  fafe  ; 
That  oracle  will  put  ail  doubt  to  flight. 
Short  is  the  leffon,  though  my  letTture  long. 
Be  good — and  let  heaven  anl'wer  for  the  reih 

Vet,  with  a  ligh  o'er  all  mankind,  I  grant 
In  this  our  day  of  proof,  our  land  of  hope. 
The  good  tnan  has  his  clouds  that  inter vcae; 


Clouds  that  olfjure  his  fublunary  day, 

B  it  never  coiiqutr  :  ev'n  the  l>f/}  mud  own 

Patience  and  reftgnation  are  the  pillars 

Of  human  peace  on  earth.     The  jjjllars  thsfe  ; 

But  thofe  of  Seth  not  more  remote  from  thee. 

Till  this  heroic  lefTon  thou  haft  learnt. 

To  frown  at  pleafure,  and  to  fmile  in  pain, 

Fir'd  at  the  profpcdl  of  unclouded  blifs. 

Heaven  in  reverhon,  like  the  fun,  as  yet 

Beneath  th'  horizon,  cheers  us  in  this  world; 

It  Iheds,  on  fouls  fufcepiible  of  lij^-ht, 

The  glorious  dawn  of  our  eternal  day, 

"  This  (fays  Lorenzo)  is  a  fair  haiatigue  : 
"  But  can  harangues  blow  back  ftrong  nature's 

ftream, 
"Or  (Icm  the  tide  heaven  pufhes  through  OBr  veins, 
"  Which  fweeps  away  man's  impotent  rcfolves, 
"  And  lays  his  labour  level  with  the  luorld  ?" 

Themfelves  men  make  their  comment  on  man- 
kind. 
And  think  nought  is,  but  what  they  find  at  home  : 
Thus  weaknefs  to  chimera  turns  the  truth.        ^ 
Nothing  romantic  has  the  mule  prefcrih'd. 
*  Above,  Lorenzo  faw  the  man  of  earth. 
The  mortal  man,  and  wretched  was  the  fight. 
To  balance  that,  to  comfort,  and  exalt, 
Now  fee  the  man  immortal:   him  I  mean 
Who  lives  as  fuch;   whofe  lieart,  full  bent  on 

heaven. 
Leans  all  that  way,  his  bias  to  the  ftars. 
The  world's  dark  fliiJes,  in  contraft  fet,  (hall  raifc 
His  luftre  more,  though  bright,  without  a  foil : 
Obferve  his  awful  portrait,  and  admire  ; 
Nor  Hop  at  wonder;  imitate,  and  live. 

Some  angel  guide  my  pencil,  while  I  draw 
What  nothing  lefs  than  angel  can  e.xceed  1 
A  man  on  earth  devoted  to  the  ilcies; 
Like  fhips  in  feas,  while  in,  above  the  world. 

With  afpeCl  mild,  and  elevated  eye. 
Behold  him  fcated  on  a  mount  ferene, 
Above  the  fogs  oi/ai/i-,  zvAp^rJpons  florm  ; 
All  the  black  cares  and  tumults  ot  this  life. 
Like  harm'efs  thunders  breaking  at  his  feet. 
Excite  his  pity,  not  impair  his  peace. 
Earth's  genuine  fons,  the  fcepter'd  and  the  flave, 
A  mingled  mob  '.  a  wandering  herd  !  he  fees 
Eewilder'd  in  the  vale  ;  in  all  unlike  1 
HiifuU  reverfe  in  all!  wliat  higher  praife .' 
V\''hat  ftronger  demonftration  of  the  right? 

The  prelent  all  their  care,  the  future  his. 
When  public  welfare  calls,  or  private  want, 
7hey  give  to  fame,  hi-,  bounty  he  conceals. 
Their  virtues  varnifli  nature,  his  exalt. 
Mankind's  efteem  they  court,  and  he  his  own. 
'Theirs,  the  wild  chale  Qi  falfe  felicities, 
His,  the  compos'd  poffeffion  of  the  tnie. 
Alike  throughout  is  his  confiftent  peace, 
All  of  one  colour,  and  an  even  threaii; 
While  party-colour'd  fliieds  of  happinefs, 
With  hideous  gaps  between,  patch  up  for  them 
A  madman's  rolie  ;  each  puff  oi  fortune  blows 
The  tatters  by,  and  fliews  their  nakednefs. 

He  fres  with  othef-  eyes  than  theiis ;  where  ihe^ 

*  In  a  former  Night, 
H  iij 
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Behold  a/i^w,  he  fpies  a  Deliy; 

What  makes  tbem  only  fmiie,  makes  him  adore. 

Where  they  fee  mountains,  be  but  atoms  fees; 

An  empire  ill  his  halance  weighs  k  grain. 

7bcy  things  terreftrial  worfhip  as  divine  ; 

His  hopes  immortal  blow  them  by  as  duft, 

That  dims  his  fight,  and  fliortens  his  furvey, 

Which  longs  in  infinite  to  lol'c  all  bound. 

Titles  and  honours  (if  they  prove  his  fate) 

Jie  lays  afide  to  find  his  dignity ; 

l>io  dignity  they  find  in  aught  befides. 

^T^iry  triumph  in  externals,  (which  conceal 

!Man's  real  glory)  proud  of  an  eclipfe. 

Himfelf  too  much  be  prizes  to  be  proud, 

And  nothing  thinks  ft>  great  in  man  as  man. 

Too  dear  he  holds  his  intcreft,  to  negleiSl 

Another's  welfare,  or  his  right  invade; 

7beir  intereft,  like  a  lion,  lives  on  prey. 

fThey  kindle  at  the  fliadow  of  a  wrong  ; 

Wrong  he  fuftains  with  temper,  looks  pu  heaven, 

Nor  ftoops  to  think  his  injurer  his  foe  ; 

Ncyight,  but  what  wounds  his  virtue  wounds  his 

peace. 
A  cover'd  heart  their  charadter  defends ; 
A  cover'd  heart  denies  him  half  his  praife. 
With  nakednefs  his  innocence  agrees; 
While  their  broad  foliage  letlifies  their  fall. 
?7Z«V  no  joys  end,  where  his  full  feaft  begins  : 
2Iis  joys  create,  theirs  murder,  future  blifs. 
To  triumph  in  exiftence,  his  alone; 
Andhis  alone,  triumphantly  to  think 
His  true  exiilence  is  no:  yet  begun. 
Mis  glorious  courfe  was,  yeilerday,  complete  ; 
Di'ath,  then,  was  welcome  ;  yet  life  ftill  is  fweet. 

But  nothing  charms  l^orenzo,  like  the  firm. 

Undaunted    breafl And    whofe   is  that  high 

praife  ? 
Vhey  yield  to  pleafurc,  though  they  danger  brave, 
And  (how  no  fortitude,  but  in  the  field; 
'if  there  they  fhow  it,  'tis  for  glory  fliown  ; 
I^for  will  that  cordial  always  man  their  hearts. 
A  cordial  his  fuftains,  that  cannot  fail; 
By  pleafure  unfnbdued,  unbrokc  by  pain, 
He  fiiares  in  that  Omnipotence  he  trulls. 
Ajl-bcaring,  all-attempting,  till  he  falls; 
And  when  he  falls,  writes  VIGI  on  his  Ihield. 
From  magnanimity,  allyti:f  above  ; 
From  nobler  recornpenfe,  above  applaufe  ; 
Which  owes  to  x\\3.v\\ port  out-look  all  its  charms. 

Backward  to  credit  what  he  never  felt, 
JLortnzo  cries, — "   Where  fhines  this  miracle  ? 
"   From  what  root  rifes  this  immortal  man  .?'' 
A  root  that  crows  not  in  Lorenzo's  ground; 
The  root  dilTedt,  nor  wonder  at  i^t  jio-wcr. 

He  follows  nature   (not  like  thee)  and,  (bows 
us 
An  uninverted  fyflem  of  a  mar. 
His  appetite  wears  reafons  golden  chain, 
And  find?,  in  due  reftraint,  its  luxury. 
1  lis  fojjion  like  an  eagle  well  reclaim'd, 
Is  taught  to  fly  at  nought,  but  infinite. 
Patient  his  hope.,  un-anxious  is  his  care, 
Jiis  laution  feariefs,  and  hisj-r;^,  (if  grief 
The  gods  ordain)  a  ftranger  to  defpair. 
JLiid  v;hy  ? — Bsia-^fs,  affctftion,  ciois  :haij  meet, 


His  wifdom  leaves  not  difengag'd  from  hcavca. 

Thofe  fcciindary  goods  that  imilc  on  earth, 

He,  loving  in  proportion,  \ovesm pejce. 

They  mnft  the  world  enjoy,  who  lead  admire. 

His  unihrftanding  'fcapes  the  common  cloud 

Of  fumes,  arifihg  from  a  boiling  bread. 

His  head  is  clear,  becaufe  his  heart  is  coqI, 

By  Worldly  competitions  uninflam'd. 

The  moderate  movements  of  his  foul  admi( 

Dlfl:inift  ideas,  and  matur'd  debate. 

An  eye  impartial,  and  an  even  fcale ; 

Whence  judgment  found,  and  unrepenting  choigs. 

Thu«,  in  a  double  fenfe,  the.Qoorfare  wife; 

On  its  own  dunghill,  wifer  than  the  world. 

What,  then,  the  world  ?   It  mvjl  be  doubly  weak  ;  _ 

Strange  truth  1  as  foon  would  they  believe  their 

Creed. 
Yet  thus  it  is;  nor  otherwife  can  be; 
So  far  from  aught  romantic,  what  I  fing. 
Blifs  has  no  being,  virtue  has  Ho  ftrength, 
But  from  the  profpedt  of  immortal  life^       [fame) 
Who  think  earth   all,  or  (what  weighs  juft   the 
Who  care  no  farther,  m"Ji  prize  what  it  yields ; 
Fond  of  its  fancies,  proud  of  its  parades. 
Who  thinks  earth  not  hing,cii«'/ its  charms  admire^ 
He  can't  a  foe,  though  moft  malignant,  hate, 
Becaufe  that  hate  would  prove  his  greater  foe. 
"Tis  hard  for  them  (yet  who  fo  loudly  boaft 
Good-will  to  men  ?)  to  love  their  deareft  friend; 
For  may  not  he  invade  thu'ir  goodfupreme. 
Where  the  leaft  jealoufy  turns  love  to  gall  ! 
All  ihines  to  them,  that  for  a  feafon  fhines. 
Each  acl,   each  thought,  he  queftionsj  "  What  it& 

"  weight, 
"  Its  colour  wluit,  a  thoufand  ages  hence  ?'* 
And  what  it  there  appears,  he  deems  it  noiv. 
Hence,  pure  are  the  recefl'es  of  his  ft.ul. 
The  godlike  man  has  nothing  to  conceal. 
His  virtue,  conftitutiunally  deep, 
Wm habit's  firmnefs,  and  nffeSions  flame; 
Angels,  ally'd,  defcend  to  feed  the  fire  ; 
And  death,  which  others  flays,  makes  him  a  god. 

And  now,  Lorenzo!  bigot  of  this  world! 
Wont  to  difdain  poor  bigots  caught  by  heaven  ! 
Stand  by  \.h'^  fccrn,  and  be  rcduc'd  to  nought  : 
For  what  art  thou  ! — Thou  boafter  I  while  thy 

glare. 
Thy  gaudy  grandeur,  and  mere  wr.ldly  worth, 
Like  a  broad  mift,  at  diftance,  flrikes  us  moil ; 
And  like  a  mill:,  is  nothing  when  at  hand; 
His  merit,  like  a  mountain,  on  approach. 
Swells  roore,  and  riles  nearer  to  the  flcies. 
By  proiTiife  noiv,  and  by  poffeflionyoon, 
(TooyicH,  too  much,  it  cannot  be)  his  own. 

From  this  thy  jiid  annihilation  rife, 
Lorenzo  1  rife  to fomething,  by  reply. 
The  world,  thy  clierit,  liltens,  and  expecSs; 
And  longs  to  crown  thee  with  immortal  praife. 
Canll  thou  be  filent .'  No  ;  for  w//  is  thine; 
And  wit  tallss  mcj},  when  leaji  flie  has  to  fay. 
And  rdctfiin  interrupts  nut  her  career. 
She'll  fay — That  mijls  aLo've  the  mountains  rife ; 
And,  with  a  thoufand  pleafantries,  amufe  ; 
She'll  fparkle,  puzzle,  flutter,  raife  a  dufl. 
And  5/  coDvi<5lion,  in  the  duft  Ibe  lais'd. 
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Wtt,  how  delicious  to  man's  dainty  taftc  ? 

•'Tis  prerJous,  as  the  vehicle  oifenfe ; 
But,  as  its  fubftitute,  a  dire  difeafe. 

Pernicious,  taJent !  flatter'd  by  the  world, 

©y  the  bhnd  world,  which  thinks  the  taletit  rare. 

Wifdpm  is  rare,  Lorenzo  !  wit  abounds ; 

Pajjion  can  give  it;  fometimes  t£)Mi? infpires 

The  lucky  flafh  ;  and  madnefs  rarely  fails. 

Whatever  caufe  the  fpirit  ftrongly  ftirs, 

Confers  the  bays,  and  rivals  thy  renown. 

For  thy  renown,  't  weix  well,  was  this  thfi  worft; 

Chante  often  hits  it ;  and,  to  pique  the  more. 

See  dullnefs,  blundering  on  vivacities, 

Shakes  her  fage  head  at  the  calamity, 

"Which  has  expos'd,  and  let  her  down  to  thee. 

But  ivifdam,  awful  wifdom  I   which  infpedls, 

-Difcerns,  compares,  weighs,  feparates,  infers, 

Seises  the  right,  and  holds  it  to  the  lad  ; 

How  rare  I  in  fenates,  fynods,  fought  in  vain ; 

Or,  \i  there  found,  'tisfacred  to  \\\z  few  ; 

While  a  lewd  proflitute  to  multitudes, 

Frequent,  as  fatal,  -ivlt :  in  civil  life, 

ff^it  makes  an  enterprifer  ;  fen/e  a  man. 

If^it  hates  authority ;  commotion  loves, 

And  thinks  herfelf  the  lightning  of  the  ftorm. 

lajiates,  'tis  dangerous;  in  religion,  death  : 

Shall  ivit  turn  Chriftian,  when  the  dull  believe  ? 

Senfe  is  our  helmet,  -wit  is  but  the  plume  ; 

The/i/z/ra^  expofes,  'tis  our  .6<r/zzzf/ faves. 

Senfe  is  the  diamond,  weighty,  folid,  found  ; 

When  cut  by  %vit,  it  cafts  a  brighter  bca-ni ; 

Yet,  zvit  apart,  it  is  a  diamond  llill. 

IVif,  widow'd  oigoodfetfe,  is  vv^orfe  than  nought ; 

It  hoifts  more  fail  to  run  againft  a  rock. 
Thus,  a  j5a^-Chefterfield  is  quite  a  fool ; 

Whom  dull  fools  fcorn,  and  blcfs  their  want  of  wit. 

How  ruinous  the  rock  I  warn  thee  fhun. 
Where  Syrens  fit,  to  fing  thee  to  thy  fate ! 
A  joy,  in  which  our  reafon  bears  no  part, 
Is  but  zforroiu  tickling,  ere  it  (lings. 
Let  no't  the  cooings  of  the  world  allure  thee  ; 
Which  of  her  lovers  ever  found  her  true  ? 
Happy  .'  of  this  bad  world  who  little  know  ? — 
And  yet,  we  much  muft  know  her,  to  heffe. 
To  ina-w  the  world,  not  love  her,  is  thy  point ; 
She  gives  but  little,  nor  that  little  long. 
There  is,  I  grant,  a  triumph  of  the  puife  ; 
A  dance  of  Ipirits,  a  mere  froth  of  joy, 
Our  thoughtltfs  agitation's  idle  child. 
That:  mantles  high,  that  fparkles  and  expires, 
I^eaving  the  foul  more  vapid  than  before. 
An  a«(»7a/ ovation  !  fuch  as  holds 
No  commerce  with  our  reafon,  but  fubfifts 
On  juices,    through   the   well-ton'd  tubes,  weU 

flrain'd  ; 
A  nice  machine  !  fcarce  ever  tun'd  aright; 
And  when  it  jars — thy  fyrens  iing  no  more. 
Thy  dance  is  done  ;  the  demi  god  is  thrown 
(Short  apotheofis !)  beneath  the  man. 
In  coward  glcom  immers'd,  or  fell  dcfpair. 
Art  thou  ^^t  dull  cnoygh  defpair  to  dread, 
And  ftartle  it  deftrucftion  ?   [f  thou  art. 
Accept  a  buckler,  take  it  to  the  field  ; 
(A  field  of  battle  is  this  mortal  life  !) 
When  danger  threaten?,  lay  it  on  thy  heart ; 
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A  fingle  fentencc  proof  againft  the  -world ; 
'    Soul,  body,  fortune  !  Every  good  pertain 
"   To  one  of  thefe  ;  but  prize  not  all  alike  ; 
"  The  goods  of  fortune  to  the  body's  health, 
"  Body  to  foul,  and  foul  fubmit  to  God." 
Wouldft  thou  build  lafting  happinefs  ?  Do  thisj 
Til'  inverted /ijTawzi  can  never  ftand. 

Is  this  truth  doubtful  ?  it  outfhines  the  fun  ; 
Nay  the  fun  fhines  not,  but  to  ihow  us  this. 
The  fingle  Icffon  of  mankind  on  earth. 
And  yet — yet,   what  ?    No   news !    mankind    i« 

mad; 
Such  mighry  numbers  lift  againft  the  right, 
(And    what    can't    numbers,    when    bewiich'd 

atchieve  1) 
They  talk  themfeives  to  fomething  lilce  belief. 
That  all  earth's  joys  are  theirs  :   As  Athens'  fool 
Grinii'd  from  the  port,  on  every  fail  his  own. 
They  grin;  but   wherefore?  and  how  long  thfi 
laugh  1 
Half  ignorance,  their  mirth;  and  half,  a  lie; 
To  cheat  the  world,  and  cheat  themfeives,  they 

fmile. 
Hard  cither  talk  !  The  moft  abandon'd  own. 
That  others,  if  abandon'd,  are  undone : 
Then  for  themfeives,  the  moment  reafon  wakes, 
(And  Providence  denies  it  long repofs) 
O  how  laborious  is  their  gaiety  I 
They  fcarce  can  fwallow  their  ebullient  fpleen, 
Scarce  mufter  patience  to  fupport  the  farce, 
And  pump  fad  laughter  till  the  curtain  fills. 
Scarce,  did  I  fay?  Some  cannot  fit  it  out; 
Oft  their  own  daring  hands  the  curtain  draw. 
And  ihow  us  tvhat  their  joy,  by  their  defpair. 
The   clotted  hair  !  gor'd   breaft  1   blafpheming 
eye  ! 
Its  impious  fury  ftill  alive  in  death  '. 
Shut,  fhut  the  Ihocking  fcene. — But  heaven  denies 
A  cover  to  fuch  guilt  ;  and  fo  flioulJ  man. 
Look  round,  Lorenzo  '.  fee  the  reeking  blade, 
Th^  invenom'd  phial,  and  the  fatal  bail ; 
The  ftrangling  cord  and  fuffocaiing  Itream; 
The  loathfome  rottennefs,  and  foul  decays 
From  raging  riot  (flower  fuicides  1) 
And  pride  in  thefe,  more  execrable  ftill! 
How  horrid  all  to  thought  .'-—But  horrors,  thefe, 
That  vouch  the  truth;  and  aid  my  feeble  fong. 
Frcm  -vicCffcnfe, fancy,  no  man  can  be  bleft: 
Blifs  is  too  great,  to  lodge  within  an  hour: 
When  an  immortal  being  aims  at  blifs. 
Duration  is  effentiai  to  the  name. 
O  for  a  joy  from  reafon  !  Joy  from  that, 
Which  makes  man  man  ;  and,  exercis'd  aright. 
Will  make  him  more :  A  bounteous  joy  '.   that  gives. 
And  promifes;  that  weaves  with  art  divine. 
The  richelt  profpedl  into  prefent  peac;  : 
A  joy  ambitious  !  Joy  in  common  held 
With  thrones  ethereal,  and  their  greater  far; 
A  joy  high-privileg'd  from  chance,  time,  death .' 
A  joy,  which  ^i?a/A  Ihall  ^'nWz,  judgment  crown  \ 
Crown'd  higher,  and  ftill  higher,  at  each  ftage. 
Through  bleft  eternity's  long  day  :   yet  ftill, 
Not  more  remote  ixom.forroiv,  than  from  kim, 
Whofe  laviih  hand,  whofe  love  ftupendous,  potir^ 
So  naucb  of  Deity  on  guilty  duft. 
H  ii'i 
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'fhere,  O  my  Lucia  !  may  I  meet  thee  there, 
Vherc  not  thy  prefesce  can  improve  my  blift ! 

AfTcfts  not  this  \htfjgts  cf  ibe  ivurld? 
Can  nought  aJfcB  them,  hut  what/toA  them  too  ? 
iircrnity  depeiidinsr  on  an  hour, 
'JsV'^i^Z'^fcTltiui  thought  man's  wifdom,  joy,  and  praife. 
Jsor  nttu  you  blufli  (though  fometiuies  your  de- 

figns 
Tvlay  fhun  the  light)  at  ynur  defigns  on  heaven  : 
S  lie  point  !   \vhtre  tjftr-bajkfui  is  yo;.r  blame. 
Ate  you  not  ti-i/f  .''—You  know  y-.u  are;  Yet  hear 
0:ie  truth,  amid  your  numerous  fclicmes,  miflaid, 
Or  ovcrlo:  h'd,  or  thrown  afide,  if  lecii ; 
*'  Our  khcmes  to  plan  by  thh  world,  or  the  next, 
"  h  the  fule  difference  between  wife  and  fool.'' 
Ail  •u-ortiy  n:en  will  wei^h  you  in  thh  Icale ; 
Whit  wonder,  then,  \iihey  pronounce  you  liobt? 
Is  th;ir  eflccm  alcne  not  w'oith  your  care  ? 
Accept  my  iimplc  fcheme  of  common  ftnfe  .-      [own. 
'i'J'.us,  fave  your  fame,  and  make  t-ao  worlds  your 

I'hc  world  tepties  not  ; — but  the  world  j.erjtjls  ; 
And  puts  the  caufe  off  to  the  longeft  day, 
PJp.nninj  cvafions  for  the  day  of  doom. 
So  far,  at  that  re-hearing,  from  redrefs, 
They  tlicn  turn  ivitneffes  againfl;  themfelves  : 
Htar  that,  Lorenzo  !  nor  be  wife  to-morrow, 
Hafle,  Halle  !  A  man,  by  nature,  is  in  hafle; 
For  who-  Tsall  anfwer  for  another  hour  ? 
'  i"u  hijrhly  prudent,  to  make  e/;ir  fure  friend  ; 
■    ^nd  that  thcu  catifl  not  do,  this  fide  the  Ikies, 
\e  fons  cf  earth  I   (nor  -.uiLing  to  be  more  '.) 
Since  -licrfe  y.ou  think  from  pneflcraft  fomewhat 

free, ' 
Thus,  in  an  age  fo  gay,  the  mufe  j  lain  truths 
(Truths,  which,  at  church,  you  might  have  heard 

in  profe) 
J  las  ventur'd  into  Hgbt ;  well-pleas'd  the  verfe 
Sh(  u!d  he  forgot,  if  you  the  truths  retain  •„ 
And  cr.iv.m  her  with  yourwelfare,  not \our  praife. 
Jiut/ra//i'  fhc  need  not  fear  :   I  fee  my  fate; 
And  headlong  leap,  like  Curtius,  down  the  gulf. 
5ii!!ce  many  ar.  ample  iiolun-.e,  mi2:hty  tome. 
Mull  die  ;  and  die  uuwcpt ;  O  thou  minute, 
IDevotcd  page  I  go  forth  among  thy  foes ; 
C30  nobly  proud  of  martyrdom  for  truth, 
And  die  a'double  death  ;  mankind,  incens'd, 
Denies  tl'ee  lo.ig  to  live  :  nor  flialt  thou  reft  - 
When  thou  art  dead  ;  in  Stygian'  fuaOes  arraign'd 
By  l,i!cif(r,  as  traitor  to  his' throne; 
A:.d  bi.ld  blafpht-mcr  of  hii friend — the  world; 
'J  i.c  world,  \vhcfe  Icgiona  coft  him  {lender  pay, 
And  hoiii.-tecri  arrund  his  banner  fwaroi.; 
Vrudent,  as  PcusTia,  in  her  zeal  for  Gaul ! 

"Are  all,  then,  fool*  ?"  L,vrenzo  cries. — Yes,  all, 
But  ftkh  as  hold  this  dodrine  (new  to  thee) ; 
"    i'hx:  mother  of  true  wifdom  is  the  ivill ;" 
The  v.oUeO::  inttlleft,  a  fool  without  it. 
JVorL-i-'ivifJim  iTiuch  has  done,  and  more  may  do. 
In  arts  avili  fciences,  in  wars  and  peac6  ; 
Bur  4rt  iudfcience.  like  thy  wealth,  will  leave  thee, 
And  make  thee  twice  a  bt-^-gar  at  thy  death.     '  '  ■ 
This  is  tlic  :?icfi  iijcuigcnce  can  afford  ; — 
"     I  by  -Wjiiutn  a.,  ran  Jo^  bat — inake  ihee  ivifi,^* 
]>Jor  think  this  cenlure  is  fevere  on  thee  : 
iJataH,  t\\y  mailer,  1  daic  call  a  dunce. 


NIGHT  IX. 
THE  CONSOLATION. 

Containing,  among  other  things; 

I.  A  Moral  Suriiey  cf  the  Noiiiirnal  Hea-vcns. 
\\.  a  Night-AJiirefj  to  ibe  Deity. 

HUMBLY   INSCKIBED   TO   HIS   GRACE   THE  DL'KS 

OF  NEWCASTLE, 

One  of  his  Mtijejiy's  principal  Secretaries  of  State. 

"  —  Fatis  contraria  fata  rependens." — Viae. 

As  when  a  traveller,  a  long  day  pail 
In  painful fesrch  of  what  he  cannot  find, 
At  night's  approach,  content  with  the  ne."?!  cot, 
There  ruminates  a  while  his  labour  loft  ; 
'I"hen  cheers  his  heart  with  what  his  fate  affords, 
And  chaunts  his  fonnet  to  deceive  the  time. 
Till  the  due  feafon  calls  him  tu  repofe  : 
Thus  I,  long-travell'd  in  the  ways  of  men. 
And  dancing-  with  the  refl,  the  gidcy  maze, 
Where  difappoiniment  fmiles  at  hope''s  career  ; 
V^'arn'd  by  the  langour  of  life's  evening  ray. 
At  length  have  hous'd  me  in  an  huiiible  fiied; 
Where  future  wandering  banifn'd  frcm  ni)  thought, 
And  walling  patient  the  fweet  hour  of  refl, 
I  chafe  the  moments  with  a  ferious  fong. 
Song  fijoths  our  pains ;  and  age  has  pans  to  footh. 
When  age,  care,  crime,  and  friends  embrcc'd  at 
heart,  [(hade, 

Torn  from  my  bleeding  breaft,  and  death's  dark 
Which  hovers  o'er  me,  quench'd  th"  eihertai  fire ; 
Canft  thou,  O  night  !  indulge  one  lab>  ur  more  ? 
One  labour  more  indulge  !  then  fieep,  my  Urain  ! 
Till  haply  wak'd  by  Raphael's  golden  lyre. 
Where  night,  death,  age,  care,  crime,  and  foxrow, 

ceafe  ; 
To  hear  a  part  in  evcrlalling  lays  ; 
Though  far,  far  higher  fet  in  aim  I  truft, 
Syniphonious  to  this  humble  prelude  he^e. 
Has  not  the  mufe  afTerted  p'.eajures  pure. 

Like  thofe  above  ;  exploding  other  joys  ? 

Weigh  v/hat  was  urg'd,  Lorenzo  !  fairly  weigh  ; 

And  tell  me,  haft  thou  caufe  to  triumph  tlill  i 

I  think  thou  wilt  forbear  a  boaft  fo  bold. 

But  if  beneath  the  favour  of  millake. 

Thy  fmile's  fmcere  ;   not  more  fmccre  can  be 

Lorenzo's  fmile,  than  my  compafiion  for  him. 

The  fick  in  body  call  for  aid;  the  fick 

In  mind  are  covetous  of  more  difeafc ; 

And  when  at  ivorjl,  they  dream  thamfelves  quite 
iveli. 

To  hw-w  ourfelves  difeas'd,  is  half  our  cure. 

Wiien  nature'' s  blufh  by  cujlom  is  wip'd  ifT, 

And  confcience,  deaden'd  by  repeated  llrokes, 

Has  into  manners  naturalis'd  our  cvnr.es  ; 

The  curfe  of  curfes  is,  our  curfe  to  love  ; 

To  triumph  in  the  blackncfs  of  our  guilt 

(As  Indians  glory  in  the  decpeft  jet). 

And  throw  alide  our/en/es  with  our  pmce. 
But  gr;nt  no  guilt,  no  fliame,  no  leait  alloy  j 

Grant  joy  and  glory  cjuitc  unfully'd  (hone  ; 

Vet  Uiil  ii  ill  deferves  jLprcuzu's  heari.    ■ 
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Ho  jsy,  no  g!ory,  glitters  in  thy  light, 

But  through  the  thin  partition  of  an  hour, 

i  fee  its  fables  wove  by  Js/Iiny  ; 

Anil  t/jat  in  furrow  bury'd;  ihh  In  fliame  ; 

While  howling y;.'/-/Vj  ring  the  doleful  knell; 

And  con/cience,  now  To  fofc  thou  fcarce  canft  hear 

Her  whifper,  echoes  her  eternal  peal. 

Where  the  prime  a6lors  of  the  lad.  year's  fcene  ; 
Their  port  fo  proud,  their  buflcin,  and  their  plume  ? 
How  many_y7«y>,  who  kept  the  world  aivake 
"With  luftre,  and  with  noife  !   has  death  proclaim'd 
A  truce,  and  hung  his  fated  lance  on  high  ? 
' Tisbrandifh'd  ftili ;  nor  fliall  tht  prcfcnt  year 
Be  more  tenacious  of  her  luiman  leaf, 
Or  fprc-ad  of  feeble  life  a  thinner  fall. 

But  needkfs  woiuimtr.ts  to  wake  the  thought ; 
JJiit's  gaycf  fcenes  fpeak  man's  mortality  ; 
Though  in  a  flyle  more  florid,  full  as  plain, 
As  mai'folsums ,  pyramids,  and  tomhs. 
What  are  our  noblefl  ornaments,  but  deaths 
Turn'd  flatterers  of  life,  in  paint  or  marble, 
The  well-ftain'd  canvas,  or  the  featur'd  flone  ? 
Our  fathers  grace,  or  rather  haunt,  the  fccne. 
"^oy  peoples  her  pavilion  from  the  dead. 

"  Profejl  di-verftons .' — cannot  thefe  efcape  ?" — 
Far  from  it :  thefe  prefents  us  with  a  fliroud; 
And  talk  of  deaths  like  garlands  o'er  a  grave. 
Asfonie  bold  plunderers,  for  bury'd  ivealth, 
"We  ranfack  tombs  ior  pajlime  ;  from  the  dull 
Call  up  the  flecping  hero  ;  bid  him  tread 
The  fcene  for  our  amuCement :  how  like  gods 
We  lit;  and  wrapt  ii;  immortality, 
Slied  generous  tears  on  wretches  born  to  die  ; 
^'hcir  fate  deploring,  to  forget  our  oivn  '. 

\\''hat  all  the  pomps  and  triumphs  of  our  lives. 
But  legacies  in  blofiom  ?  Our  lean  foil, 
Luxuriant  grown,  and  rank  in  vanities, 
Trom  friends  interr'd  beneath  ;  a  rich  manure  ! 
Like  other  worms,  we  banquet  on  the  dead  ; 
I. ike  other  worni^,  fiiall  we  crawl  on,  nor  know 
Our  prefent  frailties,  or  approaching  fate  ? 

Lorenzo  !  fuch  the  glories  of  the  world  ! 
What  is  the  world  itfelf  ?   Thy  world — a  grave. 
Where  is  the  dull  that  has  not  been  alive  ? 
The  fpade,  the  plough,  didurb  our  anceflors ; 
From  human  mould  we  reap  our  daily  bread. 
The  globe  around  earth's  hollow  furface  fhakes. 
And  is  the  cieling  of  her  fleej^ing  fons. 
O'er  devaftatioi)  we  blind  revels  keep  ; 
Wiiole  bury'd  towns  fupport  the  dancer's  heel. 
The  Tn(j''Ji  of  Jiuman  frame  the  fun  exhales ; 
Winds  fcatter  through  the  mighty  void  the  dry; 
Earth  repofftffes  part  pf  what  ftie  gave, 
And  the  freed  fpirit  mounts  on  wings  of  fire  ; 
Fach  element  partakes  ourfcatter'd  fpoils  ; 
As  nature  wide  our  ruins  fpread  :  man's  death 
Inhabits  all  things,  but  the  thought  of  man. 
■    Nor  man  alone  ;  his  breathing  buft  expires. 
His  tomb  is  mortal;  empires  die  :  where  now^. 
The  Roman,  Gretk  \  They  flalk,  an  empty  name ; 
Ytt  few  regard  them  in  this  ufeful  light ; 
Though  half  our  learning  is  their  epitaph. 
When  down  thy  vale,  unlock'd  by  midnightthought. 
That  loves  to  wander  in  thy  funlefs  realms, 
p  distb :  I  Urctch  iny  view  ;  what  vifions  rife  ! 


What  triumghs  '.  toils  imperial  I  arts  divine  ! 

In  wither'd  laurels  glide  before  my  fifrht ! 

What  lengths  of  far-fam'd  ages,  billow'4  high 

With  human  agitation,  roll  along 

In  unfubftantial  images  of  air  ! 

The  melancholy  ghofts  of  dead  renown, 

Whifpering  faint  echoes  of  the  world's  applaufc, 

With  penitential  afpeiSl  as  they  pafs. 

All  point  at  earth,  and  hlfs  at  human  pride, 

The  wifdom  of  the  -wife,  and  prancings  of  the  p^z-Mf, 

But,  O  Lorenzo  !  far  the  refl  above, 
Of  ghaftly  nature,  and  enormous  fize, 
One  form  affaults  my  fight,  and  chil!s  my  blood. 
And  fliakes  my  frame.  Of  one  departed  world 
I  fee  the  mighty  fliadow  :  oozy  wreath 
And  difmal  fea-weed  crown  her ;  o'er  her  urn 
RecHn'd,  (he  weeps  her  defoiated  realms. 
And  bloated  fons;  and,  weeping,  prophelies 
Another  s  difiblution  fooii  in  flames. 
But  like  Cafiandra  prophefies  in  vain  ; 
In  vain  to  many  ;  not  I  truft  to  thee. 

For  know'il  thou  not,  or  art  thou  loth  to  know. 
The  great  decree,  tlie  counfel  of  the  ilcies  ? 
Deluge  and  confuigrai'ion,  dreadful  powers  1 
Prime  minilkrs  of  vengeance  '   chain'd  in  cavea 
Diftind,  apart  the  giant  furies  roar; 
Apart;   or  fuch  their  horrid  rage  for  ruin, 
In  mutual  conflidt  would  they  rife,  and  wage 
Eternal  war,  till  one  was  quite  devour'd. 
But  not  for  tbh,  ordain'd  their  boundiefs  rjf'ge; 
When  heaven's  inferior  inftmmentb  of  v.-.ath, 
TVar,  famine,  ptf:iLnce,  are  found  too  weak 
To  fcourge  a  world  for  her  enormous  crimes, 
Thefe  are  let  loofe  alternate  :  down  they  rufh, 
Swift  and  te.mpefluous,  from  th'  eternal  throne. 
With  irrefillible  commiffion  arm'd, 
The  world,  in  vain  correci'ted,  to  deflroy. 
And  cafe  creation  of  the  fhocking  fcene. 

Seeft  thou,  Lorenzo  !  what  depends  on  man  ? 
Thtfate  of  nature  ;  as/or  man  her  blrih. 
Earth's  aiSiors  change  earth's  tranCtory  fcenes. 
And  make  creation  groan  with  human  guilt. 
How  muft  it  groan,  in  a  new  deluge  whelni'd, 
But  not  of  waters !  at  the  deflia'd  hour. 
By  the  loud  trumpet  fummon'd  to  the  charge, 
See  all  the  formidable  fons  of  fire, 
Eruptions,  earthquakes,  comets,  lightnings,  play 
Their  various  engines  ;  all  at  once  difgorne 
Their  blazing  magazines;  and  take  by  ftorra 
This  poor  teireflrial  cicade!  of  man. 

Amazing  period  I  when  each  mountain-height 
Out-burns  Vefuvins;  rocks  eternal  pour 
Their  melted  mafs,  as  rivers  once  tliey  pour'd; 
Stars  rufii ;  and  final  ruin  fiercely  drives 
Herploughfhare  o'er  creation  ;— while  aloft, 
More  than  aftonifliment  I  if  more  can  be  ! 
Far  QXhcv frmcjre.nt  than  e'er  was  feen, 
Than  e'er  was  thought  by  man  !  far  other  fars  S 
Stars  animate,  that  govern  thefe  of  fire  ; 
Far  Other/.'?/ .' — A  fun,  O  how  tinlike 
The  Babe  at  Beth'iem  1  how  unlike  the  man 
That  groand  on  Calvary  ! — Yet  he  it  is ;    [pomp  ? 
That  Man  of  Sorrows !    O  how  chang'd  1   what 
In  grandeur  terrible,  all  heaven  defcends ! 
And  gods  ambitious,  triumph  in  his  train. 
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A  fwift  archangel,  with  his  golden  wing. 
As  blots  aiid  clouds,  that  darken  and  dii'grace 
The  fcene  divine,  fweeps  flars  and  funs  aiide. 
And  now  all  drofs  remov'd,  heaven's  own  pure  day, 
Full  on  the  confines  of  our  ether  flame°. 
While  (dreadful  contraft  !)  far,  how  far  hen^th! 
Hell  burfting,  belches  forth  her  blazing  feas. 
And  ftorms  fulphurcous;  her  voracious  jaws 
Ixpanding  wide,  and  roaring  for  her  prey.         4 

ix)ren7.o  '  welcome  to  this  fcene;  the  laft 
In  nature's  courfe  ;  the  firfl  in  wifdom's  thought. 
This  ftrikes,  if  aught  can  llrikc  thee  ;  this  awakes 
The  inoft  fupine;  tbh  fnatches  man  from  death. 
Roufe,  roufe,  Lorenzo,  then,  and  follow  me, 
Where  truth,  the  mofl  momentous  man  can  hear, 
3Leud  calls  my  foul,  and  ardour  wings  her  flight. 
1  find  my  infpiration  in  my  theme  ; 
The  grandeur  of  my  fubjedl  is  my  mufe. 

At  miJnigii,  when  mankind  i=  wrapt  In  feac;, 
And  worldly  fancy  feeds  on  golden  dreams; 
To  give  more  dread  to  man's  mofl:  dreadful  hour, 
^t  midnight,  'tis  prefum'd,  this  pomp  willburfl 
Ironi  tenfold  darknefs ;  fudden  as  the  fpark 
Trcni  fmitten  fleel;  from  nitrous  grain  the  blaze. 
JiiJaTiy  darting  from  his  couch,  (hall  fleep  no  mere  ! 
The  oay  is  brf.ke,  which  never  more  fiiall  clofe  ! 
Above,  around,  beneMh,  amazement  all  ! 
Terror  and  glory  join'd  in  their  extremes  '. 
Our  God  in  grandeur,  and  our  ivorli!  on  fire  1 
All  nature  ftruggling  in  the  pangs  of  death  ! 
2Doft  thou  rot  hear  her  ?  Dofl:  thou  not  deplore 
Her  ftrong  convulfions,  and  her  final  groan  ? 
"Where  zre -u/: notv F  Ah  me  I  the  ground  is  gone 
On  whith  we  flood  ;  Lorenzo  !  while  thou  may'fl, 
Provide  more  firm  fupport,  or  fink  for  ever  ! 
Where  ?  how  ?  from  wheiice  ?   Vain  hope  J  it  is 

too  late  ! 
Where,  where  for  fhelter  fliall  the  guilty  fly, 
Where  confternation  turns  the^W  w.-jb  pale  ? 

Great  day  I  for  which  all  other  days  were  made; 
3?or  which  earth  rofe  from  clijos,  man  from  eart/s'  ; 
And  an  eternity,  the  date  of  gods, 
Defcendcd  on  poor  earth-created  man  ! 
Great  day  of  dread,  dccifion,  and  defpair  I 
At  thought  of  thee,  each  fublunary  wifti 
Lets  go  its  eager  grafp,  and  drops  the  world  ; 
And  catches  at  each  reed  of  hope  in  heaven. 
As  thought  of  thee  ! — and  art  thou  abfent  then  ? 
J^orenzo  !  no  ;  'tis  here  ;  it  is  begun  ; — 
Already  is  begun  the  grand  aflize, 
In  thee,  in  all;  deputed  conicience  fcales 
The  dread  tribunal,  and  foreflalls  our  doom  ; 
Foreftalls  ;  and,  by  foreflalling,  proves  hfure. 
Why  on  himfelf  fhould  man  con/ judgment  pafs? 
Is  idle  nature  laughing  at  her  fons  ? 
Who  conjcience  fent,  her  fentcnce  will  fupport. 
And  God  above  affert  that  God  in  man. 
Thrice  happy  they  !  that  enter  no'zu  the  court 
Heaven  opens  in  their  bi  foms  :  but,  how  rare, 
Ah  me  I  that  magnanimity,  how  rare  ! 
What  hero,  like  the  man  who  {lands  himfelf; 
Who  dares  to  meet  his  naked  heart  alone ; 
Who  hears  intrepid,  the  full  charge  it  bringf, 
IRefolv'd  to  filence  future  murmurs  there  ? 
The  cowurd  flies ;  and  flying,  is  ucdone,    - 


(Art  thou  a  coward  ?  No-:)  The  coward  fiiej ; 
Thinks,  but   thinks   flightly ;    a&s,   but  fears  to 

kno-w  ; 
Afks,  "  What  is  truth!"  with  Pilate  ;  and  retires; 
Diffolves  the  court,  and  mingles  with  the  throng  ; 
Afylum  fad  !  from  reafon,  hope,  and  heaven  ! 
Shall  all  butma:*.,  look  out  with  ardent  eye. 
For  that  great  day,  which  was  ordain'dyir  man  ? 

0  day  of  confummation  !  mark  fuprenic 

(If  mtn  are  wife)  of  human  thought !  nor  lead. 

Or  in  the  fight  of  angels,  or  their  King  1 

Angels,  whofe  radiant  circle?,  height  o'er  height, 

Order  o'er  order,  rlfing,  blaze  o'er  blaze, 

As  in  a  theatre,  fnrroiind  this  fcene. 

Intent  on  Bian,  and  anxious  for  his  fate. 

Angels  look  out  for  thee  ;  for  thee,  their  Lord, 

To  vindicate  his  glory ;  and  for  thee, 

Creation  univerfal  falls  aluud. 

To  difinvolve  the  moral  world,  and  give 

To  nature's  renovation  brighter  charms. 

Shall  man  alone,  whofe  fate,  whofe _/?«<?/ fate, 
Hangs  on  that  hour,  exclude  it  from  his  thought  ? 

1  think  of  nothing  elfe  ;  I  fee  I   I  feel  it  1 

All  nature,  like  an  earthquake,  trembling  round  \ 

A\\deii:es,  like  fummer's  Iwarms,  on  wing  1 

All  baficing  in  the  full  rueridianjblaze  ! 

1  fee  the  Judge  enthron'd  !  the  flaming  guard  ! 

The  foiuuie  open'd  !  open'd  every  heart! 

A  fun-beam  pointing  out  each  fecret  thought 

No  patron  !  interceffor  none!  now  paft 

The  fweet,  the  clement,  mediatorial  hour  ! 

For  guiit  no  pica  !  to  pain,  no  paule  !  no  bound ! 

Inexorable  all !   and  all,  extreme  ! 

Nor  man  alone;  the  foe  of  God  and  man. 
From  his  dark  den,  blafpheming,  drags  his  chain. 
And  rears  his  brazen  front,  with  thunder  fcar'd: 
Receives  his  fentcnce,  and  begins  his  hell. 
All  vengeance />ij/7,  now,  feems  abundant  grace  : 
Like  meteors  in  a  ftorray  fky,  how  roll 
His  baleful  eyes;  he  curfcs  whom  he  dreads; 
And  deems  it  the  firft  moment  of  his  fall. 

Tisprefeut  to  my  thought  I — and  yet  where 

is  it  ? 
Angels  can't  tell  me ;  angels  cannot  guefs 
The  pe:  ioJ;   from  created  beings  lock'd 
In  darloicfs.     But  the  focefs,  and  the  f  lace. 
Are  lefs  obfcure ;  for  thefe  may  man  inquire. 
Say,  thou  great  clofe  of  human  hopes  and  fears  I 
Great  key  of  hearts  !   great  finifher  of  fates  ! 
Great  end  !  and  great  begiuning  !  fay,  Where  art 

thou  ? 
Art  thou  in  tifie,  or  in  eternity  ? 
Nor  in  cterniiv,  nor  time,  1  find  thee. 
Thefe,  as  two  monarchs,  on  their  borders  meet, 
(Monarchs  of  all  elaps'd,  or  uuarriv'd  !) 
As  in  debate,  how  heft  their  powers  ally'd. 
May  fwell  the  grandeur,  or  difchargs  the  wrath, 
Of  him,  whom  both  their  monarchies  obey. 

Time,  this  faft  fabric  for  him  built  (and  doom'd 
With  him  to  fall)  no7u  burlting  o'er  his  head  ; 
His  lamp,  the  fun,  extinguifli'd  ;  from  beneath 
The  frown  of  hideous  darknefs,  calls  his  fons 
From  their  long  {lumber;  from   earth's  heaving 

womb, 
To  fe;ond  binh  !  coKtemporary  throng  I 
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Rous'd  at  one  call,upftarted  from  one  bed, 
Preft  in  one  crowd,  appall'd  with  one  amaze, 
He  turns  them  o'er,  Ete  nity  !  to  thte. 
Then  (as  a  king  depos'd  dildains  to  live) 
He  falls  on  his  own  fcythe  ;  nor  fallsa/owi?  ; 
His  greateft  foe  falls  with  him  ;  time,  and  he 
Who  murder'd  all  times  ofFsprini;;,  ^/e(7fi6, expire. 

Time  was  !   Eternity  now  reigns  alone ! 
Awful  eternity  I  offended  queen  ! 
And  her  refentmcnt  to  mankind,  how  jull! 
With  kind  intent,  foliciting  accefs. 
How  often  has  (he  knock'd  at  human  hearts ! 
Rich  to  repay  their  hofpitality. 
How  often  call'd  !  and  with  the  voice  of  God  ! 
Yet  bore  repujfe,  excluded  as  a  cheat  I 
A  dream  !  while  foulefl  foes  found  welcome  there! 
A  dream,  a  cheat,  noiu,  all  things,  but  her  fmile. 

for,  lo  !  her  twice  ten  thoufand  gates  thrown 
wide. 
As  thrice  from  Indus  to  the  frozen  pole. 
With  banners  ftreaming  as  the  comet's  blaze, 
And  clarions,  louder  than  the  deep  in  ftorms, 
Sonorous  as  immortal  breath  can  blow, 
Pour  forth  their  myriads,  potentates,  and  powers, 
Of  light,  of  darknefs;  in  a  middle  field. 
Wide,  as  creation  !  populous,  as  wide  1 
A  neutral  region  I  there  to  mark  th'  event 
Of  that  great  drama,  whofe  preceding];  fcenes 
Detain'd  them  clofe  fpedlators,  through  a  length 
Of  agei,  ripening  to  this  grand  refult ; 
Ages,  as  yet  unnumber'd,  but  by  God  ; 
Who  now  pronouncing  fentence,  vindicates 
The  rights  of  virtiie,  and  his  own  renown. 

Eternity,  the  various  fentence  paft, 
Afligns  the  fever'd  throng  diftin(5l  abodes. 
Sulphureous,  or  ambrofial :   What  enfues  ? 
The  deed  predominant !  the  deed  of  deeds  I 
Which  makes  a  hell  of  hell,  a  heaven  of  heaven. 
The  godiiefs,  with  determin'd  afpeft,  turns 
Her  adamantine  key's  enormous  fize 
Through  defliny's  inextricable  wards, 
Deep  driving  every  bolt,  on  both  their  fates. 
Then,  from  the  cryflal  battlements  of  heaven, 
Down,  down,  flie  hurls  it  through  the  dark  pro- 
found. 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  fathom  ;  there  to  ruft. 
And  ne'er  unlock  her  refolution  more.       [glooms, 
The  deep  refounds ;  and   hell,   through   all   her 
Returns,  in  groans,  the  melancholy  roar. 

O  how  unlike  the  chorus  of  the  fkies  1 
O  how  unlike  thofe  fhouts  of  joy,  that  lliake 
The  whole  ethereal  !   How  the  concave  rings ! 
Nor  ftrange  !  when  deities  their  voice  exalt } 
And  louder  far,  than  when  creation  rofe, 
To  fee  creation  s  godlike  aim ,  and  end, 
So  well  accomplilh'd  1  fo  divinely  clos'd! 
To  fee  the  mighty  dramatiji's  laft  adl 
(As  meet)  in  glory  rifing  o'er  the  reft. 
No  fancy'd  god,  a  god  indeed,  defcends. 
To  folve  all  knots ;  to  ftrike  the  moral  home ; 
To  throw  full  day  on  darkeft  fcenes  oiiime ; 
To  clear,  commend,  exalt,  and  crown  the  whole. 
Hence,  in  one  peal  of  loud,  eternal  praife, 
The  charm'd  fpedators  thunder  their  applaufe  ! 
-y(^nd  the  vaft  void  beyond,  applaufe  relbundi. 


IVhat  tlenam  I? — 

Amidft  applauding  worlds,  . 
And  worlds  ceieflial.is  their  found  on  earth, 
A  peevifh,  diffonant,  rebellious  firing, 
Which  jars  on  the  grand  chorus,  and  complains? 
Cenfure  on  thee^  Lorenzo  1  I  fufpend. 
And  turn  it  on  mffJ/;  how  greatly  due  ! 
All,  all  is  ri^ht ;  by  God  ordain'd  or  done  ; 
And  who,  bnt  God,  refum'd  the  friends  he  gave? 
And  Inive  I  been  complaimng,ih€.n,  fo  long  I 
Complaining  of  hif ya-voiiri ,  tain,  and  death  ? 
Who,  without  pain's  advice,  would  e'er  be  good  ? 
Who,  without  death,  but  would  be  good  in  vain  i 
Pain  is  to  fave  (com pain  ;   all  punilhment, 
To  make  for  peace  ;  and  death  to  fave  from  death^ 
And  fecond  death,  to  guard  immortal  life; 
To  roufe  the  carelefs,  the  prefumptuous  awe. 
And  turn  the  tide  of  fouli  another  way ; 
By  the  fame  tendernefs  divine  ordain'd. 
That  planted  Eden,  and  high-bloom'd  for  man, 
A  fairer  Eden,  endlefs,  in  the  fkies. 

Heaven  gives  usfriends  to  blcfsthe^Jr^^nifcencj 
Refumes  them,  to  prepare  us  for  the  next. 
All  evils  natural  are  wora/ goods; 
All  difcipline,  indulgence,  on  the  whole. 
None  are  unhappy  :  all  have  caufe  to  fmile. 
But  fuch  as  to  themfelves  that  caufe  deny. 
Our  faults  are  at  the  bottom  oi  our  pains  t 
Error,  in  ails,  or  judgment,  is  the  fource 
Of  endlefs  fighs :    Wefm,  or  we  mijlake ; 
And  nature  tax,  when  falfe  opinion  (lings. 
Let  impious  grief  be  banifii'd,joy  indulg'd  ; 
But  chiefly  then,  when  grief  puts  in  her  claitHj 
Joy  from  xht  joyous,  frequently  betrays. 
Oft  lives  in  vanity,  and  dies  in  woe. 
Joy,  amidft  ills,  corroborates,  exalts ; 
'Tis  joy  and  conqueft  ;  joy,  and  virtue  too. 
A  noble  fortitude  in  ills,  delights 
Heaven,  earth,  ourfelves;   'cis  duty,  glory, peace 
AJliBion  is  the  good  man's  ftiining  fcenc  ; 
Profperi'y  conceals  his  brighteft  ray  ; 
As  night  to  ftars,  •woe  luftre  gives  to  man- 
Heroes  in  battle,  pilots  in  the  ftorni, 
And  virtue  in  calamities,  admire. 
The  crown  of  manhood  is  a  winter-joy ; 
An  evergreen,  that  ftands  the  northern  blaft. 
And  bloflonjs  in  the  rigour  of  our  fate. 

'Tis  a  prime  part  of  liappinefs,  to  know 
How  much  unhappinefs  mujl r>\o\s  our  lot; 
A  part  which  few  poffefs  !   Ill  pay  lift's  tar, 
Without  one  rebel  murmur,  from  this  hour. 
Nor  think  it  mifery  to  be  a  man  ,• 
Who  thinks  it  is,  fhall  never  be  zgnd. 
Some  ills  we  wifh  for,  when  we  wifli  to  live. 

What  fpoke  proud pajfion  ? — "  *  Wifh  uiy  faein» 
loft  ?" 
Prefumptuous!  blafphemous '.  abfurd  !  and  falfe  3 
The  triumph  of  my  foul  if — That  \  am ; 
And  therefore  that  I  may  be — "whatf  Lorenzo  ? 
Look  inward,  and  look  deep  ;  and  deeper  ftill ; 
Unfathomably  deep  our  treaf'ure  runs 
In  golden  veins,  through  all  eternity! 
Age?,  and  ages,  and  fucceeding  ftill 

*  Referring  it  the  Firfl  Nigh!, 
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New  ages,  •:ibfre  the  phantom  of  an  hour. 
Which  courts,  each  night,  dull  flumber,  for  repair, 
Shall  wake,  and  wonder,  and  exult,  and  praife. 
And  fly  through  infinite,  and  all  unlock  ; 
And  (if  deferv'd)  by  heaven's  redundant  love, 
JVIade  half  adorable  itfelf,  adore ; 
And  find,  in  adoration,  endlefs  joy  I 
Where  thou,  not  mafler  of  a  moment  litre. 
Frail  as  the  flower,  and  fleeting  as  the  gale, 
May 'ft  boaft  a  iL'b&k  eternity,  enrich'd 
With  all  a  lind  Omnipotence  can  pour. 
Since  Adam  fell,  no  mortal,  uninfpit'd. 
Has  ever  yet  conctiv'd,  or  ever  fliall, 
How  kind  is  God,  how  great  (if  good)  is  man. 
No  man  too  largely  from  heaven's  love  can  hope, 
If  what  is  hop'd  he  labours  to  jacure. 

Ills? — there    are    none: — All-gracious!    none 
from  thee  ; 
From  man  full  many  !  numerous  is  the  race 
Of  blackeft  ills,  and  thofe  immortal  too, 
Begot  by  tnadnejs  on  fair  liberty  ; 
Heaven's  daughter,  helUdebaucli'd  1  her  hand  alone 
Unlocks  deftru<5tion  to  the  fons  of  men, 
Firft  barr'd  by  thine;  high-wall'd  with  adamant, 
Guarded  with  terrors  reaching  to  this  world, 
And  cover'd  with  the  thunders  of  thy  law  ; 
Whofe  threats  are  mercies,  whofe  injun(5lions,^///(/«, 
Aflifting,  not  rellraining,  reafons  choice  ; 
Whofe  fandlions,  unavoiJab  e  refults 
From  nature's  courfe,  indulgently  reveal'd  ; 
If  unreveal'd,  more  dangerous,  nor  lefsiur?. 
Thus,  an  indulgent  father  warns  his  fons, 
*'  Do  this ;  fly  that" — nor  always  tells  the  caufe; 
Pleas'dto  reward,  as  duty  to  his  will, 
A  condudl  needful  to  their  ovi'ii  repofe. 
Great  God  of  wonders  !   (if,  thy  love  furvey'd. 
Aught  ell'e  the  name  of  wonderful  retains) 
What  rods  are  thefe,  on  which  to  build  our  truft  ! 
"i  hy  ways  admit  no  blemifli ;  none  I  find; 
Or  this  alone—"  That  none  is  to  be/ound.'" 
Not  one,  to  foftcn  cenfure's  hardy  crime ; 
Not  one,  to  palliate  peevifh  grief's  complaint, 
Who  like  a  demon,  murmuring  from  the  duft. 

Dares  into  judgment  call  her  Judge Supreme  ! 

for  all  I  blefs  thee ;  moft,  for  ih^fenjere ; 

*  Her  death — my  oivn  at  hand— -the  fiery  gulf, 

That  flaming  bound  of  wrath  omnipotent ! 

It  thunders;— -but  it  thunders  to  preferve; 

Jt  flrengthens  what  it  (Irikes;  its  wholefome  dread 

Averts  the  dreaded  pain;  its  hideous  groans 

Join  heaven's  fweet  hallelujahs  in  thy  praife, 

Great  fource  of  good  alotie  .'  How  kind  in  all ! 

In  vengeance  kind  1  ^ain,  death,  gebenna,  fave. 

Thus,  in  thy  world  material,  mighty  mind  ! 
Not  that  alone  vfYnch  fohccs,  -jiniijljinei, 
The  rough  and  gloomy,  challenges  our  praife. 
The  -winter  is  as  needful  as  the  fpring ; 
|f  he  thunder,  as  the  lun  ;  a  llagnate  mafs 
Of  vapours  breeds  a  peflilential  air  : 
Nor  more  propitious  the  Favonian  breeze 
To  nature  s  health,  than  purifying  florms; 
The  dread  volcano  miniftcrs  to  good. 
Its  fmoiher'd  flames  might  undermine  the  world. 

♦  Lucia, 


Loud  -Stnas  fulminate  in  love  to  man  3 
Comets  good  omens  are,  when  duly  fcann'd  ; 
And  in  their  ufe,  ecUpfes  learn  to  (bine. 

Man  is  refponfible  for  ills  receiv'd ; 
Thofe  we  call  •wretched  are  a  chofen  band, 
Compell'd  to  refuge  in  the  right,  for  peace. 
Amid  my  lift  of  bltflTmgs  infinite, 
Stand  this  the  foremoft.  "  T^hat  my  heart  has  bled^ 
'Tis  heaven's  laft  effort  of  good-will  to  man  ; 
When^<?/;j  can't  blefs,  heaven  quits  us  in  defpair. 
Who  fails  to  grieve,  when  juft  occafion  calif, 
Or  grieves  too  much,  deferves  not  to  be  bleft  ; 
Inhuman,  or  effeminate,  his  heart; 
Reafon  abfolves  the  grief,  which  reafm  ends. 
May  heaven  ne'er  truft  my  friend  with  happinefjl 
Till  it  has  taught  him  how  to  bear  it  well, 
By  previous  pain  ;  and  made  itfafe  to  f mile  ! 
Such  fmiles  are  mific,  zuifuch  may  they  remain; 
Nor  hazard  their  extinctions,  from  extefs. 
My  change  of  heart  z  change  ofjiyle  demands  ; 
The  confolation  cancels  the  complaint, 
And  makes  a  convert  of  my  guilty  fcng. 
And  when  o'er-labourd,  and  inclin'd  to  breathe, 
A  panting  traveller  fome  rifing  ground. 
Some  fmall  afcent,  has  gained,  he  turns  him  round, 
And  meafures  with  his  eye  the  various  vales. 
The  fields,  woods,  meads,  and  rivers,  he  has  paft ; 
And,  fatiate  of  his  journey,  thinks  of  home, 
Endear'd  by  diftance,  nor  affcdls  more  toil ; 
Thus  I,  though  fmall,  indeed,  is  that  afcent 
The  mufe  has  gain'd,  review  the  paths  ftie  trod; 
Various, extcnfive,  beaten  but  by  view; 
And,  confcious  of  her  prudence  in  repofe, 
Paufe  ;  and  with  pleafure  meditate  an  end. 
Though  ftill  remote  ;  fo  fruitful  is  my  theme. 
Through  many  a  field  of  moral,  and  divine. 
The  mufe  has  ftray'd  ;  and  much  olforro-w  fcen 
In  human  ways ;  and  much  oifa'fe  and  -vain  ; 
Which  none  who  travel  this  bad  road,  can  mifs. 
O'er  friends  deceas'd  full  heartily  flie  wept ; 
©f  love  dfjiite  the  wonders  fhe  difplay'd; 
Prov'd  man  immortal ;   (how'd  the  fource  of  joy  ; 
'The  grand  tribunal  TcHs'd;  aflign'd  the  bounds 
Of  human  grief:   in  few,  to  clofe  the  whole, 
The  moral  mufe  has  fliadow'd  out  a  fketch. 
Though  not  in  form,  nor  with  a  Rapliael-ftroke, 
Of  mo/l  our  wcaknefs  needs  believe,  or  do, 
In  this  our  land  of  travel  and  of  hope. 
For  peace  on  earth,  or  profpeft  of  ihtjhies.     [debt 

What  then  remains  ?  Much!  much!  a  mighty 
To  be  difcharg'd  :  thefe  thoughts,  O   night !  are 

thine ; 
From  thee  they  came,  like  lovers  fecret  fighs. 
While  others  flept.     So  Cynthia  (poets  feign) 
In  fliadows  vcil'd,  foft  Aiding  from  her  fphere. 
Her  fliepherd  cheer'd  ;  of  her  enamour'd  Icfs, 
Than  I  of  thee. — And  art  thou  ftill  unfung, 
Beneath  whofe  brow,  and  by  whofe  aid,  I  fing  ? 
Inmiortal  filencc  !  where  Ihall  I  begin  ? 
Where  end  ?  Or  how  fteal  mufic  from  thefpheres, 
To  footh  their  goddefs  ? 

O  niajeftic  night  I 
Nature's  great  anceftor  :  day's  elder- born  ! 
And  fated  to  furvive  the  tianfient  fun  ! 
By  mortals,  and  immortals,  fecri  with  awe  1 


THE  CO^TPLAINT ;  OR,  NIGHT  THOUGHTS. 


i»i 


Aftarrr  crovfn  thy  raven  brow  adorns,  | 

An  azure  zone  thy  waiic ;  clouds,  in  heaven's  loom 
■Wrou2;ht  through  varieties  of  fhape  andfhade. 
In  ample  foldsj  of  drapery  divine,  [out, 

'I"hy  flowing  mantle  form  ;  and  heaven  through- 
Voluminoufly  pour  thy  pompous  train. 
Thy  gloomy  graudeurs  {nature's  moft  auguft, 
Infpiring  al'pc-tft  I)  claim  a  grateful  vcrfe; 
And,  like  a  fabl(;  curtain  ilarr'd  with  gold, 
Drawn  o'er  my  labours  pall,  fhall  clofe  the  fcene. 

And  what,  O  man !  fo  ivorthy  to  be  fung  ? 
What  more  prepares  us  for  the  longs  of  heaven  ? 
Creation,  of  archangels  is  the  theme  I 
What,  to  be  fung,  fo  needful  ?  What  fo  well 
Celeflial  joys  prepare  us  to  fuflain  ! 
The  foul  of  man,  his  face  defign'd  to  fee 
IVho  gave  thefe  wonders  to  be  feen  by  man, 
Has  here  a  previous  fcene  of  obje<51:s^Tfa/, 
On  which  to  dwell ;  to  ftretch  to  that  expanfe 
Of  thought,  to  rifejto  that  exalted  height 
Of  admiration,  to  contradl  that  awe, 
And  give  her  whole  capacities  that  ftrength, 
Which  beft  may  qualify  iorjinal'py. 
The  more  our  fpirits  are  enlarg'd  on  earth, 
The  deeper  draught  fhall  they  receive  oi  heaven. 

Heaven's  King  !  whofe  face  unveil'd  qonfum- 
matcs  blifs ; 
Redundant  blifs  !  which  fills  that  mighty  void, 
The  whole  creation  leaves  in  human  hearts  ! 
Thou,  who  didft  touch  the  lip  of  JefTe's  fon. 
Rapt  in  fweet  contemplation  of  thefe  fires. 
And  fet  his  harp  in  concert  with  the  fpheres ; 
While  of  thy  works  material  the  fupreme 
I  dare  attempt,  aflifb  my  daring  fong, 
Loofe  me  from  eai  /i'x  enclofure,  from  the/un's 
Contracted  circle  fet  my  heart  at  large  ; 
Eliminate  my  fpirit,  give  it  range 
Through  provinces  <  f  thought  yet  unexplor'd  ; 
Teach  nie,  by  this  ftupendousfcaffolding,  , 

Creation's  golden  fleps,  to  climb  to  thee. 
Teach  me  with  art  great  nature  to  controul, 
And  fpread  a  luftre  o'er  the  fliades  of  night. 
Feel  I  thy  kind  afTent  ?  and  fhall  the  fun 
Be  feen  at  midnight,  rifing  in  my  fong  ? 

Lorenzo  !  come,  and  warm  thee  :   thou  whofe 
heart, 
Whofe  little  heart  is  moor'd  within  a  nook 
Of  this  obfcure  terreflrial,  anchor  weigh. 
Another  ocean  calls,  a  nobler  port; 
I  am  thy  pilot,  I  thy  profperous  gale. 
Gaii.ful  thy  voyage  through  yon  azure  main  ; 
Main,  without  tempefl,  pirate,  rock,  or  (hore  ; 
And  whence  thou  may'ft  import  eternal  wealth  ; 
And  leave  to  bt^gur'd  minds  the  pearl  and  gold. 
Thy  travels  doft  thou  boaft  o'er  foreign  realms  ? 
Thow Jlranger  to  the  ivorld  1  thy  tour  begin  : 
Thy  tour  through  nature^s  univerfal  orb. 
It'uiurt  delineates  her  whole  chart  at  large. 
On  foaring  fouls,  that  fail  among  the  fpheres  ; 
And  man  how  purblind,  if  unknown  the  whole  ! 
Who  circles  fpacious  earth,  then  travels  here, 
Shall  own  he  never  was  from  home  before  ! 
Cumt-'^'my  '•'  Prometheus,  from  thy  pointed  rock 
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Oi falfe  ambition  if  unchain'd,  we'll  motrnt; 

We'll  innocently  (leal  celeflial  fire, 

And  kindle  our  devotion  at  theflars  ; 

A  theft  that  fhall  not  chuin  but  fet  thee  free. 

Above  our  atmofpbere's  inteftine  wars. 
Rain's  fountain  head,  the  magazine  of  hail ; 
Above  the  northern  ncfls  of  feather'd  fnows. 
The  brew  of  thunders,  and  the  flaming  forge 
That  forms  ihe  crooked   lightning;    above  the 

caves 
Where  infant  tempcfts  wait  their  growing  wings. 
And  tune  their  tender  voices  to  that  roar. 
Which  foon,  perhaps,  fhall  fhake  a  guilty  world-; 
Above  mifconftrued  omens  of  the  iky, 
Far-travcll'd  comets  calculated  blaze ; 
Elance  thy  thought,  and  think  o£  more  than  man. 
Thy  foul,  till  now  contraded,  witherd,  fhrunk. 
Blighted  by  blafts  of  earth's  unwholefome  air 
Will  blolTom  here;  fprtad  all  her  faculties 
To  thefe  bright  ardours ;  every  power  unfold. 
And  rife  into  fublimities  of  thought. 
Stars  tejch  as  well  zsjhine.     At  nature's  birth, 
Thus  their  commiflion  ran — ^"  Be  kind  to  man" 
Where  art  thou,  poor  benighted  traveller ! 
'Yh.eflars  will  light  thee  ;  though  the  mnn  fliould 

fail. 
Where  are  thou  more  benighted  '.  more  aflray  1 
In  ways  immortal  ?  T'hefiars  call  thee  back; 
And,  if  obey'd  their  counfcl,  fet  thee  right. 

This  profpetS  vail,  what  is  it  ? — Weigh'd  arigfct 
'Tis  nature's  fyltem  of  divinity, 
At.d  every  fludent  of  the  night  infplres. 
Tis  elder  fcripture,  writ  by  God's  own  hand  : 
Scripture  authentic  !  uncorrupt  by  man, 
Lorenzo  !  with  my  radius  (the  rich  gift 
Of  thought  noifturnal !)  I'll  point  out  to  thee 
Its  various  lelTons  ;  fome  that  may  furprifc 
An  unadept  in  myfteries  of  night ; 
Little,  perhaps,  espetSicd  in  her  fchoci, 
Nor  thought  to  grow  on  planet,  or  on  ilar. 
Bulls,  lions,  fcorpions,  mongers  here  we  feign  ; 
Ourfelves  more  monftrous,  not  to  fee  whathere 
Exifts  indeed ; — a  ledlure  fo  mankind. 

What  read  we  here  ? — Th'  exlftence  of  a  God  ? 
Yes ;  and  of  other  beings,  man  above  ; 
Natives  of  ether  !  Sons  of  higher  climes! 
And,  what  may  move  Lorenzo's  wcr.der  more,  ■ 
Eternity  is  written  in  the  fkies. 
And  whofe  eternity? — Lorenzo  !  thine -, 
Mankind's  eternity.  Nor  faith  alone, 
Virtue  grows  here  ;  here  fprings  the  fovereijfn  cursT 
Of  almoft  every  vice  ;  but  chiefly  thine  ; 
Wrath, pride,  ambition,  and  impure  deftre. 

Lorenzo  !  thou  canfl  wake  at  midnight  too, 
Though  not  on  morals  bent  :   Ambition,  pleafure  ! 
Thofc  tyrants  I  for  thee  fo  f  lately  fought. 
Afford  their  harrafs'd  flaves  but  flender  refl. 
Thou  to  whom  midnight  is  immoral  noon. 
And  the  fun's  noon-tide  blaze,  prime  dawn  of  day  \ 
Not?  by  thy  climate,  but  capricious  crime. 
Commencing  one  of  our  Antipodes  .' 
In  thy  nodlufnal  rove,  one  moment  halt, 
'TvyL$t  flags  and  ftage,  of  riot,  and  cabai; 

*  N'gbi  vni. 


IzG 


THE    WORKS   OF    YOUNG. 


And  lift  thine  eye,  (jf  bold  an  eye  to  lift. 
If  bold  to  meet  the  face  of  injur'd  heaven) 
To  yonder  ftars  :  For  other  ends  they  fhinc, 
Than  to  light  revellers  from  Ihame  to  (hame, 
And  thus  be  made  accomplices  in  guilt. 

Why  from  yon  arch,  that  infinite  of  fpace, 
With  infinite  of  lucid  orbs  replete, 
Which  let  the  living  firmament  on  fire. 
At  the  firft  glance,  in  fuch  an  overwhelm 
Of  wonderful  on  mail's  aftonifti'd  fight, 
Ruflies  Omnipotence  ? — To  curb  o\ir  pride  ; 
Our  reafon  roufe,  and  lead  it  to  that  power, 
Whofe  love  lets  dowrn  thefe  filver  chains  of  light ; 
To  draw  up  man's  ambition  to  hinifdf. 
And  bind  our  clajle  affeSiions  to  his  throne. 
Thus  the  three  virtues,  leafl  alive  on  earth, 
And  welcom'd  on  heaven's  coaft  with  moft  ap- 

plaufe. 
An  bumble, pur e^  and  heaven^y-mindid\\tZXt, 
Are  here  infpir'd  ;— And  canft  thou  gaze  too  long? 

Nor  ftands  thy  wrai^^depTiv'd  of  its  reproof, 
Or  unupbraided  by  this  radiant  choir. 
The  planets  of  each  fyflem  reprefent 
Kind  neighbours;  mutual  amity  prevails  ; 
Swett  interchange  of  rays,  receiv'd,  return'd; 
Enlightening  and  enlighten'd  !  All,  at  once 
AttraSing,  and  attradled  !   Patriot-like, 
None  fins  againft  the  welfare  of  the  v«ho!e  ; 
But  their  reciprocal,  unfelfifh  aid, 
Affords  an  emblem  of  millennial  love. 
Notiiing  in  nature,  much  lefs  corfcious  being, 
Was  e'*r  created  folely  for  itfelf  : 
Thus  man  hhfovereign  duty  learns  in  this 
Malerial  piAure  of  benevolence. 

And  know,  of  all  our  fupercilious  race. 
Thou  moft  inflammable!   Thou  wafp  of  men  1 
Man's  angry  heart,  infpe£}ed,  would  be  found 
As  rightly  fet,  as  are  the  ftarry  fpheres; 
'Tis  nature's  ftrudlurc,  broke  by  ftubborn  •will. 
Breeds  all  that  unccleftial  difcord  there. 
Wilt  thou  not  feel  the  bias  nature  gave  ? 
Canft  thou  defcend  from  conveife  with  the  flties 
And  fcize  thy  brother's  throat  i — For  what — a 

clod. 
An  inch  of  earth  ?  The  planefs  cry,  "  Forbear,*' 
They  chafe  our  double  darknefs;  nature's  gloom, 
And  (kipder  ftill !)  our  intelle^ual  night. 

And  fee,  days  amiable  fifter  fends 
Her  invitation  in  the  fofrefl;  rays 
Of  mitigated  luflre  ;  courts  thy  fight, 
Which  fuJSTers  from  her  tyrant  brother's  blaze. 
XJight  grants  thee  the  full  freedom  of  the  fkies, 
Nor  rudely  reprimands  thy  lifted  eye; 
VJ'wh  gain  andy'oy  ihe  bribes  thee  to  be  wife. 
j\'ight  (-pes  the  nobleft  fcencs,  and  fhcds  an  awe, 
Which  gives  thofe  venerable  fcenes  full  weight, 
And  deep  reception  in  th'intender'd  heart; 
While  light  fceps  through  the  darknefs  like  a  fpy; 
And  darknefs  (hows  its  grandeur  by  the  light. 
"Hot  is  the  profit  greater  than  th^joy, 
If  human  hearts  at  glorious  objeds  glow, 
And  admiration  can  infpire  delight. 

What  fpeak  I  more  than  I  this  moment  feel ; 
With  pleafing  ftupor  firft  the  foul  is  ftruck 
(Stupor  ordained  to  make  her  truly  wife  !) 


Then  into  tranfport  ftarting  from  lier  trancff.    • 

With  love  and  admiration,  how  fhe  glows  ! 

This  gorgeous  apparatus !  This  difplay  ! 

This  oftentation  of  creative  power  ! 

This  theatre  !— what  eye  can  take  it  in  f 

By  what  divine  enchantment  was  it  rais'd. 

For  minds  of  the  firft  magnitude  to  launch 

In  endlefsfpeculation,  and  adore  ? 

One  fun  by  day,  by  night  ten  thoufand  fhine  : 

And  light  us  deep  into  ths  Deity  ; 

How  boundlefs  in  magnificence  and  might! 

O  what  a  confluence  of  ethereal  fires, 

Form  urns  unnumbered,  down  the  fteep  of  heaven. 

Streams  to  a  point,  and  centres  in  my  fight ! 

Nor  tarries  there;  I  feel  it  at  my  heart. 

My  heart  at  once  it  humbles  and  exalts; 

Lays  it  in  duft,  and  calls  it  to  the  ikies. 

Who  fees  it  unexalted  ?  or  unaw'd  ? 

Who  fees  it,  and  can  ftop  at  what  is  feen  ? 

Material  offspring  of  Omnipotence  ! 

Inanimate,  all-animating  birth!  ,, 

Work  worthy  him  who  made  it !  worthy  praife  \ 

All  praife  1  praife  more  than  human  !  nor  deny'd 

Thy  praife  diiiine  ! — But  though  man  drown'd  ift 

fleep. 
Withholds  his  homage,  not  alone  I  wake  ; 
Bright  legions  fwarm  unfeen,  and  Cng  unheard 
By  mortal  ear,  the  glorious  Architetfl, 
In  this  his  univerfal  temple  hung 
With  luftres,  with  innumerable  lights. 
That  ftied  religion  on  the  foul ;  at  once 
The  temple  and  the  preacher  !   O  how  loud 
It  calls  devotion  !  genuine  growth  (rf  night'. 

Devotion  1  daughter  of  aftronomy  ! 
An  undfvout  aftronomer  is  mad. 
True;  all  things  fpeak  a  God;  but  in  the  fmalJ, 
Men  trace  out  him ;  in  great,  he  feizes  man; 
Seizes,  and  elevates,  and  wraps,  and  fills 
With  new  inquiries,  'mid  afibciates  new. 
Tell  me,  ye  ftars  '.  ye  planets!  tell  me,  all 
Ye  ftarr'd,  and  planeted,  inhabitants  1  What  Is  it  ? 
What  are  thefe  fons  of  w6:.der  ?  Say,  proud  arch, 
(Within  Vifhofe  azure  palaces  they  dwell) 
Built  with  divine  ambition  I  in  difdain  ^ 

Of  limit  built !  built  in  the  tafte  of  heaven  ! 
Vaft  concave  !  ample  dome  !  waft  thou  defign'd  i 
A  meet  apartment  for  the  Deity  ? — 
Not  fo  ;  that  thought  alone  thy  ftute  impairs, 
Thy  lofty  finks,  and  fhallows  thy  profound. 
And  ftraightens  thy  diffuf-ve ;  dwarfs  the  whole. 
And  makes  an  univerle  an  orrery. 

But  when  !  drop  mine  eye,  and  look  on  man, 
Thy  right  regain'd,  thy  grandeur  is  reftor'd, 
O  Nature  .'  wide  flies  off  the  expanding  round. 
As  when  whole  magazines  at  once  are  fir"d. 
The  fmitten  air  is  hollow'd  by  the  blow  ; 
The  vaft  difplofion  diffipates  the  clouds; 
Shotk'd  ether's  billows  dafh  the  dillant  fkies; 
Thus    hut  far  more)  th' expanding  round  flies  off, 
And  leaves  a  mighty  void,  a  fpacious  womb, 
Might  teem  with  new  creation  ;  re-inflam'd 
Thy  luminaries  triumph,  and  alTume 
Divinity  themfelves.  Nor  was  it  fl  range, 
Matter  high-wrought  to  fi.ch  furprifing  pomp, 
Such  godlike  glory,  ftole  the  ftyle  of  gods, 
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Fjohi  ages  dark,  obtufe,  and  fteep'd  mfenfe: 
For,  fure  to  fe/ife  they  truly  are  divine  ; 
Avd  half  abfolvd  idolatry  from  guilt ;     - 
Nay,  turn'd  it  into  virtue.  Such  it  ivas 
In  thofe,  who  put  forth  all  they  had  of  man 
Unloft,  to  lift  their  thought,  nor  mounted  hij^her; 
But,  weak  of  wings,  on  planets  perch'd ;  and  thought 
"What  was  their  highefl,  muft  he  their  ador'd. 

But  they  how  tu/iai,  who  could  no  higher  mntint? 
And  are  there,  then,  Lorenzo  !  Thofe,  to  whom 
Unfeen,  and  unexiftent,  are  the  fame  ? 
And  if  incomprehenfible  is  join'd, 
Who  dare  pronounce  it  madnefs,  to  believe  ? 
Why  has  the  mi;jhty  Builder  thrown  afide 
All  meafurc  in  his  work  ;  flretch'd  out  his  line 
So  far,  and  fpread  amazement  o'er  the  whole  ? 
Then  (as  he  took  delight  in  wide  extremes), 
Deep  in  the  bofom  of  his  uriiverfe, 
Dropt  down  that  reaftining  mite,  that  infeiS,  man. 
To  crawl  and  gaze,  and  wonder  at  the  fcene  ?— 
That  man  might  ne'er  prefume  to  plead  amaze- 

meftt 
For  difbelief  of  wonders  in  limfelf. 
Shall  God  be  Icfs  miraculous,  than  what 
"His  hand  has  form'd  ?  Shall  mjfieries  defcend 
From  un-myferieus  ?  Things  more  elevate, 
Be  more  familiar  ?  Uncreated  lie 
More  obvious  than  created,  to  the  grafp 
Of  human  thought  ?  The  more  of  wonderful 
Is  heard  in  him,  the  more  we  fhould  alTcnt. 
Could  we  conceive  bimy  God  he  could  not  be  ; 
Or  he  not  God,  or  -we  could  not  be  men. 
A  God  alone  can  comprehend  a  God  ; 
Mans  diitance  how  immenfe  !  On  fuch  a  theme, 
Know  this,  Lorenzo  !  (feem  it  ne'er  fo  flrange) 
Nothing  c&n  fatisfy  but  what  confounds  ; 
Nothing  but  what  aj^onijhes  is  true. 
The  fcene  thon  fecft,  attefts  the  truth  I  fing, 
And  every  flar  (beds  light  upon  thy  creed. 
Thefe  ftars,  this  furniture,  this  cofl  of  heaven, 
If  but  reported^  thou  hadil  ne'er  believ'd  ; 
But  thine  eye  tells  thee  the  romance  is  true. 
The  grand  of  nature  is  th'  Almighty's  oath, 
In  reafons  court,  to  fllcnce  unbelief. 

How  my  mind,  opening  at  this  fcene,  imbibes 
The  moral  emanations  of  the  fkies. 
While  nought,  perhaps,  I>orenzo  lefs  admires  ! 
Has  the  Great  Sovereign  fent  ten  thoul'aud  worlds 
To  tell  us,  he  refides  above  them  all, 
In  glory's  unapproachable  recefs? 
And  dare  earth's  bold  inhabitants  deny 
The  fumptuous,  the  magnijfic  embafTy 
A  moment's  audience  ?  Turn  we,  nor  will  hear 
From  whom  they  come,  or  what  they  would  in»- 

part 
For  man's  emolument ;  fole  caufe  that  (loops 
Their  grandeur  to  man's  eye  ?  Lorenzo  !  roufe; 
Let  thought,  awaken'd,  take  the  lightning's  wing, 
And  glance  from  eaft  to  weft,  from  poie  to  pole. 
Who  fees,  but  is  confounded,  or  convinc'd  ? 
Renounces  reafon,  or  a  God  adores  ? 
Mankind  was  fent  into  the  world  to  fee  : 
Sight  gives  the  fcience  needful  to  their  peace  ; 
That  obvious  fcience  afes/lvfl// learning's  aid. 
Wouldft  thou  on  metaphyfic  pinions  foar  i 


Or  wound  thy  patience  amid  logic  thorns  ? 

Or  travel  hiflory's  enormous  round  ? 

Nature  no  fuch  hard  tafk  enjoins  :   She  gave 

A  make  to  man  direiflive  of  his  thought ; 

A  make  fet  upright,  pointing  to  the  ftars. 

As  who  Ihall  fay,  "  Read  thy  chief  leflbn  there." 

Too  late  to  read  this  manufcript  of  heaven, 

When  like  a  parchment  fcroll,  fhrunk  up  by  flameSj 

It  folds  Lorenzo's  lefTon  from  his  fight. 

LefTon  how  various !  Not  the  God  alone, 
I  fee  his  minifters  ;  I  fee,  diffus'd 
In  radiant  orders,  effences  fublinie, 
Of  various  offices,  of  various  pluhie. 
In  heavenly  liveries,  diftindlly  clad. 
Azure,  green,  purple,  pearl,  or  downy  gold, 
Or  all  commix'd ;   they  fland,  with  wings  out- 

fpread, 
Liftening  to  catch  the  mafter's  leaft  command. 
And  fly  through  nature,  ere  the  moment  ends; 
Numbers  innumerable  \ — Well  conceiv'd 
By  Pagan,  and  by  Chriflianf  O'er  each  fphere 
I'refides  an  angel,  to  direifl  its  courfe. 
And  feed,  or  fan,  its  flames;  or  to  difcharge 
Other  high  trufts  unknown.     For  who  can  fee 
Such  pomp  of  matter,  and  imagine,  mind. 
For  vihiz\fllone  inanimate  was  made. 
More  fparmgly  difpens'd  }  That  nobler  fon. 
Far  liker  the  great  fire  ! — 'Tis  thus  the  flcies 
Inform  us  of  fuperiors  numberlefs. 
As  much,  in  excellence,  above  mankind. 
As  above  earth,  in  magnitude,  theffhercs. 
Thefe,  as  a  cloud  of  witneffes,  hang  o'ei'  us; 
In  a  throng'd  theatre  are  all  our  deeds; 
Perhaps,  a  thoufand  demigods  defcend 
On  every  beam  we  fee,  to  walk  with  fnen, 
Awful  refledion  1   Strong  reftraint  from  ill  ? 

Yet,  here,  our  virtue  finds  ftill  ftronger  aid 
From  thefe  ethereal  ^or'iti  fenfe  furveys. 
Something,  like  magi'c,  ftrikes  from  this  blue  vault; 
With  juft  attention  is  it  view'd  ?  We  feel 
A  fudden  fuccour,  unimplor'd,  unthought  ; 
Nature  herfelf  does  half  the  work  of  man. 
Seas,  rivers,  mountains,  forefts,  defarts,  rocks. 
The  promontory's  height,  the  depth  profound 
Of  fubterranean,  excavated  grots, 
Black  brow'd,  and  vaulted  high,  and  yawning  widf 
From  nature's  ftrudlure,  or  the  fcoop  oi  time; 
If  ample  of  dimcnfion,  vaft  of  fize, 
Ev'n  thefe  an  aggrandizing  impulfe  give  ; 
Of  folemn  thought  enthufiaftic  heights 
Ev'n  thefe  infufe. — But  what  of  vaft  in  thefe? 
Nothing; — or  we  muft  .^wn  the  flcies  forgot. 
Much  lefs  in  art/ — Vain  art.'  Thou  pigmy  power! 
How  doft  thou  fwell  and  ftrut,  with  human  pride, 
To  fhow  thy  littlenefs!  What  childifh  toys, 
Thy  watery  columns  fquirted  to  the  clouds! 
Thy  bafon'd  rivers,  and  imprifon'd  feas! 
Thy  mountains  moulded  into  forms  of  men  ! 
Tliy  hundred-gated  capitals.'  or  thofe 
Where  three  days  travel  left  us  much  to  ride  ; 
Gazing  on  miracles  by  mortals  wrought. 
Arches  triumphal,  theatres  immenfe. 
Or  nodding  g  rdens  pendent  in  mid-air  I 
Or  temples  proud  to  meet  their  gods  half-way  I 
Yet  theft  eife(5l  us  in  no  cojrtimon  kind. 
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What  then  the  force  of  fuch  fuperior  fcenes  ? 
Enter  a  temple,  it  will  P.rike  an  awe  : 
What  awe  from  this  the  Deity  has  buih  ? 
K  good  man  feen,  though  filcnt,  counlel  gives  : 
The  touch'd  fpcAator  wiflies  ti)  be  wife  : 
In  a  bright  mirror  his  own  hands  have  made, 
Here  we  fee  fomething  like  the  lace  of  God. 
Seems  it  rot  then  enough,  to  fay,  Loicnzo  ! 
To  man  abandon'd,  "  Haf.  tboufcen  tbejkies?'^ 
And  yet,  fo  thwarted  nature's  kind  defign 
By  daring  man,  he  makes  her  facred  awe 
(That  guard  from  ill)  his  ihelter,  his  temptation 
To  more  than  common  guilt,  and  quite  invcits 
Celeftial  art's  intent.     The  trembling  flars 
See  crimes  gigantic,  ftalking  through  the  gloom 
With  front  ered.,  that  hidi;  their  head  by  day, 
And  making  night  ftill  darker  by  their  deeds. 
Slumbering  in  covert,  till  the  fliades  defcend, 
Rapine  and  tnurdcr^  link'd,  now  prowl  for  prey. 
The  mifer  earths  his  treafure  ;  and  the  thief. 
Watching  the  mole,  half-beggars  him  ere  morn. 
How  plots,  and  foul  confpiraciei ,  awake; 
And,  muffling  up  their  horrors  from  the  moon, 
Havock  and  devaftation  they  prepare. 
And  kingdoms  tottering  in  the  field  of  blcsd. 
Now  fons  of  riot  in  mid-revel  rage. 
What  fhall  I  do  ! — Supprefs  it  ?  or  proclaim  i" — 
Why77.-^/j  the  thunder  ?  Now,  Lorenzo  !  now, 
His  bell  friend's  couch  the  rank  adulterer 
Afcends  fecuie;  and  laughs  at  gods  and  nirn. 
Prepofterous  madmen,  void  of  fear  or  fhame, 
Lay  their   crimes  bare  to   thefe   chafte   eyes  of 

heaven ; 
Yet  flirink,and  fhudder,  ata  mortal's  fight. 
"Were  mson,  and  flars,  for  villains  only  made  ? 
To  guide,  yet/crein  them,  with  tenebrious  light  ? 
No  ;  they  were  made  to  fafhion  the  fublime 
Of  human  hearts,  and  ivifer  make  the  icifs. 

Thofe  ends  were  anfwcr'd  once  ;  when  mortals 
liv'd 
Of  flronger  wing,  of  aquiline  afcent 
In  theory  fublime.     O  how  unlike. 
Thofe  vermin  of  the  night,  this  moment  fung, 
Who  crawl  on  earti,  and  on  her  vcnoni  feed  '. 
Thofe  ancient  fages,  human  flars  !   They  met 
Their  brothers  of  the Jiiet,  at  midnight  hour  ; 
Their  counfel  alk'd  ;  and,  what  they  alk'd  oi/.y'd. 
The  Stagirite,  and  Plato,  he  who  drank 
The  poifon'd  bowl,  and  he  of  Tufculum, 
With  him  of  Corduba  (immortal  names  !) 
In  thefe  unbounded,  and  iclyfian,  walks. 
An  area  fit  for  gods  and  godlike  men,  [paths 

They  took  their  nightly  round,  through  radiant 
By  ferapks  trod  ;  inllruiSled,  chiefly,  thus. 
To  tread  in  their  bright  footfteps  here  below ; 
To  walk  in  worth  flill  brighter  than  the  fkies. 
^here  they  contraded  their  contempt  oi  earth  ; 
Of  hopes  eternal  kindled,  there,  the  fite  ; 
^here,  as  in  near  approach,  they  glow'd  and  grew 
(Great  vifitants!)  more  intimate  with  God, 
More  worth  to  men,  more  joyous  to  ihtrnfelves. 
Through  •various  wrtucs,  they,  vifith  ardour,  ran 
The  zodiac  of  their  learn'd,  illuftrious  lives. 

In  Chrtjiian  hearts,  O  for  a  P.jgan  zeal  1 
A  nftd/ul^  but  apprtbrious  prayer !  as  much 


Our  ar.'our  lefs,  as  greater  h  our  l;ght. 

How  monflrousthisin  w2or-j/j/  Scarce  more  flrangft 

Would  iKif.  phixnomenon  in  nature  flrike, 

\  fun,  that  froze  her,  or  zjlar,  thit  warm'd. 

What  taught  thefe  heroes  of  the  moral  world  ? 

To  thefe  thou  giv'll  thy /irizj/j,  give  credit  too. 

Thefe  doiSlors  ne'er  were  penfion'd  to  deceive  thee; 

And  Fjgan  tutors  are  thy  tafte. — They  taught, 

7hat,  narrow  views  betray  to  mifery  : 

That,  wife  it  is  to  comprehend  the  whole  : 

That,  -virtue,  rofe  from  nature,  ponder'd  well. 

The  fingle  bafe  of  -virtue  built  to  heaven  : 

That  God,  and  nature,  our  attention  claim  : 

That,  nature  is  the  glafs  refle<5ling  God, 

As,  by  the  lea,  rcfledled  is  theyi^«. 

Too  glorious  to  be  gaz'd  on  in  his  fphere  ; 

That,  Mind  immortal  loves  immortal  aims  : 

That,  houndkfs  mind  i&.t&.% '2i  hocndlejs  fpace  : 

That  vaft  furveys,  and  the  fublime  of  things. 

The  foul  affimilate,  and  make  her  great  : 

That,  therefore,  heaven  her  glories,  as  a  fund 

Of  infpiration,  thus  fpreads  out  to  man, 

Such  are  their  doiilrines ;  fuch  the  night  infpir'd. 

And  what  more  true  ?  What  truth  of  greater 
weight? 
The  foul  of  man  was«nade  to  walk  the  Ikics; 
Deliglitful  outlet  of  her  prifon  htre! 
There,  difmcumber'd  from  her  chains,  the  ties 
Of  toys  tifrrellrial,  f!ie  can  rove  at  large, 
Thire.  freely  can  refpire,  dilate,  extend, 
hi  full  proportion  let  loofe  all  her  powers; 
And,  uudeludid,  grafp  at  fomething  great. 
Nor,  as  a  llranger,  does  flie  wander  there  ; 
But,  wonderful  herfelf,  through  wonder  ftrays; 
Contemplating  their  grandeur,  finds  her  oixin; 
Dives  deep  in  their  economy  divine. 
Sits  high  in  judgment  on  their  various  laws. 
And,  like  a  mailer,  judges  not  amifs. 
Hence  greatly  pleas' d,  and  juHly  proud,  the  foul 
Grows  confcious  of  her  birth  celeflial;  breatheb 
More  life,  more  vigour,  in  her  native  air  ; 
And  feels  herfelf  at  home  amongft  the  liars; 
And,  feeling,  emulates  our  country's  praife. 

What  call  we,  then,  the  firmament,  Lorenzo! 
As  earth  the  body,  fnice,  lh-ijhi;s  fuftain 
The  foul  with  food,  that  gives  immortal  life. 
Call  ii,  the  noble  pa  flu  re  of  the  mind; 
VVhith  there  expatiates,  llrengthens,  and  exults, 
And  riots  through  the  luxuries  of 'bought. 
Call  it,  the  garden  of  the  Deityi 
Bloffum'd  with  furs,  redundant  ^  ^he  growth 
Of  fruit  ambrofial ;  moral  frUit  to  man. 
Call  it,  the  breaft-platc  of  the  true  high-prieft, 
Ardent  with  gems  oracular,  that  give, 
In  points  of  hightil  moment,  right  refponfe  ; 
Aud  ill  neglefted,  if  we  prize  our  peace. 

Thus,  have  we  found  a  true  afcrology  ; 
Thus  have  we  found  a  new,  and  noble  fenfe, 
In  which  alone  liars  govern  human  fates. 
O  that  the J}ars  (as  Ibme  have  feign'd)  let  fall 
Bloodflied,  and  havock,  on  embattled  realms. 
And  refcued  monarchs  from  fo  black  a.  guilt  ! 
Bourbon  !  this  wiih  how  generous  in  a  foe  ! 
Would II  thou  be  great,  wouldfl  thou  become  a  god, 
Arid  flick  thy  Ucathlefs  name  amtng  the  flars, 
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TriT  mighty  conqiiefts  on  a  needle's  point? 
Inftead  of  forging  chains  ior  foreigners , 
Baflile  thy  tutor :   Grantjcur  all  thy  aim  ? 
As  yet  thou  knowTt  not  what  it  is  :   how  ffreat, 
i-Iow  glorious,  then,  appears  the  mhid  of  man, 
When  in  it  all  the  ftars,  and  planets,  roll ! 
And  what  itfeems,  it  is  :   Great  objcdls  make 
Great  minds,  enlars^ing  as  their  views  enlarge; 
Tf/zy/e  ftill  more  godlike,  as  t/jefe  more  divine. 

And  more  divine  than  tbe/e,  thou  canil  not  fee. 
Dazgled,  o'er-povcr'd,  with  the  delicious  draught 
Of  mifcel!aneou3  fplendors,  how  I  reel 
From  thiought  to  thought,  inebriate,  without  end! 
An  Eden,  this  !  a  Paradife  unlojl! 
1  meet  the  Deity  in  every  view, 
And  tremble  at  my  nakednefs  before  hint  I 
f)  that  I  coiild  but  reach  the  tree  of  life'- 
For  here  it  grows,  Unguarded  from  our  tafte  ; 
"i^ojiamiti^f-wdrd  denies  our  entrance  here ; 
W<9uld  man  but  gather,  he  might  live  for  ever. 

Lorenzo  1  much  of  T/ioral  haft  thou  feen. 
Of  curious  arts  art  thou  more  fond  ?  Then  mark 
The  tnathematk  glories  of  the  flcies, 
its  number,  weight,  and  meafure,  all  ordain'd. 
Lorenzo's  boafted  builders,  chance  dind  fate. 
Are  lei'i  to  finifn  his  aerial  towers; 
Wlfdom  and  cho'ue,  their  v/ell-known  charaAers 
Here  deep  imprtfs  ;  and  claim  it  for  their  own. 
Though  fplendld  all,  no  fplendor  Void  of  ufe ; 
Vfe  rivals  beauty;   art  contends  'Vl\l\\  po-wer  ; 
No  w-anron  watte,  amid  effufe  expencc; 
The  great  economift  adjuiting  ail 
To  prudent  pomp,  magnificently  wife. 
How  rich  the  profped, !  and  for  ever  new ! 
And  nciuejl  to  the  man  that  views  it  mojl ; 
For  newer  ftili  infinite  fucceeds. 
Then,  thefe  atrial  racers,  O  how  fvvift  I 
How  the  fhaft  loiters  from  the  ftrongeft  firing ! 
Spirit  alone  can  diftance  the  career. 
Orb  above  orb  afcending  without  end  ! 
Circle  in  circle,  without  efid,  enclos'd! 
Wheel,  within  wheel;  Ezekiel !  like  to  thine! 
Like  thine,  it  feems  a  vifion  or  a  dream ; 
Though _/}?«,  we  labour  to  btlieve  it  true'. 
Wh-at  involution  !  what  extent  I  what  fwarms 
Of  worlds,  that  lau\(h  at  earth',  knnienfely  great  1 
Iremenfely  diftant  from  each  other's  fpheres  1 
What,  then,  the   wondrous  fpace  through  which 

they  roll  ? 
At  once  it  quite  ingulfs  all  human  thought ; 
'lis  comprehenfjon's  abfolute  defeat. 

Nor  think  thou  feefl  a  wild  diforder  here ; 
Through  this  illulirioiis  chaos  to  the  fight. 
Arrangement  neat,  and  charted  order,  reign. 
The  path  prefcrib'd,  inviolably  kept, 
Upbraids  the  lawlefs  fallies  if  mankind. 
V/orlds,  ever  thwarting,  never  interfere  ; 
V/hat  knots  are  ty'd  !  How  foon  arc  they  difTolv'd 
And  fet  the  feeming  r^arry'd  planets  free  I 
They  rove  for  ever,  without  error  rove ; 
ConfuGon  unconfus'd  !  nor  Icfs  admire 
This  tiimult  unturaultuous;  all  on  wing  ! 
In  motion,  ail  I  yet  what  profound  repofe,? 
Vvl-.at  fervid  adlion,  yet  no  noife  I  as  aw'd 
To  fiUnce,  by  the  prefcnce  of  their  Lord ; 


Or  hufh'd  by  hi?  command.  In  lovs  to  man, 
And  bid  let  fall  foft  beams  on  h'.iman  reft, 
Reftlefs  themfelves.     On  yon  cerulean  plain, 
In  exultation  to  their  God  and  thine, 
They  dance,  they  fing  eternal  jubilee, 
Eternal  celebration  of  his  praife. 
But,  Hnce  ■Ca.tw  fjfig  arrives  not  at  our  ear, 
Their  dance  perplex'd  exhibits  to  the  fight 
Fair  hioo^Pyphic  of  his  peerlefs  poWer. 
Mark,  how  the  labyrinthian  turns  they  takcj 
The  circles  intricate,  and  myftic  maze. 
Weave  the  (i;-rand  cypher  of  Omr.ipo'entf; 
To  guds,  how  great  I  how  legible  to  man  ■ 

Leaves  fo  much  wonder  greater  wonder  M\\  ? 
Where  are  the  pillars  thiit  fupport  the  fkies? 
What  more  than  Atlan'tean  fhouldcr  props 
Th'  incumbent  load.'  what  magic, what  ftrahge  Jirt, 
In  fluid  air  thefe  ponderous  orbs  fuftains .' 
Who   would   not   think   them   hung    in   goldea 

chains  i" — 
And  fo  they  are ;  in  the  high  will  of  heaven. 
Which  fixes  all;   makes  adamant  of  air, 
Or  air  of  adamant ;  makes  all  of  nought. 
Or  nought  of  all ;  \i  fuch  the  dread  decree. 

Imagine  from  their  deep  foundations  torh 
The  mod  gigantic  fons  of  earth,  the  broad 
And  tov^ering  Alps,  all  toft  into  the  fea; 
And,  light  as  down,  or  volatile  as  air, 
Their  bulks  enormous,  dancing  on  the  Waves, 
In  time,  and  meafure,  exqiiifice;   while  all 
The  winds,  in  emulation  of  the  fpheres. 
Tune  their  fonornus  inftruments  aloft; 
The  concert  fwell,  and  animate  the  bill. 
Would  this  appear  annming  >  What,  then,  worlds 
In  a  far  thinner  element  fuftaia'd. 
And  adling  the  fanle  part,  with  greater  ficill, 
R'iore  rapid  movement,  and  for  nobkft  cfh? 

More  dbivious  ends  to  pafs,  are  not  thefe  flars 
The  feats  majeQic,  proud  imperial  thrones, 
Qn  which  angelic  delegates  of  heaven, 
At  certiiin  periods,  as  the  fovereign  nods, 
Difcharge  high  trufts  oi  'vengectnce,  or  oi  loue ; 
To  clothe,  in  oufft'Srd  grandeur,  grand  defign, 
And  ads  moll  folemn  fall  more  folemriize  I 
Ye  citizens  of  air  I   what  ardent  thanks. 
What  full  efTufion  of  the  grati;ful  heart. 
Is  due  from  man  inddlg'd  in  fuch  a  fight ! 
A  fight  fo  noble  !  and'"a  fight  fo  kind  ! 
It  drops  retv  truths  at  every  f.eiv  furvey  1 
Feels  net  Lorenzo  fomething  ilir  within, 
7'bat  fweeps  away  all  period  ?  As  thefe  fpheres 
Meafure  di-ration,  they  no  lefs  infpire 
The  godlike  hope  cf  ages  wirhout  end.  [take 

The  boundlefs^arr,  through  which   thefe  rovers 
Their  refllefj  roam,  fuggefts  the 'fiftcr  thought 
Of  boundlefs'/;?^?.     Thus,  by  kind  ndture''s  ikm. 
To  man  unlabour'd,  that  important  gueft, 
Eternity,  finds  entrance  at  t\\e  fight : 
And  an  eternity,  for  man  ordain'd, 
Or  thefe  his  deftin'd  midnight  counfellors, 
'^Vhef.ars,  had  never  whifper'd  it  to  man. 
Nature  informs,  but, ne'er  i;/f^!ts  her  fons. 
Could  fhc  then  kindle  the  moft  ardent  wiflu 
To  difoppoint'h  I— That  is  hlifphemy. 
Thus,  of  thy  creed  a  feesnd  article, 
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Momentous,  as  the  exiflence  of  a  God, 

2s  found  (as  I  conceive)  where  rarely  fought ; 

And  thou  may'ft  read  thy  foul  immortal,  here. 

Here,  then,  Lorenzo  !  on  thefe  glories  dwell ; 
!Nor  want  the  gilt-illuminated  roof. 
That  calls  the  wretched  gay  to  dark  delights. 
AJfi'nhlies  ? — This  is  one  divinely  bright ; 
Jlcre,  unendsnger'd  in  health,  wealth,  or  fame, 
Hange  through  the  faireft,  and  the  fultan  fcorn. 
Jie,  wife  as  thou,  no  c.e[cent\\n\A%  fo  fair, 
As  that,  which  on  his  turban  awes  a  world; 
And  thinks  the  moon  is  proud  to  copy  him. 
Xook  on  her,  and  gain  more  than  worlds  can  give, 
A  mind  fuperior  to  the  charms  oi  poiver. 
Thou  niufiied  in  dcluSons  of  this  life  I 
Can  yonder  »7oo«  turn  ocean  in  his  bed, 
Trom  fide  to  fide,  in  conftant  ebb  and  flow, 
And  purify  from  flench  his  watery  realms  ? 
And  fails  her  moral  influence  .'  wants  flie  power 
To  turn  Lorenzo's  ftubtorn  tide  of  thought 
IFroni  flagnating  en  earth's  infeded  fliore, 
And  purge  from  nuifance  his  corrupted  heart  1 
lails  her  attracftion  when  it  draws  to  heaven  ? 
ZNay,  and  to  what  thou  valueft  more,  eartJis'y^fy^  I 
jVlinds  elevate,  and  panting  for  unfeen^ 
.And  defecate  from  y^.'j/},  alone  obtain 
Tull  relifli  of  exiftence  un-deflower'd. 
The  life  of  hfe,  the  zeft  of  worldly  blifs : 
All  elle  on  earth  amounts — to  what  ?  To  this  : 
"  Bad  to  htfuffer'd;  bleffings  to  be  left:" 
larth's  richefl  inventory  boafls  no  more. 

Of  higher  fcenes  be,  then,  the  call  obey'd. 
O  let  me  gaze  !  —of  gazing  there  is  no  end. 
O  let  me  think  I — Though*  too  is  wilder'd  hen; 
In  mid-way  flight  imagination  tires; 
Yet  foon  re-prunes  her  wing  to  foar  anew, 
Her  point  unable  to  forbear,  or  gam ; 
So  great  the  plcafure,  io  profound  the  plan  1 
A  banquet,  this,  where  men  and  angels  meet, 
lEat  the  fame  manna,  mingle  earth  and  heaven. 
How  diftant  fome  of  thefe  nodlnrnal  funs  ! 
i>o  diftant  (fays  the  fage),  'twere  not  abfurd 
To  doubt,  if  beangs,  fet  out  at  nature's  birth. 
Are  yet  arriv'd  at  this  fo  foreign  world ; 
Though  nothing  half  fo  rapid  as  their  flight. 
An  eye  of  awe  and  wonder  let  me  roll, 
And  rnllyo  ■  ever :  who  can  fatiate  fight 
Infuch  a  fcene  :   in  fuch  an  ocean  wide 
Of  deep  aftonifhment?    where    depth,   height, 

breadth, 
Are  loft  in  their  extremes;  and  where  to  count 
The  thick-fown  glories  in  this  field  of  fire, 
Pcrnaps  s-feraph's  computation  fails. 
J'low,  go,  ambition  I  boaft  thy  bouudlefs  might 
In  conqueft  o'er  the  tenth-part  of  a  grain. 

And  ye*  Lorenzo  calls  for  miracles. 
To  give  his  tottering  faith  a  folid  bale. 
"Why  en!!  for  lefs  than  is  already  thine  ? 
Tiiou  art  no  novice  in  theology; 
"VVTiat  is  ^_  miracle? — 'Tis  a  reproach, 
'Tis  an  ihiplicit  fatire  on  mankind; 
And  while  it Jatisfies,  it  ccnfures  too. 
To  com.-.. on  fenfe,  great  nature  s  courfe  proclaims 
A  Deity;  when  mankind/alls  aileep, 
A  miracU  i«  fcnt,  as  3.Xi  alarm  j 


To  wake  the  world,  and  proVe  him  o'er  agai&, 

By  recent  argument,  but  not  move flrong. 

Say,  which  imports  more  plentitude  of  powefj 

Or  nature's  laws  tofv,  or  to  repeal'*. 

To  make  a  fun.  or  fop  his  mid  career  .' 

To  countermand  his  orders,  and  fend  back 

The  flaming  courier  to  the  frighted  eaf, 

Warm'd,  and  aftonifh'd,  at  his  evening  ray? 

Or  bid  the  moen,  as  with  her  journey  tir'd. 

In  Ajalon's  foft  flcwery  vale  repofe  ? 

Great  things  are  thefe  ;  flill  greater  to  ireate. 

From  Adam's  bower  look  down  through  the  whok' 

train 
Of  miracles ; — refifllefs  is  their  power .' 
They  do  not,  can  not,  more  amaze  the  mind. 
Than  this,  called  unmiraculous  furvey. 
If  duly  wergh'd,  if  rationally  feen. 
If  feen  with  human  eyes.  The  brute,  indeed. 
Sees  nought  buty/!'a«o-/;j  here;   the_/tf«/ no  more. 
Say'fl  thou,  "'  The  courfe  of  »<7/«rif  governs  all  T' 
The  courfe  of  rature  is  the  art  of  God. 
The  miracles  thou  call'll  for,  this  atteft  ; 
For  fay,  could  nature  nature''!  courfe  controul  ? 
But,  miracles  apart,  whofe  fees  him  not. 
Nature's  controller,  author,  guide,  and  end  ! 
Who  turns  his  eye  on  nature's  midnight  face. 
But  muft  inquire — "   What  hand  behind  the  fcene, 
"  What  arm  Almighty,  put  thefe  wheeling  globes 
"  In  motion,  and  wound  up  the  vafl  machine  ? 
"  Who  rounded  in  his  palm  thefe  fpacious  orbs  ? 
"  Who  bow'd  them  flaming  through  the  dark  pro= 

"  found, 
"  Numerous  as  glittering  gems  of  morning  dew, 
"  Or  fparks  from  populous  cities  in  a  blaze, 
*'   And  fet  the  bofom  of  old  night  on  fire  ? 
"   Peopled  her  defert,  and  made  horror  fmile  ?" 
Or,  if  the  military  flyle  delights  thee,  [man)r 

(For  flats  have  fought  their  battles  leagu'd  withe 
"  Who  marfhali  this  bright  hoft  ?   enrolls  their 

"  names.' 
"  Appoints  their  poft,  their  marches,  and  returns 
"  Punilual  at  ftated  periods  ?  who  difbands 
"  Thefe  veteran  troops,  their  final  duty  done, 
"  If  e'er  difbanded?" — Be,  whofe  potent  word. 
Like  the  loud  trumpet,  levy'd  firft  their  powers 
In  night's  inglorious  empire,  where  they  flept 
In   beds    of   darknefs:    arm'd  them  with  fierce 

flames, 
Arrang'd,  and  difciplin'd,  and  cloth'd  in  gold  ; 
And  call'd  them  out  of  chaos  to  the  field. 
Where  now  they  war  with  vice  and  unbelief. 
O  let  U'  join  this  army  !  joining  thefe, 
Will  give  us  hearts  intrepid,  at  that  hour. 
When  brighter  flames  fhall  cut  a  darker  night  ; 
When  thtfe  flrong  demonftrations  of  a  God 
Shall  hide  their  heads,  or  tumble  from  their  fpherej, 
And  one  eternal  curtain  cover  all  ! 

Struck  at  that  thought,  as  new  awak'd,  I  lift 
A  more  enlighten'd  eye,  and  read  the  ftars 
To  man  flill  more  propitious ;  and  their  aid 
(  Though  giiihefs  of  idolatry)  implore  ; 
Nor  longer  rob  them  of  their  nobleft  name. 
O  ycdividers  of  my  time!    Ye  bright 
Accountants  of  my  days,  and  mouths,  and  ycarSj 
111  your  fair  kaiendar  diftinftly  mark'd  ! 
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^'nce  that  authentic,  radiant  regtder,  [him  ; 

Though  man  infpeAs  it  not,  ftands  good  ajrainiT; 
Since  ^oK.  and  years,  roll  on,  though  man  ftands 

ftill;    • 
Teach  me  mjr  days  to  number,  and  apply     ■ 
My  trembling  heart  to  iv':fdom  ;  now  beyond 
All  {hadow  of  excufe  for  fooling  on. 
j^ge  fmooths  our  path  to  prudence  ;  fweeps  afide 
The  fnareskeen  appetite,  and  paflion  fpread 
To  catch  ftray  fouls ;  and  woe  to  that  gray  head, 
"Whoie.  folly  would  undo  what  a&e  has  done  ! 
Aid  then,  aid,  all  ye  ftars  ! — Much  rather,  thou, 
Great  Artift  T    ,  Thou,  whofe  finger  fet  aright 
This  exquifite  machine,  with  all  its  xubeels,. 
Though  intervolv'd,  exa(5l ;  and  pointing  out 
iLife's  rapid  and  irrevocable  flight. 
With  fuch  an  index  fair  as  none  can.mifs, 
Who  lifts  an  eye,  nor  fleeps  till  it  is  clos'd. 
Open  mine  eye,  dread  Deity  !  to  read 
The  tacit  do(51:riBe  of  thy  wOrks;   to  fee 
Things  as  they  are,  unaher'd  through  the  glafs 
Of  worldly  wilhes.      TiTne,  eternity  '. 
('Tis  thefe,  mif-meafur'd,  ruin  all  m.ankind) 
Set  them  before  me ;  let  me  lay  them  both 
In  equal  fcale,  and  learn  their  -various  weight. 
Let  iiW  appear  a  moment,  as  it  is  ; 
And  let  eternity's  full  orb,  at  once. 
Turn  on  my  foul,  and  ftrike  it  into  heaven. 
When  (hall  I  fee  far  more  than  charms  me  now  ? 
Gaze  on  creation's  model  in  thy  breaft 
Unveil'd,  nor  wonder  at  tlie  tranfcript  more  ? 
When  this  vile  foreign  duft,  which  fmothers  all 
That  travel  earth's  deep  vsl- ,  fhall  I  fhake  off.' 

When  fliall  my  foul  her  incarnation  quit, 

And  re-adopted  to  thy  blcfl  embrace, 

Obtain  her  apotbeofis  in  thee  ? 
■  Doft  think,  Lorenzo,  this  is  Wandering  wide  ? 

No,  'tis  dire(5tly  ftriking  at  the  riiark  ; 

To  wake  thy  dead  Jevotioh  was  ray  point  ; 

And  how  I  blefs  night's  coiifecrating  fhades, 

Which  to  a  temple  turn  an  imi-verfe ; 

Fill  us,  with  grfeat  ideas,  full  of  heaven, 

And  antidote  the  peftilential  earth  ! 

In  every  ftorm,  that  either  frowns,  or  falls, 

What  an  afylum  has  the  foul  in  prayer  ! 

And  v^hat  a  fane  is  this,  in  which  to  pray  I 

And  virhat  a  God  rtiuft  dwell  in  fuch  a  fane  ! 

O  what  a  genius  mull  inform  the  fl-ies  I 

And  is  Lorenzo's  falamander  heart 

Cold,  aind  untouch'd,  amid  thefe  facred  fires  ? 

O  ye  no(fturnal  fparks !  ye  glowing  embers. 

On  heaven's  broad  hearth  !  who  burn,  or  burn 
no  more. 

Who  blaze,  or  die,  as  Great  Jahovah's  breath 

Or  blows  you,  or  forbears  :  aflift  my  fong  ; 

Pour  your  whole  influence  ;  exercife  this  heart, 

So  long  poffeft  ;  and  bring  him  back  to  man. 

And  is  Lorenzo  a  demurer^///  ? 

Pride  in  thy  parts  provokes  thte  to  conteft 

'Truths,  which,  cbntefted,  put  \.\\y  parts  to  fiiame. 

Nor  ftiamithey  more  Lorenzo's  bead  X.\v&x\  heart, 

Afaithlefs  heart,  how  defpicably  fmall ! 

Too  flrreight,  oUght  great,  or  generous,  to  teceive! 

Fill'd  with  an  atom  :  fiU'd,  and  foul'd  -wkhfel/f- 

And  feif-miflaken  !  felf,  that  lafts  an  hour  I 
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I  Jnjlinlls  ^nA  pajfflons,  of  the  nobler  Inn^, 
Lie  fufl"ocated  there  ;  or  they  alone, 
Renfon  apart,  would  wake  high  hope  ;  and  open, 
To  ravifli'd  thought,  that  intelleaual  fphcre, 
Where  order,  ■wifdom,  goodnefs,  providence. 
Their  endlefs  miracles  of  love  difplay, 
And  promife  all  the  truly  great  defire. 
The  mind  that  would  be  happy,  muft  he  great ; 
Great,  in  i's  wjhes ;   great  in  its/ur-veys. 
Extended  views  a  narrow  m.ind  extend  ; 
Pufli  out  i^s  corrugate,  expanfive  make. 
Which,  ere  long,  more  than  planets  (liall  embrace* 
A  man  of  compajs  makes  a  man  of  ■worth  ; 
Divine  contemplate,  and  become  divine, 
1   As.  man  was  made  for  gloty,  and  for  blifs, 
All  littlenefs  h  in  approach  to  woe; 
Open  thy  bofom,  fet  thy  wifhes  wide, 
And  let  in  manhood;    let  in  happinefs  ; 
Admit  the  boundlefs  theatre  of  thought 
From  n)thing,  up  to  God  ;  which  makes  a  man. 
Take  God  from  nature,  nothing  great  is  left ; 
Man's  mind  is  in  a  pit,  and  nothing  fees  ; — 
Man's  heart  is  in  a  jakes,  and  loves  the  mire. 
Erherge  from  thy  profound;  ereA  thine  eye  ; 
See  thy  difirefs  !  how  clofe  tliou  art  befieg'd ! 
Befieg'd  by  nature,  the  proiid  fceptic's  foe  ! 
Enclos'd  by  thefe  innumerable  worlds, 
Sparkling  eonvidllon  on  the  darkeft  mind. 
As  in  a  golden  net  of  providence. 
How  art  thou  caught,  fure  captive  of  belief? 
From  this  thy  bleft  captivity,  what  art. 
What  blafphemy  to  reafon  lets  thee  free  I 
This  fcene  is  heaven's  in«luigent  violence  ; 
Canil  thou  bear  up  againfl  thit  tide  of  glory  ? 
What  is  earth  bofom'd  in  thefe  ambient  orbs,  *>   • 
But  faith  in  God  inlpos'd,  and  prefs'd  on  man  2.' 
Dar'ft  thou  ftill  litigate  thy  dcfperate  caufe^ 
Spite  of  thefe  numerous,  awful,  nvitnejjts^ 
And  doubt  the  depffttion  of  the  fkies  i 
O  how  laborious  is  thy  way  to  ruin  ! 
Laborious  !    'tis  imprailicahle  quite  ; 
To  fink  beyond  a  douLt,  in  this  debate, 
Vi^ith  all  his  weight  of  wifdom  and  of  will, 
And  crirrie  flagitious,  I  defy  a  fool. 
Some  wifh  they  did ;   but  no  man  d/Jhelieves, 
God  is  a  Spirit ;   Spirit  cannot  fl:rike 
Thefe  grofs,  material  organs  ;  God  by  man 
As  much  is  feen,  as  man  a  God  can  fee, 
In  thefe  aftonifhing  exploits  of  power. 
What  order,  beauty,  motion,  dilliance,  fize  ; 
Conception  of  defign,  how  exquifite  ! 
How  complicate,  in  their  divine  ^  olice  I 
Apt  means!  great  ends'  confent  to  general  goodly- 
Each  attribute  of  thefe  material  gods, 
So  long  (and  that  with  fpecious  pleas)  ador'd, 
A  feparate  conquei}  gains  o'er  rebel  thought; 
And  leads  in  triumph  the  whole  mind  of  man. 
Lorenzo  !   this  riiay  feem  harangue  to  thee  ;- 
Such  all  is  apt  to  leem,  that  thwarts  our  will. 
And  doft  thou,  then,  demand  diJlmpU  proof 
Of  this  great  mafter  moral  of  the  fkies, 
Unlkiird,  or  difinclin'd,  to  read  it  there  ? 
Since  'tis  the  bafis,  and  all  drops  without  itj 
Take  it,  in  one  compacft,  unbroken  chain* 
Su(h  proof  infills  on  an  attentive  ear  ; 


■i^i 


THE    WORKS 


'  Twill  not  tnarbe  one  amid  a  mob  of  thoughts. 
And,  for  thy  rotice,  flruggle  with  the  world. 
Jifiire i— the  ivorld  fhut  out; — thy  thoughts  call 

home  - — 
JtnapnciUns  airy  wirg;  reprefs; — 
JLock  tip  t\\y  fenfes  ; — let  Xlo  fia^i an  {lir  ;— 
"Wake  all  to  reafin; — kt  her  rcig!)  alone; 
Then,  in  thy/y.v/\f  deep  filer.ce,  and  the  depth 
Gl  nature  s  Clc:;ce,  midnight,  thus  inquiic, 
As  1  have  done  ;  and  inall  inquire  no  more. 
]n  nature's  chacntl,  thus  the  quedions  run. 

"  What  am  1  ?    and  from   •u,hence  ? — I  nothing 

"  ktjQW, 

*'  But  that  I  am  ;  and,  Cnce  I  am,  conclude 

*'  ScracthJHg  eternnl :  had  there  e'er  been  nought, 

"  Kcught  ftiil  had  been  :  eternal  there  n?uj1  be. — 

"  But  iL-lat  cternsl  f — Why  not  human  race  ? 

"  And  Adam's  anceftor's  without  an  end.' — 

"  Tiiat's  hard  to  be  conceiv'd;  fince  every  link 

*'  Of  that  long-chain'd  fucceflion  is  fo  frail ; 

"  Can  every /a>i  depend,  and  not  the  lubolef 

**  Yet  erant  it  true  ;  neiu  difficulties  rife  ; 

"  I'm  ftill  quite  out  at  fta;  nrr  fte  the  ftore. 

■' Whence  for/A,  and  thefe  bright  o;^j.^ — Eternal 

"  too  ? 
•'  Grant  matter  was  eternal ;  ftill  thefe  orbs 
■'   Would  want  feme  other  father; — much  deGgn 
►'  Is  feen  in  all  tlieir  tnaticns,  ail  their  mates  : 
"'  I^efign  implies  intelligence,  arid  ait  ; 
■'  Thai  can't  be.  from  tbemfeli^ei—ox  man  ;   that  art 
«'  Man  fcarce  can  comprehei)d,  could  man  bellow? 
■'  And  nothing  greater  yet  allow'd  than  man. — 
•'  Who,  r:otion,  foreign  to  the  fmalleft  grain, 
•'  Shot  through  vaft  maiTes  of  enormous  weight  ? 
•'  Who  bid  brute  rxntter's  reftive  lump  affume 
*'  Such  various  forms,  ard  gave  it  wings  to  fly  ? 
*'  Mas  matter  innate  motion  i  then  each  atom, 
•'  Afferting  its  indifputable  right 
»'  To  dance,  would  form  an  univerfc  of  duft  : 
»»  Has  matter  npne  ?     Then  whence  thefe  glorious 

"  forn)s 
■*  And  boundlefs  flights,  homjhapelefi,  and  repos'd? 
*'  Has  n^.atter  more  than  motion  ?  has  it  thought, 
•'  Judgment,  and  geiuus?  is  it  deeply  Icarn'd 
■■'  in  mathematici?  Has  it  fram'dyi^fZ-  laws, 
«'  Which  but  to  guefs/a Newton  made  immortal?— 
»'  If  fo,  how  t?tchfagc  atom  laughs  at  me, 
"•  Who  think  a  clod  inferior  to  a  nan! 
•'  If  art,  to  form  ;  and  counfcl  to  conduct ; 
"'  And  that  with  greater  far,  than  human  flull ; 
•'  Refides  not  in  each  block ; — a  Godhead  reigns. — 
*'  Grant,  then,  invifible,  eternal,  mind; 
»'  That  granted,  all  is  folv'd — But.  granting  that, 
"'  Draw  I  not  o'er  me  a  fiill  darker  cloud  ? 
•'  Grant  I  not  that  which  1  can  ne'er  conceive? 
■"  A  being  witheut  origin,  or  end  1 — 
•'  Hail,  human  liberty  !  There  is  no  God— 
*=  Yet,  -why  ?  on  either  fcheme  that  knot  fubfifts  ; 
"  SubQft  it  miijl,  in  God,  or  human  race: 
"  if  in  the  lafl,  how  many  knots  btfide, 
•'  Indiffoluble  all?— Why  choole  Iftvere, 
"  Where,  chofen,  flill  iuLfid  ten  thoufand  more  ? 
"  Reject  it,  where,  that  choftn,  all  the  reft 
"  Difpers'd  leave  rca.on'j  whole  horizon  clear  j 
•'  This  is  not  itiluns  diiSaif  ;  rea/tn  fay?, 
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"  Clofe  with  the  fide  wliere  Me  grain  turns  the  ftalej 
"  What  vaft  preponderance  is  here  !  can  rcafon 
"  With  louder  voice  exclaim — Believe  a  God? 
"  And  rcafcn  heard,  is  the  fole  mark  of  man. 
"  What  things  impoffible  muft  man  think  true, 
"  On  any  other  fyftem  !  and  how  flrange 
"  To  difielie-je,  through  mere  credulity  1" 
if,  in  this  chain,  Lorenzo  finds  no  flaw. 
Let  it  for  ever  bind  him  to  belief. 
And  where  the  link,  in  which  a  flaw  he  finds  ? 
And,  if  a  God  there  is,  that  God  how  great ! 
How  great:  that  power,  whofe  providential  care 
Through  thefe  b-ight  oibs,  dark  centres  darts  a 

ray  ! 
Of  nature  univcrfal  threads  the  whole  ! 
And  hangs  creati-jn,  like  a  precious  gem, 
Though  little,  on  the  footftool  of  his  throne  ! 

That  little  gem,  how  large  1   a  weight  let  fall 
From  a  fixt  ftar,  in  ages  can  it  reach 
This  diftant  earth!  Say,  then,  Lorenzo  I  where, 
Where,  ends  this  mighty  building  ?   Where,  begin 
The  fuburbs  of  creation  ?  Where,  the  wall 
Whofe  battlements  look  o'er  into  the  vale 
Of  non-esiftence  ?  Nothing's  ftrange  abode! 
Say,  at  what  point  of  fpace  Jehovah  dropp'd 
His  flacken'd  line,  and  laid  his  balance  by; 
Weigh'd  li'crlJs,  and  meafur'd  infinite, ao  more! 
Where  rears  his  terminating  pillar  high 
Its  extra-mundane  head  ?  and  fays,  to  gods, 
In  charasSlcrs  illuftrious  as  the  fun, 
"  I  ftand,  the  plan's  proud  period;  I  pronounce 
"  The  work  accompiifh'd  ;  the  creation  cles'd  : 
"  Shout,  all  ye  gods !  nor  fbout  ye  gods  alone  ; 
"  Of  all  that  lives,  or,  if  devoid  of  life, 
"  That  refts,  or  rolls,  ye  heights,  and  depths  re- 
found  ! 
"  Refound  !  refound  !  ye  depths,  and  heights,  rc- 
"  found  !'* 
Hard  are  thofe  queflions; — Anfwer  harder  flill. 
Is  this  the  fole  exploit,  the  fingle  birth. 
The  folitary  fon  of  poiver  divine? 
Or  has  th'  Almighty  Father,  with  a  breath. 
Impregnated  the  womb  of  diftanty/ate  ? 
Has  he  not  bid,  in  various  provinces, 
Brother-creations  the  dark  bowels  borft  «*/ 

Of  night  primeval;  barren,  now,  no  moref  A 

And  he  the.  central  fun,  tranfpiercing  all 
Tho{e  giant  generations,  which  difport, 
And  dance,  as  motes,  in  his  meridian  ray  ; 
That  ray  withdrawn,  benighted,  or  abforb*d 
In  that  abyfi  of  horror,  whence  they  fpruug; 
While  chaos  triumphs,  repoffeft  of  all 
Rival  creation  ravifh'd  from  his  throne  ? 
Chaos  !   of  nature  both  the  womb  and  grave  ! 
Think'ft  thou  my  fcheme,  Lorenzo,  fpreads  to* 
wide  ? 
Is  this  e  travagant  ? — No  ;   this  hjujl  ; 
Juft  in  conjecture,  though  't  were  laUe  mfaft. 
If  'tis  an  error,  'tis  an  error  fpruiig 
From  noble  root,  high  thought  of  the  Moft  High. 
But  wherefore  error  ?  who  can  prove  it  fuch  ? — 
He  that  can  fet  Omnipotence  a  bound. 
CXm  man  conceive  beyond  what  God  can  d»  ? 
Nothing  but  guite  imp'>JJible  is  hard, 
he  fummons  into  being  withUke  safe. 
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A  whole  creation,  and  a  fingle  grain. 

Speaks  he  the  word  ?  a  thoufaml  worlds  are  born  ! 

A  thoufand   worlds  i    there's   fpace  lor  millions 

more  ; 
And  in  what  fpace  can  his  great^af  fail  ? 
Condemn  me  not,  cold  crinc !  but  indulge 
The  warm  imagination  .'  why  condemn  ? 
Why  not  indulge  fuch  thoughts,  as  fweli  our  hearts 
With  fuller  admiration  oi  that poixer ,  [fwell  ? 

Who  gives  cur  hearts  with  fuch  high  thoughts  to 
Why  not  indulge  in  bis  augmented  praife  ? 
Darts  not  his  glory  a  ftill  brighter  ray, 
The  lefs  is  left  to  chaos,  and  the  realms 
Of  hideous  night,  where  fancy  llrays  aghaft; 
And,  though  moft  talkati-ve,  makes  no  repurt  ? 

Still  feems  my  thought  enormous  ?  Think  again  ; 
Experience  felf  Ihall  aid  thy  lame  belief. 
Gtajfis  (that  revelation  to  the, fight !) 
Have  they  not  led  us  in  the  deep  difclofe 
Of  fine  fpun  nature,  e\<\mine:\y  fmall. 
And,  though  demonjirated,   ftill  ill  cor.cei-s  d  ? 
If  then,  on  the  reverie,  the  mind  would  mount 
In  magnitude,  what  mind  can  mount  too  far. 
To  keep  the  balance,  and  creation  ^o/,'i  ? 
Defeii  alone  can  err  on  fuch  a  theme ; 
What  is  too  great,  if  we  the  caufe  furvey  ? 
Stupendous  Archite(fl!   thou,  thou  art  all ! 
My  foul  flies  up  and  down  in  thoughts  of  thee, 
And  finds  herfelf  but  at  the  centre  {fill! 
I  Am,  thy  name  !   exijlence,  all  thine  oivr.  ! 
Creation  s  nothing;   flitter'd  much,  if  flyl'd 
"  The  thin,  the  fleeting  atmofphere  of  God." 

O  for  the  voice — of  what  ?  of  whom  ? — What 
voice 
Can  anfwer  to  my  wants,  xwfuch  afcent, 
As  dares  to  deem  one  univerfe  too  fmall  ? 
Tell  me,  Lorenzo  1  (for  uow  fancy  glows, 
Fir'd  in  the  vottex  of  Almighty  power) 
Is  not  this  home  treation,  in  the  map 
Of  univcifal  nature,  as  a  fpeck. 
Like  fair  Britannia  i  i  our  l-ttle  ball ; 
Exceeding  fair  and  glorious  for  its  fize. 
But,  elfewhere,  far  outmeafur'd,far  outfhone  ? 
\n  fancy  (for  \ht  fa£i  beyond  us  lies) 
C'anfl  thou  not  figure  it,  an  ifle,  almoft 
Too  fmall  for  notice,  in  the  vaft  of  being; 
Sever'd  by  mighty  feas  of  unbuilt  fpace 
From  other  realms ;   from  ample  continents 
Of  higher  life,  where  nobler  natives  dwell; 
Lefs  northern,  lefs  remote  from  deity, 
Glowing  beneath  the  line  of  the  Supreme  ; 
Where  fouls  in  excellence  make  haiie,  put  forth, 
Luxuriant  growths;  nor  the  bte  autunn  wait 
Of  human  worth,  but  ripen  foon  tor  gods  ? 

Yet  why  drov/n  fancy  in  fuch  depths  as  thefe  ? 
Return,  prefumptuous  rover  !  and  confefs 
The  bounds  of  man  ;  nor  blame  them,  as  too  fmall. 
Enjoy  we  not  full  fcope  in  what  i&fcen  ? 
Full  ample  the  dominions  of  the  fun  I 
Full  glorious  to  behold  !  how  far,  how  wide, 
The  matchlefs  monarch,  from  his  flaming  throne, 
I^avilh  of  luftre,  throws  his  beams  about  him, 
Farther  and  fafter  than  a  thought  could  fly, 
And  feeds  his  planets  with  eternal  fires! 
This  Heliopolis,  by  greaur  far, 
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Than  the  proud  tyrant  of  the  Nile  was  built  i 
And  he  alone,  who  built  it,  can  deftroy. 
Beyond  this  city,  why  ftrays  human  thought  ? 
One  wonderful,  enough  for  man  to  Imow  ! 
One  infinite  !  enough  for  man  to  range  I 
One  firmament,  ennugh  for  man.  to  read  .' 
O  what  voluminous  inftrudlion  here  ! 
What  page  of  wifdom  is  deny'd  him  ?  Nons,;- 
If  learning  his  chief  Icffon  makes  iiim  wife. 
Nor  is  infiruiiion  here  our  only  gain  ; 
Thrre  dwells  a  noble /t.j/Aaj  iti  tlie  ilcies, 
Which  warms  our  paflions,  profclytes  our  hearts. 
How  eloquently  fhines  the  glowing  pole  1 
With  what  authority  it  gives  its  charge, 
Remonftiatiiig  great  truths  in  ilyk  fublime. 
Though  filent,  loud  1  heurd  earth  around  ;  above 
The  planets  heard;  and  not  unlieard  in  hell; 
Hell  has  her  wonder,  though  too  proud  to  praife;. 
Is  earth,  then,  mere  infernal  ?  has  fl'.c  thofe. 
Who  neither  ^,-aj/f  (Lorenzo)  nur  admire? 

I^orenao's  admiration,  pre-engag'd. 
Ne'er  afit'd  the  mean  one  que'lion;  never  held 
Leafl  correfpondence  with  a  fingle  ftar ; 
Ne'er  rear'd  an  altar  to  the  queen  of  heaven 
Walking  in  brightnefs;  or  iier  train  ador'd. 
"Their fuhlunary  rivals  long  have  finca 
Engrofa'd  his  whole  devotion  ;  flars  malign, 
Which  made  the  fond  afronouifr  run  mad  ; 
Darken  his  intsUeSi,  corrupt  his  heart ; 
Caufe  him  to  facrifice  hio  fame  and  peace 
To  momentary  madnefs,  call'd  delight. 
Idolater,  more  grofs  than  ever  kiis'u 
The  lifted  hand  to  Luna,  or  pour'd  out 
The  blood  to  Jove  I — O  thou,  to  whom  belongs. 
All  facrifice  1   O  thou  great  Jove  unfeign'd; 
Divine  Inftruflor  I  IChyfrfl  volume,  this^ 
For  mans  perufal ;  all  in  capitals  ! 
In  noon,  lividjlars  (heaven's  golden  alphabet !) 
Emblaz'd  to  feize  the  fight;  who  runs,  may  read  ^ 
Who  reads,  can  underfiand.      'Tis  unconfin'd, 
To  Chriflian  land,  or  Jeiury ;  fairly  writ. 
In  language  univerfal,  to  mankind  : 
A  language,  lofty  to  the  learn'd :  yet  plain 
To  thofe  that  feed  the  flock,  or  guide  the  plough. 
Or,  from  his  hullcftrike  out  the  bounding  grain. 
A  language,  worthy  the  great  mind,  that  fpeaks ! 
Preface,  and  comment,  to  the.  facred pa^e  1 
Wjiich  oft  refers  its  reader  to  the  Ikies, 
As  pre-fuppofing  his  firft  lefibn  there, 
And  fcripture  felf  Vi  fragment,  that  unread. 
Stupendous  book  of  v/ifdom,  to  the  wife  ; 
Stupendous  book  1  and  open'd,  night !  by  thee. 

By  thcc  much  open'd,  I  confefs,  O  n}ght  1 
Yet  more  I  wifh  ;  but  hoiv  fhall  I  prevail .' 
Say,  gentle  ni^bt .'  whofe  modeft,  maiden  beams 
Give  WiB.new  creation,  and  prefent 
The  world's  great  pi6lure  foften'd  to  the  fight ; 
Nay,  kinder  far,  far  more  indulgent  Hill. 
Say,  thou,  whofe  mild  dominion's  iilver  key 
Unlocks  our  hcmifphere,  and  fets  to  view 
Worlds  beyond  number;  woilds  conceal'd  by  day 
Behind  the  proud, and  envious  ftar  of  noon  ! 
Caijft  thou  not  draw^  a  deeper  fcene  ? — And  (ho\V 
The  mighty  Potentate,  to  whom  belong 
Thefe  ii:l:  re^a'.ia  ponjpouily  difpiuy'si 


134 


THE   WORKS   OF   YOUNG. 


To  ^indle  that  hiph  hope?  Like  him  of  Uz, 
I  gaze  around  ;   I  fearch  on  every  fide — 

0  "for  a  glimpfc  cf  him  my  foul  adores ! 

As  the  chas  d  hart,  amid  the  defert  waOe,      [her, 
Pants  for  the  Uving  dream ;   for  him   who  made 
So  pants'the  thirfty  foul,  amid  the  blank 
Of  fublunary  joys.     Say,  goddefs  1  where  ? 
Where  blazes  bii  bright  court  ?     Where  burns  hh 

throne  ?  [round 

Thou  know'ft  ;  for  thou   art   near  him;  by  thee, 
His  grand  pavilion,  facred  fame  reports 
The  fable  curtain  drawn.     If  not,  can  none 
Of  thy  fair  daughter-train,  fo  fwift  of  wing, 
Who  travel  far,  difcover  where  be  dwells  ? 
A-Jl.7r  his  dwelling  pointed  out  belezv. 
Ye  Pleiades!   Arcfiurus  !  Mazaroth  ! 
And  thou,  Orion  !   of  ftill  keener  eye  ! 
Say  ye,  who  guide  the  wilder'd  in  the  waves, 
And  bring  them  out  of  tempeft  into  port  1 ' 
On  which  hand  muft  I  bend  my  courfe  to  find 

bin!  ? 
Thefe  courtiers  keep  the  fecret  of  their  king  ; 

1  wake  whole  nights,  in  vain,  to  fteal  it  fiom  them. 
■    I  wake  ;  and,  waking,  climb  night' j  radiant  fcale. 
From  fphere  to  fphere  ;  the  fteps  by  nature  fet 
For  man's  afcent ;  at  once  to  tempt  and  aid ; 

To  tempt  his  eye,  and  aid  his  towering  thought ; 
JJ"Jll  it  arrives  at  the  great  God  of  all. 
In  ardent  coviemplalion  s  rapid  car. 
From  edTib,  as  from  my  barrier,  I  fet  out. 
How  fwilt  I  mount !  diniinifti'd  earth  recede? ; 
1  pafs  the  791  con  ;  and,  from  Iier  farther  fide, 
Pierce  heaven's  blue  curtain;  ilrike  into  remote; 
Where,  with  his  lifted  tube,  the  fubtle  fage 
His  artificial,  airy  journey  takes. 
And  to  celfjiial  lengthens  human  fight. 
I  paiifc  at  every /j/anrf  on  my  road. 
And  aflc  for  him  who  gives  their  orbs  to  roll. 
Their  foreheads  fair  to  fhine.   From  Saturn's  ling, 
In  which,  of  earths  an  army  might  be  lofl. 
With  the  bold  conet,  take  my  bolder  fiiglit, 
Amid  ihoitjcverelgn  glories  of  the  ikies, 
Of  independent,  native  luftre,  proud; 
The  fouls  of  fyftems  !  and  the  lords  of  life,  [new  ? 
Through  their  wide  empires  ! — What  btholJ  I 
A  wildernefs  of  wonder  burning  round  ; 
Where  larger  funs  inhabit  higher  fphercs; 
Perhaps-the  villas  of  defcending  gods. 
Nor  halt  I  here  ;  my  toil  is  but  begun  ; 
'Tis  but  the  threfhold  of  the  Deity  ; 
Or,  far  beneath  it,  I  am  groveling  ftill. 
Nor  is  it  flrange  ;  I  built  on  a  mrftake ; 
The  grandeur  on  his  works,  whenceyb//y  fought 
For  aid,  to  r^i7^n  fets  his  glory  higher  ;  [him') 

Who  built  thus  high  for  worms  (mere  worms  to 
O  where,  Lorenzo  !   muft  the  builder  dwell  ? 

Paufe,  then  ;  and,  for  a  moment,  here  rcfpire — 
If  human  thought  can  keep  its  ftation  here. 
Where  am  1  .'—Where  is  earth  ? — Nay,  where  art 

thou, 
Ofun? — Is  the  fun  turn'd  reclufc  ? — And  are 
His  boafted  expeditions  fhort  to  mine  ? — 
l,p  mine,  how  fhort !  On  nature's  Alps  I  iland, 
And  fee  a  th(;ufand  firmaments  beneath  !  • 

A  thoufand  lylleiub ;  as  a  thoufand  grains  ! 


So  much  a  flrangcr,  and  fo  hie  arriv'd. 
How  can  man's  curious  fpirit  not  inqliire. 
What  are  the  natives  of  this  world  fublime. 
Of  this  fo  foreign,  un  terreftrial  fphere. 
Where  taortal,  itr.trarjlated^  never  livay'd  } 

"   O  ye,  as  diflant  from  my  little  home, 
"  As  fwifteft  fun-beams  in  an  age  can  fly  ! 
"  Far  from  my  native  element  I  roam, 
"  In  queft  of  new,  and  w( uderful,  to  man. 
"  What  province  this,  of  his  immenfe  domain, 
"  Whom  all  obeys  :  or  mortals  here,  or  gods  I 
"  Ye  borderers  on  the  coafts  of  blifs  1  what  are 

"  you  ? 
"  A  colony  from  heaven  ?  Or,  only  rais'd, 
"  By  frequent  vifit  from  heaven's  neighbouring 

"  realms, 
"  To  fecondary  gods,  and  half  divine  ? — 
"  Whate'er  your  nature, /A/V  is  paft  difpure, 
"  Far  other  life  you  live,  far  other  tongue 
"  You  talk,  far  other  thought,  perhaps,  you  think, 
"  Than  man.   How  various  are  the  works  of  God, 
"  But  fay,  ivhat  thought  ?  is  reafon  here  inthron'd? 
"  And  abfolute  .'  or  fin/e  in  arms  againfl  her  ? 
"  Have  you  tivo  lights  ?   or  need  you  no  re-ueal'd? 
"  Ehjo}  your  happy  realms  their  golden  age  ? 
''  And  had  your  Eden  an  abftemi<  us  Eve  ? 
"   Our  Eve's  fair  daughters  prove  their  pedigree, 
"  And   alk   their  Adams—"    IVbo  -would  not  he 

"   -wife?" 
"  Or,  if  your  mcihtr /ell,  are  you  redeem' d? 
"   And'  if  redeem'd — is  your  Kedetmer /rem' d ? 
"   Is  this  your  final  refidence  .*  if  not, 
"  Change  you  vour  fcene,  tran/aied ?  or  by  death? 
"  And  if  by  d^nth ;  tu':at  death  .^— Know  you  d/. 

"  eafi  ?" 
"  Or  horrid  war  ? — With  war,  this  fatal  hour, 
"  Europa,  groans  (fo  call  we  a  fmall  field, 
"  Where  kings  run  mad  )     In  our  world,  death 

"  deputes 
"   Intemperance  to  do  the  work  oi  age  ; 
"  And  hanging  up  the  quiver  nature  gave  him, 
"  As  flow  of  execution,  for  diJpaicii 
"  Sfends  forth  imperial  butchers  ;  bids  them  flay 
"  Their  iliec])  (the  filly  fheep  they  fleec'd  before), 
"   And  tofs  him  twice  ten  thoufand  at  a  meal.      " 
"  Sit  alj joa;-  executioners  on  thrones? 
"  With  yjK,  can  rajje  for  plunder  make  ^goi? 
"  And  blood/led  wafh  cut  every  other  ftaiii  .' — 
"  But  you,  peihapf,  can't  bieed :    from  matter 

"  grofs 
"  Yonr /pirits  clean,  are  delicately  clad 
"  Fn  fine-fpun  ether,  privileg'd  to  foar, 
"  Unloaded,  uninfedled  ;  how  unlike 
"  The  lot  of  man  !  How  few  of  human  rate 
"  By  their  own  mud  unmurder'd  1   How  wc  wage 
"    -elf-war  eternal !   Is  your  painful  day 
"  Of  hardy  conflict  o'er  ?   Or,  are  you  fiill 
"  Raw  candidates  at  frhool  ?  And  have  you  thofc 
"   Who  difaffect  rever/ions ,  as  with  us  ? 
"   But  what  are  tie?  You  never  heard  oi man  ; 
"   Or  earth,  the  bedlam  of  the  univerfe  ! 
"   Where  rea/on  (un-difeas'd  with  you)  runs  mad^ 
"  And  aurfes/olly's  children  as  her  oivn  ; 
"  Fond  of  the  foulcft.     In  the  facred  mount 
"  Of  bolin/st  vi'hsxf  reafon  is  pvoijouni-'d 
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"  Itifailthle  ;  and  thunders,  like  a  god  ; 

"  Ev'n  there,  hf  Jaints,  the  demons  are  outdone; 

5  What  /i6(?/f  think  wroxig,  our  _/ijJn/^   refine  to 

"  right ; 
"   And  kindly  teach  dul/  hell  her  own  black  arts ; 
*'  Satan,  inftru(5ied,  o'er  their  morals  fmiles. — 
"  But  this,  how  ftraugc  to  you,  wbp  know  not 

"   man  ! 
"  Has  the  leaft  rumour  of  our  race  arriv'd  ? 
"  Call'd  here  Elijah  in  his  flaming  car? 
"  Paft  by  you  the  good  Enoch,  on  his  road 
"  Tjo  thofe  fair  fields,  whence  Lucifer  was  hurl'd; 
"  Who  brulh'd,  perhaps,   your  fphere  in  his  de- 

"  fcCAt, 
"  Stain'd  your  pure  cryflal  ether,  or  let  fall 
"  A  fliort  eclipfe  from  his  portentous  (hade  ? 
"  O  !  that  the  fiend  had  lodg'd  on  fome  broad  orb 
"  Athwart  his  way  ;  nor  reach'd  his  prefent  home, 
"  Then  biacken'd  earth  with  footfteps  foul'd  in 

"  hell, 
•'  Nor  vvmfli'd  in  ocean,  as  from  Rome  he  paft 
"  To  Britain's  ifle  ;  too,  too,  confpicuous /,5<rre/"' 

But  this  is  all  digreffion  :  where  is  he, 
That  o'er  heaven's  battlements  the  felon  hurl'd 
To  groans,  and  chains,  and  darknefs  ?  Where  is  he, 
Who  fees  creation's  fummit  in  a  vale  ? 
He,  whom,  while  man  is  man,  he  can't  but  feek  ; 
And  if  he  finds,  commences  more  than  man  ? 
O  for  a  telefcope  his  throne  to  reach  ! 
Tell  me,  ye  learn 'd  on  earth  !  or  bleft  alove! 
Ye  fearching,  ye  Newtonian  angels  !   tell. 
Where,  your  great  Mailer's  orb  ?     Hi?  planets, 

where  ? 
Thofe  confcious  fatellites,  thofe  mornin^-Jlart, 
Firft-born  of  Deity!  from  central  love, 
By  veneration  moft  profound,  thrown  off; 
By  fweet  attradlion,  no  lefs  ftrongly  drawn  ; 
Jltu'd,  and  yet  raptured ;   raptured,  yti  ferene  ; 
Paft  thought  illuftrious,  but  with  borrow'd  beams; 
In  ftill  approaching  circles,  ftill  remote, 
Revolving  round  the  fun's  eternal  fire  i 
Pr  fent,  in  lines  direifl,  on  embalEes 
To  nations — in  what  latitude  ? — Beyond 
Terreftrial  thought's  horizon  ! — And  on  what 
High  errands  fent  ? — Here  human  effort  ends  ; 
And  leaves  me  ftill  a  ftranger  to  his  throne. 

Full  well  it  might  1   I  quite  miftook  my  road. 
Born  in  an  age  more  curious  than  devout ; 
More  fond  to  fix  the  place  of  heaven,  or  hell. 
Than  ftudious  this  to  fljun,  or  that  kcMxt. 
*Tis  not  the  curious,  but  the  pious  path, 
That  leads  me  to  my  point ;   Lorenzo  !  know. 
Without  or  far,  or  angel,  for  their  guide. 
Who  worftiip  God,  {h^WJind  him.     Humble  love. 
And  not  proud  reafin,  keeps  the  deor  of  heaven  ; 
Love  finds  admiffion,  where  proudy2^/V««  fails. 
Man's  fcience  is  the  culture  of  his  heart; 
And  not  to  lofe  his  plummet  in  the  depths 
Ol nature,  or  the  more  profoand  of  God. 
Either  to  know,  is  an  attempt  that  fets 
The  wifeft  on  a  level  with  the  fool. 
To  fathom  nature  (ill-attempted  here!") 
Paft  doubt  is  deep  philofophy  above ; 
Higher  degrees  in  blifs  archangels  take, 
As  deeper  k^rp'd ;  the  deepeft,  learning  ftill. 


For,  what  a  thunder  of  Omnipotence 
(So  might  I  dare  to  fpeak)  \s  feen  in  all? 
In  man  !  in  earth  '.  in  more  amazing  ^/kies  ! 
Teaching  this  \t^o\x,  pride  is  loth  to  learn — 
"   Not  deeply  to  discern,  not  much  to  knoiv, 
"  Mankind  was  born  to  wonder,  and  adore.'* 

And  is  there  caufe  for  higher  ■wonder  ftill, 
Than  that  which  ftruck  us  from  our  paft  furveys? 
Yes  ;  and  for  deeper  adoration  too. 
From  my  late  airy  travel  unconfiti'd, 
Have  I  learn'd  nothing  .' — Yes,  Lorenzo!  This; 
Each  of  thefe  ftars  is  a  religious  houfc  ; 
I  faw  their  altars  fmoke,  their  incenfe  rife; 
And  heard  hofannas  ring  through  every  fphere, 
A  feniinary  fraught  with  future  gods. 
Nature  all  o'er  is  confecrated  ground, 
Teeming  with  growths  immortal  and  divine. 
The  Great  Proprietor's  all-bounteous  hand 
Leaves  nothing  wafie  ;  but  fows  thefe  fiery  fielda 
With  feeds  of  rea'on,  which  to  virtues  rife 
Beneath  his  genial  ray;   and,  if  efcap'd 
1  he  peftilential  blafts  of  ftubborn  ivill. 
When  grown  mature,  are  gather'd  for  the  (kies. 
And  is  devotion  thought  too  much  on  earth, 
When  beings,  fo  fuperior,  homage  boajl. 
And  triumph  in  proftration  to  the  throne  ? 

But  wherefore  more  of  planets,  or  of  liars  ? 
Ethereal  journeys,  and,  difcover'd  there, 
Ten  thoufand  worlds,  ten  thouiand  ways  devoutj 
Ail  nature  fending  incenfe  to  the  throne, 
Except  the  boldLorenzos  of  our  fphere  ? 
Opening  the  foleuin  fources  of  my  foul, 
Since  I  have  pour'd,  like  feign'd  Eridanus, 
My  flowing  numbers  o'er  tlie  flaming  flcies. 
Nor  fee,  oi fancy,  or  ofyiJ?,  what  more 
Invites  the  mufe — Here  turn  we,  and  review 
Our  paft  nodiurnal  landfcape  wide  : — Then  fay. 
Say,  then,  l>orenzo  !  with  what  burft  of  heart. 
The  whole,  at  once,  revolving  in  his  thought, 
Muft  man  exclaim,  adoring,  and  aghaft  ? 
"  O  what  a  root  1   O  what  a  branch,  is  here ! 
"  O  what  a  father  !   Whaf  a  family  !  [tions, 

"  Worlds  1  fyllems !  and  creations! — And  crea- 
"  in  one  agglomerated  clufter,  hung,  [hang-! ; 
■"  *  Great  Vine  '.  On  thee,  on  thee  the  cluilec 
"  The  filial  clufter  !  infinitely  fpread 
"  In  glowing  globes,  with  various  being  fraught  ; 
"  And  drinks   (nediareous    draught!)   immortal 

»  life, 
"  Or,  fliall  I  fay  (for  zvho  can  fay  enough .') 
"  A  conftellation  of  ten  thoufand  gems, 
"  And,  O!  of  what  dimenfion  !  of  what  weight ! 
"  Set  in  cintfignet,  flames  on  the  right  hand 
"  Of  Majefty  Divine  !  The  blazing feal, 
"  That  deeply  ftamps,  on  all  created  ot;W, 
"   Indelible,  his  fovereign  attributes, 
"  Omnipotence,  and  love  !   that,  palling  bound  % 
"  And  this,  furpafiing  that.      Nor  flop  we  here, 
"  For  want  o{ pow:r  in  God,  but  thought  in  man, 
"  Ev'n  this  acknowledg'd,  leaves  us  ftill  in  debt  : 
"   l[ greater  aught,  that  greater  all  is  thine, 
"  Dread  fire  ! — Accept  this  miniature  of  thee  ; 
"  And  pardon  an  attempt  from  mortal  though^j  " 

*   John  XV.  I, 
1  iiij 
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*    In  ?vluch   archnngels  might   have   fail'd,   un- 
"  hiam'd." 
How  fuch  ideai-of  th'  Almighty's /"own-. 

And  fuch  idtas  of  th'  Almighty's //an, 

(Ideas  not  abfurd)  diftcnd  the  thought 

Of  feeble  mortals!    Nor  of  ihcpi  alone  '. 

The  fulnefs  of  the  Deity  "breaks  forth 

In  iiiconce'fjahles  to  men,  and  gods. 

Think,  then,  O  think  ;  nor  ever  drop  the  thought; 

How  kiu  muft  man  defcend,  vi\\t.T\  gods  adore  1 

Have  I  not,  ther.,  accomplifli'd  my  proud  boafl  ? 

Did   I   not  tell  thee,   "  We  would  mouut,  Lo- 
"  renzo  1 

f  And  kindle  our  devotion  at  the J}a>s  >" 
And  have  I  fail'd  ?  And  did  \  fatter  thee? 

And  art  all  adamant .'  And  doft  confute 

All  i:rg'd,  with  one  irrefragabley>w.7e  /• 

Lorenzo  1  mirth  how  miferable  hire  '. 

Swear  by  thtfars,  by  him  who  made  them,fwear, 

Thy  heart,  henceforth,  (hall  be  as  pure  as  they  : 

Tlien  ^/^5u,  like  them,  fhakftiine;  like  them,  Ihalt 

„/. 
From  low  to  Ipfty  ;  from  obfcure  to  bright ; 
J3y  due  gradation,  jM/i/r^'j-  facred  law. 
"^'hejlti'j.  item  whence  ? — Afk  Chaos — He  can  tell. 
Ihelc  bright  temptations  to  idolatry. 
From  darknef,,  and  coifufwn,  took  tlitir  birth  ; 
Sons  of  Difomiiy  .'   irom  fluid  dregs 
Tartarean  firfl  they  rcfe  to  maflcs  rude, 
Ar.d  then  to  fjiheres  opat]ue,  then  dimly  fhone, 
Then  brighten'd,  then  LLz'd  out  in  perfSi  day. 
Nature  delights  in  progrefs  ;  in  advance 
rroni  worle  to  better;  but,  when  fnim^s  afceiid, 
Progrefs  in  part  depends  upon  thtrnjekoes. 
Heaven  aids  exertion  ;  greater  makes  the  great; 
The  voluntary  little  leffens  more. 
O  be  a  man  '.    ai;d  thou  ftialt  be  z-god.' 
And  half felf-7nadc  '. — Ambition  liow  divine  I 

O  thou,  ambitious  of  difgrace  alone  ! 
Still  urdevout?  unkindicd; — Though  high  taught, 
Schcol'd  by  the  fkies,  and  pupil  of  the  itars, 
Ra!:k  coward  to  the  fsfhiunable  world  ! 
Art  thou  afhaind  to  benii  thy  knee  to  hea«en  ? 
CurO  fume  of  pride,  exhal'd  from  dee]jell  hell ! 
Pride  in  religion  is  man's  higheft  praife. 
Bent  on  deltrudtiiin  1  and  in  Jove  with  death  1 
J<Jot  all  thefe  luminaries,  qu'-nch'd  at  once, 
Were  half  (o  fad  as  one  benighted  mind. 
Which  gropes  for  happiiiefs,  and  meets  drfpair. 
How,  like  a  widow  in  her  weeds,  the  night. 
Amid  lier  glimmering  tapers,  fiient  fits ! 
How  forrovvfuljhow  defolatc,  (lie  weeps 
Perpetual  dews,  andfaddens  nature's  fctne  ! 
A  fcciie  more  [-.idfin  makes  the  darken'd  foul, 
All  comfort  kilh,  nor  leaves  one  fpark  alive. 

Though  blind  of  heart,  Hill  open  is  thine  eye  : 
Why  fuch  magnificence  in  all  thou  feefi.  i 
Oi  matter's  grandeur,  know  one  end  is  this. 
To  tell  the  rational,  who  gazes  cn  it  — 
"  Though  that  irnmenlely  great,  ftill  greater  he, 
"  Whole  breall,  capacious,  can  embrace,  and  lodge, 
"  Unb\irdeii'd,  n:i(ure's  univerfal  fchcme  ; 
**  Can  grafj)  ireaiion  v^iih  a_y?/7g/i?  thought ; 
•'  Creation  grafp,  and  not  exclude  its  fire."— 
To  tiii  hjiii  larthcr — ♦'  It  behovsjs  him  much 


"  To  guard  th'  important,  yet  dspcn^'lng,  fate 
"  Of  being,  brighter  than  a  thoufand  iuns  : 
"  One  fingle  ray  oi  thought  otitfhines  them  all."— • 
And  if  man  hears  obedient,  foon  he'll  foar 
Superior  heights,  and  on  his  purple  wing, 
Hii  purple  wing  bedropt  with  eyes  of  gold, 
RifiDg,  where  thought  is  now  deny'd  to  rife. 
Look  down  trinmj'hant  on  thefe  dazzling  fpheres. 

Why  then  peifift.  ? — No  mortal  ever  liv'd 
But,  dying,  he  pronounc'd  (when  words  are  true) 
The  \vhole  th^t  charms  thee  abfolutely  vain. 
Vain,  and  far  worfe !— Think  thou  with  dying 

men  ; 
O  condefcend  to  think  as  angels  think  ! 
O  tolerate  a  chance  for  happinefs  ! 
Our  nature  fuch,  ill  choice  enfyies  ill  fate  ; 
And  hell  had  been,  though  there  had  been  no  God. 
Doft  thou  not  know,  my  new  aftrononier  ! 
Earth,  turning  from  the  fun,  brings  night  to  man  ? 
Man,  turning  from  his  God,  bring*  endUfs  night ; 
Where  thou  canft  read  no  morals,  find  no  friend. 
Amend  no  manners,  and  expedl  t>o  peate. 
How  deep  the  darknefs  1  and  the  groan  how  loud! 
And  far,  how  far,  fiom  lambent  are  the  flamci  !— 
Such  is  Lorenzo's  purchafe  !   fuch  his  pralfc  1 
The  pjoud,  the  pohtic,  Lorenzo's  prailc  ! 
Though  in  his  ear,  and  levell'd  at  hie  heart, 
I've  half  read  o'er  the  volume  of  the  fkies. 

for  think  not  thou  haft  heard  all  this  from  me; 
My  1-ing  but  echoes  what  great  Nature  fpeaks. 
Wh.ir  has  file  fpoken  .'  Thus  the  goddeis  fpoke, 
rhus  fpcalvs  for  ever  ; — "  Place  at  nature's  head 
"  A  luvereign,  which  o'ei  all  things  rolls  his  eye, 
"  Extends  his  wing,  promulgates  his  commands, 
"  But,  above  all,  diffufes  endlefs  good  ; 
"  To  ivhcm,  for  lure  redrefs,  the  wrong  may  fly; 
"  The  vile  for  mercy,  and  the  pain'd  lor  peace  ; 
"  By  iihcm  the  various  tenants  of  tbefe  f]>heres, 
"  Divcrfit'y'd  in  fi^rtnncs,  place,  and  povvtrs^ 
"  Rnis  d  in  enjoyment,  as  in  worth  they  rife, 
"  Arrive  at  length  (if  worthy  fuch  approach) 
"  At  that  blell  fountain-head  from  which  they 

flream  ; 
"  Where  confliiS  paft  redoubles  prefent  joy, 
"  And  prefent  joy  ir/oks  forward  on  increai'e, 
"  And  that  on  more  ;  no  period  !  every  (lep 
''  A  double  boon  !  z  promij'e,  and  a  blijs-" 
?i(iw  e.'fy  frs  this  fc:u;n'.e  or^  human  hearts  ! 
h  iui'.s  their  make;   it  fcoths  their  vaft  defires; 
Pajj'.on  is  pleas'd,  and  reafon  ajks  no  more  ; 
'  I'js  rational  !  'tis  great '. — But  whit  is  thine  ? 
It  darkens,  fliocks,  excruciates,  and  corlounds  I 
Leaves  us  quite  naked  both  of  help  and  hope, 
Sinking  f;om  bad  to  worfe  ;  few  years  the  fport 
Ofybr/u;.,-;   tiicn  tlic  niorfel  ci  de/pair. 

fciny  then,  Lorenzo  1  (for  thou  know'fi:  it  well) 
What  vise?—'^le\e  Vy-ant  of  com.paf^  in  our  thought. 
Religion,  what  ?— Tiie  proof  of  cwnmsn  fnfe. 
How  art  thou  hooted  where  the  leaf  prevails! 
Is  it  m-f  fault,  if  thefe  truths  call  thte  fool ? 
And  thou  Ihalt  never  be  rnifall  d  by  me. 
Can  neiiherjhamc  nor  ieiror  fland  thy  friend? 
And  ait  thouy//'//aii  infeil  in  the  mire.' 
How,  like  thy  jjeardian  angel,  have  I  flown  ;    [all 
Snaicii'd  thte  fxoui  earih;  ckoitud  thvc  through 
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Through  fplendou)  s  of  firft  magnitude,  arrang'd 
On  cither  hand  ;  c'ouds  thrown  heueath  thy  feet; 
Clofe-cruis'd  on  the  bright  paradife  of  God; 
And  almoft  introduc'd  thee  to  the  throne  ! 
And  art  tliou  ftill  caroufing  for  delight, 
Rank  poifon  ;  firll  fermenting  to  mtrc/rotij, 
And  then  fubfiding  into  final  gall  ? 
To  beings  of  fuhlinie,  immortal  make. 
How  fhocking  is  all  joy,  whofe  end  is  fure  ! 
Such  joy  more  Ihocking  (Ull  the  more  it  charms  ! 
And  doft  thou  choofe  what  ends  ere  well  begun, 
And  infamous  as  fliort  ?  And  dnft  thou  choofe 
(TZioK,  to  whole  palate  glory  is  fo  fwcet) 
To  wade  mto  fcrd:tion,  through  coutem^t. 
Not  of  poor  bigots  only,  but  tliy  bxvn? 
For  I  have  peep'd  into  thy  cover'd  heart, 
And  feen  it  blufh  beneath  a  boaflful  brow; 
For,  by  ftrong  guilt's  moll  violent  aflault, 
Confcience  is  but  iffabUd,  not  dcJJroy'd. 

O  thou  moft  awful  being,  and  moft  vain  ! 
Thy  will  how  frail !   how  gloriom  is  thy  power  ! 
Though  dread  eternity  has  fown  her  feeds 
Of  blifs  and  woe  in  thy  defpotic  breaft, 
Though  heaven  and  hell  depend  upon  thy  choice, 
A  buttt  rfly  comes  crofs,  and  both  are  Hed, 
Is  this  the  pidture  of  a  rational? 
This  horrid  image,  Ihali  it  be  moft  jiift  ? 
Lorenzo'.  No;  it  cannot, — -Jhall  nm  be. 
If  there  is  force  in  rttcfen,  or  m  founds 
Chanted  beneath  the  glnnples  of  the  moon, 
A  magic,  at  this  planetary  hour, 
WYiti)  fluniber  locks  the  general  lip,  and  dreams 
Through  fenfelefs  mazes  hunt  fouls  uninffird.    . 
Attend — The  facred  mylleries  begin — 
My  folemn  night-lorn  adjuration  hear  ; 
Hear,  and  I'll  raife  thy  fpirit  from  the  duft  ; 
"Wliile  thefars  gaze  on  this  cnciiantment  nezv, 
linchantmcnt,  not  infernal,  but  divine  ! 

"  Tjy  filence,  death's  peculiar" attribute; 
"  "By  darknefs,  guilt's  iijevitable  doom; 
"  By  durinefsy  and  \>y  filence,  fillers  dread  ! 
"  That  draw  the  curtain  round  night's  ebon  throne, 
"  And  raife  ideas  folemn  as  the  fccnc  '. 
'*  By  night,  and  all  of  awful  night  prefents 
"  'I  o  thought  OT  fenfe  (of  awful  much  to  both 
"The  goddefs  brings!)  By  ihele  her  trembling 

"  Like  Vefta's,  ever-burning,  and  like  hers 

"  Sacred  to  thoughts  immaculate  and  pure  ! 

f  By  thefe  bright  orators,  that  pro-ve,  2.ndfrafe, 

"  And  prefs  thte  to  revere  the  Deity ; 

"  Perhaps  ton  aid  thee,  when  rever'd  a  while, 

"   To  reach  his  throne ;   as  fcages  of  the  foul, 

*'  Through  which  at  differcin  periods  flie  fhall  pafs, 

*'  Refining  gradual  for  her  final  height, 

"  And  purging  off  i'ome  drofs  at  every  fphere  I 

"  By  this  dark  pall  thrown  o'er  the  filcnt  world, 

"  By  the  world's  kings,  and  kingdoms,  moll  re- 

nown'd, 
*'  From  Ihcrt  ambition's  zenith  fet  for  ever; 
"  bad  prefage  to  vain  boaflers  now  in  bloom  ! 
"  By  the  long  lift  of  fwift  mortality, 
y  From  Adam  downward  to  this  evening  knell, 
I'  Which  midnight  waifcs  w/anrfs  f.aj^kd  eye, 


"  And  fliocks  her  with  an  hundred  centuries, 

"  Round  death's  black  banner  throng'd  in  humaq 

thought ; 
"  By  thoufands  noiv  refigning  their  laft  breath, 
"  And  calling  thee— -wert  thou  fo  wife  to  hear  ! 
"  By  tombs  o'er  tombs  arifing ;  human  earth 
"  LjecSled,  to  make  room  for—  human  earth : 
*'  The  monarch's  terror,  and  the  fexton's  trade^ 
"  By  pompous  obfequies  that  fhun  the  day, 
"  The  torch  funereal,  and  the  nodding /i/i/wf, 
"  Which  makes  poor  man's  humiliation  proud  ; 
"  B :)afl:  of  our  ruin  I  triumph  of  our  dufl ! 
"  By  the  danip  vault  that  weeps  o'er  royal  bones, 
"  Ani  the  pale  lamp  that  fhows  the  ghaftly  dead 
"  More   ghaftly,    through   the  thick  -  incumbent 

gloom  ! 
"  By  viiits  (if  there  are)  from  darker  fcenes, 
"  The  gliding  f;'t6lre  !  and  the  groaning  grave  ! 
"  By  groan-s  and  graves,  and  miferles  that  groaa 
"  For  the  grave's  fiielter !  by  defponding  men, 
"  Senfck'fs  to  pains  of  death,  from  pangs  of  guilt  I 
"  By  guilt's  laft  audit  1  by  yon  vioon  in  blood, 
"  U'he  rocking  firmament,  the  falling  ftars, 
"  And  thunder's  laft  difcharge,  great  nature's  knelll 
"  By  fecond  chaos  and  eternal  night" — 
Be  wife — Nor  let  Philander  blame  my  charm ^ 
But  own  not  ill  dilcharg'd  my  double  debt, 
Lon/e  to  the  living,  duty  to  the  dead. 

For  know  I'm  but  executor;  he  left 
This  moral  legacy;  /  make  it  o'er 
By  hi.!  command;  Philander  hear  in  mq. 
And  heaven  in  both.    If  deaf  to  thefe,  O  I  hear 
Florellu's  tender  voice  ;  his  weal  depeniis 
On  thy  refolve  ;  it  trembles  at  thy  choice ; 
For  his  fake — love  thyfef:  example  ftrikes 
All  human  hearts;  a  ^tit/ example  more; 
More  Hill  a  father's;  that  enfures  his  ruin. 
As  parent  of  his  being,  wouidft  thou  prove 
The  unnatural  parent  of  his  miferies. 
And  make  him  curfe  the  being  which  thou  gaveft? 
Is  this  the  blefRng  of  fo  fond  a  father; 
If  carelefs  of  Lorenzo  !  fpare,  Oh  1  fpare 
Florello's  father,  and  Philandtr's  friend  ! 
Florelio's  father  ruin'd,  ruins  him  ; 
And  from  Philander's  friend  the  world  expedls 
A  conduct ,  no  dilhonour  to  the  dead. 
Let  pnjjion  do  what  nobler  inoti-ve  Ihould  ; 
Let  love  dsA  e.'niihtiort  rife  in  aid 
To  >f.7/6«,  and  perfuade  thee  to  be—  blef!:. 
This  feemsnot  a  rcqueft  to  be  deny'd; 
Yet  (fuch  the  infatuation  of  mankind!) 
'Tis  the  moft  hopelefs  man  can  make  to  mar*. 
Shall  I  then  rife  in  argument  and  warmth. 
And  urge  Philander's  pofthumous  advice 
From  topics  yet  unhroach'd  .'-  — 
But  Oh  !  \  faint !  My  fpirits  fail !— Nor  (Irange 
So  long  on  wing,  and  in  no  middle  clime  ! 
To  which  my  great  Cieator's  glory  call'd  ; 
Andi.  calls-— \)Vit  nov7  in  vain.  iiiecp''s  dewy  wand 
Has  llrok'd  my  drooping  lip*;,  znA  fromifes 
,  My  long  arrear  of  reft  ;  the  do-wny  god 
(Wont  to  return  with  our  returning/irafff) 
Will  pay  er-e  long,  and  blefs  me  with  repofe,  [cof, 
Hafte,  hafte,  fweet  ftranger  !  from  the  peafani's 
The  fhip-boy'i  hammock^  or  the  ibWier'?  ftraw, 
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■WhenceyJrrow  never  chasM  thee;  with  thee  bring, 
JJot  hideous  vifions,  as  of  late,  but  draughts 
Delicious  of  well-tafted  cordial  refl, 
Man's  rich  reftorative,  his  balmy  bath, 
That  fupples,  lubricates,  and  keeps  in  play 
The  various  movements  of  this  nice  machine, 
Vhich  alks  fuch  frequent  periods  of  repair. 
When  tir'd  with  vain  rotations  of  the  day, 
Sleep  winds  us  up  for  the  fucceeding  dawn  ; 
Frefli  we  fpin  on,  uWfictnefs  clogs  our  wheels, 
Or  Jeafl)  quite  breaks  the  Ipriug,  and  motion  ends. 
When  will  it  exid  with  me? 

"  Thou  only  know'lt, 

"  Thou,  w.hofe  broad  eye  the /ufure  and  the  paj 
''  Joins  to  thfi  prefent  ;  making  one  of  three 
"  To  moral  thought !    Thou  know'ft,  and  thou 
"  alone,  [known  I 

"  All-knowing  1 — all-unknown  ! — and    yet   well- 
"  Near,  though  remote !  and  though  unfathom'd, 

"felt! 
•'  And  though  invifible,  for  ever  feen  ! 
"  And  feen  in  all  1  the  great  and  the  minute : 
•'  Each  globe  above,  with  its  gigantic  race, 
','  Each  flower,  each  leaf,  with  its  fmall  people 

"  fwarm'd, 
"  (Thofe  puny  vouchers  of  Omnipotence  1) 
"  To  thefirft  thought,  that  aflcs,  "  Yromtjuhence?" 

"  declare  [o'er 

"  Their  common  fource.    Thou  fountain,  running 
"  In  rivers  of  communicated  joy  1 
"  Who  gav'fl  us  fpeech  for  far,  far  humbler  themes  1 
"  Say,  by  -what  name  (hall  I  prefume  to  call 
"  Him  1  fee  burning  in  thefe  countlefs  funs, 
*'  As  Mofes  in  the  bujh  ?  lUuftrious  mind  1  < 
"  The  whole  creation  lefs,  far  lefs  to  thee, 
"  Than  that  to  the  creation's  ample  round. 
"  fiow  (hall  I  name  thee  ? — How  my  labouringfoul 
'•  Heaves  underneath  the  thought,  too  big  for  birth  i 

"  Great  fyftem  of  perfecStions  I  mighty  eaufe 
*  Of  caufes  mighty  I  caufe  uncaus'd  1  fele  root 
"  Of  nature,  that  luxuriant  growth  of  God  1 
*'  Firft  Father  o{  effeSls  !  that  progeny 
"  Of  endlefs  feries  ;  where  the  golden  chain's 
•'  Laft  link  admits  a  period,  who  can  tell? 
"  Father  of  all  that  is  or  heard,  or  hears ! 
"  Father  of  all  that  is  or  feen,  or  fees  ! 
«  Father  of  all  that  »V,  orjhatl  arife  ! 
"  Father  of  this  immeafurable  mafs 
•'  Of  matter  multiform  ;  rr  denfe,  or  rare  ; 
«'  Opaque,  or  lucid ;  rapid,  or  at  refl ; 
"  Minute,  or  pafhng  bound  1  in  each  extreme 
"  Of  like  amaze  and  myftery  to  man. 
•'  Father  of  thefe  bright  millions  of  the  night .' 
"  Of  which  the  leaft  full  godhead  had  proclaim'd, 
"  And  thrown  the  gazer  on  his  knee — or  fay, 
"  Is  appellation  higher  (lill,  thy  choice  ? 
•'  Father  of  matter's  temporary  lord  ! 
*'  Father  oi/pirits .'  nobler  offs-priiig  '.  fparks 
•'  Of  high  paternal  glory  ;  rich  endow'd 
•'  With  various  meafures,  and  with  various  modes 
••  Of  inJliiiB,  reafon,  intuition  ;   beams 
"  More  pale,  or  bright  from  day  divine,  to  break 
"  The  darker  matter  organiz'd  (the  ware 
"  Of  all  created  fpirit) ;   beams,  that  rife 
f*  Each  over  oth-er  in  fuperior  light, 
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"  Till  the  laft  ripens  into  luftre  {?rong 

"  Of  next  approach  to  godhead.  Father  fond 

"  .(Far  fonder  than  e'er  bore  that  name  on  earth) 

"  Of  ;n/f/A?<3«a/ beings  I  beings  bleft 

"  With  powers  to  pleafe  thee  ;  not  of  paffive  ply 

"  To  laws  they  know  not;  beings  lodg'd  in  feats 

"  Of  well-adapted  joys,  in  different  domes 

"  Of  this  imperial  palace  for  thy  fons; 

"  Of  this  proud,  populous,  well-policy'd, 

"  Though  baundlefs  habitation,  piann'd  by  thee  ; 

"  Whofe  feveral  clans  their  feveral  climates  fuit; 

*'  And  tranfpofition,  doubtlefs,  would  deftroy. 

"  Ox,  oh  !  indulge,  immortal  JCing,  indulge 

"  A  title  lefs  auguft  indeed,  but  more 

"  Endearing  ;  ah  1  how  fweet  in  human  ears, 

"  Sweet  in  our  ears,  and  triumph  in  our  hearts! 

"  Father  of  immortality  to  man  '. 

"  A  theme  that  *  lately  fet  my  foul  on  fire — 

"  And  thou  the  next !   yet  equal!  thou,  by  whom 

"  that  blefling  was   convey 'd;    far  morel    was 

"  bought; 
"  Ineffable  the  price  !  by  whom  all  worlds 
"  Were  made  ;  and  one,  redeem'd  illuftrious  light 
"  From  light  illuftrious  !  thou,  whofe  rfg-a/ power, 
"  Finite  in  time,  but  infinite  vtxfpace, 
"  On  more  than  adamantine  bafis  fix'd, 
"  O'er  more,  far  more  than  diadems  and  thrones, 
"  Inviolably  reigns;  the  dread oi  gods  I 
"  And  oh  !  the  friend  oi  man  !  beneath  whofe  foot, 
"  And  by  the  mandate  of  whofe  awful  nod, 
"  All  regions,  revolution,  fortunes,  fates, 
"  Of  high,  of  low,  of  mind,  and  matter,  roll 
"  Through  the  fhort  channels  of  expiring  time, 
"  Or  fhorelefs  ocean  of  eternity, 
"  Calm,  or  tempeftuous  (as  thy  fpirit  breathes), 
"  In  abfolute  objedlion  I — And,0  thou 
"  The  glorioub  Third  !  diftintSl,  not  feparate  ! 
"  Reaming  from  both  !'  with  both  incorporate  ; 
"  And  (firange  to  tell  !)  incorporate  with  duft  I 
"  By  condefcenfjon,  as  thy  glory  great, 
"  Enfhrin'd  in  man  !  of  human  hearts,  if  pure, 
"  Divine  inhabitant  !  the  tie  divine 
"  Of  heaven  with  diftant  earth  1  by  whom  I  truft, 
"  (If  not  infpir'd)  uncenfur'd  this  addrefs 
"  To  thee,   to    them — To   whom  I — Myfterious 

"  power  1 
"  Reveal'd — yet  unreveal'd  !  darknefs  in  light ; 
"  Number  in  unity  !  our  joy  !  our  dread  I 
"  The  triple  bolt  that  lays  all  wrong  in  ruin  ! 
"  That  animates  all  right,  the  triple  fun  ! 
"  Sun  of  the  foul !  her  never-fetting  fun  ! 
"  Triune,  unutterable,  unconceiv'd, 
"  Abfconding,  yet  demonftrable,  Great  God  I 
"  Greater  than  greateft  '.  Better  than  the  beft  ! 
«'  Kinder  than  kindeft  1  with  Mt pity's  eye, 
"  Or  ((Wronger  dill  to  fpeak  it)  with  thine  oivn, 
"  From  thy  bright  home,  from  that  high  firma- 

"  ment, 
"  Where  thou,  from  all  eternity,  haft  dwelt; 
"  Beyond  archangels  unafhfted  ken  ; 
"  Fronj  far  above  what  mortals  highcft  call ; 
"  From  elevation's  pinnacle  ;  look  down,  [all 

"  Through- What?  confounding  interval!  through 

•  N'^fljts  the  Sixth  and  Scvtnib, 
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*f  And  more  than  libouring fancy  can  conceive; 
"  Through  radiant  ranks  of  cffences  unknown; 
"  Through  liierarchies  from  hierarchies  detach'd 
"  Round  various  banners  of  Omnipotence, 
"  With  endlefs  change  of  rapturous  duties  fir'd ; 
"  Through  wondrous  beings  interpofing  fwarms, 
"  All  cluftering  at  the  call,  to  dwell  in  thee ; 
"  Through  this  wide  wafte  of  worlds  I   this  -vijla 

"  vaft, 
"  All  fanded  o'er  with  funs ;  funs  turn'd  to  nigit 
"  Before  thy  feeblcfl  beam — Look  down-down— 

•'  down, 
"  On  a  poor  breathing  particle  in  duft, 
"  Or,  lower,  an  irnmottal  in  his  crimes. 
•'  His  crimes  forgive  \   forgive  his  virtues,  too  ! 
"  Thofe  fmaller  faults,  half  converts  to  the  right. 
"  Nor  let  me  clofe  thefe  eyes,  which  never  more 
"  May  fee  the  fun  (though  night's  defcending  fcale 
"  Now  weighs  up  morn),  unpity'd,  and  unbieft  ! 
"  in  thy  difpleafure  dwells  eternal  pain  ; 
"  Pain,  our  averllon;  pain,  which  ftrikes  me  «oiti  ; 
"  And,  fmce  all  pain  is  terrible  to  man, 
"  Though  tranfient,  terrible ;  at  thy  good  hour, 
"  Gently,  ah  gently,  lay  mc  in  my  bed, 
"-My  clay- cold  bed',  by  nature,  now,  fo  near; 
"  By  nature  near ;  ftill  nearer  by  difeafe  ! 
"  Till  then,  be  this  an  emblem  of  niy  grave  : 
"  Let  it  outpreach  the  preacher;  every  night 
"Let  it  outcry  the  boy  at  Philip's  ear; 
"  That  tongue  of  death  !  that  herald  of  the  tomb  1 
"  And  when  (the  fheltcr  ef  thy  wing  implor'd) 
"  Myfenfes,  footh'd,  fliall  fmk  in  foft  repofe, 
"  Or  fink  this  truth  ftill  deeper  in  my  foul, 
"  Suggcfled  by  my  pillow,  fign'd  hy  fate, 
"  Firft,  \nfaie^s  volume,  at  the  page  of  man — 
"  Mart  s  Jukly  foul,  though  turn  d  and  tofs" d for  ever, 
"  Frtmjide  tojiie,  can  refl  on  nought  but  thec  : 
"  Here,  in  full  truji  ;  hereafter,  in  full  Joy  ; 
"  On  thee  the  promis'd,  fure,  eternal  down 
,"  Of  fpirits,  toil'd  in  travel  through  this  vale. 
"  Nor  of  thai  pillow  Ihall  my  foal  defpond  ; 
•'  for — Love  almighty !  Love  almighty  !  (fing, 
"  Exult  creation  !)  Love  almighty  reigns  '■ 
"  That  death  of  death  .'  that  cordial  oidc^air  ! 
"  And  loud  eternity's  triumphant  fong  1       [God  ! 
*'  Of  whom,  no  more  : — For,  O   thou  Patron- 
"  Thou  Goiand  moital .'  Thence  more  God  to  man  ! 
•'  Man's  theme  eternal !  man's  eternal  theme  ! 
"  Thou  canft  not  'fcape  uninjured  from  our  fraife. 
"  Uninjur'd  from  our  praife  can  he  efcape, 
"  Who,  difcmbofom'd  from  the  father,  bows 
"  The  heaven  of  heavens,  to  kifs  the  diftant!  earth! 
"  Breathes  out  in  agonies  a  fjnlefs  foul ! 
"  Agajnft  the  crofs,  death's  iron  fceptre  breaks  I 
•'  From  famifh'd  ruin  plucks  her  human  prey ! 
"  Throws  wide  the  gates  celeftial  to  his  foes  .' 
"  Their  gratitude,  for  fuch  a  boundlefsdebt, 
"  Deputes  iheir  fuffering  brothers  to  receive  ! 
*'  And,  if  deep  human  guilt  in  payment  fails; 
"  As  deeper  guilt  prohibits  our  defpair  ! 
"  Enjoins  it  as  our  duty  to  rejoice  ! 
"  And  (to  clofe  all)  omnipotently  kind, 
_'  *  Take   his  delights  among  the jons  of  men," 

•  Frov.  chap,  viii. 


What  words  are  thefe — And  did  they  come 
from  heaven  ? 
And  were  they  fpoke  to  man  f  to  guilty  njan  j? 
What  are  all  myfteries  to  love  like  this  ? 
The  fongs  of  angels,  all  the  melodies 
Of  choral  gods,  are  wafted  in  the  found; 
Heal  and  exhilerate  the  broken  heart ; 
Though  plung'd  before  in  horrors  dark  as  night  .• 
Rich  prelibation  of  confummate  joy  ! 
Nor  wait  we  diffolution  to  be  bleft. 

This  final  effort  of  the  moral  mufe, 
How  juftjy  *  fitted?  not  for  me  alone  ; 
For  all  that  read;  what  fpirit  of  funp-  rt, 
What  heights  of  co'ifolation,  crown  my  fong  ! 

Then,   farewell  night  I   of  darknefs,  now,  n» 
more  ! 
Joy  breaks;  Ihines;  triumphs;  'tis  eternal  day. 
Shall  that  which  riles  out  of  nought  complain 
Of  a  few  evils,  paid  with  endlefs  joys? 
My  foul  1  henceforth,  in  fvveeteft  union  join 
The  two  fupports  of  human  happinefg. 
Which  fome,  erroneous,  think  can  never  meet  ; 
True  taflt  of  life,  and  conftant  thought  of  death  ! 
The  thought  of  death,  fole  vicSlor  of  its  dread  I 
Hope  be  thy  joy  ,■  3.nA  probity  thy  Jiill  ; 
Thy  patron  he,  whole  diadem  has  dropp'd 
Yon  gems  of  heaven;    Eternity  thy  prize: 
And  leave  the  racers  of  the  iverld  their  own, 
Their  feather,  and  their  froth,  for  endlefs  toils : 
They  part  with  all  for  that  -which  is  not  bread ; 
They  mortify,  they  flarve  on  wealth,  fame,  power; 
And  laugh  to  fcorn  the  fools  that  aim  at  more. 
How  mufl  a  fpirit,  late  efcap'd  from  earth, 
Suppofe  Philander's,  Lucia's,  or  Narcilfa's, 
The  truth  of  things  new-blazing  in  its  eye. 
Look  back,  aftonifh'd,  on  the  ways  of  men, 
Whofe  lives  whole  drift  is  to  forget  their  graves  f 
And  when  our  prefent  privilege  is  paft, 
To  fcourge  us  with  due  fenfe  of  its  abufe. 
The  fame  aftonilhment  willfeize  us  all. 
What  then  muft  pain  us,  would  preferve  us  now. 
Lorenzo  !   'tis  not  yet  too  late  ;  Lorenzo  ! 
Seize  wifdom  ere  'tis  torment  to  be  wife  ; 
That  i?,  feize  wfdam  ere  (he  feizes  thee. 
For  what,  my  fniall  philofopher !  is  hell? 
'Tis  nothing  but  full  knowledge  of  the  truth. 
When  truth  refifteth  long,  is  fworn  our  foe  : 
And  calls  Eternity  to  do  her  right. 

Thus,  darknefs  aiding  iiitelle<SuaI  light, 
And  {zctedjilence  whilpering  truths  divine, 
And  truths  divine  converting  pain  to  peace, 
My  fong  the  midnight  raven  has  outwing'd, 
And  fhot,  ambitious  of  unbounded  fcenes, 
Beyond  the  flaming  limits  of  the  world, . 
Her  gloomy  flight.   But  what  avails  the  fllghs 
Oi fancy,  when  our  hearts  remain  below  ? 
f^irtus  abounds  in  flatterers  and  foes ; 
'Tis  pride  to  praife  her;  penance  to  perform. 
To  more  than  words,  to  more  than  worth  of 

tongue, 
Lorenzo  I  rife,  at  this  aufpicious  hour ; 
An  hour,  when  heaven's  nioft  intimate  with  man  \ 
When,  like  a  failing  ftar,  the  ray  divine 

♦  Thg  ConfolaUon, 
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Glides  fwift  into  the  bofom  of  thtjuf. ; 
And  juft  are  all,  deUrmlnd  to  reclaim  ; 
Which  fets  that  title  high  within  thy  reach. 
Awake,  then  :  thy  Philander  calls  :  awake ! 
Thou,  who  (bait  wake,  when  the  creation  fleets; 


Whtn,  like  a  taper,  all  thefe  funs  expire ; 
When  time,  like  him  of  Gaza  in  his  wrath. 
Plucking  the  pillars  that  fupport  the  world. 
In  nature's  ample  ruins  lies  entomb'd  ; 
And  midnight,  uni-verfal  midnight !  reigns. 


RESIGNATION. 

IN  TWO  PARTS. 


a  My  foul  ftiall  be  fatisfied  even  as  If  it  were  with  marrow  and  fatnefs  ?  when  my  niouth  praifeth 
"  thcc  with  joyful  lips."  Psalm  Ijdii.  6. 


Ar^TERTISEMENT. 

This  was  not  intended  for  the  public,  there  were  many  and  ftrong  reafons  againil  it;  and  are  fo 
fKil;  but  fome  extrads  of  it,  from  the  few  copies  which  were  given  away,  bging  got  into  the  printed 
papers,  it  was  thought  neceflary  to  publiih  fomething,  left  a  copy  ilill  more  imperted  than  this  ihould 
fall  into  the  prefs :  and  it  is  hoped,  that  this  unwelcome  occafion  of  publication  may  be  fome  exculc 
for  it. 

As  for  the  following  ftanzas,  God  Almighty's  infinite  power,  and  marvellous  goodnefs  to  man,  is 
dwelt  on,  as  the  mod  jufl  and  cogent  reafon  for  our  cheerful  and  abfolute  refignation  to  his  will ;  nor 
are  any  of  thofe  topics  declined,  which  have  a  jufl  tendency  to  promote  that  fuprems  virtue  :  fuch  as 
the  vanity  of  this  life,  the  value  of  the  next,  the  approach  of  death,  &c. 


PART  I. 

The  days  how  few,  how  fiiort  the  years 

Of  man's  too  rapid  race, 
Each  leaving,  as  it  fwiftly  flies, 

A  fliorter  in  its  place ! 

They  who  the  longefl  leafe  enjoy. 

Have  told  us  with  a  figh, 
That  to  be  born  feems  little  more, 

Than  to  begin  to  die. 

Numbers  there  are  who  feel  this  truth 
With  fears  alarm'd  ;  and  yet, 

Jn  life's  delufions  luU'd  afleep. 
This  weighty  truth  forget : 

And  am  not  I  to  thefe  akin  .' 
Age  {lumbers  o'er  the  quill  ; 

Its  honour  blots,  whate'er  it  writesj 
And  am  I  writing  ftill  ? 

Confcious  of  nature  in  decline, 
And  languor  in  my  thoughts; 

To  foften  cenfurc,  and  abate 
Its  rigour  on  my  fauhs ; 

Permit  me,  Madam  !  ere  to  you 

The  promis'd  verfe  I  pay, 
To  touch  on  felt  infirmity, 

Sad  Hfter  of  decaj. 


One  world  deceas'd,  another  born, 

Like  Noah  they  behold, 
O'er  whofc  white  hairs,  and  furrow'd  brows. 

Too  many  funs  have  roll'd  : 

Happy  the  patriarch  I  he  rejoic'd 

His  fecond  world  to  fee  : 
My  fecond  world,  though  gay  the  fcene. 

Can  boaft  no  charms  for  me. 

To  me  this  brilliant  age  appears 

With  defolaiion  fpread  ; 
Near  all  with  whoni  I  liv'd,  and  fmil'd, 

Whilft  life  was  life,  are  dead  ; 

And  with  them  dy'd  my  joys ;  the  grav& 

Has  broken  nature's  laws  ; 
And  clos'd,  againil  this  feeble  frame. 

Its  partial  cruel  jaws  ; 

Cruel  to  fpare  !  condemn'd  to  life '. 

A  cloud  impairs  my  fight; 
My  weak  hand  difobeys  my  will. 

And  trembles  as  I  write. 

What  fhall  I  write  ?  Thalia,  tell; 

Say,  long  abandon'd  mufe  ! 
What  field  of  fancy  ftiall  1  range  I 

What  fubjeft  fhall  I  choofe  ? 

A  choice  of  moment  high  infpirej 
And  refcue  ia.%  from  iUamej 
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for  doating  on  thy  charms  fo  late, 
By  grandeur  in  my  theme. 

Beyond  the  themes  which  moft  admire, 

Which  dazzle,  or  amaze, 
Bsyond  renown'd  exploits  of  war, 

Bright  charms,  or  empire's  blaze. 

Are  themes,  which,  in  a  world  of  woe, 

Can  beft  appeafe  our  pain ; 
And,  in  an  age  of  gaudy  guilt. 

Gay  folly's  flood  reftrain  ; 

Amidft  th»  ftorms  of  life  fupport 

A  calm  unfhakcn  mind  ; 
And  with  unfading  laurels  crown 

The  brow  of  the  refign'd. 

O  Refignation  !  yet  unfung, 
Untouch'd  by  former  {trains; 

Though  claiming  every  mufe's  fmile, 
And  every  poet's  pains, 

Beneath  life's  evening,  folemn  fliadc, 

I  dedicate  my  page 
To  thee,  thou  fafeft  guard  of  youth ! 

Thou  fole  fupport  of  age  1 

All  other  duties  crefcents  are 

Of  virtue  faintly  bright, 
The  glorious  confummation,  thou ! 

Which  fills  her  orb  with  light : 

How  rarely  fill'd  !  the  love  divine 

In  evils  to  difcern, 
This  the  firft  leflbn  which  we  want, 

The  lateft  which  we  learn  ; 

A  melancholy  truth  !  for  know. 
Could  our  prood  hearts  refign, 

The  diftance  greatly  would  decreafe 
'Twixt  human  and  divine. 

But  though  full  noble  is  iriy  thenSe, 

Full  urgent  is  my  call 
To  foften  forrow,and  forbid 

The  burfting  tear  to  fall ; 

The  talk  I  tread ;  dal-e  I  to  leive 

Of  humble  profe  the  (horc, 
Arid  put  to  fea  ?  a  dangerous  fea  ? 

What  throngs  have  liuik  before  1 

How  proud  the  poet's  billow  fwells! 

The  God  !  the  God  '.   his  boaft  : 
A  boaft,  how  vain  !  what  wrecks  abound  ? 

Dead  bards  flench  every  coaft. 
What  then  am  I  ?  Shall  I  prefume, 

On  fuch  a  moulten  winj^, 
Above  the  general  wreck  to  rife. 

And  in  my  winter,  fing ; 
When  nightingales,  \*hen  fweeteft  bards 

Confine  their  charming  fong, 
To  fnmmer's  animating  heats. 

Content  to  warble  youfig? 

Yet  write  I  muft  ;  a  *  lady  fues, 
How  Ihameful  her  requeft ! 


•  Mrs.  M- 


My  brain  in  labctir  for  dull  rhyme  ! 
Her's  teeming  with  the  belt ! 

But  you  a  (Iranger  will  excufc. 

Nor  fcorn  his  feeble  firain  ; 
To  you  a  flranger,  but  through  fate. 

No  ftranger  to  your  pain. 

The  gKoft  of  grief  deceas'd  afcends. 

His  old  wound  bleeds  anew  ; 
His  forrows  are  recall'd  to  life 

By  thofe  he  fees  in  you ; 

Too  well  he  knows  the  twifting  ftrings- 

Of  ardent  hearts  combin'd, 
When  rent  afunder,  how  they  bleed. 

How  hard  to  be  refign'd  : 

Thofe  tears  you  ^our,  his  eyes  Iravelhcd; 

The  pang  you  feel,  he  felt ; 
Thus  nature,  loud  as  virtue,  bids 

His  heart  at  yours  to  melt. 

But  what  can  heart,  or  head,  fuggeft  ? 

What  fad  experience  fay  ? 
Through  truths  auftere,  to  peace  wre  \*^orS: 

Our  rugged,  gloomy  Way  : 

What  are  we  ?  Whence  ?  For  what  ?  and  Whither? 

Who  know  not,  needs  muft  mourn; 
But  thought,  bright  daughter  of  the  &ies ! 

Can  tears  to  triumph  turn. 

Thought  is  our  armour,  'tis  the  mind's 

Impenetrable  fhield. 
When,  fent  by  fate,  we  meet  our  {ods, 

In  fore  afflidlion's  field ; 

It  plucks  the  frightful  mafic  from  His,- 

Forbids  pale  fear  to  hide, 
Beneath  that  dark  difguife,  a  friend, 

Which  turns  afFedlion's  tide. 

Afredlion  frail !  train'd  up  by  fenfe. 

From  reafon's  channel  ftrays  : 
And  whilft  it  blindly  points  at  peace. 

Our  peace  to  pain  betrays. 

Thought  winds  its  fond,  erroneous  flreaM,' 

From  daily- dying  flowers, 
To  nouriih  rich  immortal  blooms. 

In  amaranthine  bowers; 

Whence  throngs,  in  extafy,  look  down 

On  what  once  fhock'd  their  fight ; 
And  thank  the  terrors  of  the  paft 

For  ages  of  delight. 

All  withers  here  ;  who  ihoft  poflefs 

Are  lofers  by  their  gain. 
Stung  by  full  proof,  that,  bad  at  beft, 
Life's  idle  all  is  vain : 

Vain,  in  its  courfe,  life's  murmuring  ftream; 

Did  not  its  courfe  offend, 
But  murmur  ceafe ;  life,  then,  weuld  fcem 

Still  vainer,  from  its  end. 

How  wretched  !  who,  through  cruel  fafe, 

Have  nothing  to  lament ! 
With  the  poor  alms  this  world  affords 

Deplorably  ccnteac  I 
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Had  not  the  Greek  his  world  midook, 
His  wifh  had  been  moft  wife ; 

To  be  content  with  but  one  world, 
Like  him  we  fhould  defpife. 

Of  earth's  revenue  would  you  ftate 

A  full  account,  and  fair? 
We  hope ;  and  hope ;  and  hope  ;  then  call 

The  total  up 


Defpair. 


Since  vain  all  here,  all  future,  vaft, 

Embrace  the  lot  aflign'd ; 
Heaven  wouods  to  heal ;  its  frowns  are  friends ; 

Its  ftroke  fcvere,  moft  kind. 

But  in  Ups'd  nature,  rooted  deep, 

Blind  error  domineers ; 
And  on  fuols  erra^ids,  in  the  dark, 

Sends  out  our  hopes  and  fears ; 

Bids  us  for  ever  pains  deplore, 

Our  pleafurcs  overprife; 
Thefe  oft  pcrfuade  us  to  be  weak; 

Thofe  urge  us  to  be  wife. 

From  virtue's  rugged  path  to  right 

By  pleafure  are  we  brought 
To  flovvery  fields  of  wrong,  and  there 

Pain  chides  us  for  our  fault : 

Yet  whilft  it  chides,  it  fpeaks  of  peace, 

If  folly  is  withftood  ; 
And  fays,  time  pays  an  eafy  price, 

For  our  eternal  good. 

In  earth's  dark  cot,  and  in  an  hour. 

And  in  delufion  great. 
What  an  economift  is  man 

To  fpend  his  whole  eftatc. 

And  beggar  an  eternity  ! 

For  which  as  he  was  born. 
More  worlds  than  one  againft  it  weigh *d, 

As  feathers  he  fhould  fcorn, 

Say  not,  your  lofs  in  triumph  leads 

Religion's  feeble  flrife; 
Joys  future  amply  reimburfe 

Joys  bankrupts  of  this  life. 

But  not  deferr'd  your  joy  fo  long, 

It  bears  an  early  date  ; 
AfflJ<Sion's  ready  pay  in  hand, 

Befriends  our  prefent  ftate  ; 

What  are  the  tears,  which  trickle  down 

Her  melancholy  face. 
Like  liquid  pearl  ?  Like  pearls  of  price, 

They  purchafc  lafting  peace. 

Grief  foftens  hearts,  and  curbs  the  will, 

Impetuous  paflion  tames. 
And  keeps  infatiate,  keen  deflre 

From  launching  in  extremes. 

Through  time's  dark  womb,  our  judgment  right, 

If  our  dim  eye  was  thrown. 
Clear  ftiould  we  fee,  the  will  divine 

Has- but  foreftall'd  our  own  j 


At  variance  with  our  future  wifii, 

Self-fever'd  wre  complain  ; 
If  fo,  the  wounded,  not  the  wound, 

Muft  anfwer  for  the  pain  : 

The  day  (hall  come,  and  fwift  of  wing 
Though  you  may  think  it  flow. 

When,  in  the  lift  of  fortune's  fmiles. 
You'll  eHter  frowns  of  woe. 

For  mark  the  path  of  Providence; 

This  courfe  it  has  purfued 
"  Pain  is  the  parenf,  woe. the  womb, 

"  Of  found  important  good:" 

Our  hearts  are  faften'd  to  this  world 

By  ftrong  and  endlefs  tiss  : 
And  every  forrow  cuts  a  ftriag. 

And  urges  us  to  rife  : 

'Twill  found  ftvere — Yet  reft  affur'd 
I'm  ftudious  of  your  peace ; 

Though  I  fliould  dare  to  give  you  joy- 
Yes,  joy  of  his  deceafe  : 

An  hour  fli all  dome  (you  queftion  this) 
An  hour,  when  you  ftiall  blefs, 

Beyond  the  brighteft  beams  of  life. 
Dark  days  of  your  diftrefs. 

Hear  then  without  furprife  a  truth, 

A  daughter-truth  to  this. 
Swift  turns  of  fortune  often  tie 

A  bleeding  heart  to  blifs : 

Efteem  you  this  a  paradox  ? 

My  facred  motto  read  ; 
A  glorious  truth  I  divinely  fung, 

By  one,  whofe  heart  had  bled.j 

To  Refignation  fwift  he  flew. 

In  her  a  friend  he  found, 
A  friend,  which  bleft  him  with  a  fmlic 

When  gafpinjg  with  his'  wound, 

On  earth  nought  precious  is  obtain'd 

But  what  is  painful  too ; 
By  travel,  and  to  travel  born, 

Our  Sabbaths  are  but  few  : 

To  real  joy  we  \vork  our  way, 
Encountering  many  a  ftiock, 

Ere  found  what  truly  charms  ;  as  found 
A  Venus  in  the  block. 

In  fome  difafter,  fome  fevere 

Appointment  fof  our  fins, 
That  mother  bleffing  (not  fo  call'd). 

True  happinefs,  begins. 

No  martyr  e'er  defy'd  the  flames, 

By  flings  of  life  unvext ; 
Fint  rofc  fome  quarrel  with  this  World, 

Then  paflion  for  the  next. 

You  fee,  then,  pangs  are  parent  pangs, 

The  pangs  of  happy  birth  ; 
Pangs,  by  which  only  can  be  born 

True  happinefs  on  earth. 

The  peopled  earth  look  all  arround. 
Or  through  time's  records  run  ; 
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And  fay,  whit  is  a  man  unftruck  ? 

It  is  a  man  undone. 
This  moment,  am  I  deeply  (lung — 

My  bold  pretence  is  try'd ; 
When  vain  man  boaGs,  Heaven  puts  to  proof 

The  vauntings  of  his  pride ; 

Now  need  I,  Madam !  your  fupport.— 

How  exquifite  the  fmart ; 
How  critically  tim'd  the  •  news 

Which  flrikes  me  to  the  heart ! 

The  pangs  of  which  I  fpoke,  I  feel : 

If  worth  like  thine,  is  born, 
®  long-be!ov'd  1   I  blefs  the  blow, 

And  triumph,  whilft  I  mourn. 

Kor  mourn  I  long ;  by  grief  fubdued 

By  reafon's  empire  fliown  ; 
Deep  anguiflj  comes  by  Heaven's  decree, 

Continues  by  our  own  ; 

And  when  continued  paft  its  point, 

Indulg'd  in  length  of  time. 
Grief  is  difgrace.-and,  what  was  fate, 

Corrupts  into  a  crime  : 

And  (hall  I,  criminally  mean, 

Myfelf  and  fubje(5l  wrong  ? 
Ho ;  my  example  fhall  fupport 

The  fubjedl  of  my  fong. 

Madam  '.  I  grant  your  lofs  is  great ; 

Nor  little  is  your  gain ; 
Let  that  be  weigh'd  ;  when  weigh'd  aright^ 

It  richly  pays  your  pain ; 

When  Heaven  woul^  kindly  fet  us  free. 

And  earth's  enchantment  end  ; 
It  takes  the  niofl  eifedual  means. 

And  robs  us  of  a  friend. 

But  fuch  a  friend  !  and  figh  no  more  ? 

'Tis  prudent ;  but  fevere : 
Heaven  aid  my  weaknefs,  and  I  drop, 

All  forrow — with  this  tear. 


Perhaps  your  fettled  grief  to  footh, 

I  Ihould  not  vainly  ftrive, 
But  with  foft  balm  your  pain  affuage, 

Had  he  been  flill  alive  ; 

Whofe  frequent  aid  brought  kind  relief. 

In  my  diftrefs  of  thought, 
Ting'd  with  his  beams  my  cloudy  page 

And  beautify 'd  a  fault : 

To  touch  our  paflions,  fecret  fprings 

Was  his  peculiar  care  ; 
And  deep  his  happy  genius  div'd 

In  bofoms  of  the  fair ; 

Nature,  which  favours  to  the  few, 

All  art  beyond,  imparts. 
To  him  prefented  at  his  birth. 

The  key  of  human  hearts. 
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But  not  to  me  by  him  bequ^ath'd 
His  gentle,  fniooth  addrefs; 

His  tender  hand  to  touch  the  wound 
In  throbbing  of  diftrefs ; 

Howe'er,  proceed  I  muft,  unblefs'd 

With  Efculapian  art : 
Know,  love  fometimes,  miftaken  lovc  ! 

■  Plays  difaffedlion's  part : 
Nor  lands,  nor  fea«,  nor  funs,  nor  ftars. 

Can  foul  from  foul  divide 
They  correfpond  from  diftant  worlds, 

Though  tranfports  are  deny'd  : 

Are  you  not,  then,  unkindly  kind  ? 

Is  not  your  love  fevere  ? 
O  !  flop  that  cryftal  fource  of  woe ; 

Nor  wound  him  with  a  tear. 

As  thofe  above  from  human  blifs 

Receive  increafc  of  joy  ; 
May  not  a  ftroke  from  human  woe, 

In  part,  their  peace  deftroy  ? 

He  lives  in  thofe  he  left ; — to  what  ? 

Your,  now,  paternal  care, 
Clear  from  its  cloud  your  brighten'd  eyCj 

Jit  will  difcern  him  there ; 

In  features,  not  of  form  alone, 
But  thofe,  I  truft,  of  mind  ; 

Aufpicious  to  the  public  weal. 
And  to  their  fate  refign'd. 

Think  on  the  tempefts  he  fuftain'd ; 

Revolve  his  battles  won ; 
And  let  thofe  prophecy  your  joy 

From  fuch  a  father's  fon  : 

Is  confolation  what  you  feek  ? 

Fan,  then,  his  martial  fire ; 
And  animate  to  flame  the  fparkS 

Bequeath'd  him  by  his  fire  : 

As  nothing  great  is  born  in  hafte, 
Wife  nature's  time  allow; 

His  father's  laurels  may  defcend. 
And  flourifti  en  his  brow. 

Nor,  Madam  !  be  furpris'd  to  hear 

That  laurels  may  be  due 
Not  more  to  heroes  of  the  field, 

(Proud  boafters  !)  than  to  you  ; 

Tender  as  is  the  female  frame, 
Like  that  brave  man  you  mourn, 

You  are  a  foldier,  and  to  fight 
Superior  battles  born ; 

Beneath  a  banner  nobler  far 

Than  ever  was  unfurl'd 
In  fields  of  blood;  a  banner  bright  1 

High  wav'd  o'er  all  the  world. 
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It,  like  a  flreaming  meteor,  calls 

An  univerfal  light  ;  • 
Sheds  day,  Iheds  more,  eternal  day 

On  nations  whelm'd  in  night. 

Beneath  that  banner,  what  exploit 
Can  mount  our  glory  higher, 
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Than  to  fuftain  the  dreadfvil  blow. 
When  thofe  we  love  expire  ? 

Go  forth  a  moral  Amazon; 

Arm'd  with  undaunted  thoug;ht ; 
The  battle  won,  though  cofttng  dear 

You'll  think  it  cheaply  bought : 

Thepaffive  hero,  who  fits  down 
.    Unadlive,  and  can  friiile 
Beneath  afBidlion's  galling  load, 
Out  aifts  a  Cjefar's  toil : 

The  billows  flatn'd  by  flaughter'd  foes 

Inferior  praife  afford; 
Reafon's  a  bloodlefs  conqueror, 

More  glorious  than  the  fword. 

'  Nor  can  the  thunders  of  huzzas 
From  fliouting  nations,  caufe 
Such  fweet  delight,  as  from  your  hear 
Soft  whifpers  of  applaufe  : 

The  dear  deccas'd  fo  fam'd  in  arms. 

With  what  deUght  he'll  View 
His  triumphs  oh  the  main  outdone. 

Thus  coiiquer'd,  twice,  by  you, 

Share  his  delight ;  take  heed  to  ftjun 

Of  bofoms  moft  difeas'd 
That  odd  diilemper,  an  abfurd 

Reludtance  to  be  pieas'd : 

Sofltie  fecm  in  love  v/\zh  forrow's  charms. 

And  that  foul  fiend  emhrace  : 
This  temper  let  me  juftly  brand, 

And  ftamp  it  with  difgracc  ; 

Sorrow '.  of  horrid  parentage  '. 

Thou  fecond-born  of  hell  I 
Againft  heaven's  endlefs  inercies  pour'd 

How  dar'ft  thou  to  rebel  ? 

From  black  and  noxious  vapours  bred 
And  nurs'd  by  want  of  thought. 

And  to  the  door  of  frenzy's  felf 
By  perfeverance  brought, 

Thy  moft  inglorious,  coward  tears 

From  brutal  eyes  have  ran  ; 
Smiles,  incommunicable  fmiles  1 

Are  radiant  marks  of  man  ; 

They  caft  a  fudden  glory  round 

Th'  illumin'd  human  face  ; 
And  light  in  fons  t  f  honeft  joy 

Some  beams  of  Mofes'  face  : 

Is  Refignatioii's  leflon  hard  ? 

Examine,  we  fhall  find 
That  duty  gives  up  little  more 

Than  anguifli  of  the  mind; 

Refign  ;  and  all  the  load  of  life 

That  moment  you  leniove, 
Its  heavy  tax,  ten  thoufand  cares 

Devolve  on  one  above ; 

Who  bids  us  lay  cur  burden  down 

On  his  Almighty  hand, 
jSoftcns  our  duty  to  relief, 

To  blefling  a  command. 
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For  joy  what  caufe  ?  how  every  fenfe 

Is  courted  from  above 
The  year  around,  with  prefents  richj 

The  growth  of  endlefs  love  ? 

But  moft  o'erlook  the  bleflings  pour'j. 

Forget  rhe  wonders  done. 
And  terminate,  wrapp'd  up  in  fenfc. 

Their  profped  at  the  fun  ; 

From  that,  their  final  point  of  view, 
From  that  their  radiant  ^oal. 

On  travel  infinite  of  thought. 
Sets  out  the  nobler  foul, 

Broke  loofe  from  time's  tenacious  ties, 
And  earth's  involving  gloom. 

To  range  at  laft  its  vaft  domain, 
And  talk  with  worlds  to  come  : 

They  let  nnmark'd,  and  uUeinploy'd , 

Life's  idle  moments  run  ; 
And,  doing  nothing  for  themfelves, 

Imagine  nothing  done; 

Fatal  miftake  !  ttrdr  fate  goes  on, 
Their  dread  account  jirbceeds. 

And  their  not-doing  is  fet  down 
Amongft  their  darkeH  deeds  ; 

Though  man  fits  flill,  and  takes  his  cafe; 

God  is  at  work  on  man  ; 
No  means,  no  moment  unemploy'd. 

To  blefs  him,  if  he  can. 

But  man  contents  not,  boldly  beftt; 

To  fafhion  his  own  fate  ; 
Man,  a  mere  bungler  in  the  trade, 

Repents  his  crime  too  late  ; 

Hence  loud  laments  :  let  me  thy  caufe^ 

Indulgent  Father  I  plead; 
Of  all  the  wretches  we  deplore. 

Not  one  by  thee  was  made. 

What  is  thy  whole  creation  fair  ? 

Of  love  divine  the  child  ; 
Love  brought  it  forth  ;  and  from  itsbirthi 

Has  o'er  it  fondly  fmil'd  : 

Now,  and  through  periods  diftant  far, 

Long  ere  the  wurld  began. 
Heaven  is,  and  has  in  travel  been. 

Its  birth  the  good  of  man; 

Man  holds  in  conftant  fervlce  bound 
The  bluftering  winds  and  feas; 

Nor  funs  difdain  to  travel  hard 
Their  mailer,  man,  to  pleafc  :' 

To  final  good  the  worft  events 
Through  fccret  channels  run  ; 

Finifli  for  nnn  their  deftiu'd  courfe 
As  'twas  for  man  begun. 

One  point  (obfcrv'd,  perhaps,  by  few) 
Has  often  finote,  and  fmite* 

My  mind,  as  deinon(trati(in  Itrong; 
Thar  heaven  in  man  delights : 

What's  known  to  man  of  things  unfcen^ 
Of  future  worlds,  or  fates  J 


So  much,  nor  niore,  thitn  what  to  man's 
Sublime  affairs  relates; 

Wear's  Revelation  then  ?  a  lift, 

An  inventory  juft 
t)f  that  poor  infedl's  goods,  fo  late 

Call'd  out  of  night  and  duft. 

What  various  motives  to  rejoicfe  I 

To  render  joy  fincere, 
tias  thi«  no  weight?   our  joy  is  felt 

Beyond  this  narrow  fphere  : 

Would  we  in  heaven  new  heaven  create, 

And  double  its  delight  ? 
A  fmiling  world,  when  heaven  looks  down, 

How  plealing  in  its  fight! 

Angels  {toop  forward  from  their  thrones 

To  hear  its  joyful  lays ; 
As  incenfe  fweet  enjoy,  and  join, 

Its  aromatic  praife  : 

Have  we  no  caufe  to  fear  the  ftroke 

Of  heaven's  avenging  rod  ? 
When  we  prefume  to  counteract 

A  fympathetic  God  ? 

If  we  refign,  our  patience  makes 

His  rod  an  arnilefs  wand  ; 
If  not,  if  darts  a  ferpent's  fting. 

Like  that  ih  Mofes'  hand  ; 

Like  that,  it  fwallows  up  whate'er 

Earth's  vain  magicians  bring, 
Whofe  baffled  arts  would  boaft  below 

Of  jays  a  rival  fpring. 

Confimimate  love  !  the  lift  how  large 

Of  blefTings  from  thy  hand  '. 
To  banifti  forrow,  and  be  bieftj 

Is  thy  fupreme  command. 

Arc  fuch  commands  but  ill  obey'd  ? 

Of  blifs,  fhall  we  complain  ? 
The  man,  who  dares  to  be  a  wretch, 

Defcrves  flill  greater  pain, 

Joy  is  our  duty,  glnry,  health  ; 

The  I'unfhine  of  the  foul  ; 
Our  be!>  encomium  on  the  power 

Who  fweetly  plans  the  whole  : 

Joy  is  our  Eden  ftill  poffefs'd  ; 

Be  gone,  ignoble  grief! 
'Tis  joy  makes  gods,  and  men  exalts, 

Their  nature,  our  relief ; 

Relief,  for  man  to  that  muft  ftoop, 

And  his  due  diftance  know  ; 
Tranfport's  the  language  of  the  &ie$, 

Content  the  ftyle  below. 

Content  is  joy,  and  joy  in  pain 

Is  joy  and  virtue  too ; 
Tbu',  whilft  good  prefent  we  pofTefs 

More  precious  we  purfue  : 

Of  joy  the  more  we  have  in  hand, 

1'he  more  have  we  to  come  ; 
Joy,  hke  our  money,  intereft  bear*, 

Which  dally  fvveiis  ths  fum. 

Vol,  X. 
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"  But  how  to  fmile ;   to  ftem  thi  tlie 
"  Of  nature  in  our  veins  ; 

"  Is  it  not  hard  to  weep  in  joy  ? 
"   What  then  to  fmile  in  pains  ?" 
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VI(9:orious  joy  !  which  brealts  the  clouds, 
And  ftruggles_tlirci»gh  a  ftorm  ; 

Proclaims  the  mind  as  great,  as  goodj 
And  bids  it  doubly  charm  : 

If  doubly  charming  in  our  fex, 

A  fex,  by  nature,  bold  ; 
What  then  in  ydiirs  ?  'tis  diamond  there, 

Triumphant  o'er  our  gold. 

And  ftiould  not  this  complaint  reprefs  i 

And  check  the  rifing  figh  ? 
Ytt  farther  opiate  to  your  pain 

I  labour  to  fupply. 

Since  fpirits  greatly  damp'd  diftort 

Ideas  of  delight, 
Look  through  the  medium  of  a  friend, 

To  fet  yoar  notions  right : 

As  tears  the  fight,  grief  dims  the  foui ; 

Its  obje6l  dark  appears; 
True  friendfhip,  like  a  rifing  fun,' 

The  foul's  horizon  clears. 

A  friend's  an  optic  to  the  mind 

With  forrow  clouded  o'er  ; 
And  gives  it  ftrength  of  fight  to  fee 

Redrefs  unfeen  before. 

Rcafon  is  fomewhat  rough  in  man  ; 

Extremely  fmooth  and  fair. 
When  {he,  to  grace  her  manly  ftrength, 

AiTumcs  a  female  air  : 

A  *  friend  you  have,  and  I  the  fame, 

Whofe  prudent,  foft  addrefs 
Will  bring  to  life  thofe  healing  thoughts 

Which  dy'd  in  your  didreis ; 

That  friend,  the  fpirit  of  my  theme 

Extraifliug  for  your  eafc. 
Will  leave  to  me  the  dreg,  in  thoughts 

Too  common  ;  fuch  as  thefe  ; 

Let  thofe  lament,  to  whom  full  boi^ls 

Of  fpaxkling  joys  are  given  ; 
That  triple  bane  inebriates  life, 

Imbiitcrs  death,  and  hazards  heaven; 

Woe  to  the  foul  at  perfect  eafe  1 

'Tis  brewing  perfsdt  pains; 
LuU'd  reafon  flecps,  the  pulfe  is  king; 

Defpotic  body  reigns  : 

Have  you  f  ne'er  pity'd  joys  gay  fcenes, 
And  deem'd  their  glory  dark? 

Alas!   poor  envy  !  fhe's  ftonc-blind. 
And  quite  miftakei  her  mark  : 

Her  mark  lies  hid  in  forrow 's  fhadeJ, 
But  forrow  well  fubdued  : 


*  Mrs.  Montaaui. 
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And  in  proud  fortune's  frown  defy'd 
By  meek,  unborrow'd  good. 

By  Refignation ;  all  in  that 

A  double  friend  may  find, 
A  wing  to  heaven,  and,  while  on  earth, 

The  pillow  of  mankind  : 

On  pillows  void  of  down,  for  reft 

Our  reftlefs  hopes  we  place  , 
When  hopes  of  heaven  lie  warm  at  heart, 

Our  hearts  repofe  in  peace  : 

The  peace,  which  Refignation  yields, 

Who  feel  alone  can  guefs ; 
*Tis  difoeliev'd  by  murmuring  minds, 

They  mud  conclude  it  lef»  : 

The  lofs,  or  gain,  of  that  alone 

Have  we  to  hope,  or  fear ; 
That  fate  controls,  and  can  invert 

The  feafons  of  the  year : 

O  1  the  dark  days,  the  year  around, 

Of  an  impatient  mind  ? 
Through  clouds,  and  ftorms,  a  fummer  breaks. 

To  fliine  on  the  refign'd  : 

"While  man  by  that  of  every  grace. 

And  virtue,  is  poflefs'd  ; 
Foul  vice  her  pandaemonium  builds 

In  the  rebellious  breaft; 

"By  Refignation  we  defeat 

The  worft  that  can  annoy  ; 
And  fuflfer,  with  far  more  repofe. 

Than  worldlings  can  enjoy. 

From  fmall  erpirience  this  I  fpeak ; 

O  1  giant  to  thofe  I  love 
Experience  fuller  far,  ye  Powers 

Who  form  our  fates  above  1 

Aly  love  where  due,  if  not  to  thofe 

Who,  leaving  grandeur,  came 
To  Ihine  on  age  in  mean  recefs, 

And  light  me  to  my  theme  ! 

A  theme  themfelves  1   A  theme,  how  rare  ! 

The  charms  which  they  difplay. 
To  triumph  over  captive  heads. 

Are  fet  in  bright  array  : 

With  his  own  arms  proud  man's  o'ercome, 

His  boafted  laurels  die  ; 
Learning  ind  genius,  wifer  grown, 

To  female  bofoms  fly. 

This  revolution,  fix'd  by  fate, 

In  fable  was  foretold  ; 
The  dark  prediiSion  puzzled  wits, 
)     Nor  couid  the  learn'd  unfold  : 

Eut  "as  thofe  *  ladies  works  1  read, 

They  darted  fuch  a  ray. 
The  latent  fenfe  burft  out  at  once, 

And  fhonc  in  open  day  : 

So  burft,  full  ripe,  diftended  fruits, 
When  ftrongly  flrikes  the  fun  ; 

*  Mn,  Montague,  Mr*.  Carter. 
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And  from  the  purple  grape  unprefs'd 
Spontaneous  ne<ftars  run. 

Pallas  ('tis  faid),  when  Jove  grew  dull, 

Forfook  his  drowfy  brain  ; 
And  fprightly  leap'd  into  the  throne 

Of  wifdom's  brighter  reign  ; 

Her  helmet  took  ;  that  is,  Ihot  rays 

Of  formidable  wit ; 
And  lauiice — or  genius  mofl  acute. 

Which  lines  immortal  writ ; 

And  gorgon  ftiield — or  power  to  fright 
Man's  folly,  dreadful  (hone, 

And  mihy  a  blockhead  (eafy  change  '.) 
Turn'd  inftantly  to  ftone. 

Our  authors  male,  as  then  did  Jove, 
Now  fcratch  a  damag'd  head, 

And  call  for  what  once  quarter'd  there. 
But  find  the  goddefs  fled. 

The  fruit  of  knowledge,  golden  fruit ! 

That  once  forbidden  tree, 
Hedg'd-in  by  furly  man,  is  now 

To  Britain's  daughters  free  : 

In  Eve  (we  know)  of  fruit  fo  fair 

The  noble  thirft  began  ; 
And  they,  like  her,  have  caus'd  a  falf, 

A  fall  of  fame  in  man  : 

And  fincc  of  genius  in  our  fex, 

0  Addifon  !  with  thee 
The  fun  is  fct ;  how  I  rejoice 

This  fifter  lamp  to  fee  I 

It  fheds,  like  Cynthia,  filver  beams 

On  man's  no(5lurnal  (late  ; 
His  kffcn'd  lig'ht,  and  languid  powers, 

1  (how,  whilll  I  relate. 

PART  II. 

But  what  in  eitlicr  fex,  beyond 
All  parts,  our  glory  crowns  ! 

"  In  ruffling  feafons  to  be  calm, 

"  And  fmile,  when  fortune  frowns." 

Heaven's  choice  is  fafer  than  our  own  ; 

Of  ages  paft  inquire, 
What  the  moft  formidable  fate  ? 

"  To  have  our  own  defire." 

If,  in  your  wrath,  the  worft  of  foes 

You  wifli  extremely  ill, 
Expofe  him  to  the  thunder's  ftroke, 

Or  that  of  his  own  will. 

What  numbers,  rulhing  down  the  fteep 

Of  inclination  (Irong, 
Have  perifh'd  in  their  ardent  wifh  I 

Wifli  ardent,  ever  wrong  ! 

'Tis  Rcfignation's  full  reverfe, 

Moll  wrong,  as  it  implies 
Error  moil  fatal  in  our  choice, 

Detachment  from  the  fkies. 

By  dcCng  with  the  fkies,  wc  make 
Omnipotence  our  own  ; 
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That  done,  how  formidable  ill's 
Whole  army  is  o'erthrovvii  ? 

No  longer  impotent  and  frail, 

Ourfelves  above  wc  rife  ; 
We  fcarce  believe  ourfelves  below ! 

We  trcfpafs  on  the  flcies  ! 

The  Lord,  the  foul,  and  fource  of  all^ 

Whilft  man  enjoys  his  eafe, 
Is  executing  human  will, 

In  earth,  and  air,  and  fcas ; 

Beyond  us,  wh^it  can  angels  boaft  ? 

Archangels  what  require  ? 
Whate'er  below,  above,  is  done. 

Is  done  as we  defire. 

What  glory  this  for  man  fo  meanj 

Whofe  life  is  but  a  fpan  ? 
This  is  meridian  majefty  ! 

This  the  fublime  of  man  I 

Beyond  the  boaft  of  Pagan  fong 

My  facred  fubjecfl  fhines  ! 
And  for  a  foil  the  luftre  takes 

Of  Rome's  exalted  lines. 

"  All  that  the  fun  furvcys  fubdued, 

"  But  Cato's  mighty  mind." 
How  grand  !   moft  true  ;  yet  far  beneath 

The  foul  of  the  refign'd  : 

To  more  than  kingdoms,  more  than  worlds, 

To  paflion  that  gives  law ; 
Its  matchlcfs  empire  could  have  kept 

Great  Cato's  pride  in  awe  ; 

That  fatal  pride,  whofe  cruel  point 

Transfix'd  his  noble  breaft  ; 
Far  nobler  !  ^if  his  fate  fuftain'd 

Had  left  to  heaven  the  reft  ; 

Then  he  the  palm  had  borne  away. 

At  diftance  Cafar  thrown  ; 
Put  him  oiF  cheaply  with  the  world, 

And  made  the  fkies  his  own. 

What  cannot  Refignation  do  ? 

It  wonders  can  perform ; 
That  powerful  charm,  "  Thy  will  be  done," 

Can  lay  the  loudeft  ftorm. 

Come,  Refignation  1  then  from  fields. 
Where  mounted  on  the  wing, 


Where  : 
,  wing  ot  ilame,  blels  ma) 
Afccnded  to  their  King  : 


vnere  mounica  on  tae  win 
A  wing  of  ilame,  blefs  martyr' 
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Who  is  it  calls  thee  ?  one  whofe  need 
Tranfcends  the  common  fize  ; 

Who  ftands  in  front  againft  a  foe 
To  which  none  equal  rife  : 

In  front  he  ftands,  the  briiak  he  treads 

Of  an  eternal  ftate  ; 
How  dreadful  his  appointed  poft  ! 

How  ftrongly  arni'd  by  fate  : 

His  threatening  foe  1  what  fliadows  deep 
O'erwhelm  hij  gloomy  brow  1 


His  dart  tremendous  1 at  fourfcorc 

My  fole  afylum  thou  1 
Hafte  then,  O  Refignation  !  hafte, 

' Tis  thine  to  reconcile 
My  foe  and  me  ;  at  thy  approach, 

My  foe  begins  to  fmile  : 

O  !  for  that  fumniit  of  my  wilh, 

Whilft  here  I  draw  my  breath, 
That  promife  of  eternal  life, 

A  glorious  fmile  in  death  : 

What  fight,  heaven's  azure  arch  beneath, 

Haft  moft  of  heaven  to  boaft  ? 
The  man  refign'd  ;  at  once  ferene, 

And  giving  up  the  ghoft. 

At  death's  arrival  they  ftiall  fmile, 
Who  not  in  life  o'er  gay,  , 

Serious  and  frequent  thought  fend  out 
To  meet  him  on  his  way  : 

My  gay  coevals  I  (fuch  there  arc) 

if  happinef*  is  dear  ; 
Approaching  death's  alarming  day 

Difcreetly  let  us  fear  : 

The  fear  of  death  is  truly  wife. 

Till  wifdom  can  rife  higher ; 
And,  arm'd  with  pious  fortitude. 

Death  dreaded  once,  defire  : 

Grand  climadlcric  vanities 

The  vaineft  will  defpife ; 
Shock'd  when  beneath  the  fnow  of  agCj 

Man  immaturely  dies  : 

But  am  not  I  myfelf  theman  ? 

No  need  abroad  to  roam 
In  queft  of  faults  to  be  chaftis'd ; 

What  caufe  to  bluih  at  home  ? 

In  life's  decline,  when  men  relapfc 

Into  the  fports  of  youth, 
The  fecond  child  out-fools  the  firft, 

And  tempts  the  lafti  of  truth  ; 

Shall  a  mere  truant  from  the  grave 

With  rival  boys  engage  ? 
His  trembling  voice  attempt  to  fing, 

And  ape  the  poet's  rage  ? 

Here,  Madam  '.  let  me  vifit  one, 

My  fault  who  partly  ftiares, 
And  tell  myfelf,  by  telling  him, 

What  more  becomes  our  years; 

And  if  your  breaft  with  prudent  zeal 

For  Refignation  glows. 
You  will  not  difapprove  a  juft 

Refentment  at  its  foes. 

In  youth,  Voltaire  !  our  foibles  plead 

For  fome  indulgence  due ; 
When  heads  are  white,  their  thoughts  and  aims 

Should  change  their  colour  too  : 

How  are  you  cheated  by  your  wit '. 

Old  age  is  bound  to  pay, 
By  nature's  law,  a  mind  difcreet, 

for  joys  it  takes  away  ; 
Kij 
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A  mighty  change  Is  wrought  by  years, 

Reverfing  human  lot ; 
In  age  'tis  honour  to  lie  hid, 

'Tis  praife  to  be  forgot ; 

The  wife,  as  flowers,  which  fpread  at  noon, 

v\nd  all  their  charms  espofe, 
V^hen  evening  damps,  and  fhadcs  defcend. 

Their  evolutions  clofe. 

What  though  your  mufe  has  nobly  foar'd^ 

Is  that  our  true  fublime  ? 
Ours,  hoary  friend  1  is  to  prefer 

Eternity  to  time  : 

"Why  clofe  a  life  fo  juftly  fam'd 
With  fuch  bold  trafh  as  *  this  ? 

This  for  renown  ?  yes  fuch  as  makes 
Obfcurity  a  blifs: 

Your  trafh  with  mide  at  open  war 

Is  f  obftinately  bent. 
Like  wits  below,  to  fow  your  tares 

Of  gloom  and  difcontent : 

With  fo  much  fcinfhine  at  command, 
Why  light  with  darknefs  mix  ? 

Why  dafii  with  pain  our  pleafure?  wh^ 
Your  Helicon  with  Styx  ? 

Your  works  in  our  divided  minds 

Repugnant  pafiioris  raife, 
Confound  us  with  a  double  ftroke. 

We  (hudder  whilft  we  praife ; 

A  curious  web,  as  finely  wrought 

As  genius  can  infpire. 
From  a  black  bag  of  poifon  fpun, 

With  horror  we  admire. 

Mean  as  it  is,  if  this  is  read 

With  a  difdaiuful  air, 
I  can't  forgive  fo  great  a  foe 

'I"o  my  dear  friend  Voltaire : 

Early  I  knew  him,  early  prais'd, 

And  long  to  praife  him  late ; 
His  genius  greatly  1  admire, 

Nor  would  deplore  his  fate  ; 

A  fate  how  much  to  be  deplor'd '. 

At  which  our  nature  ftarts; 
Forbear  to  fall  on  your  own  fword. 

To  perifh  by  your  parts; 

•'  But  grant  your  name" — to  feed  on  air| 

Were  then  immortals  born  ? 
Nothing  is  great,  of  which  more  great, 

More  glorious  is  the  fcorn. 

Can  fame  your  carcafe  from  the  worn* 
Which  gnaws  us  in  the  grave, 

Or  foul  from  that  which  never  die», 
Applauding  Europe  fave  ? 

But  fame  you  lofe;  good  fenfe  alone 

Yotir  idol,  praife  can  claim  ; 
When  wild  wit  murders  happincfs, 

It  puts  to  death  our  fame  ! 
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Nor  boaft  your  genins,  talents  bright,' 

Ev'n  dunces  will  defpife, 
If  in  your  weftern  beams  is  mifs'd 

A  genius  for  the  fkies  ; 

Your  tafte  too  fails ;  what  moft  excel? 

True  tafte  muft  relifh  mod  ! 
And  what,  to  rival  palms  above. 

Can  proudeft  laurels  boaft  ? 

Sound  heads  falvation's  *  helmet  feckj 

Refplendent  are  its  rays, 
Let  that  fuffice  ;  it  needs  no  plume 

Of  fublunary  praife. 

May  this  enable  couch'd  Voltaire 

To  fee  that — f  "  All  is  right," 
His  eye,  by  flalh  of  wit  flruck  blind, 

Reftoring  to  its  fight ; 

If  fo,  all's  well  :  who  much  have  err'd,- 
That  much  have  been  forgiven  ; 

I  fpeak  with  joy,  with  joy  he'll  hear, 
"  Voltaires  are  now  in  heaven." 

Nay,  fach  philanthrophy  divine, 

So  boundlefs  in  degree. 
Its  marvellous  of  love  extends 

(Stoop  moft  profound !)  to  me  : 

Let  others  cruel  ftars  arraign, 

Or  dwell  on  their  diflrefs; 
But  let  my  page,  for  mercies  poiir'd, 

A  grateful  heart  exprefs  : 

Walking,  the  prefent  God  was  fcen, 

Of  old,  in  Eden  fair ; 
The  God  as  prefent,  by  plain  fleps 

Of  providential  care, 

I  behold  palling  through  my  life ; 

His  awful  voice  I  hear  ; 
And,  confcious  of  my  nakednefs, 

Would  hide  myfelf  for  fear  : 

But  where  the  trees,  or  where  the  dotids; 

Can  cover  from  his  fight  ? 
Naked  the  centre  to  that  eye, 

To  which  the  fun  is  night. 

As  yonder  glittering  lamps  on  high 

Through  night  illuniin'd  roll; 
May  thoughts  of  him,  by  whom  they  (hine. 

Chafe  darknefs  from  my  foul. 

My  foul  which  reads  his  hand  as  clear 

111  my  minute  affairs. 
As  in  his  ample  manufcrlpt 

Of  fun,  and  moon,  and  ftars ; 

And  knows  him  not  more  bent  aright 

To  wield  that  vaft  machine. 
Than  to  correcSt  one  erring  thought 

In  my  fmall  world  within ; 

A  world  that  fhull  furvive  the  fall 
Of  all  his  wonders  here  ; 


*  Ephtf.  vi.  17. 
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Survive,  vi^hen  funs  ten  thoufand  drop, 
And  leave  a  darken'd  fphere. 

Yon  matter  grofs,  how  bright  it  fliines ! 

For  time  how  great  his  care  ! 
Sure  fpirit  and  eternity 

Far  richer  glories  fhare  ; 

Let  thofe  our  hearts  imprefs,  on  thofc 

Our  contemplacioB  dwell ; 
On  thofe  ray  thoughts  how  juftly  thrown, 

By  what  1  now  iliall  tell : 

When  backward  with  attentive  mind 

Life's  labyrinth  I  trace, 
I  find  him  far  myfclf  beyond 

Propitious  to  my  peace  : 

Through  all  the  crooked  paths  I  trod 

My  folly  he  purfued  ; 
My  heart  aftray  to  quick  return 

Importunately  woo'd. 

Due  refignation  home  to  prefs 

On  my  capricious  will, 
How  many  refcues  did  I  meet. 

Beneath  the  maflc  of  ill ! 

How  many  foes  in  ambufh  laid 

Beneath  my  foul's  defire  1 
The  dcepeft  penitents  are  made 

By  what  we  moft  admire. 

Have  I  not  fometimes  (real  good 

So  little  niertals  know  !) 
Mounting  the  fummit  of  my  wifli, 

Profoundly  plung'din  woe? 

I  rarely  plann'd,  but  caufe  I  found 

My  plan's  defeat  to  blefs  : 
Oft  I  lamented  an  event, 

It  turn'd  to  my  fuccefs. 

By  Iharpen'd  appetite  to  give 

To  good  intenfe  delight, 
Through  dark  and  deep  perplexities 

He  led  me  to  the  right. 

And  is  not  this  the  gloomy  path. 
Which  you  are  treading  now  .' 

The  path  moft  gloomy  leads  to  light, 
When  our  proud  paflions  bow  : 

When  labouring  under  fancy'd  ill, 

Myfpirits  to  fuftain. 
He  kindly  cur'd  v/ith  fovereign  draughts 

Of  unimagin'd  pain. 

Pain'd  fenfe  from  fancy'd  tyranny 

Alone  can  fet  us  free ; 
A  thoufand  miferies  we  feel. 

Till  funk  in  mifcry. 

Cloy'd  with  a  glut  of  all  we  wifli. 

Our  wifli  we  relifli  lefs; 
Succefs,  a  fort  of  fuicide, 

Is  ruin'd  by  fuccefs  : 

Sometimes  he  led  me  near  to  death. 

And,  pointing  to  the  grave, 
Bid  terror  whifper  kind  advice  ; 

,     And  taught  the  tomb  to  i^ve : 


To  raife  my  thoughts  beyond  where  worlds 

Asfpangles  o'er  us  (hiiie, 
One  day  he  gave,  and  bid  the  next 

My  foul's  delight  refign. 

We  to  ourfelves,  but  through  the  means 

Of  mirror",  are  unknown  ; 
In  this  my  fate  can  you  defer/ 

No  features  of  your  ov^n  I 

And  if  you  can,  let  that  excufe 

Thefe  felf  recording  lines ; 
A  record,  modefty  forbids, 

Or  to  fmall  bound  confines  : 

In  grief  why  deep  ingulf 'd  ?  You  fee 

You  fuffer  nothing  rare ; 
Uncommon  grief  for  .common  fate  ! 

That  wifdom  cannot  bear. 

When  ftreams  flow  backward  to  their  fource, 

And  humbled  flames  delcend, 
And  mountains  wing'd  fhall  fly  aloft. 
Then  human  forrows  end. 

But  human  prudence  too  muft  ceafe. 

When  forrows  domineer. 
When  fortitude  has  loft  its  fire. 

And  freezes  into  fear  : 

The  pang  moft  poignant  of  my  life 

Now  heightens  my  delight ; 
[  fee  a  fair  creation  rife 

From  chaos,  and  old  night. 

From  what  feem'd  horror,  and  defpair, 

The  richeft  harveft  rofe ; 
And  gave  me  in  the  nod  divine 

An  abfolute  repofe. 

Of  all  the  plunders  of  mankind. 

More  grofs,  or  frequent,  none. 
Than  in  their  grief  and  joy  mifplac'd, 

Eternally  are  Ihown. 

But  whither  points  all  this  parade  ? 

It  fays,  that  near  you  lies 
A  book,  perhaps,  yet  unperus'd, 

Which  you  Ihould  greatly  prize : 

Of  felf-perufal,  fcience  rare  ! 

Few  know  the  mighty  gain; 
Learn'd  prelates,  felf-unread,  may  read 

Their  Bibles  o'er  in  vain  : 
Self-knowledge,  which  from  heaven  itfc.li 

(So  fages  tell  us)  came. 
What  is  it  but  (i  daughter  fair 

Of  my  maternal  theme  ? 

Unletter'd,  aiid  untravell'd  men 

An  oracle  might  find, 
Would  they  confult  their  own  cjntents. 

The  Delphos  of  the  mind. 

Enter  your  bofom ;  there  you'll  meet 

A  revelation  new, 
A  revelation  perfonal ; 

Which  none  can  read  but  you. 

There  will  you  clearly  read  reveal'd 
Iq  your  enlighten'd  thought, 
K  iij 


JS9 


THE   WORKS   OF   YOUNG. 


By  mercies  manifold,  through  life, 
To  frefli  remembrance  brought, 

A  mighty  Being  '.  and  in  him 

'  A  complicated  friend, 
A  father,  brother,  fpoufe;  no  dread 
Of  death,  divorce,  or  end  : 

Who  fuch  a  matchlefs  friend  embrace, 
And  lodge  him  in  their  heart. 

Full  well,  from  agonies  exempt, 
With  other  friends  may  part : 

As  when  o'erloaded  branches  bear 
I-arge  clufters  big  with  wine. 

We  fcarce  rtgret  one  falling  leaf 
From  the  luxuriant  vine. 

My  fhort  advice  to  you  may  found 

Obfcure  or  fomewhat  odd, 
Though  'tis  the  bell  that  man  can  give, — 

"  Ev'n  be  content  with  God." 

Through  love  he  gave  you  the  deceas'd, 
Through  greater  took  him  hence ; 

This  reafon  fully  could  evince, 
Though  murmur'd  at  by  fenfe. 

This  friend,  far  pafl  the  kindeft  kind. 

Is  pad  the  greatefl  great ; 
His  greatnefs  let  me  touch  in  points 

Not  foreign  to  your  ftate. 

His  eye,  this  inftant,  reads  your  heart; 

A  truth  lefs  obvious  hear ; 
This  inftant  its  mofl  fecret  thoughts 

Are  founding  in  his  ear : 

Difpute  you  this  ?  O  !  fland  in  awe. 
And  ceafe  your  forrow ;  know, 

That  tears  now  trickling  down,  he  faw 
Ten  thoufand  years  ago. 

And  twice  ten  thoufand  hence,  if  you 

Your  temper  reconcile 
To  reafon's  bound,  will  he  behold 

Your  prudence  with  a  fmile. 

A  fmile,  which  through  eternity 

DifTufes  fo  bright  rays. 
The  dimmeft  deities  e'en  guilt. 

If  guilt  at  lait  obeys. 

Your  guilt  (for  guilt  it  is  to  mourn. 
When  fuch  a  fovereign  reigns) 

Your  guilt  diminifli ;  peace  purfue ; 
How  glorious  peace  in  pains  ! 

Here,  then,  your  forrows  ceafe;  if  not, 

Think  how  unhappy  they. 
Who  guilt  incrcafc  by  flreaming  tears. 

Which  guilt  fhould  wafh  away ; 

Of  tears  that  gufh  profufe  reftrain  ; 

Whence  burfl  thofe  difmal  fighs  ? 
They  from  the  throbbing  breafl  of  one 

(Strange  truth  .)  moft  happy  rife. 

Not  angels  (hear  it,  and  exult !) 

£njny  a  larger  fhare 
Than  is  irdulg'd  to  you,  and  yours. 

Of  God's  impartial  care. 


Anxious  for  each,  as  if  on  each 
His  care  for  all  was  thrown  ; 

For  all  his  care  as  abfolute. 
As  all  had  been  but  one. 

And  is  he  then  fo  near  1  fo  kind  ! — 

How  little  then  and  great. 
That  riddle,  man!   Q  '.  let  me  gaze 

At  wonders  in  his  fate. 

His  fate,  who  yefterday  ^id  crawl 
A  worm  from  darknefs  deep. 

And  fhall,  with  brother  worms,  beneath 
A  turf,  to-morrow  fleep. 

How  mean  ! — And  yet,  if  well  obcy'd 

His  mighty  Mafter's  call, 
The  whole  creation  for  mean  man 

Is  deem'd  a  boon  too  fniail : 

Too  fmall  the  whole  creation  deem'd 

For  emmets  in  the  dufl ! 
Account  amazing !   yet  mofl  true  ; 
My  fong  is  bold,  yet  jufl. 

Man  born  for  infinite,  in  whom 

Nor  period  can  defiroy 
The  power,  in  exquifite  extremes. 

To  fuSer,  or  enjoy. 

Give  him  earth's  empire  (if  no  more) 

He's  beggar'd  and  undone  ! 
Imprifon'd  in  unbounded  fpace  ! 

Benighted  by  the  fun  1 

For  v.hat  the  fun's  meridiaablaze 

To  the  moft  feeble  ray 
Which  glimmers  from  the  diftant  dawn 

Of  uncreated  day  ? 

'Tis  not  the  poet's  rapture  feign'd 
Swells  here  the  vain  to  pleafe; 

The  mind  moft  fober  kindles  mofl 
At  truths  fublime  as  thefe  ; 

They  warm  e'en  me. — I  dare  not  fay. 

Divine  ambition  ftrove 
Not  to  blefs  only,  but  confound. 

Nay,  fright  us  with  its  love. 

And  yet  fo  frightful  what,  or  kind, 

As  that  the  rending  rock, 
The  darken'd  fun.  and  rifmg  dead. 

So  formidable  fpoke  ? 

And  are  we  darker  than  that  fun  ? 

Than  rocks  more  hard  and  blind  ? 
We  are  ; — if  not  to  fuch  a  God 

In  agonies  refign'd. 

Yes,  e'en  in  agonies  forbear 

To  doubt  Almighty  love; 
Whate'er  endears  eternity, 

Is  mercy  from  above ; 

What  mofl  embitters  time,  that  mofl 

Eternity  endears, 
And  thus,  by  plunging  in  diftrefc, 

Exalts  us  to  the  fphtres. 

Joy's  fountain  head  !  where  blifs  o'er  bllf 
O'er  wonders  wonders  rife, 


RESIGNATION. 


I-5I 


And  an  Omnipotence  prepares 
Its  banquet  for  the  wife. 

Ambrofial  banquet !  rich  in  wines 

Nc(5lareous  to  the  foul ! 
What  tranfports  fparkle  from  the  ftream, 

As  angels  fill  the  bowl ! 

Fountain  profufe  of  every  blifs  ! 

Good-will  immenfe  prevails ; 
Man's  line  can't  fathom  its  profound  ; 

An  angel's  plummet  fails. 

Thy  love  and  might,  by  what  they  know, 

Who  judge,  nor  dream  of  more; 
They  afk  a  drop,  how  deep  the  fea  ! 

One  fand,  how  wide  the  fhore  ? 

Of  thy  exuberant  good-will, 

Offended  Deity  ! 
The  thoufandth  part  who  comprehends, 

A  deity  is  he. 

How  yonder  ample  azure  field 

With  radiant  worlds  is  fown  ! 
How  tubes  aftonilh  us  with  thofc 

More  deep  in  ether  thrown  1 

And  thofe  beyond  of  brighter  worlds 

Why  not  a  million  more  ? — 
In  lieu  of  anfwer,  let  us  all 

Fall  proflrate,  and  adore. 

Since  thou  art  infinite  in  power, 

Nor  thy  indulgence  lefs  ; 
Since  man,  quite  impotent  and  blind. 

Oft  drops  into  diflrefs  ; 

Say,  what  is  Refignation  >  'Tis 

Man's  weaknefs  underftood  ; 
And  wifdom  grafping,  with  an  hand 

Far  flronger,  every  good. 

Let  ralh  repiners  ftand  appall'd, 

In  thee  who  dare  not  truft  ; 
Whofe  abjedl  fouls,  like  demons  dark, 

Are  murmuring  in  the  duft ; 

For  man  to  murmur,  or  repine 

At  what  by  thee  is  done, 
No  lefs  abfurd,  than  to  complain 

Of  darknefs  in  the  fun. 

Who  would  not,  with  an  heart  at  eafe, 

Bright  eye,  unclouded  brow, 
Wifdom  and  goodnefs  at  the  helm, 

The  rougheft  ocean  plough  ? 

What,  though  I'm  fwallow'd  in  the  deep  ? 

Though  mountains  o'er  me  roar  ? 
Jehovah  reigns  !  as  Jonah  fafe, 

I'm  landed,  and  adore  : 

Thy  will  is  welcome,  let  It  wear 

Its  moft  tremendous  form  ; 
Roar,  waves  ;  rage,  winds  I   I  know,  that  thou 

Canft  fave  me  by  a  ftorm. 

From  thee  immortal  fpirits  born, 

To  thee,  their  fountain,  flow. 
lif  wife  ;  as  curl'd  around  to  theirs 

A/Ieanderjng  ftrcams  below : 


Nor  lefs  compell'd  by  rcafon's  call, 

To  thee  our  fouls  afpire, 
Than  to  thy  fkies,  by  nature's  law, 

High  mounts  material  fire ; 

To  thee  afpiring  they  exult, 

I  feel  my  fpirits  rife, 
I  feel  myfelf  thy  fon,  and  pant 

For  patrimonial  fkies ; 

Since  ardent  third  of  future  good. 

And  generous  fenfe  of  paft, 
To  thee  man's  prudence  ftrongly  ties, 

And  binds  afFedion  faft ; 

Since  great  thy  love,  and  great  our  want, 

And  men  the  wifefl  blind, 
And  blifs  our  aim  ;  pronounce  us  all 

Diftradled,  orrefign'd; 

Refign'd  through  duty,  intereft,  fliame  ; 

Deep  fiiame  !   dare  I  complain, 
When  (wondrous  truth  '.)  in  heaven  itfelf 

Joy  ow'd  its  birth  to  pain  ? 

And  pain  for  me  '.  for  me  was  drain'd 

Gall's  overflowing  bowl ; 
And  fliall  one  drop  to  murmur  bold 

Provoke  my  guilty  foul  ? 

If  pardon'd  this,  what  caufe,  what  crime  ' 

Can  indignation  raife  ? 
The  fun  was  lighted  up  to  fliine, 

And  man  was  born  to  praife ; 

And  when  to  praife  the  man  fliall  ceafe, 

Or  fun  to  flrike  the  view  ; 
A  cloud  diflionours  both  ;  but  man's 

The  blacker  of  the  two  : 

For  oh  I  Ingratitude  how  black '. 

With  rnofl  profound  amaze 
At  love,  which  man  belov'd  o'erlooks, 

Aftonifli'd  angels  gaze. 

Praife  cheers,  and  warms,  like  generous  wine  j 
Praife,  more  divine  than  prayer; 

Prayer  points  our  ready  path  to  heaven ; 
Praife  is  already  there. 

Let  plaufive  Refignation  rife. 

And  banilh  all  complaint ; 
All  virtues  thronging  into  one, 

It  finilhes  the  faint ; 

Makes  the  man  blefs'd,  as  man  can  be; 

Life's  labours  renders  light ; 
Darts  beams  through  fate's  incumbent  gloom. 

And  lights  our  lun  by  night ; 

'  Fis  nature's  brightefl  ornament, 

The  richeft  gift  of  grace. 
Rival  of  angels,  and  fupremc 

Proprietor  of  peace ; 

Nay,  peace  beyond,  no  fmill  degree 

Of  rapture  't  will  impart; 
Know,  Madam  !  when  your  heart's  in  heaven, 

"  All  heaven  is  in  your  heart." 

But  who  to  heaven  their  hearts  can  raife  ? 
Peny'd  divine  fupport, 
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^U  virtue  dies  ;  fupport  divine 
The  wife  with  ardour  court : 

When  praj'er  partakes  the  fcraph's  fire, 

'Tis  mounted  on  his  wing, 
Burfts  through  heaven's  cryllal  gates,  aod  gains 

Sure  audience  of  its  Ling  ; 

The  labouring  foul  from  f  >rc  diflrefs 

That  blcfs'd  expedient  frees  ; 
I  fee  you  far  advanc'd  in  peace  ; 

1 1  fee  you  on  your  knees  : 

Jiow  on  that  pofture  has  the  bearn 

Divine  for  ever  fhone! 
Ad  hunjble  heart,  God's  •  other  feat! 

The  rival  of  his  throne  : 

'  And  {loops-Omnipotence  fo  low  ! 
And  condefcends  to  dwell. 
Eternity's  inhabitant, 

Well  pleas'd,  in  fuch  a  cell? 

Such  honour  how  fliall  we  repay  ? 

How  treat  a  gueft  divine  ? 
The  facrifice  fupreme  be  flain  I 

Let  felf-will  die  :   Refign. 

Thus  far.  at  large,  on  our  difeafc ; 

Now  let  the  caufe  be  fhown, 
"Whence  rifes,  and  will  ever  rife. 

The  difmal  human  groan  : 

What  our  fole  fountain  of  diftrefs  ?. 

Strong  pafllon  for  this  fcene  ; 
That  trifles  rnake  important,  things 

Of  mighty  moment  mejn  : 

Vhen  earth's  dark  maxims  polfon  Ihed 

On  our  polluted  fouls, 
pur  hearts  and  interefts  fly  as  far 

Afunder,  as  the  poles  ; 

Like  princes  in  a  cottage  nurs'd. 

Unknown  their  royal  race, 
With  abjecl  aims,  and  fordid  joys, 

Our  grandeur  we  difgrace ; 

O  1  for  an  Archimedes  new, 

Of  moral  powers  poffefs'd, 
The  World  to  move,  and  quite  expel^ 

That  traitor  from  the  breaft. 

Ko  fmaU  advantage  may  be  reap'd 
From  thought  whence  we  defcend  j 

From  weighing  well,  and  prizing  weigb'^ 
Our  origin,  and  end  ; 

Trotij  far  ^bove  the  glorious  fun 

To  this  dim  fcene  we  came; 
And  may  if  wife,  for  ever  balk, 

In  great  Jehovah's  beam  : 

Let  that  bright  beam  on  reafon  raus'4 

In  awful  luftrc  rife, 
iCarrh's  giant-ills  are  dwarf 'd  at  once, 

And  ail  difquiet  dies. 

Eartli's  glories  too  their  fplendour  lofe, 
Ihofc  i^hantoms  charm  no  more;  '  "■ 

*  IJaiab  Ivii.  J  J. 


Empire's  a  feather  for  a  fool. 
And  Indian  mines  are  poor  ; 

Then  levell'd  quite,  whilft  yet  alive, 

The  monarch  and  his  flave  ; 
Not  wait  epHghten'd  minds  to  learn 

That  leflon  from  the  grave  : 

A  George  the  Third  would  then  be  loy/ 

As  Lewis  in  renown. 
Could  he  not  boaft  of  glory  more 

Than  fparkles  from  a  crown. 

When  human  glory  rifes  high 

As  human  glory  can  ; 
When,  though  the  king  js  truly  great, 

Still  greater  is  the  man  ; 

The  man  is  dead,  where  virtue  fails; 

And  though  the  monarch  proud 
In  grandeur  fhines,  his  gorgeous  robe 

Is  but  a  gaudy  fhroud. 

Wifdom  !  where  art  thou  ?  None  on  earth, 
Though  grafping  weahh,  fame,  power. 

But  what,  O  death'l  through  thy  approach, 
Is  wifcr  every  hour  i 

Approach  hf>w  fwift,  how  unconfin'd  I 

Worms  feaft  on  viands  rare, 
Thofe  little  epicures  have  kings 

To  grace  their  bill  of  fare  : 

From  kings  what  Refignation  due 

To  that  Almighty  will, 
Which  throijes  bellows,  and,  when  they  f^il^ 

Can  throne  them  higher  Hill  ? 

Who  truly  great  ?  The  good  and  brave, 

The  mafters  of  a  mind 
The  will  divine  to  do  refolv'd, 

To  fufFer  it  refign'd. 

Madam  1   if  that  may  giye  it  weight, 

The  trifle  you  receive 
Is  dated  froi;i  a  folemn  fcene, 

The  border  of  the  grave  ; 

Where  ftrongly  ftrikes  the  trembling  fou^ 

Eternity's  dread  power, 
As  buriling  on  it  through  the  thin 

Partition  of  an  hour ; 

Hear  this,  Voltaire  1  but  this  from  mej 

Runs  hazard  of  your  frown  ; 
However,  fpare  it  ;  ere  you  die 

Such  thoughts  will  be  your  own. 

In  mercy,  to  yourfelf  forbear 

My  notions  to  chaftife, 
Lefl  unawares  the  gay  Voltaire 

Should  blame  Voltaire  the  wife  : 

Fame's  trumpet  rattling  in  your  ear, 

Now,  makes  us  difagrcc  ; 
When  a  far  louder  trumpet  founds, 

Voltaire  will  clofe  with  me  : 

How  fliocking  i^  that  modefly, 
'    Which  keeps  fome  honeft  men. 
From  urging  wiiat  their  hearts  fuggeftj 
Y;'hcn  brav'd  by  folly's  pea         '- 
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Aifaulting  truths,  of  which  in  all 

Is  fowu  the  facred  feed  ! 
Our  conftjtution's  orthodox. 

And  ciofes  with  our  creed  : 

What  then  are  they,  whofe  proud  conceits 

Superior  wifdom  boaft  ? 
Wretches,  who  fight  their  own  belief, 

And  labour  to  be  loft  1 

Though  vice,  by  po  fuperior  joys 

Her  heroes  keeps  in  pay ;     ' 
Through  pure  difinterefted  love 

Of  ruin  they  obey  ! 

Stri(5l  their  devotion  to  the  wrong, 

Though  tempted  by  no  prige  ; 
Hard  their  commandnients,  and  their  creed 

A  magazine  of  lies 

from  fancy's  forge  :  gay  fancy  fmiles 

At  reafon  plain,  and  cool ; 
Fancy,  whofe  curious  trade  it  is 

To  make  the  fineft  fooL 

Voltaire  '.  long  life's  the  greateft  curfe 

That  mortal's  can  receive, 
When  they  imagine  the  chief  end 

Of  living  is  to  live  ; 

Quite  thoughtlefs  of  their  day  of  death,' 
That  birth-day  of  their  forrow  ! 

Knowing,  it  may  be  diflanc  far, 
Nor  crufli  them  till — to-morrow. 

Thefe  arc  cold,  northern  thoughts,  conceiv'd 

Beneath  an  humble  cot ; 
Not  mine,  your  genius,  or  your  flate, 

No  *  caftle  is  my  lot : 

But  foon,  quite  level  fhall  we  lie  ; 

And,  what  pride  moft  bemoans, 
Our  parts,  in  rank  fo  diftant  now. 

As  level  as  our  bones  ; 

Hear  you  that  found  ?  Alarming  found  ? 

Prepare  to  meet  your  fate  ! 
One,  who  writes  Finis  to  our  works, 

Is  knocking  at  the  gate ; 

Far  other  works  will  foon  be  wcigh'd; 

Far  other  judges  fit; 
Far  other  crowns  be  loft  or  won, 

Than  fire  ambitious  wit : 

Their  wit  fa^-  brighteft  will  be  prov'd, 

Who  funk  it  in  good  fenfe ; 
And  veneration  moft  profound 

Of  dread  Omnipotence. 

'Tis  that  alone  unlock^  the  gate 

Of  bleft  eternity; 
O  !  may 'ft  thou  never,  never  lofe 

That  more  than  f  golden  key  I 

Whate'er  may  feem  too  rough  excufe, 

Your  good  1  have  at  heart  : 
gincc  from  my  foul  I  wifti  you  well  j 

As  yet  we  muft  not  part  : 
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Shall  you,  and  I,  in  love  with  life, 

Life's  future  fehemes  contrive. 
The  world  in  wonder  not  unjuft. 

That  we  arc  ftill  alive  I 
What  have  we  left  ?  Hovir  mean  in  man 

A  fhadow's  fhade  to  crave  ! 
When  life,  fo  vain  \  is  vainer  ftill, 

'Tis  time  to  take  your  leave  : 

Happier,  than  happieft  life,  is  deaths 

Who  falling  in  the  field 
Of  conflidl  with  his  rebel  will, 

Writes  Vici,  on  his  ftiield ; 

So  falling  man,  immortal  heir 

Of  an  eternal  prize; 
Undaunted  at  the  gloomy  grave, 

Defcends  into  the  fkie-. 

O  !  how  diforder'd  our  machine, 

When  contradidlions  mix ! 
When  nature  ftrikes  no  lefs  than  twelve, 

And  folly  points  at  fix  '■ 

To  mend  the  moments  of  your  heart. 

Mow  great  is  my  delight 
Gently  tu  wind  your  morals  up, 

And  fet  your  hand  aright ! 

That  hand  which  fpread  ypur  wifdom  wid^ 

To  poifon  diftant  lands  : 
Repent,  recant ;  the  tainted  age 

Your  antidote  demands. 

To  Satan  dreadfully  refign'd, 

Whole  herds  rufh  down  the  fteep 

Of  folly,  by  lewd  wits  poffefs'd. 
And  perifti  in  the  deep. 

Men's  praifc  your  vanity  purfues; 

'Tis  well,  purfue  it  ftill ; 
But  let  it  be  of  men  deceas'd. 

And  you'll  refign  the  will. 

And  how  fuperior  they  to  thofe 

At  whofe  applaufe  you  aim  ; 
How  very  far  fuperior  they 

In  number  and  in  name ! 


POSTSCRIPT. 

Thus  have  I  written,  when  to  write 
No  mortal  fhould  prefume; 

Or  only  write,  what  none  can  blame, 
Hicjacet — for  his  tomb. 

The  public  frowns,  and  cenfures  loud 

My  puerile  employ; 
Though  juft  the  cenfure,  if  you  fmile, 

The  fcandal  I  enjoy ; 

But  fing  no  more— no  more  I  fing 

Or  reaffume  the  lyre, 
Unlefs  vouchfaf 'd  an  humble  part 

Where  Raphael  leads  the  choir. 

What  myriads  fvvell  the  concert  loud  ! 

Their  golden  harps  refound 
High  as  the  footftool  of  the  throne, 

And  deep  as  hell  profound  | 
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Hell  (horrid  contraft !)  chord  and  fong 

Of  raptur'd  angels  drowns 
In  felf-will's  peal  of  blafphemies, 

And  hideous  burft  of  groans; 

But  drowns  them  not  to  me ;  I  hear 

Harmonious  thunders  roll 
(In  language  low  of  men  to  fpeak) 

From  echoing  pole  to  pole  ! 

Whilft  this  grand  chorus  (hakes  the  fkies— 

"  Above,  iieneath  the  fun, 
"  Tl.rough  boundlefi  age,  by  men,  by  gods, 

"  Jehovah's  will  be  done." 

'Tis  done  in  heaven  ;  whence  headlong  hurl'd 

Self-will  with  Satan  fell ; 
And  mufl  frcm  earth  be  banifli'd  too. 

Or  earth's  another  hell. 

Madam  !  felf-will  inflids  your  pains ; 

Self-will's  the  deadly  foe 
Which  deepens  all  the  difmal  {hades. 

And  points  the  fhafts  of  woe. 

Your  debt  to  nature  fully  paid, 

Now  virtue  claims  her  due  : 
But  virtue's  caufe  I  need  not  plead, 

'Tis  fafe;  I  write  to  you. 

You  know  that  virtue's  bafis  lies 

In  ever  judging  right. 
And  wiping  error's  clouds  away, 

Which  dim  the  mental  fight. 

Why  mourn  the  dead  ?  you  wrong  the  grave, 

From  florni  that  fafe  refort ; 
We  are  flill  tofiing  out  at  fea. 

Our  admiral  in  port. 

Was  death  deny'd,  this  world  a  fcene 

How  difmal  and  forlorn  \ 
To  death  we  owe  that 'tis  to  man 

A  blefTing  to  be  born  ; 

When  every  other  blefTing  fails. 

Or  fapp'd  by  flaw  decay. 
Or,  ftorm'd  by  fudden  blafls  of  fate, 

Is  fwifcly  whirl'd  auay ; 

How  happy  !  that  no  florm  or  time 

Of  death  can  rob  the  jufl  1 
I^one  pluck  from  their  unaching  heads 

Soft  pillows  in  the  dull ! 

Well  pleas'd  to  bear  heaven's  darkeft  frown. 

Your  utmoft  power  employ, 
*Tis  noble  chemillr)'  to  turn 

NecefTity  to  joy. 

Whate'er  the  colour  of  my  fate. 

My  fate  (hall  be  my  choice  : 
Determin'd  am  I,  whilfl  I  breathe, 

To  praife  and  to  rejoice. 

What  ample  caufe  !  triumphant  hope  ! 

O  rich  eternity  ! 
I  flart  not  at  a  world  in  flames, 

Charm'd  with  one  glimpfe  of  thee. 
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And  thou  !  its  great  inhabitant  I 

How  glorious  d<)ft  thou  (hine  ! 
And  dart  through  forrow,  danger,  death, 

A  beam  of  joy  divine  1 

The  void  of  joy  (with  fome  concern 

The  truth  fevere  I  tell) 
[s  an  impenitent  in  guilt, 

A  fool  or  infidel. 

Weigh  this,  ye  pupils  of  Voltaire  '. 

From  joylefs  murmur  free  ; 
Or  let  us  know  which  chara<Sler 

Shall  ctown  you  of  the  three. 

Refign,  refign  ;  this  leffon  none 

Too  deeply  can  inftil; 
A  crown  has  been  reCgn'd  by  more 

Than  have  refign'd  the  will. 

Though  will  refign'd  the  meanefl  makes 

Superior  in  renown. 
And  richer  in  celeflial  eyes 

Than  he  who  wears  a  crown- 

Hence,  in  the  bofom  cold  of  age, 

It  kindled  a  flrange  aim 
To  fliine  in  fong,  and  bid  me  boad 

The  grandeur  of  my  theme. 

But  oh  !  how  far  prefumption  falls 

Its  lofty  theme  below  ! 
Our  thoughts  in  life's  December  freeze, 

And  numbers  ceafe  to  flow. 

Firft  :  greatell !  befl  1  grant  what  I  wrote 

For  others  ne'er  may  rife 
To  brand  the  writer  :  thou  alone 

Canft  make  our  wifdom  wife. 

And  how  unwife  !  how  deep  in  guilt '. 

How  infamous  the  fault '. 
"  A  teacher  thron'd  in  pomp  of  words, 

"  Indeed  beneath  the  taught !" 

)  Means  moft  infallible  to  make 
The  world  an  infidel ; 
And,  with  inftrudtions  moft  divine, 
To  pave  a  path  to  hell. 

O  !  for  a  clean  and  ardent  heart, 

O  1  for  a  foul  on  fire, 
Thy  praife,  begun  on  earth,  to  found 

Where  angels  firing  the  lyre. 

How  cold  is  man  1  to  him  how  hard 
(Hard  what  mofl  eafy  feems) 

"  To  fet  a  juft  efleem  on  that 
"  Which  yet  he — mofl  efleems." 

What  fhall  vre  fay,  when  boundlefs  blifs 

Is  olfer'd  to  mankind, 
And  to  that  offer  when  a  race 

Of  rationalb  is  blind  ? 

Of  human  nature  ne'er  too  high 

Are  our  ideas  wrought ; 
Of  human  merit  ne'er  too  low 

Deprefb'd  the  daring  thought. 
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ON  THE  LATE  QUEEN'S  DEATH, 
AND  HIS  MAJESTY'S  ACCESSION  TO  THE  THRONE. 

INSCRIBED  TO  JOSEPH  ADDISON,  ES^ 

SECRETARY    TO    TUEIR    EXCELLENCIES    THE    LORDS    JUSTICES. 


"  —  Gaudia  Curls." Hor. 


Sir,  I  have  lon^,  and  with  impatience,  fought 
To  eafe  the  fullnefs  of  my  grateful  thought, 
My  fame  at  once  and  duty  to  purfue, 
And  plcafe  the  public,  by  refpedl  to  you. 

Though  you,  long  fince  beyond  Britannia  known, 
Have  fpread  your  country's  glory  with  your  own, 
To  me  you  never  did  more  lovely  (bine, 
Than  when  fo  late  the  kindled  wrath  divine 
Quench'd  our  ambition  in  great  Anna's  fate, 
And  darken'd  all  the  pomp  of  human  (late. 
Though  you  are  rich  in  fame,  and  fame  decay. 
Though  rais'd  in  life,  and  greatnefs  fade  away. 
Your  luftrc  brightens ;  virtue  cuts  the  gloom 
With  purer  rays,  and  fparkles  near  a  tomb. 

Know,  Sir,  the  great  efteem  and  honour  due, 
I  chofe  that  moment  to  profefs  to  you, 
"When  fadnefs  reign'd,  when  fortune,  fo  fevere. 
Had  warm'd  our  bofoms  to  be  mofl  finccre. 
And  when  no  motives  could  have  force  to  raife 
A  ferious  value,  and  provoke  my  praife. 
But  fuch  as  rife  above,  and  far  tranfcend 
"Whatever  glories  with  this  world  fliall  end, 
Then  (hining  forth,  when  deepeft  (hades  (lull  blot 
The  fun's  bright  orb,  and  Cato  be  forgot. 
I  fing — but  ah  !  my  theme  I  need  not  tell. 
Sec  every  eye  with  confcious  forrow  (well  : 
Who  now  to  verfe  would  raife  his  humble  voice, 
Can  only  (how  his  duty,  not  his  choice. 
How  great  the  weight  of  grief  our  hearts  fuftain! 
We  languifh,  and  to  fpeak  is  to  complain. 

Let  us  look  back  (for  who  too  oft  can  view 
That  mod  illuftrious  fccne,  for  ever  new  !) 
See  all  the  feafons  (hine  on  Anna's  throne, 
And  pay  a  conftant  tribute  not  their  own. 
Her  fummer's  heats  nor  fruits  alone  beftow^ 
They  reap  the  harvefl,  and  fubdue  the  foe  ; 
And  when  black  ftorms  confefs  the  diftant  fun, 
Her  winters  wear  the  wreaths  her  fumraers  won. 
Revolving  pleafures  in  their  turns  appear. 
And  triumphs  are  the  produd  of  the  year. 
To  crown  the  whole,  great  joys  in  greater  ceafe, 
And  glorious  vidiory  is  loft  in  peace. 

Whence  this  profuiion  on  our  favour'd  ifle  ? 
Did  partial  fortune  on  our  virtue  fmile  ? 
Or  did  the  fceptre,  in  great  Anna's  hand, 
v'7tretch  forth  this  rich  indulgence  o'er  our  land? 


Ungrateful  Britain  '.  quit  thy  groundlefs  claim, 
Thy  queen  and  thy  good  fortune  are  the  fame- 
Hear,  with  alarms  our  trumpets  (ill  the  iky ; 
' Tis  Anna  reigns  !   the  CJ-allic  fquadrons  fly. 
We  fpread  our  canvafs  to  the  fouthern  (bore ; 
'Tis  Anna  reigns  I  the  fouth  refigns  her  ftore. 
Her  virtue  fmooths  the  tumult  of  the  main, 
And  fwells  the  field  with  mountains  of  the  flain. 
Argyll  and  Churchill  but  the  glory  fliare. 
While  millions  lie  fubdu'd  by  Anna's  prayer. 

How  great  her  zeal  I  how  fervent  her  defirc  I 
How  did  her  foul  in  holy  warmth  expire  ' 
Conftant  devotion  did  her  time  divide, 
Nor  fet  returns  of  pleafure  or  of  pride. 
Not  want  of  reft,  or  the  fun's  parting  ray. 
But  finiih'd  duty,  limited  the  day. 
How  fweet  fucceeding  fleep  '.  what  lovely  themes 
Smil'd  in  her  thoughts,  and  foften'd  all  her  dreamsl 
Her  royal  couch  defcending  angels  fpread. 
And  join'd  their  wings  a  (belter  o'er  her  head. 

Though  Europe's  wealth  and  glory  ciaim'd  a  part, 
Religion's  caufe  reign'd  miftrefs  of  her  heart: 
She  faw,  and  griev'd  to  fee,  the  m.ean  eftate 
Of  thofe  who  round  the  hallow'd  altar  wait; 
She  (bed  her  bounty  pioufly  profufe. 
And  thought  it  more  her  own  in  facred  ufc. 

Thus  on  his  furrow  fee  the  tiller  ftand. 
And  fdl  with  genial  feed  his  lavilh  hand ; 
He  trufts  the  kindnefs  of  the  fruitful  plain. 
And  providently  fcatters  all  his  grain. 

What  ftrikes  my  fight  ?  does  proud  Augufta  rife 
New  to  behold,  and  awfully  furprife  I 
Her  lofty  brow  more  numerous  turrets  crown, 
And  facred  domes  on  palaces  look  down  : 
A  noble  pride  of  piety  is  (hovim. 
And  temples  caft  a  luftre  on  the  throne. 
How  would  this  work  another's  glory  raife  \ 
But  Anna's  greatnefs  robs  her  of  the  praife. 
Drown'd  in  a  brighter  blaze  it  difappears. 
Who  dry'd  the  widows  and  the  orphans'  tears  ? 
Who  ftoop'd  from  high  to  fuccour  the  diftrcfs'd, 
And  reconcile  the  wounded  heart  to  reft  ? 
Great  in  hef  goodnefs,  well  could  we  perceive, 
Whoever  fought,  it  was  a  queen  that  gave. 
Misfortune  loft  her  name  ;  her  guiltlefs  frown 
But  made  another  debtor  to  the  crown ; 


IS6 


THE    WORKS    OF    YOUNG. 


And  each  nnfriepdly  ftroke  from  fate  we  bore, 
ISecame  our  title  to  the  regal  flore. 

Thus  injur'd  trees  adopt  a  foreign  fhoot, 
And  their  wounds  blolTom  with  a  fairer  fruit. 

Ye  numbers,  who  on  your  misfortunes  thriv'd, 
When  firft  the  dreadful  blafl  of  fame  arriv'd, 
Say  what  a  Ihock,  wiiat  agonies  you  felt. 
How  did  your  fouls  with  tender  anguifli  melt '. 
That  grief  which  living  Anna's  love  fupprefs'd, 
Shook  like  a  tempell  every  grateful  breaft. 
A  fecond  faie  cur  finking  fortunes  try'd  I 
A  fecond  time  our  tender  parents  dy'd  ! 

Heroes  returning  from  the  field  we  crown, 
And  deify  the  haughty  vidtor's  frown. 
Hisfplendid  wealth  too  rafhly  we  admire, 
Catch  the  difeafe,  and  burn  with  equal  fire  : 
"Wifely  to  fpend  is  the  great  att  of  gain  ; 
And  one  rcliev'd  tranfcends  a  million  flain. 
When  time  fhall  afk  where  once  Ramillia  lay. 
Or  Danube  flow'd  that  fwept  whole  troops  away, 
One  drop  tf  water,  that  refrefii'd  the  dry, 
Shall  rife  a  fountain  of  eternal  joy. 

But  all '.  to  that  uniinown  and  dillant  date  ; 
Is  virtue's  great  reward  pulh'd  off  by  fate; 
Here  random  fliafts  in  every  breaft  are  found, 
Virtue  and  merit  but  provoke  the  wound. 
Auguft  in  native  worth  and  regal  flate, 
Anna  fate  arbitrefs  of  Eur>.pe's  fate  ; 
To  djftant  realms  did  every  accent  fiy, 
And  nations  watch'd  each  moment  of  her  eye. 
Silent,  nor  longer  awful  to  be  feen. 
How  fmall  a  fpot  contains  the  mighty  queen  '. 
No  throng  of  fuppliant  princes  mark  the  place, 
Where  Britain's  greatncfs  is  compos'd  in  peace: 
The  broken  earth  is  fcarce  difcernd  to  rife. 
And  a  flone  tells  us  where  the  monarch  lies. 
Thus  end  matureft  honours  of  the  crown  : 
This  is  the  laft  conclufion  of  renown  ! 

So  when  with  idle  fkill  the  wanton  boy    '  f  joy, 
Breathes  through  his  tube;   he  fees,  with  eager 
The  trembling  bubble,  in  its  riling  fmall; 
And  by  degrees  expands  the  gliitering  ball. 
But  when,  to  full  perfedtion  blown,  it  flies 
High  in  the  air,  and  fiiines  in  various  dyes^ 
The  little  monarch,  with  a  failing  tear. 
Sees  his  world  burft  at  once,  and  difappear, 
'Tis  not  in  forrow  to  revcrfe  our  doom, 
Ho  groans  unlock  th'  inexorable  tomb  1 
Why  then  this  fond  indulgence  of  our  woe  I 
"VVhat  fruit  can  rife,  or  what  advantage  flow  ! 
'Yes,  this  advantage  ;  from  our  deep  diftrefs 
V'e  learn  how  muchiu  George  cjaegods  canblefs. 


Had  a  lefs  glorious  princefs  Isft  the  throne, 
But  half  the  hero  had  at  firll  been  fhown : 
An  .^nna  falling  all  the  king  employs. 
To  vindicate  from  guilt  our  riCng  joys  : 
Our  joys  arife  and  innocently  Ihine, 
Aufpicious  monarch  '.  what  a  praife  is  thine  I 

Welcome,  great  flranger,  to  Britannia's  throne  I 
Nor  let  thy  country  think  thee  all  her  own. 
Of  thy  delay  how  oft  did  we  complain  f 
Our  hopes  reach'd  out,  and  met  thee  on  the  main. 
With  prayer  we  fmooth  the  billows  for  thy  fleet; 
With  ardent  wifties  fill  thy  fwelling  llieet ; 
And  when  thy  foot  took  place  on  Albion's  fliore. 
We  bending  blefs'd  the  gods,  and  afli'd  no  more. 
What  hand  biit  thine  fliould  conquer  and  coni- 

P"fe, 
Join  thofe  whom  intereft  joins,  and  chafe  our  foes  I 
Repel  the  daring  youth's  prefumptuous  aim, 
And  by  his  rival's  greatnefs  give  him  fame  ? 

Now  in  fome  foreign  court  he  may  fit  down. 

And  quit  without  a  blufti  the  Britifh  crown. 

Secure  his  honour,  though  he  lofe  his  flore, 

And  take  a  lucky  moment  to  be  poor. 

Nor  think,  great  Sir,  now  firfl,  at  this  late  hour, 

In  Biitain's  favour,  ycu  exert  your  power; 
To  u'j,  far  back  in  time,  I  joy  to  trace 

The  numerous  tokens  of  your  princely  grace. 
Whether  you  chofe  to  thunder  on  tlie  Rhine, 
Infpire  grave  council?,  or  in  courts  to  (hine  ; 

In  the  more  fcenes  your  genius  wasdifplay'd. 
The  greater  debt  was  on  Britannia  laid  : 

They  all  confpir'd  this  mighty  man  to  raife. 

And  your  new  fubjedls  proudly  (hare  the  praife. 
All  Ihare  ;  but  may  not  we  have  leave  to  boaft 

That  we  contemplate,  and  enjoy  it  moft.' 

This  ancient  nurfc  of  arts,  indulg'd  by  fate 

On  gentle  Ifis'  bank,  a  calm  retreat, 

For  many  rolling  ages  juflly  fam'd. 

Has  through  the  world  her  loyalty  proclaim'd  ; 

And  often  pour'd  (too  well  the  truth  is  known  I) 

Her  blood  and  treafure  to  fupport  the  throne  ! 

For  England  s  church  her  laieft  accents  flrain'd; 

And  freedom  with  her  dying  hand  retain'd. 

No  wonder  then  her  various  ranks  agree 

In  all  the  fervencies  of  zeal  for  thee. 

What  though  thy  birth  a  diftant  kingdom  boaft. 

And  feas  divide  thee  from  the  Britifli  coaft  ? 

The  crown's  impatient  to  enc.oie  thy  head  : 

Why  ftay  thy  feet  ?  the  cloth  of  gold  is  fpread. 

Our  ftriil  obedience  through  the  world  ihall  tell 

That  king's  a  Briton,  who  can  govern  well  1 
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With  invocations  fome  their  breads  inflame } 
1  need  no  niufe,  a  Wal^)olc  is  nnj  theme. 


Ye  mighty  dead,  ye  garter'd  fons  of  praife  {■ 
Our  morning  ftars !  our  boait  in  furmer  daysl 
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^^"hich  liovering  o'er,  your  purple  wings  difplay, 
Lur'd  by  the  pomp  of  this  diftinguifh'd  day. 
Stoop,  and  attend  :  by  one,  the  knee  be  bound  ; 
One,  throw  the  mantle's  crimfon  folds  around  ; 
By  that,  the  fword  on  his  proud  thigh  be  plac'd  ; 
This,  clafp  the  diamond-girdle  round  his  waift; 
His  breafi,  with  rays,  let  juft  Godolphin  fpread. 
Wife  Burleigh  plant  the  plumage  on  his  head, 
And  Edward  own,  fince  firft  he  fix'd  the  race, 
None  preft  fair  glory  with  a  fwifter  pace. 

When  fate  would  call  fome  mighty  genius  forth 
To  wake  a  drooping  age  to  godlike  worth. 
Or  aid  fome  favourite  king's  illuftrious  toil. 
It  bids  his  blood  with  generous  ardour  boil ; 
His  blood,  from  virtue's  celebrated  fource, 
Pour'd  down  the  deep  of  time,  a  lengthen'd  courfe  ; 
That  men  prepared  may  juft  attention  pay, 
Warn'd  by  the  dawn  to  mark  the  glorious  day, 
When  all  the  fcatter'd  merits  of  his  line 
ColIetSted  to  a  point,  intenfely  (hine. 

See,  Britain,  fee  thy  V/alpole  fliine  from  far, 
His  azure  ribbon,  and  his  radiant  flar; 
A  ftar  that,  with  auJpicious  beams,  fhall  guide 
Thy  veffel  fafe,  through  fortune's  rougheft  tide. 

If  peace  ftill  fmiles,  by  this  (hall  commerce  fleer 
A  finifh'd  courfe,  in  triumph  round  the  fphere  ; 
And,  gathering  tribute  from  each  diftant  fhore, 
In  Britain's  lap  the  world's  abundance  pour. 

If  war's  ordaiii'd,  this  ftar  fhall  dart  its  beams 
Through  that  black  cloud  which  rifing  from  the 

Thames, 
With  thunder,  form'd  of  Brunfwick's  wrath,  is  fent 
To  claim  the  feas,  and  awe  the  continent. 
Tills  fliall  diredt  it,  where  the  bolt  to  throw, 
A  ftar  for  us,  a  comet  to  the  foe. 

At  this  the  mufe  fhall  kindle,  and  afpire  : 
My  bread,  O  Walpole,  glows  with  grateful  fire. 
The  dreams  of  royal  bounty,  turn'd  by  thee, 
Refrefh  the  dry  domains  of  poefy. 
My  fortune  fhows,  when  arts  are  Walpole's  care, 
What  flender  worth  foxbids  us  to  defpair  : 
Be  this  thy  partial  fmile  from  cenfure  free ; 
'Twas  meant  for  merit,  though  it  fell  on  me. 

Since  Brunfwick's  fmile  has  authoris'd  my  mufe, 
Chade  be  her  condu(5l,  and  fublime  her  views. 
Falfe  praifes  are  the  whoredoms  of  the  pen, 
Which  proditute  fair  fame  to  worthlefs  men  : 
This  profanation  of  ccledial  fire 
Makes  fools  dcfpife,  what  wife  men  fhould  admire. 
Let  thofe  I  praife  to  diftant  times  be  known. 
Not  by  their  author's  merit,  but  their  own. 
If  others  think  the  talk  is  hard,  to  weed 
From  verfe  rank  flattery's  vivacious  feed, 
And  rooted  deep ;  one  means  mud  fet  them  free 
Patron!  and  patriot !  let  them  fing  of  thee. 

While  vulgar  trees  ignobler  honours  wear. 
Nor  thofe  retain,  when  winter  chills  the  year ; 
The  generous  Orange,  favourite  of  the  fun,    [run  ; 
With  vigorous  charms  can  through   the  feafons 
Defies  the  dorm  with  her  tenacious  green  ; 
And  flowers  and  fruits  in  rival  pomp  are  feen  : 
Where  bloffoms  fall,  dill  fairer  blolToms  fpring ; 
And  niidd  their  fweets  the  feather'd  poets  fing. 

On  Walpole,  thus,  may  pleas'd  Britannia  view 
At  ouce  her  ornament  and  profit  too ; 


The  fruit  »■>{  fervicc,  and  the  bloorys  of  fame, 

Matur'd,  and  gilded  by  the  royal  beam. 

He,  when  the  nipping  biads  of  envy  rife. 

Its  guilt  can  pity,  and  its  rage  defpife ; 

Lets  fall  no  honours,  but  fecurely  great 

Unfaded  holds  the  colour  of  his  fate  : 

No  winter  knows,  though  rifHing  factions  prefs; 

By  wifdom  deeply  rooted  in  fuccefs; 

One  glory  died,  a  brighter  is  difplay'd  *  ; 

And  the  charm'd  mufes  flielter  in  his  fliade. 

O  how  I  long,  enkindled  by  the  theme. 
In  deep  eternity  to  launch  thy  name  ! 
Thy  name  in  view,  no  rights  of  verfe  I  plead. 
But  what  chade  truth  indites,  old  time  fliall  read, 

"   Behold  !  a  man  of  ancient  faith  and  blood, 
'•  Which,  foon,  beat  high   for    arts,   and   public 

"  good ; 
"  Whofe  glor)'  great,  but  natviral  appears, 
"  1  he  genuine  growth  of  fervices  and  years  ; 
"   No  fudden  exhalation  drawn  on  high, 
"  And  fondly  gilt  by  partial  majedy  : 
"  One  bearing  greated  toils  with  greateft  eafe, 
"  One  born  to  ferve  us,  and  yet  born  to  pleafe: 
"   Whom,  while  our  rights  in  equal  fcales  he  lays, 
"  The  prince  may  trud,  and  yet  the  people  praife, 
"  His  genius  ardent,  yet  his  judgment  clear, 
"  His  tongue  is  flowing,  and  his  heart  fincere, 
"   His  council  guides,  his  temper  cheers  our  i3c, 
"  And,  fmiling,  gives  three  kingdoms  caufe  to 
"  fmile." 

Joy  then  to  Britain,  bleft  with  fuch  a  fon. 
To  Walpole  Joy,  by  whom  the  prize  is  won  ; 
Who  nobly-confcious  meets  the  fmiles  of  fate. 
True  greatnefs  lies  in  daring  to  be  great. 
Let  dadard  fouls,  or  affedation,  run 
To  fhades,  nor  wear  bright  honours  fairly  won  : 
Such  men  prefer,  mifled  by  falfe  applaufe. 
The  pride  of  modefty  to  virtue's  caufe. 
Honours,  which  make  the  face  of  virtue  fair, 
Tis  great  to  merit,  and  'tis  wife  to  wear  ; 
Tis  holding  up  the  prize  to  public  view. 
Confirms  grown  virtue,  and  inflames  the  new  ; 
Hightens  the  Indre  of  our  age  and  clime. 
And  flieds  rich  feeds  of  worth  for  future  time. 

Proud  chiefs  alone,  in  fields  of  daughter  fam'd. 
Of  old,  this  azure  bloom  of  glory  claim'd. 
As  when  dern  Ajax  pour'd  a  purple  flocd. 
The  violet  rofc,  fair  daughter  of  his  blood. 
Now  rival  wifdom  dares  the  wreath  divide. 
And  both  Minervas  rife  in  equal  pride; 
Proclaiming  loud,  a  monarch  fills  the  throne. 
Who  diines  illudrious  not  in  wars  alone. 

Let  fame  look  lovely  in  Britannia's  eyes; 
They  coldly  court  defert,  who  fame  defpife. 
For  what's  ambition,  but  fair  virtue's  fail  ? 
And  what  applaufe,  but  her  propitious  gale  ? 
When  fwell'd   with  that,   ike   fleets    before    the 

wind 
To  glorious  aims,  as  to  the  port  defign'd  : 
When  chain'd,  without  it,  to  the  labouring  oar, 
She  toils ;    file  pants  !  nor  gains  the  flying  (horc. 
From  her  fi\blime  purfuits,  or  turn'd  afide 
By  blads  of  envy,  or  by  fortune's  tide  : 

•  Knight  of  the  JBaihf  and  tbtn  t^tbt  Garter, 
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For  one  that  has  fuccceded  ten  are  loft, 
Of  equal  talents,  ere  they  make  the  coaft. 

Then  let  renown  to  worth  divinti  incite, 
With   all   her   beams,  but   throw    thofe    beams 

aright. 
Then  merit  droops,  and  genius  downward  tendi, 
When  godlike  glory,  like  our  land,  defccnds. 
Cuftom  the  garter  long  confin'd  to  few, 
And  gave  to  birth,  ex.ilted  virtue's  due  : 
Walpole  has  thrown  the  proud  endofure  down  ; 
And  high  defcrt  embraces  fair  renown. 
Though  rival'd,  let  the  peerage  fmiling  fee 
(Si.  iling,  in  juftice  to  their  own  degree), 
This  proud  reward  by  majefty  beftow'd 
On   worth  like  that   whence    firft   the    peerage 

flow'd. 
From  frowns  of  fate  Britannia's  bllfs  to  guard, 
Let  fubje<fts  merit,  and  let  kings  reward. 


Gods  are  moft  gods  by  giving  to  excel, 

And  kings  mofl  like  them,  by  rewarding  well. 

Though  ftrong  the  twanging  nerve,  and  drawn 
aright. 
Short  is  the  winged  arrow's  upward  flight ; 
But  if  an  eagle  it  transfix  on  high, 
Lodg'd  in  the  wound,  itfoars  into  the  fky. 

Thus  while  I  fing  thee  with  unequal  lays, 
And  wound  perhaps  that  worth  I  mean  to  praife ; 
Yet  I  tranfcend  myfclf,  I  rife  in  fame. 
Not  lifted  by  my  genius,  but  my  theme. 

No  more  :  for  in  this  dread  fufpenfe  of  fate, 
Now  kingdoms  fluftuate,  and  in  dark  debate 
Weigh  peace  and  war,  how   Europe's  eyes  are 

bent 
On  mighty  Brunfwick,  for  the  great  event, 
Brunfwick  of  kings  the  terror  or  defence  ! 
Who  dares  detain  thee  at  a  world's  expence  ? 


EPISTLES. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 
GEORGE  LORD  LANSDOWNE.     17 12. 

"  — Parnaffia  laurus 
««  Parva  fub  ingenti  matris  fe  fubjecit  umbra." 

Vjrg. 

When  Rome,  my  lord,  in  her  full  glory  Ihone, 
And  great  Auguftus  rul'd  the  globe  alone. 
While  fuppliant  kings  in  all  their  pomp  and  ftate, 
Swarm'd  in  his  courts,  and  throng'd  his  palace 

gate; 
Horace  did  oft'  the  mighty  man  detain, 
And  footh'd  his  breaft  with  no  ignoble  ftrain  ; 
Now  foar'd  aloft,  now  llruck  an  humbler  firing  ; 
And  taught  the  Roman  genius  how  to  fing. 

Pardon,  if  I  his  freedom  dare  purfue. 
Who  know  no  want  of  Caefar,  finding  you  ; 
The  mufe's  friend  is  pleas'd  the  mufe  fhould  prefs 
Through  circling  crowds,  and  labour  for  accefs, 
That  partial  to  his  darling  he  may  prove, 
And  fhining  throngs  for  her  approach  remove, 
To  all  the  world  induftrious  to  proclaim 
His  love  of  arts,  and  boaft  the  glorious  flame. 

Long  has  the  weftern  world  reclin'd  her  head, 
Pour'd  forth  her  forrov/,  and  bcwail'd  her  dead  j 
Fell  difcord  through  her  borders  fiercely  rang'd. 
And  (hook  her  nations,  and  her  monarchschang'd  ; 
By  land  and  fea  its  utmoft  rage  employ'd  ; 
Nor  heaven  repair'd  fo  faft  as  men  dellroy'd. 

In  vain  kind  fummers  plenteous  fields  beftow'd. 
In  vain  the  vintage  liberally  flow'd ; 
Alarms  from  loadcn  boards  all  pleafnres  chas'd, 
And  robb'd  the  rich  Burgudian  grape  of  tafte  ; 
The  fmiles  of  nature  could  no  blefling  bring, 
The  fruitful  autumn,  or  the  flowery  fpring  ; 
Time  was  diftinguifh'd  by  the  fword  and  fpcar, 
Not  by  the  various  afpeds  of  the- year  j 


The  trumpet's  found  prcclaim'd  a  milder  flcy. 
And  bloodlhed  told  us  when  the  fun  was  nigh. 

But  now  (fo  foon  is  Britain's  blelTings  feen. 
When  fuch  as  you  are  near  her  glorious  queen  ! ) 
Now  peace,  though  long  repuls'd,  arrives'  at  laft. 
And  bids  us  fmile  on  all  our  labours  paft ; 
Bids  every  nation  ceafe  her  wonted  moan, 
And  every  monarch  call  his  crown  his  own  : 
To  valour  gentler  virtues  now  fucceed  ; 
No  longer  is  the  great  man  born  to  bleed ; 
Rcnown'd  in  councils,  brave  Argyll  fhall  tell, 
Wifdom  and  prowefs  in  one  breaft  may  dwell ; 
Through  milder  traifts  he  foars  to  deathlefs  fame. 
And  without  trembling  we  refound  his  name. 

No  more  the  rifing  harveft  whets  the  fword, 
No  longer  waves  uncertain  of  its  lord  ; 
Who  caft  the  feed,  the  golden  fheaf  fhall  claim, 
Nor  chance  of  battle  change  the  matter's  name. 
Each  flream  unftain'd  with  blood  more  fmoothly 

flows ; 
The  brighter  fun  a  fuller  day  beftows ; 
All  nature  feems  to  wear  a  cheerful  face. 
And  thank  great  Anna  for  returning  peace. 

The  patient  thus,  when  on  his  bed  of  pain, 
No  longer  he  invokes  the  gods  in  vain. 
But  rifes  to  new  life  ;  in  every  field 
He  finds  Elyfium,  rivers  neftar  yield  ; 
Nothing  fo  cheap  and  vulgar  kut  can  pleafc, 
And  borrow  beauties  from  his  late  difcafe. 

Nor  It  it  peace  alone,  but  fuch  a  peace. 
As  more  than  bids  the  rage  of  battle  ceafe. 
Death  may  determine  war,  and  reft  fucceed, 
'Caufe  nought  furvives  on  which  our  rage  may 

feed  ; 
In  faithful  friends  we  lofc  our  glorious  foes, 
And  ftrifes  of  love  exalt  our  fweet  repofe. 
See  graceful  Bolingbroke  your  friend  advance. 
Nor  niifs  hii  Lanfdowne  in  the  court  of  France; 
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Oo  well  receiv'd,  fo  Welcome,  fo  at  home, 
(  Blefs'd  change  of  fate)  in  Bourbon's  (lately  dome ; 
The  monarch  pleas'd,  defcending  from  his  throne, 
Will  not  that  Anna  call  him  all  her  own ; 
He  claims  a  part,  and  looking  round  to  find 
Something  might  fpeak  the  fulnefs  of  his  mind, 
A  diamond  fhines,  which  oft  had  touch'd  him  near, 
Renew'd  his  grief,  and  robb'd  him  of  a  tear  ; 
Now  firft  with  joy  beheld,  well  plac'd  on  one, 
Who  makes  him  lefs  regret  his  darling  fon; 
So  dear  is  Anna's  minifter,  fo  great 
Your  glorious  friend  in  his  own  private  ftate. 
To  make  our  nations  longer  two,  in  vain 
Does  nature  interpofe  the  raging  main  : 
The  Gallic  Ihore  to  diftant  Britain  grows. 
For  Lewis  Thames,  the  Seine  for  Anna  flows  : 
From  conflidts  pafs'd  each  other's  worth  wc  find, 
And  thence  in  ttri(9:er  friendlhip  now  are  join'd; 
Each  wound  receiv'd,  now  pleads  the  caufe  of  love. 
And  former  injuries  endearments  prove. 
What  Briton  but  mud  prize  th'  illuftrious  fword, 
That  caufe  of  fear  to  Churchill  could  aflford  ? 
Who  fworn  to  Bourbon's  fceptre,  but  muft  frame 
Vaft  thoughts  of  him,  that  could  brave  Tallard 

tame  ? 
Thus  generous  hatred  in  affedlion  ends,     [friends. 
And  war,  which   rais'd  the  foes,    completes  the 
A  thoufand  happy  confequences  flow 
(The  dazzling  profpeA  makes  my  bofom  glow)  ; 
Commerce  (hall  lift  her  fwelling  fails,  and  roll 
Her  v^ealthy  fleets  fecure  from  pole  to  pole ; 
The  Britiih  merchant,  who  with  care  and  pain 
For  many  moons  fees  only  fkies  and  main  ; 
When  now  in  view  of  his  lov'd  native  fliore, 
I'he  perils  of  the  dreadful  ocean  o'er, 
Caufe  to  regret  his  wealth  no  more  (hall  find, 
Nor  curfe  the  mercy  of  the  fea  and  wind  ; 
By  hardeft  fate  condcmn'd  to  ferve  a  foe. 
And  give  him  ftrength  to  ftrike  a  deeper  blow. 
Sweet  Philomela  providently  flies 
To  diftant  woods  and  ftreams,  for  fuch  fupplics. 
To  feed  her  young,  and  make  them  try  the  wing, 
And  with  their  tender  notes  attempt  to  fing  : 
Meanwhile,  the  fowler  fpreads  his  fecret  fnare, 
And  renders  vain  the  tuneful  mother's  care. 
Britannia's  bold  adventurer  of  late. 
The  foaming  ocean  plow'd  with  equal  fate. 

Goodnefs  is  greatnefs  in  its  utnioft  height, 
And  power  a  curfe,  if  not  a  friend  to  right : 
To  conquer  is  to  make  difTention  ceafe, 
That  man  may  ferve  the  King  of  kings  in  peace. 
Religion  now  ftiall  all  her  rays  difpenfe, 
And  fliinc  abroad  in  perfetft  excellence  ; 
Elfe  we  may  dread  fome  greater  curfe  at  hand, 
To  fcourge  a  thoughtlefs  and  ungrateful  land  ; 
Now  war  is  weary,  and  rctir'd  to  refl ; 
The  meagre  famine,  and  the  fpotted  pell, 
Deputed  in  her  {lead,  may  blaft  the  day. 
And  fweep  the  relics  of  the  fword  away. 

When  peaceful  Numa  fiU'd  the  Roman  throne, 
Jove  in  the  fulnefs  of  his  glory  flione  ; 
Wife  Solomon,  a  ftrangcr  to  the  fword. 
Was  born  to  raife  a  temple  to  the  Lord. , 
Anne  too  (hall  build,  and  every  facred  pile 
Speak  peace  eiernal  to  Britannia's  ifle. 


Thofe  mighty  fouls,  whom  military  care 
Diverted  from  their  only  great  affair. 
Shall  bend  their  full  united  force,  to  blefs 
Th'  Almighty  Author  of  their  late  fuccefs. 
And  what  is  all  the  world  fubdued  to  this  ? 
The  grave  fcts  bounds  to  fublunary  blifs ; 
But  there  are  conqucfls  to  great  Anna  known, 
Above  the  fplendour  of  an  earthly  throne  ; 
Couquefls !  whofe  triumph  is  too  great,  within. 
The  fcanty  bounds  of  matter  to  begin  ; 
Too  glorious  to  fhinc  forth,  till  it  has  run 
Beyond  this  darknefs  of  the  flars  and  fun. 
And  (hall  whole  ages  paft  be  ftill,  ftill  but  begun. 

Heroic  fhades  !  whom  war  hasfwept  away. 
Look  down,  and  fmile  on  this  aufpicious  day  : 
Now  boaft  your  deaths;  to  thofe  your  glory  tell. 
Who  or  at  Agincourt  or  Crelfy  fell ; 
Then  deep  into  eternity  retire, 
Of  greater  things  than  peace  or  war  inquire; 
Fully  content,  and  unconcern'4,  to  know 
What  farther  paffes  in  the  world  below. 

The  bravcfl  of  mankind  fhall  now  have  leave 
To  die  but  once,  nor  piece-meal  feek  the  grave  : 
On  gain  or  pleafure  bent,  we  (hall  not  meet 
Sad  melancholy  numbers  in  each  ftreet 
(Owners  of  bones  difpers'd  on  Flandria's  plain. 
Or  wafting  in  the  bottom  of  the  main) ; 
To  turn  us  back  from  joy,  in  tender  fear. 
Left  it  an  infult  of  their  woes  appear. 
And  make  us  grudge  ourfelves  that  wealth,  their 

blood 
Perhaps  preferv'd,  who  ftarve,  or  beg  for  food. 
Devotion  (hall  run  pure,  and  difengage 
From  that  ftrange  fate  of  mixing  peace  with  rage« 
On  heaven  without  a  fin  we  now  may  call, 
And  guiltlefs  to  our  Maker  proftrate  fall ; 
Be  Chriftians  while  we  pray,  nor  in  one  breath 
A(k  mercy  for  ourfelves,  for  others  death. 

But  O  !   I  view  with  tranfport  arts  reftor'd, 
Which  double  ufe  to  Britain  (hall  afford ; 
Secure  her  glory  purchas'd  in  the  field. 
And  yet  for  future  peace  fweet  motives  yield  : 
While  we  contemplate  on  the  painted  wall, 
Th«  prefling  Briton,  and  the  flying  Gaul, 
In  fuch  bright  images,  fuch  living  grace. 
As  leave  the  great  Raphael  but  the  fecond  place  ; 
Our  cheeks  (hall  glow,  our  heaving  bofoms  rife, 
And  martial  ardors  fparkle  in  our  eyes  ; 
Much  we  (hall  triumph  in  our  battles  paft, 
And  yet  confent  thofe  battles  prove  our  laft  ; 
Left,  while  in  arms  for  brighter  fame  we  ftrivc, 
We  lofe  the  means  to  keep  that  fame  alive. 

In  filent  groves  the  birds  delight  to  fing. 
Or  near  the  margin  of  a  fecret  fpring  : 
Now  all  is  calm,  fweet  mufic  (hall  improve. 
Nor  kindle  rage,  but  be  the  nurfe  of  love. 

But  what's  the  warbling  voice,  the  trembling 
ftring, 
Or  breathing  canvafs,  when  the  mufes  fing  ? 
The  mufe,  my  Lord,  your  care  above  the  reft, 
With  rifing  joy  dilates  my  partial  breaft  ; 
The  thunder  of  the  battle  ccas'd  to  roar, 
Ere  Greece  her  godlike  poets  taught  to  foar; 
Rome's  dreadful  foe,  great  Hannibal,  was  dead. 
And  all  her  warlike  neighbours  round  her  bled  ; 

s 


nh 


THE  WORKS   OF   YOUNG, 


For  Janus  fiiut,  her  lo  Paans  rung, 
Before  an  Ovid  or  a  Virgil  fung. 

A  thoufaiid  various  forms  the  mufc  may  wear 
(A  thoufand  various  forms  become  the  fair) ; 
But  fhiues  in  none  with  more  majeftic  mien, 
Than  when  in  flare  fhe  draws  the  purple  fcene  ; 
Calls  forth  her  monarchs,  bids  her  heroes  rage, 
And  mourning  beauty  melt  the  crowded  ftage  ; 
Charms  back  paft  ages,  gives  to  Britain's  ufa 
The  nobleft  virtues  time  did  e'er  produce  ; 
Leaves  fam'd  hiftorians'  boafled  art  behind ; 
They  keep  the  foul  alone,  and  that's  confin'd, 
Sought  out  with  pains,  and  but  by  proxy  fpeaks  : 
The  hero's  prefence  deep  impreflion  makes; 
The  fcencs  his  foul  and  body  reunite, 
Furnilh  a  voice,  produce  him  to  the  fight ; 
Make  our  contemporary  him  that  flood 
High  in  renown,  perhaps  before  the  flood ; 
Make  Neflor  to  this  age  advice  afford, 
And  Heiftor  for  our  fervice  draw  his  fword. 

More  glory  to  an  author  what  can  bring. 
Whence  nobler  fervice  to  hi.  country  fpring. 
Than  from  thofe  labours,  which,  in  man's  delpight, 
Poffefs  him  with  a  paflion  for  the  right .' 
With  honefl  magic  make  the  knave  inclin'd 
To  pay  devotion  to  the  virtuous  mind; 
Through  all  her  toils  and  dangers  bid  him  rove, 
And  with  her  wants  and  anguifh  fall  in  love  ? 

Who  hears  the  godlike  Montezuma  groan, 
And  does  not  wifh  the  glorious  pain  his  own  ? 
Lend  but  your  underilanding,  and  their  ilcill 
Can  domineer  at  plcafure  o'er  your  will : 
Nor  is  the  fhort-liv'd  conqueft  quickly  paft  ; 
Shame,  if  not  choice,  will  hold  the  convert  faft. 

How  often  have  I  feen  the  generous  bowl 
With  pleafing  force  unlock  a  fecret  foul, 
And  fteal  a  truth,  which  every  fober  hour 
(The  profe  of  life)  had  kept  within  her  power? 
The  grape  vidborious  often  has  prevail 'd. 
When  gold  and  beauty,  racks  and  tortures,  fail'd  : 
Yet  when  the  fpirit's  tumult  was  allay'd. 
She  mourn'd,  perhaps,  the  fentimcnt  bctray'd ; 
But  mourn'd  too  late,  nor  longer  could  deny, 
And  on  her  own  confcflion  charge  the  lie. 

Thus  they,  whom  neither  the  prevailing  love 
Of  goodnefs  here,  or  mercy  from  above, 
Or  fear  of  future  pains,  or  human  laws 
Could  rer^der  advocates  in  virtue's  cauff. 
Caught  by  the  fcene,  have  unawares  refign'd 
Their  wonted  difpefition  of  the  mind  : 
By  flow  degrees  prevails  the  pleafing  tale. 
As  circling  glaffes  on  our  fenfes  ileal ; 
Till  throughly  by  the  mufes'  banquet  warm'd, 
The  paflions  tofling,  all  the  foul  alarm'd. 
They   turn    mere   zealots  flulh'd  with    glorious 

rage, 
Rife  in  their  feats,  and  fcarce  forbear  the  flage, 
Afliftance  to  wrong'd  innocence  to  bring, 
Or  turn  the  poignard  on  fomc  tyrant  king. 
How  can  thty  cool  to  villains  ?  how  fubfiJe 
To  dregs  of  vice,  from  fuch  a  godlike  pride  ? 
To  fpoiling  orphans  how  to-day  return, 
Who  wept  lall  night  to  lee  Monimia  mourn  ? 
In  this  gay  fchool  of  virtue,  whom  fo  fit  ■  " 

To  govern,  and  control  the  world  of  wit, 


As  Talbot, Lanfdownc's  friend, has  Critain  known? 

Him  polifli'd  Italy  has  call'd  her  own  ; 

He  in  the  lap  of  elegance  was  bred. 

And  trac'd  the  mufes  to  their  fountain  head  ; 

But  much  we  hope,  he  will  enjoy  at  home 

What's  nearer  ancient  than  the  modern  Rome. 

Nor  fear  I  mention  of  the  court  of  France, 

When  I  the  Britifh  genius  would  advance ; 

There  too  has  Shrewlbury  improv'd  his  tafte  ; 

Yet  flill  we  dare  invite  him  to  our  feaft  : 

For  Corneiile's  fake  I  fhall  my  thoughts  fupprefs 

Of  Oroonoko,  and  prefume  hiin  lefs  : 

What  though  we  wrong  him  ?  Ifabella's  woe 

Waters  thofe  bays  that  fhall  for  ever  grow. 

Our  foes  confcfs,  nor  we  the  praife  refufe, 
The  drama  glories  in  the  Britifh  mufe. 
The  French  are  delicate,  and  nicely  lead 
Ofclofe  intrigue  the  labyrinthian  thread; 
Our  genius  more  affeils  the  grand,  than  fine. 
Our  (Irength  can  make  the   great  plain  adtioa 

Ihine  : 
They  raife  a  great  curiofity  Indeed, 
From  his  dark  maze  to  fee  the  hero  freed  ; 
We  roufe  th'  affecSlions,  and  that  hero  fhow 
Gafping  beneath  fome  formidable  blow  : 
They  figh;  we  weep;  the  Gallic  doubt  and  care 
We  heighten  into  terror  and  defpaif  ; 
Strike  home,  the  flrongeft  palRons  boldly  touch. 
Nor  fear  our  audience  fhould  be  pleas'd  too  much« 
What's  great  in  nature  we  can  greatly  draw, 
Nor  thank  for  beauties  the  dramatic  law. 
The  fate  of  Cafar  it  a  tale  too  plain 
The  fickle  Gallic  tafte  to  entertain  ; 
Their  art  would  have  pcrplex'd,  and  interwove 
The  golden  arras  with  gay  flowers  of  love  : 
We  know  heaven  made  him  a  far  greater  man 
Than  any  Caefar,  in  a  human  plan. 
And  fuch  we  draw  him,  nor  are  too  refin'd. 
To  ftand  affeded  vs^ith  what  heaven  defign'd. 
To  claim  attention,  and  the  heart  invade, 
Shakfpeare  but  lurote  the  play  th'  Almighty  made. 
Our  neighbour's  ftage  art  too  bare-fac'd  betrays, 
'  ris  great  Corneille  at  ev^jry  fcene  we  praife  ; 
On  nature's  (urcr  aid  Britannia  calls. 
None  think  of  bhakfpeare  till  the  curtain  falls  j 
Then  with  a  figh  returns  our  audience  home, 
From  Venice,  Egypt,  Perfia,  Greece,  or  Rome. 

France  yields  not  to  the  glory  of  oar  lines. 
But  manly  cofidu(ft  of  our  ftrong  defigns; 
That  oft  they  think  more  juftly  we  muft  own, 
Nor  ancient  Greece  a  truer  fenfe  has  Ihown  : 
Greece  though  bot  juftly,  they  think  juftly  too  ; 
We  fometitnes  err  by  llriving  more  to  do. 
So  well  are  Racine's  meaneft  perfons  taught, 
But  change  a  fentiment  you  make  a  fault ; 
Nor  darj;  we  charge  them  with  a  want  of  flame  : 
When  we  boaft  more,  we  own  ourfclvesto  blame. 

And  yet  in  Shakfpeare  fomething  ftill  I  find, 
That  makes  me  lefs  efteem  all  humankind ; 
He  made  one  nature,  and  another  found. 
Both  in  his  page  with  mafler-ftrokes  abeund; 
His  witches,  fairies,  and  inchsnted  ifle, 
Bid  us  no  longer  at  our  nurfes  fmile ; 
Of  loft  hiftorians  we  almoft  complain. 
Nor  think  it  the  creation  of  his  brainj 


EPISTLES. 
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"Who  lives,  when  his  Otkello's  In  a  tfance  ? 
With  his  great  Talbot  *  too  he  conquer'd  France. 
Long  may  we  hope  great  Talbot's  blood  will 
run 
In  great  dcfcendants,  Shakfpeare  was  but  one  ; 
And  him,  my  lord,  permit  me  not  to  name, 
But  in  kind  filence  fpare  his  rival's  Ihame  : — • 
Yet  I  in  vain  that  author  would  fupprefs. 
What  can't  be  greater,  cannot  be  made  lefs  : 
Each  reader  will  defeat  my  fruitlefs  aim, 
And  to  himfelf  great  Agamemnon  name. 

Should  Shakfpeare  rife  unblefs'd  with  Talbot's 
fmile, 
Ev'n  Shahfpeare's  felf  would  curfe  this  barren  ifle: 
But  if  that  reigning  flar  propitious  fliine, 
And  kindly  mix  his  gentle  rays  with  thine  ; 
Ev'n  I,  by  far  the  meaneft  of  your  age, 
Shall  not  repent  my  paffion  for  the  flage. 

Thus  did  the  Will-almighty  difallow. 
No  human  force  could  pluck  the  golden  bough, 
Which    left   the    tree   with  eafe  at  Jove's  com- 
mand. 
And  fpar'd  the  labour  of  the  weakeft  hand. 

Aufpicious  fate  1  that  gives  me  leave  to  write 
To  you,  the  mufes  glory  and  delight; 
Who  know  to  read,  nor  falfe  encomiums  raife, 
And  mortify  an  author  with  your  praif*  :  • 
Praife  wounds  a  noble  mind,  when  'tis  not  due, 
But  cenfure's  felf  will  pleafe,  my  lord,  from  yc^u  ; 
Faults  are  our  pride  and  gain,  when  you  delcend 
To  point  them  out,  and  teach  us  how  to  mend. 
What  though  the  great  man  fet  his  coffers  wide, 
Tiiat  cannot  gratify  the  poet's  pride  ; 
Whofe  infpiration,  if  'tis  truly  good. 
Is  befl;  rewarded,  when  befl  underftood. 
The  mufes  write  for  glory  not  for  gold, 
'  ris  far  beneath  their  nature  to  be  fold  ,• 
The  greateft  gain  is  fcorn'd,  but  as  it  ferves 
To  fpeak  a  fenfe  of  what  the  mufe  deferves ; 
The  mufe,  which  from  her  Lanfdowne  fears  no 

wrong, 
Befl  judge,  as  well  as  fubjeA  of  her  fong. 
Sliould  this  great  theme  allure  me  farther  flill, 
And  I  prefunie  to  ufe  your  patience  ill. 
The  world  would  plead  my  caufe,  and  none  but  you 
Will  take  difguft  at  what  I  now  purfue  : 
iSince  what  is  mean  my  mufe  can't  raife,  I'll  choofe 
A  theme  that's  able  to  exalt  my  mufe.         [name. 
For  who,  not  void   of  thought,  can  Granville 
Without  a  fpark  of  his  immortal  flame  .' 
Whether  we  feek  the  patriot,  or  the  friend, 
l^et  Bolingbroke,  let  Ann^i  recommend  ; 
Whetlier  we  choofe  to  love  or  to  admire. 
You  melt  the  tender,  and  th'  ambitious  fire. 

Suth'native  graces  without  thought  abound, 
And  fuch  familiar  glories  fpread  around. 
As  more  incline  the  ftander-by  to  raife 
His  value  for  himfelf,  than  you  to  praife. 
Thus  you  befriend  the  mod  heroic  way, 
Blefs  all,  on  none  an  obligation  lay  ; 
So  turu'd  by  nature's  hand  for  all  that's  well, 
Tis  fcarce  a  virtue  when  you  moll  excel. 

*   yf«  ancfjior  of  the  Duke  of  Shrexvjhur^^  -who  con- 
^tiirsd  France,  drawn  by  SbaiJ^tare. 
Vol,  X. 


Though  fweet  your  prefenccj  graceful  is  your 
mein, 
You  to  be  happy  want  not  to  be  feen  ; 
Though  priz'd  in  public  you  can  fmile  alone, 
Nor  court  an  approbation  but  your  own  : 
In  throngs,  not  confcious  of  thofe  eyes  that  gaze 
In  wonder  fix'd,  though  refolute  to  pleafe  ; 
You,    were    all  blind,  would   flill    defcrve   ap« 

plaufe ; 
The  world's  your  glory's  witnefs,  not  Its  caufe  ; 
That  lies  beyond  the  limits  of  the  day, 
Angels  behold  it,  and  their  God  obey. 

You  take  delight  in  others  excellence  ; 
A  gift  which  nature  rarely  does  difpenfe  : 
Of  ali  that  breathe  'tis  you,  perhaps,  alone 
Wtnild  be  well  pleas'd  to  fee  yourfclf  outdone. 
You  wifli  not  thofe,  who  Ihow  your  name  refpeft, 
So  little  worth,  as  rnight  excufe  negleft  ; 
Nor  are  in  pain  left  merit  you  fhould  know ; 
Nor  Ihun  the  well-defcrver  as  a  foe ; 
A  troublefortie  acquaintance,  that  will  claim 
To  be  well  us'd,  or  dye  your  cheek  with  Ihame, 

You  wifh  your  country's  good ;  that  told  fo 
well 
Your  powers  are  known,  th'  event  I  need  not  telL 
When  Neftoi-  fpbke,  none  afk'd  if  he  prevail'd ; 
That  god  of  fweet  perfuafion  never  fail'd  : 
And  fuch  great  fame  had  He(5lor's  valour  wrought 
Who  meant  he  conquer'd,  only  faid  he  fought. 

When  you,  my  lord,  to  fylvan  fcenes  retreatj 
No  crowds  areund  for  pleafure,  or  for  flate, 
You  are  not  caft  upon  a  ftranger  land. 
And  wander  penfive  o'er  the  barren  (Irand  j 
Now  are  you  by  receiv'd  example  taught, 
In  toys  to  fhun  the  difcipline  of  thought; 
But  unconfin'd  by  bounds  of  time  and  place,       ,i: 
You  choofe  companions  from  all  hunlan  race  ; 
Converfe  with  thofe  the  deluge  fwept  away, 
Or  thofe  whofe  midnight  is  Britannia's  day. 

Books  not  fo  much  in  form,  as  give  confcnt 
Te  thofe  ideas  your  own  thoughts  prefent ; 
Your  only  gain  from  turning  volumes  o'er. 
Is  finding  caufe  to  like  yourfelf  the  more  : 
In  Grecian  fages  you  are  only  taught 
With  more  refpeift  to  value  your  own  thought : 
Great  Tully  grew  immortal,  while  he  drew 
Thofe  precepts  we  behold  alive  in  you  : 
Your  life  is  fo  adjufled  to  their  fchools. 
It  makes  that  hiftory  they  meant  for  rule*. 
What  joy,  what  pleafing  tranfport,  muft  arifa 
Within  your  breaft,  and  lift  yoii  to  the  Ikies, 
When  in  each  learned  page  that  you  unfold. 
You  find  fome  part  of  your  own  conduct:  told  i 

So  pleas'd,  and  fo  furpris'd,  iEneas  flood. 
And  fuch  triumphant  raptures  fir'd  his  blood, 
When  far  from  frojati  Ihorcs  the  hero  fpy'd 
His  ftory  fliining  forth  in  all  its  pride ; 
Admir'd  himfelf,  and  faw  his  adtions  ftand 
The  praife  and  wonder  of  a  foreign  land. 

He  knows  not  half  his  being,  who's  confin'd 
In  converfe,  and  reHeAion  on  mankind  : 
Your  foul,  which  underftands  her  charter  well, 
Difdains  imprifon'd  by  thofe  ficies  to  dwell ; 
Ranges  eternity  without  the  leave 
Of  death,  nor  waits  the  paffage  of  the  grave. 


J^* 


THE   WQRKS    OF    YOUNG. 


When  pains  eternal,  and  eternal  blifs,        jmifs 
When   thefe   hiph  cnrts  your  weary  thouahts  dif- 
In  heavenly  nunnberF  you  your  foul  unbend, 
And  fir  your  eafe  to  deathlefs  fame  defcend. 
Yc  kings  !   would  ye  true  greatncfs  underftand. 
Read  Seneca  grown  rich  in  Granville's  hand  *. 

Br  hold  the  glories  of  your  life  c  >niplete  1 
Still  at  a  flow,  and  rermaiently  great ; 
New  moments  (hed  r;e,v  pleafure'i  as  they  fly, 
And  yet  your  groateft  is,  that  you  niuft  die. 
Thus  Anna  faw,  and  rai>  d  you  to  the  feat 
Of  honour,  and  confefs'd  her  fervant  great; 
Confefs'd  not  made  him  fiich  ;   for  faithful  fame 
Her  trumpet  fwelld  long   fiuce  with   Granville's 

name  ; 
Though  you  in  modeftv  the  title  wear. 
Your  name  {ball  he  'l.e  title  of  your  heir; 
Farther  than  ermine  muke  his  glory  known. 
And  ca(t  in  ihades  the  favour  of  a  throne. 
From  thrones  the  beam  of  high  difhinelion firings; 
The  foul's  difti;i(5iion  from  the  King  of  kings, 
I>o  I  one  great  day  calls  forth  ten  mii^hty  peers  ! 
Produce  ten  Granville's  in  five  thoufand  years; 
Anna,  be  thou  content  to  fix  the  fate 
Of  various  kingdoms,  and  contfoul  the  great ; 
Eut  O  !  to  bid  thy  Granville  brighter  (bine  ! 
To  him  that  great  prerogative  refign. 
Who  the  fun's  height  can  raifc  at  pleafure  higher, 
Hi=  lamp  illumine,  fee  his  flames  on  fire. 

Yet  {till  ore  blifs,  one  glory,  I  forbear, 
A  darling  friend  whom  near  your  heart  you  v.-ear; 
That    lovely    youth,    my  lord,    whom   you  mull 

blame, 
That  I  grow  thus  familiar  with  your  name. 
He's  friendly,  open,  in  his  conJudl  nice, 
Nor  ferve  thefe  virtues  to  atone  for  vice  : 
Vice  he  has  none,  or  fuch  as  none  wilh  lefs, 
But  friends  indeed,  good-nature  in  exccfs. 
Y'cu  cannot  boaft  the  merit  of  a  choice, 
In  making  hi.m  your  own,  'twas  nature's  voice, 
W^hich  caird  too  loud  by  nian  to  be  withflood, 
Pleading  a  type  far  nearer  than  of  blocd ; 
Similitude  of  manners,  fuch  a  mind. 
As  makes  you  Itfs  the  wonder  of  mankind. 
Such  cafe  his  ccmn-.ou  converfe  recommends, 
As  he  ne'er  felt  a  paflion  but  his  friend's. 
Yet  fix'd  his  principles,  beyond  the  force 
Of  all  beneath  the  fim,  to  bend  his  courfe  \. 

Thus  the  tall  cedar,  beautiful  and  fair. 
Flatters  the  motions  of  the  wanton  air; 
Salutes  each  paffing  breeze  with  head  inciin'd  ; 
The  pliant  branches  dance  in  every  wind  ; 
But  fix'd  the  ftem  her  upright  ftate  maintains, 
And  all  the  fury  of  the  north  difdains. 

How  are  you  bleft  in  fuch  a  matchlefs  friend  1 
Alas  1   with  me  the  joys  of  friendfhip  end  ; 
O  Harrifon  !  i  muil,  I  will  complai.T  ; 
Tears  footh  the  foul's  diftrcfs,  though  (bed  in  vain; 
Didft  thou  return,  and  blefs  thy  native  fliore» 
With  welcome  peace,  and  is  my  friend  no  more? — 
Thy  talk  was  early  done,  and  I  niuft  own 
Death  kind  to  thee,  but  ah  I  to  thee  alone. 


•   See  hit  LorJJbip''s    Tragedy,  intituled   "  Heroic 
*'  Lwe." 

•j"  Hit  Lerdjhip't  nephnv,  -dobo  toot  <irdcrt,\ 


But  'tis  in  me  a  vanity  to  mourn, 
The  forrows  of  the  great  thy  tomb  adorn  j 
Stafford  and  Bolingbroke  the  lofs  perceive, 
They  grieve  and  m.ike  thee  envy  d  in  the  gravtf. 

With  aching  heart,  and  a  foreboding  mind, 
I  night  to  dav  in  painful  journey  join  d. 
When  firft  inform'd  of  his  approaching  f.ite  ; 
But  rcach'ii  the  partner  of  my  fnul  too  late  : 
'  rvv  as   paft,    his    cheek  was   cold,    that    tuneful 

tongue. 
Which  Ifis  charm'd  with  his  melodious  f'>ng. 
Now  Inniiuilh'd,  wanted  ftrength  to  fpeak  his  pain, 
Scarce  lais'd  a  feeble  groan,  and  funk  again  : 
Each  art  of  life,  in  which  he  bore  a  part, 
Shot  like  an  arrow  through  my  bleeding  heart. 
To  what  ferv'd  all  his  promis'd  wealth  and  power. 
But  more  to  load  that  mofl;  unhappy  hour  ? 

Yet  ftiU  prevail'd  the  greatnefs  of  his  mind  ; 
That,  not  in  health,  or  life  itfclf  cor.fin'd. 
Felt  through  his  mortal  pangs  Britannia's  peace. 
Mounted  to  joy,  and  fmil'd  in  death's  embrace. 

His  fplrit  now  jult  ready  to  refign. 
No  lorger  now  his  own,  no  longer  mine, 
He  grai'ps  my  hand,  his  fwimming  eye-balls  roll, 
My  hard  he  grafps,  and  enters  in  my  foul; 
I  hen  with  a  groan — fupport  me,  O  I   beware 
Of  holding  worth,  however  great,  too  dear  *  I 

Pardon,  my  lord,  the  privilege  of  grief, 
That  in  untimely  freedom  feeks  relief; 
To  better  fate  your  love  I  recommend, 
O  may  you  never  lofe  lb  dear  a  friend  ! 
May  nothing  interrupt  your  happy  hours ; 
i-njoy  the  bl-jflings  peace  on  Europe  {bowers: 
Nor  yet  difd-iin  thofe  blefiings  to  adorn; 
To  make  the  riiufe  immortal  you  was  born. 
Si:g  .   and  in  lateft  time,  when  ftory's  dark. 
This  period  your  furviving  fame  fhall  mark  ; 
Save  from  the  guif  of  years  this  glorious  age. 
And  thus  illulliate  their  hiflorian's  page. 

The  crown  of  Spain  in  doubtful  balance  hung. 
And  Anna  Britain  fway'd,  when  Gianville  fung : 
That  noted  year  Europa  Iheath'd  her  fword. 
When  this  great  man  was  firll  faluttd  lord. 

Two  EPISTLES  TO  MR.  POPE; 

CONCERNING  THE  AUTUORS  OF  THE  ACE.     I73»' 
EPISTLE    I. 

Whilst  you   at   Twickenham   plan    the   futurii 

wood, 
Or  turn  the  vokmes  of  the  wife  and  good. 
Our  fenate  meets;  at  parties,  parties  bawl. 
And  pamphlets  flun  the  flreets,  and  load  the  ftall  { 
So  rulbin^  tides  bring  things  obfcene  to  light, 
Foul  wrecks  emerge,  and  dead  dogs  fwim  in  fight; 
The  civil  torrent  foams,  the  tumult  reigns, 
And  Codrus'  profe  works  up,  and  Lico's  ftrain*. 
Lo  !   what  from  cellars  rife,  what  wx^from  high. 
Where  fpeculation  roofted  near  the  iky  ; 
l,etters,  elTays,  fock,  bulkin,  fatire,  fong. 
And  all  the  garret  thunders  on  the  throng  \     « 

•  Tie  author  here  heivails  that  mofl  ingeniout  gentle^ 
man,  Mr.  IVilliam  Harrifon,  Felloiv  »f  NewCallegt^ 
Oscn. 


■    0  Pope  !  I  burft  ;  nor  can,  nor  will  refrain  ; 
rll  wriie  ;  let  others  in  their  turn  complain  : 
Truce,  triice,  ye  Vandals !  my  tormented  ear 
J^efs  dreads  a  pillory  than  a  pjamphlcteer; 
I've  heard  myfcif  to  death  ;  and,  piagu'd  each  hour, 
Shan't  I  return  the  vengeance  in  my  power .' 
For  who  can  write  the  true  abfurd  like  me  ? — • 
Thy  pardon,  Codrits  1  who  I  mean  but  thee  ? 

Pope  1  if  like  mine  or  Codrus'  were  thy  ftyle, 
The  blood  of  vipers  had  not  llain'J  thy  file; 
Merit  lefs  folid,  Icfs  defpite  bad  bred; 
They  had  not  bit,  and  then  they  had  tiotbUd. 
Fami  is  a  public  mirtrefs  none  enjoys, 
But  more  or  lefs  his  rival's  peace  dellroys; 
VJ'ith  farre,  in  juft  proportion,  if,-»i/j'. grows  ; 
The  man  that  makes  .i  charadler,  makes  foes : 
Slight,  peevifti  infeifls  round  a  geiiiu';  rife, 
As  a  bright  day  awakes  the  world  of  flics ; 
With  hearty  malice,  but  with  feeble  wing, 
(To  fhow  they  live")  they  flutter,  and  they  fling  : 
But,  as  by  depredations  wafps  proclaim 
The  fairefl  fruit,  fo  thefe  the  faireft  fame. 
■'■    Shall  we  not  cenfure  all  the  motley  train, 
Whether  vifith  ale  irriguous,  or  chanipain  ? 
Whether  they  tread  the  vale  of  profe,  or  climb, 
And  wbet  their  appetites  on  ciifTs  of  rhyme  ; 
The  college  floven,  or  embrc-ider'd  fpark  ; 
The  purple  prelat.e,  or  the  parifli  clerk  ; 
The  quiet  Quidnunc,  or  demanding  Prig  ; 
The  plaintiff  Tory,  or  defendant  Whig; 
Rich,  poor,  male,  female,young,  old,  gay,  or  fad  ; 
Whether  extremely  witty,  or  quite  mad  ; 
Profoundly  dull,  or  fliallowly  polite  ; 
Men  that  read  well,  or  men  that  only  write  ; 
Whether  peers,  porters,  taylors,.  tune  the  reeds. 
And, meafuring  words  to  meafuring  fliapes  fucceeds ; 
For  bankrupts  write,  when  ruin'd  fliops  are  fliut, 
As  maggors  crawl  from  out  a  perifh'd  rut. 
His  hammer  this,  and  that  his  trowel  quits. 
And  wanting  fenfe  for  tradefmen,  fcrve  for  wits; 
By  thriving  men  fubfifts  each  other  trade  ; 
Of  every  brohn  craft  a  writer's  made  : 
Thus  his  material,  paper,  takes  its  birth 
From  tatter'drags  of  all  the  fluff  on  earth. 

Hail,  fruitful  ijle  '.    to  thee  alone  belong 
Millions  of  wits,  and  brokers  in  old  fong  ; 
Thee  well  a  land  of  liberty  we  name, . 
Where  all  are  free  to  fcandal  and  to  fliame; 
Thy  fons,  by  print,  may  fet  their  hearts  at  eafe,    . 
And    b?    mankind's    contempt,    whene'er    they 
*         ,  pleafe ; 

Like  trodden  filth,  their  vile  and  abjedl  fenfe 
Is  unperceiv'd,  but  when  it  gives  offence: 
This  heavy  profe  our  injur'd  reafnn  tires; 
Their  verfe  immortal  kindles  leofe  defires  ; 
Our  age  they  puzzle,  and  corrupt  our  prime, 
Our  fport  and  pity,  punifliment  and  crime. 

What  glorious  motives  urge  our  authors  on, 
Tbus  to  undo,  and  thus  to  be  undone  ! 
One  lofes  his  eflate,  and  down  he  fits, 
To  fliow  (in  vain  \)  he  ftill  retains  his  vsrits  : 
Another  marries,  and  his  dear  proves  keen  ; 
He  writes  as  an  Hypnotic  for  the  fpleen^: 
Sbme  write,  confin'd  by  phyfic  ;  fome  by  debt ; 
£bme,  fer  'tis  Sunday ;  fome  becaufe  'tis  wet ; 
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Through  private  pique  fotne  do  the  public  right. 
And  iove  their  king  and  country  out  of  fpight; 
Another  writes  bccaufe  his  father  writ. 
And  proves  himfelf  a  baftard  by  his  wit. 

Has  Lico  learning,  humour,  thought  profound  ? 
Neither :   why   write    then  ?    He   wants  twenty 

pound  : 
His  belly,  not  his  brains,  this  impulfe  give ; 
He'll  grow  immortal ;  for  he  cannot  live  : 
He  rubs  hit  awfui  front,  and  t:ikes  his  ream, 
With  no  provifion  made,  but  of  his  theme  ; 
Perhaps  a  title  has  his  fancy  fmit. 
Or  a  quaint  mutio,  which  he  thinks  has  wit  : 
He  writes,  in  infpiration  puts  his  trufl, 
Though  wrong  his  thoughts,  the  gods  will  maW 

them  juft ; 
Genius  dired>!y  from  the  ^Wj  defcends. 
And  who  by  labour  would  diftrall  \{\%  friends  ? 
Thus  having  reafon'd  with  confummate  flcill. 
In  immortality  he  dips  his  quill: 
And  ance  blank  paper  is  deny'd  the  prefs, 
He  rtiingies  the  whole  alphabet  by  guefs  : 
In  vario'us  fets,  v/hich  various  words  compofe, 
Of  which,  he  hopes,  mankind  the  nifaning  knows* 

So  founds  fpontaneous  from  the  Sibyl  broke. 
Dark  to  herfelf  the  winders  which  fue  fpoke ; 
The  priefts  found  out  the  meaning,  if  they  could  ; 
And  nations  ftar'd  at  what  none  underftood. 

Clodio.   dreis'd,    danc'd,   drank,     vifited,    (th* 
whole . 
And  great  concern  of  an  immortal  foul  i) 
Oft  have  I  faid,  "  Awake  !   exifl  !  and  ftrive 
"   For  birth  !  nor  think  to  loiter  is  to  live!" 
As  oft  I  overh.eard  the  demon  fay. 
Who  daily  met  the  loiterer  in  his  way, 
"  I'll  meet   thee,  youth,  at    White's:"  the  youtH 

replies. 
"  I'll  meet  thee  there,"  and  falls  his  facrifice; 
His  fortune  fquander'd,  leaves  his  virtue  bare 
Yo  every  bribe,  and  blind  to  every  fnarc  : 
Clodio  for  bread  his  indoli  nee  muft  quit, 
Or  turn  a  foldier,  or  commence  a  wit, 
Such  heroes  have  we  !  all,  but  life,  they  flake  ; 
How  mud  Spain  tremble,  and  the  German  (hake  j 
Such  writers  bave  we  1   all,  but  fenfe,  they  print, 
Ev'n  George's  praife  is  dated  from  the  mint. 
In  arms  contemptible,  in  arts  profane, 
Such  fwords,  fuch  pens,  difgrace  a  monarch's  rtign. 
Reform  your  lives  before  you  thus  afpire, 
And  fteal  (fur  you  can  Jleal)  celeftial  fire. 

0  !  the  juft  contraft  !   O  !  the  beauteous  flrife  1 
'  Twixt  their  cool  writings,  and  Pindaric  life  : 
They   wrife    with  phlegm,    but    then    they  liv^ 

with  fire  ; 
They  cjieat  the  lender,  and  tlieir  ivorks  the  buyer, 

1  reverence  misfortune,  not  deride  ; 
I  pity,  poverty,  but  laugh  at  pride  : 
for  who  fo  fad,  but  mufl.  fome  mirth  confefj 
At  gay  Caflruchio's  mifcellaneous  drefs? 
Though  there's  bat  one  of  the  dull  wi  rks  he  wrote^ 
There's  ten  editions  of  his  old  lac'd  coat. 

Thefe  nature's  commoner:,  who  want  a  home, 
Claim  the  wide  world  for  their  majefticdomc; 
They  make  a  private  ftudy  of  the  flreet ; 
And,  lot'king  full  on  every  man  they  megt^ 
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Run  foufe  againft  Iiis  chaps;  who  Hands  amaz'd 
To  find  they  did  not  fee,  but  only  guz'd. 
How  mult  thefe  bards  be  rapt  into  the  flcies  ? 
You  need  not  read,  youfal  their  ccftafies. 

Will  they  perfift  i   Tis  maiincfs;   Lintot,  run, 
See  them  confin'd — "  O,  that's  already  dcixi." 
JMoft,  as  by  leafes,  by  the  works  they  print, 
Have  took,  for  hfe,  pofieflion  of  the  mint. 
If  you  miftake,  and  pity  thefe  poor  men, 
£/I  utubris,  they  cry,  and  write  again. 

Such  wits  their  nuifance  manfully  expofc. 
And  then  pronounce  jufl  judges  learning's  foes ; 
O  frail  conclufion  ;  the  reverfe  is  true; 
If  foes  to  learning,  they'd  be  friends  to  you  : 
Treat  them,  ye  judges  :  with  an  honeft  fcorn, 
And  weed  the  cockle  from  the  generous  corn  : 
There's  true  good-nature  in  your  dilrefpedl ; 
In  jufticc  to  the  good,  the  bad  negletfl  : 
For  immortality,  if  hardfliips  plead, 
It  is  not  theirs  who  write,  but  ours  who  read. 
But,  O  !  what  wifdora  can  convince  a  fool, 
But  that  'tis  duUncfsto  conceive  him  dull? 
'Tis  fad  experience  takes  the  cenfor's  part, 
Convicftion,  rot  from  reafon,  but  from  fmart. 

A  virgin-author,  recent  from  the  prefs, 
The  (heets  yet  wet,  applauds  his  great  fucccfs ; 
Surveys  them,  reads  them,  takes  their  charms  to 

bed, 
T hofe  in  his  hand,  and  glory  in  his  head  : 
'Tis  joy  too  great ;  a  fever  of  delight ! 
His  heart  bears  thick,  nor  clofe  his  eyes  all  night : 
But,  rifing  the  next  morn  to  clafp  his  fame, 
Me  finds  that,  without  fleeping,  he  could  dream  : 
So  fparks,  they  fay,  take  goddeffes  to  bed, 
And  find  next  day  the  devil  in  their  (lead. 

In  vain  ad-usrtifemcnts  the  town  o'erfpread; 
They  're  epitaphs,  and  fay  the  work  is  dead. 
Who/r^/j  for  fame,  but  fmall  recruits  will  raife; 
'Tis  volunteers  alone  can  give  the  bays. 
A  famous  author  vifits  a  great  man, 
Of  his  immortal  work  dlfplays  the  plan. 
And  fays  "  Sir,  I'm  your  friend  ;  all  fears  difmifs  ; 
"  Your  glory,  and  my  own,  fhall  live  by  this;  ^ 
*'  Your  power  is  fixt^  your  fame  through  time 

"  convey'd ; 
•*  And  Britain  Europe's  queen — if  I  am  paid." 
A  ftatefman  has  his  anfwer  in  a  trice  ; 
«'  Sir,  fuch  a  genius  is  beyond  all  price ; 
•'  What  man  can  pay  for  this?" — Away  he  turns : 
His  work  is  folded,  and  his  bofoni  burna  : 
His  patron  he  will  patronife  no  more  ; 
But  ruflieshke  a  tempeft  out  of  door. 
3,0ft  is  the  patriot,  and  extindt  his  name! 
Out  comes  the  piece,  another,  and  the  fame  ; 
Tot  a,  his  magic  pen  evokes  an  O, 
And  turns  the  tide  of  Europe  on  the  foe  : 
He  rams  his  quill  with  fcandal  and  with  feoff; 
But  'tis  fo  very  foul,  it  won't  go  off : 
Dreadful  his  thunders,  while  unprinted,  roar  ; 
But  when  once  publifli'd,  they  are  heard  no  more. 
Thus  diflant  bugbears  fright,  but  nearer  draw. 
The  block's  a  block,  and  turns  to  mirth  your  awe. 
Can  thofe  oblige,  whofe  heads  and  hearts  are 
fuch  ? 
No ;  every  party's  tainted  by  their  touch. 
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InfecSled  perfons  fly  each  public  place  J 
And  none,  or  enemies  alone,  embrace": 
To  the  foul  fiend  their  every  pafTion's  fold: 
'I'hcy  love  and  hate,  cxtempgre,  for  gold  : 
What  image  of  their  fury  can  we  form  ? 
Dulhicfs  and  rage,  a  puddle  in  a  florm. 
Reft  they  in  peace  ^  If  you  are  pleas'd  to  tuy, 
To  fwell  your  fails,  like  I.apland  wind.',  they  fly  t 
Write  they  with  rage  ?  The  tenipcft  quickly  flags; 
And  ftate-UlyfTcs  tames  them  with  his  bigs; 
I.,et  him  be  what  he  will,  Turk,  Pagan,  Jew  : 
For  Chriftian  minifters  of  ftate  are  few. 

Behind  the  curtain  lurks  the  fountain  head^ 
That  pouTs  his  politics  through  pipes  of  lead ; 
Which  far  and  near  ejaculate,  and  fpout 
O'er  tea  and  coffee,  poifon  to  the  rout : 
But  when  they  have  hefpatter'd  all  they  may. 
The  ftattfman  throws  his  filthy  fquirts  away  T 

With  golden  forceps,  thefe  another  takes. 
And  ftate  elixirs  of  the  vipers  makes. 

The  rlcbcjl  ftatefman  wints  wherewith  KQ  pay 
A  fervile  fycophant,  if  well  they  weigh 
How  much  it  cofls  the  wretch  to  be  fo  bafe  ; 
Nor  can  tlie  greatejl  powers  enough  dlfrraee. 
Enough  chajiife,  fuch  proftitute  applaui'e, 
If  well  they  weigh  hovtr  much  ic  ftains  their  caufe. 

But  are  our  writers  ever  in  the  wrong  ? 
Does  virtue  ne'er  feduce  the  venal  tongue  ? 
Yes ;  if  well  brib'd,  for  virtwe's  felf  they  fight ; 
Still  in  the  wrong,  though  champions  for  the  right; 
Whoe'er  their  crimes  for  intereft  only  quit. 
Sin  on  in  virtue,  and  good  deeds  commit. 

Nought  but  inconftancy  Britannia  meets. 
And  broken  faith  in  their  abandon'd  fheets; 
From  tke  fame  hand  how  vurious  is  the  page  I 
What  civil  war  their  brntherpamphlets  wage  ! 
Trafts  battle  trads,  felf  contradiftlons  glare ; 
Say,  is  this  lunacy  ? — I  v/ifli  it  were. 
If  fuch  our  writers,  ftart'ed  at  the  fight. 
Felons  may  blefs  their  ftars  they  cannot  write  '. 

How  juftly  Proteus'  tranfmigrations  fit 
The  monflrous  changes  of  a  modern  wit ! 
Now  fuch  a  gentley7rfi7OT  of  eloquence 
As  feldom  riles  to  the  verge  of  fenfe; 
Novv  by  mad  rage  transform'd  into  zjtame. 
Which  yet  Ct  engines,  well  apply'd,  can  tame  } 
Now,  on  immodeft  trafh,  the  fivine  ohfcene 
Invites  the  town  to  fup  at  Drury-lane ; 
A  dreadful  lion^  now  he  roars  at  power. 
Which  fends  him  to  his  brothers  at  the  Tower; 
He's  now  ^ftrpent,  and  his  double  tongue 
Salutes,  nay  licks,  the  feet  of  thofe  he  ftung  ; 
What  knot  can  bind  him,  his  evafion  fuch  ? 
One  knot  he  well  dcferves,  which  might  do  much. 
The  Hood,  flame,  fwine,  the  lion,  and  the  fnake, 
Thofe  fivefold  monftcrs,  modern  authors  make  : 
The  fnake  reigns  moft ;  fnakes,  Pliny  fays,  are 

bred, 
When  the  brains  perifh'd  in  a  human  head. 
Ye  groveling,  trodden,   whipt,  llript,  turncoat 

things, 
Made  up  of  venom,  volumes,  ftains,  and  ftings'. 
Thrown  from  the  tree  of  knowledge,  like  yoiv 

curft 
To  fcribble  in  the  duft,  was  Snake  the  firft. 
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What  if  \he  figure  fiiould  irt/aS?  prove  true  ? 
ft  di(l  in  Elkenah  *,  why  not  in  you  ? 
Poor  Elkenah,  all  other  changes  paft, 
For  bread  in  Smithfield  dragons  hift  at  laft, 
Spit  ftreams  of  fire  to  make  the  butchers  gape, 
And  found  his  manners  fuited  to  his  fliape  : 
Such  is  the  fate  of  talents  mifapply'd; 
So  liv'd  your  prototype  ;  and  fo  he  dy'd. 

Th'  abandon'd  manners  of  our  writing  train 
May  tempt  mankind  to  think  religion  vain  ; 
But  in  their  fate,  their  habit,  and  their  mien. 
That  gods  there  are  is  eminently  feen  : 
Heaven  ftands  abfolv'd  by  vengeance  on  their  pen, 
And  marks  the  murderers  of  fame  from  men  : 
Through  meagre  jaws  they  draw  their  venal  breath, 
As  gaftly  as  their  brothers  in  Macbeth  : 
Their  feet  through  faithlefs  leather  meet  the  dirt. 
And  oftner  chang'd  their  principles  than  fhiit. 
The  tranCent  veftments  of  thefe  frugal  men, 
Haftens  to  paper  for  our  mirth  again  : 
Too  foon  (O  merry-melancholy  fate  1) 
They  beg  in  rhjme,  and  warble  through  a  grate  : 
The  man  lampoon'd  forgets  it  at  the  fight;  [fpite  ; 
The  friend   through  pity  gives,  the  foe  through 
And,  though  full  confcious  of  his  injur'd  purfe, 
Lintot  relents,  nor  Curll  can  wifli  them  worfe. 
So  fare  the  men,  who  writers  dare  commence 
Without  thtiT  patent,  probity  and  fenfe. 

From  thefe,  their  politics  our  quidnuncs  feek, 
And  Saturday's  the  learning  of  the  week  : 
Thefe  labouring  wits,  like  paviors,  mend  our  ways. 
With  iieavy,  huge,  repeated,  flat  eflays ;         [dull ; 
■Ram  theif  coarfc  nonfenfe  down,  though  ne'er  fo 
And  hem  at  every  thump  upon  your  flcuil  : 
Thefe  ftaunch-bred  writing  hounds  begin  tlie  cry, 
And  honeft  folly  echoes  to  the  lie. 
O  how  I  laugh,  when  I  a  blockhead  fee. 
Thanking  a  villain  for  \\\s  probity  ! 
Who  flretches  out  a  mod  refpedtful  ear, 
With  fnares  for  woodcocks  in  his  holy  leer  : 
It  tickles  through  my  foul  to  hear  the  cofi'r 
Sincere  encomium  on  his  friend  \\itfox. 
Sole  patron  of  his  liberties  and  rights  ! 
While  gracelefs  Reynard  liftens — till  he  bites. 

As  -when  the  trumpet  founds,  th'  o'erioaded  ftate 
Difcharges  all  her  poor  and  profligate  ; 
Crimes  of  all  kinds  didionour'd  weapons  wield, 
And prifofis  pour  their  filth  into  the  field; 
Thus  nature's  refufe,  and  the  dregs  of  men, 
Compofe  the  blad  militia  of  the  pen. 
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All  write  at  London  ;  fhall  the  rage  abate 
Here,  where  it  moft  Ihouid  ftiine,  the  mufs'feat  ? 
Where  mortal,  or  immortal,  as  they  pleafe, 
The  learn'd  may  choofe  eternity  or  eafe  ? 
Has  not  a  f  royal  patron  wifely  flrove 
To  woo  the  mnfe  in  her  Athenian  grove  ? 
Added  new  firings  to  her  harmonious  fiiell, 
And  given  new  tongues  to  thofc  who  fp oke  fo  well  ? 

*  Settle,  the  city  poet, 
t  -^'^  Cnrge  J, 


Let  thefe  ii:{lr!)fi  with  truth's  illuftrious  ray. 
Awake  the  world,  and  fcare  our  owls  away. 

Meanwhile,  O  friend  1  indulge  me,  if  I  give 
Some  needful  precepts  how  to  ivrite  and  live  ; 
Serious  iliould  be  an  author's  final  views  ; 
Who  wri:e  for  pure  amufemtnt,  ne'er  amufe. 

An  author  1   '  fis  a  venerable  name  ' 
How  few  deferve  it,  and  what  numbers  claim  ! 
IJnbleft  with  fenfe  above  their  peers  refin'd. 
Who  jh.^'.l  Aand  up  diBalors  to  mankind? 
May,  who  i^refiir,:,  if  not  in  -virtue^s  caufe, 
The  fole  proprietor  of  juft  applaufe  ? 

Yc  refilefs  men,  who  pant  for  letter'd  praife, 
With  whom  would  you  confult  to  gain  the  bays  ?— 
With  thofe  great  authors  whofe  fam'd  works  you 

read  ? 
'  ris  well :  go  then,  confult  the  laurell'd  Ihade, 
What  anfwer  will  the  laurell'd  fhade  return  ? 
Hear  it,  and  tremble  !  he  commands  you  burn 
The  noblefi:  works  hisenvy'd  genius  writ. 
That  boaft  of  noug.ht  more  excellent  than  -zvif. 
If  this  be  true,  as  'tis  a  truth  moft  dread, 
Woe  to  the  page  which  has  not  that  to  plead  '. 
Fontaine  and  Chaucer,  dying,  wifli'd  unwrote 
The  fprightlieft:  efforts  of  their  wanton  thought  : 
Sidney  and  Waller,  brightefl:  fons  of  fame, 
Condemn  the  charm  of  ages  to  the  fiame  : 
And  in  one  point  is  all  true  wifdom  caft, 
To  think  thai  early  we  mu/1  think  a<  la/}. 

Immortal  wits,  ev'n  dead,  break  tiature's  laws, 
Injurious  flill  to  virtue's  facred  caufe  ; 
And  their  guilt  grov/ing,  as  their  bodies  rot, 
(Revers'd  ambition  1)  pant  to  be  forgot. 

Thus  ends  your  courted yirwf.-  does  lucre  then, 
The  facred  tbirfl  oi  gold,  betray  your  pen  ? 
In  profe  'tis  blameable,  in  verfe  'tis  worfe. 
Provokes  the  mufe,  extorts  Apollo's  curfe; 
His  facred  influence  never  fhould  be  fold  j 
'  ris  arrantyiOTonj  to  fing  for  gold  : 
'I'is  immortality  fhould  fire  your  mind  ; 
Scorn  a  lefs  paymafter  than  all  mankind. 

If  bribes  ye  feek,  know  this,  ye  writing  tribe  ! 
Who  writes  for  virtue  has  the  largeft  bribe  : 
All  's  on  the  party  of  the  virtuous  man  ; 
The  good  will  furcly  ferve  him,  if  they  can  ; 
The  bad,  v/hen  interefl:  or  ambition  guide, 
And  'tis  at  once  their  interefl  and  their  ^cia'.?  .- 
But  fhould  both  fail  to  take  him  to  their  care. 
He  boafts  zgreaier  friend,  and  both  may  fpare. 

Letters  to  man  uncommon  light  difpenfe; 
And  what  is  virtue,  but  fuperior  fenfe  ? 
In  parts  and  learning  ye  who  place  your  pride, 
2'our  faults  are  crimes,  _j'ok7-  crimes  are  double-dy'd. 
What  is  a  fcandal  of  the  firft  renown. 
But  letter'd  knaves,  and  etheifs  in  a  gown  ? 

"lis  harder  far  to  pleafe  than  give  offence; 
The  leaft  mifcondudt  damns  the  brighteft  fenfe  ; 
Each  (hallow  pate,  that  cannot  read  your  name. 
Can  read  your  life,  and  will  be  proud  to  blame. 
Flagitious  manners  make  impreffions  deep 
On  thofe  that  o'er  a  pnge  of  Milton  fleep ; 
Nor  in  their  dulnefs  think  to  fave  your  fliame. 
True,  thefe  are  fools ;  but  wife  men  fay  the  famCt 

Wits  are  a  defpicable  race  of  men, 
If  they  confine  their  talents  to  the  pen ; 
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When  the  man  fliocks  us,  ■while  the  writer  fliines, 

?ur  fcorn  in  lite,  our  envy  in  his  lines, 
et,  prcud  of  parts,  with  {.ruflftice  fome  difpenfe, 
And  play  the  fool,  becaufe  they're  men  of  fenfe. 
"What  inflarces  bleed  recent  in  each  thought, 
Of  men  to  ruin  by  their  genius  brought ! 
Againft  their  wills  what  numbers  ruin  (hun, 
Purely  through  want  of  wit  to  be  undone  ? 
Nature  has  (hown,  by  making  it  fo  rare, 
That  tcit  's  a  jewel  v^hich  we  need  not  wear. 
Of  plain.found y^n/r  life's  current  coin  is  made; 
With  that  we  drive  the  moll  fubftantial  trade. 

Prudence  protcifls  and  guides  u-«,  wit  betrays; 
A  fplendid  fource  tf  ill  ten  thoufand  v/ays  ; 
A  certain  fnare  to  miferies  immenfe  ; 
A  gay  prerogative  from  coa.mon  fenfe  ; 
Unlefs  (trong  judgment  that  wild  thing  can  tame, 
And  break  to  paths  of  virtue  and  r.f  fame. 

But  grant  your  judgment  equal  to  the  befl, 
Senfe  fills  your  head,  and  genius  fires  your  bread  5 
Yet  flill  forbear  :  ycur  wit  (confider  well) 
'Tis  great  to  fhow,  but  greater  to  conceal ; 
As  it  is  great  to  fcize  the  golden  prize 
Of  place  or  power  ;   but  greater  to  defpife. 

If  flill  you  languifh  for  an  author's  name. 
Think  private  merit  lefs  than  public  fame, 
And  fancy  not  to  write  is  not  to  live ; 
Deferve,  and  take,  the  great  prerogative. 
Eut  ponder  what  it  is  ;  hovv  dear  't  will  cofl, 
To  write  one  pige  which  you  may  juftly  boaft. 

Scnfe  may  be  good,  yet  not  deferve  the  prefs  5 
Who  write,  an  awful  charadter  profcfs ; 
The  world  as  pupil  of  their  wildom  claim, 
Arid  for  their  flipend  an  immor'al  fame  : 
nothing  but  what  is  folid  or  refin'd, 
Should  dare  afk  public  audience  of  mankind. 

Severely  weigh  your  learning  and  your  wit : 
Keep  down  your  pride  by  what  is  nobly  writ : 
1^0  writer,  fan/d  in  your  own  way,  pafs  o'er ; 
jMuch  truft  example,  but  refleiftion  more  : 
]More    had    the   ancients  writ,    they   tnore   had 

taught ; 
Which  Ihovk  s  lome  work  is  left  for  inodern  thought. 

1  his  weigh 'd  perfeftion  know  ;  and,  know 
Toil,  burn  for  that ;  but  do  not  aim  at  more  ; 
Above,  ber.eath  it,  the  jufl  limits  fix; 

And  zealoufly  prefer  four  lines  to  lix. 

Write,  and  re-write,  bint  out,  ard  write  again, 

And  for  its /'wi/tne/i  ne'er  applaud  your  pen. 
Lepve  to  the  jockeys  that  Newmarket  praife, 

Slov/  runs  the  Fegafus  that  -.vins  the  bays. 

Ji'^uel)  time  fur  immortality  to  pay, 

Is  juit  and  wife;  for  lefs  is  thrown  away. 

U'ime  only  can  mature  the  labouring  brain  ; 

T^ir.e  is  ihe  father,  and  the  midwife /iai«  .• 

The  fame  good  fenfe  that  makes  a  man  excel, 

ISrili  makes  him  doubt  he  ne'er  has  written  well. 

Downright  impoffibilltics  they  feek  ; 

What  n;an  can  be  immortal  in  a  week  ? 

Excufe  no  fault ;  though  beautiful,  't  will  harm  ; 

One  fault  fhock«  more  than  twenty  beauties  charm. 

Our  age  demands  corrciSlnefs;  Addifon 

And  you  this  commendable  hurt  have  done. 

Kow  writers  find,  as  once  Achilles  found, 

Tlve  -wide  it  n;ortal,  if  a  fart  '4  unfound. 
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He  thaty?W^«  out,  and  fiiikes  not  out  llie  bcfi^ 
Pours  luftre  in,  and  dignifies  the  reft  : 
Give  e'er  fo  little,  if  what's  right  be  there. 
We  J  raife  for  what  you  burn,  and  what  yov/pare: 
The  part  you  burn,  (m.ells  Iweet  before  the  ihrine. 
And  i?  an  incenfe  to  the  part  divine. 

'Hot frequent  write,  though  you  can  do  it  well; 
Men  may  too  oft,  though  not  too  nr.;ch,  excel. 
A  few  good  works   gain  fame  ;  more  fink  their 

price ; 
Mankind  are  fickle,  and  hate  payinj;  twice  : 
Tfiey  granted  you  writ  well,  what  can  they  more, 
Unlefs  you  let  them  praife  for  giving  o'er?  ' 

Do  boldly  what  you  do  ;  and  let  your  page 
Smile,  if  It  fmiles,  and  if  it  rages,  rage. 
So  faintly  Lucius  cenfuresand  commerds. 
That  Lucius  has  no  foes,  except  his  friends. 

hctfatire  lefs  engage  you  than  afplaufe; 
It  fhows  a  generous  mind  to  wink  at  flaws  : 
Is  genius  yours?  Be  yours  a  p;lorious  end. 
Be  your  kmgs,  country^!,  truiJi's  religion  s  friend  ; 
The  public  glory  by  your  own  beget; 
Run  nations,  run  poflerity,  in  debt. 
And  fince  the  fam'd  alone  make  others  live, 
Firfl  haiie  that  glory  you  prefume  to  give. 

If  latire  charms,  ftrike   faults,  but  fpare  th^ 
man ; 
'TIs  dull  to  be  as  witty  as  you  can. 
Satire  recoils  whenever  charg'd  too  high  ; 
Round  your  own  fame  the  fatal  fpiinters  fly. 
As  the  foft  plume  gives  fwiftnefs  to  the  dart, 
Gocd-breeding  fends  the  fatire  to  the  heart. 

Painters  and  furgeons  may  thtfruSlute  fcan; 
Genius  and  morals  be  with  you  the  man  : 
Defaults  in  thofe  alone  fhould  give  offence  I 
Who  flnkes  the  perfon^  pleads  his  innocence. 
My  narrow-minded  fatire  can't  extend 
To  Codrus'  form;  I'm  not  fo  much  his  friend  : 
Kimlelf  Ihduld  publifli  that  (the  world  agiee) 
Before  his  works,  or  in  the  pillory. 
Let  him  be  black,  fair,  tall,  fhort,  thin,  or  fat, 
Dirty  or  dean,  I  find  no  theme  in  that. 
Is  that  call'd  humour  ?   It  has  this  pretence. 
Tis  neither  virtue,  breeding,  wit,  or  fenfe, 
Unlefs  you  boafl  the  genius  of  a  Swift, 
Beware  oi  humour,  the  dull  rogue's  lafjhiff. 

Can  others  write  like  you  ?   Your  tafk  give  o'er, 
'Tis  printing  what  was  pubiifh'd  long  before. 
If  nought  peculiar  through  your  labours  run, 
They're  duplicates,  and  tweiity  are  but  one. 
Think  frequently,  think  clofe,  rtad  nature,  turn 
Mens  manners  o'er,  and  half  your  volumes  burn  ; 
To  nurfe  with  quick  rcfledlion  be  your  ftrife, 
Thoughts  born  from  prefent  ohjeils,   warm  from 
life';  ^ 

When  moll  unfought,  fuch  infpirations  rife, 
Slighted  by  fools,  and  cherifti'd  by  the  wife: 
lixpeift  peculiar  fame  from  thefe  alone  ;      , 
Thcle  make  an  author,  thefe  are  all  your  own. 

Life,  like  their  Bibles,  coolly  men  turn  o'erj 
Hence  unexperienc'd  children  of  threefcore. 
True,  all  men  think  of  courfe,  as  all  men  dream  ; 
And  if  they  Hightly  think,  'tis  much  the  fame. 

Letters  admit  not  of  a  half  renown  ;  * 

They  give  you  n$thing,  or  they  give  a  crcivru 


No  work  e'er  galnM  true  fame,  or  ever  can, 
jBut  what  did  honour  to  the  name  of  man. 
Weighty  t\\&ft!bjca,  cogent  the  di^courfe. 
Clear  be  ihefyte,  the  veTyfomui  of  fotce  : 
Eafy  the  conduB,  fimple  the  defign. 
Striking  the  ma/al,  and  the/oul  divine  : 
Let  nature  art,  and  judgment  wit,  exceed  ; 
U'er  learning  reafon  reign  ;  o'er  that,  your  Creed  ; 
Thus  virtue's  feeds,  at  once,  and  laurel's  grow; 
Do  thus,  and  rife  a  Pope,  or  a  Delpreau  : 
And  when  your  genius  exquifitely  fhines, 
Live  up  to  the  full  lullre  of  y"ur  lines  : 
Parts  but  expofe  thofe  men  who  vrcue  quit ; 
A  fallen  angel  is  a  fallen  wit  ; 
And  they  plead  Lucifer's  dctefted  caufe. 
Who  for  bare  talents  challenge  our  applaufe. 
Would  you  reftore  juft  honours  to  the  pen  ? 
From  able  writers  rife  to  worthy  men. 

"  Who's   this  with  nonfenfe,   nonfenfe  would 
"  rcftrain  f 
•'  Who's  this  (they  cry)  fo  vainly  fcbools  the  vain  ? 
*'  Who   damns  our  traih,  with  fo  much  tralh  re- 

"  plete? 
"  As,  three  ells  round,  huge  Gheyne  rails  at  meat? " 

Shall  I  with  Bavius  then  my  voice  exalt, 
And  challenge  all  mankind  to  find  one  fault  ? 
With  huge  examens  overwhelm  my  page, 
And  darken  reafon  with  dogmatic  rage  ? 
As  if,  one  tedious  volume  writ  in  rhyme, 
In  profe  a  duller  could  excufe  the  crime  I 
Sure,  next  to  writing,  the  moft  idle  thing 
Is  gravely  to  harangue  on  what  we  fing. 

At  that  tribunal  ftands  the  writing  tribe, 
Which  nothing  can  intimidate  or  bribe, 
Tinie  is  the  judge  :  time  has  nor  friend  nor  foe  ; 
Falfe  fame  mufi  wither,  and  the  true  ivill  grow. 
Afm'd  with  this  truth,  all  critics  1  defy  ; 
For  if  I  fall,  by  my  otvn  pen  1  die ; 
While  fnarlers  ftrive  with  proud  but  fruitlefs  pain. 
To  "wound  immortals,  or  to Jlay  thejljin. 

Sore  preft  with  danger,  and  in  awful  dread 
Of  twenty  pamphlets  levell'd  at  my  head, 
Thus  have  I  forg'd  a  buckler  in  my  brain. 
Of  recent  form,  to  ferve  me  this  campaign  ; 
And  fafely  hope  to  quit  the  dreadful  fieid 
Delug'd  with  ink,  and  fleep  behind  my  fhield; 
Unlefs  dire  Codrus  rnufcs  to  the  fray 
In  all  his  might,  and  damns  me — for  a  day. 

As  turns  a  flock  of  geefe,  and,  on  the  green, 
Poke  out  their  foolifli  necks  in  awkward  fplcen, 
(Ridiculous  in  rage  !)   to  hifs,  not  bite, 
So  war  their  quills,  Mvhcnfons  oi  dullnefs  write. 


TO  THE 

RIGHT  HON.  SIR  ROBERT  WALPOLE. 

By  Mr.  BoddingtoH. 

AFTERWARDS  LORD  MELCOMBE. 

"  — Quas  cenfet  Amiculus,  ut  fi 

"  Cxcus  iter  monflrare  velit — "        HoR. 

Though  ftrength  of  genius,  by  experience  taught, 
Civcs  thee  to  found  the  depths  of  human  thought, 
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To  trace  the  various  workings  of  the  mind. 


And  rule  the  Iccret  I'prings,  that  rule  mankind  ; 

(Rare  gift !)  yer,  W^alpole,  wilt  thou  condefcend'  " 

To  liflcn,  if  thy  unexpcnenc'd  friend 

Can  ajght  of  ufe  impart,  though  void  of  fkill, 

And  win  attention  by  fincere  good-will ; 

For  friendlhip,  fometimcs,  want  of  parts  fiipplies, 

The  heart  may  fiirnith  wliat  the  head  denies. 

As  when  the  rapid  Rhone,  o'er  fwelling  tides. 
To  grace  old  Ocean's  court,  in  triumph  rides,  - 
Though   rich    his   fuurce,  he   drains   a   thoufand 

fpriogs. 
Nor  fcorns  the  trib'.ite  each  fmall  rivulet  brings. 

So  thou  fhalt,  hence,  abforb  each  feeble  ray^ 
Each  dawn  of  meaning,  in  thy  brighter  <^ay  ; 
Shalt  like,  or,  where  thon  canll  not  like,  excufe. 
Since  no  mean  inte:c(l:  fliall  profane  the  mufe, 
No  malice,  wrapt  in  truth's  diiguife,  offend. 
Nor  flattery  t;:int  the  freecom  of  the  friend. 

When  firft  a  generous  mind  furveys  the  great, 
And  views  the  crowds  that  on  their  fortune  wait  ; 
Pleas'd  with  the  fliow  (though  little  underftood) 
He  only  feeks  the  power,  to  do  the  good  ; 
Thinks,  till  he  tries,  'tis  godlike  to  difj'ofe. 
And  gratitude  ftill  fprings,  wtiere  bounty  fows; 
rhat  every  grant  fincere  affedlion  wins, 
And  where  "ur  wants  have  end,  our  love  begins: 
But  thofe  who  long  the  paths  of  {late  have  trod, 
Learn  from  the  clamours  of  the  murmuring  crowd,  ■• 
Which  cramm'd,  yet  craving  ftill,   their  gates  be- 

fiege, 
'Tis  eafier  far  to  give,  than  to  oblige. 

This  of  thy  condutS  feems  the  niccfl  part, 
The  chief  perfe6tion  of  the  ftatefman's  art, 
To  give  to  fair  affent  a  fairer  face, 
Or  foften  a  refufal  into  grace  : 
But  few  there  are  th.at  can  be  truly  kind, 
Or  know  to  fis  their  favours  on  the  mind ; 
Hefice,  fome,  whene'er  they  would  oblige,  offend. 
And  while  they  make  the  fortune,  lofe  the  friend; 
Still  give,  unthank'd  ;  ftili  fquander,  not  beftow  ; 
For  gre^t-  men  v/ant  not,  what  to  give,  but  how. 

The  race  of  men  that  follow  courts,  'tis  true, 
Tiiitik  all  they  get,  and  more  than  all,  their  due  ; 
Still  ^Ik,  but  ne'er  confult  their  own  deferts, 
And  meafure  by  their  intereil,  not  their  parts: 
From  this  miftake  fo  many  men  we  fee. 
But  ill  become  the  thing  they  wiih'd  to  be; 
Hence  difcontent,  and  frelh  demands  arife. 
More  power,  more  favour  in  the  great  man's  eyes; 
All  feel  a  want,  though  none  the  caufe  fufpedls. 
But  hate  their  patron,  for  their  own  defecSls  ; 
Such  none  can  pleafe,  but  who  reforms  their  hearts, 
And,  when    he   gives  them  places,    gives  them 
parts. 
As  thefe  o'erprize  their  worth,  fo  furc  the  great 
May  fell  their  favour  at  too  dear  a  rate ; 
When  merit  pines,  while  clamour  is  preferr'd, 
And  long  attachment  waits  among  the  herd  ; 
When  no  diftindion,  where  diflindion's  due, 
Marks  from  the  many  the  fuperior  few ; 
When  ftj-ong  cabal  conftrains  them  to  be  juft. 
And  makes  them  give  at  laft — becaufe  they  mud  j^ 
What  hopes  that  men  of  real  worth  fhould  prize. 
What  neither  fiiendfliip  gives,  nor  merit  buyj-^ 
L  iii] 
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The  man  who  juftly  o'er  the  whole  prefides, 
His  well-weigh'd  choice  with  wife  affeftion  guides; 
Knows  when  to  flop  with  grace,  and  when  ad- 
vance, 
Kor  gives  through  importunity  or  chance ; 
But  thinks  how  little  gratitude  is  ow'd, 
When  favours  arc  extorted,  not  beftow'd. 

When,  fafc  on  fliore  ourfelves,  we  fee  the  crowd 
Surround  the  great,  importunate,  and  loud ; 
Through  fuch  a  tumult,  'tis  no  eafy  talk 
To  drive  the  man  of  real  worth  to  aflc  : 
Surrounded  thus,  and  giddy  with  the  (how, 
'Tis  hard  for  great  men,  rightly  to  beftow ; 
Trom  hence  fo  few  are  Ikill'd,  in  either  cafe. 
To  afk  with  dignity,  or  give  with  grace. 

Sometimes  the  great,  feducd  by  love  of  parts, 
Confult  our  genius,  and  neglc<5l  our  hearts  ; 
Pleas'd  with   the   glittering  fparks   tt^at  genius 

flings. 
They  lift  us,  towering  on  their  eagle's  wings, 
Mark  out  the  flights  by  which  themfelves  begun, 
And  teach  our  dazzled  eyes  to  bear  the  fun ; 
Till  we  forget  the  hand  that  made  us  great, 
And  grow  to  envy,  not  to  emulate  : 
To  emulate,  a  generous  warmth  implies. 
To  reach  the  virtues,  that  make  great  men  rife  ; 
Eut  envy  wears  a  mean  malignant  face. 
And  aims  not  at  their  virtues — but  their  place. 

Such  to  oblige,  how  vain  is  the  pretence  ! 
When  every  favour  is  a  frefli  offence, 
By  which  fuperior  power  is  fWl  iir.ply'd. 
And,  while  it  helps   their  fortune,  hurts  their 

pride. 
*;i^ght  is  the  hate,  negled  or  hardlhips  breed; 
But  thofc  who  hate  from  envy,  hate  indeed. 

"  Since  fo  perplcx'd  the  choice,  whom  ihall  we 
truft?" 
Methinks  I  hear  thee  cry — The  brave  and  jutt; 
The  man  by  no  mean  fears  or  hopes  contrould, 
Who  ferves  thee  from  affedion,  not  for  gold. 

We  love  the  honeft,  and  cfleem  the  brave, 
Defpife  the  coxcomb,  but  deleft  the  knave ; 
>4o  fliow  of  parts  the  truly  wife  feduce, 
To  think  that  knaves  can  be  of  real  ufe. 

The  man,  who  contradids  the  public  voice. 
And  drives  to  dignify  a  worthlefs  choice. 
Attempts  a  talk  that  on  that  choice  rcficds, 
And  lends  us  light  to  point  out  new  defefts. 
Qne  worthlefs  man,  that  gains  what  he  pretends, 
Difgi;fts  a  tlsoufand  unpretending  friends  : 
And  fmcc  no  art  can  make  a  countcrpafs. 
Or  add  the  weight  of  gold  to  mimic  brafs. 
When  princes  to  bad  ore  their  image  join, 
They  more  dcbafe  the  ftamp,  than  raifs  the  coin. 

Be  thine  the  care,  true  merit  to  reward. 
And  gain  thegcod— nor  will  that  taf,:  be  hard; 
Souls  form'd  alike  fo  quick  by  nature  bleud. 
An  honeft  man  is  more  than  half  thy  friend. 

Hipi,   no  mean  views,  ox  haftc  to  rife,  Ihall 
fway, 
Thy  choice  to  fully,  or  thy  truft  betray: 
Ambition,  here,  fnall  at  due  diftance  ftand  ; 
Nor  IS  wit  dangerous  in  an  honeft  hand  : 
Befides,  if  faiiings  at  the  bottom  lie, 
Wc  view  thofc  failings  y/::h  a  lovti's  eye  ; 


Though  fmall  his  genius,  let  him  do  his  beft. 
Our  vvifties  and  belief  fupply  the  reft. 

Let  others  barter  fervile  faith  for  gold, 
His  friendftiip  is  not  to  be  bought  or  fold  : 
Fierce  oppofition  he,  unmov'd,  fhall  face, 
Modeft  in  favour,  daring  in  difgrace. 
To  Ihare  thy  adverfe  fate  alone,  pretend; 
In  power,  a  fervant;  out  of  power,  a  friend. 
Here  pour  thy  favours  in  an  ample  flood. 
Indulge  thy  boundlefs  thirft  of  doing  good  : 
Nor  think  that  good  to  him  alone  confin'd ; 
Such  to  oblige,  is  to  oblige  mankind. 

If  thus  thy  mighty  matter's  fteps  thoy  trace, 
The  brave  to  cherifh,  and  the  good  to  grace  ; 
Long  (halt  thou  ftand  from  rage  and  faAion  free, 
And  teach  us  long  to  love  the  king,  through  thee: 
Or  fall  a  vidlim  dangerous  to  the  foe, 
And  make  him  tremble  when  he  ftrikes  the  blow; 
While  honour,  gratitude,  affecSion  join 
To  deck  thy  clofe,  and  brighten  thy  decline ; 
(lUuftrious  doom  !)  the  great,  when  thus  difplac'd, 
With  friendftiip  guarded,  and  with  virtue  grac'd, 
In  awful  ruin,  like  Rome's  fenate,  fall. 
The  prey  and  worftitp  of  the  wonderingGaul. 

No  doubt,  to  genius  fome  reward  is  due, 
(Excluding  that,  were  fatirizing  you  :) 
But  yet,  believe  thy  undefigning  friend. 
When  truth  and  genius  for  thy  choice  contend, 
Though  both  have  weight  when  in  the  balance 

caft, 
Let  probity  be  firft,  and  parts  the  laft. 

On  ihefe  foundations  if  thou  dar'ft  be  great, 
And  check  the  growth  of  folly  and  deceit; 
When  party  rage  fliall  droop  through  length  of 
And  calumny  be  ripen'd  into  praife,  [days, 

Then  future  times  Ihall  to  thy  worth  allow 
That  fame,  which  envy  would  call  flattery  now. 

Thus  far  my  zeal,  though  for  the  talk  unfit. 
Has  pointed  out  the  rocks  where  others  fplit  ; 
By  that  infpir'd,  though  ftrauger  to  the  nine, 
And  negligent  of  any  fame — but  thine, 
1  take  the  friendly,  but  fuperfluous  part ; 
You  a&  from  nature  what  1  teach  from  art. 

THE  OLD  MAN'S  RELAPSE. 

VERSES  OCCASIONED  BY  THE   FORECiOINC 
EPISTLE. 

"  —  Sopjtos  fufcitat  ignes." Virg. 

From  man'i  too  curious  and  impatient  fight, 
The  future,  heaven  involves  in  thickeft  night. 
Credit  gray  hairs  :  though  freedom  much  we  bnaft, 
Some  leaft  perform,  what  they  determine  maft. 
What  fudden  changes  our  refolves  betray  i 
To-morrqw  is  a  fatire  on  to-day. 
And  ftiovirs  its  weaknefs.  Whom  (hall  men  believe. 
When  conftantly  themfelves,  themfelves  deceive. 

liOng  had  I  bid  my  once-lov'd  mufe  adieu ; 
You  warm  old  age  ;  my  paftion  burns  anew. 
How  fvveet  your  verfc  !  how  great  your  force  of 
mind!  [kind! 

What  power  of  words !  what  (kill  in  dark  man™ 
Polite  the  conduct ;  generous  the  defign  ; 
And  beauty  filesj  and  ftrength  fttftaias  each  line. 


EPISTLES. 


Thus  Mars  and  Venus  are  once  more  befet ; 
Your  wit  has  caught  them  in  its  golden  net. 

But  what  ftrikes  home  with  mod  exalted  grace, 
Is  haughty  genius  taught  to  know  its  place; 
And  where  worth  fhines,  its  humbled  crcft  to  bend, 
With  zeal  devoted  to  that  godlike  end. 
When  we  difcern  fo  rich  a  vein  of  fenfe, 
Through  the  fniooth  flow  of  purefl  eloquence ; 
'Tis  like  the  limpid  ftreams  of  Tagus  roU'd 
O'er  boundlefs  wealth,  o'er  Ihining  beds  of  gold. 

But  whence  fo  finifti'd,  fo  refin'd  a  piece  ? 
The  tongue  denies  it  to  old  Rome  and  Greece ; 
The  genius  bids  the  moderns  doubt  their  claim, 
And  flowly  take  poffeflion  of  the  fame. 
But  I  nor  know,  nor  care  by  whom  'twas  writ, 
pnough  for  me  that  'tis  from  human  wit, 
That  fooths  my  pride  :  all  glory  in  the  pen 
Which  has  done  honour  to  the  race  of  men. 

But  this  have  others  done  ;  a  like  applaufe 
An  ancient  and  a  *  modern  Horace  draws. 
But  they  to  glory  by  degrees  arofe. 
Meridian  lullre  you  at  once  difclofe. 
Tis  continence  of  mind  unknown  before, 
To  write  fo  well,  and  yet  to  write  no  more. 
More  bright  renown  can  human  nature  claim, 
Than  to  deferve,  and  fly  immortal  fame  ? 

Next  to  the  godlike  pralfe  of  writing  well. 
Is  on  that  praife  with  juft  delight  to  dwell. 
O  for  fome  god  my  drooping  foul  to  raifc  ! 
That  I  might  imitate,  as  well  as  praife  ; 
For  all  commend  :  ev'n  foes  your  fame  confefs; 
Nor  would  Auguflus'  age  have  priz'd  it  lefs ; 
An  age,  which  had  not  held  its  pride  fo  long. 
Bat  for  the  want  of  fo  complete  a  fong. 

A  golden  period  fliall  from  you  commence  : 
Peace  fliall  be  Cgn'd  'twixt  wit  and  manly  fenfe ; 
W  hether  your  genius  or  your  rank  they  view. 
The  mufcs  find  their  Halifax  in  you. 
1-ike  him  fucceed  !  nor  think  my  zeal  is  fliown 
i'or  you ;  'tis  Britain's  intereft,  not  yoar  own  ; 

•  BciUau. 


For  lofty  ftatlons  are  but  golden  fnares, 

Which  tempt  the  great  to  fall  in  love  with  cares, 

I  would  proceed,  but  age  has  chill'd  my  vein, 
'Twas  a  fliort  fever,  and  I'm  cool  again. 
Though  life  I  hate,  methinks  I  could  renew 
Its  taftelcfs,  painful  courfc,  to  fing  of  you. 
When  fuch  the  fubjcA,  who  fball  curb  his  flight  ? 
When  fuch  your  genius,  who  fhall  dare  to  write  ! 
In  pure  rcfpedt,  I  give  my  rhyming  o'er, 
And  to  commend  you  mofl,  commend  no  more. 

Adieu,  whoe'er  thou  art  !  on  death's  pale  coaft 
Ere  long  I'll  talk  thee  o'er  with  Dryden's  gholl ; 
The  bard  will  fmile.  A  lafl,  a  long  farewell  1 
Henceforth  I  hide  me  in  my  dulky  cell ; 
There  wait  the  friendly  ftroke  that  fets  me  free, 
And  think  of  immortality  and  thee — 
My  ftrains  are  number'd  by  the  tuneful  nine ; 
Each  maid  prefents  her  thanks,  and  all  prefent  thee 
mine. 

VERSES, 

Sent  by  Lord  Melcombe  to  Dr.  Youngs  not  long  before. 
his  Lordfliip's  Death  *, 
Kind  companion  of  my  youth, 
Lov'd  for  genius,  worth,  and  truth ! 
Take  what  friendfliip  can  impart, 
Tribute  of  a  feeling  heart ; 
Take  the  mufe's  latcft  fpark. 
Ere  we  drop  into  the  dark. 
He  who  parts  and  virtue  gave. 
Bade  thee  look  beyond  the  grave  : 
Genius  foars,  and  virtue  glides  ;  S 

Above  the  love  of  God  prefides. 
There's  a  gulf  'twixt  us  and  God  ; 
Let  the  gloomy  path  be  trod  : 
Why  ftand  ftiivering  on  the  fhore  ? 
Why  not  boldly  venture  o'er  ? 
Where  unerring  virtue  guides, 
Let  us  have  the  winds  and  tides  : 
Safe  through  feas  of  doubts  and  fears, 
Rides  the  bark  which  virtue  fleers. 


*  A  poetical  epijlle  from  the  late  Lord  Melcombe  t» 
the  Earl  of  Bute,  ivith  correSiions  by  the  author  of  the 
Night  thoughts f -was  publifhcd in  J^to^  I776. 


S  E  A-P  I  E  C  E: 

CONTAINING, 

I.  THE  BRITISH  SAILOR'S  EXULTATION. 

II.  HIS  PRAYER  BEFORE  ENGAGEMENT. 


THE  DEDICATION. 


TO  MR.  VOLTAIRK. 


Mt  mufe,  a  bird  of  pafiage,  flies 

From  frozen  clime  to  milder  Ikies ; 
From  chilling  blafts  ftie  feeks  thy  cheering  beam, 

A  beam  of  favour,  here  deny'd ; 

Confcious  of  faults,  her  blufliing  pride 
Hopes  an  afylum  in  fo  great  a  name. 


*  To  dive  full  deep  in  ancient  days. 

The  •warriors''  ardent  deeds  to  raife, 
^nd  monarch's  zggr?Li\6'ize.\ — the  glory  thine; 

Thine  is  the  drama,  how  renown'd  ! 

Thine  epics  loftier  trump  to  found  ; — 
But  let  Arion's  fea-flrung  harp  be  mine  ; 

*  Annals  of  the  Emperor  Charles  XIL  Lewis  XIJ^'> 


*?« 
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But  where's  his  iol^ihtn  ?  Know'ft  thou  wliere  ? 

May  that  be  found  in  thee,  Voltaire  ! 
Save  thou  from  harm  my  plunge  into  the  wave  : 

How  will  thy  name  illuftnous  raife 

My  finking  long  !  Mere  jroo)W lays 
So  pratronis'd,  are  refcued  from  the  grave. 

"  Tell  me,"fay'ft  thou,  who  courts  myfmile? 

"  What  ftranjicr"  ftray'd  from  yonder  iflc  : — 
No  ftranjjer,  Sir  1  though  born  in  foreign  climes; 

On  Dorfct  downs,  when  Milton's  page, 

With_/»«  and  death,  provok'd  thy  rage,        ^ 
Xiiy  rage  provok'd,  -j-ho  footh'd   with  gently 
rhymes  ? 

Who  kindly  couch'd  thy  cenfure's  eye, 

And  gave  thee  clearly  to  dcfcry 
Sound  judgment  giving  law  to  fancy  flrong  ? 

Who  half  inclin'd  thee  to  confefs, 

Nor  could  thy  modefty  do  lefs, 
That  Milton's  blindnefs  lay  not  in  his  fong  ? 

But  fuch  debates  ioHg  fince  are  flown  ; 

For  ever  fet  the  funs  that  Ihonc 
On  airy  paftimes,  ere  our  brows  were  gray  ; 

How  fliortly  fhall  we  both  forget, 

To  thee  my  patron  I  my  debt, 
/^nd  tbmi  to  thine  for  Pruflia's  golden  key. 

The  prefent  in  oblivion  cafl:, 

Full  loon  fliall  fleep,  as  fleeps  the  paft  ; 
TuU  foon  the  wide  diftindbion  die  between 

The  frowns  and  favours  of  the  great ; 

High  flufti'dfuccefs,  and  pale  defeat; 
The  Gaelic  gaiety,  and  Britilh  fpleen. 

Ye  wing'd,  ye  rapid  moments!  flay: 

Oh  friend  I  as  deaf  as  rapid  they; 
Life's  little  drama  done,  the  curtain  falls  !— 

Doll  thou  not  hear  it  ?  1  can  hear, 

Though  nothing  flrikes  the  liftening  ear ; 
lime  groans  his  laft  I  Eternal  loudly  calls  ! 

Nor  calls  in  vain ;  the  call  infplres 

Far  other  counfels  and  defires, 
Than  once  prevail'd  ;  we  Hand  on  higher  ground  ; 

What  fcenes  we  fee  ^  ^Exalted  aim  ? 

With  ardours  ne-w  our  fpirits  flame ; 
Ambition  bleft  1  with  more  than  laurels  crown'd. 

ODE  I. 
THE  BRITISH  SAILOR'S  EXULTATION. 

In  lofty  founds  let  thofe  delight 

Who  brave  the  foe,  but  fear  the  fight ; 
And  bold  in  word,  of  arms  decline  the  (Iroke: 

'Tis  mean  to  boaft;  but  great  to  lend 

To  foes  the  counfel  of  a  friend, 
And  warn  them  of  the  vengeance  they  provoke. 

From  whence  arife  thefe  loi^d  alarms  ? 

Why  gleams  the  fiuth  with  brandifh'd  arms  ? 
War,  bath'd  in  blood,  from  curfl  ambition  fprings : 

Ambition  '  mean,  ignoble  pride  ! 

Perhaps  their  ardours  may  fubfide, 
When  weigh'd  the  wonders  Britain's  failor  Cngs. 

Hear,  and  revere. — At  Britain's  nod, 
from  each  enchanted  grove  and  wood 


Haftes  the  huge  oat,  or  fhadelefs  forefl  leaves ; 

I'he  mounraiii  pints  afTume  new  forms. 

Spread  canvas  wings,  and  fly  through  ftorms. 
And  ride  o'er  rocks,  and  dance  on  foaming  waves.  . 

She  nods  again  :  the  labouring  earth 

Difclolcs  a  tremtnd'ous  birth; 
In  fmoking  livers  runs  her  molten  ore; 

Thence  monilers  of  enormous  fize, 

And  hideous  afptdl,  threatening  rife, 
Flame  from  the  deck,  from  trembling  battions  roar. 

Thefe  minifters  of  fate  fulfil. 

On  empires  wide,  an  i/land's  will. 
When  thrones  unjufl  wake  vengeance  :  know,  ye  . 
powers ! 

In  I'udden  night,  and  ponderous  balls, 

And  floods  of  flame,  the  tempefl  falls. 
When  brav'd  Britannia's  awful  fenate  lowers. 

In  her  *  grand  council  flie  furveys. 

In  patriot  piiSlure,  what  may  raife, 
Of  infolent  attempts,  a  warm  difdain; 

From  hope's  triumphant  funimit  thrown. 

Like  darted  lightnirg,  fwiftly  down 
The  wealth  of  Ind,  and  confidence  of  Spain. 

Britannia  {heaths  her  courage  keen, 

And  fpares  her  nitrous  magazine; 
Hef  cannon  flumber,  til!  the  proud  afpire. 

And  leave  all  law  below  them  ;  then/A^j/blazcI 

They  thunder  from  refounding  feas, 
Touch'd  by  their  injur'd  mafler's  foul  of  fire. 

Then  furies  rife  I   the  battle  raves  ' 

And  rends  the  fkies!  and  warms  the  wave* I 
And  calls  ^  temped  from  the  peaceful  deep, 

In  fpite  of  nature,  fpite  of  Jove, 

While  all-ferene,  and  hufh'd  above. 
Tumultuous  winds  in  azure  chambers  fleep. 

A  thoufand  deaths  the  burfting  bomb 

Hurls  from  her  difembowel'd  womb  ; 
Chain'd,  glowing  globes,  in  dread  alliance  join'd, 

Red-wing"d  by  flrong,  fulphureous  blatls, 

Sweep,  in  black  whirlwinds,  men  and  malls; 
And  leave  fing'd,  naked,  bl^od-drown'd,  decks  be^^ 
hind. 

Dwarf  laurels  rife  in  tented  fields ; 

The  wreath  immortal  ocean  yields ; 
There  war's  whole  fting  is  fhot,  whole  fire  is  fpent. 

Whole  glory  blooms  :  how  pale,  how  tame. 

How  lambent  in  Bellona's  flame ; 
How  her  ftorms  languifli  on  the  continent ! 

From  the  dread  front  of  ancient  war 
Lefs  terror  frown'd ;  her  fcythed  car, 

Her  caftled  elephant,  and  battering  beam. 
Stoop  to  thofe  engines  which  deny 
Superior  terrors  to  the  flcy,  [flame. 

And  boaft  their  clouds,  their  thunder,  and  their 

The  flame,  the  thunder,  and  the  cloud, 

The  night  by  day,  the  fea  of  blood, 
Hoflswhirl'd  in  air,  the  yell  of  finking  thrones, 

1  he  gravelefs  dead,  an  ocean  warm'd, 

A  firmament  by  mortals  ftorm'd. 
To  patient  Britain's  angiy  brow  belongs. 

*  Hcufe  of  Lords, 


A   SEA-PIECE. 
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()r  do  1  dream?  Or  do  I  rave  ? 

Or  fee  I  Vulcan's  footy  cave, 
Where  Jove's  red  bolts  the  giant  brothers  frame  ? 

'1  hofe  fwarthy  gods  of  toil  and  heat. 

Loud  peals  on  mountain  anvils  heat, 
And  panting  tempsfts  roufe  the  roaring  flame. 

Ye  foils  of  ^tna  !  hear  my  call ; 

Unfinilh'd  let  thofe  baubles  fall, 
Yon  Ihield  of  Mars,  Minerva's  helmet  blue  : 

Your  flrokes  fufpend,  ye  brawny  throng  I 

Charm'd  by  the  magic  of  my  fong, 
Prop  the  feign'd  thunder,  and  attempt  the  true. 

Begin  :   *  and  firfl:  take  rz^ni  flight, 
fierce fl.ime,  and  clouds  of  thickeft  nigfjt, 

And  ghaftly  terror,  paler  than  the  dead  ; 
Then  borrow  from  the  north  his  roar, 
Mix  groans  and  deat/jj  ;  one  f/jia/  pour 

Of  wrorg'd  Britannia's  wrath  ;  and  it  is  made  ; 

'G»ul  ftaris  and  trembles — at  your  dreadful  trade. 

ODE  II 5 

IN  WHICH  IS 

THE  SAILOR'S  PRAYER  BEFORE 
ENGAGEMENT. 

So  form'd  the  bolt,  ordain'd  to  break 

Gaul's  haughty  plan,  and  Bourbon  {hake  ; 
Jf  Britain's  crimes  fupport  not  Britain's  foes, 

And  edge  their  fwords  :  O  power  divine  ! 

II  blcfl  by  thee  the  bold  defign, 
Embattled  hol\s  a  fingle  arm  o'erthrows. 

Ye  warlike  dead,  who  fell  of  old 
In  Britain's  caule,  by  fame  enroU'd 

In  deathlefs  annal !   deathlefs  deeds  iufpire ; 
From  oozy  beds,  for  Britain's  fake, 
Awake,  iiluftrious  chiefs !  awake; 

And  kindle  in  yourfgns  paternal  fire. 

The  day  commiffion'd  from  above, 

Our  v/orth  to  weigh,  our  hearts  to  provCj 

If  war's  full  ftock  too  feeble  to  fullain  ; 
Or flrm  to  ftand  its  final  blow. 
When  vital  flreams  of  blood  fliall  flow, 

And  turn  to  crimfon  the  difcolour'd  main  ; 

That  day's  arriv'd,  that  fatal  hour  !— 

"  Hear  us,  O  hear,  Almighty  Power! 
!"  Our  guide  in  counfel,  and  our  ftrength  in  fight ! 

"  Now  war's  important  die  is  thrown, 

"  If  left  the  day  to  man  alone, 
•'  How  blind  is  wifdom,  and  how  weak  is  might ! 

"  Let  proftrate  hearts,  and  awful  fear, 
"  And  deep  remorfe,  and  fighs  fincere 

'\  For  Britain's  guilt  the  wrath  divine  appeafe ; 
"  A  wrath,  more  formidable  far 
♦'  That)  angry  nature's  waftefuj  war, 

"  The  whirl  of  tempefls,  and  the  roar  of  feas. 

"  From  out  the  deep  to  thee  we  cry, 
"  To  thee  at  nature's  helm  on  high  1 

..   '  <^ll"^!"i  t»  F'irgil's  Deftriptlen  of  Thunder. 


"  Steer  thou  our  condu<fl,  dread  Omnipotence  I 
"  To  thee  for  fuccour  we  refort ; 
"  Thy  favour  is  our  only  port ; 

"  Our  only  ruck  of  fafety,  thy  defence. 

"  O  thou,  to  whom  tlie  lions  roar, 

"  And,  not  unhtard,  thy  boon  implore  ! 
"  Thy  throne  our  burfts  of  cannon  loud  invoke: 

"  Thof^  canrt  arrcft  the  flying  ball ; 

"  Or  fend  it  back  and  bid  it  fall 
"  On  tliofe  from  whofe  proud  deck  the  thundcf 
"  broke. 

"  Britain  in  vain  extends  her  care 

"  To  climes  *  remote,  for  aids  in  war; 

"  Still  farther  muft  it  ftretch  to  crufh  the  foe; 
"  There's  one  alliance,  one  alone, 
"  Can  crown  her  arms,  or  fix  her  throne; 

"  And  that  alliance  is  not  found  below. 

"  Ally  Supreme  !  we  turn  to  thee ; 

"  We  learn  gbedience  from  the  fea  ; 
"  With  feas  and  winds,  henceforth  thy  laws  fulfil; 

"  '  ris  thine  our  blood  to  freeze,  or  warm  ; 

"  To  roufe  or  hufh  the  martial  florm  ; 
"  And  turn  the  tide  of  conqueft  at  thy  will, 

"  'Tis  thine  to  beam  fublime  renown, 
"  Or  quench  the  glories  of  a  crown  ; 

"  'Tis  thine  to  doom,  'tis  thine  from  death  t* 
"  free; 
"  To  turn  afide  his  leyell'd  dart, 
"  Or  pluck  it  from  the  bleeding  heart  :— 

"  There  We  call  anchor,  we  confide  in  thee. 

"  Thou,  who  haft  taught  the  ntrth  to  i^oar, 
"  And  flreaming  f  lights  no<Slurnal  pour 

"  Of  frightful  afped; !   when  proud  foes  invade, 
"  Their  blarted  pride  with  dread  to  feize, 
"  Bid  Britain's  flags  as  meteor's  blaze  ; 

"  And  George  depute  to  thunder  in  thy  (lead, 

•'  The  right  alone  is  bold  and  ftrong ; 
"  Black,  hovering  clouds  appal  the  ivrong 
"  With    dread    of    vengeance  :    nature's    awful 
"  fire  ! 
"  Ijefs  than  one  moment  fhouldft  thon  frowa 
•     "  Where  is  puilTance  and  renown  ? 
!*  Thrones  tremble,  empiies  fink,  or  worlds  cx« 
•'  pire, 

"  Let  George  the  juft  chaftife  the  vain  : 
"  Thou,  who  diirft  curb  the  rebel  main, 

"  To   mount   the    fhore   when    boiling    billows 
"  rave ! 
"  Bid  George  repel  a  bolder  tide, 
"  The  bouiidlefs  fwell  of  Gallic  pride  ; 

"  And  check  ambition's  overwhelming  wave. 

"  And  when  (all  milder  means  withflood} 
"  Ambition,  tam'd  by  lofs  of  blood, 
"  Regains  her  reafon;  then,  on  angels  wings, 
''  L,et  peace  defcend,  and  fhouiing  greet, 
"  With  peals  of  joy,  Britannia's  fleet, 
"  How  richly  freighted  !   It  triumphant,  brings 
"  The  poife  of  kingdoms,  and  the  fate  of  kings.'' 

•  •  Ruf,a. 
t  Aurora  Bcrcalis. 
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IMPERIUM    PELAGI. 

A  NAVAL  LYRIC: 

WRITTEN  IN  IMITATION  OF  PINDAR'S  SPIRIT. 

•CjCASIONED  BY  HIS  MAJESTy's  RETURRN,   SEPT.  I729,  AND  THE  SUCCEEBINC  PEACE. 


"  Monte  decurrens  velut  amnls,  imbres 

"  Quern  fuper  notas  aluere  ripas, 

"  Fervet,  immenfufque  ruit  profoundo.  Pind, 


*'  Concines  Isetofque  dies,  &  urbis 
"  Publicum  ludum,  fuper  impetrato 
*'  Fortis  AuGUSTi  reditu." 


HOR. 


PREFACE. 
A  «NOARic  carries  z  formidable  found ;  but  there 
28  nothing  formidable  in  the  true  nature  of  it ;  of 
■which  (with  utmoft  fubmiffion)  I  conceive  the 
critics  have  hitherto  entertained  a  falfe  idea.  Pin- 
dar  is  as  natural  as  Anacreon,  though  not  (o  fami- 
liar. As  a  fixt  ftar  is  as  much  in  the  bounds  of  na- 
ture, as  a  flower  of  the  field,  though  lefs  obvious, 
and  of  greater  dignity.  This  is  not  the  received 
notion  of  Pindar ;  I  fhall  therefore  foon  fupport  at 
large  that  hint  which  is  now  given. 

Trade  is  a  very  noble  fubjedl  in  itfelf ;  more  pro- 
per than  any  for  an  Engliftiman  ;  and  particularly 
feafonable  at  this  jundlure. 

We  have  more  fpecimens  of  good  "writing  in 
every  province,  than  in  the  fublime ;  our  two 
famous  epic  poems  excepted.  I  was  willing  to  make 
an  attempt  where  I  had  fewed  rivals. 

If,  on  reading  this  ode,  any  man  has  a  fuller  idea 
ftf  the  real  intereft,  ox poffMe  glory  of  his  country, 
than  before  ;  or  a  ftronger  imprciTion  from  it,  or 
a  warmer  concern  for  it,  I  give  up  to  the  critic  any 
farther  reputation. 

We  have  many  copies  and  tranjlations  that  pafs  for 
criginaU.  This  ode  I  humbly  conceive  is  an  original, 
though  it  profefles  imitation.  No  mart  can  be  like 
Pindar,  by  imitating  any  of  )a\s  particular  works ; 
any  more  than  like  Raphael,  by  copying  the  car- 
foont.  The  genius  and  fpirit  of  fuch  great  men 
muft  be  colleded  from  the  -whole;  and  when  thus 
we  are  poffeffed  of  it,  we  muft  exert  its  energy  in 
fuhjcBs  and  defgns  of  our  own.  Nothing  is  fo 
rnpindarital  as  following  Pindar  on  the  foot.  Pin- 
dar is  an  original^  and  he  muft  be  fo  too,  who 
•would  be  like  Pindar  in  thai  which  is  his  grcatcft 
praife.  Nothing  fo  unlike  as  a  clofe  copy,  and  a 
noble  original. 

As  for  length,  Pindar  has  an  unlrokm  ode  of  fix 
iiundrcd  Hces.    Nothing  is  long  or  Ihort  in  pric- 


ing, but  relatively  to  the  demand  of  the  fubjcdl, 
and  the  manner  of  treating  it.  A  dijlich  may  be 
long,  and  a  folio  Jhort.  However,  I  have  broken 
this  ode  into  ftrains,  each  of  which  may  be  con- 
fidered  as  a  feparate  ode  if  you  pleafe.  And  if 
the  variety  and  fullnefs  of  matter  be  confidered, 
I  am  rather  apprehenfive  of  danger  from  brevity 
in  this  ode,  than  from  length.  But  lank  writing 
is  what  I  think  ought  moft  to  be  declined,  if  for 
nothing  elfe,  for  our  plenty  of  it. 

The  ode  is  the  moft  fpirited  kind  of  poetry,  and 
the  Pindaric  is  the  moft  fpirited  kind  of  ode ;  this 
I  fpeak  at  my  own  very  great  peril :  but  truth 
has  an  eternal  title  to  our  confcflion,  though  we 
are  furc  to  fuffer  by  it. 

THE  MERCHANT. 
ODE   I. 

ON  THE 

BRITISH  TRADE  AND  NAVIGATION. 

TO  HIS  GRACE  THE  DUKE  OE  CHANDOS. 

'aXaruiLi  zfavrohv  Xvyiof 
fit  l\T4  ■xF^orooii 

Find.  Nem.  Od.  VI. 
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THE  PRELUDE. 

The  Propofition.  An  addrefs  to  the  veflel  that 
brought  over  the  King.  Who  ftiould  fing  on  this 
OCCaflun.     A  Pindaric  boaft. 

Fast  by  thcfurge  my^Hmbs  are  fpread. 

The  naval  oak  nods  o'er  my  head ; 
The  winds  are  loud;  the  waves  tumultuous  roll; 

Ye  winds  !  indulge  your  rage  no  more  ; 

Ye  founding  billows  !  ceafe  to  roar; 
The  God  dcfccndsj  and  tfanfpcrts  warm  my  foul^ 
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The  waves  are  hu(h'd ;  the  winds  are  fpetit ! — 
This  kingdom,  from  the  kingdoms  rent, 

1  celebrate  in  fong — Fam'd  ifle  !  no  lefs, 
By  nature'syavear,  from  mankind. 
Than  by  the  foamingy^fl,  disjoin'd; 

Alone  in  blifs  I  an  ifie,  in  happinefs  1 

Though  fate  and  time  havedamp'd  my  drains, 
Though  youth  no  longer  fires  ray  veins, 

Though  flow  their  ftrcamsin  this  cold  climate  run; 
The  royal  eye  difpels  my  cares, 
Recals  the  warmth  of  blooming  years, 

Returning  Ge«rge  fupplies  the  diflant  fun. 

Away,  my  foul !  falute  the  *  Pine, 
That  glada  the  heart  of  Caroline, 

Its  grand  depofit  faithful  to  refiore  ; 

Salute  the  bark  that  ne'er  (hall  hold 
So  rich  a  freight  in  gems  or  gold, 

And  loaded  from  both  Indies  would  be  poor. 

My  foul  I  to  \.hte,Jhe  fpraads  her  fails ; 
Their  bofoms  fill  with  facred  gales; 
With  infpiration  from  the  godhead  warm ; 
Noiv  bound  for  an  eternal  clime  : 

0  fend  her  down  the  tide  of  time, 
Snatch'd  from  oblivion,  and  fecure  Ixomjlorm. 

Or  teach  this  flag,  like  that  to  fear. 

Which  gods  of  old  and  heroes  bore ; 
Bid  her  a  Britifli  conflellation  rife — 

The  fea  Ihe  fcorns;  and,  noiu,  (hall  bound 

On  lofty  billows  of  fweet  found, 
I  am  her  pilot,  and  her  port  thtjkies ! 

Dzieyou  to  fing,  ye  tinkling  train  ? 

Silence,  ye  wretched!  ye  profane  ! 
Who  fhakle /»o/f ,  and  boaii  of  ai/ent  gods ; 

Who  murder  thought,  and  numbers  maim. 

Who  write  Pindarics  cold  and  lame, 
And  labour  lliif  Anacreontic  odes. 

Ye  laivful  fons  of  genius  rife  ! 

Oi  genuine  title  to  the  fkies  ; 
Yt  founts  of  learning  !  and  ye  mints  of  fame  ! 

You,  who  file  off  the  mortal  part 

Of  glowing  thought,  with  Attic  art. 
And  drink  pure  fong  from  Cam's  or  Ifis'  ftream. 

1  glow,  I  burn  1  the  numbers  pure, 
High-flavour'd,  delicate,  mature, 

Spontaneous  ftream  from  my  unlabour'd  breaft, 
As,  when  fuU-ripcned  teems  the  vine. 
The  generous  burfls  of  willing  wins 

Diflil  ne(5lareous  from  the  grape  un^reji. 

STRAIN  I. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Mow  the  King  attended.  A  proffeB  of  happinefs. 
Jndujlry.  A  furprifing  inftance  of  it  in  old  Rome, 
The  mifchief  of^o/^.  What  happinefs  is.  Sloth  its 
greateft  enemy.  Trade  natural  to  Britain.  Trade 
invoked.  Defcribed.  ?F;&jf  the  greateft  human  ex- 
cellence. The  praife  of  wealth.  Its  ufe,  abufe, 
end.    The  variety,  of  nature.    The  final  moral 

*    Ths  "vejfel  that  btougbt  over  the  King. 


A  NAVAL  LYRIC.  "  17J 

caufe  of  it.  The  benefit  of  man's  nece£lt'tes.  Bri- 
tain's naval  ftores.  She  makes  all  nature  fervice- 
ablc  to  her  ends.  Of  reafon.  Its  excellence.  Hatif 
we  fhould  form  our  ejlimate  of  things.  Reafon  s 
difficult  talk.  IVhy  the  firft  glory  hers.  Her 
ejfeils  in  old  Britain. 

"  Our  monarch  comes !  nor  comes  alone  !'* 

What  fhining  forms  furround  his  throne. 
O  fun  1  as  planets  thee  ! — To  my  loud  flrain 

See  peace,  by  wifiom  led,  advance  ; 

The  grace,  the  mufe,  the  feafon,  dance  ; 
And  plenty  fpreads  behind  her  flowing  train  \ 

"  Our  monarch  comes!  nor  comes  alone  t"* 
Ne-zu  glories  kindle  round  his  throne, 

The  vifions  rife  !  1  triumph  as  I  gaze  : 
By  Pindar  led,  I  turn'd  of  late 
The  volume  dark,  the  folds  of  fate  ; 

And,  now,  am  prefent  to  the  future  blaze. 

By  George  and  Jove  it  is  decreed, 
The  mighty  months  in  pomp  proceed. 

Fair  daughters  of  the  fun  ! — O  thou  divine^ 
Bleft  Indnftry  !  a  fmiling  earth 
From  thee  alone  derives  its  birth  : 

By  thee  the  ploughftiare  and  its  mafter  fhine. 

From  thee,  mcifl,  cable,  anchor,  oar. 
From  thee  the  cannon  and  his  roar; 

On  oals  nurft,  rear'd  by  thee,  wealth  empire  gro^rs* 
O  golden  fruit !  oai  well  might  prove 
The  facred  tree,  the  tree  of  Jove ; 

All  Jove  can  give,  the  naval  oak  beftows. 

What  cannot  induftry  complete  ? 

When  Punic  war  firft  flam'd,  the  great 
Bold,  aiftive,  ardent,  Roman  fathers  meet : 

"  Fell  all  your  groves,"  a  flamen  cries;. 

As  foon  they  fall ;  as  foon  they  rife ; 
One  moon  aforef,  and  the  next  s.feet. 

Is_/?of/5  indulgence  !  'Tisatoil; 

Enervates  man,  and  damns  the  foil- 
Defeats  creation,  plunges  in  diftrefs. 

Cankers  our  being,  all  devours ; 

A  full  exertion  of  our  powers ! 
Thence,  and  thence  only  glows  our  fiappinefs., 

The  ftream  may  ftagnate,  yet  be  clear. 

The  fun  fufpend  his  fwift  career, 
Yet  healthy  nature  feel  her  wonted  force  ; 

Ere  man  his  adlive  fprings  refign'd. 

Can  ruft  in  body  and  in  mind. 
Yet  taftc  of  blifs,  of  which  he  chokes  the  fourcfe. 

Where,  induftry  !  thy  daughter  fair  ? 

Recal  her  to  her  native  air  ;  [lone 

Here,  was  trade  born,  here  bred,  here   flourifti'd 

And  ever  fhall  (he  flourilh  here  : 

What  though  ftie  languifh'd  ?  'twas  hut  fear 
She's  found  of  heart ;  her  conftitution  ftrong. 

Wake,  fting  her  up.     Trade  I  lean  no  more 
On  thy  fixt  anchor,  pu(h  from  ftiore. 

Earth  lies  before  thee,  every  climate  court. 

And,  fee,  flie's  rous'd  abfolv'd  from  fears. 
Her  brow,  in  cloudlefs  azure,  rears. 

Spreads  all  her  fail,  and  opens  every  port. 
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See,  cherifli'd  by  her  Cfter,  Peace, 
.   She  levies  gain  on  every  place, 
Religion,  habit,  cuftom,  tongue,  and  name  I 

Again,  ftie  travels  with  the  fun, 

Aorain,  fhe  draws  a  golden  zone  [fame  '. 

Round  earth  and  main;  bright  zone  of  wealth  and 

Ten  thoufand  adjve  hands,  that  hung 
In  Ihameful  floth  with  nerves  unflrung. 

The  nations  languid  load,  defy  the  ftorms, 
The  fheeis  unfurl,  and  anchors  vveigh, 
The  long-nr.oor'd  veffel  wing  to  fea, 

Worlds,  worlds  falute,  and  peopled  ocean  fwarms. 

His  fons,  Po,  Ganges,  Danube,  Nile, 
Their  fedgy  foreheads  lift,  and  fmile  ; 

Their  urns  inverted  prodigally  pour 

Streams  charg'd  with  wealth,  and  vow  to  buy 
Britannia  for  their  great  ally,  ,  [mere  ? 

With  climes  paid  down  ;    what  can  the  gods  do 

Cold  Rufiia  collly  furs  from  far, 

Hot  China  fends  her  painted  jar, 
France  generous  wines  to  crown  it,  Arab  fweet 

With  gales  of  incenfe  fwells  our  fails, 

Nor  diftant  Ind  our  merchant  fails, 
Her  richeft  ore  the  iallaj}  of  our  fleet. 

Luxuriant  ifle  !  What  tide  that  flows. 

Or  ftream  that  glides,  or  wind  that  blows. 
Or  genial  fun  that  Ihines,  or  fliowcr  that  pours, 

But  flows,  glides,  breathes,  fliines,  pours  for 
. thee? 

How  every  heart  dilates  to  fee 
lach  land's  each  feafon  blending  on  thy  fliores ! 

All  thefe  one  Eritifn  harveft  make  ! 

The  fervant  ocean  for  thy  fake  ; 

Both  links  and  fwells  :  his  arms  thy  bofom  wrap, 

And  fondly  give  in  boundlefs  dower, 

To  mighty  George's  growing  power. 
The  wafted  world  into  thy  loaded  lap. 

Commerce  brings  riches,  riches  crown 

Fair  virtue  with  the  firft  renown  : 
A  large  revenue^  and  a  large  exf:nce. 

When  hearts  for  others  welfare  glow. 

And  fpend  as  free  as  gods  beftow, 
Gives  the  full  bloom  to  mortal  excellence. 

Glow  then  my  bread  !  abound  my  flore  ! 

This,  and  this  boldly  I  implore, 
Their  ijuant  and  apathy  let  Stoics  boaft  : 

PaJJions  and  riches,  good  or  ill. 

As  us'd  by  man,  demand  our  flcill ; 
All  bleflings  wound  us,  when  difcretion's  loft. 

Wtdhb,  in  the  virtuous,  and  the  luife, 

'Tis  vice  and  tolly  to  dcfpife  : 
Let  thofe  in  praife  of  poverty  refine, 

Whofe  heads  or  hearts  pervert  its  ule, 

The  narroiv-fouVd,  or  the  frcfufe. 
The  truly  great  find  morals  in  the  mine  ; 

Happy  the  man !  who,  large  of  heart. 
Has  learnt  the  rare  illuflriou;,  art 

Of  being  rich  :   ^oitsjlarve  us,  or  they  cUy ; 
From  gold,  if  more  than  chcmic  Ikill, 
Extract  not  what  is  brighter  ftill : 

•Tis  hard  X^g"'",  much  harder  to  cn^oy. 
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Plenty's  a  means,  and  joy  her  end  : 

E  altid  minds  their  joys  extend  : 

A  Chandos  fliines  when  others'  joys  are  done  : 
As  lofty  turrets,  by  their  height, 
When  humbler  fcenes  refign  their  light, 

Retain  the  rays  of  the  declining  fun. 

Pregnant  with  bleflings,  Britain  !  fwear 

Ho  fordid  fon  of  thine  fliall  dare 
Oflend  the  donor  of  thy  wealth  and  peace  ; 

Who  nozv  his  whole  creation  drains 

To  pour  into  my  tumid  veins 
That  blood  of  nations  !  commerce  and  increafe. 

How  various  nature  !  tprgid  grain 

Here  nodding  floats  the  golden  plain  ;    [vines 

There,  ivorms   weave    filken.webs;  here,  glowing 
Lay  forth  their  purple  to  the  fun. 
Beneath  the  foil,  there  harvcftsrun. 

And  kings'  revenues  ripen  in  the  mines. 

What's  ^jarious  nature  i  Art  divine 
Man's  foul  to  foften  and  refine  ; 

Heaven  difi"ereiit  growths   to  difierent  lands  ittii 
parts. 
That  all  may  ftand  in  need  of  all, 
And  inferefl  draw  around  the  ball, 

A  net  to  catch  and  join  all  human  hearts. 

Thus  has  the  great  Creator's  pen 

His  \3.\\  fupreme,  to  mortal  men, 
In  their  neceffities  diftindtly  writ  : 

Ev'n  appetites  fupplies  the  place 

Of  abfeht  virtue,  abfcnt  grace. 
And  human  viznt performs  for  human  wit. 

Vaft  naval  enfigns  flrow'd  around 

The  ■viond' ving  foreigner  confound ! 
How  ftands  the  deep-aw'd  continent  aghaft, 

As  her  •proudfcepter'd  fons  furvey, 

At  every  port,  on  every  quay. 
Huge  mountains  rife,  of  cable,  anchor,  mafl  ? 

The  unwieldy  tiln  I   the  ponderou"!  hale  ! — 
Each  prince  his  own  clime  fet  to  faie 

Sees  here,  by  fubjedis  of  a  Britidi  king  :  • 

How  earth's  abridg'd  !  all  nations  rangie 
A  narrow  fpot,  our  throng'd  Exchange  ! 

And  fend  the  llreams  of  plenty  from  their  fpring. 

Nor  earth  alone,  all  nature  bends 
To  aid  in  Britain's  glorious  ends: 

Toils  fhe  in  ira'/e  ?  or  bleeds  in  honeft  tvars  ? 
Her  keel  each  yieldingyj'a  enthrals, 
Each  willing  -ujind  her  canvas  calls,  , 

Her  pilot  iucofervice  lifts  the  flars. 

In  Cze  confin'd,  and  humbly  made. 
What  though  we  creep  beneath  the  fliade, 

And  ieem  as  emmets  on  this  point,  the  ball  i 
Heaven  lighted  up  the  human  foul, 
Heaven  bid  its  rays  tranfpierce  the  whole. 

And,  giving  godlike  reafon,  gave  us  all. 

Thou  golden  chain  'twixt  Cod  and  men, 

Bleft  reafon  !  guide  my  life  and  pen  ; 
All  ills,  like  gliofls,  fly  trembling  at  thy  light  : 

Who  thee  obey-,  reigns 'o'er  all ; 

Smiles,  though  ihc  ftars  around  him  fall; 
A  Gad  is  .'*'-'i£ht  bu:  reafen  infiijitCi 
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The  man  of  reafon  is  a  God 

"U'ho  (corns  to  Itoop  to  fortune's  nod; 

Sole  agitit  he  beneath  the  fliiniiig  fj)here, 
Others  A\e  pafp'ue,  are  impell'd, 
Are  frighten'il.  flatter'd,  funk,  or  fwell'd, 

As  accident  is  pleis'd  to  domineer. 

Our  hopes  3.r\d fears  are  much  to  blame; 

Shai!  monarchsiztiiir.''  or  crowns  inftame? 
From  grofs  ;niftake  our  tumult  fprings  ; 

Tl-ofe  men  the  filiy  world  difarm, 

Elude  the  dart,  difiolve  the  charm. 
Who  know  the  JlenJer  worth  of  men  and  things. 

The  frefertt  objesS,  prefent  day, 

Are  idle  phantoms,  and  away  ; 
What's  liijiing  only  Aoe%exiJl.     Know  this, 

i.ife,  fame,  friends,  freedom,  empire,  all, 

Peace,  commerce,  freedom,  nobly  fall 
■f  0  launch  us  on  the  flood  of  endUfs  blifs. 

Hovi  foreign  thcfe,  thou  mojl  in   view  ! 

Go,  look  your  tuhole  exiftence  through  ; 
Thence,  form  your  rules :  thence  fix  your  eftimate, 
'         For  fo  the  gods  ;  but  as  the  gains. 

How  great  the  toil !  Twill  coft  more  pains. 
To  vanquifti yo//y,  than  reduce  dijlate. 

Hence,  reafon  /   the frjl  palm  ii?  thine, 

Old  Birtain  learnt  from  thee  to  fhine. 

'h'j thee,  trades  fwarming  throng,  gayyr^fi/ozwVfmile, 
Armies,  in  war  of  fatal  froWn, 
Of  peace  the  pride,  arts  flowing  down. 

Enrich,  exalt,  defend,  infiruB  our  ifle. 

STRAIN  II. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Arts  from  commerce.  Why  Britons  itould  pur- 
fue  it.  What  wealth  includes.  An  hijlorical  di- 
greflion,  which  kind  is  mofl  frequent  in  Pindar. 
The  wealth  and  wonderful  glory  of  Tyre.  The 
approach  of  her  ruin.  The  caufe  of  it.  Her 
crimes  through  all  ranks  and  orders.  Her  mi- 
ferable  fall.  The  neighbouring  kings  juft  re- 
feSiion  on  it.  An  awful  image  of  the  Divine 
■f  ower  and  vengeance.  From  -what  Tyre  fell, 
and  how  deep  her  calamity. 

Commerce  gives  arts,  as  well  as  gain; 

By  commerce  wafted  o'er  the  main, 
7bey  barbarous  climes  enlighten  as  they  run ; 

Arts,  the  rich  traffic  of  the  foul ! 

May  travel,  thus,  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  gild  the  world  with  learning's  brighter  fun. 

Commecre  gives  learning,  -virtue, gold  ! 

Ply  commerce,  then,  ye  Britons  bold, 
Inur'd  to  winds  and  feas  !   left  gods  repent : 

The  gods  that  thron'd  you  in  the  wave, 

And,  as  the  trident's  emblem,  gave 
A  triple  realm,  that  awes  the  continent : 

And  awes  with  wealth  ;  for  wealth  is  power: 

When  Jove  dcfcends  a  golden  fliower, 
Tis  navies,  armies,  empire,  all,  in  one, — 

View,  emulate,  outlhine  old  Tyre; 

In  fcarlet  rob'd,  with  gems  on  fire. 
Her  pisrchant8,/r/w«  .'  every  deck,  a  throne .' 
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She  fate  an  emprefs !  aw'd  the  flood  ! 

Her^(zi/<r  column  Ocean  trod  ; 
She  call'd  the  nations,  and  Ihe  call'd  theyij/, 

By  both  obey'd  :   the  Syrian  fings; 

The  Cyprian's  art  her  viol  firings ; 
Togarmagh's  ftecd  along  her  valley  neighs. 

The  fir  of  Senir  makes  her  floor. 

And  Balhan's  oak,  transform'd,  her  oar  ; 
High  Lebanon  her  maft  ;  far  Dedan  warms 

Her  mantled  hofl ;   Arabia  feeds ; 

Her  fail  of  purple  Egypt  fpreads  ; 
Arvad  fends  mariners ;  the  Perfian,  arms. 

The  world's  laft  limit  bounds  her  fame  ; 

The  golden  city  was  her  name  i 
Thofe  ftars  on  earth,  the  topaz,  onyx,  blaze 

Beneath  her  foot  :  extent  of  coaft, 

And  rich  as  Nile's,  let  others  boafl ; 
Hers  the  far  nobler  harveji  of  the  feas. 

O  merchant  land !  as  Eden  fair  ! 

Antient  of  empires  !   Nature's  care  ! 
The  ftrength  of  Ocean  !  head  of  plenty's  fprin^J^! 

The  pride  of  ifles  !  fn  ivars  rever  d  ! 

Mother  of  crafts  f  lov'd  !  courted  !  fear'd  ! 
Pilot  of  kingdoms !  and  fupport  of  kings  ! 

Great  mart  of  nations ! — But  flie  fell : 
Her  pamper'd  fons  revolt !  rebel ! 

Againil:  his  favourite  ifle  loud  roars  the  main  f 
The  tempeft  howls  .''  her  fcu'ptur'd  dome 
Soon,  the  -wolfs  refuge  ;  dragon's  home ! 

The  laud,  one  altar  .'  a  whole  Tpenple,flain  .' 

I'he  deftin'd  day  puts  on  her  frown; 

The  fable  hour  is  coming  down  : 
She's  on  her  march  from  yon  Almighty  throne  : 

The  fzvord  and  form  are  in  her  hand  ; 

She  trumpets  Ihrill  her  dread  command  : 
BarH:  he  the  light  of  earth  !  the  boafl,  unknoivn  / 

For,  oh  !  her  fins  as  red  as  blood. 

As  crinifon  deep,  outcry  the  flood; 
The  queen  of  trade  is  [ought  /  once  wife  and  juft, 

Ivoiv,  venal  is  her  council's  tongue: 

How  riot,  violence,  and  wrong. 
Turn  gold  to  drofs,  her  blofl'om  into  .dujl  I 

To  things  inglorious,  far  beneath 

Thofe  high-born  fouls  they  proudly  breathe. 

Her  fordid  noble  finks  !  her  mighty,  bow  I 
Is  it  for  this,  the  groves  around 
Return  the  tabrefs  fprightly  found  .' 

Is  it  for  this,  her  great-ones  tofs  the  brow  ? 

What  burning  feuds  'twixt  brothers  reign  '. 

To  nuptials  cold,  hovi  gloius  the  vein. 
Confounding  kindred,  and  mifleading  right  ? 

The  fpurious  lord  it  o'er  the  land  ! 

Bold  blafphemy  dares  make  a  fl;and, 
AfTault  the  Iky,  and  brandifh  all  her  might : 

Tyre's  artizan,  fweet  orator. 
Her  merchant  fage,  big  m  .n  of  ivar. 
Her  judge,  her  prophet,  nay  her  hoary  beads, 

Whofe  brows  with  -zvifdom  fliould  be  crown'd. 
Her  very  priefs  in  guilt  abound  : 
I  HeiKc,  the  world's  teiar  all  her  honours  flied*. 
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What  death  ol  truth  !  what  thirft  ai gold: 

Chiefs  warm  in  peace,  in  bait!e  cold  ! 
What  youfh  unletter'd  1  lafe  ones  lifted  high  I 

What  public  boafts  !  what  private  views  ! 

What  defert  temples !  croivded  (lews  ! 
What  -women  .' — praAis'd  but  to  roll  an  eye  ! 

O  '.  foul  of  heart,  her  faireft  dames 

Decline  the  fun's  intruding  beams, 
To  mad  the  midnight  in  their  gloomy  haunts : 

Alas !  there  is,  who  fees  them  there ; 

There  is,  who  flatters  not  the  fair. 
When  cymbals  tinkle,  and  the  virgin  chaunts. 

He  fees,  and  thunders  ! — Novi,  in  vain '. 

The  courfer  paws,  and  foams  the  rein  ; 
And  chariots  flream  along  the  printed  foil : 

In  vain  \  Her  high,  prefumptuous  air 

In  gorgeous  veftmcnts  rich  and  rare, 
O'er  her  proud  fhoulder  throws  the  poor  man's  toil. 

In  robes  or  gems,  her  codlj fain. 

Green,  fcarlet,  azure,  fhlne,  in  vain  1 
In  vain  !  their  golden  heads  her  turrets  rear ; 

In  vain  !  high-flavour'd  foreign  fruits, 

Sydonian  oils,  and  Lydian  lutes, 
Glide  o'er  her  tongue,  and  melt  upon  her  ear. 

In  vain !  wines  flow  in  various  flreams. 
With  helm  and  fpear  each  pillar  gleams ; 

Damafcus,  vain !  unfolds  the  glolTy  ftore  ; 
The  golden  wedge  from  Ophir's  coafls. 
From  Arab  incenfe  vain,  (he  boafts, 

Vain  are  her  gods,  and  vainly  men  adore. 

Bell  falls !  the  mighty  Nebo  bends ! 

The  nations  hlf's !  her  glory  ends  I 
To  Jhips,  her  confidence  !  fhe  flies  from  foes ; 

Foes  meet  her  there :  the  wind,  the  wave. 

That  once  aid,  ftrength,  and  grandeur  gave, 
Plunge  her  in  feas,  from  which  her  glory  rofe. 

Her  ivory  deck,  embroidet'd  fail. 

And  maft  of  cedar  nought  avail, 
Gr  pilot  learn  dl  She  finks,  nor  finks  alone  ; 

Her  gods  fink  with  her  1  to  the  fey. 

Which  never  more  fliall  meet  her  eye. 
She  fends  her  foul  out  in  one  dreadful  groan. 

What  though  fo  vaft  her  naval  might. 

In  her  firfl  dawn'd  the  Britilh  right? 
A\\ flags  abas^dhtr  fee-dominion  greet : 

What  though  (he  longer  warr'd  than  Troy  ? 

At  length  her  foes  that  ifle  deflroy 
Whofe  conqueft  fail'd,  as  far  as  fall'd  her  fleet. 

The  \iixxgsfl}e  cloth'd  in  purple  fhake 
Their  awful  brows :  "  O  fi)ulmirtake  ! 

«»  O  fatal  pride  !  (they  cry)  this,  this  is  fhe, 
"  Who  faid — with  my  oiun  art  and  arm, 
"  Iti  the  world's  wealth  I  wrap  me  warm" — 

And  fwell'd  at  heart,  vaia  emprefs  of  the  fea  1 

**  This,  this  is  (he,  who  meanly  foar'd  ; 

"  Alas  !  how  low,  to  be  adord, 
"  And  flyle  herfelf  a  god  1 — Through  ftormy  wars 

"  This  eagle-ifle  her  thunder  bore, 

"  High-fed  her  young  with  human  gore  ; 
•«  And  wo«/ihave  built  her  neft  among  the  ftars. 


"  But  ah,  frail  man  !  how  Impotent 

"  To  fland  heaven's  vengeance,  or  prevent  ? 

"  To  turn  afide  the  great  Creator's  aim  ! 
"   Shall  ifland-kings  with  him  contend, 
"  Who  makes  the  poles  beneath  him  bend  ? 

«'  And  fhall  drink  up  the  fea  herfelf  with  flame  ? 

"   Earth,  ether,  empyreum  bow, 

"  When  from  the  brazen  mountain's  brow 
"  The  god  of  battles  takes  his  mighty  bow  : 

"  Of  wrath  prepares  to  pour  the  flood, 

"  Puts  on  his  vefturc  dipt  in  blood, 
"  And  marches  out  to  fcourgc  the  world  below. 

•'  Ah  1  wretched  ifle,  once  call'd  the  great  ! 

«'  Ah  1  wretched  ifle,  and  wife  too  late  1 
"  The  vengeance  of  Jehovah  is  gone  out : 

"  Thy  luxury,  corruption,  pride, 

"  Ani  freedom  loft,  the  realms  deride, 
"  Ador'd  theeflanding,  o'er  thy  ruins  fhout : 

"  To  fcourge  with  ivar,  or  peace  bejioiu, 

"  Was  thine,  O  fallen  '.  fallen  low  ! 
"  ^Tivas  thine,  of  jarring  thrones  to  ftill  debates  : 

"  How  art  thou  fallen,  down,  down,  down  ! 

"  Wide  wajie,  and  night,  and  horror  frown, 
"  Where  empire    flam'd   in   gold,   and  balanc'd 
"  flates." 

STRAIN  III. 

TUE  ARGUMENT. 

An  Inference  from  this  hiftory.  Advice  to  Britain. 
More  proper  to  her  than  other  nations.  Hov/far 
the  ftroke  of  tyranny  reaches.  What  fupporcg 
our  endeavours.  The  unconftdered  benefits  of  li. 
berty.  Britain's  obligation  to  purfuc  trade.  Why 
above  half  the  globe  is  fea.  Britain's  grandeur 
from  Yitrfituation.  The  ivinds,  the  feas,  the  con- 
flellatlons,  defcribed.  Sir  Ifaac  Newton's  praife. 
Britain  compared  with  other  ftates.  The  Le- 
viathan defcribed.  Britain's  fite,  and  ancient 
title  to  the/i^a/.  ^f^^o  rivals  her.  Of  Venice. 
Holland.  Some  Ati^iic  trade  zsrae^n.  Cenfured 
for  it.  Trade's  glory.  The  late  Czar.  Solo- 
mon. A  furprifing  inftance  of  magnificence. 
The  merchant's  dignily.     Compared  with  meu 

oVtiUitS. 

HENcfe  learn,  as  hearts  are  foul  or  pure, 

Our  fortunes  wither  or  endure  : 
Nations  may  thrive,  or  perijh  by  the  wave. 

What  ftorms  from  Jove's  unwilling  frown, 

A  people's  crimes  fdicit  down  ! 
Ocean's  the  ■-aw?nb  of  riches,  and  the^raw. 

This  truth,  O  Britain  !  ponder  well ; 

Virtues  fhould  rife,  as  fortunes  fwell : 
What  is  large  property  ? — TheyTg«  of  good^ 

Of  •wcrlh/nperior  ;  if  'tis  Lfs, 

Another's  treafure  we  poflefs. 
And  charge  the  gods  with  favours  mj/he/low'd. 

This  council  fuits  Britannia's  ifle,         [fmlle; 

High-dulh'd   with   wealth,    and    freedom's 
To  vaflals  prifon'd  in  the  continent, 

Who  ftarve,  at  home,  on  meager  toil, 

And  fuck  to  death  their  mother  foil, 
'Twere  ufclefs  caution,  and  a  truth  mif-fpeat. 


Feil  tyrants  ftrike  lieyond  tlie  bone, 

Ai^d  wound  the  foul  ;  bnw  jjenius  down, 
Lay  virtue  wafte  '  for  worth  or  arts,  who  ftrain, 

To  throw  them  at  a  monfer'i  foot? 

""T'ls-  property  fupports  pur/u/t  .- 
Freedom  gives  eloquence;  and  freedom,  gain. 

She  pours  the  thought,  and  forms  the  fiyle* 
She  makes  the  blood  and  fpirits  boil ; 

I  feel  her  ne-!u  .'  and  roufe,  and  rife,  and  rave 
In  rheban  fong  :   O  niufe  !   not  tbine, 
Verfe  is  gay  freedom's  gift  divine  : 

The  man  that  can  think  greatly,  is  no  flave. 

Others  may  traffic  if  tliey  pleafe  ; 

Britain,  fair  daughter  of  the  feas. 
Is  born  for  trade  ;  to  plough  her  field,  the  wave  : 

And  reap  the  growth  of  every  coafl;  : 

A.  fptck  of  land  !  but  let  lier  boait, 
Gods  gave  the  ivorld,  when  they  the  waters  gave. 

Britain  I  behold  the  world's  wide  face; 

Nor  cover'd  half  with yoZ/'i/ fpace, 
Three  parts  dsejluid ;  empire  of  the  fea  ! 

And  why  ?  for  commerce.     Ocean  fireams 

For  thai,  through  all  his  various  names  : 
And)  if  for  commerce,  ocean  flows  for  thee. 

Britain,  like  fome  great  potentate 
Of  eafcern  clime,  retires  in  ftate, 

Shuts  out  the  nations !   Would  a  prince  draw  nigh  ? 
He  paffes  her  {^.roug  guards,  the  Vi'aves, 
Oifer'uant  winds  admlfilon  craves, 

Her  empire  has  no  neighbour  but  the  flcy. 

There  are  her  friends  ;   foft  zephyr  there, 

Keen  Eurus,  Notus  never  fair. 
Rough  Boreas  burfting  from  the  pole  :  all  urge, 

Arid  urge  for  her,  their  various  toil; 

The  Cafpian,  the  broad  Baltic  boil, 
And  into  life  the  dead  Pacific  fcourge. 

There  are  her  f fiends,  a  marfhall'd  train  : 

A  gt  Iden  hull !  and  azure  plain  ! 
By  turns  do  duty,  and  by  turns  retreat : 

They  may  retreat,  but  not  from  her  ; 

The  ftar  that  quits  this  hcmifphere 
Muft  quit  the  feies,  to  want  a  Britifh  fleet. 

Hyad,  for  her,  leans  o'er  her  urn  ; 

For  her,  Orion's  glories  bum. 
The  Pleiads^/i?i2?».     For  Britons  fet  and  rife 

The  fair-fac'd  fons  of  Mazaroth, 

Near  the  deep  chambers  of  the  foiith, 
The  raging  dog  that  fires  the  midnight  ^\cs. 

Thefe  nations  Newton  made  his  own  ; 

All  intimate  with  him  alone. 
His  mighty  foul  did,  like  a  giant,  run 

To  the  vafl;  volume's  clofing  ftar  ; 

Decypher'd  every  charadtr  : 
His  reafon  pour'd  new  iighrupon  the  futi. 

Let  the  proud  brothers  of  the  land 

Smile  at  our  rock  and  barren  ftrand, 
Not/acZi  the  fea  :  let  Fole's  ancient  line 

Vaft  traSis  and  ample  beings  vaunt; 

'1  he  camel  /(;ii',yCT«// elephant-— 
O,  Britain  !  the  leviithan  is  thsue. 
YoL,  X.  '      " 


THE   MERCHANT.  lyf 

I.,eviathan  !  whom  nature's  flrife 
Brought  forth,  her  largeft  piece  of  life  ; 

Wtjlefps  an  ifle  !  his  fports  the  billows  warm  '. 
Dreadful  leviathan  !  thy  fpout 
Invades  the  fkies  ;  the  flars  are  out: 

He  drinks  a  river,  and  ejedls  dkjiorm. 


Th'  Atlantic  furge  around  our  fhore 

German  and  Caledonian  roar; 
Their  mighty  genii  hold  us  in  their  lap. 

Hear  Egbert,  Edgar,  Ethelred  ; 

"  The  feas  are  ours." —  1  he  monarch  faid— 
The  floods  their  hands,  their  hands  the  nations, 
clap. 

Whence  is  a  riril,  then,  to  rife  ?- 
Can  he  be  found  bcneatli  the  Ikies? 

No,  there,  they  dv.ell,  that  can  give  B.'-jtaJn  fear: 
The  powers  of  earth,  by  rival  aim 
Her  grandeur  bi!t  the  more  proclaim  ; 

And  prove  their   diftance    moft,   as   the/    draw 
near. 

Proud  Venice  fits  amid  the  waves; 

Her  foot  ambitious  ocean  laves  : 
/irt's  nobleft  boaft  '.  but  O  what  v/ondrous  odds 

'  I'wixt  Venice  and  Britannia's  ifle  ! 

'I'wixt  mortal  and  immortal  toil ! 
Britannia  is  a  Venice  built  by  gods. 

Let  H>liand  triumph  o'er  her  foes, 
But  not  o'er  friends  by  whom  flic  rofe ; 

The  child  of  Britain  !   And  fhall  (he  contend  ? 
It  were  no  lefs  than  parricide  : 
What  wonders  rift  from  nut  the  tide  ! 

Her  high  and  mighty  to  the  rudder  bend. 

And  are  there,  then,  of  lofty  brow, 
Who  think  trade  mean,  and  fc  irn  to  boW 

So  far  beneath  the  flate  of  nohle  birth  ? 
Alas !  thefe  chiefs  bu?  little  know 
Commerce  hoV/  high,  themfel-ues  how  low; 

The  fons  of  ncbles  are  the  fons  of  earth. 

And  what  have  earth's  mean  foris  to  do, 
But  reap  her  fruits,  and  warm  purfue 

The  world's  chief  gooA,  nor  glut  on  other's  toil  ? 
High  commerce  from  the  gods  came  down. 
With  compafs,  cbaft,  znA fiarry  croivn, 

Their  delegate,  to  make  the  nationsy^?//? 

Blufli,  and  behold  the  Ruffian  bow, 
From  forty  crowns,  his  mighty  broiu. 

To  trade. — To  toil  he  tutns  his  glorious  hand : 
That  arm,  which  fwept  the  bloody  field, 
See  !  the  huge  ax,  or  hammer,  wield  ; 

While yt£^/r«  wait,  and  thrones  impatient  fland. 

O  fliarae  to  fuhjeSls  !  firft  renown, 
Matchlefs  example  to  the  crown  f 

Old  time  is  poor  :   what  age  boafts  fuch  a  fight  J 
Ye  drones  !  adore  the  man  divine- 
No  ;  virtue  ftill  as  mean  decline, 

Call  Ruffians  barbarous,  and  yourfelves  polite. 

He  too  of  Judah,  great,  as  wife. 
With  Hiram  ftrove  in  merchandife  : 
Monarchs  with  monarchs  ftruggle  for  an  ear  t 
M 
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That  merchant  *  finking  to  his  grave, 
A  flood  of  treafure  fwells  the  cave  ; 
The  king  left  much,  the  merchant  huryd  more. 

Is  merchant  an  inglorious  name  ? 
No  ;  fit  tor  Pindar  fuch  a  theme. 
Too  great  for  i^.ne  ;  I  pant  beneath  the  weight  \ 
If  loud  as  ocean's  were  my  voice^ 
If  words  and  thoughts  to  court  my  choice 
Out-nun  bei'd^a«(/j,  1  could  not  reach  its  height. 

Merchants  o'er  proudeft  heroes  reign ; 

Thofe  trade  in  blejing,  thefe  in  pain, 
At  flaughter  fwell,  and  fhout,  while  nations  groan  : 

With  purple  monarchs,  merchants  vie ; 

If  great  x.ofpe»d,  what,  to/upply  ? 
Priefts  pray  for  biellings;  merchants  pour  them 
down. 

King«,  merchants  are  in  league  and  love ; 

Earth's  odour>  pay  foft  airs  above, 
That  o'er  the  teemmg  field  prolific  range; 

Planets  are  merchants;  take,  return, 

Luftre  and  heat ;  by  tragic  burn; 
The  whole  creation  is  one  vail  exchange. 

Js  merchant  an  inglorious  name  ? 

What  layi  the  fi^ns  of  ieite/d  fame. 
Proud  '.f  their  -volumes,  fwelling  in  their  cells  ? 

In  Bpen  life,  in  change  of  fcene, 

Mid  vari  us  manners,  throngs  of  men, 
Experience,  arts,  zud/olid  wifdom  dwells. 

Trade,  art's  mechanic,  nature's  {lores 

Well  weighs     to farry  tcience  fears  : 
Reads  warm  in  life  ;^dead-colour  d  by  the  peu) 

'Ihe  fcites,  tongues,  interefts,  of  the  ball : 

Who  {ludic;  trade,  he  ftudies  all , 
Accomplifli'd  merchants  are  accomplilh'd  mea. 

STRAIN  IV. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Pindar  invoked.  His  praife  Britain  fhouid  de- 
cline -war  ;  but  boMly  alTert  her  trade.  Encou- 
raged from  'he  throne:  Britain'^  condition  with- 
out trade.  TvAde' ■^chamiler,  andfurpriHiig;  deeds 
Carthage  Solomon's  teiv.ple.  St.  Paul's  c.iurch. 
The  OT.^r'j  charader.  The  wonderful  effedls  of 
trade.  IVhy  religi  m  recommended  to  the  mer- 
chant \Vhi\t,fjfe  joy.  What,  true.  What  re- 
iigion  is  to  the  merchant.  JVhy  trade  more  glo- 
rious in  Britons  than  others.  How  •warmly,  and 
how  long,  to  be  purfued  by  us.  The  Brit.in's 
legacy  Columbus.  His  praife.  America  de- 
fer ibed  Worlds  ftlll  unknoivn.  Queen  Eliza- 
beth. King  Grorgc  the  Second.  His  glory  na- 
'ually  reprt-len^ed 

How  (ball  I  farther  roufe  the  foul  ? 

How  Sloth's  lafcivious  reign  controul 
Eyverfe  with  unestitiguifh'd  ardour  wrought?' 

How  every  breafl  inflame  with  mine  ? 

How  bid  my  theme  flill  brighter  (bine. 
With  wealth  of  words,  and  unexhaufted  thought  ? 

*    Vn/l  treafure  taien  from    Solomon's   tomb    IjO© 
^ears  after  his  death. 


I  O  thou  Dircsean  fvran,  on  high, 

Round  whom  familiar  thunders  fly  I 

While  Jove  attends  a  language  like  his  own  * 
Thy  Jpirit  pour,  like  vernal  fhowers, 
My  -verfe  fhall  bur  ft  out  with  the  flowerSj 

While  Britain's  trade  advances  with  her  fun. 

Though  Britain  was  not  born  to  fear, 
Grafp  not  at  bloody  fame  from  -war ; 

Nor  war  decline,  if  thrones  your  right  invade  ; 
Jove  gathers  tempefl  black  as  night : 
Jove  pours  the  golden  flood  of  light; 

Let  Britain  thunder,  or  let  Britain  trade. 

Britain  a  comet,  or  zflar. 

In  commerce  this,  or  that  in  -war. 

Let  Britons  fhout  1  earth,  feas,  and  fkies  refound  ? 
Commerce  to  kindle,  raife.  preferve, 
And  fpirit  dart  through  every  nerve. 

Hear  from    the  throne  *  a  voice    through   time 
renown'd. 

So  fall  from  heaven  the  vernal  fhowers. 

To  cheer  the  glebe,  and  wake  the  flowers ; 
The  gloom  caird  forth  fees  azure  fkies  difplay'd| 

The  bird  of  voice  is  proud  to  fing, 

Induftrious  bees  ply  every  wing, 
Diflend  their  cells,  and  urge  their  golden  frads^ 

Trade  once  extingaifh'd.  Britain's  fun 

Is  gone  out  too;   his  race  is  run  ; 
He  fhines  in  vain  !  her  ifle's  an  ifle  indeed, 

Afpot  too  fmall  to  be  o'ercome  ; 

Ah,  dreadful  fafety  !  wretched  doom  ! 
No  foe  will  conquer  what  no  foe  Cdinfeed. 

Trade's  the  fource,  finew,  foul  of  all  :1 

Trade's  all  herfelf ;   hers,  hers,  the  ball; 
Where  moll  unfeen,  the  goddefs  flill  is  there  I 

Trade  leads  the  dance,  trade  lights  the  blaze  ;; 

The  courtier's  pomp  !    the  fludent's  eafe  ! 
*Twas  trade  at  Blenheim   fought,  and  clos'd  the 
year. 

What  Rome  and  all  her  gods  defies  ? 

The  Punic  oar.     Behold  it  rife 
And  battle  for  the  world  !   trade  gave  the  call; 

Rich  cordial  from  his  na-val  art 

Sent  the  fliong  Ipirits  t6  his  heart. 
That  bid"  an  Afric  merchant  grafp  the  ball. 

Where  is,  on  earth,  Jehovah's  home  ? 
Trade  mark'd  the  foil,  and  built  the  dome. 
In  which  his  Mw'yi^y  frjl  deign'd  to  dwell ; 
The  walls  v/khflwr  fheets  o'erlaid, 
Rich,  a«  the  fun,  through  gold  univeigl>''dy 
^  Bent  the  moon'd  arcii,  and  bid  the  column  fwell. 

Gr&fideur  unknown  to  Solomon  ! 

Methiiiks  the  labouring  earth  fliould  groan,' 
Beneath  yon  load  f      created  iure,  nor.  made  I 

Servant  and  ri-val'ol  the  fkies  ! 

Heaven's  arch  alone  can  higher  rife  : 
What  hand  immortal  rais'd  thee  .' — Humble  tradei 

Where  hadfl  thou  been,  if  left  at  larye, 
Thole  finewy  arms  that  tugg'd  the  barge. 

*    The  King  s  fpeech. 
•j"  <SV.  Paul's^  built  by  the  coal-tax. 


«79 


Had  caught  at  phafur;  on  tlie  Sowery  green  I 
If  they  that  watch'd  the  midnight  liar 
Had  fw.ung  behind  the  rolling  car, 

Or fiU^d  it  with  difgrace,  where  hadfl  thou  been  ? 


As  by  repletion  men  confume, 

Abundanu  is  the  mifer's  doom  ; 
Expend  It  no/;/y;  he  that  lets  it  r///7. 

Which,  paffing  numerous  hands,  would ^//?f 

Is  not  a  man,  but  living  mine. 
Foe  to  the  gods,  and  rival  to  the  dnj!. 

Trade  barbarous  lands  can  polifli  fair  ; 

Make  eatth  well  worth  the  -wife  man's  care  ; 
Call  forth  her  forefts,  cimrm  them  into  fleets; 

Can  make  pne  hoiif;  of  human  race  ; 

Can  bid  the  diftant  poles  embrace  ; 
Hefs,  every  fun ;  and  India,  India  meets. 

Trade  monarchs  crowns,  and  arts  imports. 
With- bounty  feeds,  with  laurel  courts  : 

Trade  gives  fair  virtue  fairer  (till  to  fhine  ; 
Enafts  thofe  guards  of  gain,  the  la-ws  ; 
,  ExalU  evn  freedom's  glorious  caufe. — 

Trade  !  warn'd  by  Tyre,  O  make  religion  thine 

Tou  lend  each  other  mutual  aid  : 

Why  is  heaven's  fmile,  in  "wealth,  convey'd  ! 
Not  to  place  vice,  but  virtues  in  our  power  : 

Pleafure  declin'd,  is  luxury, 

Baundlefs  in  time  and  in  degree  : 
Pleafure  enjoy  d,  the  tumult  of  an  hour. 

Falfe  joy's  a  difcompofing  thing, 

That  jars  on   Nature's  trembling  firing, 

Tempefls  thefpirits,  and  untunes  the.  frame : 
True  joy,  the  funfhine  of  the  foul, 
A  hv'ighx.  ferene  that  calms  the  whole; 

Which  they  ne'er  knew,  -whom  other  joys  inflame. 

Merchant !  religion  is  the  care 

To  grow  as  rich — as  angels  are  ; 
To  knowya^  coin  from  true  ;  to  fweep  the  main  ; 

The  mighty Jlaie  iecwre,  beyond 

The  ftrongeft  tie  o'ijield,oifund: 
Commerce  gives  gold,  religion  makes  it  gain. 

Jgin,  then,  religion  to  thy  {lore. 

Or  India's  mines  will  make  Xhet  poor : 

Greater  than   fyre  !   O  bear  a  nobler  mind 
Sea-fovereign  ifle  !  proud  -war  decline. 
Trade  patronize  !   what  glory  thine. 

Ardent  to  blefs^  who  co\x\i^'^  fubdue  mankind  ! 

Rich  commerce  ply  with  warmth  divine 

By  day,  by  night ;  the  JIars  are  thine, 
"Wear  out  the  ftars  in  trade  '.  eternal  run 

From  age  to  age,  the  noble  gk)w, 

A  rage  to  gain,  and  to  be/loiv. 
While  ages  laft  '.  in  trade  burn  out  the  fun  I 

Trade,  Britain's  all,  our  fires  fent  down 

With  toil,  blood,  treafure,  ages  won  ; 
iTliis,  Edgar  great  bequeath'd  ;  this,  Edward  bold  : 

1-et  Forbilhers,  let  kaleighs  fire  I 

O  le;  C  lumbus's  {hide  infpJre  ! 
if(zv  worlds  difdofe,  with  Drake  furround  an  old, 
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Columbus  I  fcarce  inferior  fame 
For  thee  to  find,  than  heaven  to  frame 
Tha  t  womb  of  gold  aind  gem  :  her  wide  domain, 

Atl  univerfe  ■'   her  T\vtr':,feas  .' 
Her  fruits,  both  men  and  g^ids  to  pleafe  I 
Heaven's  faireft  birth  I   and,  but  for  thee,  in  -aaiti  / 


Worlds Jiill unino-u'n  deep  {hadowswrap; 

Call  wonders  f  irth  from  nature's  lap ; 
JSTeiv  glory  pour  on  her  kternal  Sire  : 

O  noble  fearch  !   O  glorious  care  ! 

Are  ye  not  Britons?  why  defpair  ? 
New  worlds  are  due  to  fuch  a  godlike  fire. 

Swear  by  the  great  Eliza's  foul. 

That  trade,  as  long  as  water's  roll — 
Ah !  no  ;  the  gods  challife  my  ralh  decree  : 

By  great  Eliza  do  not  fwear  ; 

For  thee,  O  George  1   the  gods  declare  : 
And  thou  for  them  !  late  time  fhall  fwear  by  thee, 

Truth,  brighr  ^sjlars,  with  thee  prevails; 

Full  be  thy  fame,  as  fwelling_/2?/A, 
Conftant,  a^  tides,  thy  mifd ;  as  majls,  elate  • 

Thy  Ji/Jrice,  an  unerring  helm 

To  {leer  Britannia's  fickle  realm  ; 
Thy  numerous  race,  fure  anchor  of  her  {late  ? 

STRAIN  V. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

What  is  the  bound  of  Britain's  power.  Beyori!^ 
that  of  the  mofl  famed  in  hillory.  The  fign 
Lyra.  What  the  ccnftellations  are.  Ariro.' 
The  vvhale.  The  Dolphin.  Eridanu-.  The 
lion.  Libra.  Virgo.  Bernice-  The  Britifh 
ladies  cenfured.  The  moon.  IVhat  the  fea  is, 
Apofirophe  to  the  emptror.  The  Spanifh  arma- 
da. How  Britain  fhoiild  fpeak  her  refentment. 
What  gives  power.  VVhat  navies  do  in  war. 
The  Tartar.  Mogul.  Africa.  China.  Wha 
matter  of  the  worfd.  What  the  hiftory  of  the 
vi-orld  is.  The  genealogy  of  glory.  Millakes 
about  it.  Peace  the  mer-:hant's  harveft.  Shipi 
of  di-vine  origin.  Merchants  ambaffadors.  The 
Briton's  voyage.  Praife  the  food  of  glory.  Bri- 
tain's record. 

Britannia's  (late  what  bounds  confine! 

(Of  rjfing  thought  O  golden  mine  ! 
Mountains,  Alys,fre.tms,  ^ufs,  oceans,  fct  HO  bound 

She  Tallies  till  Ihe  llrilces  the  liar; 

Expanding  wide,  and  lannching  far 
As  wind  can  fly,  or  rolling  wave  refound. 

Small  ifle  !   For  Csef^rs,  for  the  fon 

Of  Jove,  who  burft  from  Macedon, 
For  gorgeous  eafterns  blazing  o'er  mankind  ; 

Then,vs'hen  they  call'd  the  wori.J  their  owii. 

Not  equal  fame  born  fable  (hone  : 
They  rofe  to  gods,  in  half  thy  fphere  confin'd. 

Here,  no  demand  for  fancy's  wing  ; 

Plain  truth's  illuftrious  :  as  I  fmg, 
O  hear  yen  fpangled  harp  repeat  my  lay! 

\o\ir  Jiarry  lyre  has  caught  the  found. 

And  Ipreads  it  to  the  planets  round. 
Who  befl  can  tell  where  ends  Britannia's  fwaf , 
Mij 
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The  flcies  (fair-printed  page  !)  unfold 

The  naval  fame  of  heroes  old  ; 
As  in  a  niirror  (how  th'  adventurous  thrcr.g: 

The  deeds  of  Grecian  mariners 

Are  read  by  gods,  are  writ  xnJLirs, 
And  noble  -virfc,  that  (hall  endure  as  long. 

The Jkies  are  records  of  the  main. 
Thence  Argo  liftens  to  my  ftrain  ; 

Chiron,  for  fong  renown'd,  his  noble  rage 
For  naval  fame  and  fong  renews. 
As  Britain's  fame  he  hears,  and  •vieias  ; 

Chiron,  the  Shovell  of  a  former  age. 

The  whale  (for  late  1  fung  his  praife) 

Pours  gratfful  luftre  on  my  lays ; 
How  fmilcs  Arion's  friend  *  with /'a/-»M/ beams  I 

Eridanus  would  flatter  too, 

But  jcaloufies  his  fmile  fubdue; 
He  fears  a  Britifli  rival  in  the  Thames. 

In  pride  the  lion  lifts  his  mane, 
To  fee  his  Britifli  brothers  reign 

As  ftars  helow  :  the  balance,  George  !  from  thine, 
Which  weighs  xh^nailcm^  learns  to  v^'cigh 
Moie  accurate  tlie  nig^bt  and  day  i 

From  thy  lair  daughters  Virgo  learns  to  fliine. 

Of  Britain's  court,  ye  lejer  lights ! 
'  How  could  the  ^^  ife  man  gi.z."  whole  nights 
On  Richmoiiri'-  eye,  or;  B'-r^-n.in 's  hair  ! 

But,  oh!  you  pradfileyjjw^;.'/ arts  ; 

Your  own  retain. /cize  others'  hearts, 
Piratci,  not  merchants,  are  the  Britilh  fair. 

This  truth  I  fwear  by  Cynthia's  beam. 
Pale  Qijeen  !  hej!ujb'd  at  Britain's  fame  ; 

And,  rcUirg.  tell  the  nations — "  o'er  the  main 
"    rojhare  her  empire  is  thy  pride." 
Ke,  mighty  power  !   who  curbs  the  tide, 

Uncurbs,  extends,  throws  wide  Britannia's  reign. 

What  is  the  main  !  Ye  kings  renown'd  ! 

Britannia's  centre.,  ilid  your  bound : 
Auftrian  !  where-e'er  Leviathan  can  roll, 

li  Britain's  home  1   And  Bri'.ain's  mine, 

Where'er  the  Iipeni.'^g  fun  can  fhine. 
Parts  arc  for  emperors ;  for  her  the  luhoU. 

Why,  "luftrian !  wilt  thou  hover  ftill 

'   On  doub'ful  wing,  and  want  the  (kill 

To  fee  thy  welfare  in  the  ivarhVs  ?  Too  late 

*     Another  f'hurchill  thou  may'ft  find, 

Anotiier  Churchill,  net  fo  kind, 

And  other  Blenheims,  big  with  other /j/if. 

Ill  thou  remember"!!,  ill  doft  own, 
Who  refcued  an  ungrateful  throne  ; 

111  thou  confider'ft,  that  the  kind  are  brave  ; 
III  doft  'hou  weigh,  that  in  time's  womb 
A  day  may  flecp,  a  day  of  doom, 

As  great  to  ruin,  as  was  that  lofave. 

How  would'ft  thou  fmile  to  hear  my  drain, 
Whofe  boafted  inf^irailo-.is  vain  ? 

'       *  'The  Dolphin. 
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Yet  what  if  my  prefiBion  Ihould  prove  trut  f 
Know'ft  thou  tht  fatal  fair  who  (hine 
O'er  Britain's  trading  empire  thine 

As  one  rejeB.d,  what,  if  ont  fubdue  ? 

What  naval  fcene  adorns  the  feat 
Of  awful  Britain's  high  debate  *, 

Infpires  her  councils,  and  records  htr  poiver  ? 
The  nations  know,  in  glowing  balls 
On  finking  thrones,  the  tempeft  falls,    n^ 

When  her  auguft  aflfembled  fenates  lour. 
O  language  fit  for  thoughts  fo  bold .' 
Would  Britain  have  her  angar  told  ; 

Ah  !  never  let  a  meaner  language  found, 

Than  that  which  proftrates  human  fouls, 
Through  heaven'*  dark  vault  impetuousrolls 

And  nature  rocks,  when  asgry  Jove  has  frown'd. 

Not  realms  unhonnded,  not  3  food 

Of  natives,  not  e-.pence  of  blood. 
Or  reach  <.i  coMTiiel  gives  the  world  a  lord: 

Trade  calls  hijn  forth,  and  fets  him  high, 

As  mortal  man,  o'er  men  can  fly  : 
Trade  leaves  poor  gleaning?  to  the  keeneft ytfori!. 

Nay,  hers  the  fword  !   f^r  fleets  have  -wings ; 

Like  lightning  fly  to  difant  kings  ; 
Like  gods  defcend  at  ante  on  trembling  ftates : 

Is  war  proclaim'd  .'   Our  wars  are  hurl'd 

To  farthefl  confines  of  the  world, 
Surprife  your  ports,  and  thunder  at  your  gates. 

The  king  of  tempefts,  .^olus, 
Sends  forth  his  pinion' d people,  thus, 

Oa  rapid  errandf ;  as  they  fly,  they  roar. 
And  CTiTxy  fable  clouds,  TinAfzieep 
The  land,  the  defert,  and  the  deep! 

Farth  (hakes  1  proud  cities  fall !  and  thrones  adore  ! 

Tht  fools  of  nature  ever  ftrike 

On  bare  outfdes ;  and  loath,  or  like, 
As  glitter  bids  ;  in  endlefs  error  vie ; 

Admire  iht  purple  and  the  crown  : 

Of  human  tvelfare  and  renoiim. 
Trade's  the  big  heart ;  bright  empire,  but  their  eyr. 

Whence  Tartar  Grand  ?  or  Mogul  Great  ? — 

Trade  gilt  their  titles,  pour'd  their  ftate; 
While  Afric's  black,  lafcivious,  flothful  breed, 

To  clafp  their  ruin,  fly  from  toil ; 

That  meanfl  produdl  on  their  foil. 
Their  peopk  fell :  one  half  on  t'other  feed. 

Of  nature's  wealth  from  commerce  rent, 

Afric's  a  glaring  monument : 
Mid  citron  forefts  and  pomegranate  groves 

(Curft,  in  a  paradife  !)  (lie  pines; 

O'er  generous  glebe,  o'er  golden  mines 
Her  beggar' d,famifb'd,  tradelefs  native  roves : 

Not  fo  thine,  China,  blooming-wide  ; 

Thy  numerous  fleets  might  bridge  the  tide  ^ 
Thy  prcduHs  would  exhauft  both  India's  mines  : 

Shut  be  that  gate  of  trade  !   or  woe 

To  Britain's !  Europe  'twill  o'erflow. — 

Ungrateful  fong  !   her  growth  f  infpires  thy  lines, 

f    The  ^panifh  Armada  in  the  Eoufe  of  Lords, 
\    Coffee, 
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Britain  I  to  thefe^  and  fuch  as  thefe, 

The  river  broad,  and  foamingy^ijj 
Which y^ii^r  lauds  to  mortals  lefs  renown'd, 

Devoid  ol  naval  Ikill  or  might; 

Thofe  fever'd  parts  of  earth  unite  : 
Trade's  the  ivWpuJfe,  that  fends  their  vigour  round. 

Could,  O  I  could  one  engrojfmg  hand 

The  various  flreams  of  trade  command, 
^hat,  like  the  fun,  would  gazing  nation's  awe; 

That  awful  power  ihe  world  would  brave. 

Bold  war,  and  empire  })roud,  his  flave  ; 
Mankind  his  fubjeds  ;  and  his  wi//,  their  law. 

Haft  thou  look'd  round  the  fpacious  earth  ? 

From  commerce,  grandeur's  humble  birth  : 
To  George  from  Noah,  empifts  living,  dead, 

Their  pride,  their  fhame,  their  rife,  their  fall, 

Time's  \^\\o\c  plain  chronicle  is  all 
One  bright  encoiniu!?if  undcfign'd,  on  trade. 

Trade  fprings  from  peace,  and  wealth  from 
trade. 

And  power  from  wealth  !  of  power  is  made 
The  god  on  earth  :  hail,  then,  the  dove  of  peace  1 

Whofe  olive  fpeaks  the  raging  flood 

Of  war  reprels'd  :  what's  lofs  of  blood  ? 
War  is  the  death  ct' commerce  and  increafe. 

Then  perifli  war  ! — Detefted  war  1 

Shalt  thou  make  gods  ?  like  Csefar's  ftar  ? 
What  calls  man  fool  fo  loud  as  this  has  done. 

From  Nimrod's  down  to  Bourbon's  line  ? — 

Why  not  adore  too,  as  divine. 
Wide-wafting  florms,  before  the  genial  fun  ? 

Peace  is  the  merchant's  fummer  clear  I 

Ki>  har-jcjl  !  harveft  round  the  year  '.    . 

For  peace  with  laurel  every  n/af.  be  bound ; 
Hach  aV./i'  carcufc,  each^ipg-  dream  out,  ■ 
Each  cannon  found,  ezch  Jailor  (liout  I 

For  peace  let  t\CTy /acred Jiip  be  crown'd  ; 

■Sacred  are  Jhips,  of  birth  divine .' 

An  angel  drew  the  firft  dijign ; 
With  which  tli«  ]iatriarch  nature's  ruins  brav'd  : 

Tivo  world's  abroad,  an  old  and  new, 

He  fafe  o'er  foaming  billows  flew  : 
The  gods  made  human  race,  ■& pikt,favd, 

Uoiv  facred  too  the  merchant's  name  '. — 

When  Britain  blaz'd  meridian  fame*;  [lawr; 

Bright  (hone  the  fivord,  but  brighter  trade  gave 
Merchants  in  dijiant  courts  rever'd, 
Whe;e  prouder  ftatefnicn  ne'er  appear'd, 

Merchants  ambaffadors  \  and  thrones  m  awe. 

'Tis  theirs  to  know  the  tides,  the  times  ; 

The  march  of  flars ;  the  births  of  chmes ; 
Summer  and  winter  theirs;  theirs  land  SinAfea, 

Theirs  are  the  feafons ^  months,  and  years  ; 

And  each  a  different  garland  \ve.s,Xi  .— 
O  that  my  fong  could  add  eternity  ! 

Praife  is  the  facred  oil  that  feeds 
The  burning  lamp  of  godlike  deeds ;  . 

'    In  S^ieeri  Elizabeth^ s  reign. 


Immortal  glory  pays  Illuftrious  cares: 

Wiiither,  ye  Britons  1   are  you  bound ? 
O  noble  voyjge  .'   glorious  round.' 

Launch  from  the  Fhames,  and  end  among  the  flar»^ 

if  to  myfubjeSI  rofe  my  foul. 

Your  fame  fhould  laft  v/hile  oceans  roll : 

When  other  worlds  in  depths  of  time  (hall  rife, 
As  we  the  Grt  eks  of  mighty  name, 
May  they  Brita.'Ujia's  fleet  procj^im, 

Look  up,  and  read  her  ftory  in  the  ikies. 

Ye  Syrens,  fing  ;  ye  Tritons,  blow  ; 

Ye  Nereids,  dance;   je  bilb  ws,  flow; 
Roll  to  my  meafures,  O  ye  ftarry  throng; 

Ye  winds  in  concert  breati.e  around  ; 

Ye  navies  !  to  the  concert  bound 
From  pole  to  pole  !  to  Britahi  all  belong. 

THE  MORAL. 

The  mofl  happy  fliould  be  the  moft  virtuous.     Of 
eternity.    What  Britain's  arts  ftiould  be.    Whence 

Jlavery. 

Britain  !  thus  bleft,  thy  blefling  know; 

Or  blifs,  in  vain  !   the  gi^dsbeftow; 
Its  end  fulfil,  means  cberiib.yc.v.  ce  adore  : 

N ivajivclUngs  of  thy  ioul  reprefs; 

They  moft  may  loj'e,  who  n\o^  pajfe^s ; 
Then  let  blifs  a'^e,  and  tremble  at  thy  liore. 

Nor  be  too  fond  of  life  at  bejl. 

Her  cheerful,  T\ot  enamoi/r'd ^uedz 
Let  ihciught  Ry/orz-jard ;  'twill  gay  profpefls give ; 

Pfofpedls  immortal ;   that  deride 

A  Tyrian  wealth,  a  Perfiaii  pride, 
And  make  it  ^eiie&  fortitude  to  live. 

O  for  eternity  !  a  fcene  ! 

To  fair  adventurers  lerene  ? 
O  !  on  thatyj-fl  to  deal  in  p'lrerenoTiTi  I 

Trr.^c  with  gbds  !  what  tranfpcrts  foil ; 

What  boundleis  import  to  the  foul  ! 
The  poor  nan's- fw/;Vf  .'  and  the  fubje<Ss  r^ctm.' 

Adore  the  gods,  and  plough  the  feas: 

T/u_/I'  be  thy  arts,  O  Britain  !   thefe. 
Let  others  pant  for  an  immenfc  command ; 

Let  01 /^^rj  breathe  war*?  fiery  god; 

The  proudefl  vitlor  fears  thy  nod, 
Long  as  the  trident  fills  thy  glorious  hand. 

Glorious,  while  hea\'en-born  freedom  lafls. 
Which  trade's  foft  fpurious  daughter  biafts; 

For  what  is  tyranny  ?  A  monftrous  tiirth 
From  luicury,  by  brdies  carefs'd. 
By  glowing  power  \v  Jlades  coiiiprefs'd, 

Vi'hichftalis  around,  and  chains  the  groaning  earth, 

THE  CLOSE. 

Thi'!  fub)eB  now  firft  fung.  Hoiv  fung.  Prefer- 
able to  Pindar's  fubjctils.  How  Britain  Ihould 
be  fung  by  all. 

These,  trade  !  \frfi,  who  boaft  no  ftore, 
Who    owe   the   nought,    thus   fnatcji    froaj 
fliorc 

,M  iij 
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The  ihprc  of  profe,  where  thou  haft  flumber'd 
lon^: ; 
And  lend  thy  flag  triumphant  down 
The  tide  of  time,  co  fure  renown  ; 

O  blefs  m)'  country  '   and  thou  pay'ft  my  fong- 

Thou  arr  the  Briton's  nobleft  theme, 

Why,  then,  unfunp  ?  My /(ot/)/i?  aim 
To  &vek  plain  fenfd,  and  fire  the  generous  blood ; 

Not  fpoft  imaginations  vain, 

But  lift,  with  yon  ethereal  train, 
The  fliiiiing  mufe,  to  ferve  the  f  Mi:  good. 

Of  ancient  art  and  ancient praifc, 

Thi  /prints  are  open'd  in  my  lays  : 
Olympic  her-  1.-S  ghofts  around  nie  throng, 

An'i  tjiink  their  glory  fung  anew; 

Till  chiefs  of  equal  fame  they  view  ; 
Nor  grudge  to  Biitous  bold  their  Theban  fong. 

Not  Pindar's  theme  with  mine  compares, 

As  f:ir  furpaft,  as  u/e/ul  c:ircs 
Tranfcend  diverfion  li^ht  and  glory  <vain  : 

The  wrearh  fantaftic,  (liouting  throng, 

And  panting  fteed,  u>  him  belong 
The  cfjariiMer's,  not  empire's  golden  rein. 

Nor  Chandos  !  thou  the  mufe  defpifp 
That  iccidd  to  glowing  ^tiia  rife 

(Such  Pindar's  breait)  thou  Theron  of  our  time'. 
Seldom  to  man  the  gods  impart 
A  Pindar's  head,  or  Thcron's  heart : 

In  life,  01  fong,  how  rare  the  true  fubliins ! 


None  Britijb-born,  will  fure  difdain 
This  new,  bold,  moral,  patriot  drain, 

Though  not  with  genius  v/vh  Jome  virtue  crown'd  : 
(How  vain  the  mule  !)  the  lay  may  laft, 
Thu'  twin'd  around  the  Britifh  maft. 

The  Britifh  maft,  with  nobler  laurels  bound ! 

Weak  ivy  curls  round  naval  oak. 

And  fmiies  at  wind  and  ftorm  unbroke  ; 

By  ftrength  not   hers   fublime :    thus,    proud    t« 
foar,  ' 

To  Britain's  grandeur  cleaves  my  Jlrain  i 
And  lives,  and  echoes  throiigh  the  plain. 

While  o'er  the  billoiv  Britain's  thunders  roar. 

Be  dumb,  ye  groveling  fons  of  verfe, 
\^hoJing  not  anions,  but  rebearje. 

And/col  the  mufe  with  impotent  dcfire  ; 
Ye  facrilegious  !   who  prefume 
To  tarnifli  Britain's  naval  bloom. 

Sing  Britain's  fame,  with  all  her  hero's  fire. 


"  Yc  Syrens,  fing ;  ye  Tritons,  blow; 

"   Ye  Nereids,  dance  ;   ye  billows,  flow  j 
Roll  to  my  meafures,  O  ye  flarry  throng  ! 

"   Yewindsl  in  concert  bi#ithe  around ; 

"   Ye  navies  !  to  the  concert  bound 
From  pole  to  pole ;  to  Britain  all  belong  ; 
Britain  to  heaven  :  from  heaven  defcends  mv 
"   iOD<'.  ' 
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THOMAS    GRAY. 


Containing 

DDES,  I  ELEGY  IN  A  COUNTRY  CHURCH-YARJSj 

PPITAPHS,  I  A  LONG  STORY, 

tfc.  iS-c.   IS'e. 


To  which  i«  prefixed 

THE    LIFE    OF    7HE   AUTHOR. 


Not  that  her  blooms  are  mark'd  with  beauty's  hue, 
My  ruftic  niufe  her  votive  chaplet  brings, 
Unfeen,  unheard,  O  Gray,  to  thee  (he  fings  '. 
While  flowly-pacing  through  the  church-yard  deWj 
At  curfeu-time,  beneath  the  dark-green  yew. 
Thy  penfive  genius  ftrikes  the  moral  firings; 
Or  borne  fublime  on  infpiration's  wings. 
Hears  Cambria's  bards  devote  the  dreadful  clue 
Of  Edward's  race,  with  murthers  foul  defil'd  : 
Can  aught  my  pipe  to  reach  thine  ear  effay  ? 
^o  bard  divine !  for  many  a  care  beguil'd 
By  the  fweet  magic  of  thy  foothing  lay, 
For  many  a  raptur'd  thought  and  vifion  wild, 
To  tj)ee  this  ftrain  of  gratitude  I  pay. 

Warton's  Sonnet  to  Gray, 


EDINBURGH: 
fRINTED  BY  MUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE, 
^nno  1704, 
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1  HE  life  of  Gra?,  "  the  Britilh  Pindar,"  has  been  written  by  his  friend  and  editor  Mr.  Mafon, 
from  perfonal  knowledge,  and  the  intelligence  obtained  from  his  correfpondence  with  Jiis  friends. 

The  fadls  dated  in  the  prefent  account,  are  chiefly  taken  from  Mr.  Mafon's  narrative,  with  the 
addition  cf  fuch  particulars  as  fubfcquent  information  has  fupplied. 

Thomas  Gray,  defcended  of  a  reputable  family  in  the  city  of  London,  was  born  in  Cornhill,  De-. 
camber  a6.  1716.  His  grandfather  was  a  confiderable  merchant.  His  father,  Philip  Gray, 
was  what  was  then  called  a  moneyfcrivener,  which  was  the  profefliim  of  Milton's  father;  ^ut  being 
of  an  unfocial  and  ina<ftive  difpofition,  he  rather  diminifhed  than  increafed  his  paternal  fortune.  His 
mother's  name  was  Dorothy  Antrobu«.  They  had  many  children,  of  whom  the  poet  was  the  fifth 
torn.     All  of  them,  except  him,  died  in  their  infancy. 

He  was  educated  at  Eton  School,  under  the  care  of  Mr.  Antrobus  his  mother's  brother,  then  aflifl, 
ant  to  Dr.  George,  and  alfo  Fellow  of  St.  Peter's  College,  Cambridge.  While  at  fchool,  he  con- 
traded  a  fricndfiiip  with  Mr.  Horace  Walpole,  the  prefent  Earl  of  Orford,  who  has  been  fo  long 
confpicuous  for  hislkill  in  the  fine  arts,and  his  love  of  letters,  and  Mr.  Richard  We{l,fon  of  the  Right 
Honourable  Richard  Weft,  Efq  ,  Lord  Chancellor  of  Ireland,  a  youth  of  great  prcmife,  on  whom 
he  fet  a  high  value. 

In  I754,  he  removed  from  Eton  to  Camb.-idgc,  and  entered  a  penfiorer  in  Sf  Peter'p  College,  and 
his  friend  Weft  to  Chrift-Church,  Oxford,  where  they  commenced  a  correfpondence,  part  of  which 
as  included  in  the  colledlion  of  letters  publilhed  by  Mr.  Mafon. 

When  he  entered  at  St.  Peter's  College,  his  effeminacy  and  fair  complexion  drew  upon  him  the 
name  of  Mj/}  Gray,   It  is  remarkable  that  Milton  had  the  fame  appellation  oi  M'fs  at  the  Univerfity. 

Mr.  Walpole  was  at  that  time  of  King's  College  in  the  fame  Univerfity.  They  frequently  met, 
converfed  on  fubjedts  of  tafte,  and  drank  nothing  but  tea. 

In  April  1738,  Weft  left  Chrift-Church  for  the  Inner  Temple,  and,  in  September  following, 
Gray  returned  to  London,  intending  lihewife  fo  apply  himfelf  to  the  ftudy  of  the  law,  in  the  fame 
Society,  for  v.hich  purpofe  his  father  had  either  hired  or  bought  him  a  fet  of  chambt-rs. 

It  was  his  firft  anibi'ion  to  excel  in  Latin  poetry  ;  and  upon  this  occafion  he  addrefled  a  Sapphic 
Cde  to  his  friend  Weft,  which  is  the  more  curious*,  as  Mr.  Mafon  informs  us  it  was  the  firft  volun- 
tary produdion  of  his  raufe.  A  copy  of  Latin  verfes  in  the  Cambridge  coUcdionSj  and  his  tranfla^' 
tipn  from  Statius^  are  of  an  earlier  date.  , 

Barbaras  ades  aditure  mecum 
Qua.s  Eris  femptr  fovet  inquieta, 
it     Lis  ubi  late  fonat,  ec  toiratum 
^'*f  .  ./Eftuat  agmen! 

Dulcius  quanto,  ^tulis  fub  ulmi 
HofpitjeiT^imis  temere  j:\ctntem 
Sic  libris  horas,  tenuiq   intrtes 

Fallere  MuTa  ? 

Sspe  enim  curis  vagor  expedira 

Mente  ;  dum,  blandam  meditans  Camxnam, 

Vix  malo  loii,  meniinive  fera: 

Cederenodi^ 


J 
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Et,  pedes  quo  me  rapiunt,  in  omni 
CoUe  Farnaffum  videor  videre 
Fertilem  fylvae,  gelidamq.  in  omni 

Fonte  Aganippei)? 

Rifit  et  Ver  me,  facilefq.  nymphs 
Nare  captantem,  nee  ineleganti, 
jMane  quirquid  de  violis  eundo 

Surripit  aura : 

Me  reclinatum  teiieram  per  herbam ; 
Qua  leves  curfes  aqua  cunque  ducit, 
Et  moras  dulci  ftrepi'u  lapillo 

Ne(ftit  in  omni, 

Hs  novo  noftrum  fere  pedtus  anno 
Simplices  curae  tenuere,  ccelum 
Quamdiu  fudum  explicuit  Favoni 
Purior  hora  : 

Otia  et  campos  nee  adhuc  rclinquo, 
Nee  magis  Phoebe  Clycie  fidelis ; 
(Ingruant  venti  licet,  et  ftnefcat 

MoUior  asftas.) 

Namque,  feu,  Icetos  hominum  labores 
Prataq.  et  niontes  recreante  curru, 
Purpura  tracftus  oriens  Eoos 

VciUt,  et  auro; 

Sedulus  fervo  veneratus  orbem 
Prodigum  fplendoris:   amzniori 
Sive  dile<3:am  njeditatur  ignc 

Finger e  Calpen; 

Ufque  dum,  fulgore  magis  magis  jam 
Languido  circum,  variata  nubes 
Labitur  furtim,  viridifq.  in  umbras 
Scena  receflit. 

O  ego  felix,  vice  C  (nee  unquam 
Surgerem  rurfus)  fimili  cadentem 
Parca  me  lenis  fineret  quieto 

f  allere  Letho ! 

Multa  flagranti  radiifq.  cin<5to 
Jntegris  ah  !  quam  nihil  inviderem, 
Cum  Dei  ardentes  medius  quadrigas 
,  Scntit  Olympus  ? 

The  fplendor  and  pidurefque  turn  of  his  genius  are  ftrongly  marked  in  this  juvenile  performance. 

The  following  fpring,  upon  an  invitation  which  Mr.  Walpole  gave  him  to  be  bis  companion  ia 
his  travels,  his  intention  of  ftudying  the  law  was  laid  afide  for  the  prefent,  and  never  after  put  in 
execution.  About  the  end  of  March  1739,  they  fet  out  for  France  together,  vifiting,  in  the  courfe 
of  their  travels  through  that  country,  Paris,  Chantilly,  Rheims,  Dijon,  Lyons,  the  Chartreufe,  and 
other  places. 

In  November  they  arrived  at  Turin  ;  from  thence  they  proceeded  to  Genoa,  Bologna,  Florence, 
Rome,  Naples,  &c.  In  July  1740,  they  returned  to  Florence,  where  they  ftaid  till  towards  the  end 
of  April  1 741,  and  then  fet  out  for  Venice. 

At  Rome  he  wrote  the  following  Aleak  Ode  to  Wefl,  (Ad.  C.  Favonium  ZephyrinumJ  immediately 
^ter  his  journey  to  Frefcati  and  the  Cafcades  of  Tivoli : 

Mater  rofarum,  cui  tenerx  vigent 
Aurae  Favoni,  cui  Venus  it  comes 
■   X-iafciva,  Nympharum  chorcis 
£t  volucrum  cekbrata  canuu ! 
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pic,  non  inertem  fallere  qua  diem 
Amat  fub  umbra,  feu  finit  aureura 
Dormire  pletSrum,  feu  retentat 
Pierio  Zephyrinus  antro 
Furore  dulci  plenus,  et  immemor 
Reptantis  inter  frigora  Tufcull 
Umbrofa,  vel  colles  Amici 
Palladia  fupcrantis  Albx. 
Dile(5]:a  Fauno,  et  capridcdum  chorls 
Pineta,  teftor  vos,  Anio  minax 
Quxcunque  per  clivos  vohitus 
Prsecipiti  tremefecit  amne, 
lUius  altum  Tibur,  et  ^fulx 
AudilTe  fylvas  nomen  amabiles, 
Illius  et  gratas  Latinis 

Naiafin  ingeminafTe  rupes  -.  ^ 

Nam  me  Latina  Naiades  uvida 
Videre  ripa,  qua  nivcas  levi 
Tam  faipe  lavit  rore  plumas 
Duke  canens  Venufmus  ales; 
Mirum  1  canenti  conticuit  nemus, 
Sacrique  fontes,  et  retinent  adhuc 
(rfic  Mufa  julTu)  faxa  molles 
Do6la  modos,  veterefque  laari. 
Mirare  nee  tu  me  cithars  rudem. 
Claudis  laborantem  numeris :  loca 
Amxna,  jucunduraque  ver  in- 
compcfitum  docuere  carmen  ; 
Ha;rent  fub  omni  nam  folio  nigri 
Phcebea  luci  (credite)  fomnia, 
Argutiufque  et  lympha  et  auraj 
Nefcio  quid  folito  loquuntur. 

At  Florence,  Gray  conceived  the  defign,  and  wrote  the  firft  boot  of  a  didaftic  poem  in  Latin,  en^^ 
titled  De  Princi^iis  Cogitandt,  which  he  addreffed  to  Weft  (ad  Fa-vonium J  ^  but  unfortunately  never 
completed. 

An  unfortunate  difagreement  between  the  two  travellers,  arifing  from  the  difference  of  .their 
tempers,  occafioned  their  feparation  at  Reggio.  Gray  being,  even  from  his  earlieft  years,  curious, 
penfive,  and  philofophical ;  Mr.  Walpcle,  gay,  lively,  and  confequently  inconfiderate.  The  latter, 
however,  enjoined  Mr.  Mafon  to  charge  him  with  the  chief  blame  in  their  quarrel,  confefling  that 
more  attention  and  complaifance,  more  deference  to  a  warm  friendfhip,  fuperior  judgment  and  pru- 
dence, might  have  prevented  a  rupture  that  gave  much  uneafinefs  to  them  both ;  though  in  1744,  a 
reconciliation  was  effedled  between  them  by  a  lady  who  wiflied  well  to  both  parties. 

Gray  continued  his  journey  to  Venice,  in  a  manner  fuitable  to  his  own  little  fortune  ;  and,  having 
continued  there  till  about  the  middle  of  July,  he  returned  home  through  Padua,  Verona,  Milan  and 
Turin,  and,  repafling  the  Alps,  purfaed  almoft  the  fame  route  by  which  he  had  before  gone  t* 
Italy 

His  Letters,  pubjifhed  by  Mr.  Mafon,  contain  a  very  pleafmg  account  of  many  parts  of  his  jour- 
ney. His  defcriptions  of  Vcrfailles,  of  the  amufements  at  Rheims,  of  the  confluence  of  the  Rhone 
and  Saone,  vifit  to  the  Grande  Chartreufe,  and  the  paflage  of  the  Alps,  bear  more  particular  marks  of 
his  genius  and  difpofition.  When  he  afcends  the  Alps,  we  fee  even  the  native  grandeur  of  his  ideas 
heightened.  He  is  hardly  any  longer  a  mortal  being,  nee  vox  fonat  hominem,  particularly  when  he 
goes  up  to  the  Grande  Chartreufe,  that  wild  magical  enthufiafm  fo  natural  to  him,  feems  to  pof 
lefs  his  whole  foul. 

On  his  return  from  his  travels,  and  after  th?  mifunderftanding  with  Mr.  Walpole,  when  his  na- 
tural melancholy,  heightened  by  chagrin,  had  led  his  wiflies  to  a  gloomy  dereliiflion  of  focicty,  he 
again  vifited  the  Chartreufe.  The  fituation  was  perfe<ftly  fuitable  to  his  flate  of  mind,  and  there 
he  wrote,  in  the  Album  of  the  fathers,  fuch  an  Ahak  Ode  as  he  himfelf  only  could  have  written.  It 
is  marked  with  all  the  fineft  touches  ol  his  melancholy  mufe,  and  flows  with  fuch  an  originality  of 
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expreflion,  that  one  can  hardly  lament  he  did  not  honour  his  own  language,  by  mating  It  the  vc« 

hide  of  this  iiobie  imagery  and  pathetic  fcntiment  : 

Oh  tu,  fever!  rcligio  loci, 
Qunc'.irque  gaudes  nomine  (non  leve 

Nativa  nam  certe  fluenta  ' 

Numen  habet,  veterefque  fylvas ; 
Prjefentiorein  et  confpicimiis  Deum 
Per  invias  rupss,  fera  per  jr.ga, 
Clivofque  prxruptos,  fonantes 

Inter  aquas,  nemorun\quenndtem; 
(Vnam  fi  repoftus  fub  trabe  citrea 
Fulgeret  auro,  et  Phidiaca  manu) 
'  Salve  vocanti  rite.  fcfTo  et 

Da  placidam  juvcni  quictem. 
Qnod  n  invidendis  fedibus,  ct  frui 
Fortuna  facra  lege  filentii 

Vetat  volentem,  me  reforbens 
In  mcdios  violenta  fludus  : 
Saltern  remote  des,  Pater,  ang'.ilo 
Horas  feneda;  ducere  liberas; 
Tuti'.mque  vulgari  tumultu 
Sarripias,  hominuniqiie  curls. 

He  returned  to  England  September  i.  1 741,  and,  in  about  two  months  afterwards,  burled  his 
father;  who,  by  the  negle<ft  of  his  bufincfs,  and  an  inJMdicious  wafte  of  money  upon  anew  houfe  at 
Vanftead,  fo  n-.uch  IciTened  his  patrimony,  that  it  would  by  no  means  enable  him  to  profecutc  the 
fludy  of  the  law,  without  his  becoming  burthenfome  to  his  mother  and  aunl. 

Thefe  two  fifters  had,  for  many  years,  kept  an  India  warehoufe  in  Cornbill,  under  the  joint 
names  of  Gray  and  Antrobus.  Upon  Mr.  Gray's  death,  haviii^  acxjuired  what  would  fupport 
them  decently  for  the  reft  of  their  lives,  they  retired  to  Stoke,  near  \\  indfor,  to  the  houfe  of  their 
otlier  fificr  Mrs.  Rogers,  lately  beccme  the  widow  of  a  gi.'ntleman  cf  that  name,  who  had,  in  the 
earlier  part  r f  his  life,  followed  the  profeffion  of  the  law,  but  retired  from  bufmefs  many  years  be- 
fore his  death.- 

Gray,  though  he  had  taken  his  refolution  of  declining  the  ftudy  of  the  law,  was  too  delicate  to 
hurt  two  perfons,  for  whom  he  had  the  tendered  afiVdion,  by  peremptorily  declaring  his  real  in- 
tentions; and  therefore  changed,  or  pretended  to  change  the  line  of  that  ftudy:  And  accordingly, 
towards  the  end  of  the  fubfcquent  year,  went  to  Cambridge  to  take  his  bachelor's  degree  in  civil 
law. 

But  the  narrownefs  of  his  circumftanccs  was  not  the  only  thing  that  diflrelTed  him  at  this  period. 
He  had  loft  the  friendfiiip  of  Mr.  Walpo'.e  abroad.  He  had  alfo  loft  much  time  in  his  travels ;  and 
he  well  knew,' that  whatever  improvement  he  might  have  made  in  this  interval,  either  in  tafte  or 
fcience,  fnch  improvement  would  be  of  little  \\k  to  him  in  his  prefent  fituation  and  exigencies.  This 
was  not  all.  His  other  friend  Weft,  he  found,  on  his  return,  opprclTcd  by  ficknefs  and  a  load  of 
f*mily  misfortunes.  Thtfc,  the  fympathizing  heart  of  Gray  made  his  own.  But  his  cares  were 
vain.  Weft's  health  declined  daily,  and  he  left  London  in  March  1744;  and,  for  the  bentfit  of 
the  air,  went  to  David  Mitchell's,  Efq.  at  Pope's  in  Hertfordfhire. 

During  an  interval  of  fomething  more  than  two  months,  they  maintained  a  conflant  correfpon- 
dencc  on  fubjeds  of  literature  and  their  claflical  ftudies.  The  laft  letter  from  Weft  is  dated  May 
II.  I74Z.  Gray  returned  an  anfwer  May  27.  Immediately  afterwards,  he  went  upon  a  vlfit  to 
his  relations  at  Stoke,  where  he  wrote  hi»  OJe  an  the  Spring.  He  fent  it,  as  foon  as  written,  to  his 
beloved  friend  ;  but  he  v>ras  dead  before  it  reached  Hertfordlhi're. 

1  here  feems  to  be  a  kii;d  of  prefcntiment  in  that  pathetic  piece,  which  readers  of  tafte  will  feel 
Vfhen  they  learn  this  anecdote,  and  which  will  make  them  read  it  with  redoubled  jjleafure.  It 
will  alfo  throw  a  m.elancholy  grace  on  the  OJe  en  the  Di/!aiit  ProfpeSl  if  Eton,  and  on  the  OJe  to  Ad. 
•uerfity,  both  of  them  written  the  Augv.ft  following  ;  for  as  both  thefe  poems  abound  with  pathos, 
thofe  who  have  feeling  hearts  will  feel  this  excellence  the  more  ftrongly,  when  they  know  thecaufc 
from  whence  it  arofe ;  and  the  unfeeling  will  perhaps  learn  to  refpcdi  what  they  cannot  talle,  wh?n 
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they  are  prevented  from  imputing  to  a  fplcnetic  melancholy,  what,  in  fafl,  fprung  from  the  moft 
benevolent  of  all  fenfations. 

It  is  probable,  that  the  E!eg'<j  in  a  Country  Church-Yard  was  begun,  if  not  finifheJ,  about  this  time, 
though  the  conclufion,  as  it  ftands  at  prelent,  is  certainly  different  from  what  it  was  in  the  firfi:  nia- 
nufcript  copy. 

The  lirft  impulfe  of  his  forrow,  for  the  death  of  his  friend,  gave  birth  to  a  \\l\.\c/inmt,  in  Engliflj, 
•n  the  Pctrarchian  model,  which  is  exceedingly  tender  and  mournful. 

In  vain  to  me  the  fmiling  mornings '{hine. 

And  rcdd'ning  Phoebus  lifts  his  golden  fire  : 

The  bird^  in  vain  thsir  amorous  defcant  join  ; 
Or  cheerful  field*  refume  their  green  attire  : 
Thefe  ears,  alas  !   for  other  notes  repine, 

A  different  obje(Sl  do  thefe  eyes  require  : 

My  lonely  anguilh  melts  no  heart  but  mine; 
And  in  my  breail  the  imperfedl  joys  expire. 

Yet  morning  fmiles  the  bufy  race  to  cheer, 

And  new-born  pleafure  brings  to  happier  men  : 
The  fields  to  all  their  wonted  tribune  bear  : 

To  warm  their  little  loves  the  birds  complain : 
I  fruitlefs  mourn  to  him,  that  cannot  hear, 

And  weep  the  more,  becaufe  I  weep  in  vain. 

The  only  addition  he  afterwards  made  to  his  didadic  poem,  De  Prindpih  Co/itandl,  is  the  apof- 
trophe  in  hexameters  to  the  friend  he  had  loft,  written  in  the  genuine  flrain  of  clafTical  majefty,  with 
which  he  intended  to  begin  the  fourth  book. 

Haftenus  baud  fegnis  Naf-urs  arcana  retexi 
Mularum  1  :terpres,  prinu:fq'.e  Britanna  per  arva 
R(Uiiano  liquiJum  dediixi  fiuiiuae  rivuni. 
Cum  tu  opi  re  in  medio,  'pis  tanti  et  caufa  loboris, 
JLinquis,  et  asiernam  fa;i  tc  coiidis  in  umbram  ! 
Villi  cgomet  duro  graviter  concuff^  dolore 
Pedora,  in  alteniis  non  ui.q.  am  h  nta  dolorem ; 
Er  langueri:  oculos  vidi,  et  pallefcere  amantem 
Vultum,  quo  n  .nquam  pictas  nifi  rara,  fidefque, 
Altus  .-imtir  veri,  tt  putum  fpirabat  honefl:;m. 
Vila  tamcn  tardi  denmni  inclementia  morbi 
Ccflare  eft,  rcduccmqut  iterum  rofeo  ore  Salutem 
Speravi,  atqiie  una  tecum,  dilevfle  Favoni  1 
CreduiU-  hcu  longos,  ut  qunncani,  failere  foles  : 
Hei:  fpes  nequicquam  dukes,  a;que  irrita  vota! 
Heu  mceftos  lolcs,  fine  tc  quos  ducere  flcndo 
Per  defiit-ria.  et  queftus  jam  cogor  inanes  ! 

At  Tu,  fa!)(5la  anima,  er  noftri  «on  indiga  ludlus,  ~       ' 

Stellanti  tcmplo.  fincerique  a-thtris  igne, 
Undc  '>rta  es,  fruere;  atque  o  C  fecura,  nee  ultra 
Mortalis,  notos  olim  miferata  labures 
Refpeftes,  tenuefque  vacet  cognofcere  curas; 
Humanam  fi  forte  al-a  de  fede  procellam 
Contemplere,  metus,  ftimulofque  cupidinis  acres, 
Gaudiaque  et  gemitus,  pnrvoque  in  c'orde  tumultum 
Irarum  ingentem,  et  isivo-^  fub  pediore  fludlus; 
Refpicc  et  has  lacrymas,  memori  qua*  i6lus  amore 
Fundo;   quod  poflum.  juxta  lugere  fepulchrum 
Dum  juvat,  et  mutse  vana  ha;c  jadare  favillz. 
•  #  • 

Having  made  a  vifit  of  fome  length  at  Stoke,  where  he  wrote  a  conflderable  part  of  his  more 
finiftied  poems,  he  returned  to  Cambridge,  which,  from  this  period,  became  his  principal  refidencc. 
He  fpent,  indeed,  during  the  lives  of  his  mother  and  aunts,  his  fummer  vacations  at  Stoke,  and  after 
they  died,  in  making  little  tours  or  vlfits  to  his  friends  in  different  parts  of  the  country. 

The  conveniences  rcfulting  from  that  fituation,  to  a  perfon  of  circumfcribed  fortune  and  a  ftudious 
life,  were,  in  his  eftimation,  more  than  a  counterbalance  for  the  diflike,  which,  on  feveral  accounts, 
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he  bore  to  the  place.  He  was  admitted  to  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  the  Civil  Law  in  the  wiRtcf 
174Z,  as  appears  by  his  letter  to  his  intimate  friend,  Dr.  Wharton  of  Old  Park,  near  Durham,  for- 
merly fellow  of  Pembroke-Hall,  Cambridge,  dated  December  27.  1742,  in  which  he  employs  his 
ufual  vein  of  ridicule  on  the  Univerfity.  From  this  time  he  appears  to  have  laid  afide  compofition 
almoft  entirely.  Lefs  pleafed  with  exerting  his  own  powers  than  in  contemplating  the  exertions  of 
others,  he  applied  himfclf,  with  intenfe  affiUuity,  to  the  ftudy  of  the  beft  Greek  authors  ;  infomuch, 
that  in  the  fpace  of  about  fix  years,  there  were  hardly  any  writers  of  note  in  that  language,  which  he 
had  not  only  read  but  digefted  ;  remarking,  by  the  mode  of  common-place,  their  contents,  their 
difBcult  and  corrupt  paffages ;  and  all  this  with  the  accuracy  of  a  critic,  added  to  the  diligence  of  a 
fiudent. 

During  this  interval,  however,  he  was  not  fo  entirely  occupied  with  his  ftated  employment,  as  to 
have  no  time  for  cxprefling  his  averfion  to  the  ignorance  and  duUnefs  which  appeared  to  furround 
him;  but  of  what  he  intended  on  this  fubjedt,  a  fhort  fragment  only  remains,  which  feems  to  have 
heen  intended  as  a  Hymn  to  Ignorance ;  and  had  he  proceeded  with  it,  would  have  contained  much 
good  fatire  upon  falfe  fcience  and  fcholaflic  pedantry.  What  he  wrote  of  it  is  purely  introdu«5lory  ; 
yet  many  of  the  lines  are  fo  ftrong,  and  the  general  caft  of  the  verfificatlon  fo  mufical,  that  it  will 
probably  give  the  admirers  of  Dryden  and  Pope  a  higher  opinion  of  his  poetical  talents,  than  ma» 
■y  of  his  lyric  produiStions  have  done. 

Hail,  horrors,  hail !  ye  ever  gloomy  bowers, 
■ye  gothic  fanes,  and  antiquated  towers, 
"Where  rufhy  Camus'  flowly-winding  flood 
Perpetual  draws  his  humid  train  cf  mud  : 
Glad  I  revifit  thy  negledted  reign,     . 
Oh  take  me  to  thy  peaceful  fhade  again. 

ButchieHy  thee,  whofe  influence  breath'd  from  high; 
Augthents  the  native  darkncfs  of  the  Iky ; 
Ah  ignorance  ;   foft  falutary  power  ! 
Proflrate  with  filial  reverence  I  adore. 
Thrice  hath  Hyperion  rollM  his  annual  race. 
Since  weeping  I  fr'rfook  thy  fond  embrace. 
Oh  fay,  fucccfsful  dofl  thou  flill  oppofe 
Thy  leaden  jEgis  'gainft  our  ancient  foes  ? 
Still  ftreach,  tenacious  of  thy  right  divine, 
The  maffy  fceptre  o'er  thy  flumbering  line  ? 
And  dews  Lethean  throuejh  the  land  difpenfe 
To  lleep  in  flumbers  each  benighted  feiife  I 
If  any  fpark  of  wit's  delufive  ray 
Break  out,  and  flafh  a  momentary  day, 
With  damp,  cold  touch  forbid  it  to  afpire, 
And  huddle  up  in  fogs  the  dangerous  fire.        .    . 

Oh  fay — fhe  hears  me  not,  but  carelefs  grownj 
Lethargic  nods  upon  her  ebon  throne. 
Goddels  !  awake,  arife,  alas  my  fears  1 

Can  powers  immortal  feci  the  force  of  years  ?  •  - 

Kot  thus  of  old,  with  enfigns  wisle  unfurl'd. 
She  ride  triumphant  o'er  the  vanquifh'd  world; 
Fierce  nations  own'd  her  unrefifted  might, 
,  And  all  was  ignorance,  and  all  was  night. 

Oh  facred  age  !   Oh  times  for  ever  loft  ! 
(The  fchool-man's  glory,  and  the  churchman's boaft.) 

For  ever  gone — yet  ftill  to  fancy  new,  i 

Her  rapid  wirigs  the  tranfient  fcene  purfue, 
And  bring  the  buried  ages  back  to  view. 

High  on  her  car,  bchnld  the  grandam  ride 
Like  old  Sefoftris  with  barbaric  pride ; 

*  •  *  *  a  team  of  harnefs'd  monarchs  bend 

'  •  *  *  *  * 

In  1744,  he  appears  to  have  given  up  entirely  his  didadlic  poem,  and  to  have  rcllnquiflied,  foP 
fome  time  at  leaft,  any  farther  fohcitations  of  the  mufe. 
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Mr.  "Walpoie,  notwhhftanding,  being  defirous  to  preferve  what  he  had  already  written,  and  to 
perpetuate  the  merit  of  their  deceafed  friend,  importuned  him  to  pubHfti  his  own  poem*,  together 
with  thofe  of  Weft  ;  but  this  he  declined,  from  the  apprehenfion,  that  the  joint  flock  of  both  would 
hardly  fill  a  fmall  volume. 

In  1747,  Mr.  Mafon,  then  fcholar  of  St.  John's  College,  afterwards  fellow  of  Pembroke-Hall, 
was  introduced  to  his  acquaintance.  He  had  written  the  year  before,  his  "  Monody  on  the  Death 
of  Pope,"  and  his  "  II  Bellicofo,"  and  "  II  Pacifico,"  and  Gray  had  revifed  them  at  the  requeft  of  a 
friend.  This  laid  the  foundation  of  an  intimacy,  which  continued  without  interruption  till  the 
death  of  Gray. 

The  fame  year,  a  favourite  cat,  belonging  to  Mr.  Walpoie,  happening  to  be  drowned,  Gray  amu- 
fed  himfelf  on  the  occafion,  with  Writing  an  elegant  little  Ode;  in  which  he  has  happily  united  both 
humour  and  inftrudlion. 

But  the  following  year  was  diflinguiftied  by  a  far  more  important  effort  of  his  m.ufe,  the  initiato- 
ry fragment  of  an  FJfay  on  the  Alliance  of  Education  and  Government,  which  is  fupcrior  to  every  thing 
in  the  fame  ftyle  of  writing  in  our  language.  He  meant  to  Ihcw,  that  both  muft  concur  to  produce 
great  and  ufeful  men.  It  was  intended  to  be  addreffed  to  the  Prefident  Montefquieu,  and  poflibly 
the  intervening  death  of  that  great  man  might  be  a  means  of  his  reiinquifliing  his  purpofe.  It 
opens  with  two  fimiles,  an  imcommon  kind  of  exordium  ;  but  which,  it  is  probable,  he  intentionally 
ihofe  to  intimate  the  analogical  method  he  meant  to  purfue  in  his  fubfequcnt  reafonings. 

As  fickly  plants  betray  a  nigard  earth, 

Whofe  barren  bofom  llarves  her  gen'rous  birth, 

Nor  genial  warmth,  nor  genial  juice  retains 

Their  roots  to  feed,  and  fill  their  verdant  veins  : 

And  as  in  climes,  where  winter  holds  his  reign, 

The  foil,  though  fertile,  will  not  teem  in  vain, 

Forbids  her  gems  to  fwell,  her  ihades  to  rife, 

Mor  trufts  her  bloflbms  to  the  churlilh  Ikies  : 

To' draw  mankind  in  vain  fhe  vital  airs, 

Unforni'd,  unfriended,  by  th«fe  kindly  cares, 

That  health  and  vigour  to  the  foul  impart. 

Spread  the  young  thought,  and  warm  the  opening  heart : 

So  fond  inftrucftion  on  the  growing  powers 

Of  nature  idly  lavifhes  her  Aores, 

If  equal  juftice,  with  unclouded  face, 

Smile  not  indulgent  on  the  rifing  race. 

And  fcatrer  with  a  free,  though  frugal  band, 

■Light  golden  fliowers  of  plenty  o'er  the  land  : 

But  tyranny  has  fix  d  her  empire  there. 

To  check  their  tender  hopes  with  chilling  fear, 

And  bldft  the  blooming  promife  of  the  year. 

This  fpacious  animated  fcene.  farvey. 
From  where  the  rolling  orb,  that  gives  the  day, 
His  fable  fons  with  nearer  courfe  furrounds 
To  either  pole,  and  life's  remoteft  bounds. 
How  rude  foe'er  th'  exteriur  form  we  find, 
Howc'cr  opinion  tinge  the  varied  mind. 
Alike  to  all  the  kind,  impartial  heav'n 
The  fparks  of  truth  and  happinefs  has  giv'n  : 
With  fenfe  to  feel,  with  memory  to  retain. 
They  follow  pleafure,  and  they  fly  from  pain  ; 
Their  judjiment  mends  the  plan  their  fancy  draws, 
Th'  event  prefages,  and  explores  the  caufe  ; 
The  foft  returns  of  gratitude  they  know. 
By  fraud  elude,  by  force  repell  the  foe  ; 
While  mutual  wifhes,  mutual  woes  endear 
The  focial  fmile  and  fympathetic  tear. 

Say,  then,  through  ages  by  what  fate  confin'd' 
To  different  climes  feem  different  fouls  affign'd  I 
Here  meafur'd  laws  and  philofophic  eafe 
Fix,  and  improve  the  polilh'd  arts  of  peace. 
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There  induftry  and  gain  their  vlgil>  keep, 
Command  the  winds,  and  tame  th'  unwilling  deep. 
Here  force  and  hardy  deeds  of  blood  prevail; 
There  languid  pleafure  fighs  in  every  gale. 
Oft  o'er  the  trembling  nations  from  afar 
*  Has  Scythia  breath'd  the  living  cloud  of  war; 

And,  where  the  delut;e  burft,  with  fweepy  fway, 
Their  arms,  their  kings,  Their  gods  vv;-re  roU'd  away. 
As  oft  have  iffued,  hoft  impelling  hofl:. 
The  blue-eyed  myriads  from  the  Baltic  coaft. 
The  proflrate  fouth  to  the  dellroyer  yields 
Ker  boafled  titles, and  her  golden  fields; 
With  grim  delight  the  brood  of  winter  view 
^  »  A  brighter  day,  and  hcav'ns  of  azure  hue, 

Scent  the  new  fragrance  of  the  breathing  rofe, 

And  quaff  the  pendent  vintage  as  it  grows. 

Proud  of  the  yoke,  and  pliant  to  the  rod, 

Why  yet  docs  Afia  dread  a  monarch's  nod, 

While  European  freedcm  ftill  withftands 

Th'  encroaching  tide,  that  drowns  her  Icffening 

And  fees  far  off  with  an  indignant  groan 

Her  native  plains,  and  empires  once  her  own. 

Can  opener  flcies  and  funs  of  fiercer  flame 

O'erpower  the  fire,  that  animates  our  frame  ; 

As  lamps,  that  fhed  at  eve  a  cheerful  ray, 

Fade  and  expire  beneath  the  eye  of  day  ?' 

Need  we  the  influence  of  the  northern  ftar 

To  firing  our  nerves  and  fteel  our  hearts  to  war? 

And,  where  the  face  of  nature  laughs  around, 

Muft  fick'ning  virtue  fly  the  tainted  ground  ? 

Unmanly  thought !  what  feafons  can  controul, 

What  fancied  zone  can  circumfcribe  the  foul, 

Who,  confcious  of  the  fource  from  whence  fhe  fpringSj 

By  reafon's  light,  on  refclution's  wings, 

Spite  of  her   rail  companion,  dauntlefs  gnes 

O'er  Lybia's  deferts  and  through  Zembla's  fnows  ? 

She  bids  earh  flumbVing  energy  awake, 

Another  touch,  another  temper  take, 

Sufpends  th'  inferior  laws,  that  rule  our  clay  : 

The  ftubborn  elements  confefs  her  fway  ; 

Their  little  warts  their  low  defires,  refine, 

And  raifc  the  mortal  to  a  height  divine. 

Not  but  the  human  fabric  front  the  birth 
Imbibes  a  flavour  of  its  parent  earth. 
As  various  traifls  enforce  a  various  toil. 
The  manners  fpeak  the  idiom  of  their  foil. 
An  iron-race  the  mountain-diffs  maintain, 
Foes  to  the  gentler  genius  of  the  plain  : 
For  where  unwearied  finews  muft  be  found 
With  fide-long  plough  to  quell  the  flinty  ground, 
To  turn  the  torrent's fwift-deftcnding  flo(;d, 
To  brave  the  favage  rufliing  from  the  wood, 
What  wonder,  if  to  patient  valour  train'd 
They  guard  with  f^.irit,  what  by  flrength  they  gain'd  ? 
And  while  their  rocky  rampart-*  round  they  fee, 
'J'he  roujjh  abode  of  want  and  liberty, 
(As  lawlefb  force  from  confidence  will  grow) 
Infult  the  plenty  of  the  vales  below  ? 
What  wonder,  in  the  fultry  climes,  that  fpread, 
Wbcre  Nile  redundant  o'er  his  fumnicr  bed 
From  his  broad  bofom  life  and  verduie  flingi. 
And  broods  o'er  Egypt  with  his  wat'ry  wingt. 
If  with  advent'cous  oar  and  ready  fail. 
The  dufky  people  drive  before  the  gale; 
Gr  on  frai!  floa;s  to  neighb'ring  cltic?  ride 
Uhat  rife  and  glitter  o'er  the  ambient  tide. 
*  *  *  * 
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How  much  It  is  to  be  wiflied,  that  Gray  had  completed  what  he  thus  adniirahly  begun  I  The 
defign  is  the  nobleft  which  he  ever  attempted  ;  and  alfo,  as  far  as  he  carried  it  into  execution,  the 
mod  exquifitely  finifhed. 

The  Ode  on  Eton  College  was  his  firft  Englifh  produiSion  which  appeared  in  print.  It  was  pub- 
lifhed  in  folio,  by  Dodfley,  in  '1747  ;  about  the  fame  time,  at  Mr.  Walpole's  requeft,  he  fat  for  his 
pi<fture  to  Echart,  in  which,  on  a  paper  which  he  held  in  his  hand,  Mr.  Walpole  wrote  the  title  of 
this  ode;  and  to  intimate  his  own  high  juft  opinion  of  it,  added  this  hne  of  Lucan  by  way  of  motto. 

Nee  licuit  pqpulisparvum  temte,  Nile.videre. 

Phars.  lib.  x.  1.  296. 

This  highly-finifhed  ode,  together  with  his  three  other  monoftrophic  odes  on  Spring,  on  a  Favonr- 
ite  Cat,  to  Ad-ue-ftty,  was  afterwards  inferted  in  "  Dodfley's  Mifcellany."  The  Ode  to  Ad-verfify  was 
firft  printed  under  the  title  of  an  Hymn  to  Ad-verftty,  which  is  here  dropped  for  the  fake  of  unifor- 
mity.     It  is  unqueftionably  as  truly  lyrital  as  any  of  his  other  odes. 

In  1750,  he  put  his  laft  hand  to  the  Elegy  Written  in  a  Country  Church-Yard,  which,  when  finiflied, 
was  communicated  firft  to  Mr.  Walpole,  and  by  him  to  feveral  perfons  of  diftindion.  This 
brought  Gray  acquainted  with  Lady  Cobham,  and  furnilhed  an  occafion  for  his  Long  Story,  a  com- 
pofirion  in  ballad-meafure,  in  which  the  different  colours  of  wit  and  humour  are  peculiarly  and 
intimately  blended. 

The  Elegy,  having  found  its  way  into  the  "  Magazine  of  Magazines,"  h.'.  wrote  Mr.  Walpole, 
February  II.  1751,  defiring  him  that  he  would  put  his  own  manufcript  into  the  hands  of  Dodf- 
ley, and  order  him  to  print  it  immediately. 

This  was  the  moft  popular  of  all  his  produ6tions.  It  ran  through  eleven  editions  In  a  very  fliort 
fpace  of  time,  was  finely  tranflated  into  Latin  by  MefTrs.  Anftey  and  Roberts,  and  in  the  fame  year 
another,  though  inferior,  verfion  of  it  was  publilhed  by  Lloyd.  In  the  manufcript  copy,  he  eave  it 
only  the  fimple  title  of  Stanzas  Written  in  a  Country  Church-Tard.  Mr.  Mafon  perfuaded  him  to 
call  it  an  Elegy,  becaufe  the  fubjecft  authorifed  him  fo  to  do,  and  the  alternate  meafure  in  which  it 
was  written,  feemed  peculiarly  fit  for  that  fpecies  of  compofition. 

In  1753,  Mr.  Bentley,  wifning  to  fuppiy  every  ornament  that  his  pencil  could  contribute,  drew 
not  only  for  it,  but  alfo  for  the  reft  of  Gray's  produdlions,  a  fet  of  defigns,  which  were  hand- 
fomely  repaid  by  the  following  complimentary  Jlanzas,  many  of  which  are  equal  in  merit  to  the 
beft  in  his  moft  finiflied  poems. 

In  filent  gaze  the  tuneful  choir  among, 

Half-pleas'd,  half-blufhing  let  the  mufe  admire, 
While  Bentley  leads  her  fiftcr-art  along, 

And  bids  the  pencil  anfwer  to  the  lyre. 
See,  in  their  courfe,  each  tranfitory  thought 

Fix'd  by  his  touch  a  lafting  cffence  take; 
Each  dream,  in  fancy's  airy  colouring  wrought. 

To  local  fymmetry  and  life  awake  1 
The  tardy  rhymes  that  us'd  to  linger  on, 

To  cenfure  cold,  and  negligent  of  fame, 
In  fwifter  meafures  animated  run, 

And  catch  a  luftre  from  his  genuine  flame. 
Ak!  could  they  catch  his  ftrength,  his  cafy  grace, 

His  quick  creation,  his  unerring  line  ; 
The  energy  of  Pope  they  might  efface, 

And  Dryden's  harmony  fubmit  to  mine. 
But  not  to  one  in  this  benighted  age 

Is  that  diviner  infpiration  giv'n 
That  burns  in  Shakfpeare's  or  in  Milton's  page. 

The  pomp  and  prodigality  of  heav'n. 
As  when  confpiring  in  the  diamond's  blaze. 

The  meaner  gems,  that  fingly  charm  the  fight, 
Together  dart  their  intermingled  rays, 

And  dazzle  with  a  luxury  of  light. 
Enough  fi.r  me,  if  to  fome  feeling  breaft 

My  lines  a  fecret  fympathy  impart  i 
Vol.  X  J^ 


Sf4  THE   LIFE    OF    GRAY. 

And  as  their  plcafing:  influence^^oirx  confejly 

A  figh  of  loft  rcficdlion  heave  the  heart. 

*  •  *  » 

The  paper  on  wlMch  thelaft  ftanza  was, written  bein^  broken,  the  words  in  Italics  were  fupph"cd 
by  Mr.  Mafon,  who  very  ingenuoufly  and  very  juftly  exprelTes  his  diffatisfadlon  with  the  terniina-' 
tion  of  the  third  line  :   the  end  of  the  fourth,  however,  is  not  lefs  exceptionable  ;  perhaps  it  would 
be  better  if  it  flood  thus  : 

Enough  for  me,  if  to  inmt  feeling  breaft, 

My  lines  a  fecrct  fympathy  coniiey  ; 
And  as  their  pleafinj;  influeni-e  there  Ji:>all  rej), 

A  figh  of  loft  Ye?ieSiion  fcal  aiuay. 

The  panegyric  is  certainly  carried  too  far  ;  there  is  fo  much  of  grotcfque  fancy  in  the  deGgns,  that 
they  have  failed  to  plcafe  univerfally.  Let  the  reader  peiufe  the  fecond  ftanza,  and  turn  to  the  defign 
for  the  Ode  to  Ad-vciftty.  Let  him  behold  the  Quarter  Staff  of  Jupiter,  the  Horfe-Lock,  the  Hunt- 
ing Whip,  and  the  Talons,  and  bid  defiance  to  rifibility  if  he  can.  The  original  drawings,  in  Mr. 
Mafon's  opinion,  are  infinifefy  fuperior  to  the  publifned  engravings  of  them. 

The  head-pieces  to  the  Letzg  Story,  exhibiting  a  vievi-  of  Stoke-Pogis  church  and  manfion,  were 
copied  from  a  flcetch  by  Gray.     The  Church-yard  was  the  fubjedl  of  his  Elegy. 

In  the  March  following.  Gray  fuftaincd  a  lofs  which  he  long  and  feverely  felt;  his  mother,  to 
whom  his  condudl  was  exemplary  for  the  difcharge  of  every  filial  duty,  and  who  merited  all  the 
tenderncf'  and  attention  fne  received,  was  taken  from  him  by  death.  She  was  burled  in  the  fame  - 
vault,  where  her  filler's  remains  had  been  depoCted,  more  than  three  years  before,  in  the  church- 
yard of  Stoke.  As  the  infcription  on  the  the  tombflone  (at  leafl  the  latter  part  of  it)  is  undoubt- 
edly of  Gray's  writing,  it  here  would  claim  a  place,  if  it  had  not  a  peculiar  pathos  to  recommend 
it,  and  at  the  fame  time  a  true  infcriptive  fimplicity. 

In  the  vault  beneath,  are  depofited, 
Jn  hope  of  a  joyful  refurrediion, 
The  remains  of 
AIarv  Antuobus. 
She  died,  unmarried,  Nov.  v.  m,dcc,xl!X, 
Aged  Lxvi. 
In  the  fame  pious  confidence, 
Befide  her  friend  and  filler, 
Here  fleep  the  remains  of 
Dorothy  Gray, 
•  "Widow,  the  careful  tender  mother 

Of  many  children,  one  of  whom  alone 
Had  the  misfortune  to  furvive  her. 
'  She  died  March  xi.  M,Dcc,Lni. 

Aged  Lxvii. 

The  lines,  in  which  Pope  has  expreffed  his  piety,  beautiful  as  they  are,  and  much  as  they  de- 
ferve  to  be  prjfifed,  appear,  notwithflandiHg,  to  excite  lefs  of  fympathy  than  a  fingle*  flroke  in  this 
infcription,  or  a  paffage  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Mafon,  written  the  following  December,  on  the  deaths 
of  his  father  and  friend.  Dr.  Marmaduke  Pricket,  a  young  phyfician.  "  I  have  feen  the  fcene  you 
defcribe,  and  know  how  dreadful  it  is ;  I  know  too,  I  am  the  better  for  it.  We  are  all  idle  and 
thoughtlcfs  things,  and  have  no  fcnfe,  no  ufe  in  the  world,  any  longer  than  that  fad  impreflion 
lafts  ;  the  deeper  it  is  engraved  the  tetter."' 

Impreflions  of  grief  on  the  generality  of  mankind,  like  charaflers  marked  on  the  fand  of  the 
fea,  are  fpeedily  effaced  by  tjie  influx  of  bufmefs  or  pleafure ;  but  the  traces  of  them  on  the  heart 
of  Gray  were  too  deeply  infcribed  to  be  foon  obliterated.  He  eherifhed  the  remembrance  of  his 
lofs  with  a  melancholy  pleafure,  of  which  the  prefent  writer  can  eafily  comprehend  the  value ;  for 
he  knows  what  it  is  to  lofd  perfons  that  his  eyes  and  heart  have  been  long  ufed  to,  and  he  never 
defires  to  part  with  the  remembrance  of  that  lofs. 

Gray,  as  is  evident  by  a  letter  to  Dr.  Wharton,  finlflied  his  Ode  en  the  Prognfs  of  Pcefy,  early  ia 
1755;  the  Bcrd  s.\h  was  begun  about  that  time,  and  the  following-  beautiful  fragment  On  ibf  Flea- 
Jure  ariftngfrom  ViciJftwL  : 
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Nov/  the  golden  morn  aloft 

Waves  her  dew-befpangled  wing. 

With  vermil  cheek,  and  whifper  foft 

She  wooes  the  tardy  Ipnng  : 

Till  April  fcarts,  and  calls  around 

The  fleeping  fragrance  from  the  ground  ; 

And  lightly  o'er  the  living  fcene 

Scatter*  his  frefheft,  tendereft  green. 

New  born  flocks,  in  riiflic  dance, 

Prifking-  ply  their  feeble  feet ; 

Forgetful  of  their  wint'ry  trance 

The  birds  his  prefence  gre'^t : 

But  chief,  the  Iky-b.rk  warbles  high 

His  trembling  thrilling  ecftacy  ; 

And,  leflening  from  the  dazzled  fightj 

Melts  into  air  and  liquid  light. 

Ycflerday  the  fullen  year 

Saw  the  fnowy  whirwind  fly  ; 

Mnte  was  the  mufic  oi  the  air, 

The  herd  ftood  drooj'ing  by  : 

Their  raptures  now  that  wildly  flow, 

No  ycflerday,  nor  morrow  know  ; 

'Tis  man  alone  that  joy  defcries 

With  forward  and  reverted  eyes. 

Smiles  on  pafl  misfortune's  brow,  ' 

Soft  refleiiiion's  hand  can  trace; 

And  o'er  the  cheek  of  forrow  throw 

A  melancholy  grace  : 

While  hope  prolongs  our  happier  hour ; 

©r  deepefl  fliades,  that  dimly  lower  , 

And  blacken  round  our  weary  way, 

Gilds  with  a  gleam  of  diftant  day. 

Still,  where  rofy  pleafure  leads. 

See  a  kindred  grief  purfue  ; 

Behind  the  fleps  that  mifcry  treads  ; 

Approaching  comfort  view : 

The  hues  of  blifs  more  brightly  glowj 

Chaftis'd  by  fabler  tints  of  woe  ; 

And  blended  form,  with  artful  ftrife, 

The  flrength  and  harmony  of  life. 

See  the  wretch,  that  long  has  tofc 

On  the  thorny  bed  of  pain, 

At  length  repair  his  vigour  lofl. 

And  breathe,  and  walk  again  : 

The  meaneft  floweret  of  the  vale, 

The  fimplefl  note  that  fweils  the  gale, 

The  common  fun,  the  air,  the  Ikies, 

To  him  are  opening  Paradife. 

Humble  quiet  builds  her  cell 
Near  the  courfe  where  plealure  flows ; 
She  eyes  the  clear  cryftaliine  well. 
And  taftes  it  as  it  goes. 

*  *  * 

From  the  loofe  hints  in  his  common-place  hook,  he  appears  to  have  planned  a  fourth  Ode  on  /la 
CoiincSion  between  Genius  and  Grandeur  i  but  it  Cannot  now  be  afcertained  if  any  part  of  it  was  adtually 
written. 

In  1756,  he  removed  from  St.  Peter's  College  to  Pembroke-Hall,  in  confequence  of  t\Vo  or  three 
young  men  of  fortune,  who  lived  in  the  fame  flair-cafe,  having,  for  fome  time,  intentionally  dif- 
turbed  him  with  their  riots.  He  complained  to  the  governing  part  of  the  Society  ;  and  not  think- 
ing that  his  remonflrance  v^as  fufficiently  attended  to,  he  "  left  his  lodgings,"  as  he  himfelf  espreffes 
it,  "  becaofc  the  rooms  were  noify,  and  the  people  of  the  houfe  uncivil." 

Upon  the  death  of  Cibber,  in  i  757,  the  Duke  of  Divonlhire,  then  Lord  Chamberlain,  made  him- 
an  offer  of  the  vacant  cfHce  cf  P'j;t-Lr.ureat,  through  the  hands  of  Lord  John  Cavendifli^  his  bro- 

?Ji.j 
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ther  ;  but  the  difgracc  brought  upon  that  office,  by  the  inability  of  fome  who  had  filled  it,  probably 
induced  him  to  decline  the  appointment,  which  was  beftowed  on  Whitehead. 

The  fame  year,  he  publifhed  the  Progrefi  of  Poe/y,  and  the  Bard,  his  two  greatcft  lyric  perform- 
ances. Their  merit  was  not  immediately  perceived,  nor  generally  acknowledged.  Garrick  wrote 
a  few  lines  in  their  praife.  Lloyd  and  Colman  wrote  in  concert  two  Odes  to  "  Oblivion"  and 
"  Ohfcurity,"  in  which  they  were  ridiculed  with  miKh  contempt  and  much  ingenuity. 

In  1759,  his  curiofity  drew  him  away  from  Cambridge,  to  a  lodging  in  Southampton-row,  near 
the  Mufeimi,  where  he  refided  near  three  years,  reading  and  tranfcribing.  His  extradls,  amount- 
ing in  all  to  a  tolerably-fized  folio,  are  at  prefent  in  the  hands  of  Lord  Orford,  who  printed  the 
fneech  of  Sir  Thomas  Wyat  frotii  them,  in  the  fecond  number  of  his  "  Mifcellaneous  Antiquities." 

In  liti,  when  the  Prnfefforfhip  of  Modern  Languages  and  Hiftory  at  Cambridge,  became  va- 
cant by  the  death  of  Mr.  Turner,  he  was,  as  he  fays,"  cockered  and  fpirited  up,"  till  he  afked  it  of 
Lord  Bute,  who  fent  him  a  civil  refufal,  and  the  place  w^as  given  to  Mr.  Laurence  Brocket,  the  tu- 
tor nf  Sir  James  Lowther. 

His  cm  .  itution  was  weak,  and  believing  that  his  health  was  promoted  by  exercife  and  change 
of  place,  he  undertook,  in  176.5,  a  journey  into  Scotland,  of  which  his  account,  fo  far  as  it  extends, 
is  very  curious  and  elegant:  for,  as  his  comprehenfion  was  ample,  his  curiofity  extended  to  all  the 
%vorks  of  art,  all  the  appearances  of  nature,  and  all  the  monuments  of  pad  events.  He  naturally 
contradled  a  friendfhip  with  Dr.  Beattie,  whom  he  found  "  a  poet,  a  philofopher,  and  a  good  man." 
The  IVIj-rifchal  College  at  .■Aberdeen  offered  him  the  degree  of  Doiflor  of  Laws,  which,  having  omit- 
ted to  take  it  at  Cambridge,  he  thought  it  decent  to  refufe. 

In  176'',  Dr.  E;altie,  defirous  that  his  country  fhould  afford  fome  teftlmony  of  its  regard  to 
Gray,  folicited  his  r.ermifiion,  to  .\Ir.  Foulis,  to  print,  at  the  Univerfity  prefs  of  Glafgow,  an  elegant 
editiiin  cf  his  works.  Docifley  had  before  aflied  the  fame  favour,  and  Gray,  unwilling  to  refufe, 
gratified  both  with  a  copy,  containing  a  few  note?,  and  the  imitations  of  the  Norfe  poetry,  intended 
to  fupplant  the  Long  Story,  which  was  printed  at  firft  only  to  ilkiftrate  ?vlr.  Bntley's  defigns. 

The  death  of  Mr.  Brocket,  in  July  1768,  left  another  opening  to  the  Profcfforfhip,  which  he  had 
before  unfuccefsfully  foagiit.  Lord  Bute,  however,  was  not  then  in  office,  and  the  Duke  of  Graf- 
ton, to  preclude  a  requeft,  within  two  days  of  the  vacancy,  appointed  Gray. 

This  place  was  valuable  in  itfcif,  the  falary  being  400  1.  a  year  v  but  what  rendered  it  particu- 
larly acceptable  to  Gray,  was  its  being  given  him  without  any  ioiicitation. 

On  the  Duke  of  Grafton  being  elefled  Chancellor  of  the  Univerfity, in  1769,  gratitude  prompted 
Giay,  unr.fked.  to  fufniffi  an  irregular  Odi  for  M^fc,  to  be  performed  at  his  inftallation  ;  and  what- 
ever the  celebrated  Junius  (notwithflanding  his  compliment  tq  Gray")  might  pretend,  it  was  the 
offering  <  f  no  venal  mufe.  The  ode  in  its  ftrudure  is  dramatic,  and  it  contains  nothing  of  the 
complimentary  kind,  v.hich  is  not  entirely  fuited  to  the  charaders  employed.  In  point  of  lyricaF 
arrangement  and  exprc{ri--'n,  it  is  ecjual  to  n-.oft  of  his  other  odes. 

Not  lopg  after  the  buftle  of  the  inflallation  was  over,  ill  health  made  another  journey  neceffary, 
and  he  vifited  the  lakes  of  VVefimoreland  and  Cumberland.  The  imprcifiins  he  received  from- 
the  wonderful  fcenery  that  furrounded  him,  he  Iranfmitted  to  his  fritnd.  Dr.  Wharton,  in  epifto- 
lary  journals,  with  all  the  wildnefs  of  Salvator,  and  the  foftnefs  of  Claude. 

In  May  177 1,  writing  to  the  fame  friend,  he  complains  of  a  violent  cough,  which  had  troubled 
him  for  three  months,  and  which  he  called  incurable;  adding,  that  till  tliis  year  he  never  knew 
vrhat  rmechanical)  low  fpirits  were. 

The  anxiety  he  feit  from  holding,  as  a  Hnscure.  an  office,  the  duties  of  which  he  thought  himfelf 
bourd  to  perform,  without  doubt,  contributed  to  the  latter  complaint. 

The  obje<fl:  <  f  his  proftffurfliip  being  twofold,  and  the  patent  allowing  him  to  tffed  one  of  \i% 
deH'zns  by  deputy,  it  is  underftood,  that  he  liberally  rewarded,  for  that  purpofe,  the  teachers  ir.  the 
Univerfity  cf  '.talian  and  Freiich. 

The  other  part  he  himfelf  prepared  to  execute  ;  but  though  the  profciTorffiip  was  inftituted  ia 
1724,  none  of  his  predeceffors  had  f'.irnilhed  a  plan  of  lectures. 

Lmbarraffcd  by  this  and  other  difficulties,  ar.d  retarded  by  ill  health,  the  undertaking  at  lengtb 
became  fo  irkfcme,  that  he  fcricufly  propofed  to  refign  the  office. 
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About  the  end  of  May  he  removed  from  Cambridge  to  London,  after  having  fufFcrcd  from  irre- 
gular attacks  of  an  hereditary  gout,  to  which  he  had  long  been  fubjeiS,  and  from  which  a  lile  of 
lingular  temperance  could  not  pr^  te(5t  him. 

In  London  his  indifpoficion  having  increafed,  Dr.  Gilborne  adyifed  him  to  remove  from  hl» 
lodgings  in  Jermyn-ftreet  to  Kenfington.  This  change  was  of  fo  mucli  benefit,  that  he  was  foon 
enabled  to  return  tc:  Cambridge,  from  whence  he  meditated  a  journey  to  Old  Park,  near  Durham, 
the  refidence  of  his  friend  Dr.  Wharton,  which  he  hoped  might  re-eftablifh  his  health  ;  but  his  in- 
tentions and  hopes  were  deluCve. 

On  the  34th  of  July,  while  at  dinner  in  the  College-hall,  he  felt  a  fudden  naufea,  which  obliged 
him  to  rife  frnm  table,  and  retire  to  his  chamber.  The  gout  had  fixed  on  his  ftomach,  and  refilled 
all  the  powers  of  medicine.  On  the  Z(jth,  he  was  feized  with  a  flrong  convulfion  fit,  which,  on 
the  30th,  returned  with  increafed  violence  ;  and  tfae  next  evening  he  expired,  in  the  Jfth  year  of 
his  age. 

He  was  fenfible  at  times,  almoft  to  the  laft,  and  from  the  firft  aware  of  his  extreme  danger,  but 
espreffed  no  vifible  concern  at  the  thoughts  of  his  approaching  diffolution.  He  was  buried  in  the 
vault,  in  which  his  aunt  and  his  mother  were  interred,  in  the  church-yard  of  btoke,  agreeable  to  his' 
cwn  direiftion. 

By  his  will,  dated  July  2.  1770,  he  appointed  Mr.  Mafon,  and  the  Rev.  Dr.  Browne,  Prefident 
of  Pembroke-hall,  his  ji'int  executors  ;  and  left ''  Mr-  Mal'on  all  his  books,  manufcript-s  coins,  niu- 
fic,  printed  or  written,  and  papers  of  all  kinds,  to  preferve  or  dedroy  ar  his  own  difcrction." 

His  Foems  and  Letters  were  collected  and  publifhed  by  Mr.  Mafon,  in  one  volume  4to,  1775,  to 
which  he  prefixed  "  Memoirs  of  his  Life  and  Writings,"  with  "  imitations,  variations  and  addi- 
tional notes,"  and  republifhed  in  4  vols  8vo.  1778.  The  common  editions  of  h'n  Foems  zve  too 
num.erous  to  be  fpecified.  To  the  edition  in  8vo.  1786,  were  added  notes  and  parallel  pafTages 
by  Mr.  Wakefield.  The  notes  are  in  general  pertinent  and  judicious,  and  the  parallel  places  dif- 
cover  extenfive  erudition,  and  are  ftledled  with  tafte  and  judgment.  An  edition,  with  a  perpetual 
commentary,  is  preparing  for  the  prefs,  which  the  prefent  writer  is  happy  to  announce  as  the  pro- 
dudtion  of  his  friend  Alexander  Thomfon,  Efq.  author  of  "  Whill,"  '  The  Paradifc  of  Tafte," 
and  other  ingenious  performances.  The  Latin  language  was  enriched  with  an  elegant  and  fpirited 
tranflation  of  the  Bard,  in  1775,  and  an  admirable  Greek  verfion  of  the  Elegy  in  a  Country  Cht'.rch- 
Tard,  proceeded  frt  m  the  clafiical  pen  of  Dr.  Norbury,  in  iT'ij-  The  imitations  it  has  produced 
are  innumerable. 

It  may  be  colleded  from  the  narrative  of  Mr.  Mafon,  that  the  greateft  part  of  Gray's  life  was 
fpent  in  that  kind  of  learned  leifure,  which  has  only  felf-improvenicnt  and  felf-gratification  for  its 
objedl.  He  was  remarkably  difintereCed  in  all  his  purfuits.  He  never  read  or  wrote  with  a  view 
of  making  labours  uieful  to  hin.felf.  He  may  be  faid  to  have  been  one  of  thofe  few  perfonages  in 
the  a^^nals  of  literature  efpeciaily  in  the  poetical  clafs,  who  are  devoid  of  felf-intereft,  and  at  the 
fame  time  attentive  to  economy  ;  and  alfo  was  among  mankind  in  general,  one  of  thefe  very 
few  economifls  who  poffefs  that  talent  untin<5lured  with  the  fligheft  ftain  of  avarice.  When  his 
circumftances  were  at  the  loweft,  he  gave  away  fuch  fums  in  charity,  as  would  have  done  credit  to 
an  ampler  purfc.  But  what  chiefly  deterred  lam  from  taking  any  advantage  by  his  literary  pur- 
fuits, was  a  certain  degree  of  pride,  which  led  him  to  delplfe  the  idea  of  being  thought  aq  author 
by  profeflion. 

However,  it  is  probable,  that,  early  in  life,  he  had  an  intention  of  pnblilhing  an  edition  of  Stralo  ; 
for  his  papers  contain  a  great  number  of  notes  and  geographical  difquifitions  on  that  author,  parti- 
cularly with  refpedl  to  that  part  of  Afia  which  comprehends  Perfia  and  India.  The  indefatigable 
pains  which  he  torkwith  the  writings  of  Plato,  and  the  quantity  of  critical,  as  well  as  explanatory 
obfervations,  which  he  has  left  upon  almoft  every  part  of  his  works,  plaiidy  indicate  that  no  man 
in  Europe  was  better  prepared  to  republiih  and  illuftrate  that  philofopher  than  Gray.  Another 
work,  on  which  he  beftowed  uncommon  labour,  was  the  Anibologia.  In  an  interleaved  copy  of 
that  colletftion  of  Greek  epigram*?,  he  has  tranfcribed  feveral  additional  ones,  whicli  he  fe!e<5led 
«  his  exteiillvc  reading,  has  inlsrtcd  a  gieat  number  of  critical  nctes  and  emendations,  and  fubjoinecl. 
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a  copious  Jndfs,  in  vrhich  every  epigram  is  arranged  under  the  name  of  its  refpedllve  author.  But 
whether  he  intended  this  mar.ufcript  for  the  prels  or  not  is  imccrtain.  The  only  work  which  he 
meditated  unon  with  that  view  from  the  beginning,  was  a  Hijlory  ef  Engl'Jh  Poetry,  upon  a  plan 
Jketched  out  by  Pope.  He  has  mentioned  tliis  himfclf  in  an  advertifemcnt  prefixed  to  thofe  three 
fine  imitations  of  Norfe  and  Welch  poetry,  which  he  gave  to  the  world  in  the  Ijft  edition  of  his 
poems.  Bur  after  he  had  made  fome  confiderable  preparations  for  the  execution  of  this  defign,  and 
Mr.  Mafon  had  i^fTercd  him  his  afiiftance,  he  was  informed  that  Mr,  VVaaon  was  engaged  in  a 
work  of  the  fame  kind.  The  undertaking  was  therefore  rclinquiflied  by  mutual  confcnt  ;  and,  in 
1770,  on  Mr  Warton's  defirii'g  a  fight  of  the  plan,  he  readily  fcnt  him  the  following  "  (ketch 
of  the  arrangement  of  the  fubjedl"  in  a  letter,  which  was  publiflied  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Maga- 
eine"  for  February'  1783. 

"  IntroduSiion.  On  the  poetry  of  the  Galic  or  Celtic  nations,  a?  far  back  as  it  can  be  traced. — On 
that  of  the  Goths,  its  ;ntrodu(5lion  into  thel'e  iflauds  by  the  Saxrns  and  Danes,  and  its  duration — On 
the  origin  of  rhyme  among  the  Franks,  the  Saxoi-s,  and  Provencaux. — Some  account  of  the  Latin 
rhyming  poetry,  from  its  early  origin,  down  to  the  fifteenth  century, 

"  Part  I.  On  the  School  of  Provenge,  which  rofc  about  the  year  iico,  and  was  foon  followed  by 
the  French  and  I-alians.  Their  heroic  poel'y,  or  Romances  in  verfe.  Allegories,  Fabliaux,  Syrvientes,. 
Ciimedies,  Farces,  Canzoni,  Sonnets,  Balades,  Madrigals,  Seflines,  &c.  Of  their  imitators,  the 
French  :  and  of  the  firft  Italian  School,  commonly  called  the  Sicilian,  about  the  year  i2CO  brought 
to  perfeiftion  by  Dante,  Petrarch,  Boccace,  and  others — State  of  Poetry  in  England  from  the  Con- 
qiieft,  ic66,  or  rather,  from  Henry -the  Second's  time,  IIJ4,  to  the  reign  of  Edward  the  Third, 
1327. 

"  Pari  II.  On  Chaucer,  who  firfl;  introduced  the  manner  of  the  Provengaux,  improved  by  the  Ita- 
lians, into  our  country  :  his  charadler  and  merits  at  large  :  the  different  liinds  in  which  he  excelled 
— Gower,  Occleve,  Lydgate,  Hawes,  Gawen  Douglas,  Lyndefay,  Bellenden,  Dunbar,  &c, 

"  Part  III.  Second  Italian  School,  of  Arloflo,  TafTo,  &c.  an  improvement  on  the  firft,  occafioned 
by  the  revival  of  Letters,  the  end  of  the  fifteenth  century.  The  Lyric  poetry  of  this  and  the  former 
age  introduced  from  Italy  by  Lord  Surrey,  Sir  T.  Wyat,  Eryr.n,  Lord  Vauk,  &c.  in  the  beginning 
of  the  fixteenth  century. 

"  Part  IV.  Spenfer,  his  charafter  :  fubje(5l:  of  his  poem,  allegoric  and  romantic,  of  Provencal  in- 
vention ;  but  his  manner  of  tracing  It,  borrowed  from  the  Second  Italian  School. — Drayton,  Fair- 
fax, Fhineas  Fletcher,  Golding,  Phaer,  &c.  This  School  ends  in  Milton. — A  Third  Italian  School, 
full  of  conceit, .begun  in  Queen  Elizabeth's  reign,  continued  under  James  anJ  Charles  the  Firil,  by 
Donne,  Crafhaw,  Clciveland,  carried  to  its  height  by  Cowley,  and  ending  perhaps  in  Sprat. 

"  Part  V.  School  of  France,  introduced  after  the  Rtftoration— Waller,  Dryden,  Addifon,  Prior, 
and  Pope — Which  has  continued  to  »ur  own  times." 

Among  other  fciences.  Gray  had  acquired  a  great  knowledge  of  Gothic  architecture.  He  en- 
deavoured to  trace  tMs  mode  of  building  from  the  time  it  commenced,  through  its  various  changes^ 
till  it  arrived  at  its  pcrfcdlion  in  the  reign  of  Henry  VIII.,  and  ended  in  that  of  Elizabeth.  For 
this  purpofe,  he  did  not  fo  much  depend  upon  written  accounts,  as  that  internal  evidence  which 
the  buildings  themfelves  give  of  their  rcfpcdtiv?  antiquity.  On  this  account,  he  applied  himfclf  to 
the  iludy  of  heraldry,  as  a  preparatory  fclence,  and  has  left  behind  him  a  number  of  genealogical 
pa])ers,  more  than  foSclent  to  prove  him  a  complete  maftcr  of  it.  The  Remarks  on  Saxon  Churches  in 
the  Introdudion  to  Mr.  Bentham's  "  Fliflory  of  Ely"  were  drawn  up  by  Gray. 

But  the  favourite  fludy  of  Gray,  for  the  lad  ten  years  of  his  life,  was  natural  hiftory,  which  he 
then  rather  rcfumed  than  began  ;  as  by  the  inftrudlons  of  his  uncle  Antrobus,  he  was  a  confider- 
able'botanift' at  fifteen.  The  marginal  notes  which  he  has  left  on  Linnams  and  other  writers,  on 
tlie  vegetable,  animal,  and  fofille  kingdoms,  are  very  numerous.  But  the  niofl  confiderable  are  on 
"  Hudfon's  Flora  Anglica,^'  and  the  tenth  edition  of  the  Syjlema  Natura,  which  latter  he  Intcr- 
jeaved  and  filled  almoft  entirely.     While  employed    on   zoology,  he  alfo  read  Arifiutlcs  treatife  on 

ihiit  fubjeii  vrich  grcac  care,  and  explained  ni.iny  difficult  paffngcs  of  that  obfcurc  ancient,  from  the 
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Jightshe  had  acquired  from  modern  naturalsfhs.  Excepting  pure  mathematics,  and  the  ftiidles  de- 
pendent on  thaticience,  there  was  hardly  any  part  of  human  learning,  in  which  he  had  not  ac- 
quired a  competent  Ikill ;  in  moft  of  them  a  confummate  maftery. 

Of  his  amufements,  the  chief  and  ahiiofl  the  only  one  (excejaing;  the  frequent  experiments  he 
madeon  flowers,for  the  purpole  of  invefligating  the  procefs  t.f  vegetation)  was  niufic.  Histafteinthi? 
art  was  equal  to  his  Ikill  hi  any  more  important  fcience.  Vocal  mufic  he  chiefly  preferred.  -His 
inftrument  was  the  harpficord;  on,  which,  though  he  had  little  execution,  yet  he  accommodated  his 
voice  fo  judicioully  to  his  playing,  as  to  give  an  auditor  confiderable  plealure.  His  judgment  in 
Itatuary  and  painting  was  cxquifite,  and  formed  from  ^n  almod  inflnxilive  percepaon  of  thofe 
graces  beyond  the  reach  of  art,  in  whiich  the  divine  works  of  the  great  n;afters  aboand.  He  had 
a  fine  talle  in  prints,  in  his  choice  of  which  he  obferved  the  fame  judicious  rule  which  he  followed 
in  making  his  ci)ile(5lion  of  mufic ;  which  was  not  fo  much  to  get  together  complete  fets  of  the 
works  of  any  mafter,  as  to  feleifl  thofe  (the  beft  in  their  kind)  which  would  recal  to  his  niemoty, 
the  capital  piiftures,  ftatues,  and  buildings,  which  he  had  fcen  and  ftudied. 

Of  Gray's  rtbgious  opinions  but  little  is  known  ;  there  are,  however,  fufficient  traces  left  to  (hov," 
liim  a  believer.  To  Boiingbroke's  fcepticifm  he  has  written  :\n  aufwer.  His  fentin.ents  of  Shu'rvV 
bury  cannot  be  miftaken  ;  and  both  Voltaire  and  Kume  he  ccnfures  wl^^  freedom  In  priv.-te  iiij; 
he  was  moft  refpedled  by  thofe  who  befl  knew  him  ;  he  was,  a  raun  of  good-breeding,  virtue,  a;\d 
humanity.  -       . 

Mr,  Mafon  has  declined  drawing  up  any  formal  charadler  of  Gray ;  but  has  adopted  one  fr()?-i.5 
letter  to  James  Eofweli,Efq.,  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Tenipli,  Rcdor  of  St.'Giuvii,  in  Cornwill,  lirft 
printed  anonymoufly  in  the  "  London  Magazine." 

"  Perhaps  he  was  the  moft  learned  man  in  Europe.  He  was  equally  acquainted  jvith  JLhe  ele 
gant  and  profound  parts  of  fcience,  and  that  not  fiiperficially  but  thoro;i^hiy.  He  kijew  -eveiy. 
branch  of  hiftory,  both  natural  and  civil ;  had  read  all  the  original  hiilorians  of  England,  Fr^ce, 
and  Italy  ;  and  was  a  great  antiquarian.  C.-iticifm,  metaphyfics,  morals,  politics,  made  a  principal 
part  of  his  fludy ;  voyages  and  travels  of  all  forts  were  his  favourite  an.ufements,  and  he  had  a  finu 
tafte  in  painting,  prints,  architedlure,  and  gardening.  With  fuch  a  fund  of  knowledge,  his  couv^r- 
fation  muft  have  been  equally  inftrudling  and  entertaining;  but  he  Vi^as  alfo  a  gcod  man,  a  ijnau  pf 
virtue  and  humanity.  There  is  no  charader  without  fome  fpeck,  lb:ne  impe/fedtioq  j.^afld  \  thijik 
the  greatcfl  defedl  in  his  was  an  affedation  in  delicacy,  or  rather  eifcminacy ,  iind,  4.  viiifile  f^flidipuf- 
nefs,  or  contempt  and  difdain  of  his  inferiors  in  fcience.  He  alfo  had,  in.  fore?  degree,  that  yveak-- 
nefs  which  difgufied  Voltaire  fo  much  in  Mr.  Congreve ;  though  he  ieemed  to  value  others  chiefly 
according  to  the  progrefi  tliey  had  made  in  knowledge,  yet  he  could  nut  bear  to  be  confiueved  him- 
felf  merely  as  a  man  of  letters;  and  tliough  without  birth,  or  fortune,  or  ilation,  his  delire  was  to 
be  looked  upon  as  a  private  Independent  gentleman,  who  read  for  his  amufemtnt.  Perhaps  it  may- 
be faid,  What  fignifies  fo  much  jtnowledgc,  when  it  produced  fo  li-tie .'  Is  it  worth.takiygTo 
much  pains  to  leave  no  memorial  but  a  few  poems.'  But  let  it  be  confiderp.d .  that  Mr.  Gray  was 
to  others  at  leaft  innocently  employed;  to  himfclf,  certainly  beneficially.  His  time  paffed  aj?rcr£ 
ably;  he  was  every  day  making  foine  nev(r  acquiCtlon  in  fcience  ;  his  mind  was  enlarged, ,  his  hearc 
foftened,  his  virtue  ftrecgthened  ;  the  world  and  mankind  were..  IhowH/to  him  without  a  nnfK:" 
and  iie  was  taught  to  confider  every  thing  as  trifling,  and  unworthy  of  the  attention  of  a  wife  m,;:} 
except  the  purfuit  of  knowledge  and  pradice  of  virtue,  in  that  ftate  wherein  God  hath  placei  us." 

The  friendftiip  of  Mr.  Mafon  could  not  fail  him  here  ;  yet  his  judgment  furely  ha.s  been  fu'pended  - 
for  to  leave  his  fiiend  under  the  idea  of  -i./jjluilausfyibble,  was,  to  fay  no  m^jre,  unf«V(iurahie  to  his 
memory.     That  fuch  is  the  idea,  no  one,  who  reads  the  charadlrr,  csm  doubt.     It  is  true,  the  wcric' 
knew  i-.     1  here  vVas  a  referve  In  his  behaviour,  too  pear  relcmbling  faftidioufnefs  ■  and  he  was  r.p: 
to  indulge  himfelf  in  fuch  modilh  niceties  of  drefs,  as  did  not  always  correfpond   wi'h  -tlie  ''  ' 
of  an  academic  gown.    After  his  return  from  his  travels,  he  commonly  wore  a  muiT,  an  <  i 'r 
fmaU  derifion  vyith  the  Univei fuy  lads.      If  he  went  to  a  coffte-houfe.   he  Would  reil  the  •. 
■A  tone  the  mod  eficminate,  to   give   him  "  that  filly  paper  book, '  meaning  the  "  Gentlciua: 
cazine,"  and  fometimes  the  "  Review."     Timorous,  as  rffeminace,  and  fearful  of  accidents    ■■ 
'  ladder  to  let  down  fr  m  his  ^vindov^',  i:i  cafe  of  fire.     Some  young  msu  of  hiscoUej.  $ 
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•wantonly  fet  up  a  falfc  alarm,  in  order  to  draw  him  upon  his  ladder;  and  this,  among  other  cir- 

Cumftances  was  faid  to  be  the  occafion  of  his  removing  to  Pembroke- Hall. 

Mr.  Mafon  has  remarked,  that  Gray's  effeminacy  was  affeded  moft  before  thofe  whom  "  he  did 
not  with  to  pleafe;"  and  that  he  is  unjuftly  charged,  with  making  knowledge  his  fole  reafon  of  pre- 
ference, as  he  paid  his  efteem  to  none,  whom  he  did  not  likewife  believe  to  be  good. 

As  a  poet,  his  fxcellence  will  be  confefled  by  all  who  are  entitled  to  judge  of  it,  except  now 
and  then  by  a  jealous  critic  educated  at  Oxford,  and  afliduous  in  depreciating  the  merit  of  every 
author,  who  flourilhed  at  a  rival  Univerfity.  On  his  poetry,  it  is  needlefs  to  bellow  praifes,  or  to 
repel  the  attacks  of  envy  and  rancour.  If  Gray  was  not  a  poet  of  the  firft  order,  there  is  no  poe- 
try esifting  ;  and  if  his  bold  expreflions  be  ponfenfe,  fo  are  the  moft  rapturous  paffages  of  Sophocles, 
Klopftock,  Shokfpeare  and  Milton,  and  the  fublimefl  figures  of  divine  infpiration.  In  fublimity,  pa- 
thos, and  eiithufiafm,  he  is  perhaps  excelled  by  Dryden  and  Collins  ;  but  in  richnefs  of  imagery,  glow 
of  expreflion,  and  harmnny  of  numbers,  he  furpafTes  the  two  great  matters  of  Englilh  lyric  poetry. 

Gray's  poems  are  not  numerous ;  but  all  of  them,  at  leaft  his  ferious  pieces,  have  great  merit ; 
and  whoever  writes  but  as  corredtly  as  he  has  written,  will  not  find  himfelf  able  ro  write  much. 
His  pieces  have  all  the  marks  of  clofc  ftudy  and  patient  revifion  ;  and  the  imallnefs  of  their  num- 
ber, compared  with  the  length  of  time  he  was  known  2s  a  poet,  fufficicntly  fhows,  that  they  vicre 
kept  long  under  his  own  eyes,  before  they  were  fubmitted  to  thofe  oi  the  public.  They  may, 
therefore,  be  regarded  as  a  kind  of  fiandard  of  the  correcjlnefs  to  which  Esiglifli  poetry  has  arrived 
in  our  days. 

The  £h^y  Written  in  a  Country  Chwch-Tard,  is,  perhaps,  the  firft  of  the  kind  in  any  language  ;  its 
fubjedt,  like  the  fubjedl  of  Milton's  Epic,  is  univerfally  interefling,  the  allegorical  imagery  is  fub- 
lime,  and  the  natural  defcription  picSlurefque  ;  the  fentiment  is  moftly  fimple  and  pathetic,  and  the 
verCfication  has  a  melody,  which  has  not  often  been  attained,  and  cannot  be  furpaffed. 

The  principal  refpe^S);  in  which  it  has  been  fuppofed  defcAive  is  want  of  plan.  Dr.  Knox,  in  his 
"  Elfays,"  has  obferved,  "  that  it  is  thought  by  Ibme  to  be  no  more  than  a  confufed  heap  of  fplendid 
ideas,  thrown  together  without  order,  and  without  proportion,"  That  it  is,  however,  not  deftl- 
tute  of  plan,  is  fuEciently  deriionflrated  by  Scott,  in  his"  Critical  Eflays."  The  analyfis  fhows, 
that  it  is  perfedlly  regular,  though  fimple  in  its  general  plan;  but^^he  arrangement  might  perhaps 
have  been  in  fome  parts  improved.  Some  paffages  have  been  cenfured  by  Mr.  Kelly,  in  the  "  Bab- 
bler," with  great  injuftice.  Unacknowledged  imitations  of  Collins,  Young,  Pope,Tickell,  Thomfon, 
&c.  have  been  pointed  out  by  other  critics.  Thefe,  however,  are  by  no  means  certain.  There 
are  fo  many  inflanceS  of  a  coincidence  totally  cafual,  that  it  is  difficult  to  afcertain  what  is,  or  is 
not  really  a  defigned  or  accidental  imitation.  When  Gray  condefcends  to  imitate,  he  recovers  his 
level  at  leaft  by  fome  new  thoughts,  fome  dignity  of  verfe,  or  fome  luminous  embelliihments  of 
di(5tion. 

In  the  firft  copy  of  this  cxquifite  poem,  the  condufion  was  difTerent  from  that  which  he  after- 
wards comnofed;  and  though  his  after-thought  was  unqueftionably  the  bcft,  yet  there  is  a  pathetic 
melancholy  in  tlse  four  n-jcitcd  ftanzas,  following,.  M''ith  incenfe  kindUd  at  the  vtufc's  Jlawe,  which 
highly  claims  prcfcrvation. 

The  thoughtlefs  world  to  majcfly  may  bow, 

lixait  the  brave,  and  idolize  lucccfs; 

But  more  to  innocence  their  fafety  owe, 

'J"han  pow'r,  or  genius,  e'er  confpir'd  to  blefs. 

And  thou,  who  mindful  of  th'  unhonour'd  dead, 

Di'ft  in  thefe  notes  their  artlefs  tale  relate, 

By  ni^jjht  and  lonely  contemplation  led 

To  wander  in  the  gloo.niy  walks  of  fate  : 

Hark  '.  how  the  facred  calm,  that  breathes  around, 

Bids  every  fierce  tumultuous  pafiion  ceale; 

In  IHU  fu.all  accents  whifpering  from  the  ground, 

A  grafeful  earneft  of  eternal  peace. 

N'>  mors,  with  reafon  and  thyfelf  at  ftrlfe, 
Give  anxious  carts  ai^d  endlefs  willies  room  ; 
'■  But  through  (he  ccol  fequcl-er'd  vale  of  lifs 

Puiiue  :hc  filent  tenor  of  thy  duom,  , 


THELIFEOFGRAY.  ^km 

And  here  the  poem  was  originally  intended  to  conclude,  before  the  happy  idea  of  the  hoary- 
headed  fivaln^  &c.  fuggefted  itfelf  to  him.  Mr.  Mafon  thinks  the  third  of  thefe  rcjeded  fUnzas 
equal  to  any  in  the  whole  elegy. 

After  the  flanza,  ending,  To  meet  the  fun  upon  the  upland  laivn,  in  the   firft  copy,  followed  this 

Aanza : 

Him  have  we  feen  the  greenwood  fide  along. 

While  o'er  the  heath  we  hied,  our  labour  done, 

Oi't  as  the  woodlark  pip'd  her  farewell  fong, 

With  wiitful  eyes  purfue  the  fetting  fun. 
Mr.  Mafon  wonders  that  he  rcjeded  this  ftanza,  as  it  not  only  has  the  fame  fort  of  Doric  dellca. 
cy,  which  charms  us  peculiarly  in  this  part  of  the  poem,  but  alio  completes  the  account  of  his  whole 
day  :  whereas,  this  evening  fcene  being  omitted,  we  have  only  his  morning  walk,  and  his  noon-tide 
repofe. 

The  flanza,  confidered  in  itfelf,  is  not  a  bad  one,  but  Gray  was  right  in  fupprefTmg  it.  The 
poet's  evening  had  been  defcribed  before,  at  the  opening  ef  the  poem ;  to  have  defcribed  it  again 
would  have  been  fiiperfluous,  and  an  inllancc  of  that  difgufting  redundance,  which  is  furc  to  create 
confufion,  and  which  we  always  meet  with  in  the  works  of  common  writers.  Diverilty  of  fitua- 
tion  is  alfo  wanting;  we  had  the  ivjod  before,  Hard  by  yon  ivood,  Is'e.,  and  here  we  have  it  again, 
The  greenivoodjide  along,  '<3'c. 

Between  the  line,  Gra-vd  on  the  Jlonc  beneath  yon  aged  thorn,  and  the  epita  <t  ,  Gray  originally  io.- 
ferted  a  very  beautiful  flanza,  which  was  printed  in  fomc  of  the  firfl  editions,  but  afterwards  omit- 
ted; becaufe  he  thought,  that  it  was  too  long  a  parenthef.s  in  this  place.  The  lines,  however,  are, 
in  themfelves,  .exquifitcly  fine,  and  demand  prefcrvation. 

There  fcatter'd  off,  the  earlieft  of  the  year. 

By  hands  uiifeen  arc  fliow'rs  of  violets  found  ; 

The  redbreaft  loves  to  build  and  warble  there. 

And  little  footftcps  lightly  print  the  ground. 
Mr.  Edv/ards  endeavoured  to  fupply  what  he  thought    a  defedl  in  the  ELgy,  by  adding  after. 
Some  Cromiuell guiltlefs,  Is'c,  the  two  following  flanzas,  which  are  flrongly  marked  with  the  charac- 
iers  of  fimpliciiy,  tendernefs,  and  harmony  : 

Some  lovely  fair,  whcfe  unafTeded  charms 

Shpine  with  artradion  to  herfelf  unknown; 
Whofe  beauty  might  have  bleft  a  monarch's  arms, 

And  virtue  call  a  luftre  on  the  throne. 

That  hunible  beauty  warm'd  an  hone  ft  heart. 

And  chcer'd  the  labours  of  a  faithful  fpoufe; 
That  virtue  for'm'd  for  every  decent  part. 

The  healthful  offspring  that  adorn'd  their  houfe. 
Gray,  in  his  Church-Yard  Elegy,  certainly  fhovved  great  excellence  in  dwelling  on  the  tcndere'S; 
interells  of  human  nature.  His  cafy  native  pathos  brought  thofe  interefls  to  the  heart.  But  his 
genius  was  not  marked  alone  by  that  tender  and  melancholy  fenfibility,  fo  xntereRing  in  that  ini- 
mitable performance.  That  imprcilion  was  odI*-  ns  bas-relief.  There  was  a  Gothic  grandeur  ia 
the  flrudure,  of  the  m.oil  flrihing  and  powerful  effed.  Yet  this  could  be  felt,  could  be  tafled  ordy 
by  the  lew,  while  the  natural  pldures  of  the  former  were  caught  by  and  melted  in  every  eye. 

It  is  obfervable,  that  fubliinity  of  genius  has  been  generally  attended  with  a  flrong  aiTedion  for 
the  demonry  <-,f  the  ancient  northern  fable.  Milton  v/as  particularly  fond  of  it.  It  was  the  fludv  of 
his  youth  and  the  dream  of  his  age.  This  paffion  feems  natural.  There  is  fomcthing  fublime  in  the 
Gothic  mythology,  in  the  idea  of  ancient  hardihood,  and  the  feats  of  former  times,  that  is  peculiarly 
adapted  to  a  natural  grandeur  of  imagination,  in  the  mythology. of  the  Greeks,  every  thing  feems 
little,  feems  puerile  in  comparifon.  Hence  Gray's  ftrong  attachment  to  every  thing  that  breathed 
of  the  former.  The  hall  of  Odin  was  heaven  iticlf  to  him,  and  OJid-i  the  very  demon  of  poetry. 
It  would  be  fuperP.uous  for  the  prefent  writer  to  eniarge  on  ihe  effed  this  enthufiafm  had  on  Gray's 
poetical  writings.  The  re;;ders  of  poetxy  are  no  flrangers  to  that  fublime  expreffion,  and  to  that 
noble  air  of  mind,  which  diflinguiih  his  two  greater  odes,  the  Prcgrefs  of  Poefi,  and  the  Bard.  They 
,  breathe  the  high  fpiritof  lyr.'c  enthufiafm ;  the  tranfidons  are  fudden  and  impetuous,  the  language 
full  of  fire  and  force,  and  the  imagery  carried,  without  impropriety,  to  the  mofl  daring  height.  They 
have  been  accufed  cf  gbfcurity  ;  but  the  cne  can  be  obfcure  to  thofe  only  who  have  not  read  FinJar^ 
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and  the  other  only  to  thofe  who  are  unacquainted  with  the  hiftory  of  our  own  nation.  Ample 
joftice  has  been  very  lately  done  them  by  Mr.  Potter,  the  juftly  celebrated  tranflator  of  Efchylus 
and  Euripides,  m  his  "  Curfory  Examination  of  the  Lyric  Performances  of  Gray,  &c."  and  by  his 
ingenious  commentator,  Mr.  Wakefield. 

"  Thefe  two  Pindaric  Odes  of  Gray,"  fays  Mr.  Wakefield,  "  have  a  much  greater  refemblance  to 
the  Theban  Bard,  than  any  thing  of  the  kind  in  our  own,  and  probably  in  any  other  language. 
Wildnefs  of  thou^^ht,  and  irregularity  of  verfe,  had  ufually  been  efteemed  the  only  way  to  refemble 
Pindar.  The  charaderiftic  excellencies  of  Pindar's  poerry  are  fublimity  of  conception,  boldnefs. 
of  metaphor,  dignity  of  flyle,  rapidity  of  conipoiition,  and  magnificence  of  phrafeology.  If  a  fair 
iadgment  can  be  formed  upon  thofe  few  fpecimcns,  which  the  defolations  of  time  have  fpared  ;  in 
grandeur  of  imagery,  and  regularity  of  thought,  he  is  furpaffed  by  Gray  ;  as  on  the  other  hand,  he 
may  juflly  claim  a  fuperiority  from  the  moral  dignity  of  his  compofitions. 

"  Thefe  fublime  and  elaborate  produAions  of  genius  chaftifed  by  learning,  and  of  learning  invi- 
gorated by  genius,  are,  from  their  nature,  by  no  means  calculated  to  pleafe  the  generality  of  read- 
ers, efpecially  upon  a  flight  acquaintance.  A  frequent  and  diligent  contemplation  of  them  is  ne- 
ccffary  to  an  adequate  perception  of  their  beauties;  and  perhaps  no  fmall  tindure  of  that  erudition 
which  enabled  the  author  to  produce  them.  Indeed,  that  fpirit  of  lyric  infpiration  which  they  breathe, 
that  divine  glow  of  pathos,  which  at  the  fame  time  mehs  and  inflames  the  reader,  cannot  operate 
with  their  full  tSt&,'  but  on  a  congenial  foul,  attuned  to  the  bold  vibrations  of  enthufiaftic  pocfy. 
The  motto  juftly  proclaims — 

To  wifdom's  ear  'tis  fenfe  and  fweetnefs  all, 
Darknefs  and  dilTonance  to  vulgar  minds. 

"  He  who  can  continue  amidft  the  blaze  of  fplendor  that  burfts  around  him,  amidft  the  torrent 

of  fublimity  that  pours  along,  fedately  fpeculating  upon  petty  blemiflies,  is  certainly  a  ftranger  to 

thofe  fenfations  which  animated  Pindar  and  Gray  ;  and  deferves,  for  the  punifliment  of  his  malice, 

that  poetical  curfe  denounced  by  the  pathetic  Collins,  upon  all  thofe  who  could  refled  on  the  author 

of  the  •'  Scafous,"  without  emotioiis  of  benevolence  and  concern.  ' 

With  him,  fweet  bard  !  may  fancy  die, 
And  joy  defert  the  blooming  year." 

It  m-jft  be  acknowledged,  however,  that  the  The  Progrefs  of  Pc^^fy,  though  impregnated  through- 
out with  the  fire  and  energy  proper  to  lyric  poetry,  has  a  ftilfnefs  to  which  Pindar  had  certainly 
no  recourfe,  and  from  which  Dryden's  "  Alexander's  Fcaft"  is  entirely  exempt;  and  that  the  Eard, 
though  adorned  with  thofe  thoughtsthat  breathe,  andivords  that  burn,  that  Gray's  mufe  could  fo  richly  fup- 
ply,  is  too  artificial  as  oppofed  to  natural,  and  fometimes  loaded,  rather  than  enriched  with  poetical 
imagery.  But  when  every  dcdudtinn  is  made  that  criticifm  requires,  the  Bard  of  Gray  is  en- 
titled to  rank  with  the  "  Alexander's  Feaft"  of  Dryden,  and  the  "  Paflions"  of  Collins. 

Of  his  other  lyric  pieces,  the  Ode  on  Spring^  Ode  on  Eton  College,  Ode  en  a  Fa-jourite  Cat,  Ode  to  Ad- 
•verfity,  and  the  Muftc  Ode,  pleafe  the  generality  of  readers  more  than  the  Fatal  Sijiers,  Defcent  of  Odin, 
and  Triumphs  ef  O-wen.  They  are  by  no  means  without  faults,  but  the  fpirit  of  poetry,  and  exqui- 
fite  charms  of  the  verfe,  are  falficient  almoft  to  obtain  reverence  for  their  defe<5ls.  The  Orf.-  on  Eton 
College,  is,  in  the  opinion  of  the  prefcnt  writer,  fuperior  to  the  reft.  The  fentiments  are  natural  and 
confonant  to  the  feelings  of  humanity,  and  exhibited  with  perfpicuity  of  method,  and  in  an  elejrant, 
inteUigible,  and  expreflive  language.  The  Sonnet  on  the  Death  of  Wejl,  and  the  Epitaph  on  Sir  IVil- 
liam  IVilliams,  are  the  mofl  pcrfedl  compofitions  of  the  kind  in  our  language. 

Indolence  is  an  almoft  certain  charadteriftic  of  genius,  and  irrcfolution  is  a  natural  efFed  of  indo- 
lence. It  is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  therefore,  that  Gray  made  many  poetical  efl^ays  and  beginnings 
on  fubjeds,  from  which,  cither  by  accident,  or  through  a  want  of  induftry,  he  was  afterwards  di- 
verted. Among  thefe,  was  the  following  fcene  of  a  tragedy,  taken  from  Tacitus,  on  the  death  of 
Jgrippina,  v.hich  leaves  us  to  regret,  that  he  only  attempted  a  tragedy  : 

ACT    I.     SCENE    I. 
yigrippina,  ^ceronia. 
-  -gripl'ina. 
V  *Ti»  well,  tegone  '  your  errand  Ispcrform'd  : 

\J'  piohs  a>  to  /!mcd:ts  entering. 
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The  meffage  needs  no  comment.     Tell  your  mafter, 

His  mother  {hall  obey  him.      Say  you  faw  her 

Yielding  due  reverence  to  his  high  command  t 

Alone,  unguarded,  and  without  a  iicftor, 

As  fits  the  daughter  of  Germanicus. 

.Say,  file  retired  to  Antium,   there  to  "tend 

Her  houfehold  cares,  a  woman's  beft.  employment. 

What  if  you  add,  how  flie  turn'd  pale,  and  trcmbied  ; 

You  think,  you  fpied  a  tear  ft  and  in  her  eye, 

And  would  have  dropp'd,  but  that  her  pride  reftrain'd  it  ? 

(Go  :  you  can  paint  it  well)  'twill  profit  you. 

And  pleafe  the  ftrip'.ing.     Yet  'twould  dafli  his'joy 

To  hear  the  I'pirit  of  Britannicus 

Yet  walks  <in  earth  ;  at  lealT:  there  are  who  know 

Without  a  fpell  fi  raife.  and  bid  it  fire 

A  thoufand  haughty  hearts,  unus'd  to  Ihake 

When  a  boy  frowns,  nor  to  be  hir'd  vvith  Imiles 

To  tafte  of  hollow  kindnefs,  or  partake 

His  hofpitable  boara  :   They  ate  aware 

Of  th'  unpledg'd  bowl,  they  love  not  Aconite. 

Aceroiiia 
He's  gone  ;  and  much  1  hope  thefe  walls  alone, 

And  the  mute  air  arc  privy  to  your  palTion. 

Forgive  your  fervant's  fears,  w!io  fees  the  danger 

Which  fierce  refentment  cannot  fail  to  raifc 

In  haughty  youth,  and  irritated  power. 
y'grippina. 

And  doft  thou  talk  to  mc,  to  me,  of  danger, 

Of  haughty  youth,  and  irritated  pnwer, 

I'o  her  that  gave  it  being,  her  that  arm'd 

This  painted  Jove,  and  untaught  his  novice  hand 

To  aim  the  forked  bolt;   whiifl  he  flood  trembling 

Scar'd  at  the  found,  and  dazzled  with  its  brightnefs  ? 
Tis  like,  thou  haft  forgot,  when  yet  a  ftranger 

To  adoration,  to  the  grateful  fleam 

Of  flattery's  incenfe,  and  obfequious  vows 

From  voluntary  realms,  a  puny  l^oy, 

Deck'd  with  no  other  luflrc,  than  the  blood 

Of  Agrippina's  race,  he  Hv'd  unknown 

To  fame,  or  fortune ;  haply  ey'd  at  diflance 

Some  edilelliip,  ambitiou><  of  the  power 

To  judge  of  weights,  and  meafures  ;  fcarcely  dar'd 

On  expeiftation's  ftrongeft  wing  to  f'oar 

High  as  the  confulate,  that  empty  fliade 

Of  long- forgotten  liberty:    When  I 

Oped  his  young  eye  to  bear  the  blaze  of  greatnefs  ; 

.Show'd  him,  where  empire  tovver'd,  and  bad  him  ftrike 

The  noble  quarry.     Gods  !   then  was  the  time 

To  {lirin'ic  from  danger;  fear  might  then  have  worn 

The  mafic  of  prudence  :  but  a  heart  like  mine, 

A  heart  that  glows  with  the  pure  Julian  fire, 

]i  bright  ambition  from  her  craggy  feat 

riifplay  the  radiant  prize,  will  mount  undaunted, 

"Gain  the  rough  heights,  and  grafp  the  dangerous  honour, 
jiceroiiid. 

Through  various  life  I  have  purfued  your  fteps, 

Have  feen  your  foul,  and  vvonder'd  at  its  daring  : 

Hence  rife  my  fears.     Nor  am  I  yet  to  learn 

How  vaft  the  debt  of  gratitude,  which  Nero 

To  fuch  a  mother  owes ;  the  world,  you  gave  him. 

Suffices  not  to  pay  the  obligation. 

I  well  remember  too  (for  I  was  prefent) 
Wlien  in  a  lecret  and  dead  hour  of  nitrlu. 

Due  facrifice  perform'd  wirh  barb'rous  rites  ' 

Of  mutter'd  charm?,  and  folenin  invocation, 
You  bad  the  niagi  call  the  dreadful  powers. 
That  read  futurity,  ;o  know  the  late 
Jii'P'.'uding  o'er  yt>ur  Ion  :  Their  anfwcr  was,  -  ^ 
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If  the  fon  reign,  the  mother  perifhes. 

Pcrifh  (you  cry'd)  the  mother!  reign  the  fon  ! 

He  reigus,  the  reft  is  heav'n's ;  who  oft  has  bade, 

Ev'n  when  its  will  feem'd  wrote  in  lines  of  blood, 

Th'  unthought  event  diftlofe  a  whiter  meaning. 

Think  too  how  oft  in  weak  and  fickiy  minds 

The  fweets  of  kindnefs  laviflily  indulg'd 

Rankle  to  gall;  and  benefits  tno  great 

To  be  repaid,  fit  heavy  on  the  foul, 

As  unrequited  wrongs.     The  willing  h"mage 

Of  proftrate  Rome,  the  fenate's  juint  applaufe. 

The  riches  of  the  earth,  the  train  ofpltafures, 

That  wait  on  youth,  and  arbitrary  fway  ; 

Thefe  were  your  gift,  and  with  them  you  befiow'd 

The  very  power  he  has  to  be  ungrateful. 

.-.grippina. 
Thus  ever  grave,  ana  undifturb'd  reflexion 
Pours  its  cool  didates  in  the  madding  car 
Of  rage,  and  thinks  to  quench  the  fire  it  feels  not. 
Say'fl  thou  I  muv"  be  cau.ious,  muft  be  filent, 
And  tremble  at  the  phantom  I  have  rais'd  ? 
Carry  to  him  thy  timid  counfels.     He 
Perchance  may  heed  'em  :  Tell  him  too,  that  one, 
Who  had  fuch  liberal  power  to  give,  may  ftill 
With  equal  power  refume  that  gift,  and  raife 
A  tempeft,  that  (hall  {hake  her  own  creation 
To  its  original  atoms — tell  me  :   fay 
This  mighty  emperor,  this  dreaded  hero, 
Has  he  beheld  the  glittering  front  of  war  ? 
Knows  his  loft  ear  the  trumpet's  thrilling  voice, 
And  outcry  f  f  the  battle  ?  Have  his  limbs 
Sweat  under  iron  harnefs  ?  Is  he  not 
The  filken  fon  of  dalliance,  nurs'd  in  eafe 
And  pleafure's  flowery  lap  ?— Ruhellius  lives, 
And  Sylla  has  his  friends,  though  fchool'd  by  fear 
To  bow  the  fupple  knee,  and  court  the  times 
With  fhows  of  fair  obeifance  ;  and  a  call. 
Like  mine,  might  ferve  belike  to  wake  pretenfions 
Drowfier  than  theirs,  who  boaft  the  genuine  blood 
Of  our  imperial  houfe. 

Aceronla. 
Did  I  not  wilh  to  check  this  dangerous  paffion, 
1  might  remind  my  mlftrefs  that  her  nod 
Can  roufe  eight  hardy  legioni:,  wont  to  Aem 
With  ftubborn  nerves  the  tide,  and  face  the  rigour 
Of  bleak  Germania's  fnows.     Four,  not  lefs  brave. 
That  in  Armenia  quell  the  Parthian  force 
Under  the  warlike  Corbulo,  by  you 
Mark'd  for  their  leader  :   Tiiefe,  by  ties  confirmed. 
Of  old  refpceSl  and  gratitude,  are  yours. 
Surely  the  MaCans  too,  and  thofe  of  Egypt, 
Have  not  forgot  your  fire      The  eye  of  Rome 
And  the  praetorian  camp  have  long  rever'd, 
With  cuflom'd  awe,  the  daughter,  fifter,  wife, 
And  mother  of  their  G.xfars. 

Agr'ippina. 
Ha  '.  by  Juno, 

It  bears  a  noble  femblance.     On  this  bafe 
My  great  revenge  (hall  rife  ;  or  fay  we  found 
The  'rump  of  liberty  \  there  will  not  want, 
Even  in  the  fcrvile  fenate,  ear.^  to  own 
Her  fpirit  ftirring  voice  ;  Soranus  there. 
And  CafTius.  Vetus  too,  and  Thrafta, 
Minds  of  the  antique .ca.>,  rough,  flubborn  fouls, 
That  ftruggie  with  the  yoke.     How  Hiall  the  Jpark 
'  Unquenchable,  that  glows  within  their  breafts, 

Blaze  iiito  freedom,  when  the  idle  herd 
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(Slaves  from  the  womb,  created  but  to  ftare, 
And  bellow  in  the  Circus)  yet  will  ftart, 
And  ihake  'em  at  the  name  of  liberty. 
Stung  by  a  fenfelefs  word,  a  vain  tradition. 
As  there  were  magic  in  it  ?  wrinkled  bedlams 
Teach  it  their  e;randchildren,  as  fomewhat  rare 
That  anciently  appeard,  but  when,  extends 
Beyond  their  chronicle — oh!   'tis  a  caufe 
To  arm  the  hand  of  childhood,  and  rebrace 
The  flacken'd  fincws  of  time-wearied  age. 

Ye?,  we  may  meet,  ingrateful  boy,  we  may  ! 
Again  the  buried  genius  of  old  Rome 
Shall  from  the  duft  uprear  his  reverend  head, 
Rous'd  by  the  fiiout  of  millions  :   There  before 
His  high  tribunal  thou  and  I  appear. 
Let  majefty  fit  on  thy  awful  brow. 
And  lii^hten  from  thy  eye  i    Around  thee  call 
The  gilded  fwarm  that  wantons  in  the  funftiine 
Of  thy  full  favour  ;   Seneca  be  there 
In  gorgeous  phrafe  of  laboured  eloquence  ' 

To  drefs  thy  plea,  and  Burrhus  ftrengthen  it 
With  his  plain  foldier's  oath,  and  honeft  feeming. 
Againft  thee,  liberty  and  Agrippina  : 
The  world,  the  prize;  and  fair  befall  the  vidlors. 

But  foft ;   why  do  I  wade  thcfruitlefa  hours 
In  threats  unexecuted  ?  Hafte  thee,  fly 
Thefe  hated  -vails,  that  feem  to  mock  my  fliame, 
And  call  me  forth  in  duty  to  their  lord. 

Aceronia.  ' 

'Tis  time  we  go,  the  fun  is  high  advanc'd. 
And,  ere  mid-day,  Nero  will  come  to  Baize. 

Agrippina. 
My  thnught  aches  at  him ;  not  the  bafiliCc 
More  deadly  to  the  fight,  than  is  to  me 
The  cool  injurious  eye  of  frozen  kindnefs. 
I  will  not  meet  its  poifon.     Let  him  feel 
Before  he  fees  me. 

Aceronia. 
Why  then  flays  my  fovereign, 
Where  he  fo  foon  may 

Agrippina. 

Yes,  I  w^ill  be  gone, 
But  not  to  Antium — all  fhall  be  c(  nfefs'd, 
Whate'er  the  frivolous  tongue  of  giddy  fame 
Has  fpread  among  the  crowd  ;  things,  that  but  whifper'd 
Have  arch'd  the  hearer's  brow,  and  riveted 
His  eyes  in  fearful  ecftafy  :   No  matter 
What ;  fo't  be  flrange,  and  dreadful — Sorceries, 
AfTaffinaticns,  poifonings — the  deeper 
My  guilt,  the  blacker  his  ingratitude. 

And  you,  ye  manes  of  ambition's  vidims, 
Enfiirined  Claudius,  with  the  pitied  gholls 
Of  the  Syllani,  doom'd  to  early  death, 
(Ye  unavailing  horrors,  fruitlefs  crimes  !) 
If  from  the  realms  of  night  my  voice  ye  hear, 
In  lieu  of  penitence,  and  vain  remorfe, 
Accept  my  vengeance.     Though  by  me  ye  bled, 
He  was  the  caufe.     My  love,  my  fears  for  him 
Dried  the  foft  fprings  of  pity  in  my  heart, 
And  froze  them  up  with  deadly  cruelty. 
Yet  if  your  injiir'd  fhadcs  demand  my  fate, 
If  murder  cries  for  murder,  blood  for  blood. 
Let  me  not  fall  alone;  but  crulh  his  pride. 
And  fink  the  traitor  in  his  mother's  ruin.  JExeunt. 
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SCENE     II. 

Otbo,  Poppaa. 
Otho. 
Thus  far  we're  fafe.     Thanks  to  the  rofy  queen  ^ 

Of  amorous  thefts  :   And  had  her  wanton  fon 
l,ent  us  his  wings,  we  could  not  have  beguil'd 
With  mote  elufive  fpeed  the  dazzled  fight 
Of  wakeful  jealouf^.     Be  gay  fecurely  ; 
Difpell,  my  fair,  with  fmiles,  the  tim'rous  cloud 
That  hangs  on  thy  clear  brow.     So  Helen  look'd, 
So  her  white  neck  reclin'd,  fo  was  (he  borne 
By  the  young  Trojan  to  his  gilded  bark 
With  fond  relucftance,  yielding  modefty. 
And  oft  reverted  eye,  as  if  flie  knew  not 
Whether  (he  fear'd,  or  wiHi'd  to  be  purfu'd. 
•  •  *  • 

Thefe  freeches,  it  muft  be  acknowledged,  are  too  long  for  dramatic  exhibition,  and  the  language 
may  he  fnmewhat  too  poetical  for  the  flage  ;  yet  had  the  play  been  finiflied,  thefe  circuniiftances 
might  poflibly  have  been  accommodated;  at  all  events,  it  muft,  in  fuch  hands,  have  made  a  noble 
dramatic  poem. 

I  he  following  initiatory  fragment  of  his  poem,  Z)f  i'Wwi'^/Vj  Cogltandl,  the  mcft  confiderable  in 

itfelf  all  his  Latin   compofitions,  and  perhapi  the  mod  laboured  of  any  of  his  poems,  entitles  him  to 

rank  with  Jon  fon,  Donne,  Crafliaw,  Cowley,  Milton,  Addifon,  who  cultivated  Latin  poetry  with 

the  greatcft  fuccef$ : 

Unde  animus  fcire  inclplat :  quibus  inchoet 'orfa 

Principiis  feriem  rerum,  tenuemque  catenam 

Mnemofyne  :   Ratio  unde  rudi  fub  pecftore  tardunv 

Augeat  imperiuni  ;  et  primum  morcalibus  segris 

Ira,  Dolor,  Metus,  ec  Curas  nafcantur  inanes, 

Hinc  cancre  aggredior.     Nee  dedignare  canentem, 

O  decus  !   Angliacse  certe  O  lux  altera  gentis  ! 

Si  qua  primus  iter  monflras,  veftigia  conor 

Signare  inccrta,  tremulaque  infiftere  planta.  / 

Quin  potiu?  due  ipfe  (potes  namque  omnia)  fandtum 

Ad  limen,  (fl  rite  adeo,  fi  pe(5lore  puro,) 

Obfcurs  referans  Naturz  ingcntia  clauftra. 

Tu  caecas  rerum  caufas,  fontemque  feverum 

Pairde,  Pater;  tibi  enim,  tibi,  veri  magne  Sacerdos, 

Corda  patent  hominum,  atque  alt2  penetralia  Mentis, 

Tuque  aures  adhibe  vacuas,  facilefque,  Favoni, 
(Qnod  tibi  crefcit  opus)  fimplex  nee  defpice  carmen. 
Nee  vatem  :  non  ilia  leves  primordia  motus, 
Ql^anquam  parva,  dabunt.    Lsctum  vel  amabile  quicquld 
Uiquam  oritur,  trahit  hinc  ortum  ;  nee  furgit  ad  auras, 
Ouin  ea  confpirent  fimul.eventufqiie  fecundent. 
Hinc  variae  vitai  artes,  ac  mollior  ufus, 

Duke  et  amicitiae  vinclum  :  Sapientia  dia  , 

Hinc  rofeum  accendit  lumen,  vultuque  fereno 
Humanas  aperit  mentes,  nova  gaudia  monftrans, 
Deformefque  fugat  curas,  vanofque  timores: 
Scilicet  et  rerum  crefcit  pulcherrima  virtus. 
Ilia  etiam,  qux  te  (miriim)  no(£lefque  diefque 
Aflidue  fovet  infpirans,  linguamquc  fequentem 
Temperat  in  numeros,  atque  horas  mulcet  inertes  ; 
Aurea  non  alia  fe  jadlat  origine  niufa, 

Principio,  ut  magnum  foedus  Natura  creatrix 
Firmavit,  tardis  juffitque  inolefcere  membris 
Sublimes  aninias;  tenebrofo  in  carcere  partem 
Niluit  ajtheream  longo  torpere  veterno  : 
Ncc  per  (e  proprium  pafla  excrcere  vigorem  eft, 
Nc-fociK  moli^  conjundlos  fperneret  artus, 
Ponderisoblita,  et  cce'.eftis  confcia  flammje. 
Idcirco  .nnumero  du6tu  tremcre  undique  fibras 
Nervoruni  inftituit  :  tum  toto  corporc  mifccns 
Iniplicuit  late  ramus,  et  feufiic  Ccxcum, 
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Implcvitqiic  humore  fuo  (feu  lympha  vocanda, 
Sive  aura  eft)  tenuis  certe,  atque  leviflima  quxdam 
Vis  verfatur  agens,  parvofque  infufa  canales 
Perfluit  ,  affiduc  externis  qua:  concita  plagis, 
Mubilis,  incuffiqiie  fidelis  nuntia  motus, 
Hinc  indc  accenfa  contage  relabitur  ufqne 
Ad  iuperas  hominis  fedes,  arcemque  cerebri. 
Namque  illic  pofnit  folium,  et  fua  templa  facravit 
Mens  animi  :  hanc  circum  coeunt,  denfoque  fcruntur 
Agniine  notitix,  fimulacraque  tenuia  rerum  : 
Ecce  autem  naturs:  ingens  aperitur  imago 
Immenf^,  variique  patent  commercia  mundi. 

Ac  uti  Ijiiginquisdefcendunt  moncibus  amnes 
Velivolus  Tamifis,  flaventifque  Indus  arer,:^, 
Euphratefque,  Tagufque,  et  opinio  flumine  Ganges, 
Undas  quifque  fuas  volvens,  curfuque  fonoro 
In  mare  prorumpunt  :  hos  magno  acclinis  in  antro 
Excipit  oceanus,  natorumque  ordine  longo 
Dona  recognofcit  venientum,  ultroque  ferenat 
Cxruleam  faciem,  et  diffufo  marmore  ridet. 
Haud  aliter  fpecies  properant  fe  inferre  novelise 
•    Certatem  menti,  atque  aditus  quino  agmine  complent, 

Primas  tatftus  agit  partes,  primufquc  minutx 
Laxat  iter  czcum  turbs,  recipitque  ruentem. 
Non  idem  hnic  modus  eft,  qui  fratribus  1   amplitis  ille 
Imperium  affeiflat  fenior,  penitufque  meduUis, 
Vifceribufque  habitat  totis,  pellifque  recentem 
Funditur  in  telam,  et  late  per  ftamina  vivit. 
Necdum  etiam  matris  puer  elutSatus  ab  alvo 

Multiplices  folvit  tunicas,  et  vincula  rupit ;  i 

Sopitus  moUi  fomno,  tepidoque  liquore 
Circumfufus  adhuc:   taAus  tamen  aura  laceffit 
j  Jamdudum  levior  fenfus,  animamque  rechifit. 

'  ~  Idque  magis  fimul,  ac  folitum  blandumque  calorem 

Frigore  mutavit  cceli,  quod  verberat  acri 
Impete  inafluetos  artus :  turn  fxvior  adftat, 
Humanaeque  comes  vitse  Dolor  excipit;  ille 
CuncSantem  fruftra  et  tremulo  multa  ore  querentem 
Corripit  invadens,  ferreifque  ampleditur  ulnis. 
Turn  fpecies  primiim  patefada  eft  Candida  Lucis 
(Ufque  vices  adeo  Natura  bonique,  malique, 
Exasquat,  juftaque  manu  fua  damna  rependit) 
Turn  primiim,  ignotofque  bibunt  nova  lumina  folcs. 

Carrtiine  quo,  Dea,  te  dicam,  gratifllma  cceli  ^ 

Progenies,  ortumque  tuum  ;  gemmantia  rorc 
Ut  per  prata  levi  luftras,  et  floribus  halans 
Purpureum  Veris  gremium,  fcenamque  virenteni 
Pingis,  et  umbrifcros  cnlles,  et  caerula  regna  ? 
Gratia  te,  Venerifque  Lepos,  et  mille  Colorum, 
Formarumque  chorus  fequitur,  Mo-efque  decentcs. 
At  caput  invifum  Stygiis  Nox  atra  tenebris 
Abdidit,  horrendseque  fimul  F'lrmidinis  ora, 
Pervigilefque  reftus  Curarum,  atque  anxius  Angor  : 
Undique  l,aetitia  florent  mortalia  corda, 
Purus  et  arridet  largis  fulgoribus^ffither. 

Omnia  nee  tu  ideo  invalicise  fe  pandere  Menti 
(Quippe  nimis  teneros  poffet  vis  tanta  dici 
Perturbare,  et  inexpertos  confundere  vifus) 
Nee  capere  infantes  animos,  neu  cernere  credas    "  i 

Tarn  variam  molem,  et  mirx  fpedlacula  lucis: 
Nefcio  qua  tamen  hsec  oculos  dulcedine  parvoa 
Splendida  percuflit  novitas,  traxitque  fequentes; 
Nonne  videmus  enim,  latis  inferra  feneftris 
Sicubi  fe  Phabi  difpergant  aurea  tela, 
Sive  lucernarum  rutilus  coUuxerit  ardor, 
Extemplo  hue  obverti  aciem,  q'jai  lixa  reperto? 
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Haurit  inexpletmn  radios,  fruiturque  tuendo. 

Altior  huic  vero  fenfu,  majorque  videtur 
Additu.  j'ldicioque  ardle  connexa  potellas, 
Qund  fimul  atque  ajtas  volveiuibus  auxerit  annis, 
Hxc  fimul,  afliduo  depafcens  omnia  vifu, 
Perlpiciet,  vis  quinti  loci,  quid  poUeat  ordo, 
JuniSlura;  quis  hones,  ut  res  accendere  rebus 
Lumina  conjurant  inter  fc,  et  mutna  fulgent. 

Nee  minor  in  geniinis  viget  auribus  infna  virtus. 
Nee  tantum  in  curvis  qux  pervigil  excubet  antris 
'  Hinc  atque  hinc  (ubi  Vox  treniefecerit  olUa  pulfu 

Aeriis  inve<Sl:a  rotis)  longeque  recurfet ; 
Scilicet  iiloquio  haec  fonitus,  hsec  fulminis  alas, 
Et  mulccre  dedit  didis  et  toUere  corda,  ■ 
Verbaque  meteri  numeris,  verfuque  ligare 
Repperit,  et  quicquid  difcant  Libethrides  unda:. 
Calliope  quoties,  quotles  Pacer  ipfe  canendi 
Evolvat  llquidum  carmen,  calamove  luquenti 
Infpiret  dukes  animat,  digitifque  figuret. 

At  medias  fauces,  et  lingux  humentia  templa 
Gullushabet  qua  fe  inftnuet  jucunda  faporum. 
Luxuries,  dona  Autumni,  Bacchique  voliiptas. 

Naribus  interea  confedit  odora  hominum  vis, 
DoiSa  leves  captare  auras,  Panch&ia  quales 
Vere  novo  exhalat,  Floraeve  quod  ofcula  fragrant 
Rofcida,  cum  Zephyri  furtim  fub  vefperis  hora 
Refpondet  votis,  nioUtmque  afpirat  amorem. 

Tot  portas  altse  capitis  circumJedit  arci 
Alma  Parens,  fenfufque  vias  per  membra  reclufit; 
Hand  folas  :  namque  iiitus  agit  vivata  facultas, 
Qua  fcfe  explorat,  contemplatufque  repente 
Ip!e  fuas  animus  vires,  momentaqus  cernit. 
Quid  velit,  aut  poflit,  cupiat,  fugiatve,  vicifs-im 
Pcrcipit  imperio  gaudens;  ncqae  corpora  fallunt 
Morigera  ad  celeres  aiftus,  ac  numina  mentis. 
Qualis  Hamadryadiim  quondam  fi  forte  forprum 
Una,novos  pcragransfiltus,  et  devia  rura  ; 
(Atque  illani  in  viridi  fuadet  procumbere  ripa 
Fontis  pura  quits,  et  opaci  frigoris  umbra) 
Dum  prona  in  latices  fpeculi  de  raargine  pendet, 
Mirata  eft  fubitam  venienti  occurrere  Nympham  : 
Mox  eofdem,  quos  ipfa,  artus,  eadem  era  gerentcm 
Una  iuferre  gradus,  una  fuccedere  fylvas 
Afpicit  alludens;  fefeque  agnofcit  in  undis. 
Sic  fenfu  interno  rerum  fimulacra  fuarum 
Mens  ciet,  et  proprios  obfervat  conlcia  vultus. 
Nee  verb  fimplex  ratio,  aut  jus  omnibus  unum 
Conftat  imaginibus.      Sunr  quse  bina  oftia  norunt; 
•"  tlz  privos  fervant  aditus;  fine  legibus  illx 

Pafsim,  qiia  data  porta,  ruunt,  aninioque  propinquant. 
V  Rcfpice,  cui  a  ctinis  triftes  extinxit  ocellos, 

Saevc  et  in  eternas  nicrfit  natura  tene'oras : 
lUi  ignota  dies  lucet,  verntifque  col 'rum 
OfTufus  liitt^r  eft,  et  vivas  gratia  formce. 
Corporis  ac  filiim,  et  motus,  Ipatiumque,  locique 
Intcivalla  datnr  ccrto  dignofcere  taJlii : 
'  Quandoquidem  his  iter  ambiguum  eft,  et  janua  duplex, 

Exclufaeque  oculis  fpscies  ii  rumpcre  tendunt 
,  Perdigitos.    Atqui  foiis  concefla  potellas 

•    Luminibus  blandce  eft  radios  imniitterc  lucis 
Undique  proporro  fociis,  quacunque  patefcit 
Noiitix  campus,  mifta  lafciva  feruntur 
Turba  voluptati^i  comites,  formaque  dolorum 
Terribiles  vifu,  et  porta  glomerantur  in  omni. 
Kcc  vario  minus  introitu,  magnuna  ingruic  illud. 
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Omo  facerc  et  fungi,  quo  res  exiftere  circum 
Quamque  fibi  proprio  cum  corpore  fcimuf  et  ire 
Ordirte,perpetiioquc  per  .Tvuni  flumine  labi. 

Nunc  age  quo  valeat  pacflo,  qua  fenfilis  arte 
AffecSlare  viatn,  atque  animi  tentare  lateras 
jVTateries  (didis  aurcs  advcrfe  faventes) 
.^xfequar.    Imprimis  fpatii  quirh  niiilta  per  sequor 
Miilia  multigenis  pandant  fe  corpora  fcclis 
Expende  ;  baud  unum  invenics,  quod  ruente  liccbit     " 
Ample<ili,nedum  propriusi^cpendere  fenfil,        '     '^ 
Molis  cgens  certje,  aut  folido  fine  robore,  cujus      '  -' 
Denique  mobilitas  linqiiit,  texturave  partes 
UJlatiec  ovarum  circum.Ca-'furji  coercet. 
}-iaec  conjundla  adeotota  torhprt^e  fatetur 
Mundus-,  et  extreme  clamant  in  tvmine  rerum, 
(Si  rebtrs  idatur  extremum)  prirftMdln.    Firinat 
Ha:c  eadcm  tafluS  (ta<5lum  qiiisdicere  falfum 
Audeat?)  hxc  oculi  nee  loci'dus  arguit  prSis. 

Inde  poteftatum  enafci  deni'ilTima  proles; 
Mam  quodcunque  ferit  vlfum,  tangive  laborat, 
Quicquid  iiare  bihis,  vel  concava  ccncipit  auris,      "     ' 
Quicquid  lingua  fapitjCredas  hoc  orhne,  neceffe  eft, 
Ponderibds,  textu,  dilcu/Tu,  mole,  figura 
Particulas  prreftare  leves,  et  feniina  rerum. 
Nunc  oculos'igiturpafcurft,  et  luce  miniftra 
Fulgere  cuiicta  vides,  fpargiqiie  coloribus  orbem, 
Dum  de  fole  trahunt  alias,  alia'qiie  fuperre 
Dotorquent,  retroique  docent  fe  vertere  flammas. 
Nunc  trepido  inter  fe  fervent  corpufcula  pulfu, 
Ut  tremor  athera  per  magnum,  lateque  nata'ntei 
Auranim  fludlus  avidi  vebrantia  ciauftra 
Auditus  queat  allabi,  fonltumque  propaget. 
Cominus  interdum  non  ullo  interprete  per  fe 
Nervorum  invadunt  teneras  quaticntia  fibi-as, 
Senfiferumque  urgent  ultro  per  vifcera  motu:a. 

The  firft  fix  lines  of  this  fragment  plainly  intimate  that  his  general  diftfi^  was  to  be  comprifcd  in 
JFour  books.  Firjl,  On  the  origin  of  our  ideas.'  Second,  On  the  diftributlon  of  the  ideas  in  the  me- 
mory. Third,  On  the  province  of  reafon,  and  its  gradual  improvement.  Fourth,  On  the  caufe  and 
effecfts  of  the  pafiions.  It  is  evident  alfo,  from  the  exordium,  that  he  meant  to  make  the  fame  ufe 
of  Locke's  "  EfTay  on  the  Human  Underftandinif,"  thar  Lucretius  did  of  the  dogmas  of  Epicurus. 
His  hexameters  are,  as  far  as  modern  ones  can  be,  after  the  manner  of  Virgil ;  they  move  in  the 
fucceflion  of  his  paufes,  and  clofe  with  his  elifions..  ^  r-j-;,-:;^--;;  j      ._,'•  ^-;,- 

The  following  Alcaic  fragment  is  fo  happily  executed,  that  it  might  impofc  upon  the  beR  critic 
as  being  a  genuine  ancient  compofition. 

O  lachrymarum'fons,  tenero  facros 
Ducentium  ortus  ex  ammo;  quater 

Ftlix  !  in  imo  qui  ("catentem,  '' 

Pedlore  te,  pia  Nympha,  fenilt. 

The  following  fragment  of  an  Heroic  Epiftle  from  Sophoni/ha  to  Mafftmjfa,  in  pentameters,  is  the 
beft,  becaufe  the  only  original  fpecimen  of  his  Oviclian  verfe.  Hiscopioufnefs  of  language  is 
fuch  as  very  few  poffcfs,  and  his  verfiflcation  is  fKllfully  conftru^led,  and  commonly  leaves  th5 
tar  fully  fatisfied. 

Egregium  accipio  protniin  Munus  amoris,, 

Inque  manu  mortem,  jam  fruitura,  fero  :   ■ 
Atque  utlnam  citius  mandaffes,  luce  vel  una  ; 

Tranfieram  Stygios  non  inhonefta  lacus. 
Vi<^oris  nee  paffa  toros,'  nova  nupta,  maritij 
'  Nei  fueram  faflus,  Roma  fuperba,  tuos, 
Vol.  X.  0 
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Scilicet  lixc  partem  tibi.  MaffinilTa.  triumph! 

Detra(5tam,  hsc  pomps  jura  minura  fuae  .  , 

Imputat.  atque  uxor  quod  non  tua  prefla  eaten!?, 

Olijedla  et  fsevse  plaufibus  urbis  eo  : 
Quin  tu  pro  tantis  cepifli  prjEmia  fadbis, 

Magnum  Romanx  pignus  amicitiae  '. 
Scipiadse  excufes,  oro,  fi  tardius  utar 

Munere.     Non  nimium  vivere,  credc,  velim. 
Paiva  mora  eft,  breve  fed  tempus  mea  fama  requirit  3 

Dctinet  hxc  animam  cura  fuprcma  meam. 
Qua;  patrix  prodeffe  mex  Regir.a  ferebar, 

Inter  Eiifxas  gloria  prima  nurus, 
Ne  videar  flammx  nimis  indulfifle  fecundx, 

Vel  nin;is  hoftiles  extimuilTe  manus. 
Portunam  atque  annos  liceat  revocare  priores, 

Gaudiaque  heu  '  quautis  ncftra  repenfa  malia. 
Primitiafne  tuas  meminifti  atque  arma  Syphaci& 

Fufa,  et  per  Tyriaa  dudla  trophxa  vias  ? 
(I>audis  at  antiqux  forfan  meminifle  pigebit, 

Quodque  dccus  quondam  caufa  ruboris  erit.) 
Tempus  ego  certe  memini,  felicia  Pxnis 

Quo  te  non  puduit  folvere  vota  deis; 
Wxniaque  intrantem  vidi  :  longo  a^mine  duxit 

Turba  falutantum,  purpureique  patres 
Fxminea  ante  omnes  lunge  admiratur  eunteni 

Hxret  et  afpedlu  tota  caterva  tuo. 
Sam  ficxi,  regale  dr cus,  per  colla  capilli. 

Jam  decet  ardenti  fufcus  in  ore  color  ! 
Commendat  frontis  genercfa  modeftia  formani, 

Seque  cupit  laudi  furrippiife  fux. 
Prima  genas  teniii  Cgnat  vix  flore  juventas, 

Et  dextrx  foli  credimus  effe  virum. 
Dum  faciles  gradiens  oculos  per  lingula  jaflas, 

(Seu  rexit  cafus  lumina,  fire  Venus) 
In  me  (vel  certe  vifum  ell)  converfa  morari 

Senfi  ;  virgineus  percuKt  ora  pudor. 
Nefcio  quid  vultum  molle  fpirare  tuendo, 

Credidcramque  tivos  lentius  ire  pedes. 
Quxrebam,  juxta  xqualisfi  dignior  efiet, 

Qux  poterat  vifus  ueeinuiflTe  tuos  : 
Nulla  fuit  circum  xqualisqua;  dignior  elTet, 

Afferuitque  dec  us  confcia  forma  fuum. 
Pompx  finis  erat.     Tota  vis  no%Se  quievi; 

Sin  premat  iuvirx  lumina  vicra  Ibpor, 
Somnus  habet  pompas,  eademque  recurfat  imago  ; 

Atque  iterum  hefterno  munere  vidlor  ades. 
*  *      ■    ;*  »  *  * 

There  is  fo  much  of  nature  in  the  fentiment  as  well  as  poetry  in  the  defcription  of  the  triumpha* 
entry  of  young  Maji/iija,  that  it  is  much  to  be  regretted  he  did  not  finifli  this  epiftle. 

The  moral  and  inttllecftual  charaAfi"'of  Gray,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfotr,  entitles  him  to  con- 
fiderable,  but  not  unalloyed  praifc.  His  pencil  has  thrown  little  into  (hade;  at  the  fame  time  that 
we  fee  the  great  genius,  wc  fee  a  man  of  fingularitics,  almoft  tco  violent  for  the  commerce  of  fo- 
ciety.  Of  the  rigorous  examination  to  which  he  has  fubjcdlcd  his  poetry,  the  prefent  writer  is  not  in- 
clined to  make  the  euiogy.  Declining  all  corjfideration  of  the  general  plan  and  conduft  of  the  pieces, 
te  has  confined  hirr.felf  folely  to  ftridurcs  on  the  words  and  forms  of  expreffion.  Verbal  criticifm  is 
an  ordeal  which  the  moft  perfe<5l  compofition  cannot  pafs  without  injury. 

The  partial  and  uncandid  mode  of  criticifm  adopted  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  in  his  remarks  on  Gray,  fecms 
to  have  given  general,  and  indeed  juft  offence.  Particular  rcfcutment  has  been  exprefled,  as  might  be 
«xpe(5led,  by  his  /lima  Mater  the  univerfity  cf  Cambridge.  Au  ingenious  vindication  of  his  "  Lyric 
performances"  by  Mr.  Potter,  appeared  in  1782,  which  was  followed  in  the  fame  year,  by  an  able 
dcfesce  of  "  bis  writings"  in  "  Remarks  on  Dr.  Johnfon'i  iiife  of  Gray,"  &c.    His  atrabiliout 
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Inode  of  critlciflng,  and  ftyle  of  expreflion,  have  been  ijiccefsfully  imitated  by  ProfelTor  Young  of 
Glafgow,  in  an  ironical  Qonunuacion  of  his  "  Criticifm  on  the  Poems  of  Gray,"  intituled,  "  A  Cri- 
ticifm  on  the  Elegy  written  in  a  Country  Church-Yard,"  8vo.  1783.  He  has  alfo  fallen  under  Mr. 
Wakefield's  fcvereft  indignation.  The  refutation  of  his  flritSures  upon  Gray  he  thinks  a  necelTary 
fervice  to  the  public,  without  which  they  might  operate  with  a  malignant  influence  upon  the  Lational 
tafte.  Hisccnfurc,  however,  is  too  general,  and  esprefftd  with  too  much  vehemence.  Dr  Johnfon'3 
remarks,  undoubtedly  betray  a  blindnef*  to  poetic  beauty,  an  unreaforable  faflidioufnefs  of  talte,  and 
an  unbecomiug  illiberality  of  fpirit,  yet  they  are  not  without  fomc  foundation  ;  particularly  that  his 
language  is  encumbered  and  harfh,  and  that  his  poetry  was  in  a  manner  the  efi'eift  of  induftryand 
perfcvefance.  He  appears  to  have  turned  an  unwilling  eye  upon  the  beauties  of  Gray,  becaufc  his 
jealoufy  would  not  fuifer  him  to  fee  fuch  fuperlative  merit  in  a  contemporary,  yet  he  isconipelled 
to  pafs  a  panegyric  on  the  £leg.y  in  a  Country  Chanh-Tard,  and  the  Oile  to  Adve/ftiy.  The  prefent 
writer  perfedly  agrees  with  Mr  Wakefield  in  his  general  idea  (though  he  fhouid  liot  choole  to  adopt 
his  mode  of  exprefiing  it)  that  Br.  Johnfon  Was  not  poffefled  of  delicate  fenfibility  ;  and  to  this 
caufe,  as  vi'ell  as  to  his  political  and  religious  prejudices,  he  is  inclined  to  impute  the  coldneis  with 
which  he  applauds  fome  of  the  productions  of  our  heft  writers,  and  the  feverity  with  which  he  cen- 
fures  the  lyric  performances  of  Gray.  It  is  perhaps  certain,  that  no  one  poetical  reader  will  urnver- 
fally  fubfcribe  to  hisdecifions,  but  all  may  admire  his  vaft  intuitive  knowledge  and  power  of  rcafoiiing. 

What  has  occurred  to  me  from  the  flight  infpei5tion  of  his  letters,  is,  that  his  mind  had  a  large 
grafp ;  that  his  curiofity  was  unlimited,  and  his  judgment  cultivated ;  that  he  was  a  man  hktiy  to 
love  much  where  he  loved  at  all,  but  that  he  was  faftidious  and  hard  to  pleafe.  His  coniep-.pt, 
however,  is  often  employed,  where  I  hope  it  will  be  approved,  upon  fcepticifm,  and  infidelity. 

As  a  writer  he  had  this  peculiarity,  that  he  did  not  write  his  pieces  firlt  rudely,  and  then  correA 
them,  but  laboured  every  line  as  it  arofe  in  the  train  of  compofition  ;  and  he  had  a  notion  notvery 
peculiar,  thaf  he  could  not  write  but  at  certain  times,  or  at  happy  moments  ;  a  fanraftic  foppery, 
to  which  my  kindnefs  for  a  man  of  learning  and  of  virtue  wiflies  him  to  have  been  fuperior. 

"  Gray's  poetry  is  now  to  be  confidered ;  and  I  hope  not  to  be  looked  on  as  un  enemy  to  his  name, 
if  I  confefs  that  1  contemplate  it  with  lefs  pleafure  than  his  life. 

"  His  ode  on  Spring  has  fomething  poetical,  both  in  the  language  and  the  thought ;  but  the 
language  is  too  luxuriant,  and  the  thoughts  have  nothing  new.  There  has  of  late  anfeu  a  pracSice 
^f  giving  to  adjedlives  derived  from  fubftantives,  the  termination  of  participles  •,  fuch  aS  the  cultured 
plain,  the  daifted  bank  ;  but  I  was  forry  to  fee,  in  the  lines  of  a  fcholar  like  Gray,  the  honied  Spiing, 
'I'he  morality  is  natural,  but  too  flale  ;  the  conclufion  is  pretty. 

"  The  poem  On  the  Cat  was  doubtlefs  by  its  author  confidered  as  a  trifle,  but  it  is  not  a  happy 
trifle.  In  the  firll  ftanza,  "  the  azure  flowers  that  blow,"  fhow  refolutely  a  rhyme  is  fometimes 
made  when  it  cannot  eafily  be  found-  Selima,  the  Cat,  is  called  a  nymph,  with  fomc  violence  boih 
to  language  and  fenfe  ;  but  there  is  good  ufe  made  of  it  when  it  is  done ;  for  of  the  two  lines. 

What  female  heart  can  gold  defpife  ? 
What  cat's  averfe  to  nlh  ? 

the  firft  relates  merely  to  the  nymph,  and  the  fecond  only  to  the  cat.  The  fixth  flanza  contains  a 
melancholy  truth,  that  "  a  favourite  has  no  friend ;"  but  the  lad  ends  in  a  pointed  fentencc  of  no 
relation  to  the  purpofe  ;  if  what  glif.ered  had  been  gold^  the  cat  would  not  have  gone  into  the  water  ; 
and,  if  ftie  had,  would  not  lefs  have  been  drowned. 

"The  ProfpeSl  of  'Eton  College  fuggefts  nothing  to  Gray,  which  every  beholder  does  not  equal- 
ly think  and  feel.  His  fupplication  to  father  Thames,  to  tell  him  who  drives  the  hoop  or  toffes  the 
ball,  is  ufelefs  and  puerile.  Father  Thames  has  no  better  means  of  knowing  than  himfelf.  His 
epithet  "  buxom  health"  is  not  elegant ;  he  feems  not  to  undcrftand  the  word.  Gray  thought  hi* 
language  more  poetical  as  it  was  more  remote  from  common  ufe  :  finding  in  Dryden  •'  honey  re- 
dolent of  Spring,"  an  expreflion  that  reaches  the  utmoft  limits  of  our  language,  Gray  drove  it  a 
itittlemcre  beyond  common  apprehenfion,  by  making  "  gales"  to  be  "  redolent  of  joy  andyou:h." 

Oij 
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.  *•  or  the  Ode  sn  Jdverfily,  the  hint  was  at  nrll  tshen  from  *' O  biva^  gratum  quae  regis  An- 
tium  ;"  biit  Gray  has  excelled  his  original  by  the  variety  of  his  fentiments,  and  by  their  moral  ap- 
plication.    Of  this  piece,  at  once  poetical  and  rational,  I  will  mot  by   flight  objedlions  viplate  the 

^Z^\^Y-  .„_     .,r: ,;,:,.      „,.'•;.       •    :    ,     -.    ,,..,-..T^ 

.   "  My  procef-  has  now  brought  rae  to  the  ivondcrful  "  Wo'ncter  or  WonJel-'sV  the  two  Sirter  Odes*; 

Jjy  which,  though  either  vulgar  ignorance  or  commor  icnfe  at  firft  univcrfaily  rejecfled  them,  many- 
nave  been  fmce  peifuaded  to  think  themfelves  delighted.  I  am  one  orthofe  that  are  willing  to'be 
pieared,  and  therefore  would  gladly  find  the  meaning  of  the  firft  fcatiza  of  the  Progrefi  of  Poefr'y 
~.  Gfay  Teems  in  his  rapture  to  confound  the  images  of  "  fprc.-iding  found  and  runtiing  watef."  A 
••  ftream  of  muCc"  may  be  allowed;  but  \^^here  does  •'  miific,"  howe\*ef  '"  fitiooth  and  ftrong," 
after  having  vifi-ed  the  "  verdaht'vales',  rowT  down  the  fteep  amai'n^'*' io  is'that  "  rocks  andiiod^ 
ding  groves  rebellow  to  the  roar  V\     If  tl)is  be  faid  of  niufic,  it  is  ndrifenfe ;  if  it  be  laid  of  water, 

it  is  nothing  to  the  purp.->fe.      '         '     \       •'•■■■■ - 

,  "  The  fecond  ftanza,  exhibiting  Mars's  caf  and  Jove's  eagle,  is  unworthy  of  further  notice.  '  CrI- 
titifm  difda::;s  to  chafe  a  fchool-boy  to  his  common-places. 

"  To  the  third,  it  may  likewife  be  objefted,  that  it  is  drawn  from  mythology,"  though  fuch  as  may 
be  mnre  eafily  affimilated  to  real  life.  Idalia's  "  velvet-green"'  has  fomething  of  cant.  An  epithet 
or  metaphor  drawn  from  nature  ennobles  art ;  an  epithet  or  metaphor  drawn  from  art  "degrades 
iiatute.  Gravis  too  fond  of  words  arbitrarily  compounded.  ''Many-twinkling""  was  formerly 
cenfured  as  not  analogical;  we  may  fay  "  manyfpotted,"  but  fcarcely  "  many-fpotting."  This 
flanza.  however,  has  fomething  pleafing. 

".  Of  the  fecond  ternary  of  ftanzas,  the  firil  endeavours  to  tell  fomething,  and  would  have  told  it, 
had  it  not  been  crofTed  by  Hyperion  :  the  fecond  defcribes  well  e»iough  the  univerfal  prevalence  of 
poetry ;  but  I  am  afraid  that  the  conclufion  v.-ill  not  rife  from  the  premifes.  The  caverns  bf  the 
North,  and  the  plains  of  Chilj,  are  not  the  refidences  bf  "  glory  and  generous  fhame."  But  that 
poetry  and  virtue  go  always  together,  is  an  opinion  fo  pleafmg,  that  I  can  fo.-give  him  who  refolves 
to  think  it  true. 

«  The  third  ftanza  founds  big  with  "  Delphi,"'  and  "  Egean,"  and  "  lliffiis,"  and  "  Meander," 
and  '  hallowed  fountain,"  and  "  folemn  found ;''  but  in  all  Gray's  odes  there  is  a  kind  of  cumbrous 
fplendour  which  we  wifh  aw^ay.  His  pofition  is  at  lafl  falfe  :  in  the  time  of  Dante  and  Petrarch, 
from  whom  he  derives  our  firft  fchool  of  poetry,  Italy  was  over-run  by  "  tyrant  power"  and 
"coward  vice;"  nor  was  our  liate  much  better  when  v/e  firft  borrov,red  the  Italian  arts. 

«'  Of  the  third  ternary,  the  firft  gives  a  mythological  birth  of  Shakfpeare.  What  is  faid  of  that 
niighty  genius  is  true  .  but  it  is  not  faid  happily  :  the  real  effe(fts  of  this  poetical  power  afe  put 
cut  of  ficrht  by  the  pomp  of  machinery.  Where  truth  is  fufficient  to  fill  the  mind,  fi.ftion  is  worfc 
than  ufeiefs;  the  couiiterfclt  debafes  the  genuine. 

"  His  account  of  Milton'?  blindncfs  if  v.-e  fuppofsd  it  caufed  by  ftudy  in  the  formation  of  his  poem, 
a  fuppofition  furely  allowable,  is  poetically  true,  and  happily  imagined.  But  the  car  of  Dryden,  with 
his  t-wo  courfers,  has  nothing  in  it  pccuHar ;  it  is  a  car  in  which  any  other  rider  may  be  placed. 
*  The  Bard  appears,  at  the  firft  view,  to  be,  as  Aigarotti  and  others  have  remarked,  an  imita- 
tion of  the  prophecy  of  Nereus.  Aigarotti  thinks  it  fuperior  to  its  original ;  and,  if  preference  de- 
pends only  on  the  imagery  and  animation  of  the  two  poems,  his  judgment  is  right.  There  is  iu 
the  Bard  more  force,  more  thought,  and  more  variety.  But  to  copy  is  lefs  than  to  invent;  and 
the  copv  has  been  unhappily  produced  at  a  wrong  time.  The  fidlion  of  Horace  was  to  the  Romans 
credible  •  but  its  revival  difgufts  us  with  apparent  and  unconquerable  falfehood.    Jncredulus  cdi. 

"  To  feledl  a  fingular  event,  and  fwcll  it  to  a  giant's  bulk,  by  fabulous  appendages  of  fpeftres  and 
prcdidions,  has  little  difficulty;  for  he  that  forfakes  the  probable  may  always  find  the  marvellous. 
And  it  has  lirtle  ufc  .  we  are  afTedled  only  as  we  believe ;  we  are  improved  only  as  we  find  fome- 
thing to  be  imitated  or  declined.  I  do  not  fe$  that  the  Hard  promote*  any  truth,  moral  or  po- 
liticai. 
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•*  His  ftanzas  are  too  lon^,  efpecially  his  epodes ;  the  ode  is  finifted  before  the  ear  has  learned  its 
meafures,  and  confequently  before  it  can  receive  pleafure  from  their  confonance  and  recurrence, 

"  Of  the  finl  ftanza,  the  abrupt  beginning  lias  been  celebrated  ;  but  technical  beauties  can  give 
praife  only  to  the  inventor.  It  is  in  the  power  of  any  man  to  rufii  abruptly  upon  his  fubje(5t,  that 
has  read  the  ballad  of  "Johnny  Armjlrong^ 

Is  there  ever  a  man  in  all  Scotland — 

"  The  initial  refemblances,  or  alliterations,  "  ruin,  ruthlefs,  helm,  or  hauberk,"  are  below  the  gran- 
deur  of  a  poem  that  endeavours  at  fublimity. 

"  In  the  fecond  ftanza,  the  Bard  is  well  defcribed  ;  but  in  the  third  vit  have  the  puerilities  of  ob- 
fclcte  mythology.  When  we  are  told  that  *'  Cadwallo  hufh'd  the  ftormy  main,"  and  that  "  Mo- 
dred  made  huge  Plinlimmon  bow  his  cloud-topM  head,"  attention  recoils  from  the  repetition  of  a 
tale  that,  even  when  it  was  firft  heard,  was  heard  with  fcorn. 

"  The  ■weaving  of  the  ivindtng  Jlea  he  borrowed,  as  he  owns,  from  the  northern  bards ;  but  their 
text'ire,  however,  was  very  properly  the  work  of  female  powers,  as  the  adl  of  fpinning  the  thread 
of  life  in  another  mythology.  Theft  is  always  dangerous  ;  Gray  has  made  weavers  of  flaughtered 
bards,  by  a  ficSion  outrageous  and  incongruous.  They  are  then  called  upon  to  "  Weave  the  warp, 
and  weave  the  woof,"  perhaps  with  no  great  propriety  ;  for  it  is  by  crofiing  the  -woof  with  the 
•svarp  that  men  iveave  the  iveb  or  piece  ;  and  the  firft  line  was  dearly  bought  by  the  admiflion  of  its 
wretched  correfpondent,  "  Give  ample  room  and  verge  enough."  He  has,  however,  no  other  line 
as  bad.  < 

"  The  third  ftanza  of  the  fecond  ternary  is  commended,  I  think,  beyond  its  nierit.  The  perfonifi- 
cation  is  indiftincSt.  Th'njl  and  hunger  are  not  alike  ;  and  their  features,  to  make  the  imagery  per- 
fed,  fliould  have  been  difcriminated.  We  are  told,  in  the  fame  ftanza,  how  "  towers  are  fed." 
But  I  will  no  longer  look  for  particular  faults ;  yet  let  it  be  obferved  that  the  ode  might  have  been 
concluded  with  an  aftion  of  better  example  ,  but  fuicide  U  always  to  be  had  with<;ut  expencc  of 
thought. 

"  I'hefe  odes  are  marked  by  glittering  accumulations  of  ungraceful  ornaments;  they  ftrike  rather 
thanpleafe;  the  images  are  magnified  by  affedlation  ;  the  language  is  laboured  into  harfhnefs.  The 
mind  of  the  writer  feems  to  work  with  unnatural  violence.  "  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble." 
He  has  a  kind  of  ftrutting  dignity,  and  is  tall  by  walking  on  tiptoe.  His  art  and  his  ftruggle  are 
too  vifible,  and  there  is  too  little  appearance  of  eafe  and  nature. 

"  To  fay  that  he  has  no  beauties,  would  be  unjuft  ;  a  man  like  him,  of  great  learning  and  great 
induftry,  could  not  but  produce  fomething  valuable.  When  he  pleafes  kaft,  it  can  only  be  faid  that 
a  good  defign  was  ill  diredfed. 

"  His  tranflations  of  Northern  and  Welfti  poetry  deferve  praife ;  the  imagery  is  prefervcd,  perhaps 
often  im.proved;  but  the  language  is  unlike  the  language  of  other  poets. 

"  In  the  charaiftcr  of  his  Elegy  I  rejoice  to  concur  with  the  common  reader;  for  by  the  common 
fenfs  of  readers  uncorrupted  with  literary  prejudices,  after  all  the  refinements  of  fubtilty,  and  the 
dogmatii'm  of  learning,  muft  be  finally  decided  all  claim  to  poetical  honours.  The  Church-Yard 
abaunds  with  images  which  find  a  mirror  in  every  mind,  and  with  fentiments  to  which  every  bo« 
fom  returns  an  echo.  The  four  ftanzas,  beginning  "  Yet  even  thefe  bones,"  are  to  me  original: 
I  have  never  feen  the  notions  in  any  other  place  ;  yet  he  that  reads  them  here,  perfuades  himfelf 
that  he  has  always  felt  them.  Had  Gray  written  often  thus,  it  had  been  vain  to  blame,  and  ufelefa 
to  praife  him."  O  iiij 
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ODE  ON  THE  SPRING. 

£jO  I  where  the  rofy-bofom'd  hours, 

Fair  Venus'  train  appear, 

Difclofe  the  long.  expecJling  flpwers, 

And  wake  the  purple  year ! 

The  Attic  warbler  pours  her  throat, 

Refponfive  to  the  cuckoo's  note, 

The  untaught  harmony  of  fpring  : 

While,  whifpering  pleafure  as  they  fly. 

Cool  zephyrs  through  the  clear  blue  iky 

Their  gather'd  fragrance  iling. 

Where'er  the  oak's  thick  branches  ftretch 

A  broader  browner  fhade  ; 

Where'er  the  rude  and  mofs-grown  beech 

O'er-canopies  the  glade  *, 

Bifide  fome  water's  rufhy  brink 

With  me  the  mufe  fliall  fit,  and  think; 

(At  eafe  reclin'd  in  ruftic  ftate) 

How  vain  the  ardour  of  the  crowd, 

How  low,  how  little  are  the  proud. 

How  indigent  the  great ! 

Still  is  the  toiling  hand  of  care  : 

The  panting  herd's  repofe  : 

Yet  hark,  how  through  the  peopled  air 

The  bufy  murmur  glows ! 

The  iofedl  youth  are  on  the  wing, 

Eager  to  tafte  the  honied  fpriog. 

And  float  amid  the  liquid  noon  t : 

Some  lightly  o'er  the  current  ikim, 

Some  fhow  their  gaily-gilded  trim 

Quick  glancing  to  the  fun  |:. 

To  contemplation's  fober  eye  § 
Such  is  the  race  of  man  : 


*-----     "a  bank 

"  O'er-canopied  with  lufcious  woodbine." 

Skakefp.  Mids.  Night's  Dream. 
f  "  Nare  per  a2ftatem  liquidam — " 

Virg.  Georg.  Lib.  iv. 
T     -     -     -     -     "  fporting  with  quick  glance 
"  Show  to  the  fun   their  waved  coats  drop'd 
"  with  gold." 

Milton  s  Paradife  Lojl,  Book  vii. 

^  '■  While  infedsfrom  the  threfhold preach.  &c." 

JVI.  Green,  in  the  Groito. 

f)odJley's  ^i/cdlunies,  Vol.  v.  p.  l6l. 


And  they  that  creep,  and  they  that  fly^ 
bhail  end  where  they  began. 
Alike  the  bufy  and  thc-^y 
But  flutter  through  life's  little  day. 
In  fortune's  varying  colours  dreft  : 
Brufli'd  by  the  hand  of  rough  mifchsnce, 
Or  chill'd  by  age,  their  airy  dance 
They  leave  in  duft  to  reft. 

Methinks  I  hear  in  accents  low 

The  fportive  kind  reply  ; 

Poor  moralift  !  and  what  art  thou  ? 

A  folitary  fly  ! 

Thy  joys  no  glittering  female  meets. 

No  hive  haft  thou  of  hoarded  fweets, 

No  painted  plumage  to  difplay  : 

On  hafty  wings  thy  youth  is  flown  : 

Thy  fun  isfet,  thy  fpring  is  gone — 

We  frolic  while  'tis  May. 

ODE 

ON  THE   DEATH  OF  A  FAVOURITE  CAT* 
Droiincd  in  a  Tub  of  Gold  Fifass, 

'TwAs  on  a  lofty  vafe's  fide, 
Where  China's  gayeft  art  had  dy'd 

The  azure  flowers  that  blowj 
Demureft  of  the  tabby  kind, 
The  penfive  Selima  reclia'd, 

Gaz'd  on  the  lake  below. 

Her  confcipus  tail  her  joy  dcclar'd ; 
The  fair  round  face,  the  fnowy  beard,. 

The  velvet  of  her  paws, 
Her  ccar,  that  with  the  tortoife  vies, 
Her  ears  of  jet,  and  emerald  eyes, 

She  faw  ;  and  purr'd  applaufe. 

Still  had  fhe  gaz'd;  but  'mldft  the  tide 
Two  angel  forms  were  fecn  to  glide, 

The  genii  of  the  ftream  : 
Their  fcaly  armour's  Tyrian  hue 
Through  richcft  purple  to  the  view 

Betray'd  a  golden  gleam. 

The  haplefs  nymph  with  wonder  faw  : 
A  whilker  firft,  and  then  a  claw, 

With  many  an  ardent  wifii, 
Shq  ftretch'd  in  vain  to  reach  the  prize ^ 
What  female  heart  can  gold  defpife  ? 

What  cat's  averfe  to  &fli .'' 

O  iiij 


flj6  THE 

"refumptuoTis  maid  !  with  loplc?  intent 
Again  fhe  ftretch'd,  again  (he  bent, 

Nor  knew  the  gulf  between. 
(Malignant  fate  fat  by,  and  fn.ird) 
The  flippery  verge  her  feet  beguil'd, 

She  tumbled  headlong  in. 

Eight  times  emerging  from  the  flood 
She  m;w'd  to  every  watery  god, 

Some  ipeedy  aid  to  fend. 
No  dolphin  came,  no  Neteid  ftirr'd; 
Nor  cruel  Tosn,  nor  Sufan  heard, 

A  favourite  has  no  friend  ! 

From  hence,  ye  beauties,  undecelv'd. 
Know,  one  falfe  ftep  is  ne'er  retricv'd, 

And  be  with  caution  buld. 
Kot  all,  that  tempts  your  wandering  eyes 
And  heediefs  hearts,  is  lawful  prize; 

Not  all  that  giifters,  gold. 


ODE 

ON  A  DIjTANT  PROSPECT  OF  ETON  COLLEGE. 

"Av^fasro;'  luavrt  -zTjioipcicris  US  to  ^usfX-'"' 

AIenander. 

Ye  diftant  fpires,  ye  antique  towers, 

That  crown  the  watery  glade. 

Where  grateful  fcience  ftill  adores 

Her  Henry's  *  holy  (hade  ; 

And  ye,  that  from  the  (lately  brow 

Of  Wiiidfor's  heights  th'  expanfe  below 

Of  grove,  of  lawn,  of  mead  furvey, 

W'hofe  turf,  whole  (hade,  whole  flowers  among 

Wanders  the  hoary  Thames  along 

His  filver-winding  way. 

Ah,  happy  hills,  ah,  pleafing  (hade^ 
Ah,  fi;;lds  belov'd  in  vain. 
Where  once  my  carelefs  childhood  (Iray'd, 
A  ftranger  yet  to  pain  ? 
I  feel  the  gales,  that  from  ye  blow, 
A  momentary  blifs  beftow, 
As  waving  fre(h  their  gladfome  wing. 
My  wearv  foul  they  feem  to  footh, 
And,  f  redolent  of  joy  and  youth, 
To  breathe  a  (econa  fprlng. 

Say,  father  Thames,  for  thou  haft  feen 
Full  mauy  a  fpriglitly  race 
Dirpo-^ting  on  thy  mar;xent  green 
The  paths  of  pleafurc  trace. 
Who  for tmoft  now  delight  to  cleave 
With  pliant  arm  thy  glaffy  wave  ? 
The  captive  linnet  which  enthrall  ? 
What  idle  progeny  fucceed 
To  chafe  the  rolling  circle's  fpeed, 
Or  urge  the  fiyiug  bail  ? 

While  fome  on  earned  buCnefs  bent 
Their  murmuring  labours  ply 
'Gainft  graver  hours,  that  bring  conflraint 
To  fweeten  liberty ; 

*  King  Henry  the  Sixth,  I'ounJer  of  the  College. 
■\  "  And  bees  their  honey  redolent  of  ("pring" 
JDryJcns  Fable  on  the  Pyilag.  Syjlem. 
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Some  hold  adventurers  difdaiij 
The  limits  of  their  little  reign. 
And  unknown  regions  dare  defcry  : 
Stiil  as  they  run  they  lock  behiiul, 
Thty  hear  a  voice  in  every  wind, 
And  fnaich  a  fearful  joy. 

Gay  kope  is  theirs,  V-y  fancy  (^ed, 
I^els  pleafiiig,  when  podeft; 
The  tear  forgo:  as  focn  as  (lied. 
The  funfhine  of  the  breall  : 
Theirs  buxom  health,  of  rofy  hue  : 
Wild  wit,  invention  ever  new. 
And  lively  cheer  of  vigour  born  ; 
The  thoughtlefs  day,  the  cafy  night, 
Tlie  I'piritspure,  the  flumbers  light, 
That  fiy  th'  approach  ♦•if  morn. 

Alas,  regardlefs  of  their  doom, 
The  little  viiflims  play  ! 
No  fenfe  have  they  of  ills  to  come, 
Nor  care  beyond  to-day. 
Yet  fee  hnw  all  around  them  wait 
The  minifters  of  human  fate, 
And  black  misfortune's  baleful  train. 
Ah,  (ho  v.  them  where  in  ambafii  ftand 
To  feize  their  prey,  the  murderous  band  \ 
Ah,  tell  them,  they  are  men  ! 

Thefe  (hajl  the  fury  pafTions  tear. 
The  vultures  of  the  mind, 
Difdainful  anger,  pallid  fear, 
And  (hame  that  (ku'.ks  behind; 
Or  pining  love,  (hall  wafte  their  youth, 
Or  jcaloufy,  with  rankhng  tooth. 
That  inly  gnaws  the  fecret  heart. 
And  envy  wan,  and  faded  care, 
Grim-vifag'd  comfortlefs  delpair. 
And  furrow's  piercing  dart. 

Ambition  this  (hall  tempt  to  rife, 
Then  whirl  the  wretch  from  high. 
To  bitter  fcorn  a  facrifice. 
And  grinning  infamy, 
'I'he  (\ings  of  falfchood  thofe  (l.all  try, 
And  hard  unkindnefs'  akcr'd  eye, 
Ihat  mocks  the  tear  it  forc'd  to  flow ; 
And  keen  remorfe,  with  blood  defil'd. 
And  moody  madnefs  *  laughing  wild 
Amidft  fevered  woe. 

Lo,  in  the  vale  of  years  beneath 
A  grifly  troop  are  feen, 
The  painful  family  of  death, 
More  hideous  than  their  queen  : 
This  racks  the  joints,  this  (ires  the  veins, 
That  every  labouring  finew  drains, 
Thofe  in  the  deeper  vitals  rage  : 
Lo,  poverty,  to  (ill  the  band, 
That  numbs  the  foul  with  icy  hand, 
And  flow-confuming  age. 

To  each  his  fufTorings :  all  are  mep, 
Condcmn'd  alike  to  groan  ; 

*  «  Madnefs  laughing  in  his  ireful  mood. 

Drydcn:  Fabls  ^f  Pahmzr.  and  Arcli 
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The  tenaer  for  another's  pain. 

The  unfeeling  for  his  own. 

Yet  ah  :  why  fliould  they  know  their  fate  1 

Since  forrow  never  comes  too  late, 

And  happiiiefs  too  fwiftly  flies. 

Thought  would  iltflroy  their  paradife. 

No  more ;  where  ignorance  is  blils, 

'  fis  folly  to  be  wife. 

HYMN  TO  ADVERSITY. 

Zrt'Jct 

Tov  <pgovs7v  /S^oIk?  oox- 
critvlci!,,  ro)  ■sra.hi  f^x^itiv 
&ivlx  KU^iux;  'c')(,liv. 

JE^cuYLvs,  in  Agamemjcone. 

jDau CUTER  of  Jove,  relentlefs  power, 

Ihou  tamer  of  the  human  breaft, 

Whnfe  iron  fcourge,  and  torturing  hour, 

The  had  affright,  amidft  the  belt! 

Bound  in  thy  adamantine  chain 

"^he  proud  are  taught  to  tafle  of  pain, 

And  purple  tyrants  vainly  groan 

With  pangs  unfelt  before,  unpitied,  and  alone. 

When  firft  thy  fire  to  fend  on  earth 

Virtue,  his  darling  child,  defign'd, 

To  thee  he  gave  the  heavenly  birth. 

And  bade  to  form  her  infant  mind. 

Stern  rugged  nurfe;  thy  rigid  lore 

With  patience  many  a  year  Ihe  bore  : 

What  forrow  was,  thou  bad'fl  her  know, 

And  iiomhei"  own  flic  learn'd  to  melt  at  others  woe. 

Scar'd  at  thy  frown  terrific,  fly 
Self-^leafing  folly's  idle  brood, 
Wild  laughter,  noife,  and  thoughtlefs  joy. 
And  leave  us  leifure  to  be  good. 
1/ight  thty  difperfe,  and  with  them  go 
^I'he  funimer  fiiend,  the  flattering  foe  ; 
By  vain  pr^fperity  receiv'd, 
.  To  her  they  vow  their  truth,  and  are  again  believ'd. 

Wifdon,  in  fable  garh  array'd, 

Immcrs'd  in  rapturous  thought  profound, 

And  melancholy,  filcnt  maid, 

Wi'h  leaden  eye,  that  loves  the  ground. 

Still  on  thy  folenin  iteps  attend: 

Warm  chiirity,  the  general  friend, 

With  juftice,  to  herfelf  fevere. 

And  pity,  dropping  foft  the  fadly-pleafing  tear. 

Oh,  gently  on  thy  fuppliant's  head, 

pread  goddefs,  lay  thy  chaftenlng  hand  ! 

Not  in  thy  gorgon  terrors  clad. 

Nor  circled  with  the  vengeful  band 

(As  by  the  impious  thou  art  feen) 

With  thundering  voice,  and  threatening  mien, 

With  fcreaming  horror's  funeral  cry, 

Dtfpair,  and  fell  difeafe,  and  ghaftly  poverty. 

Thy  form  benign,  oh  goddefs  wear, 
7'hy  milder  influence  impart, 
"^  hy  philofophic  train  be  there 
'^'o  fofttn,  not  to  wound  my  hearta 


The  generous  fpark  extlnA  xevlye. 

Teach  me  to  love  and  to  forgive, 

lixat*!'  my  own  defeifts  ti.  lean, 

What  others  are,  to  feci,  and  know  myfelf  a  man, 

ELEGY 

V.'RITTEN   IN  A  COUNTRY  CUURC II-YARD. 

TnE  curfew  tolls  *  the  knell  of  parting  day, 
The  lowing  herd  wind  flowly  o'er  the  Tea, 
The  plowman  homeward  plods  bis  weary  way, 
And  leaves  the  w  o:  Id  to  darkncfs  and  to  mc. 

Now  fades  the  glimmering  laitdfcape  on  the  fight, , 
And  all  the  air  a  folcmn  fUllnels  holds. 
Save  where  the  beetle  wheels  hi<  droning  flight, 
And  drowfy  tinklings  hdl  the  diftant  folds; 

Save  that,  from  yonder  ivy-mantled  tow'er. 
The  moping  owl  does  to  the  moon  comptaia 
Of  fuch  as.  wandering  near  her  fecret  bower, 
Molell  he;-  ancient  lolitary  reign. 

Beneath  thofe  rugged  elms,  that  yew-tree's  fhads. 
Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  mouldering  heap, 
Each  in  his  narrow  cell  for  ever  laiH, 
The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  lleep. 

The  breezy  call  of  incenfe-breathing  mom. 
The  I'wallow  twittering  from  the  flraw-huilt  fhed. 
The  cocks  fhriU  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn, 
■No  more  ihall  roufe  them  from  their  lowly  bed. 

For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hearth  fhall  burn,  " 
Or  bufy  houfewife  ply  her  evening  care: 
No  children  run  to  lifp  their  fire's  return, 
Or  climb  his  knees  the  envied  kifs  to  fhare. 

Oft  did  the  harvefl  to  their  fickle  yield. 
Their  furrow  oft  the  fiubborn  glebe  has  broke; 
How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  team  afield  ! 
How  bow'd  the  Vv'oods  beneath  their  fturdy  flrokc! 

Let  not  ambition  mock  their  ufeful  toil, 
I'heir  homely  joys,  and  deftiny  obfcure; 
Nor  grandeur  hear  with  a  difdainful  fmile. 
The  fliort  and  finiple  annals  of  the  poor. 

The  boaft  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power. 
And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  weskh  e'er  gave, 
Await  alike  the  inevitable  hour 
The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave. 

Nor  you,  ye  proud,  impute  to  thefe  the  fault, 
If  memory  o'er  their  tomb  no  trophies  raile. 
Where  through  the  long-drawn  aifle  and  fretted 

vault. 
The  peeling  anthem  fwells  the  note  cf  praife. 

Can  floried  urn  or  animated  bufl; 
Back  to  its  manfion  call  the  fieeting  hreath? 
Cin  honour's  vi  ice  provoke  the  filcnt  duft. 
Or  flattery  footh  the  dull  cold  ear  of  death  i 

Perhaps  in  this  negledled  fpot  is  laid 

Some  heart  once  pregnant  with  celeilial  fire ; 


*  — "  fquilla  di  lontano 
"Che  paia  '1  giorao  pianger,  che  fi  muore." 

V:.f!ie.  Furaal.  1.  8. 
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Hands,  that  the  rod  cf  empire  mi^ht  have  fway'd, 
Or  wak'd  to  ecftafy  the  living  lyre. 

But  knowledge  to  their  eyes  her  ample  page, 
Rich  with  the  fpoils  of  time,  did  ne'er  unroll; 
Chill  penury  reprefs'd  theirnoble  rage, 
And  froze  the  genial  current  of  the  foul. 

Full  many  a  ^em  of  pureft  ray  ferene, 
The  dark  unfathom'd  caves  of  ocean  bear  : 
Full  many  a  flower  is  born  to  blufti  unfeen, 
And  wafte  its  fweetnefs  on  the  defcrt  air. 

Some  village-Hampden,  that  with  dauntlefs  brcafl 
The  little  tyrant  of  his  fidds  withftood; 
Some  mute  inglorious  Milton  here  may  rcfl, 
Some  Cromwell  guiltlefs  of  his  country's  blood. 

Th'  applaufe  of  liftening  fenatss  to  command, 
The  threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  defpife, 
To  fcatter  plenty  o'er  a  fmiling  land, 
And  read  their  hiP.ory  in  a  nation's  eyes, 

Their  lot  forbade ;  nor  circumfcrib'd  alone 
Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  cri'v.cs  confis'd  ; 
Forbade  to  wade  through  flaughter  to  a  throne, 
And  fiiut  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind. 

The  ftruggling  pangs  of  confcious  truth  to  hide. 
To  quench  the  blufhes  of  ingenuous  ihame. 
Or  heap  the  ihrine  of  luxury  and  pride 
With  incenfe  kindled  at  the  mule's  flame. 

Far  from  the  madding  crowd's  ignoble  (Irife, 
Their  fober  wifnes never  learn'd  to  fl-.ay  ; 
Along  the  cool  fequelter'd  vale  of  life 
They  kept  the  noifelefs  tenor  of  their  way. 

Yet  ev'n  thefe  bones  from  infuh  to  proteft 

Some  frail  memorial  ftiU  eredied  nigii, 

With   uncouth   rhymes    and    fhapelefs    fculptUre 

deck'd. 
Implores  the  palling  tribute  of  a  figh. 

Their  name,  their  years,  fpelt  by   th'   unletter'd 

mufe, 
The  place  of  fame  and  elegy  fupply  : 
And  many  a  holy  text  around  Ihe  ftrews, 
That  teach  the  ruftic  moralifl  to  die. 

For  who,  to  dumb  forgetfulnefs  a  prey. 
This  pieanng  anxious  being  e'er  refign'd. 
Left  the  warm  precintSs  of  the  cheerful  day. 
Nor  caft  one  longing  lingering  look  behind  ? 

On  fome  fond  bread  the  parting  foul  relies,. 
Some  pious  drops  the  clofing  eye  requires; 
Ev'n  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  nature  cries, 
*  Ev'n  in  our  afhes  live  their  wonted  fires. 

For  thee,  who,  mindful  of  th'  unhonour'd  dead, 
Doft  in  thcfc  lines  their  artlefs  tale  relate  ; 
If  chance,  by  lonely  contemplation  led. 
Some  kindred  fpirit  fhall  inquire  thy  fate. 


*  "  Ch'i  veggio  nel  penfier,  dolce  min  ftioco, 
"  Fredda  una  lingua,  tc  due  begli  occhi  chhifi 
J'  Rifiianer  doppo  noipien  di  fa  villa." 
"     '  J'cir.'rch,  Son,  169. 


Haply  foriie  hoary-headed  fwain  may  (ay, 
"  Oft  have  we  feen  him  at  the  petp  of  dawn. 
"  Brufliing  with  hafty  fteps  the  dews  away 
"  To  meet  the  fun  up  in  the  upland  lawn." 

"   There  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding  beech, 
"   That  wreathes  its  old  fantaflic  root.'^  fo  high, 
"   His  liftlefs  length  at  nooiit  de  would  he  ftretch, 
"  And  pore  upon  the  brook  that  bubbles  by. 

"   Hard  by  yon  wood,  now  fmilin?  as  in  fcorn, 
"   Muttering  his  wayward  fancies  he  would  rove, 
"   Now  drooping  W)ful  wan,  like  one  forlorn, 
"  Or  craz'd  with  care,  or  crofs  d  in  hppelefs  love. 

"  One  morn  I  mifs'd  him  on  the  cuftom'd  hill, 
"  Along  the  heath  and  near  his  favourite  tree ; 
"  Another  came  ;  nor  yet  befide  the  rill, 
"   Nor  up  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  wood  was  he  ; 

"  The  next  with  dirges  due  in  fad  srray 

"  Slow  through  the  chuich-way  path  we  faw  him 

"  borne. 
"  Approach  and  read  (for  thou  can fl  read)  the  lay 
"   Grav'd  on  the  flone  beneath  yon  aged  thorn." 

THE    EPITAPH. 

Here  refts  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  earth, 
•A  youth  to  fortune  and  to  fame  unknown, 
Fair  fcience  frown'd  not  on  his  humble  birth. 
And  melancholy  mark'd  him  for  her  own. 
Large  was  his  bounty,  and  his  foul  fincere. 
Heaven  did  a  recimpenfe  as  largely  fend; 
He  gave  to  mifery  all  he  had,  a  tear; 
He  gain'd  from  heaven  ('twas  all  he   wiih'd).  % 
friend. 

No  farther  feek  his  merits  to  difclofe. 
Or  draw  bis  frailties  from  their  dread  abode, 
( '  There  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repofe), 
The  bofom  of  his  Father  and  his  God. 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  POESY. 

A  PINDARIC  ODE. 

^tii^uvla  ffv-jei<riv  a 

As  Ts'  wav  ip//.r,ncai>  ;^b]<^«.      Pindar,  Olymp.  II. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

Wgen  the  author  firft  pub.ifhcd  this  and  the  fol- 
lowing ode,  he  was  adviled,  even  by  his  friends, 
to  fubjom  foine  few  explanatory  notes;  but  had 
too  much  refpcd;  for  the  underllanding  of  hii 
readers  to  take  that  liberty. 

I.  I. 

t   Awake,  ^^olian  lyre,  awake. 
And  give  to  rapture  all  thy  trembling  firings. 
From  Helicon's  harmonious  fprings 
'  A  thoufaud  rills  their  mazy  progrefs  take  : 


*  preventofa  fpem.x.      Petrarch,  Son.   II4, 

t  "  Awake,  my  glory  :  awake,  lute  and  harp." 
Da-vid's  FfaSptSf 


POEMS. 


ai> 


The  laughing  flowers,  that  round  them  blow, 
Drink  life  and  fragrance  as  they  flow. 
Now  the  rich  flream  of  muilc  winds  along, 
Deep,  majeftic,  fmooth,  and  ftrong, 
Through  verdant  vales,  and  Ceres'  golden  reign  ; 
Now  rolling  down  the  deep  amain, 
Headlong,  impetuous,  fee  it  pour  ; 
The  rocks  and  nodding  groves  rebellow  to  the  roar. 
I.  2. 
*  Oh !  fovereign  of  the  willing  foul, 
Parent  of  fweet  and  folemn-breathir.g  airs. 
Enchanting  fliell  I  the  fullen  cares, 
And  frantic  paflions,  hear  thy  foft  controul, 
On  Thracia's  hills  the  lord  of  war 
Has  curb'd  the  fury  of  his  car, 
And  dropp'd  his  thirfty  lance  at  thy  command. 
;|-  Perching  on  the  fcepter'd  hand 
Of  Jove,  thy  magic  lulls  the  feath«r'd  king, 
With  ruffled  plume,  and  flagging  wing  : 
Qucnch'd  in  dark  clouds  of  {lumber  lie 
The  terror  of  his  beak,  and  lightning  of  his  eye. 

I- 3- 
^  Thee  the  voice,  the  dance,  obey, 
Temper'd  to  thy  warbled  lay. 
O'er  Idalia's  velvet-greer 
The  rofy  crowned  loves  are  feen. 
On  Cytherea's  day 

With  antic  fports,  and  blue-ey'd  pleafurcs, 
Frifking  light  in  frolic  meafures ; 
Now  purfuing,  now  retreating, 
Now  in  circling  troops  they  meet : 
To  brilk  notes  in  cadence  beating 
J  Glance  their  many- twinkling  feet, 
tj  low  melting  flrains  their  queen's  approach  declare: 
Where'er  fhe  turns,  the  graces  homage  pay. 
With  arts  fublime,  that  float  upon  the  air,' 
In  gliding  flate  fhe  wins  hereafy  way  : 
O'er  her  warm  cheek,  and  rifing  bofom,  move 
}|  The  bloom  of  young  deiire,  and  purple  light  of 
love. 


Pindar  Jlyhs  his  oivn  poetry  tvith  its  mujical  accnm- 
panyments,  AioX'/i'is  f/.oX'irri,  AloXi^i;  ^ofoat,  A'mXi^&jv 
Zirvcai  auXuv.  jSolianJbng,  ^olianjirings,  the  breath 
of  the  JEolian  jiute. 

The  fubjeci  andjimiie,  as  ufual  ivith  Pindar,  are 
united.  The  various  fources  of  poetry ,  ivhich  gives  life 
and  luflre  to  all  if  touches,  is  here  defcrihed ;  its  quiet 
viajejlic  progrefs  enriching  every  fubjeSl  ( other ixnfc  dry 
and  barren )  luith  a  pomp  ef  diSiion  and  luxuriunt  har- 
mony of  numbers ;  and  its  more  rapid  and  irreftjiible 
^€ourfe,  -when  fivoln  and  hurried  aicay  by  the  confliSi  of 
tumultuous  pajfions. 

*  Poiver  of  harmony  to  calm  the  turbulent  fallies  of 
the  foul.  The  thoughts  are  borroivedfrom  thefiril-Py. 
tbian  of  Pindar. 

■\  This  is  a  faint  imitation  of  fame  incomparable  lines 
in  the  fame  ode. 

^  Poiuer  sf  harmony  to  produce  all  the  graces  of  mo- 
tion in  the  body. 

Homer,  Od.   0. 

I    bLaftmet  5'  va'i  wo^^i/jsjiiri. 


ir.  I. 


PhrynichuS)  ejpud  Athenaum»    fmce. 


*  Man's  feeble  race  what  ills  await^ 
Labour,  and  penury,  the  racks  of  pain, 
Difeafe,  and  ibrrow's  weeping  train. 
And  death,  fad  refuge  from  the  ftorms  of  fate  \ 
The  fond  complaint,  my  I..>ng,  difprove, 
And  juflify  the  laws  of  Jove. 
Say,  has  he  given  in  vain  the  heavenly  mufe  ? 
Night,  and  all  her  ficlily  dews, 
Her  fpeiftres  wan,  and  birds  of  boding  cry, 
He  gives  to  range  the  dreary  (ky  ; 
I  Till  down  the  eaftern  cliffs  afar 
Hyperion's  margh  they  fpy,  and  glittering  fhaftj 

of  war.  , 

II.  2. 
\  In  climes  beyond  the  folar  ||  road. 
Where    fhaggy  forms    o'er   ice-buik  mountains 

roam. 
The  mufe  has  broke  the  twilight-gloom 
To  cheer  the  fliivering  native's  dull  abode. 
And  oft,  beneath  the  odorous  fliade 
Of  Chili's  boundlcfs  forefts  laid. 
She  deigns  to  hear  the  favage  youth  repeat 
In  loofe  numbers  wildly  fwect 
Their  feather- cinftur'd  chiefs,  and  dufky  loves. 
Her  track,  where'er  thegoddefs  roves, 
Glory  purfue,  and  generous  fhame, 
Th'  unconquerable  mind,  and  freedom's  holy  flame. 
II.  3. 
§    Woods,  that  vcave  o'er  Delphi's  ftcep, 
Ifles,  that  crown  th'  .ffigeaa  deep. 
Fields,  that  cool  llifTus  laves. 
Or  where  Mseander's  amber  waves 
In  lingering  labyrinths  creep, 
How  do  your  tuneful  echoes  languifk 
Mute,  but  to  the  voice  of  anguifh  ? 
Where  each  old  poetic  mountain 
Iiifpiration  breath'd  around  : 


*  To  compenfate  .the  real  and  imaginary  ills  of  life, 
the  mvfe  ivas  given  to  mankind  by  the  fame  Providence 
that  fends  fhe  day,  by  its  cheerful  presence  to  difpel  ther 
gloom  and  terrors  of  the  night. 

\  "  Or  feen  the  morning's  well-appointed  flar 
"  Come  marching  up  the  eaftern  hills, afar.* 

Cotuley 

\  Extenfve  influence" of  poetic  genius  over  fhe  remalfl 
and  moji  uncivilized  nations  :  iis  connection  -with  liberty, 
and  tie  virtues  that  naturally  attend  on  it.  [.See  the 
Erfe,  Norwegian,  and  Welfli  fragments,  the  Lap- 
land and  American  fongs.] 

II   "  Extra  anni  folifque  vias — "     Virgil. 

"  Tutta  lontana  dal  camin  del  fole." 

Petrarch,  Canzon,  2» 

^  Progrefs  if  Poetry  from  Greece  to  Italy,  and  from 
Italy  to  £ngland.  Chaucer  ivas  not  unacquainted  ivftb 
the  ivritings  of  Dante,  or  of  Petrarch.  The  Ear!  of 
Surrey,  and  Sir  Thomas  IVyatt,  had  travelled  in  Italy y 
and  had  formed  their  tafle  there  ;  Spenfer  imitated  the 
'iidian  ivriters ;  Aliltoii  improved  on  them :  but  this 
fcbool  expired foon  after  the  Rcf  oration,  and  a  netv  one: 
arofe  on '  the  French  model,  ti-bi.h   has  fubCfted  Cvcr 


ats  THE    WORKS 

JEvery  fhade  arA  fialiow'd  fountain 
Miirniur'd  dc-p  a  fo  c;iii:  fMurid  : 
Till  the  fad  nine,  in  Grecc;  's  evil  hotir, 
X.eft  their  Parnaffus,  for  tht.  Larian  plains. 
.Alike  they  fco:n  the  pomp  of  tyranr-powef, 
And  coward  vice,  that  revels  in  hrr  chains. 
*vV'hcn  Tatium  had  her  lofty  fpirit  I'ift,  [co^ft. 

They  fought,  oh  Albion  !  next  ^'jiy^- fea-encjrQJe'd 
HI-  1.       .'•  .•.•'  .  .  •    ;    ■ 


O  F    G  R  A  Y. 


Far  from  the  fun.a'id  fummer-gale,       i.     ,  ^    ,,, 
In  thv  jirecn  lap  was  Nature^s  "  aarling  laid", 
What  time,  where  lucui.  A.von  ftray'd,' 
'Jo  him  thj;  mighty  mother  did  unveil 
Her  awful  face  :    The  dUuntlefs  child 
Stretch'd  forth  his  little,  arms  and  fmird, 
This  pencil  (take  fhe  faid)  whofe  colours  cigar 
Richly  paiiit  the  vernal  year  : 
Tliine  too  thefe  golden  keys,  immortal  boy  '. 
This  can  unlock  the  gates  of  joy  ; 
Of  horror  that,  and  thrilling  fears. 
Or  ope  the  faired  fource  of  fympathctic  tears. 
HI.  a. 

Nor  feconJ  he  f ,  that  rode  fublime 
tjpon  the  feraph-wings  of  ecflafy, 
The  fecrets  of  th'  abyfs  to  fpy. 
I  He  pafs'd  the  flaming  bounds  of  place  and  tifne: 
§  The  living  throne,  the  fapphire-blaze, 
Where  angel-  tremble  while  they  gaze, 
lie  faw  ;  but,  blafted  with  excels  of  light, 
(I  Clos'd  his  t-yes  in  endlefs  night. 
Behold,  where  Dryden's  lefs  prefuniptuous  car, 
Wide  o'er  the  fields  of  glory  bear 
**   Two  courfes  of  etheve^  race, 
ff  With  necks  in  thunder  cluth'd,  and  long-re- 
founddng  pace. 

HI.  3. 
■   Hark,  his  hands  the  lyre  explore  1 
Bright  ey'd  Fancy  hovering  o'er 
Bcatters  from  her  piitur'd  urn 
^l  ihoughts.that  breathe,  and  words  that  burn, 
^•J  But  ah  !   'tis  heard  no  more — 


*   Sbaiefpeare.  f    Milton. 

I  "  ^— flammantia  nicenia  mundi  "     Lucretitn. 

h  For  the  fp'irit  of  fhe  living  creature  icas  in  the- 
wheels.  And  above  the  Jirmanunt  \hut  ivas  over  their 
leadi,  ivas  the  lik-nefs  of  a  throne,  as  ihe  apjiearaiicc  of 
t>  fapfhhire  fone. —  "This  ivas  the  appear unce  of  the 
glory  of  the  Lord.  Ewi:iel  i.  20,  a6,  28. 

II  'OlfSoiXijcZv  fy.h  a.iJi.'.^<n'  Vih  0'  iihi~ix.v  a'J/S^v. 

Humeri  Odyffiy. 

*  *  Meant  lb  cxprefs  the  fately  march  and  founding 
thtrgy  rf  Drydens  rhymes. 

•ff  "  Hall  thou  cU  thed  his  neck  with  thunder  .?" 

fob. 

\\  "  Words  that  weep,  and  tears  that  fpeak." 

Cowley. 

5§  IVe  hai!t  had.  in  our  lan^ua^e,  no  other  odes  of 
ihefibliine  kind,  than  that  of  Dry  den  en  St.  Cecilia'' s- 
tlay  :  for  Cotvlcy  '  ivho  had  his  merit ;  yel  ivanled  judg- 
nent,fly  le,  and  barmqny ,  for  fuch  a  iafh.    That  of  P^pe 


Oil'   lyre  divine, ;W;hai  dating  fpirit 
Wakes  thee  now  ?  thoimh  he  inherit 
Nor  the  pride^nbr'ample  pinion, 
*  That  the  Tlitban  eagle  bear 
Sailing  with  I'upreme  dominion 
("hroug-h  the  azure  deep  of  air  : 
Yet  ofc  before  his  infant  eyes  would  run 
Such  form?,  as  glitter  in  the  mule's  ray 
With  orient  hue's,  unborro\v'd  of  the  fun  : 
Yet  (hall  he.  moont,  and  keep  Iiis  diftant  way 
Beyiind  the  limits  of  a  vulgar  f^ite, 
Beneath  the  good  hew  far— bi^' far  above  the  greati 

^ '-'"'"     THE  BARD:"    '.'' 


A  JINDARIC    ope. 


ADVERTlSEM.BiNT:      - 

The  following -Ode  is  founded  611  a  tradition  cur- 
rent in  Wales,  that  Edward  the  Eirtt,  when  he 
completed  the  conquell  of  that  country,  order- 
ed all  the  Bards  that  fell  into  his  hands,  to  be 
put  to  death. 

I.      T. 

'  Ruin  fcize  thee,  tuthlefs  king! 

'  Confuflon  on  thy  banners  wait, 

'  1  hough  fann'd  by  conqueft's  crimfon  wIng, 

'  f   They  mock  the  air  with  idle  ftate. 

'  Helm,  nor  \  hauberk's  twifted  mail, 

'  Nor  e'en  thy  virtues,  tyrant,  fhall  avail 

'  To  fave  thy  fecret  foul  from  nightly  fears, 

'  From  Cambria's  curfc  from  Cambria's  tears! 

Such  were  the  founds  that  o'er  the  §  crefted  pride 

Of  the  firft  Edward  fcatrer'd  wild  difmay, 

As  down  the  fteep  of  ||  Siiowdon's  fhaggy  fide 

He  wound  with  toilfome  march  his  long  array. 

is  not  luorthy  offo  great  a  man.  Mr.  Mafon,  indeed, 
of  late  days,  has  touched  the  true  chords,  and  -ivith  a 
maferly  hand ^  in  foiiie  of  his  Cljoruffes — above  all,  iit 
the  Icfl  of  CaraSlacus . 

"  Hark  !  heard  ye  not  yon  footftep  dread  \  &c." 

*  htoi  ■T^a^e  opjizcc  !^t7s^t  Olymp.  2.  Pindar  com- 
pares binfelf  to  that  bird,  and  his  enemies  to  ravens  thai 
crouk  and  clamour  in  1  ain  heloiv  ivhile  it  purftes  its 
jlirht,  regardlefs  of  their  nuife. 

\  "  Mocking  the  air  with  colours  idly  fpread" 
Shakfpeaie's  King  John, 

\  The  hauberk  luas  a  texture  of  fieel  ringlets,  or 
rings  interiL'oven,  forming  a  coat  of  mail,  that  fat  clofe 
to  the  body,  and  adapted  itfelf  to  every  matiou. 

J  '♦  — The  crefted  adder's  pride." 

DrydtHS  Indian  ^ueent 

ll  Snoivdon  -zfas  a  name  given  by  the  'Savons  to  thai 
mountainous  trail,  ivhiih  the  Welfh  themfelves  cali 
Craigian-cryri ;  it  included  all  ike  highlands  of  Caer" 
narvonpire  and  Merionethfhire,  as  far  as  eafl  the  river 
Contuay.  R.  Hygden,  /'peaking  of  the  cajlle  of  Conivay,' 
built  by  King  Edivard  the  Firfl,fays,  "  Ad  ortum  amnis 
"  Con-way  ad  clivum  mantis  Erery  ;"  and  Mattheiv  of 
Wejlminfier,  {ad.  ann.  1283,)  "  Apud  Aberconway  ad 
"  pedes  montis  Snoivdoni.jfcc'it  crigl  cafrum  forte. 


Stout  *  Glo'fter  ft.<5'?<J  aghaft  in  fpeechlefs  trance  ; 
To  arms     c!icd.t,iv]jortiiner,,ah4;C9',uch'44^««;^u»- 
verii)g  lanca-.  -        ,         .  :   ...  ._ ,    ,,„  ',   /- 

.^■.*-..  ^n :.:■..-■'.■• 

On  a  rock,  whofe  haughty  brow.,  -  ; 
Friiwn's  o'er  old  Conway '.s  i'oaming  flood, 
Rob'd  in  the Yabk  garb  of  vvoe, 
With  huggard  eyes  tl-ie  poet  ftood-;    ;    _ 
(f  Lqofe  his  beard,  and  lioary  hair; ,  .^.-jj.  .^r 
l-StreaiTi'd,  like  a  nieteor,  to  the  ti;oiibIad  a^)    • 
And  with  a  mafter's  hand,  and  prophet's  fire, 
Struck  the  deep,forrows  of  his  lyre.  •.       ;     ., 
'  Hark,  how  each  giant  oak,  and  defert  cave, 

•  Sighs  to  the  tonents  awful  voice  beneath  1 

'  O'er  thee, ohking!  their  handredarnisthcy  weave, 
'   Revenge  on  thee  in  hoaifer  nnnmurs  breathe; 

♦  Vocal  no  more,  fincc  Cambria's  fatal  day, 

♦  To  high-born  Hoel^'s  harp,  or  foft  Llewellyn's 

'  lay. 

I.     i. 

•  Cold  is  Cadwallo's  tongue, 

'  That  hufh'd  the  liorniy  main  ; 

'   Brave  Urien  fleeps  upoH  his  craggy  bed  : 

'   Mountains,  ye  mourn  in  vain 

'  Alodred,  whofe  magic  fong 

*  Made  huge   Plinlimmon   bow  his  cloud-top'd 

'  head. 

•  jl  On  dreary  Arvon's  fhore  they  lie, 

*  Sniear'd  with  gore,  and  ghaftiy  pale  : 

•  Far,  far  aloof  th'  affrighted  ravens  fail  : 

'  The  famifli'd  *[  eagle  fcreams  and  pafies  by. 

*  Dear  loll  companions  of  my  tuneful  art, 

'  *•  Dear  as  the  light  that  vifits  theie  fad  eyes, 
'  Dear  as  the  ruddy  drops  that  warm  my  heart, 

•  Ye  died  amidft  your  dying  country's  cries — 

*  Gilbert  ds  Clare, /urnamed  the  Red,  Earl  of  Glou- 
jfefier  and  Hertford^Jon-in-laiv  to  King  Edzvard, 

\  Edmo/id  de  JVIoriin/er^    /  ord  of  M^igmore. 

They  both  tvsre  Lords -Marchers,  ivhofe  lauds  lay  on 
the , herders  of  JVales,  and  probably  accompanied  the  king 
in  his  expedition, 

\  The  image  -zvas  fallen  from  the  tvell-tnoivn  fiiTure 
»f  Raphael  reprefnting  the  Supreme  Being  in  the  I'ifion 
of  Ezekiel  :  there  are  t-U'O  of  thefe  paintings  [Loth  be- 
lieved original  J,  one  at  Florence^    the  other  at  Paris. 

§  Shone  like  a  meteor  flieaming  to  the  wind. 

Milton  s  Paradfe  Lojl. 

11  the  fhores  of  Caernarvonjliire  oppofite  to  the  ifle  of 
Anglefey. 

■  ^  Camden  and  ethers  obferve,  that  eagles  tfed  annu- 
ally to  Lu:ld  their  aerie  amonv  the  rocks  of  Snowdo/i, 
•zvhich  from  ihcncc  {jis  fame  think)  iverc  named  by  the 
Welfh  Craigian-eryri,  or  the  crags  of  the  ea-des.  At 
this  day  ( /  am  told)  the  highcji  point  of  -Jnuivdon  is 
called  The.  Eagle's  Neft.  1'hat  bird  is  certainly  no 
Jlranger  to  this  ijland  as  the  Sects,  and  the  people  of  Cum- 
berland, Wejlmor eland,  '^c  can  teflify  :  it  even  has  built 
its  ntfl  in  the  Peak  of  Derbyfhire.  \_Sce  Willoughbys 
Ornilhol.  pub rf  led  by  Ray~\ 

**  As  dear  to  me  as  are  the  ruddy  dreps 
That  vifit  my  fad  heart, 

Shahfp.  Jul.  Cj^f. 


'  No  more  t  weep,  Theydo  nyt  ilcep, 

'  On  yonder  cliffs,  a  prieily  band,        ■_      ,     • 
'  I  fee  them  fir,  they  linger  y.et, 
'  Avengers  of  fheir  n-tive  land  : 
'  With  me  in  dreadful  harmony  tliey  join, 
'  And  '  weave  with  bloody  hands  ih.c  tifiue  of  thy 
'  line,, 

II.     I. 
"  Weave  the  -warp,  and  weave  the  woof, 
'■  The  winding-flieet  if  Edward's  race, 
"  Give  ample  room,  and  verge  enougli 
"  The  charaiTcers  <>i  hell  to  trace. 
"  Mark  the  year,  and  mark  the  nii^ht,    . 
"  f  When  Scvern'fhall  re-echo  v/ith  affright, 
"  The  flirieks  of  death,  through  Bt^^glfjt's  toali- 
"  that  ring:  j,    \.^^-,l  y-;,  :,,,  j;    . 

"  Shrieks  of  an  agoniiing  king;     ,        ,  i       .... 
"  \   She-v>folf  of  France,  with  unrelenting  faLHgs,  .> 
"  That  tears  the  bowels  of  thy  mangled  mate, 
"  §  From  thee  be  born,  wlio  o'er  thy  country  hangs 
"  The  fcourge  of  Heaven.     What  terrors  round 

"him  wait ! 
"  Amazement  in  his  van,  with  flight  ^ombin'd; 
"  And  Sorrow's  faded  form,  and  Solitude  behind, 
II,     2. 
"  Mighty  viiflor,  mighty  Lord, 
"  11  Low  on  his  funeral  couch  he  lies  ! 
"  No  pitying  heart,  no  eye  afford 
"  A  tear  to  grace  his  obfequies, 
"  Is  the  fable  \  warrior  fled  ? 
"   rhy  fon  i^  gone.  He  rerts  among  the  dead. 
"  'Fhc  fwarm,  that  in  the  noon-tide  beam  wers 

"  borne ; 
"  Gone  to  falute  the  rifing  morn. 
*'  Pair  laughs  **  the  mom,  and  foft  the  zephyr 

"  blows, 
"  While  proudly  riding  o'er  the  azure  realnj 
"  In  gallant  trim  the  gilded  velfel  goes  ; 
"  Youth  on  the  prow,  and  pleafure  at  the  helm; 
"  Regardlefs  of  the  fweeping  wliirvvind's  fway, 
"  That,  hufli'd  in  grim  rcpole,  expcsfls  his  evening; 
"  prey.- 

II     3. 
"  Fill  ff  high  the  fparkling  bowl, 
"  The  rich  repaft  prepare  ; 

■    See  the  I-Iarivegian  Ode  that  foil c-^vs. 

\  Edivatd  the  Second,  cruelly  butcher ed in  Berkeley- 
cafle. 

\  Jfabel  of  France,  Edivard  the  Second's  adulterctt 
^ueen. 

<ii  Triumphs  of  Edivard  the  Ihirdi^  France. 

II  Death  of  that  King,  abandoned  by  his  children,  ahd 
even  robbed  in  his  lafi  moments  by  hit-  courtiers  and  his 
m-flrefs. 

\  Edivard  the  Black  Prince,  dead  fame  time  before 
his  father, 

-«  •  Magnificence  of  Richard  the  Second' s  reign.  Sef 
Froiffprd,  and  other  contemporary  ivriteis. 

f  f  Richard  the  Hccond  {as  ive  arc  told  by  Archhfhop 

Sctaop  and  the  confederate  Lords  in  their  maniffio.  by 

Thsmas  of  Walfuigham,  and  aU  the  older  ivriters)  luas 

•far-ved  to.  death.      The  fury  of  his  affjfpnaticn  by  Sir 

Piers  of  E^on^  is  of  much  lutjr  dat^. 


nzi  THE    WORKS 

"  Reft  of  a  crown,  he  yet  may  lhare  the  feaft  : 

"  C!ofc  by  the  regal  chair 

"  Fell  thirft  and  iamine  fcowl 

"  A  baleful  fmile  upon  their  baffled  gueH:. 

"  Heard  ye  the  din  cf  *  battle  bray, 

"  Lance  to  lance,  and  horfe  to  horfe  I 

"  Lorjr  years  of  havoc  urge  their  deflin'd  cotirfe, 

"  And  through  the  kindred  fquadrons  mow  their 

"  way. 
"  Ye  towers  of  Julius  f,  London's  lafting  fliame, 
"  With  many  a  foul  and  midnight  murder  fed, 
"  Revere  hist  confort's  faith,  his  j  father's  fame, 
•^  And  fpare  the  meek  1|  ufurper's  holy  head. 
*'  Above,  belovy,  the  ^  rofe  of  fnovv, 
"  Twin'd  with  her  blufhing  foe  we  fpread  : 
"  The  briflled  *'  boar  in  infant  gore 
'*  Wallows  beneath  the  thorny  (hade. 
"  Now,  brothers,  bending  o'er  th'  accurfed  loom, 
"  Stamp  we  our  vengeance  deep,  and  ratify  his 
"  dooKi. 

III.  I. 
"  Edward,  lo  !  to  fuJden  fate 

*  (Weave  we  the  woof.     The  thread  is  fpun). 
•'  f-j- Half  of  thy  heart  we  confecrate. 

"  (l  he  web  is  wove.     The  work  is  done.)" 

*  Stay,  oh  flay  !   nor  thus  forlorn 

*  Leave  me  unblefs'd,  unpitied,  here  to  mourn  : 

*  In  yon  bright  track,  that  fires  the  weftern  Ikies, 

*  They  melt,  they  vanifh  from  my  eyes. 

*  But  oh  !  what  folemn  fcene?  on  SnowGon's  height 

*  Defcending  llov/  their  glittering  flcirts  unroll .' 

*  Virions  of  glory,  fpare  my  aching  fight 

*  Ye  unborn  ages,  crowd  not  on  my  loul  I 

*  No  more  -^.ur  long-loll  |f  .\rthu.-  we  bewail. 

*  A!l-hail,[j  [j  yegennine  kings;  ]3ritannia'sifrue,hail  I 

*  J7uiiiout  civil  ivars  of  Ysrl  and  Lancafler. 

''  \  Henry  ihd  Sixth,  George  Duke  of  Clarence.  Edivard 
Jbe  Fi/tL,  RicharJ  DuLs  of  York,  Iffc.  be'tiei'ed  to  be 
murdered  fccrctly  in  the  Totver  cf  London.  The  oldejl 
fart  of  that JlruBure  is  •uulgularly  attributed  to  Julius 

Ctefar. 

I  Margaret  cf  Ai'jou,  a  tvoman  of  heroic  fpirit,  -who 
Jlrw'^hd  hard  to  fu-ue  Lir  htfband  and  her  croi.vn. 

§'  Ht^ny  the  i'flh, 

II  Hen  y  the  iHixth  -very  near  being  canonized.  The 
line  of  Luncajlef  had  no  right  of  inheritance  to  the 
croivn. 

fl  The  -white  and  red  rofes,  devices  of  York  and  Lan  - 
cafe) . 

**  The  fil'vc' -hoar  ivas  the  badge  of  Richard  the 
Tbi'd  ;  11  hence  he  -was  ufually  Lnoivn  in  his  010 ;  time 
In  the  name  of  The  Boar.  • 

■f-f-  Elcano'-  of  Cof.tle  died  a  few  ytars  after  the  (on- 
quefi  cf  IVales.'  The  heroic  proof  fe  ga-ue  of  her 
affe5lion  for  her  Lord  is  -well  knoiuH,  The  monuments 
of  his  regret,  and  forroic  for  the  lufs  of  her,  are  JJill  to 
be  fcen  at  Noithamplon,  Geddiiigton,  IValtham,  and 
ttber  places. 

\\  Jt  ivas  the  common  belief  of  the  WJfj  nation,  that 
King  Arthur  icas  Jiill  ali-ue  in  Fairy-land,  and  fbould 
return  a^ain  to  reign  over  Bntatn. 

nil  Both  Merlin  and  Talitff,n  had prophefied,  that 
the  We  fa  fbould  regain  their  fovcrcignty  over  this  if  and  i 
Vlbi(h  feer/icd  to  be  aaompl'fbcd  in  the  boufe  nf  Tudor. 


OF  gray; 

iir.  i. 

•  Girt  with  many  a  baron  bold 
'   Sublime  their  ftarry  fronts  they  rear ; 
*   And  gorgeous  dames  and  ftacefmen  old, 
'  In  bearded  majefly,  appear. 
'  In  the  midft  a  form  divine  ! 
'  Her  eye  proclaims  her  of  the  Briton-line  ; 
'  Her  lion-port  *,  her  awe-commanding  face^ 
'   Attemper'd  fivcet  to  virgin-grace. 
'  What  firings  fymphonious  tremble  in  the  air, 
'   What  (Irains  of  vocal  tranfport  round  her  playj 
'   Hear  from  the  grave,  great  TalieCTm  f,  hear; 
'  They  breathe  a  foul  to  animate  thy  clay, 
'  Bright  rapture  calls,  and  foaring,  as  Ihe  fings, 
'  Waves  in  the  eye  of  heaven  her  many-colour'i 
'  wings. 

III.  3. 

'  The  verfe  adorn  again 
'   I  Fierce  war,  and  faithful  love, 
'    And  truth  fevere,  by  fairy  fiiflion  drefti 
'  In  ]|  bufkin'd  meafures  move 
'   Pale  grief,  and  pleaiing  pain, 
'    With  horror,  tyrant  of  the  throbbing  breaft. 
'   A  §  voice,  as  of  the  cherub-choir, 
'  Gales  from  blooming  Eden  bear;        « 
'  f  And  diftant  warblings  IcfTen  on  my  car, 
'  That  loft  in  long  futurity  expire.  [cloud, 

'   Fond  impious  man,  think'fl  thou,  yon  fanguine 
'  Rais'dby  thy  breath,  has  quench'd  the  orb  of  day  ? 
'  To-morrow  he  repairs  the  golden  flood, 
'  And  warms  the  nations  with  redoubled  ray. 
'  Enougli  for  me  :  with  joy  I  fee 
'  The  different  doom  our  fates  aflign. 
'   Be  thine  defpair,  and  fcepter'd  care  ; 
'  To  triumph,  and  to  die,  are  mine.* 
He  fpoke,  and  headlong  from  the  mountain's  height 
Deep  in  the  roaringtidehe  plung'd  to  endlefs  night. 

THE  FATAL  SISTERS. 

An  Ode  **. 
(from  the  NORSE  TONGUE,) 

In  the  Orcades  of  Tbormodus  Torfaus  Hafnia,  1 69  7' 
Yolio  ;   and  alfo  in  Bartholinus. 

VITT  ER  OPRIT  FYRIR  VALFALLI,    &C. 

PREFACE. 
In  the  eleventh  century,  Sigurd,  Earl  of  the  Ork-" 
ney-iflands,  went  with  a  fleet  of  fliips  and  a  con- 

*  Speed,  relating  an  audi:r.ce  given  by  ^ueen  Eli- 
zabeth to  Paul  l)z.iaHnfki,  amhajjador  of  Poland, 
fays,  '  And  thus  fhe,  lion-lile  riftng,  daunted  the  ma" 
*■  laiert  orator  no  lefs  ivith  her  fately  port  and  ma- 
'  jejlical  deporturc,  than  with  the  tartnefj'e  cf  her 
'  piincclie  chekes.' 

t  Taliejin,  Chief  of  the  Bards  fiourifhed  in  the 
fiXth  century.  His  niorks  are  fill  prcferved,  and 
his  memory  held  in  high  veneration  among  his  countrymen, 

\  "  Fierce  wars  and  faitliful  loves  fliall  moralise 
"  my  fong." 

Sfenfcr^s  P  roe  me  to  the  Faery  ^jssen. 

II    Fhakefpeare.  \   Milton. 

^    Thefuccefjlon  of  poets  after  Milton's  time. 

'  *  The  Author  once  had\thoughtt  (in  concert  •with  a 
friend)  of  giving  "  Tbc  Hifory  of  Englifh  Poetry  .-'^ 


POEMS. 


fi'derable  body  of  troops  into  Ireland,  to  the 
afliftance  of  Siiflryg  with  the  tilkcn-Beard,  who 
was  then  making  war  on  his  father-ni  law  Brian, 
King  of  Dublin :  the  Earl  and  all  his  forces  were 
cut  to  pieces;  and  Sidlryg  was  in  danger  of  a 
total  defeat;  but  the  enemy  had  a  greater  lofs, 
by  the  death  of  Brian,  their  king,  who  fell  in 
the  adtion.  On  Chriftmas  day  (the  day  of  the 
battle),  a  native  of  Caithnefs,  in  Scotland,  faw 
at  a  diftance,  a  number  of  pcrfons  on  horfeback, 
tiding  full  fpeed  towards  a  hill,  and  feeming  to 
enter  into  it.  Curiefity  led  him  to  follow  them, 
till,  looking  through  an  opening  in  the  rocks, 
he  faw  twelve  gigantic  figures,  refembling  wo- 
men :  they  were  all  employed  about  a  loom; 
and  as  they  wove,  they  fung  the  following  dread- 
ful fong  ;  which  when  they  had  finiflied,  they 
tore  the  web  into  twelve  pieces,  and  (each  tak- 
ing her  portion)  galloped  fix  to  the  north,  and 
as  many  to  the  fouth. 

Now  the  ftorm  begins  to  lour, 
(Hafte,  the  loom  of  hell  prepare), 
*  Iron-fleet  of  arrowy  fhower 
f  Hurtles  in  the  darken'd  air. 

Glittering  lances  are  the  loom, 
Where  the  duflcy  warp  we  flrain, 
Weaving  many  a  foldier's  doom, 
Orkney's  wo,  and  Randver's  bane. 

See  the  griefly  texture  grow, 
('Tis  of  human  entrails  made). 
And  the  weights  that  play  below, 
Each  a  gafping  warrior's  head. 

Shafts  for  Ihuttles,  dipt  in  gore, 
Shoot  the  trembling  cords  along ; 
Sword,  that  once  a  monarch  bore. 
Keep  the  tiffue  clofe  and  ftrong. 


Tn  the  InlroJuSilan  to  it  he  meant  to  have  produced futj:e 
Jpccimens  cf  ihejiyle  that  reigned  in  ancient  times  among 
tie  neighbouring  nations,  or  tbofe  "who  had fulidued  the 
greater  tart  of  this  ijlaiid,  and  ivere  our  progenitors  ;  the 
jolloiving  three  imitations  made  a  part  eftLem.  He  has 
longftnce  dropped  his  deji^n,  efpccially  after  he  Lad  heard 
that  it  ivas  already  in  the  hands  of  a  perfoii  ive'l  qua- 
lified to  do  it  jufiice,  both  by  his  tafle,  and  Lis  refearches 
into  antiquity. 

Note — The  Falhyriur  tvere  female  divinities,  ftr- 
vants  of  Odin  (or  Woden)  in  the  Gothic  mythology. 
Their  name  fignifes  choofe:  s  of  theflain.  They  ivcre 
mounted  on  fiL'ift  borfes,  luith  draivn  live  ds  in  their 
bands  ;  an(f  in  the  thiong  of  battle  feleSied  fuch  as 
■were  defined  toflaughte:\andcond. Bed  them  to  Valkalla, 
ihe  hall  cf  Odin,  or  paiadife  of  the  brave  ;  tube  e  they 
attended  the  banquet,  andferved  the  departed  heroes  with 
borns  of  mead  and  ale. 

*  "  How  quick  they  wheel'd ;  and  flying,  be- 

"  hind  them  Ihot 
"  Sharp  fleet  of  arrowy  fhower" 

Milton's  Par.  Reg. 
f  "  The  noife  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air." 

Sbalfpcaie's  Jul.  Cafar. 
A 


Mifta  black,  terrific  maid, 
Sangrida,  and  Hilda  fee, 
Join  the  wayward  work  to  aid  I 
'Tis  the  woof  of  viAory. 

Ere  the  ruddy  fun  be  fet, 
Pikes  mud  fhiver,  javelins  ^J'lg'j 
Blade  with  clattering  buckler  meet, 
Hauberk  cralh,  and  helmet  ring. 

(Weave  the crimfon  web  of  war), 
Let  us  go,  and  let  us  fly. 
Where  our  friends  the  confliifl:  fiiare, 
Where  they  triumph,  where  they  die. 

As  the  paths  of  fate  we  tread. 
Wading  through  th'  enfanguin'd  field 
Gondtila,  and  Geira  fpread 
O'er  the  youthful  king  your  Ihield. 

We  the  reins  to  flaughter  give, 
Ours  to  kill,  and  ours  to  fpare  : 
Spite  of  danger  he  fiiall  live. 
(Weave  the  crimfon  web  of  war). 

They,  whom  once  the  defcrt-beach 
Pent  within  its  bleak  domain, 
Soon  their  ample  fway  fliall  ftretch 
O'er  the  plenty  of  the  plain. 

Low  the  dauntJefs  Earl  is  laid, 
Gor'd  with  many  a  gaping  wound : 
Fate  demands  a  nobler  head  ; 
Soon  a  king  ftiall  bite  the  ground. 
Long  his  lofs  fhailEirin  weep. 
Ne'er  again  his  likenefs  fee  ; 
Long  her  {trains  in  forrovv  fteep. 
Strains  of  immortality ! 

Horror  covers  all  the  heath. 
Clouds  of  carnage  blot  the  fun. 
Sifters,  weave  the  web  of  death  ; 
Sifters,  ceafe,  the  work  is  done. 

Hail  the  tafic,  and  hail  the  hands! 
Songs  of  joy  and  triumph  fing  ! 
Joy  to  the  vidorious  bands  ; 
Triumph  to  the  younger  king. 

Mortal,  thou  that  hear'ft  the  tale, 
Ltarn  the  teiiour  of  our  fong. 
Scotland,  through  each  winding  vale 
Far  and  wide  the  notes  prolong. 

Sifters,  hence,  with  fpurs  of  fpeed  : 
Each  her  thundering  faulchion  wield  ; 
Each  beftride  her  (;ible  fteed. 
Hurry,  hurry  to  the  field. 

THE  DESCENT  OF  ODIN. 

An  O'e. 
(from. THE  NORSE  TONGUE,) 

In  Bartbolinus,  de  cau,ls  contemnenda  mortis ; 
Hafni^y  1689,  quarto. 

UPREIS  ODINN  ALLDA  GAUIR,  &C, 

Uprose  the  King  of  Men  with  fpeed. 
And  faddied  ftrait  his  coal-black  fleed ; 
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Down  the  yawning  fleep  he  rode, 
That  leads  to  "  Hela's  tlrear  abode, 
Him  the  Dojr  of  Darknef?;  fpied. 
His  ftiaggy  throat  he  open'd  wide, 
While  from  his  jaws,  with  carnage  fill'd, 
roam  and  himian  gore  diftill'd  ; 
Hoarfe  he  bays  with  hideous  din, 
Eyes  that  glow,  and-fang*  that  grin  ; 
And  long  purfues,  with  truitlefs  yell, 
The  father  of  the  powerful  fpell. 
Onward  flill  his  way  he  takes, 
C^he  groaning  earth  beneath  him  fnakes), 
Till  full  before  his  fearlefs  eyes 
The  portals  nine  of  hell  arile. 

Right  againft  the  eaRern  gate, 
By  the  mofs-grown  piie  he  fat ; 
Where  long  of  yore  to  fietp  was  laid 
The  duft  of  the  prophetic  maid. 
Facing  to  the  northern  clime. 
Thrice  he  trac'd  the  Runic  rhyme  ; 
Thrice  proncur.cd,  in  accents  dread. 
The  thrilling  verfe  that  wakes  the  dead  ; 
Till  from  out  the  hollow  ground, 
Slowly  breath'd  a  fallen  found. 

Pr.  What  call  unknown,  what  charms  pre  fame. 
To  break  the  quiet  of  the  tomb ; 
Who  thus  afflivfls  my  troubled  fpritc, 
And  drags  mc  from  the  realms  of  night  ? 
Long  on  thefc  mouldering-  bones  have  beat 
The  winter's  fnow,  the  fummer's  heat, 
The  drenching  diw?,  and  driving  rain  ! 
Ler  me,  let  me  fieep  again. 
Who  is  he  with  voice  unblefl. 
That  calls  rr.e  f.-om  the  bed  of  reft  ? 

O.  A  traveller,  to  thee  unknown. 
Is  he  that  calls,  a  warrior's  fou. 
Thou  the  deeds  of  light  (halt  know; 
Tell  me  what  is  done  below, 
For  whom  yon  glittering  board  is  fpread, 
Dreft  for  whom  yon  golden  bed  ? 

Pk.  Mantling  in  the  gnblet,  fee 
The  pure  beverage  of  the  bee. 
O'er  it  hangs  the  ftiield  of  gold  ; 
'Tis  the  drii:k  of  Balder  hold  : 
Baldt:  's  head  to  deuth  is  given, 
Pam  can  reach  the  fons  of  heaven  ! 
Unwilling  1  my  lips  unclofc  ■ 
Leave  mc,  leave  me  to  repofe. 

O.  Once  again  my  call  obey. 
Prophetcfs,  arife,  and  fay. 
What  dangers  Odin's  child  await, 
Who  the  autiior  of  his  fate  ? 

Pk.  In  Iloder's  hand  the  hero's  doom  : 
His  brcthcr  fends  him  to  the  tomb. 
Now  my  weary  lips  I  clofe  : 
Leave  me.  leave  me  to  repofe. 

O.  Prophet  ffs,  my  fpell  obey. 
Once  again  arife,  and  fay, 
Who  th'  avenger  of  hi-  guilt, 
By  whom  ftiall  Hodcr's  blood  be  fpilt. 

*  Kiflhrimr,  the  hell  of  the  Gothic  nations,  cerjiped 
tf  nine  ivo  Us,  to  ivliih  ivc  e  dc-voteJ  all  fuch  as  died 
of  Jictnefs,  old  as[e,  or  by  an\  other  means  than  in  bat- 
tle :    Over  H'p  fjidcd  Hch^  the  GudJefs  of  D'cuth. 


Pr.  Tn  the  caverns  of  the  weft, 
By  Odin's  fierce  embrace  compreft, 
A  wnrid'rous  boy  Jhall  Rinda  bear, 
Who  ne'er  fhail  comb  his  raven  hair, 
Nor  v/alh  his  vifage  in  the  flrcam. 
Nor  fee  the  fun's  departing  beam, 
Till  he  on  Hoder's  corfe  fhail  fmile. 
Flaming  on  the  funeral  pile. 
Now  my  weary  lips  I  clofe  : 
Leave  me,  ledve  me  to  repofe. 

O.  Yet  a  while  my  call  obey. 
Prophetefs,  awake,  and  fay, 
What  virgins  thtfe,  in  fpeechlefs  woe. 
That  bend  to  earth  their  folsmn  brow, 
That  their  flaxen  trefies  tear. 
And  fnowy  veils,  that  float  in  air. 
Tell  me  whence  their  fo.Tows  rofe, ' 
Then  I  leave  thee  to  repofe. 

pR.  Ha'  no  traveller  art  thou 
King  of  men,  [  know  thee  now, 
Mightieft  of  a  mighty  line — 

O.  No  boding  maid  of  fkill  divine 
Art  thou,  nor  prophetefs  of  good  ; 
But  mother  of  the  giant-brood  ! 

Pr.  Hie  thee  hence,  and  boaft  'at  hotiie, 
That  never  fliall  inquirer  come 
To  break  my  iron-fleep  again  ; 
Till  *  Lok  has  burft  his  tenfold  chain. 
Never,  till  iubO.antial  night 
Has  reaffum'd  her  ancient  right ; 
Till  wrap'd  in  flames,  in  ruin  hurl'd, 
Sinks  the  fabric  of  the  world. 

THE  TRIUMPHS  OF  OWEN  f. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

From  JV//-.  £ifjns's  Specimens  of  the  IVelfh  Postrjff 

London,  I  7  64,  quarto, 

Owen's  praife  demarids  my  fong, 
Owen  fwilt,  and  Owen  ftrong  ; 
Faired  flower  of  Roderic's  flem, 
\  Gwyneth's  fhield,  and  Britain's  gem. 
He  nor  heaps  his  brooded  florcs. 
Nor  all  profufely  pours  ; 
Lord  of  every  regal  art, 
Liberal  hand,  and  open  heart. 

Big  with  hods  of  mighty  name. 
Squadrons  three  againft  him  came  ; 
This  the  force  of  Eirin  hiding, 
Side  b)  fide  as  proudly  riding. 
On  her  fiiadow  long  and  gay 
§  Lochlin  plows  the  watery  way  i 

*  Loi  is  the  E-jU  Being,  -who  continues  in  chains  till 
the  i-wl.ight  cf  the  gods  approaches,  zv/jen  be  Jhall  treat 
his  bonds  ;  the  human  race,  thejlars,  and Jun,  Jhall  dif- 
appear,  the  earth  fink  in  the  feas,  and  fre  confume  the_ 
Jl.ies  ;  c-jen  Odin  hirrfclf  and  his  kindred  deities  Jhall  pe-- 
lijh.  For  a  farther  explanation  of  this  mythology,  fee 
Mallet's  IntroduSlion  to  the  Hflory  of  Denmark,  lySSi 
quarto. 

■j-  0-u-en  fucceeded  his  father  Griff  n  in  thl  principa- 
lity of  North  U^ales,  A.  D.  II20.  'Fbis  bailie  ijutt 
fought  near  forty  years  afUrivards. 

\  North  IVahi.  J  Denmark, 
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There  the  Norman  fails  afar, 
Catch  the  winds,  and  join  the  war; 
Black  and  huge  along  they  fwecp, 
Burthens  of  the  angry  deep. 

Dauntlefs  on  his  native  fands 
*  The  Dragpn-fon  of  Mona  (lands  j 
In  glittering  arms  and  glory  dreft, 
High  he  rears  his  ruby  creft. 
There  the  thundering  (Irokes  begin, 
There  the  prefs,  and  there  the  din; 
Talymalfra's  rocky  (hore 
Echoing  to  the  battle's  roar. 
Where  his  glowing  eye-balls  turn, 
Thoufand  banners  round  him  burn. 
Where  he  points  his  purple  fpear, 
Hafty,  hafty  rout  is  there, 
Marking  with  indignant  eye 
Fear  to  ftop,  and  to  fiiame  fly. 
There  Confufion,  Terror's  child, 
Conflidl  fierce,  and  Ruin  wild. 
Agony,  that  pants  for  breath, 
Defpair  and  honourable  Death. 

•  •  •  •  * 

THE  DEATH  OF  HOEL. 

TROM  TUE  WELSH  |. 

Had  I  but  the  torrent's  might,   , 
With  headlong  rage  and  wild  affright 
Upon  Deira's  f'quadrons  huri'd. 
To  ru(h,  and  fweep  rhem  from  the  world! 

Too,  too  fecilre  in  youthful  pride, 
By  them  my  friend,  my  Hoet,  died, 
Grea*  Cian's  fon  :  of  iVladoc  old. 
He  aflc'd  no  heaps  of  hoarded  gold; 
Alone  in  natiirc's  wraith  array 'd, 
He  afk'd   and  had  the  lovely  piaid. 

To  Cattraeth's  vale,  in  gli(t'ring  row. 
Twice  two  hundred  warriors  go  ; 
Every  warrior's  n.aiily  neck 
Chains  of  regal  honour  deck, 
Wreatli'd  in  many  a  golden  link  : 
From  the  golden  cup  they  drink 
Ncftar,  that  the  bees  pr'>duce, 
Or  the  grape's  ecftatic  juice. 
Flufti'd  wieh  mirth  and  l)ope  they  burn  : 
But  none  fmm  Cattraeth's  vale  return, 
Save   \eron  brave,  and  Conan  ftrong, 
(Burl>ing  through  the  bloody  throng) 
And  I.  the  meaneil  of  rhi.-m  all. 
That  live  to  weep,  and  ficg  their  fall, 

EPITAPH, 

AT  BECKfiNUAM,  ON   MRS.  CLARKE  f. 

Lo  !  where  this  filent  marble  weeps, 
A  friend,  a  wife,  a  moiher,  fleeps  ; 

*  The  red  dragon  is  the  device  of  Cadival'ader,  •which 
all  his  defcendants  bore  on  their  banners . 

t  OfjL/uiirimJtyitd  the  Monarch  of  the  Bards. 
He  flourijjied  about  the  time  0/  Taliegin,  A.  D. 
570.  This  ode  is  extraEied  frojn  the  Gododin,  (See 
Mr.  Enans's  Specimefis,  p.  "Ji.  and  9V)  and  now 
Jir/f  •.•^'hUlhed 

■     t  ff^'/e  to  a  fby/ician  at  Epfom  ,•  fie  died  April  37. 
1757 
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A  heart,  within  whofe  facred  ceil 

The  peaceful  virtues  lov'd  to  dwell ; 

Affe<ftion  warm,  and  faith  fincere. 

And  foft  humanity,  were  there. 

In  agony,  in  death,  refign'd, 

She  felt  th6  wound  flie  left  behind. 

Her  infant  image,  here  below. 

Sits  fmiling  on  a  father's  woe  ; 

Whom  what  awaits,  while  yet  he  ftrays 

Along  this  lonely  vale  of  days  ? 

A  pang,  to  fecret  forrow  dear ; 

A  figb,  an  unavailing  tear; 

Till  time  fhall  every  grief  remove, 

With  life,  with  memory,  and  with  love. 

STANZAS, 

Suggejled  by  a  vieiv  of  the  Seat  and  Ruins  at  Kings = 
gate,  in  Kent,  I  766. 

OtD,  and  abaindon'd  by  each  venal  friend,  -» 

Here  H  ■       d  took  the  pious  refolution. 

To  fmuggle  a  few  years,  and  flrive  to  mend 
A  broken  charadier  and  cohftitution. 

On  this  congenial  fpot  he  fix'd  his  choice  ; 

Earl  Goodwin  trembled  for  his  neighbouring ' 
fand; 
Here  fea-gnils  fcream,  atid  cormorants  rejoice. 

And  mariners,  though  fhipwreck'd,  fear  to  land; 

Here  reign  the  fcluftering  north  and  blafling  eafl. 
No  tree  is  heard  to  whifper,  bird  to  Ting ; 

Yet  nature  could  not  furnifh  out  the  feaft. 
Art  he  invokes  new  terrors  ftill  to  bring. 

Now  mouldering  fanes  and  battlements  arife, 
("urrets  and  arches  nodding  to  their  fall. 

Unpeopled  monafteries  delude  oiif  eyes, 
And  mimic  defolation  covers  all. 

"  Ah  !"  faid  the  Oghing  peer,  "  had  B — te  been 
"  true. 

Nor  G 's,  nor  B -d'spromifes  been  vain, 

Far  other  fcenes  than  this  had  grac'd  our  view. 

And  realiz'd  the  horrors  which  we  feign. 

"  Purg'd  by  the  fword,  and  purify'd  by  fire. 
Then  had  we  feen  proud  JLondon'c  hated  walls; 

Owls  fhould  have  hooted  in  St.  Peter's  choir. 
And  foxes  flunk  and  litter'd  in  St.  Paul's." 

ODE  FOR  MUSIC. 

Performed  at  the  Senate-hovp  at  Cambridge.,  fuly  I. 
1 ,  09,  at  the  Infallation  of  his  Grace  Auguflus  Hen' 
ry  Fiizroy,  Duke  of  Grafton,  Chancellor  of  the  Uns' 
veifity. 

"   Hence,  avaiint  ('tis  holy  grouiid), 
"  Conius,  and  his  midnight  crew, 
"   And  Ignorance  with  looks  profound, 
"   And  dreaming  Siotli  of  pallid  hue, 
"  Mad  Sedition's  cry  profane, 
"   Servitude  that  hug*  her  chain, 
"  Nor  in  thefcconfecrated  bowers  [flowers. 

"  Let  painted  Flattery  hide  her  ferpent-train  in 
"  Nor  Envy  hafe,  nor  creeping  Gain, 
"  Dare  the  Mufs's  walk  to  ftain, 
P 
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While  tright-cy'd  Science  watches  round  : 
*   Hence  away. 'tis  holy  ground!" 


Frini  yorder  realms  of  empyrean  day 
Bur:i:s  on  my  ear  th'  indignant  lay  : 
The-  c  (it  the  fainted  fage,  the  bard  divine, 
Th'.  iew  whom  Genius  gave  to  fhine 
Through  every  unborn  age  and  undifcover'd  clime. 
Rapt  in  celeftial  :ranfport  they, 
Yet  hither  oft  a  glance  from  high 
They  fend  of  tender  fympathy 
To  blefs  the  place,  where  on  their  opening  foul 
Firft  the  genuine  ardor  ftole. 
Twas  Milton  ftruck  the  deep-ton'd  fhell, 
And,  as  tlie  choral  warblings  r^und  him  fwell, 
Mc.°k  Newton's  felf  bends  from  his  ftate  lublime, 
And  ncds  his  hoary  head,  and  liftens  to  the  rhyme. 

Ye  brown  o'erarching  groves, 

That  CoBtemplation  loves, 

Where  wilioAy  Camu^  lingers  with  delight ! 

Oft  at  the  blufli  of  dawn 

1  trod  your  level  lawn, 

•  OK  'Aoo'd  the  gleam  of  Cynthia  filver-bright 
'   In  cloiflers  dim,  far  from  the  haunts  of  Folly, 

•  Wit):  Freedom  by  my  fide,  and  foft-ey'd  Melan- 

**  dioly." 
Bnt  hark  !  the  portails  found,  and  pacing  forth 
With  folemn  (leps  and  flow, 
High  potentates,  and  dames  of  royal  birth, 
And  mitred  fathers  in  long  order  go  : 
Great  »  Edward,  with  the  lilies  on  his  brow, 
From  haughty  Gallia  torn. 
And  fad  -j-Chatillon,  on  her  bridal  morn 
That  wept  her  bleeding  love,  and  princely  \  Clare, 
An.i  li  Anjou's  Heroine,  and  §  the  paler  Rofc, 
The  rival  of  her  crown  and  of  her  woes, 
And  "either  Henry  there, 
The  murder'd  faint,  and  the  majeftic  lord, 
That  broke  the  bonds  of  Rome. 
'(Their  tears,  their  little  triumphs  o'er, 


*  Edwnrdtle  Thirj  ;  iUjo  added  lie  Fleur  delysof 
Frame  to  the  arms  of  England.  Ht founded  Trir.ity-Coi- 

I  Mary  dc  ValiUthi,  Countefs  (f  Pembroke,  daughter 
vf  Guy  de  Chatilkn  Ccnite  de  St.  Paul  In  France  :  cf 
ijhom  tradition  fays,  that  her  hufland  Aiidemar  de  Fu- 
Icntia,  Earl  of  Pe'uihrolc,  -.vasfain  at  a  tournatrent  on  the 
day  rf/jis  nuptials.  She  -zvas  the  fouudrefs  of  PnnbroL- 
C'o!!:-gc,or  Hall,  uuder  the  name  cf  Aula  Maria  de  Fa- 
ientia. 

i.  Elizahthde  Burg,  Cr.untfs  of  Clare,  '■.cas  tvife  of 
John  de  Burg,  fon  and  heir  tfiheEcrl  of  LUfer,  and 
daughter  cf  Gilbert  de  Clare,  Earl  0/  Glouafer,  by  Joan 
c/' Acres, daughter  of  Edivard  the  F>f.  IL;-ce  tbepoci 
gives  her  the  epitlj  (fPriiuely.  Hhejojinded  Clarcllull. 

II  Margaret  of  Anjou,  -ccife  of  Henry  the  Sixtb-foiin- 
u'rfs  cf  ^een\-Co''tge.  The  ptet  has  celebrated  her 
lotijiigalfiicllty  in  a  former  ode. 

§  Elizabeth  Wid-oi'lc,  ii-ifc  of  Edivard  the  Fourth 
(I,  nee  called  th:  fat  ft  Rofe,  as  being  of  the  Houfe  of 
Tori.)  She  added  to  the  foundation  of  MargUrelef  An- 
jftu. 

**  Henry  the  Sixth  end  Eighth.  The  f 01  nierfhr foun- 
der cf  Kir.fr' sy  the  latter  the greaief  benefaihr  tu  Trinity- 
Cdhge. 


1  heir  human  pafltons  now  no  morf , 

Save  Charity,  that  glows  beyond  the  tomb) 

All  that  on  Granta's  fruitful  plain 

Rich  ftreams  of  regal  bounty  pour'd, 

And  b;.de  thefe  awful  fanes  and  turrets  rife, 

To  hail  their  Fitzroy's  feftal  morning  come ; 

And  thus  they  fpeak,  in  foft  accord, 

'1  he  liquid  language  of  the  Ikies : 

"  What  is  grandeur,  what  is  power  ? 

"  Heavier  toil,  fuperir.r  pain, 

"   What  the  brighr  reward  we  gain  ? 

"  The  grateful  memory  of  the  good. 

"  Sweet  is  the  breath  of  vernal  (bower, 

"    Fhe  bee'^  colle<9;ed  treafure's  fweet, 

"  Sweet  Mufic's  melting  fall,  but  fweeter  yet 

"  The  ftill  fniall  voice  of  Gratitude." 

Foremoft,  and  leaning  from  her  golden  cloud, 
The  f  venerable  Marg'ret  fee  ! 

Welcome,  my  noble  fon,"  fhe  cries  aloud, 
lo  this,  thy  kindred  train,  and  me  : 
Pleas"d  in  thy  lineaments,  we  trace 
A  \  I'udor's  fire,  a  Beaufort's  grace. 

'   Thy  liberal  heart,  thy  judging  eye, 

'   The  ilower  unheeded  Ihall  defcry. 
And  bid  it  round  heaven's  altars  fhed 

■  'I'he  fragrance  of  its  blufhing  head  : 

'   Shall  raife  from  earth  the  latent  gem, 

'  To  glitter  on  the  diadem. 

'  Lo  !  Granta  waits  to  lead  her  blooming  band, 

'   Not  obvious,  not  obdrufive,  fne 

'   No  vulgar  [raife,  no  venal incenfe  flings; 

'  Nor  dares  with  Cuurtly  tongue  refin'd 

'   Prfjfane  thy  inborn  royalty  of  mind  : 

"  She  reveres  herfelf  and  thee. 

'    With  niodcR  pride  to  grace  thy  youthful  brow, 

"  The  laureat -wreath,    1|  that  Cecil -wore,    (he 

"  brings, 
"  And  to  thy  juft,  thy  gentle  hand 
"  Submits  the  fafces  of  her  fway, 
"   While  fpirits  bleft  above,  and  men  below, 
»*  Join  with  glad  voice  the  loud  fymphonious  lay. 

"   Through  the  wild  waves  as  they  roar, 
"   With  watchful  eye  and  dauntlefs  mien, 
'•  Thy  ftcady  courfe  of  honour  keep, 
"   Nor  fear  tiie  rocks,  nor  ieck  the  (liorc  ; 
"  1  he  (kar  of  Brunfwick  fniiles  ferene, 
"  And  gilds  the  horrors  o£  the  deep." 


"f 


A  LONG  STORYS- 

In  Britain's  ifle,  no  matter  where. 
An  ancient  pile  of  building  ftands: 

f  Coun-efs  of  Richmond  and  P)nby ;  the  mother  ^ 
Henr-i  the  Seventh,  foiindrefs  of  St.  John's  and  Chr'ifi' 
Cofle'Tcs. 

t  'The  count  f  Koas  a  Beaiftri,  and  married  to  a  Tu- 
dor ;'  heme  the  application  of  this  line  to  the  Duke  ofGraJ- 
ton,  who  claims  defcentfrttn  both  ihcp  families. 

II  Lord  Trecrfurcr  Burleigh  iras  Chancellor  of  the 
Unii'crfits,  in  the  reign  of  ^i  en  Elizabeth. 

§  Lady  Cobh.im,  ivho  frf  lived  at  the  manfion-houfe 
at -Stoke- Pogis,  having  read- and  admired  the  Klegy  m  a 
Country  Chuvch-ynrd,in  ALS.  few/led  lo  be  ac^uuinl^ 
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The  HuntJngdons  and  Rations  there 
Employ 'd  the  power  of  fairy  liands 

To  raifc  the  ceiUng's  fretttd  height, 
Each  pannel  in  atchievements  clothing. 
Rich  windows  that  exclude  the  light, 
And  paffages,  that  lead  to  nothing  *. 

Full  oft  within  the  fpadous  walls. 
When  he  had  fifty  winters  o'er  him, 
t  My  grave  Loid-keeper  led  the  brawls; 
The  feal  and  maces  danc'd  before  him. 

His  bulhy  beard,  and  fhoe-ftriags  green, 
His  high-crown'd  hat,  and  fattin  doublet, 
Mov'd  the  flout  heart  of  England's  queen. 
Though  Pope  and  Spaniard  could  not  trouble  it. 

What,  in  the  very  tirfl  beginning  ! 
Shame  of  the  verfifying  tribe  ! 
Your  hiftory  whither  are  you  fpinniiig  I 
Can  you  do  nothing  but  defcribe? 

A  houfe  there  is  (and  that's  enough)  , 

From  whence  one  fatal  morning  iffues 
:|;  A  brace  of  warriors,  not  in  b;,iT, 
But  ruftling  in  their  filks  and  tifTues. 

The  firfl  came  cap-a-pee  from  France, 
Her  conquering  defliny  fulfilling. 
Whom  meaner  beauties  eye  aflcance. 
And  vainly  ape  her  art  of  killing. 

The  other  amazon  kind  heaven 
Had  arm'd  with  fpirft,  wit,  and  fatirc  : 
But  Cobham  had  the  polifli  given. 
And  tipp'd  her  arrows  with  good-nature. 

To  celebrate  her  eyes,  her  air — 
Coarfe  panegyrics  would  but  teafe  her. 
Mcliffa  is  her  iiom  de guerre. 
Alas,  who  would  not  wifh  to  pleafe  her ! 

tl  ivith  the  author ;  accorcHngl-^  her  relntioii,  M'rfs  Sp  -ed, 
and  had-^  Scbaub,  then  at  h-r  houje,  undertcok  to  briyg 
this  about  iy  makhtg  him  the  firjl  v'lj'it.  He  happened  to 
ic  from  home  ivhcn  the  Lidies  arrived  at  his  aunt'sjilita- 
ry  maiijwu  ,  and,  icLeu  he  returned,  n.vas furprifcd  to jlnd, 
ivritten  on  one  of  his  papers,  in  the  pariiiiir  lohere  he  ufu- 
ally  read,  the  folloiuing  note  :  "  Lad\i  Scbaub's  covip'.:- 
"  ments  to  Mr.  Gray  ;  Jke  isforrf  not  to  have  found  bin: 
*'  at  home,  to  tell  hi ?n  thai  Lady  Broii^n  is  iiery  luell." 
This  ne.-ejjlirily  cblio-cd  him  to  return  the  ''aifit,  and  foon 
ff'-er  indf.jed  him  to  compofe  a  ludicrous  account  of  this  lit- 
tle adventure,  for  the  a>!uifcmcnt  of  the  ladins  in  qvef.ion. 

*  The  niavfion-hciife  at  Stole-I'ogis,  then  in  the  pof- 
fejf'on  of  Vifcoimiefs  Cobham.  The  flyle  pf  building, 
li'hicl}  ivenozv  call  l^een  Elizabeth's,  is  here  admirably 
a'efcribid,  both  •zviih  regard  to  its  beaulies  and  J ef  efts  ;  and 
the  third  and  fourth flanzas  delinec'c  thefintajlic  manners 
of  her  time  ivith  equal  truth  and  humour.  The  houfe  for- 
'iiierly  belonged  to  the  Earls  of  Hi:ntingdon,andth: family 
•ef  Hattan.. 

f  Sir  Chrijlopher  Hatlon,  from.oted  hy  ^jteen  FJi^a- 
lith  Jor  his  graceful  per  fun  and  Jine  dancing.  Uraivls 
'Were  ajort  cffgiire  dance,  then  iii  vogue. 

\  The  reaJer  is  already  apprifcd  icho  thefe  ladies  icere ; 
the  tiva  defer iptioKs  are  prettily  contr^ftedi  and  mthivg 
ran  Ic  tnorc  happily  tut  ned  than  ihe  compliment  in  Lady 
Cibbam,  in  tin.  eighth  Jlanza% 
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With  bonnet  blue  and  capuchine. 
And  aprons  long,  they  hid  their  armour. 
And  veil'd  their  weapons  bright  and  keen, 
In  pity  to  the  country  farmer. 

Fame,  in  the  fhape  of  *  Mr.  P — t 
(By  this  time  all  the  parilh  know  it), 
Had  told,  that  thereabouts  there  lurk'd 
A  wicked  imp  they  call  a.  poet ; 

Who  jlrowl'd  the  country  far  and  near, 
Bewitch'd  the  children  of  the  peafants, 
Dried  up  the  cows,  and  lam'd  the  deer. 
And  I'uck'd  the  egg?,  and  kili'd  the  pheafants. 

My  lady  heard  their  joint  petition. 
Swore  by  her  coronet  and  ermine. 
She'd  ilTue  out  her  high  commiffion. 
To  rid  the  manor  of  fuch  vermin. 

The  heroines  undertook  the  talk. 
Through  lanes  unknown,  o'tr  fliles  they  vcntur'd, 
Rap'd  at  the  door,  nor  ftay'd  to  allc, 
But  bounce  into  the  parlour  enter'd. 

The  trembling  family  they  daunt. 
They  flirt,  they  ling,  they  laugh,  they  tattle, 
Rummage  his  mother,  pinch  his  aunt. 
And  up  flairs  in  a  whirlwiiid  rattle. 

Each  hole  and  cubboard  they  explore, 
Each  creek  and  cranny  of  Ids  chamber. 
Run  hurry-lkurry  round  the  floor. 
And  o'er  the  bed  and  teller  clamber; 

Into  the  drawers  and  china  pry. 
Papers  and  books  a  huge  imbroglio! 
Under  a  tea-cup  he  might  lie. 
Or  creas'd,  like  dogs-ears,  in  a  folio. 

On  the  firft  marching  of  the  troops 
The  Mufes,  hopelefs  of  his  pardon, 
Convey'd  him,  underneath  their  hoops, 
To  a  (mall  clofet  in  the  garden. 

So  Rumour  fays  :  (who  will  believe) 
But  that  they  left  the  door  a-jar. 
Where,  fafe  and  laughing  in  liis  fleeve,    ■ 
He  haard  the  dillant  din  of  war. 

Short  was  his  joy.    He  little  knew 
riie  power  of  magic  was  no  fable  ; 
Out  of  ciie  i\  indow,  wiflc,  they  flew, 
But  left  a  fpell  upon  the  table. 

Tlie  words  too  eager  to  unriddle. 
The  poet  felt  a  (Irange  diforder  : 
Transparent  bird-lime  foi  m'd  the  middle,  " 
And  chains  invifiblt  the  border. 

So  cunning  was  the  apparatus. 
The  powerful  pot-hooks  dia  io  mnve  him, 
rhai:,  will  he,  niil  he,  to  the  Great.-houfe 
.4e  went,  as  if  the  devil  drove  him. 

Yet  on  hif  way  (no  fign  of  gtace. 
For  folks  in  fear  are  apt  to  prayj, 

*  This  gentleman,  a  neighbour  cni  acquaintan-e  of 
Gray's  in  the  country,  -was  niub  difl-jfed  at  tie  Ib.rly 
here  taken  ivith  his  name  ;  yel,furely,  iviSh-jut  any  gic''i 
reafon.  ,     . 

■        Fij 
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To  Phcb'js  he  preferr'd  his  cafe, 
And  begg'd  his  aid  that  dreadful  day. 

The  godhead  would  have  backdhis  quarrel; 
But  with  a  bluih,  on  recolleAiim, 
Ow   'd  that  his  quiver  and  his  laurel 
'Gainft  four  fuch  eyes  were  ho  protedion. 

The  court  was  fat,  the  culprit  there, 
Forth  from  the  gloomy  man  lions  creeping, 
The  Lady  Janes  and  Joar.s  repair,         . 
And  from  the  galkry  fland  peeping  : 

Such  as  in  (ilence  of  the  night 
Come  (fweep)  al  ng  fome  winding  entry, 
(Styuck  '  has  often  fern  the  fight) 
Oi  at  the  chapel-door  ftand  ccntry: 

In  peaked  hoods  and  mantles  tarnifli"d, 
Sour  vifages,  enough  to  fcare  yc. 
High  dames  of  honour  once,  that  gcrnifli'd 
The  drawii^g-room  of  fierce  Qneen  Mary. 

The  veerefs  comes.  The  audience  ftare, 
And  dnfF  their  hats  with  due  fubniiflion': 
She  curtfies,  as  (he  takes  her  chair, 
To  all  the  people  of  couditinn. 

The  bard   with  many  an  artful  fib. 

Had  in  imagination  fer.c'd  hina, 

Difprov'd  tlie  arguments  of  f  Squib, 

And  ail  that  \  Groom  could  urge  againfl  him. 

But  foon  his  rhetoric  forfook  him, 
When  he  the  folemn  hall  had  feen ; 
A  fudden  fit  of  ague  (hook  him. 
He  flood  as  mute  as  poor  ||  Macleane. 

Yet  fomething  he  was  heard  to  mutter  :  _ 
"  How  in  the  park,  beneath  an  old  tree 
"   (Without  defign  to  hurt  the  butter, 
"  Or  any  malice  to  the  poultry), 

"   He  I  nee  or  twice  had  penn'd  a  fonnet : 
"  Yf  t  hop'd  thar  he  miglit  fdve  his  bacon  ; 
"  Numbers  would  give  their  oaths  upon  it, 
"  He  ne  cr  was  for  a  conj'rer  taken." 

The  ghoftly  prudes,  with  hagged  §  face. 
Already  had  condemn  d  the  finncr. 
My  lady  rofe,  and  with  a  grace — 
She  fmil'd,  and  bid  him  come  to  dinner  ^. 

"   Jefu -Maria!  Madam  Bridget, 
"   Why,  what  can  the  Vifcountcfs  mean  ?" 
Cried  the  fquare-hoods  in  woeful  fidget, 
"  The  times  are  alter  d  quite  and  ckan  ! 


*   T':e  Loiifi-ieejier. 

f    Thtfe^u-ard. 

^   C:-oo;:i  of  ike  thamher. 

|{   A  famous  highicasmnii,  haiigeJ  the  ivceh  liforf. 

5  Hagged,  i.  e.  the  face  of  a  iviich  or  hag  ;  the  epi- 
thet Hagard  has  beenfometimes  mifiaken,  as  ecnvcying  the 
Jume  .dea  ;  but  it  means  a  veiv  Jijferent  thing,  viz.  •wild 
and  farouche,  and  is  taken  from  an  unreclaimed  baivk, 
cal'ed  an  hagard. 

^  Here  thcflory  fnijhei  ;  the  exclamaticti  ,of  the ghofl s 
•uhicbfcllciv;,  is  characi.rif.ic  of  the  Spanfh  manners  of 
?/'.•  aoe,  ivhen  they  are  fuppcfed  to  ha-ve  lived ;  and  the 
t.QO  fiunz.as,  faid  to  Z-»  IcJ},  viay  be  imagined  to  contain 
the  remainder  ef  their  leng—winied  expofiulaiion. 


"  Decorum's turn'J  to  mere  civility; 
"   Her  air  and  all  her  manners  fhow  it. 
"   Commend  me  to  her  affability  ! 
"  Speak  to  a  commoner  and  poet !" 

[Here  ^CO  Jianzas  are  l^."] 
And  fo  God  fave  onr  noble  king. 
And  guard  us  from  long-winded  lubbers, 
rhat  to  eternity  would  fing, 
And  keep  my  lady  from  her  rubbers. 

GRAY  OF  HIMSELF. 

Too  poor  for  a  bribe,-  and  too  proud  to  importune, 
He  had  not  the  method  of  making  a  fortune  ; 
Could  love  and  could  hate,  fo  was  thought  fome- 
thing odd. 
No  very  great  wit,  he  believ'd  in  a  God  : 
A  poft  or  a  penfion  he  did  not  defire. 
But  left  church  and  Hate  to  Charles  Townfliend 
and  Squire. 

Elegia:  Verfes   oeeafioned  by  the   Sight  of  the    Plaint^ 
•where  the  Battle  of  ^rebia  -was  fought. 

Qua  Treble  glaucas  falice*  interfecat  unda, 

Arvaque  Ronianis  nobilitata  mails. 
Vifus  adhuc  amnis  vcteri  de  clade  rubere, 

Et  fufpirantes  ducere  mxilus  aquas ; 
Maurorumque  ala,  et  nigrse  increbrefcere  tnrms, 

Et  puifa  Aufonidum  ripa  fonare  fuga. 

Defcrlption  of  the  fuddeu  >  iftng  of  JWonte  Nuovo,  near 
Fuzzoli,  and  of  the  deflru6iion  ivhich  attended  it.  * 

Nec  procul  infelix  fe  tollit  in  athcra  Gauru?, 
Profpiciens  vitreum  lugenti  Venice  pontum  : 
Triftior  ille  diu,et  veteri  defuetus  olivi 
Gaurus,  pampineajque  eheujam  nefcius  umbrje  ; 
Horrendi  tarn  fasva  premit  vicinia  montis, 
Attonitumque  urget  latus,  exuritque  ferentem. 

Nam  fama  efl:  olim,  media  dum  rura  filebant 
No(5le,  Deo  vicSa,  et  moUi  perfufa  quiete, 
Infremuiffe  aquor  ponti,  auditamque  per  omnes 
Late  tellurem  furdiim  immugire  cavenias  : 
0^0  fonitu   nemora  alta  tremunt ;  tremit  ezcita 

tuto 
PartheropTa  Hnu,  flammantifque  ora  Vefevi. 
At  fublto  fe  aperire  folum,  valtofque  rccelTus 
I'andcre  fub  pedibus,  nigiaque  voragine  fauces ; 
Pum  piceas  cineruni  glomerare  fub  atherc  nubes 
Vurticibus  rapidis,  ardentique  imbrc  procellam. 
P'recipites  fugere  ferjc,  pcrque  avia  longe 
Syivarum  fugit  pador,  juga  per  deferta. 
Ah,  mifcr  !  increpitans  fxpe  alta  voce  per  umbram 
Nequicquam  natos,  creditque  audire  ftqueutes. 
Atque  ille  excelfo  rupis  de  vertice  folus 
Rclpe<Sans  notafque  domos,  et  dulcia  regna, 
Nil  u'quam  vidct  infelix  pr.xter  mare  trifti 
Lumine  percufTum,  et  pallentts  fulphure  campos, 
Fumumquc,  flammafque,  rotataque  turbine  faxa. 
Qiiin  ubi  detonuit  fragor,  et  lux  reddita  coelo ; 
Msellos  confluere  agricolas,  pafluque  videres 
I'andem  iterum  timido  deferta  requirere  taiSa  : 

•  See  Sandys' t  Travels^  B.  4./.  27J, — 178. 
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a;^ 


Speratito,  fi  forte  oculis,  fi  forte  darentnr 
Uxorum  cineres,  miferorum  veoffa  parentuni 
(Tenuia,  fed  tanti  faltem  folatia  lu<5lus) 
Una  colligere  ct  jufta  componere  in  urna. 
Uxoum  nufquam  cineres,  ni-fquam  ofia  parentum 
(Spcm  miferam!)  affuetofve  Lares,  Tautrura  vijle- 

buiit. 
Quippe  ubi  planitics  campi  diffufa  jacebat ; 
Mons  novus  ;  ille  fupercilium,  froutemque  favilla 
Incanum  oftentans,  ambuftis  cautibus,  squcr 
Subje(Sum,  ftragemquc  fuaai,  nijefta  arva,  minaci 
Defpicit  imperio,  folnque  in  littore  regnat. 

Hinc  infame  loci  noiiicn,  multofque  per  annos 
Immemor  antiqux  laudis,  nefcire  labores 
Vomeris,  et  ruUo  tellus  revirefcere  cultu. 
Non  avium  colles,  non  carmine  matutino 
Fafiorum  refonare  ;  adeo  undique  dim-  habebat 
Infoniies  late  horror  agros  faltuque  vacantcs. 
Sseplus  et  longe  dctorquens  navira  proram 
Mo;.ilrabat  digito  littus,  fajvjequc;  revolvers 
fiinera  narrabat  nod  is,  veteremque  ruiwani. 

Mentis  adhuc  facies  manet  hirta   atque   afpera 
laxis  : 
Sed  furor  extindua  jamdudum,  et  flamma  quievit, 
Qux  nafcenti  aderat ;  fcu  forte  bituminis  atri 
Dcfluxere  olim  rivi,  atque  iiToeta  lacuna 
Pabula  fufficere  ardori,  virefque  recufat ; 

Sive  in  vifceribus  meditans  incendia  jam  nunc 
(Horrendiim)  arcanis  glomerat  genii  effe  futurse 
Exifio,  fparfos  tacitufque  recolligit  ignes. 
Raro  per  ciivos  baud  fecius  ordine  vidi 
Canefcentem  oleam  :  longum  poft  tempps  amidi 
Vite  virent  tumuki ;  patriamque  revifere  gaudens 
Bacchus  in  affuetis  tenerum  caput  exerit  arvis 
Vix  tandem,  infidoque  audet  fe  credere  ccslo. 

Jm'ttafion  of  an  Italian  Sonnet  of  Sig.  Abbati  Buondel- 
monte, 

Spesso  Amor  fotto  la  forma 

D'amifla  ride,  e  s'afconde  : 

Poi  0  mifchia,  e  fi  confonde 

Con  lo  fdegno,  e  col  rancor. 

In  Pictade  ei  fi  trasforma  ;  • 

Par  traftullo,  e  par  difpetto  : 

Ma  nel  fuo  diverfo  afpetto 

Jempr'egi,  c  Tifteflb  Axn*r. 


Lufit  amicitis  interdum  velatus  amlcitu, 
Et  bene  compufita  vefte  fcfellit  Amor. 

Mox  irje  affumfit  cultus,  faciemque  minantem, 
Inque  odium  verfus,  vcrfus  et  in  lacrymas  : 

Ludentem  fugc,  nee  lacrymanti,  aut  crede  furenti ; 
Idem  eft  difllmih  femper  in  ore  Deus. 

TRANSLATION  FROM  STATIUS. 
Third  in  the  labour*  of  the  difc  came  on. 
With  llurdy  ftep  and  flow,  Hippomedon; 
Artfal  and  ftrong  he  pois'd   the   well  known") 
weight,  f 

By  Phlegyas  warn'd,  and  fir'd  by  Mneftheus  fate,  C 
That  to  avoid,  and  tnis  to  emulate.  J 

Hi."  vigorous  arm  he  try'd  before  he  flung, 
Brac'd  ail  his  nerves,  and  every  finew  rtrung  ; 
Then  with  a  tempeft's  whirl  and  wary  eye, 
Purlu'd  his  caft,  and  hurl'd  the  orb  on  high  ; 
The  orb  on  high  tenacious  of  its  courfe. 
True  ti)  the  mighty  arm  that  gave  ic  force, 
Far  overleaps  all  bound,  and  joys  to  fee 
It-  ancient  lord  fecure  of  vidory. 
The  theatre's  green  height  and  woody  wall 
IVemble  ere  it  precipitates  i's  fall, 
The  ponderous  niafs  fi:  ks  in  the  cleaving  ground. 
While  vales  and  v.-ood-  and  echoing  hills  rebound. 
As  when  from  JEma's  fmoking  fnmmit  broke, 
The  eyelefs  Cycl-^ps  heav'd  the  craggy  rock; 
Where  ocean  frets  beneath  the  dafhing  oar, 
And  parting  furges  round  the  veffel  roar ; 
'  I'was  there  he  aim'd  the  meditated  harm, 
And  Ic^rce  Ulyfles  'fcap'd  his  giant  arm. 
A  tigers  pride  the  vidor  bore  away. 
With  native  fpots  and  artful  labour  gay, 
A  (hining  border  round  the  margin  roll'd. 
And  calm'd  the  terrors  of  his  claws  in  gold. 

A  FAREWEL  TO  FLORENCE. 

*  *  On  Fxfulx  amsna 
Frigoribusjuga,  nee  iiimiiim  fpirantibus  auris  ! 
Alma  quibus  Tufci  Pallas  decus  Apennini 
Eflc  dedit,  glaucaqne  fua  canefctre  fylvi  ! 
Non  ego  vos  pofthac  Arni  de  valle  videbo 
Porticibuscircum,  &  candenri  cinda  corona 
Viliarum  longe  iiitido  confurgere  dorfo, 
Antiquamvt  ^dem,  et  veteres  prjeterre  CupreiTus 
Mirabor,  tedifque  fupcr  pendentia  tcda. 
Piij 
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RICHARD    WEST,    ESQ;, 


Containing 


ODES, 

EPISTLES, 

ELEGIES, 

IMITATIONS, 

Ufa. 

t:fc. 

IS'c. 

To  which  it  prefixed 
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In  vain  to  me  the  fmiling  mornings  fhine. 
And  reddening  Phoebus  lifts  his  golden  fire. 
The  birds  in  vain  their  am'rous  defcant  join, 
Or  cheerful  fields  refume  their  green  attire. 
Thefe  ears,  alas !  for  other  notes  repine, 
A  different  objed  do  thefe  eyes  require  ; 
My  lonely  anguifli  melts  no  heart  but  mine. 
And  in  my  bread  th'  imperfe£t  joys  expire; 
Yet  morning  fmiles  the  bufy  race  to  cheer. 
And  new-born  pleafure  brings  to  happier  men, 
The  fields  to  all  their  wonted  tribute  bear. 
To  warm  their  little  loves  the  birds  complain, 
I  fruitlefs  mourn  to  him  that  cannot  hear, 
And  weep  the  more  becaufe  I  weep  in  vain. 

GRAr'S  SONNET  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  WEST. 
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Tjie  few  melancholy  incidents  which  form  the  flender  hiftory  of  the  life  of  West,  were  given 
to  the  world  by  Mr.  Mafon,  in  bis  ".Memoirs  of  the  life  of  Gray,"  together  with  hi»  poetical  rer 
mains,  and  whatever  was  moft  valuable  of  his  profe  writings,  confifling  chiefly  of  his  correfpond- 
cnce  with  Gray. 

Richard  Weft  was  born  in  1716.  His  father,  Richard  Weft,  Efq.  was  Lord  Chancellor  of  Ire- 
land, during  the  two  laft  years  of  the  reign  of  George  I.  His  grandfather,  by  the  mother,  the  cele- 
brated Bifhop  Burnet. 

He  was  educated  at  Eton  School,  where  he  formed  an  acquaintance  with  Gray,  which  was  im-i 
proved  by  a  fimilarity  of  tafte  and  of  purfuits  into  a  friendfliip  of  uncommon  ardour  and  fincerity. 

He  removed  from  Eton  to  Chrift-Church  College,  Oxford,  in  1734,  about  the  fame  time  that 
Gray  left  that  place  for  Cambridge.  Each  of  them  carried  with  him  the  reputation  of  an  excellent 
claffical  fcholar;  though,  it  is  faid,  that  at  the  time  Weft's  genius  was  reckoned  the  nioft  brilliant 
of  the  two;  a  judgment  which,  in  Mr.  Mafon's  opinion,  was  not  well  founded. 

At  the  time  of  his  leaving  School,  he  commenced  a  correfpondence  with  Gray,  which  continued, 
with  very  little  intermiflion,  for  the  fpace  of  about  eight  years. 

This  correfpondence,  which  is  included  in  the  colledlion  of  letters  publifhed  by  Mr.  Mafon.  afcer- 
tains  not  only  the  fcope  and  turn  of  their  genius,  but  of  their  temper.  It  includes  alfo  feveral  fpe. 
cimens  of  their  juvenile  compofitions,  and  at  the  fame  time  marks  the  progrefs  they  had  made  id 
Jiteraturc. 

"  Though  Mr,  Weft's  part  of  that  correfpondence,"  fays  Mr.  Mafon,  "  will  undoubtedly  fhoW 
that  he  poireffed  very  extraordinary  talents,  yet,  on  Mr.  Gray's  fide,  there  feems,  fuperadded  to  thefc« 
fuch  a  manly  precifion  of  tafte,  and  maturity  of  judgment,  as  would  induce  one  to  believe  Mr.  Wal- 
pole's  phrafe  not  very  hyperbolical,  who  has  often  afTerted  to  me  that  "  Gray  never  was  a  boy." 

The  letters  are  chara(fterized  by  an  elegant  fimplicity,  derived  from  a  diligent  ftudy  of  the  beft 
cladical  models,  and  cannot  fail  to  be  acceptable  to  fuch  ingenious  youths,  who  being  about  the 
feme  age,  have  a  relifti  for  the  fame  ftudies,  and  bofoms  fufceptible  of  the  fame  warmth  of  friend- 
•ihip. 

"  Next  to  feeing  you,"  fays  Weft,  in  his  letter  to  Gray,  dated  November  14.  1735,  "  is  the  pleafure 
of  feeing  your  handwriting;  next  to  hearing  you  is  the  pleafure  of  hearing  from  you.  Really  and 
fincerely  I  wonder  at  you  that  you  thought  it  not  worth  while  to  anfwer  my  laft  letter.  I  hope 
this  will  have  better  fuccefs  in  behalf  of  your  quondam  fchoolfellow ;  in  behalf  of  one  who  has 
'walked  hand  in  hand  with  you,  like  the  two  children  in  the  wood, 

Through  many  a  flowery  path  and  fheliy  grot, 
*     Where  learning  luH'd  us  in  her  private  maze." 
This  laft  espreffion  prettily  diftinguifhes  their  ftudies,  when  out  of  the  public  fchool,  which  woul4 
naturally,  at  their  age,  he  vague  and  defultory. 

The  relifa  he  had  contra<fted  for  polite  literature,  before  his  removal  to  Oxford,  rendered  the  ab- 
ilrufe  ftudies  which  occupy  the  attention  of  young  men,  altogether  taftelefs  and  irkfome. 

"  Song  wasliis  favourite  and  firft  purfuit."  Minfirel,  Book  I.  Stanza  57. 

"  As  yet,"  he  writes  Gray,  May  24.   1736,  "  I  have  not  looked  into  Sir  Ifaac.     Public  difputa- 

tlonsjlhate;  mathematics  I  reverence;  hiftory,  morality,  and  natural  philofophy,  have  the  greatefl 

charms  in  my  eye;  but  who  can  forget  poetry  ?  they  call  it  idlenefs,  but  it  is  furely  the  moft  eO'» 

|hauting  thing  in  the  woild,  "  ac  duke  otium  et  poene  omni  cegotio  pulchriuf," 
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Ii>  the  December  following,  he  exhorted  his  friend,  whofe  thoughts  were  direiflcd  to  the  ftudy 
of  the  law,  as  a  profeflion  for  life,  "  not  to  throw  poetry,  like  a  naufeous  weed,  away,  but  to 
cfaerifh  its  fwcets  io  hia  befomAV— ^ —  i. :,- 

Mix  with  your  grave  dcfigns  a  little  pleafure, 
Each  day  of  buHnefs  has  its  hour  of  leifure. 

As  a  proof  of  his  attachment  to  his  claffic  companions,  "  I  have  fent  you,*'  fays  he,  "  an  elegy  of 
TiiuUus  tranflated.  Tibullus,  you  muft  know,  is^my  favourite  elegiac  poet ;  for  his  language  is  more 
elegant,  and  his  thoughts  more  natural  than  Ovid's.  Ovid  excels  him  only  in  wit,  of  which  no  poet 
had  more,  in  my  opinion.  The  reafon  I  choofe  fo  melancholy  a  kind  of  poefy,  is  becaufe  my  low 
fpirits  and  confiant  ill  health  (things  in  me  not  imaginary  as  you  furmife,  but  too  real,  alas !  and 
I  fear  conftitutional)  have  tuned  my  heart  to  elegies  of  woe."  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  Mr.  Mafon 
has  omitted  this  verfion,  only  becaufe  it  is  a  mere  verfion,  and  becaufe  it  is  not  written  in  alternate, 
but  heroic  rhyme,  which  he  thinks  is  not  t!  e  fpecies  of  Englifli  meafure  adapted  to  elegiac  poetry. 

In  1737,  he  addreffed  to  Gray,  and  his  friends  at  Cambridge,  the  beautiful  elegiac  cpiftle,  u^d 
Am'.cei,  imitated  from  Elegy  V.  Book  III.  of  Tibullus,  and  a  letter  of  Pope's,  in  ficknefs,  to  Steele. 
"  This  melancholy  elegy,  and  this  melancholy  letter,"  fays  he,  "  1  turned  into  a  more  melancholy 
epiftle  of  my  own,  during  my  ficknefs,  in  the  way  of  imitation  ;  and  this  I  fend  to  you  and  my 
friends  at  Cambridge,  not  to  divert  them,  for  it  cannot ;  but  merely  to  {how  them  how  fincere  I 
was  when  lick." 

Almoft  all  'Tiiullus's  elegy  is  imitated  in  this  eplftle,  from  whence  his  tranfition  to  Pope's  letter 
IS  very  artfully  contrived,  and  befpeaks  a  degree  of  judgment  much  beyond  his  years. 

In  Spring  1738,  he  left  Chrift-Church  for  the  Inner-Temple,  and  Gray  removed  from  Cambridge 
to  town  the  latter  end  of  that  year,  intending  alfo  to  apply  hlmfelf  to  the  ftudy  of  the  law  in  the 
fame  fociety. 

Upon  this  occafion,  Gray  addreffed  to  him  the  delicate  "  Sapphic  Ode,"  beginning  "  Barbaras 
cdes  aditure  mecum,"  virith  the  following  beautiful  Alcaic  fragment : 

O  lachrymarum  fons,  tenero  facros 
Diicentium  ortus  ex  animo  ;  quater 

Fcelix  !  in  imo  qui  fcatentem 

Pedore  te,  pia  Nympha,  fenfit. 

It  may  perhaps  be  faid,  without  paying  too  great  a  compliment  to  Gray's  genius,  that  no  poej 
of  the  Auguflan  age  ever  produced  four  more  perfed  lines,  or  what  would  fooner  impofe  on  the 
beft  critic,  as  being  a  genuine  ancient  compofitidn. 

To  Gray's  elegant  ode,  Weft  returned  a  Latin  £le£y,  beginning  !^td  miLi  tam  grata  mrfijii  dona 
CaCTeme,  written  September  17. 1738- 

He  fpent  the  greateft  part  of  the  winter  with  his  mother  and  fitters  at  Epfom,  during  which  time 
feveral  letters  paffed  between  the  tv/o  friends,  on  fubjecSs  of  literature  and  their  clalTical  fludies. 

In  the  fpring  1739,  Gray  went  abroad  with  Mr.  Walpolc,  and  fpent  near  two  years  in  travel- 
ling through  France  and  Italy,  from  whence  he  tranfmitted  to  Weft  and  his  parents,  from  time  to 
time,  entertaining  accounts  of  the  places  he  vifited,  interfperfed  occafionally  with  fome  cxquifitely 
finilhcd  pieces  of  Latin  poetry,  which  he  compoftd  on  the  fpot,  for  the  entertainment  of  his  friend. 

Nothing  that  Gray  faw  was  fuffered  to  efcape  him.  From  no  relation,  though  purpofcly  de- 
figncd  for  the  public  eye,  can  fo  much  information  be  drawn  as  from  his  cafual  letters ;  and  the 
elegant  eafe  of  hisepiftolary  ftyle  has  a  charm  in  it  for  all  readers  of  true  tafte. 

During  this  interval  of  his  friend's  abfence.  Weft  refided  at  the  Temple,  with  little  attention  to 
thebufincfiof  the  place.  His  thoughts  were  direfted  towards  the  law;  but  he  hung  back  with 
fond  reludance  on  the  mufe. 

While  Gray  was  at  Florence,  1740,  he  addreffed  to  him  a  Latin  E'.egy,  beginning,  Ergo  defidle 
iv'ideor  tibi  erimine  Jigmts,  expreffmg  his  wafhes  to  fee  Italy  and  Greece. 

Finding  that  his  averfion  to  the  profeflion  for  which  he  had  deftincd  himfelf,  became  almoft  ia- 
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fuperabici  be  wrcte  to  Gray  on  the  fubjedt,  exprefling,  in. the  ftrongefl  manner,  the  f««»«'  that  almoSt, 
overwhelmed  him,  and  intimating  his  having  quitted  the  Temple. 

"  I  lived  at  the  Temple,"  he  writes  hisfriend,  June  5.  1740^'  "  till  I  was  fick  of  It.  I  have  juft 
left  it ;  and  I  find  myfelf  as  much  a  lawyer  as  I  was  when  I  was  in  it.  It  is  certain,  at  leaft,  I  may 
ftudy  the  law  here  as  well  as  I  could  there.  My  being  in  chambers  did  not  fignify  to  me  a  pinch  of 
fnufT.  They  tell  me  my  father  was  a  lawyer,  and,  as  you  know,  eminent  in  the  profeflion  ;  and 
fuch  a  circuniftance  muft  be  of  advantage  to  me.  My  uncle  [Burnet]  too  makes  fome  figure  in 
Weftminftcr  Hall;  and  there's  another  advantage  :  Then  my  grandfather's  name  wou!d  get  me 
many  friends.  Is  it  not  ftrange  that  a  young  fellow  that  might  enter  the  world  with  lb  many  ad- 
vantages will  not  know  his  own  intereft  ?"  &c.  &c. 

To  this  letter,  written  apparently  in  much  agitation  of  mind,  which  he  endeavours  to  conceal 
hy  an  unufual  careielTncfs  of  manner,  Gray  returned  an  anfwer  which  preftnts  the  fineft  pit^ure 
of  the  writer's  mind,  and  is  replete  with  delicate  feeling,  manly  feiife,anJ  epillolary  eafe. 

"  You  are  yet  young,  have  fome  advantages  and  opportunities,  and  an  undoubted  capacity, 
which  you  have  never  yet  put  to  the  trial.  Set  apart  a  few  hours  ;  fee  how  the  firft  year  will  agree 
with  you,  and  at  the  end  of.  it  you  are  flill  the  mailer ;  if  you  change  your  mind,  you  will  only- 
have  got  the  knowledge  of  a  little,  fomevvhat.  that  can  do  no  hurt,  or  give  you  caufe  of  repentance. 
If  your  inclination  be  not  fixed  upon  any  thing  elfe,  it  is  a  fymptom  that  you  are  not  abfolutely 
determined  againfl  this,  and  warns  you  not  to  miftake  mere  indolence  for  inability." 

In  April  1 741,  he  communicated  to  Gray  the  flietch  of  a  tragedy  he  had  begun,  under  the  title 
of  Paufantas,  which  Gray  appears  to  have  criticifed  with  much  freedom  ;  but  Mr.  Mafon  did  not 
find  amo'ig  Gray's  papers  either  the  fketch  itfelf,  or  Gray's  free  critique  upon  it. 

In  the  September  following.  Gray  returned  to  England,  and  found  Weft  finking  under  the  pief- 
fure  of  ficknefs  and  a  load  of  family  misfortunes.  Thefc  the  fympathifing  heart  of  Gray  made  his 
own.  He  did  all  in  his  power,  for  he  was  now  with  him  in  London,  to  foothe  the  forrows  of  his 
friend ;  he  endeavoured  to  alleviate  them  by  every  office  of  the  pureft  and  moft  cordial  affedion. 
But  the  diftreffes  of  Weft's  mind  had  already  too  far  affetfted  a  body,  from  the  firft  weak  and  de- 
licate. His  health  vifibly  declined  during  the  winter,  and  as  the  fpring  advanced,  his  complaints 
terminated  in  a  deep  confumption. 

In  March  I74Z,  he  left  town,  and,  for  the  benefit  of  the  air,  went  to  Pope,  the  refidence  of 
David  Mitchell,  Efq    near  Hatfield  in  Hertfordfhire. 

His  firft  letter  to  Gray  from  that  place,  is  dated  March  28.  1742 ;  and  during  the  two  following 
months  they  maintained  a  conftant  correfpondence. 

His  letter,  dated  April  4.  contains  a  mafterly  critique  on  his  friend's  tragedy,  and  a  defcriptioti 
of  his  own  cough  in  Latin  hexameters,  which  "  has  this  remarkable  in  it,  that  it  was  the  produAioa 
of  four  o'clock  in  the  morning,  while  he  lay  in  his  bed  tr-ffing  and  coughing,  and  all  unable  to  fleep." 

His  health  daily  declined,  yet  he  continued  to  amufe  himftlf  with  poetical  compoiltion ,  and, 
on  May  5.  addreffed  to  his  friend,  the  beautiful  Ode  to  May,  with  this  modeft  introdudlion  :  "  I 
am  going  to  write  down  a  little  ode  (\i  it  defervcs  the  name)  for  your  perufal,  which  I  am  afraid 
will  hardly  ftand  the  teft  of  criticifm." 

"  I  rejoice,"  fays  Gray,  in  the  anfwer  which  he  returned,  May  8.  "  to  fee  you  putting  i;p  your 
prayers  to  the  May.  She  cannot  choofe  but  come  at  fuch  a  call.  It  is  as  light  and  genterl  as  her- 
felf.  The  firft  ftanza  (if  what  you  fay  to  me  in  it  did  not  make  me  think  it  the  heft)  I  fnould  call 
the  worft  of  the  five  (except  the  fourth  line).  The  two  next  are  very  pi^Sturefque,  Miltonic  and 
mufical ;  her  bed  is  fo  foft  and  fo  fnug  that  I  long  to  lie  with  her.  But  thefe  two  lines,  "  Great 
Nature,"  are  my  favourites.  The  exclamation  of  the  flowers  is  a  little  ftep  too  far.  The  lafl 
ftanza  is  full  as  good  as  the  fecond  and  third,  the  laft  line  bold,  but  I  think  not  too  bold." 

His  laft  letter  to  Gray  is  dated  May  11.  in  which  he  expoftulates  with  him  about  his  peculiar 
fpecies  of  melancholy  :  "  What,  are  there  no  joys  among  the  living  .?  Alphenc  immemor  atque  unani' 
mis  fal'e  fodalibtis"  and  concludes  with,  "  I  will  take  my  leave  of  you  for  the  prefent,  with  a  -vale 
ct  •uii'e  pauUfper  cum  vi-vis  ;"  fo  little  v/as  the  amiable  youth  then  aware  f^f  the  fhort  time  that  he 
fcimfelf  would  be  numbered  among  ths  living,    fiiu  this,  it  has  been  frequently  remaiked,  is  almoft 
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cbnftantly  the  cafe  with  fuch  perfons  as  die  of  that  mofl  rcmedilefs,  yet  moft  flattering  of  all  diftem-t 
pers,  a  conf'imption. 

**  Shall  humanity,"  fays  Mr.  MAfon,  "  be  thankful  or  forty  that  it  is  fo  ?  Thankful  fnrely.     For, 
as  this  malady  generally  attacks  tlie  young  and  the  innocent,  it  feems  the  merciful   intention  of- 
Heaven,  that  to  thefe  death  flimld  c<  me  unpeiceived.   and  as  it  were  by  ftealth,  diverted  of  one  of 
its  fharpeft  (lings,  the  lingering  expe<?cation  of  their  Oifrolu'ion  "    ' 

Gray  returned  an  anfwer.  May  27,  and  immediately  afterwards  went  upon  a  vifit  to  his  relations 
■    at  Stoke,  where  he  wrote  the  "  Ode  on  Spring,"  which  he  fent,  as  footi  as  written,  to  his  beloved 
friend  ;  but  he  was  dead  before  it  reached  Hertfordlbire. 

He  died  June  I.  174i,  only  twenty  days  after  he  had  written  the  letter  above  mentioned,  and 
was  buried  in  the  Chancel  of  Hatfield  church,  beneath  a  ftone  bearing  the  following  inlcription  : 
"  Here  lieth  the  body  of  Richard  Weft,  Elq.  only  fon  to  the  Right  Honourable  Richard  Weft,  Efq. 
Lord  Chancellor  of  Ireland,  who  died  the  ift  of  June  1742,  in  the  a6th  year  of  his  age." 

When  the  ode  was  returned  to  Gray  with  the  melancholy  news,  the  firft  impulfe  of  his  forrow 
produced  a  tender  "  Sonnet"  in  Englifla,  and  alfo  a  fublime  apoftrophe  in  hexameters,  with  which 
he  intended  to  begin  one  of  his  books,  "  De  Principiis  Cogitandi."  Nothing  can  more  pathetically 
difplay  the  feelings  of  a  heart,  wounded  by  fuch  a  lofs,  than  that  apoftrophe  and  the  "  Sonnet** 
in  which  he  gave  them  vent. 

In  1747,  Mr.  Walpole  recommended  tn  Gray  the  talk  of  printing  Weft's  poems,  and  his  own, 
in  the  fame  volume,  which  it  appears  from  his  letter  he  was  not  averfe  from  doing  :  "  But  I  muck 
fear,"  he  fays,  "  our  joint  flock  would  hardly  compofe  a  fmall  volume  :  what  I  have  is  lefs  con- 
iidcrable  than  you  would  imagine,  and  of  that  little  we  vrould  not  be  willing  to  publifti  all." 

After  the  death  of  Gray,  his  friend  and  editor,  Mr.  Mafon,  interfperfed  in  his  "  Epiftolary  Cor- 
refpondence,'"  17 7J,  as  much  of  the  poctr)-  of  Weft  as  he  was  perfuaded  his  friend  would  have 
publifhed  had  he  prcfecnted  the  talk  which  Mr.  Walpole  recommended. 

The  colledlion  is  fingularly  fmall,  confifting  chiefly  of  the  Ode  to  May,  the  epiftle  Ad  Arnicas^ 
and  fome  fpecimens  of  Latin  poetry. 

On  his  charader,  which  appears  to  have  been  truly  amiable  and  excellent,  it  is  unneceffary  t« 
•iilarge.  The  reader  will  acquire  the  heft  idea  of  it,  if,  after  perufing  his  letter*  and  poems,  he 
gfe  his  own  memory  as  a  mirror,  and  coUedl  into  one  affcmblage  the  fcattered  features. 

As  a  poet,  it  is  fufiicient  praife,  that  the  "  bloflbms  of  his  genius"  were  thought  worthy  of  being 
affociated  with  the  correcft  and  manly  performance.^  of  Gray.  They  ftiow  what  he  would  have 
been,  if  he  had  been  allowed,  like  him,  to  produce  "  fruits  worthy  "f  Paradife."  He  refembles 
Cray  in  many  inftances.  Among  others,  they  were  both  deeply  enamoured  with  the  excellencies 
of  ancient  literature,  and  ftrongly  attached  to  the  cultivation  of  Latin  poetry.  Their  Latin  poems 
difcover  an  extraordinary  copioufnefs  and  command  of  phrafcology,  a  remarkable  peifpicuity  of 
contexture,  and  a  native  facility  and  fluency  They  may  be  juftly  confidercd  a,-  legiti'iiate  claffical 
compofitions.  In  his  elegies.  Tibullus  was  profcfi^edly  Weft's  model  for  language  and  verCfication. 
With  Tibullui  in  view,  he  has,  hnwever,  a  manner  and  charadler  of  his  own,  and  (hows  inherent 
powers  of  invention  and  fcntiment.  In  his  Enghfti  Poetry,  he  difcovcrs  tafte  and  delicacy  of  fen- 
timenr,  joined  to  a  great  ftiare  of  poetical  imagination.  His  images  are  pleafmg,  his  language  chaftc 
and  elegant,  and  his  verfification  corretft  and  harmonious.  The  epiftle  .:d  Amicoi,  is  charadlerifed  by 
that  nervou>  and  eloquent  fimplicity  which  appears  fo  eafy,and  which  is  yet  fo  diffiruit  to  imitate.  It 
unites  the  fpirit  and  propriety  of  Popes  verfification,  with  'he  elegance  and  harmony  o^  Parnell. 
The  OJi  to  May  has  not  received  from  Gray  more  praife  than  it  deferves.  It  is  an  extraordinary 
effort  of  fancy,  cxprcflion,  and  verfification.  It  u  charadlerifcd  by  energy  and  melody  'n  the  hig'ieft 
degree,  and  may  be  juftly  confidered  as  the  choiceft  fneciraen  of  claffical  compoficion  that  En^lifli 
poetry  can  produce. 
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MISCELLANIES. 


AD  AMICOS. 

( Imitated  from  H'ibullus,  Book  iii.  Elegy  ^.  and  Ivir, 
Pope's  Letter  in  Siunc/i  to  Mr.  Steele  J 

Yes,  happy  ysiiths'  on  Cadmui'  fedgy  fide 
You  feel  each  joy  that  frieiidfiiip  can  divide, 
liach  re^ilm  of  fcience  and  of  art  cxp'rore, 
And  with  the  ancieiit  blend  the  modern  lore, 
Studious  alone  to  learn  whate'er  may  tend 
To  raife  the  genius,  or  the  heart  to  mend ; 
Now  pleas'd  along  the  cloiftcr'd  walks  you  rove, 
And  trace  tht  verdant  mazes  of  the  grove. 
Where  fecial  oft  and  oft  alone  ye  choofe 
To  catch  the  zephyr,  and  to  court  the  mufe  ; 
Meantime  at  me  (while  all  devoid  of  art 
Thefe  lines  give  back  the  image  of  my  heart) 
At  me  the  pow'r  thjt  comes  cr  fooa  or  late, 
Or  aims,  or  feems  to  aim,  the  dart  of  Fate  ; 
From  you  remote  methinks  alone  1  ftand, 
I>ike  fome  fad  cxi'ie  in  a  defert  land, 
Around  no  friends  their  lenient  care  to  join 
In  mutual  warmth,  and  mix  their  heart  Vifith  mine. 
Or  real  pains,  or  thofe  which  fancy  raife, 
For  ever  blot  the  funfliine  of  my  days  ; 
To  firknefs  ftill,  and  Hill  to  grief,  a  prey. 
Health  turns  from  nie  her  rofy  face  away. 

Jufl;  Heav'n  I  what  fin,  ere  life  begins  to  bloom, 
Devotes  my  head  untimely  to  the  tomb  ? 
Did  ere  this  hand  againft  a  brother's  life 
Drug  the  dire  bowl,  or  point  the  murd'rous  knife? 
Did  e'er  this  tongue  the  fland'rer's  tale  proclaim, 
Or  madly  violate  my  Maker's  name  ? 


Vos  tenet.  Etrufcis  manat  quse  fontibus  unda, 
Unda  fub  Kilivum  non  adeucda  canem 
Nunc  autem  facris  Baiarum  maxima  lymphis, 
Qnum  fe  purpureo  vere  remittit  hiems 
At  mihi  Perfephone  nigram  deununtiat  horam 
Inmerito  juveni  parcc  nocere,  Dea. 
Noil  ego  tentavi  nulli  temeranda  virorum 
Audax  laudandas  facra  docere  Dea. 
Nee  mea  mortiferis  infecit  pocuia  (uccis 
Dextera,  nee  quiquam  tatra  venena  dedit. 
Nee  nnsinfana  meditantts  jurgia  mente 
rnpia  in  adverfos  folvimus  ora  Deos. 


Did  e'er  this  heart  hetr^ijr  a  friend  or  foe, 

Or  know  a  thought  but  all  the  world  might  know? 

As  yet  juP.  ftarted  from  the  lifts  of  time 

My  growing  years  have  fcarcely  told  their  prime; 

Ulelefs  as  yet  through  life  I've  idly  run. 

No  plealures  tafted,  and  few  duties  done. 

Ah  !  who  ere  autumn's  mellowing  funs  appear 

Would  pluck  the  pmmife  of  the  vernal  year, 

Or  ere  the  grapes  their  purple  hue  betray, 

Tear  the  crude  clufier  from  the  mourning  fpray  ? 

Stern  pow'r  of  fate  !   whole  ebon  fceptrc  rules 

The  Stygian  defert.s  and  Cimmerian  pools, 

Forbear,  nor  rafhly  fmite  my  youthful  heart, 

A  viAim  yet  unworthy  of  thy  dart ; 

Ah  !  ftay  till  age  fhall  blaft  my  with'ring  face, 

Shake  in  my  head,  and  falter  in  my  pace  , 

Then  aim  the  fliaft,  then  meditate  the  blow. 

And  to  the  dead  my  willin*;  fhade  fhall  go. 

How  weak  is  man  to  reafon's  judging  eye  I 
Born  in  thi-i  moment,  in  the  next  we  die  ; 
Part  mortal  clay,  and  part  etherial  fire. 
Too  proud  to  creep,  too  humble  to  afpire. 
In  vain  our  plans  of  happinefs  we  raife  ; 
Pain  is  our  lot,  and  patience  is  our  praife  : 
Wealth,  Uncage,  honours,  conquell:,  or  a  tr.rone. 
Are  what  the  wife  would  fear  to  call  their  own. 
Health  is  at  befl  a  vain  precarious  thing. 
And  fair-fac'd  youth  *  is  ever  on  the  wing  : 


Et  nondum  cani  nigros  Ijefere  capillos, 
Nee  venit  tardo  curva  Seneda  pede. 
Natalem  noftri  primum  videre  pare'ntes 
(  Quum  cecidit  faro  conful  uterque  pari  ) 
Quid  fraudare  juvat  vitcm  crefccntibus  uvis? 
Et  modo  nata  malavellere  poma  manu? 
Parcite,  pallentes  undas  quicumque  tenetis, 
Duraquc  fortiti  tertia  regna  Dei 
Elyfi"S  olim  liceat  cognofcere  campos, 
Lctheamque  ratem,  Clmmeriofque  lacus, 
Quum  mea  rugofa  pallebunr  ora  fenecla, 

Atque  utinam  vano  nequidquam  terrear  xfiu! 


*  fouth,  at  the  -very  hcjl  is  but  a  betrayer  of  humem 
life  in  a  gentler  and  fmoaiber  manner  than  age ,  it  i.f 
^Le  the  flream  that  naurfhes  a  plant  upon  a  bank^  and 
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'Tis  like  the  fireani  :ifide  whofe  wat'ry  bed 
Some  blooming  plant  exalts  his  flow'ry  head; 
Nurs'd  by  the  wave  the  fpreading  branches  rife, 
Shade  all  the  ground,  and  flourifli  to  the  flcies; 
The  waves  the  while  beni;ath  in  fecret  flow. 
And  undermine  the  hollow  bank  below  ; 
Wide  and  nmre  wide  the  waters  urge  their  way, 
Bare  all  the  rootf,  and  on  their  fibres  prey  : 
*r6o  late  the  plant  bewails  hi?  foolifli  pride, 
And  finks  untimely  in  the  whelming  tide. 

But  why  repine  ?  does  life  dcfirve  my  figh? 
Few  will  lament  my  lofs  whene'tr  I  die. 
For  thofe  the  wretches  *  I  defpife  or  hate, 
I  neither  envy  nor  regard  their  fate. 
For  me,  whene'er  a!l-conq'ring  death  fhallfpread 
His  wings  around  my  unrepinhig  head, 
1  care  not  f  :   though  this  face  be  feen  no  r.iore, 
The  world  v.-ill  pafs  as  cheerful  as  before, 
Bright  as  before  the  day-ftar  will  appear, 
Tlie  fields  as  verdant,  and  the  fdes  as  clsar ; 
Nor  florms  nor  comets  v.'ill  my  doom  declare, 
Nor  fignson  earth,  nor  portents  in  the  air; 
Unknown  and  filent  will  depart  my  breath. 
Nor  Nature  e'er  take  notice  of  my  death. 
Yet  fome  there  are  (ere  fpent  my  vital  days) 
Within  whole  breads  my  tomb  I  wifli  to  raife  : 
Lov'd  in  my  life,  lamented  in  my  end,       [mend: 
Their  praifc  would  crown  me   as  their  precepts 
To  them  may  thele  fond  lines  my  name  endear, 
Not  from  the  poet,  but  the  friend  fmccre  |. 

ELEGIA. 

QooD  mihi  tarn  grata  mififti  dona  Cam.-en.-e, 
Qiiilia  Manalius  P.ni  Dcus  ipfe  velit, 
Ampledlor  te,  Graie,  et  toto  corde  repnfco, 
Oh  dciidcrium  jam  nimis  ufque  meuin  : 
Etmihi  rura  placent,  ct  me  quoq.  frepe  volentem 
Duxtrur.t  Dryades  per  fua  pruta  Dix; 
Sic  ubi  lynipha  fugit  liquido  pede,fivc  virentem, 
Magna  decus  nenioris,  qucrcus  opacat  liiinium  : 
l!luc  mane  novo  vagor,  illuc  velp.ere  lero, 
Er,  noto  tit  jacui  graminc,  nota  cano. 
Nee  noflrae  ignorant  divinam  Amaryllida  fylvrs  : 
Ah,  fi  defit  amor,  nil  mihi  n.ra  placent. 
lUeiugis  haoirat  Deus,  ille  in  valllhus  imis, 
Regnat  ct  in  L'a;l:s,  regnat  in  Occano  ; 
Ille  gregem  taurn.'q.  domat,  fxviq.  leonem 
Seir.ir.is ;  iile  feros,  ultus  Adonin,  apros : 
Quin  tt  fervet  amore  ncmus,  ranioq.  fub  onini 
Concern  u  tremulo  plurima  gaudcr  avis, 
Durx  etiam  in  fylvis  agitant  conuubia  plantse, 
Durce  ctiam  ct  fcrtur  faxa  animairc  Venus. 
Durior  ct  faxi?,  et  robore  durior  ille  eft, 
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caufes  it  to  fourijh  and  blrjjum  to  the  fi'^ht,  hut  at  the 
fame  time  ii  ui:i.'ermir.iiig  it  at  the  root  in  J^trci."  Pol'E 
*  J  am  tut  at  all  unenfy  at  the  thought  that  many 
nten  lubi.ri  J  mvcr  had  any  cjiccm  fur  are  likdy  to  en- 
joy tbit  ivatld  afti-r  Kc."     Pore. 

f  Tie  nwrning  after  viy-exit  the  fim  tvill  rife  ai 
ttrivbt  as  ever,  the  flvtvsrs  fmrlt  at  ftueet,  iht  plants 
fprinv  as  n-reen  ;  people  tvill  taurrh,  ISc."      Pol'E. 

\  I  bis  epifile  was  lorillen  from  Cbri/l-cljuich,  Ox- 
far  J,  Jul-j  4.  1  737,  i'l  itc  Zlji  year  of  bis  ag:'. 


Sincero  fiquis  peflore  aniare  vetat : 
Non  illi  in  nianibus  famftum  deponere  pi^us, 
Non  illi  arcanum  cor  aperiri  velim; 
Nefcit  amicitias,  teneros  qui  nefcit  amores  : 
Ah  !  fi  nulla  Venus,  nil  mihi  rura  placent. 
Me  liret  a  patria  longe  in  tcUure  juberunt 
Exten  ;i  pofitum  ducere  fata  dies ; 
Si  vultus  modo  aniatus  adefiet,  non  ego  contra 
Plorarcm  magnos  voce  querente  Deos. 
At  dulci  in  gremio  curarum  oblivia  ducens 
Nil  cuperem  prater  pofTe  placere  mex ; 
Nee  bonafortunre  afpiciens,  neq.  munera  regnujni 
Ilia  intra  optarem  brachia  cara  mori. 
Sept.  17.  1738. 

ELEGIA. 

[addressed  to   MR.  GRAY.] 

Ergo  dlflidi.-E  videor  tibi  crioiine  digntis; 

Et  merito  •  vicflas  do  tibi  fponte  manus. 

Arguor  et  vcteres  nimium  contemnere  Mufas, 

Irata  et  nobis  eft  Medic.xa  Venus. 

Mene>  igitur  ftatuas  et  inania  faxa  vereri! 

■jtultule  !   marmorea  quid  mihi  cum  Venere  ? 

Hie  vercB,  hie  vivE  Veneres,  et  mille  per  urbem, 

Quarum  nulla  queat  non  placuifTe  Jovi. 

Cecite  Romara;  formofe,  et  cedite  Grai.-e, 

Sintque  oblita  Helena  nomen  et  Hermoni;e  \ 

Kt  quafcunque  refert  a;tas  vetus,  Heroinse  : 

Unus  honor  noftris  venit  Angliafm. 

Oil  quales  vuku-..  Oh  quantum  numen  occllis! 

I  nunc  et  Tufcas  improbe  confer  opes. 

Me  tamen  Iikc  abtufa  nimis  prscordia  credas, 

Neu  me  adeo  null-  Pallade  progenitum  : 

I'eftor  Fierid'imque  umbras  et  flumina  Pindi 

Me  qii;  que  Calliopes  femper  amaffe  choros; 

Et  dudum  Auf;nias  urbes,  et  vifere  Graias 

Cura  eft,  iiigenio  fi  licet  ire  meo  : 

Sive  eft  Pliidiacum  marmor,  feu  mentoris  sera, 

Seu  paries  Coo  nobilis  e  calamo ; 

Nee  minus  artificum  magna  argumenta  recentilni 

Romanique  dccus  nominis  et  Veneti: 

Q::A  Fur.ir  et  Mavors  ct  fxvo  in  marmore  vultus. 

Claque  et  formofo  mollior  tere  Venus. 

Quaque  loquax  fpirat  f.icus,  vivique  labores, 

ht  quicquid  calamo  dulcius  aufa  manus  : 

Hie  nimora,  et  fola  m:-^rens  Meliboeus  in  umbra, 

l.ymphaq'.'.e  mufcofo  profiliens  lapide; 

Illic  majus  opus,  faciefque  in  paricte  majotv 

Exurgcns,  Diviim  et  numina  C.-elicuni; 

O  vod  fxlices,  quibus  hrec  cognofcerc  fas  eft, 

Et  totJ.  Italia,  qua  patet  ufque,  frui  ! 

Nulla  dies  vobis  eat  injucunda,  nee  ufquam 

Noritis  quid  fit  tcmpora  amara  path 

If  Tvas  the  prodiiBinn  of  four  0  clod  in  the  rvorit' 

ing,  ivhile  I  lay  in  my  bed  tnffing  and  coughing^  and 
all  unable  loft.cp.  ■ 
Ante  omnes  morbos  importuniflima  tuffisj 
Q^a  durare  datur,  traxitijue  fub  ilia  vires  : 
iJura  ctenim  verfans  imo  fub  pe6tore  regna, 
Pcrp'jtuo  excrcet  teneras  ludl:i;nine  coftas, 
Oraque  diftorquet,  vocemque  immutat  anhelam: 
Nee  ceffare  locus  :   fed  ftcvo  concita  motu 
Molle  domsr  latus,  et  corpus  labor  omiie  fatigat  : 
Uude  niolclta  dies,  neclemque  infoninia  tiirbanc. 


MISCELL  AN  lES 
Nee  Tua;  fi  mecum  Comes  hlc  jocundus  adeffes. 
Verba  juvare  queant,  aut  hunc  lenire  doloretn 
Sufficiant  tua  vox  dulcis,  nee  vultus  amatus. 


ODE  TO  MAY. 

Dear  Gray  !  that  always  in  my  heart 
Poffeffes  far  the  better  part, 
What  mean  thefe  fudden  blafts  that  rife, 
And  drive  the  zephyrs  from  the  fkies  ? 
O  join  with  mine  thy  tuneful  lay, 
And  invocate  the  tardy  May. 

Come,  faireft  nymph  !  refume  thy  reign, 
Bring  all  the  graces  in  thy  train  : 
With  balmy  breath  and  flow'ry  tread 
Rife  from  thy  foft  ambrofial  bed, 
Where  in  Elyfian  flumber  bound 
Embow'ring  myrtles  veil  thee  round.    \ 

Awake,  in  all  thy  glories  dreft, 
Recal  the  zephyrs  from  the  weft; 
Rcftore  the  fun,  revive  the  fkies, 
At  mine  and  nature's  call  arife  1 
Great  nature's  felf  ujibraids  thy  flay, 
And  miffes  her  accuftom'd  May. 

See  I   all  her  works  demand  thy  aid. 
The  labours  of  Pomona  fade  ; 
A  plaint  is  heard  from  ev'ry  tree, 
Each  budding  flow'ret  calls  for  thee  ; 
The  birds  forget  to  love  and  fing, 
With  ftorms  alone  the  forefts  ring. 

Come  then,  with  pleafure  at  thy  fide, 
Diffufe  thy  vernal  fpirit  wide  ; 
Create  where'er  thou  turn'ft  thy  eye 
Peace,  plenty,  love,  and  harmony, 
Till  ev'ry  being  fliare  its  part, 
And  heav'n  and  earth  be  glad  at  heart. 


23? 


TRANSLATED    FROM  THE  GREEK    OF  POSIDlfPUS. 


Perspicui  puerum  ludentum,  in  margine  rivi 
Immerfit  vitrese  limpidus  error  aqua  : 
At  gelido  ut  mater  moribundum  e  flumine  traxit 
Credula,  et  amplesu  funus  inane  fovet; 
Paulatim  puer  in  dilefto  pe6tore,  fomno 
Languidus,  jeternum  luniina  compofuit. 


Ton  Tpisry)  TsrottCflyrct.  Triei  <fi>icip  A.^t)iivciKl»y 

E/ditiXov  f^Ofifxi  x.v<pov  iT^iCTTcitrxTa. 

Ex,  o   vacclOi  rov   ttxTox  otdopovov  xpifctTi  u,«~ 

'ZtciTTiOt.l'.VX  l^««5  i'  TlVct  f;l,l>7fiXV  i'yll. 

Mxl^c;  y.Oificihi';  -rhv  Qa^iv  vtvov  £%». 

ADDRESSED  TO  HIS  LYRE, 

On  the  Profpea  of  Mr.  Grays  return  from  bh    Tra" 

fell. 

O  M-EM  jucun<!a  comes  quietis ! 
Qu.'B  fere  jeorntum  folita  es  levare 
Pedlus,  er.  fenllni  ah  !  nimis  ingruentes 
Fallere  curas : 

Quid  canes  }  quanto  Lyra  die  furore 
Gefties  quando  hac  reducem  fodalem 
Ghuciam  '  gaudere  fimul  videbis 
Meque  fub  umbra  ? 


*    He  gives  Gray  the  name  of  Glaucias  frequenll 
in  his  Latin  verfe,  as  Gray  calls  him  Favonius. 
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GEORGE  LORD  LYTTLETOR 


Contaioing 


PROGRESS  OF  tOVE, 

MONODY, 

BLENHEIM, 

ADVICE  TO  BELINDA, 

ODES, 


EPISTLES, 

SONGS, 
EPI  t  APHS, 
INSCRIPTIONS, 
IMITATIONS, 


\Sfc.  15*^.   life. 
To  which  is  prefixed, 
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Thefe  are  the  facred  feelings  of  thy  heart, 
Thy  heart  inform'd  by  reafon's  pur.eft  ray, 

O  Lyttleton  the  friend! 

Oft,  condutfted  by  hiftoric  truth, 

You  tread  the  long  extent  of  backward' time, 
Planning  with  warm  benevolence  of  mind, 
And  honeft  zeal  unwarp'd  by  party  rage, 
Britannia's  weal ;  how  from  the  venal  gulf 
To  raife  her  virtue  and  her  arts  revive ; 
Or,  turning  thence  thy  view,  thefe  graver  thoughts 
The  mufes  charm,  while  with  pure  tafte  refin'd 
You  draw  th'  infpiring  breath  of  ancient  fong. 
Till  nobly  rifes  emulous  thy  own. 

Thomson's  Spring. 


=s=str 
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THE  LIFE  OF  LTTTLETON. 


Cteorge  Lyttleton,  afterwards  Lord  Lyttloton,  was  the  elded  fon  of  Sir  Thomas  Lyttleton, 
Bart,  of  Hagley  in  WorceHerfliire,  and  was  borii  January  17.  1708-9.  His  mother,  Chriftian 
Temple,  was  filler  of .  Sir  Richard  Temple,  Bart,  of  Stowe,  in  Buckinghamftiire,  afterwards  Lord 
Vifcount  Cobhanii     He  had  ii^  brothers  and  as  many  fillers. 

He  received  the  firft  rudiments  of  education  at  Etoft  School,  where  he  was  (o  much  diftinguilli- 
(cd,  that  his  exercifes  were  recommended  as  modpls  to  his  fchonl-fellows.  His  poetical  compoCtions 
procured  him  the  reputation  of  an  elegant  and  cortedl  verfifier.  Hh  Sotiioquy  on  a  Beauty  in  the 
Caimtry,  and  his  verfes  on  G^ood  Humour,  were  written  at  fchool.       ,      "    .  ' 

frim  Eton  he  went  to  ChrifL-Church,  dxford,  where  he  retained  the  fame  reputation  of  fuperio- 
rlty,  and  difplayed  his  abilities  to  the  public  in  a  poem  on  Blenheim,  written  in  IT'/.'], 

In  1728,  being  then  ninetee;i,  he  began  his  travels,  and  vifited  France  and  Italy  ;  but  refided 
fome  time  at  Luneviile  in  Lorraine,  as  appears  by  hli  Letters  to  his  Father,  in  which  he  defcribes 
the  places  he  vifited,  and  relates  fome  of  the  principal  incidents  of  his  journey  I*     ' 

In  one  of  his  letters,  he  thus'  espreffes  his  diffatisfa6iion  at  the  thought  of  returning  to  Lune- 
viile, "  Luneviile  was  my  fchool  of  breeding,  and  I  was  there  more  unavoidiibly  fub3e(SJ:  to  quelquct 
lenjv.es  (TeeoUcr,  as  the po'itejje  pra6lifed  in  that  is  fuller  of  ceremony  than  clfev/herc,  and  a  goi;d  deal 
peculiar  to  itfelf.  This  is  the  firft  and  {Irongefc  reafon  why  I  defpair  of  being  happy  in  Lorraine.  I 
have  already  complained  of  the  foppifn  ignorance  and  contempt  fur  all  I  have  been  taught  to  value, 
but  is  fo  falhionable  there." 

It  is  impoffible  to  perufe  his  Letters  to  lis  Fj.'Z><.'r,  without  being  charmed  wirh  the  manly  and  vir- 
tuous fcntiments  which  he  difcovers,  his  ftrong  and  hereditary  averfion  to  vice  and  folly,  and 
particularly  v/ith  the  unaff.:6ted  ardour  of  filial  affe»i1:ion  which  runs  through  the  whole. 

At  Paris  he  amufed  iiimfelf  with  poetical  compofuion,  and  wrote  a  very  manly  and  correiS  Epif- 
tle  to  Dr.  Ayfcoiigh,  who  had  been  his  tutor  at  Oxford,  and  afterwards  married  his  aunt,  became 
tutor  to  the  young  Princes,  and  Dean  of  Briftol. 

tn  I730>  f^e  wrote  a  poetical  Epijile  to  Pope,  from  Rome,  and  the  fame  year  risturned  to  England, 
apd  addreffed  an  Fpif.k  to  Lord  Her-oey,  from  Worcefterfliire.  '"''  '""  ' 

When  he  returned,  he  obtained  a  feat  in  Parliament  for  Oakhampton  'ih^DdVcnllure,  and  foon 
difringuifhed  himfclf  among  the  moft  eager  opponents  of  Waipjie;  though  his  father,  who  was  one 
of  the  Lords  of  Admirality,  from  1737  to  1741,  always  voted  with  the  Court. 

For  many  years  his  name  was  feen  in  every  account  of  every  debate  in  th'e  Houfe  of  Commons. 
He  oppofcd  the  Standing  Army,  he  oppofed  the  Excife,  he  fupported  the  motion  for  petitioning 
the  king  to  remove  Walpole,  and  concurred  with'  Puitcney,  Pitt,  &;c.  in  all' the  meafures  of  oppofi- 
tion.  i.!J.t,..j 

His  zeal  for  the  public  good,  is  the  only  motive  that  can  juflify  the  violence  of  his  oppofition  to 
Walpole,  from  the  charge  of  ingraritude:  for  it  appears,  from  his  letter  to  his  father,  dated  at 
Luneviile,  that  Walpble's  recommendation  procured  him  the  friendfhip  of  Prince  Craon :  "  You 
will  let  Sir  Robert  Walpole  know  how  much  I  arm  obliged  to  his  letter,  and  do  jufiice  to  Prince 
Craon,  who  has  expreffed  his  regard  to  it  in  the  flrongeft  manner,  and  by  a  tindncfs  which  I 
cannot  enough  acknowledge."  '*     ,       ;  • 

If*  1735.  Jie  publilhed  his  Per/ian  Letters,  in  imitation  of  thofe  of  M'onte'fquieu,  whom  he 
had  known  in  England.     The  character  of  a  young  man,  Dr.  Johnfcn  obf'Tves,  is ''very  vifible  in 
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theni.    They  have  fomething  of  that  indillind  and  headftrong  ardour  for  liberty  which  a  man  of 
genius  always  catches  when  he  enters  the  world,  and  always  fufTers  to  cool  as  he  pafles  forward. 

Ii  ^736,  he  addrclTcd  an  eletjant  copy  of  verfes  to  his  coufm,  Pitt,  on  his  lofmg  hit  commijfion  in 
the  army,  for  his  conducft  in  Parliament. 

^°  I737»  'fie  Prince  of  Wales  eftablilhed  a  feparate  court,  and  received  with  open  arms  the  op- 
ponents of  the  minifter.  Upon  the  refignati  >n  of  Mr.  Pelham,  he  was  made  his  fecretary,  with 
the  addition  of  240  1.  annually  of  falary,  a^  appears  by  his  letter  to  his  father,  dated  from  Clifden  : 
"  I  came  here  yefterday  10  thank  his  Royal  Highnefs  for  having  augmented  my  falary  240]. 
a-year,  by  putting  it  upon  the  fame  foot  with  that  of  Mr.  Molyneux  under  the  king  when  he  was 
prince." 

He  i  eifuaded  the  prince,  whofe  bufinefs  it  was  now  to  be  popular,  that  he  would  advance  his 
charader  by  the  patronage  of  literature,  and  by  his  recommendation,  Mallet  was  made  under  fe- 
cretary,  with  2col  ;  and  '"homfon  had  a  penfion  of  IO0I.  a-year.  For  Thomfon  he  always  re- 
tained Ilia  kindnefs,  and  was  able  at  laft  to  procure  him  the  place  of  Surveyor-general  of  the  Lee- 
ward Iflands. 

Moore  courted  his  patronage  by  an  apologetical  poem,  called  the  "  Trial  of  Selim,  the  Perfian," 
but  was  not  tqualiy  {iiccef>ful. 

He  was  now  coiifidered  as  a  leader  in  the  Oppofition,  and  Pope,  who  was  incited  td  dire«5l  his 
fatire  againft  the  miniftry,  commended  him  among  the  other  patriots.  This  drew  upon  him  the 
reproaches  of  Fox,  who,  in  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  imputed  to  him  as  a  crime,  his  intimacy  with  a 
lampooner,  fo  unjuft  and  licentious.  Lyttleton  fupported  his  friend,  and  replied,  that  he  thought 
It  an  honour  to  be  received  into  the  familiarity  of  fo  great  a  p<>et. 

In  1741,  he  married  L'lcy,  daughter  of  Hugh  Fortefcue,  Efq.  of  Filleigh,  in  Dcvonfliire,  with 
whom  he  enjoyed  the  moft  perfeift  flate  of  matrimonial  felicity. 

Walpole  being  at  length,  after  a  long  flruggle,  driven  fn  m  his  places,  Lyttleton  was,  in  1744, 
made  one  of  the  Lords  of  the  Treafury  ;  and  from  that  time,  ^.s  warmly  fupported  as  he  had  for- 
merly oppofed  the  fchemes  of  the  miniftry. 

Wiien  weary  of  fadion  and  debate,  he  ufed  very  often,  with  Pitt,  to  viCt  his  coufin  Weft,  at 
Wickham,  from  whofe  converfation,  it  is  faid,  he  received  that  convidlion  of  the  truth  of  Chri- 
.flianity,  which  produced,  in  1747,  his  Dijfertation  en  the  Con-verfion  of  St.  Faul/^  a  treatife  to  which 
infidelity  has  never  been  able  to  fabricate  a  fpecious  anfwer." 

This  work  his  father  had  the  happinefs  of  feeing,  and  exprefied  his  pleafure  in  a  letter  which 
defcrves  to  be  inferted. 

"  I  have  read  your  religious  treatife  with  infinite  pleafure  and  fatisfaifllon.  The  flyle  is  fine 
and  clear,  the  arguments  clofe,  cogent,  and  irrefifdble.  May  the  King  of  kings,  whofe  glorious 
caufe  you  have  fo  well  defended,  reward  yuur  pious  labours,  and  grant  that  I  may  be  found  wor- 
thy, through  the  merits  of  Jtfus  Chrift,  to  be  an  eye  witnefs  of  that  happinefs  which  I  do  not  doubt 
he  will  bountifully  bellow  on  you  I  In  the  mean  time,  I  ftiall  never  ceafe  glorifying  God  for  hav- 
ing endowed  you  with  fuch  ufeful  talents,  and  giving  me  fo  good  a  fon."  The  pleafure  which  fuch 
a  letter  m'ifl  lave  given  to  fuch  a  fon  is  incxpreflible. 

In  Jii  uary  1747,  his  wife,  whom  he  tenderly  loved,  died  in  childbed.  Her  ficknefs  is  feelingly 
defcribed  in  his  fcrty  firft  letter  to  his  father  ;  and  he  perpetuated  her  memory  in  a  Monody,  writ- 
ten in  the  fame  year,  that  will  be  read  while  conjugal  affedion,  and  a  tafte  for  poetry  exift  in  this 
country.  She  was  buried  at  ,Over-Arley  in  StafFordfhire,  but  a  very  elegant  monument  is  ereded 
to  her  memory,  in  the  chaifcel  of  the  church  at  Hagley. 

Though  for  fome  time  inconfolable  for  her  death,  he  fought  happinefs  in  a  fccond  marriage  with 
r.lizabeih,  daughter  of  F-'eld-Marfhal  Sir  Robert  Rich,  in  1749-  "  She  was  an  intimate  and  dear 
friend,"  fays  Weft,  in  a  letter  to  Dr.  Doddridge,  June  17.  1749.  "  of  "'s  former  wife's,  which  is 
fome  kind  if  proof  of  her  merit  :  I  mean  the  goodnefs  of  her  heart,  for  that  is  the  chief  merit  which 
Mr.  Ly  tletoD  efteems,  and  I  hope  fhe  will  not  in  this  difappoint  his  expedations  :  in  all  other 
points  ftie  is  well  fuitcd  to  him,  being  extremely  well  accomplifhed  in  languages,  mufic,  painting, 
and  very  fenlibk  and  well  bred."     It  is  faid  that  the  experiment  was  unfuccclsftil. 
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In  I7JI,  his  father  dieJ,  when  he  inherited  a  Baronet's  title,  with  a  large  eflate  ;  %vhlch,  if  he 
did  not  augment,  he  was  at  lead  careful  to  adorn  with  expenfive  buildings  and  rural  decorations. 
Hagiey-Park,  the  fccne  of  thefe  lavilh  operations,  is  frequently  defcribed  as  a  terreftrial  paradife. 

Shenftone  was  Lyttleton's  neighbour,  friend,  and  his  rival  in  landfcape-gardening  ;  and,  it  is  faid, 
[that  his  improvements  at  the  Leafowes,  excited,  at  firft,  the  contempt,  and  afterwards  the  envy  of 
the  inhabitants  of  Hagley,  "  who  took  care,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon, "  to  defeat  the  curiofity  which  they 
could  not  fupprefs,  by  condutfting  their  vifitants  perverfely,  to  inconvenient  points  of  view,  and  in- 
troducing them  at  the  wrong  end  of  a  walk,  to  deted:  a  deception ;  injuries  of  which  Shenllone 
would  heavily  complain." 

This  charge  againft  the  Lyttleton  family  has  been  denied  by  Mr.  Greaves,  who  fays,  "  that  the 
Lyttleton  family  went  fo  frequently  with  their  company  to  the  Leafowes,  that  they  were  unwilling 
to  break  in  upon  Shenftone*s retirement  upon  every  occafion  ;  and,  therefore,  often  went  to  the  prin- 
cipal points  of  view,  without  wartting  for  any  one  to  conduft  them  regularly  through  the  whole 
walks.  Of  this  Shenftone  would  fometimes  peeviflily  complain,  though  I  am  perfuaded  he  never 
really  fufpedled  any  ill-natured  intention  in  his  worthy  and  mUch  valued  neighb  mrs."  One  can- 
not eafily  be  perfuaded,  that  a  mind  fo  pure  and  benevolent  as  that  of  hyttleton,  was  ever  debafed 
by  fuch  unworthy  paflions. 

As  he  continued  his  activity  In  parliament,  he  was  gradually  advancing  his  claim  to  preferment. 
In  I7J4,  he  rcfigncd  his  feat  at  the  Treafury-Board,  on  being  appointed  Cofferer  to  the  Houfehold, 
and  Privy  Counfellor.  In  December  20.  1755,  he  exchanged  the  place  of  C  fferer,  for  tf-.e  great  of- 
fice of  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer;  an  office,  however,  that  required  fome  qualifications,  which  he 
foon  perceived  himfelf  to  want;  and  which  he  retained  only  till  the  app  lintment  of  Mr.  Legge, 
November  16.  1756. 

In  1756,  he  made  a  journey  into  Wales,  of  which  he  has  given  a  pleafing  account  in  Two  Letters 
to  Mr.  Boiver,  the  celebrated  hiftorian  of  the  Popes,  a  roan  whofe  Profeffion  of  Proteftantifm  he 
firmly  believed,  and  whofe  intereft  and  fame  having  once  efpoufed,  he  never  was  perfuaded  by  the 
tiniverfal  outcry  to  difown. 

In  an  afFedionate  letter  to  Dr.  Doddridge,  on  his  removing  to  Lifbon,  for  the  recovery  of  his 
health,  Odlober  5.  1 751,  he  thiis  expreffes  his  attachment  to  Bower;  "  You  have  broight  on  your 
diilemper,  by  too  continual  ftudy  and  labour  in  your  fpiritual  fundlions,  and  remiffion  of  mind  is 
abfolutcly  neceCfary  for  your  recovery.  I  therefore  requeft  it  of  you  not  to  write  the  preface  to 
Bower's  book;  it  will  do  more  harm  than  go6d  to  him  ;  the  merit  of  the  work  will  bear  it  up  againft 
all  thefe  attacks  ;  and  as  to  the  ridiculous  ftory  of  my  having  dilcarded  him,  the  intimate  fricndfhip 
in  which  we  continue  to  live,  will  be  a  fufScient  anfwer  to  that,  and  better  than  any  tcftimony  for- 
mally given." 

It  appears  by  an  atteflation  of  Mrs.  Bower,  printed.in  the  "  London  Chronicle,"  Odobcr  it. 
1766,  that,  during  "  feventeen  years  that  fhe  conftantly  lived  with  him,  he  always  profcffed  him- 
feif  a  Proteftant,and  acfted  conformable  to  that  profeffion  ;"  and  that  he  died  in  the  communion  of 
the  Church  of  England,  and  "  made  an  edifying  departure." 

In  1 75  7i  when  the  inaufpicicus  commenceiiieiit  of  the  war  with  France  made  the  diCTolution  of  the 
miniftry  unavoidable,  he  loft  with  the  reft  his  employment ;  but  his  fervices  were  rewarded  with  a 
peerage,  being  created  Baron  Lyttleton  of  Frankley,  in  the  county  of  Worcefter. 

In  ^760,  he  pnbliflied  his  Dialogues  of  the  Deal,  which  were  very  eagerly  read;  thoup-h  the  pro- 
dudlion  rather  of  leifure  than  of  ftudy,  rather  efTulions  than  compofitions.  l  hry  fbow  the  elegance 
of  his  tafte,  rather  than  the  power  of  his  genius,  or  the  ftrength  of  his  judgment.  He  has  copied 
Fenelon  more  than  Fontenelle. 

Hi'  laft  literary  produdrion  in  profe,  was  his  HiJIory  of  Henry  the  Second,  in  3  vols.,  4to,  1767 
and  1771,  the  refult  of  the  refeardies  and  deliberMions  of  twenty  years. 

The  ftory  of  this  publication,  as  given  by  Dr  Johnfon,  is  rem  .ik;  Mle.  "  The  whole  work  was 
printed  twice  over ;  a  great  part  of  it  three  times,  and  many  fheets  four  or  five  tmies.  The  book- 
fellers  paid  Tor  the  firft  impreffion  ;  but  the  charges  and  repeated' operations  of  the  prefs,  were  at 
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the  expcnce  of  the  author,  whofe  amLItious  accur»cj  is  knpwn  to  have  ccft  Mm  at  lead:  a  thoufand 
pounds.  He  began  to  print  in  t7i5-  Three  volumes  appeared  in  1764:  a  fecond  edition  of  them 
in  1767  ;  a  third  edition  in  1768,  and  the  corclufipn  in  i;;!.'  Andrew  R«id,  a- man  not  witliout 
confiderable  abilities,  and  not  unacquainted  with  letters  or  with  life,  was  employed,  I  know  not  at 
what  price,  to  point  the  pages  of  Henry  the  Second.  Lytlleton  tpok  money  for  hii  copy  ;  of  which, 
when  he  had  paid  the  pointer,  he  probably  gave  the  re'l  away  ;  for  he  was  very  liberal  to  the  in- 
digent. When  time  brought  the  Hifiory  to  a  third  ediri-Mi,  the  iuperintendcnce  of  typography  and  ^ 
pundtuation,  was  committed  to  a  man  originally  a  comb-raaker,  but  then  known  by  the  name  of 
Dr.  Sanders.  To  the  Doiftor's  edition  is  appended,  what  the  world  had  never  feen  before,  a  lift  of 
errors,  in  nineteen  pages." 

Every  reader  wil!  wilh,  that  in  this  pafiage.Dr.  Johnfon  had  obferved  his  own  humane  maxim 
in  the  "  Life  of  Addifon,"  of  not  giving  "  a  pang  to  a  daughter,  a  brother,  or  a  friend."  The 
nice  attention  to  punctuation,  with  which  Henry  the  Second  was,  publiHied,  is  attributed  to  fuch 
anxiety  as  only  vanity  can  dictate,  wjien  good  motive's  were  avowed  by  Lyttleton,  and  known  to 
his  friends;  fuch  as  his  defire  to  corred  miftakes,  his  fear  of  being  too  harfh  on  the  turbulent 
Beckct,  &c. 

This  work  is  juRly  ranked  among  the  moft  valuable  hi(tor!c:!l  performances  in  the  Englifn  lan- 
guage. It  is  executed  with  great  fidelity,  and  with  a  ftrifl  re;:ard  to  the  authority  of  original 
writers.  The  ftyle  is  perfpicuous  and  unafre(fted :  generally  correA,  and  often  elegant  and  mafterly. 
The  fcntiments  and  remarks  are  judicious  and  pertinent ;  liberal  \ylth  refjKfd  to  religion,  and  friend- 
ly to  the  caufe  of  liberty  and  the  rights  of  mankind,  The  account  of  the  ftate  of  our  ancient  go- 
vernment, laws,  cuiloms.  and  manners,  is 'very  copious,  and  eminently  ufeful;  fo  as  to  make  the 
work  ftricStly  and  properly  a  confti'utior.al  hiftory. 

His  Ver'es  to  the  Count ejs  of  Egremont,  and  Letter  to  Lord  Hard-wide,  in  1761,  were  his  laft  poetical 
compofitions. 

He  fpent  the  latter  part  of  his  life  in  retirement;  and,  after  a  lingering  illnefs,  died  at  Hagley- 
Park,  Auguft  22.  1773,  in  the  64th  year  of  his  age.  He  was  buried  at  Hagley  ;  and  the  following 
jnfcription  is  cut  on  the  fide'of  his  lady's  monument. 

This  unadorned  ftone  was  placed  here 
By  the  particular  defire  and  cxprefs 
Diretftinns,  of  the  Right  Honourable 

George  Lord  Lyttleton  ; 
Who  died  Auguft  21.  1773,  aged  64. 

By  his  firft  lady  he  had  one  fon,  Thomas,  who  inherited  his  title  and  cftates,  and  two  daugh- 
ters, Mary,  who  died  an  infant,  and  Lucy,  married  to  Lord  Valentia,  of  the  kingdom  of  Ireland, 
1767.  Hi^  fecond  lady  brought  him  no  ifTue.  Thomas  Lord  Lyttleton,  married  Apphia,  fecond 
daughter  of  Broome  Witts,  Efq.,  of  Chipping-Norton,  Oxfordfliire,  the  widow  of  Colonel  Peach, 
and  died  in  1780,  leaving  no  iffue.  He  was  as  remarkable  for  an  early  difplay  as  for  a  flagitious 
proftitution  of  great  abilities.  He  attained  no  fmall  confequence  as  a  parliamentary  fpeaker,  and 
was  appointed  Chief  Jiiftice  in  Eyre,  November  18.  177J  ;  a  place  which  his  father,  with  better 
pretenfions,  could  never  procure. 

A  fiitall  colledion  of"  Poems  by  a  Young  Nobleman  lately  deceafcd,"  &c.  4to,  1780,  has  been 
given  to  him,  and  two  fmall  volumes  of  "  Letters,"  1780  and  I'Sj,  are  fuppofed  to  have  been 
written  by  him,  which  few  have  read  without  pleafure.  That  they  are  fpurious  is  generally  un. 
derftood  ;  but  as  to  compofition,  fentiment,  and  language,  they  are  cxadlly  the  kind  of  letters  he 
would  have  written  ;  it  is  a  fort  ot  epiftolary  portrait,  a  picture  of  his  mind,  a  ftrong  likenefs,  and 
the  work  of  no  common  hand.  A  fimilar  deception  feems  to  have  been  pradifed  in  "  The  Cor- 
refpondcnts,  in  original  novel,"  l2mo,  1775,  which  exhibits  a  feries  of  letters,  fuppofed  to  have  been 
wruten  by  his  father  and  Mrs.  Peach.  They  bear  indeed,  notwithftanding  a  Cmilarity  of  ftylc, 
that  runs  through  the  whole  feries,  many  marks  of  originality,  fevcrai  touches  relative  to  time,  place-, 
and  circumftance,  not  likely  to  be  founded  on  fitScion.  His  uncle  William  Henry  Lyttleton,  Lord 
Weftcote,  of  the  kingdom  of  Inland,  created  Lord  Lyttleton  of  Frankley,  in  Worceflerfliire,  Ait- 
guft  li-  1794,  is  the  prefent  reprefentatlve  of  the  family. 
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Lyttleton,  according  to  Dr.  Johnfon,  had  never  tlie  appearance  oF  a  firong  or  a  healthy  man; 
and  had  a  flender  uncompadled  frame,  and  a  meagre  face.  It  is  certain,  however,  that,  at  one 
period  of  his  life,  he  entertained  a  more  favourable  opinion  of  his  conftitution  ;  for,  in  a  letter 
to  liis  father,  dated  from  the  neighbourhood  of  SoifTons  in  France,  he  fays,  "  I  believe  there  is  not 
a  young  man  alive,  who  has  more  happinefs  to  boafl;  of  than  myfelf,  being  Meji  zvith  afou/idionjiitution, 
affdiSionate  friends,  and  eafy  fortune." 

An  affeiSling  and  inftrucftive  nan-ative  of  his  "death  has  been  given  by  his  phyfician  Dr.  Johnftpne ; 

of  Kidderminller,  which,  as  it  is  defcriptive  of  his  moral  charaAer,  is  here  fubjoined. 

-      '•  On  Saturday  evening,  the  Cymptoms  of  his  LeFdHjip's  diforder,  which   for  a  week  pad  had 

-gS^ar^ed  us,  put  on  a  fatal  ajipearance,  and  his  Lordfhip  believed  himfelf  to  be  a  dying  man.  From 

this  time  he  fufi<;red  by  reftlcffnefs  rather  than  pain  ;  and  although  his  nerves  were  apparently  much 

fluttered,  his  mental  faculties  never  feemed  ftroiiger  when  he  was  thoroughly  awake. 

"  His  Lordfhip's  bilious  and  hepatic  complaints  feemed  alone  not  equal  to  the  expeified  mournful 
event :  his  long  want  of  fleep.  whether  the  confequence  of  irritation  in  the  bowels,  or,  which  is 
more  probable,  of  caufes  of  a  different  kind,  account^  for  his  lofs  of  llrength,  and  for  his  death,  very    , 
fufficiently, 

"  Though  his  Lordfhip  wiihed  his  approaching  dlflblutlon  not  to  be  lingering,  he  waited  for  it  with 
refignation.  He  faid, "  It  is  a  folly,  a  keeping  me  in  mifery,  now  to  attempt  to  prolong  life  ;"  yet  he 
was  eafily  perfuaded,  for  the  fatisfadion  of  others,  to  do  or  take  any  thing  that  he  thought  proper 
for  him.  Gn  Saturday  he  had  been  remarkably  better,  and  we  were  not  without  fome  hopes  of  his 
recovery. 

"  On  Sunday,  about  il  in  the  forenoon,  his  Lordlhip  fent  for  me,  and  faid.  he  felt  a  great  hurry 
and  wiflied  to  have  a  little  converfation  with  me  in  order  to  divert  it.  He  then  proceeded  to  open 
the  fountains  of  that  heart  from  whence  goodnefs  had,  fo  long  flowed,  as  from  a  copious  fprin?. 
"  Dodlor,"  faid  he,  "  you  fiiall  be  my  confefTor.  When  I  firftfet  out  in  the  world,  I  had  friends  who 
endeav  "Ured  to  fhake  my  belief  in  the  C^irillian  religion.  I  faw  difficulties  which  (lagTered  me  • 
but  I  kept  my  mind  open  to  conviclion.  The  evidences  and  doArines  of  Chriflianity,  ftudied  with 
attention,  made  nie  a  niofl  firm  and  perfuaded  believer  of  the  Chriftian  religion.  I  have  nvide  it 
the  rule  of  my  life,  and  it  is  the  ground  of  my  future  hopes.  I  have  erred  and  finned  ;  but  have 
repented,  and  never  indulged  any  vicious  habit.  In  politics  and  public  life,  I  have  ma^e  public 
good  the  rule  of  my  condutft.  I  never  gave  counfels  which  I  did  not  at  that  time  think  the  befl. 
I  have  feen  that  I  was  fometimes  in  the  wrong  ;  but  I  did  not  err  defignedly.  I  liave  endeavoured 
in  private  life  to  do  all  the  good  in  my  power,  and  never  for  a  moment  could  indulre  malicious  or 
unjuft  defigns  againft  any  rerfon  whatfoevcr." 

"  At  another  time,  he  faid,  I  mufl  leave  my  foul  in  the  fame  Hate  it  was  in  before  this  illnefs-  I 
find  this  a  very  inconvenient  time  for  folicitude  about  any  thing." 

"  On  the  evening,  when  the  fymptoms  of  death  came  on,  he  faid;  I  fliall  die;  but  it  vk'ill  not  be 
yourlault. — When  Lord  and  Lady  Valentia  came  to  fee  his  Lordfhip,  he  gave  them  hisfolemn  bene- 
diiftion,  and  faid,  "  Be  good,  be  virtuous  my  Lord  ;  you  mufl;  come  to  this."  Thus  he  continued 
giving  his  dying  benedictions  to  all  around  him.  On  Monday  morfling,  a  lucid  interval  gai^e  fome 
fmall  hopes;  but  thefe  vanifhed  in  the  evening  ,  and  he  continued  dymg,  but  with  very  little  unea- 
finefs,  till  Tuefday  morning,  Augufl  22,  when,  between  feven  and  eight  o'clock,  he  expired  almoft 
without  a  groan." 

The  IVorh  of  George  Lord  Lyttldon,  formerly  printed  feparately,  -with  fome  other  plecei  never  before  print- 
ed,  were  colleded  and  publilhed  by  his  nephew,   George  Edward  Ayfcough,  Efq.,  in  one  volume  ' 
4to,  1774. 

The  pieces,  formerly  printed  feparately,  and  collected  into  this  publication,  are,  Obfervations  en  tie 
Life  of  Cicero  ;  Obfer-vations  on  the  prefent  State  of  Affairs,  in  a  letter  to  a  member  of  Parliament  ;  Letters 
from  a  Perftan  in  England,  to  his  Friend  at  Ifpahan  ;  Obfervations  on  the  Con-verf.on  and  ApofUfip  of  St, 
Paul;    Dialogues  of  the  Bead ;    Mifcellanecus  Poems. 

The  pieces  which  were  never  before   printed,  are,   Obfervations  en  ti,-  Roman  Hiforyi  Pour  Dia- 
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logues  of  the  Bead;  Pour  Speeches  in  Parliament ;  Letters  to  Sir  Thomas  Lyttleton  ;  and  An  Account  of  a 
Journey  into  Wales,  in  two  letters,  to  Mr   Boiver. 

The  name  of  Lyttleton,  as  a  man  of  dignified  fentiment  and  excellent  qualities,  both  of  head  and 
heart,  is  enrolled  in  the  tablet  of  literary  merit,  by  the  general  fnffrages  of  his  countrymen. 

In  the  feveral  charaiflers  of  a  judicious  critic,  an  entertaining  traveller,  a  wife  and  upright  ftatef- 
man,  and  a  good  man,  his  reputation  is  fo  dccifively  fixed,  and  fo  firmly  eflabliOied,  that  it  can  re- 
<;eive  little  additional  luftre  from  encomium  and  panegyric;  and  is  in  no  danger  of  fuffering  from 
the  attacks  of  criticifm  or  cenfure. 

As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  are  charafterifed  by  elegance,  cafe,  and  harmony,  without 
much  elevation,  energy,  or  enthufiafm.  In  his  Monody,  the  moft  popular  of  his  produdions,  the 
virtues  and  accomplifiiments  of  his  excellent  lady,  are  commemorated  in  numbers  equally  harmonious 
and  tender.  He  who  can  read  it  without  melting  into  tears,  has  little  claim  to  fenfibility.  It  ap- 
pears to  have  flowed  Cmply  from  the  genuine  feelings  of  a  mod  fufceptible  and  deeply  afflicfled 
heart.  His  Progrefs  of  Love  difcovers  delicacy  of  fentiment,  pleafing  imagery,  and  corredt  and  har- 
monious verfification.  It  is  not,  however,  entirely  free  from  the  ftudied  expreflion  and  falfe  orna- 
ments by  which  paftoral  poetry  is  often  fantaftically  difguifed.  His  Advice  to  Belinda,  unites  fpirit 
and  propriety,  fenfe  and  harmony,  in  the  higheft  degree.  His  Efijlle  to  Dr.  Ayfcougb,  is  vigoroufly 
and  elegantly  written.  His  Epifle  to  Pope  is  finely  encomiaftic  ;  the  conclufion  highly  poetical.  Hit 
Other  Epiftles  have  their  brighter  paflages.  His  Songs  and  Epigrams  are  commonly  fprightly  and  eafy. 

Among  his  contemporaries,  the  teftimonies  to  his  merits,  are  too  numerous  to  be  fpecified.  Pope, 
Thomfon,  Hammond,  and  Shenftone,  arc  lavifti  in  hispraife.  The  following  couplet  of  Pope  is  fc- 
le<fted  for  the  fake  of  the  candid  and  judicious  criticifm  of  the  prefent  refpe(5table  mafler  of  Win- 
chefter  School. 

Free  as  young  Lyttleton  her  caufe  purfue  ; 
Still  true  to  virtue,  and  as  warm  as  true. 

"  A  juft,  and  not  overcharged  encomium,"  fays  Dr.  VVarton,  "  on  an  excellent  man,  who  always 
ferved  his  friends  with  warmth  (witnefs  his  kindnefs  to  Thomfon),  and  his  country  with  aftivity 
and  Seal.  His  Poems  ind  Dialogues  of  the  Dead,  are  written  with  elegance  and  eafe;  His  oifer-vations 
en  the  Con-verfion  of  St.  Paul,  with  clearnefs  and  clofenefs  of  reafoning,  and  his  Hiflory  of  Henry  the 
Second,  with  accuracy  and  knowledge  of  thofe  early  times,  and  of  the  Englifli  conftitution ;  and 
which  was  compiled  from  a  laborious  fearch  into  authentic  documents,  and  the  records  lodged  in 
the  Tower  and  at  the  Rolls.  A  little  before  he  died,  he  told  me  that  he  had  determined  to  throw 
out  of  the  colleiflion  of  all  his  works,  which  was  then  foon  to  be  publiftied,  his  firft  juvenile  perform- 
ance, the  erjtan  Letters,  in  which  he  faid  there  were  principles  and  remarks  that  he  wifhed  to 
retra«5l  and  alter.  Another  little  piece,  written  alfo  in  his  early  youth,  docs  him  much  honour. 
The  Obfer-uations  on  the  Life  of  Tully,  in  which,  perhaps,  a  more  difpaflionate  and  impartial  chara(5>cr 
of  Tully  is  exhibited,  than  in  the  panegrj'rical  volume  of  Middlcton." 

His  poetical  charadler,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  is  f^iaring  and  invidious,  and  cannot  be  generally 
allowed,  without  fome  exceptions  in  favour  of  the  Progrefs  of  Love  and  BUnheim.  His  inveterate 
prejudices  againft  paftoral  poetry  and  blank  verfe,  are  well  known. 

"  Lord  Lytrleton's  poems  are  the  works  of  a  man  of  literature  and  judgment,  devoting  part  of 
his  time  to  verfification.  They  have  nothing  to  be  defpifed,  and  little  to  be  admired.  Of  his  Pro' 
grefs  of  Love,  it  i-  ftffic;ent  blame  to  fay,  that  it  is  paftoral.  His  blank  verfe  in  Blenheim,  has  neither 
much  force  nor  much  elegance.  Hi^  little  performances,  whether  Songs  or  Epigrams,  are  fomerimes 
fprightly,  and  fometimes  infipid.  His  f  piftolary  poems  have  a  fmooth  eqaliiy,  which  cannot  much 
tire,  becaufe  they  are  fhort,  but  which  feldom  el<  vates  or  furprifes.  But  from  this  cenfure  ought  to 
be  excepted  his  Advice  to  Belinda,  which  though  for  the  moft  part  written  when  he  was  very  young, 
contains  much  truth  and  much  prudence,  very  elegantly  and  vigoroufly  exprefi'ed,  and  fliows  a  mind, 
attentive  to  life,  and  a  power  of  poetry  which  cultivation  might  have  raifed  to  excellence." 


TEE  TVORKS  OF  LTTTLETON. 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  LOVE, 

IN  FOUR  ECLOGUES. 


T.  Uncertainty.    To  Mr.  Pope. 
"IT.  Hope.    To  the  Hon.  George  Doddington. 
in.  Jealoust.    To  Edward  Walpolc,  Efq. 
IV.  Possession.    To  the  Right  Hon.  the  Lord  Vifcount  Cobham. 


UNCERTAINTY.     ECLOGUE  L 


TO  MR.  POPE. 


Pope,  to  whofe  reed  beneath  the  beachen  (bade, 
The  nymphs  of  Thames  a  pleas'd  attention  paid  ; 
While  yet  thy  mufe,  content  with  humbler  praife 
Warbled  in  Windfor's  grove  her  fylvan  lays ; 
Though  now,  fublimely  borne  on  Homer's  wing 
Of  glorious  wars  and  godlike  chiefs  fhe  fing  : 
Wilt  thou  with  me  revifit  once  again 
The  cryftal  fountain,  and  the  flowery  plain  ? 
Wilt  thou,  indulgent,  hear  my  verfe  relate 
The  various  changes  of  a  lover's  ftate  ; 
And,  while  each  turn  of  paffion  I  purfuc, 
Afk  thy  own  heart  if  what  I  tell  be  true  ? 
To  the  green  margin  of  a  lonely  wood, 
Whofe  pendant  (hades  o'erlook'd  a  filver  flood. 
Young  Damon  came,  unknowing  where  he  ftray'd. 
Full  of  the  image  of  his  beauteous  maid  : 
'  His  flock,  far  off",  unfed,  untended,  lay, 
To  every  lavage  dtfencelefs  prey  ; 
No  fenfe  of  inierefl:  could  their  mafter  move, 
And  every  care  feem'd  trifling  now  but  love. 
A  while  in  penfive  filence  he  remain'd, 
But,  though  his  voice  was  mute,  his  looks  com- 

plain'd  ; 
At  length  the  thoughts  within  hi?  bofom  pent 
Forc'd  his  unwilling  tongue  to  give  them  vent- 

"  Ye  nyn]phs,"he  cried, 'ye  Dryads,  who  fo  long 
•'  Have  favor'd  Damon,  and  infpird  his  fong; 
"  For  whom/  retir'd,  I  Ihun  the  gay  reforts 
"  Of  fportful  cities,  and  of  pompous  courts; 
"  In  vain  I  bid  the  reftlefs  world  adieu, 
"   To  feek  tranquillity  and  peace  with  you. 
"  Though  wild  ambition  and  deftrudlivc  rage, 
"   No  fadlions  here  can  form,  no  wars  can  wage  : 
"   Though  envy  frowns  not  on  your  humble  (hades, 
"  Nor  calumny  your  innocence  invades  : 
"  Yet  cruel  love,  that  troubler  of  the  breaft, 
"  Too  often  violates  yoar  boafted  reft  j 


With  inbred  (lorms  difturbs  your  calm  retreat, 
And  taints  with  bitternefseach  rural  fweet. 
"  Ah  lucklefs  day  !  when  firft  with  fond  fur- 
On  Delia's  face  I  fix'd  my  eager  eyes !       [prife 
Then  in  wild  tumults  all  my  foul  was  toft. 
Then  reafon,  liberty,  at  once  were  loft  :   [gone. 
And  every  wifh,  and  thought,  and  care,  was 
But  what  my  heart  employ'd  on  her  alone. 
Then  too  (lie  fmii'd  :  can  fmiles  our,  peace  de- 

"  ftroy, 
Thofe  lovely  children  of  content  and  joy  ! 
How  can  foft  pleafure  and  tormenting  woe 
From  the  fame  fpring  at  the  fame  moment  flow  : 
Unhappy  boy  '.   thefe  vain  inquiries  ceafe, 
Thought  could  not  guard,  nor  will  reftore,  thy 

"  peace  : 
Indulge  the  frenzy  that  thou  muft  endure, 
And  footh  the  pain  thou  know'ft  not  how  to 

"  cure, 
Con-.e,  flattering  memory  !  and  tell  my  heart 
How  kind  (he  was,  and  with  what  pleafing  arc 

•  She  (Irove  its  fondeft  wilbes  to  obtain, 
Confirm  her  power,  and  fafter  bind  my  chain, 
If  on  the  green  we  danc'd,  a  mirthful  band ; 
To  me  alone  (be  gave  her  willmg  hand  : 

■  Her  partial  tafte,  if  e'er  I  touch'd  the  lyre, 

■  Still  in  my  fong  found  fomething  to  admire. 
By  none  but  her  my  crook  with  flowers  was 

"  crown'd, 
'  By  none  but  her  my  brows  with  ivy  bound  : 

■  1  he  world  that  Damon,  was  her  choice  belicv'd, 
'  The  world,  alas  !  like  D-tmon,  was  deceived. 

'   When  laft  I  faw  her,  and  declar'd  my  fire 

■  In  words  as  foft  as  paffion  could  infpire, 

■  C'-ldly  (he  heard,  and  fnll  of  fcorn  withdrew, 

•  Without  one  pitying  glance,  one  fweet  adieu. 
■■    rhe  frighted  hind,  who  fees  his  ripen'd  corn 

•  Up  from  the  foots  by  fudden  tempefts  torn, 

'    Whi.fe  faireft  hope'-  deftroy'd  ana  bla  led  lie, 
'  Feels  not  fo  keen  a  pang  of  grief  as  I. 


ajo  THEWORKSOF 

"  Ah,  now  have  T  deferv'd,  inhuman  maid, 
•'  To  have  my  faithful  fervice  thus  repaid  ? 
"   Where  ail  the  marks  of  kindnefs  I  receivd, 
"  But  dreams  of  joy,  that  charm'd  me  and  de- 

"  ceiv'd  ? 
"  Or  did  you  only  nlirfe  my  growing  love, 
"  That  with  more  pain    I    might    your    hatred 

"  prove  ? 
"  Sure  guilty  treachery  no  place  could  find 
"   In  fuch  a  gentle,  fuch  a  generous  mind  : 
"  A  maid  brought  up  the  woods  and  wilds  among 
"  Could  ne'er  have  learn*   the  art.  of  courts  lo 

"  young : 
«  No  ;  let  me  rather  think  her  anger  feign'd, 
««  Still  let  me  hope  my  Delia  may  be  gain'd ; 
««  'Tvvas  only  modefry  that  feem'd  dildain, 
"  And  her  heart  fuffjr'd  when  (he  gave  roe  pain." 
Pleas'd  with  this  flattering  thought,  the  love- 
fick  hoy 
Pelt  the  faint  dawning  of  a  donhtful  joy  ;^ 
Back  to  his  flock  more  cheerful  he  return'd, 
When  now  the  fetting  fun  more  fiercely  burn'd, 
Blue  vapours  rofe  along  the  mazy  rills, 
And  light's  lull  blufiies  ting^'d  the  diftant  hills. 

HOPE.     ECLOGUE  II. 

TO  MR.  DODDIKGTON. 

\Aftcrtvards  Lord  Melcomhe  Regis?^ 
Hear,  Doddingtin,  the  notes  that  fhephcrds  fi^g» 
Like  t'hofe  that  warbling  hail  the  genial  fpring. 
Nor  Pan,  nor  PhceVus,  tunes  our  artlefs  reeds  : 
From  love  alone  their  melody  proceeds. 
From  love,  Theocritus,  on  Enna's  plains,. 
Learnt  the  wild  fv/eetnefs  of  his  Doric  ftrains. 
Young  N'laro,  touch'd  by  bis  infpiring  dart, 
Could'charm  each  ear,  and  foftcn  every  heart  : 
Me   too  his  power  has  reach'd,  and  bids  with 

thine 
"My  rudic  pipe  in  pleafing  concert  j'-in  *. 

Damon  no  1  nger  fought  the  filent  fn^de, 
JCo  more  in  unfrequented  paths  he  Ilray'd, 
But  call'd  tht  fwair.s  to  hrar  his  jocund  foiig, 
And  told  his  joy  lo  all  the  rural  throng. 

"  Dleft  be  the  hour,"  he  faid,  "  that  happy  h^ur, 
*'  When  firft  I  own'd  my  Delia's  gentle  power  ; 
"  Then  jrloomy  difccntent  and  pining  care 
«*   Forfook  my  breaft,  and  left  foft  willies  there; 
"  Soft  wiliits  there  they  left,  and  gay  defres, 
•«  Dclightf  il  languors,  ard  tranfporting  fires. 
"  Where  yonder  limes  combine  to  form  a  ftade, 
"  Thefe  eyes  ftrft  gaz'd  i:pon  the  charming  maid; 
"  There  file  appear'd,  on  that  aufpicious  day, 
"  When   fwaiiis  their  fportive  rites  to    Bncchus 

«'  pay  :  [fiic  mov'd  ! 

"  She  led  the   dnncc — heavens  1  with  what  grace 
"  Who  could  have  fccn   her  then,  and  not  have 

••  lov'd  ? 
"  1  drove  not  to  refill  fo  fweet  a  flame, 
"  But  gloried  in  a  happy  captive's  name  ; 
"  Mcr  would  1  now,  could  love  permit,  be  free, 
•'   But  leave  to  brutes  their  favage  liberty. 

*  Mr-  Bodjiiftnn  hod  tvrtttenfome -very  pretty  love 
v-rjet.,  ■whieh  have  never  been ^tilUJled. 


LYTTLETON. 

"  And  art  thou  then,  fond  youth,  fecure  of  joy.'' 
"   Can  no  reverfe  thy  flattering  blifs  deftroy  ? 
"   Has  treacherous  love  no  torment  yet  in  ftore  ? 
''  Or  hafl  thou  never  prov'd  his  fatal  power  ? 
"   Whence  flow'd  thole   tears  that  late  bedew'd 

"   thy  check? 
"  Why  figh'd  thy  heart  as  if  it  drove  to  break  I 
"   Why  Were  the  defert  rocks  invok'd  to  hear 
"  The  plaintive  accent  t  f  thy  fad  defpair  ? 
"  From  Delia's  rigour  all  thofe  pains  arofe, 
"  D.Iia,  who  now  compaflionates  my  woes, 
"  V^'^ho  bids  me  lope ;   and  in  that  charming  word 
"   Has  peace  and  tranfport  to  my  fou!  reftor'd. 

"  Begin  my  pipe,  begin  the  gladfome  lay ; 
"   A  kifs  from  Delia  fhall  thy  mulic  pay  ; 
"  A  kifs  obtain'd  "twi.v.t  ftruggling  and  confent, 
"   Given  with  forc'd  anger,  and  dn'guis'd  content. 
"   No  laureat  wreaths  I  alk,to  bind  my  brows, 
"  Such  as  the  mufe  on  lofty  bards  bellows  : 
"  Let  other  fwains  to  praife  or  fame  afpire  ; 
"   I  from  her  lips  my  recompence  require. 

"  Why  ftays  my  Delia  in  her  fecret  bower  ? 
"  Light   gaits   have   chas'd   the  late  impending 

"  fhower ; 
"  Th' emerging  fun  more  bright  his  beams  extends; 
"  Oppos'd,  its  beauteous  arch  the  rainbow  bends  ! 
"   Glad  youths  and   maidens  turn   the  new-made 

'•  hay  : 
"  The  birds  renew  their  forgs  on  every  fpray  ! 
"  Come  forth,   my  love,  thy  (hepherd's  joys  to 

"  crcwn  : 
"   All  nature  fmiles, — Will  only  Ctlia  frown  ! 
"   Hark  how   the   bees  with  murmurs  fill  the 

"  plain, 
"  While  every  flower  of  every  fweet  they  drain  : 
"  See,  how  beneath  yon  hillock's  fhady  deep, 
"  ']"he  fhelter'd  herds  on  flowery  c<>uches  fleep  : 
"  Nnr  bees,  nor  herds,  are  half  fo  bleft  as  I, 
"  If  with  my  I'ond  defires  my  love  comply; 
"   From  Delia's  lios  a  fweeter  honey  flows, 
"  And  on  her  bofom  dwells  more  foft  repofe. 

"   Ah  how,  my  dear,  fliall  I  deferve  thy  charms? 
"   Wlidt  gift  can  bribe  thee  to  my  longing  arms  ? 
"   A  bird  for  thee  in  filken  bands  1  hold, 
"   Whofe  yellow  plumage  Ihines  like  polifh'd  gold; 
"  Frotn  diftant  iflcs  the  lovely  ftranger  came, 
"    And  bears  the  f  rtunate  Canaries  name  ; 
"   In  all  our  woods  none  boails  fo  fweet  a  note, 
"   Not  ev'n  the  nightingale's  melodious  throat. 
"   Accept  of  this ;  and  could  !  add  befide 
^'   What  wealth  the  rich  Peruvian  mountains  hide ; 
"   If  all  the  gems  in  eaftern  rocks  were  mine, 
"  On  thee  alone  their  glittering  pride  fliould  fliine. 
"  But,  if  thy  mind  no  gifts  have  power  to  move, 
"   Phoebus  himfelf  fliall  leave  th'  Aonian  grove  : 
"  The  tuneful  nine,  who  never  fue  in  vain, 
"   Shall  come  fweet  fupplianis  for  their  favourite 

"  fwain. 
"   For  him  each  blue-ey'd  Naiad  of  the  flood, 
"   For  Iiim  each  green-hair'd  filler  of  the  wood, 
"   Whom  oft  beneath  fair  Cynthia's  gentle  ray 
"  His  mufic  calls  to  dance  the  night  away. 
"   And  you,  fair  nymphs,  conipani  ns  of  my  love, 
«  With  whom  Ihe  joys  the   cowflip   meads  t» 

"  rove. 


POEMS. 


«5t 


"  I  beo;  you,  recommend  T.y  fairliful  flame, 
"   And  let  her  often  hear  her  (lit  phe-d's  r.^me  : 
"  Shade  all  my  faults  from  her  ihcjuirinj;  fight, 
"    And  fliow  my  merits  in  the  faircft  Hgh.t; 
"   My  pipe  your  kind  affiftaac;  (liall  repay, 
"   And  every  friend  fliall  claim  a  different  lay. 

"  But  fee     in  yonder  glarie  the  heavenly  fair 
"  Enjoys  the  fraj^rance  <,f  the  breezy  air — 
"   Ah,  thither  let  me  fly  with  eager  feet ; 
••   Adieu,  my  pipe  ;    I  go  my  love  to  meet — 
"  O,  may  I  find  her  as  v/e  parted  lafl, 
"   And  may  each  futue  hour  he  like  the  paft: ! 
•'  So  fhali  the  vvhiteft  lamb  thefe  paftures  feed, 
"  Propitious  Venus,  on  thy  altars  bleed." 

JEALOUSY.     ECLOGUE  IlL 

TO    MR.   EDWARD   WALPOLE. 

The  pods,  O  Walpole,  given  no  blifs  fincere; 
Wealth  is  difturb'd  by  care, and  power  by  fear; 
Of  all  the  paffions  that  em;  ley  the  mind, 
In  gentle  love  the  fweetefl  j  ys  we  find  : 
Yet  ev'n  thofe  joys  dire  jealoufy  moleft?. 
And  blackens  each  fair  image  in  our  breafls. 
O  may  the  warmth  of  ihy  too  tender  heart 
Ne'er  feel  the  fbarpncfs  of  his  veno.Ti'd  dart '. 
For  thy  own  quiet,  think  thy  miilrefs  juft. 
And  wifely  take  thy  happinefs  on  trufl. 

Begin,  my  mnfe,  and  Damon's  woes  rehearfe, 
In  wildeft  numbers  and  dilbrder'd  verfc. 

On  a  romantic  m'Untain's  airy  head 
(While  browzing  goats  at  eafe  around  him  fed) 
Anxious  he  lay,  with  jealous  cares  oppreft; 
Diftruft  and  anger  labouring  in  his  bread — 
The  vale  beneath  a  pleafing  profpedl  yields 
Of  verdant  meads  and  cultivated  fieid^; 
Through  thefe  a  river  rolls  it-  winding  flood, 
Adorn'd  with  various  tufts  of  riling  wood; 
Here  half  conceal'd  in  trees  a  cottage  Hands, 
A  calUe  there  the  opening  plain  commands ; 
Beyond,  a  town  v.-ith  glittering  fpirts  is  crown'd. 
And  diflant  hills  the  wide  horizon  bound  : 
So  charming  was  the  fcene,a  while  the  fwaiii 
Eeheld  delighted,  and  forgot  his  pain  : 
But  foon  the  flings  irSx'd  within  his  heart 
With  cruel  force  renew'd  their  raging  fmart  : 
His  flowery  wreath,  which  long  with  pride  he 

wore. 
The  gift  of  Delia,  from  his  brows  he  tore, 
Then  cried,  "   Aiay  all  thy   charms,  ungrateful 

"  maid, 
"  Like  thefe  negleifted  rofes,  droop  and  fade  1 
"  May  angry  heaven  deform  each  guilty  grace, 
"  That  triumph.s  now  in  that  deluding  face  1 
"  Thofe  alter'd  looks  may  every  fiiepherd  fly, 
*'  And  ev'n  thy  Daphnis  hate  thte  worfe  than  I  1 
"   Say,  thou  inconflant,  what  has  Damon  done, 
"  To  lofe  the  heart  his  tedious  pains  had  wen  ? 
"   Tel!  me  what  charms  you  in  ray  rival  find, 
"  Againft  whofe  power  no  ties  have   flrengih  to 

"  bind? 
"  Has  he,  like  me,  with  long  obedience  flrove 
«'  To  conquer  your  difdain,  and  merit  love  ? 
"  Has  he  with  tranfport  every  fmile  ador'd, 
*'  And  died  with  grietat  each  ungentle  word  i 


■  All,  no  '.  the  conquefL  was  obtaln'd  with  eafe  • 
'    He  pleas'd  you,  by  not  fiudying  to  pleai'e  , 
'   His  c-areleTs  indob.nce  your  priic  alarm'd ; 
'  And,  had  helov'dyou  more,he  Icfs  had  charm'd. 

"  O  pain  to  think  '.   another  fha'l  pofieis 
'  Till  fe  balmy  lips  which  I  was  wont  to  prefs  : 
'    A^'othei  on  her  panting  breall  fuall  lie, 
'   And  carch  fweet  madnefs  frum  her  fwimming 

"  eye ! — 
'  I  f.iw  their  friendly  flocks  together  feed, 
'   I  faw  them  hand  in  iiaiid  walk  o'er  the  mead  : 
•'  Would  my  clos'd  e/e  had  funk  in  endleis  night, 
'  Ere  I  was  doom'd  to  bear  that  hateful  fio-ht  ! 
"   Where'er  they  pafs'd,  he  blafted  every  fiower, 
"  And   hungry  wolves  their  helplefs  flocks  de- 

"  vour  !' — 
"  Ah  wretched  fvvain  could  no  examples  move 
"   Thy  heedlefs  heart  to  fliun  the  rage  of  love .' 
"  Hufl  thou  not  heard  how  poor      Menaicaa  died 
"    A  vidtim  to  Parthenia's  fatal  pride  ? 
"  Dear  was  the  youth  to  all  the  tuneful  plain, 
"  Lov'd  by  the  nymph";,  by  Phoebus  lov'd  in  vain  ; 
"   Around  his  tomb  their  tears  the  mufes  paid; 
"   And  all  things  mourn'd,  but  the  relentlefs  maid. 
"    Woald  I  could  die  lil:e  him,  and  be  at  peace? 
"  Thefe  torments  in  the  quiet  grave  would  ceafe; 
"  There  my  v£j:'d  thoughts  a  calm  repofe  would 

*'  find         ■ 
"   And  reft,  as  if  my  Delia  (lill  were  kind. 
"   No,  let  me  live,  her  falfehood  to  upbraid  : 
"   Some  god  perhaps  my  iufl;  revenge  wiil  aid.— . 
"  Alas!  what  aid,  fond  Twain,  wouldil  thou  re- 

"  ceive  ! 
"  Could  thy  heart  bear  to  fee  its  Delia  grieve  ? 
"  Prote<51;  her,  heaven  !   and  let  her  never  knowr 
"  The  flighteft  part  of  hapjefs  Damon's  woe  : 
"   I  afic  no  vengeance  from  the  powers  above  ; 
"  All  I  implore  is  never  more  to  love. — 
f  Let  me  this  foncnefs  from  my  bnfom  tear, 
"  Let  me  forget  that  e'er  I  thought  htr  fair. 
"  Come,  cool  indifTcrence,  and  heal  my  breail; 
"  Wearied,  at  length,  I  feek  thy  downy  reft  : 
"   No  turbulence  of  j-afTion  fliall  deftroy 
"   My  future  eafe  with  flattering  hopes  <4  joy, 
"   Hear  mighty  Pan, and,  all  ye  fylvans,  hear 
"   What  by  your  guurdian  deities  I  fvvcar  ; 
"   No  more  my  eyes  fnall  view  her  fatal  charm?, 
"    No  more  I'll  court  the  traitorefs  to  mv  arms  ; 
"   Not  all  her  arts  my  fleady  foul  fiiall  move, 
"   And  file  fhall  find  that  reafon  conquers  love  !"— 
Scarce  had  he  fpoke,  when  through  the  lawn  be- 
low 
Alone  he  faw  the  beauteous  Delia  go  ; 
At  once  tranfported,  he  forgot  his  vow, 
(Such  perjuries  the  laughing  gods  allow  !) 
Down  the  fteep  hills  with  ardent  haft  he  flew; 
He  found  her  kind,  and  foon  believ'd  her  true. 

POSSESSION.     ECLOGUE  IV. 

TO    LORD   COBHAM. 

CoBH.AM,  to  thee  this  rural  lay  I  bring, 
Whofe  guiding  judgnjent  gives  me  ficill  to  fing; 

*  See  .Mr,  Cay's  D'wnt. 
(> 
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Though  far  unequal  to  thofe  polifh'd  ftrains. 
With  which  thy  Congreve  charm'd  the  liftening 

plains :     . 
Yet  fiiall  its  mufic  pleafe  thy  partial  ear,       [dear; 
And  looth  thy  bread  with  thoughts  that  once  were 
Reca!  thofe  years  which  time  has  thrown  behind, 
When  fmiling  love  with  honour  fliar'd  thy  mind  : 
When  all  thy  glorious  days  of  profpcrous  fight 
Delighted  lei's  than  one  fui-cefsful  night. 
The  fweet  remembrance  fliall  thy  youth  reftore, 
Fancy  again  fhall  run  pafl  pleafure's  o'er  ; 
And.  while   in   Stowe's  enchanting  walks   you 

ftray, 
This  theme  may  help  to  cheat  the  fummer's  day. 

Beneath  the  covert  of  a  myrtle  wood, 
To  Venus  rais'd,  a  ruftic  altar  ftood. 
To  Venus  and  to  Hymen,  there  combin'd, 
lu  friendly  league  to  favour  humankind. 
With  wanton  Cupids,  in  that  haj.py  fliade, 
The  gentle  virtues  and  mild  wifdom  play'd. 
Nor  therein  fprightly  pleafure's  genial  train, 
Lurk'd  Cck  difgufl,  or  late-repenting  pain. 
Nor  force,  nor  intereft,  join'd  unwilling  hands. 
But  love  confenting  tied  the  blif-.ful  bands, 
Thither,  with  glad  devotion,  Damon  came. 
To   thank  the   powers  who   blef'.'d   his  faithful 

flame: 
Two  milk-white  doves  he  on  their  altar  laid. 
And  thus  to  both  his  grateful  homage  paid : 
"  Hail,  bounteous  god  !  before  whofe  hallow'd 

"  fhrine 
"  My  Delia  vow'd  to  be  for  ever  mine, 
•'  While,  glowing  in  her  cheeks,  with  tender  love, 
"   Sweet  virgin  modefty  reluftant  ftrove  ! 
"  And  hail  to  thee,  fair  queen  of  young  defires ! 
"  Long  fljall  my  heart  prcferve  thy  pleafing  fires, 
«  Since  Delia  now  car.  all  its  warmth  return, 
•«  As  fondly  languifli,  and  as  fiercely  burn. 

"  O  the  dear  bloom  of  laft  propitious  night ! 
"  O  ihade  more  charming  than  the  faircll  light  1 
»'  Then  in  my  arm^  I  clafp'd  the  melting  maid, 
"    Then  all  my  pains  one  .moment  overpaid : 
*'  Then  firft  the  fweet  excefs  of  blifs  I  prov'd, 
"  Which   none   can  tafte   but  who  like  me  have 

"  lov'd. 
"  Thou  too,  bright  goddefs  once,  in  Ida's  grove, 
"  Didftnot  difdain  to  meet  a  fhepherd's  love; 
"  Withjimi,    while   friiking  lambs  around  you 

"  play'd, 
*•*  Conceal'd  you  fported  in  the  fecret  fhade  : 
"  Scarce  Could  Anchifes'  raptures  equal  mine, 
"   And  Delia's  beauties  only  yield  t.:  thine 

"   What  are  ye  n  ,w,  my  once  moft  valued  joys? 
"   Infiiid  trifles  all,  and  childifti  toys — 
•'   F.ientlfhip  itielf  t.c'er  knew  a  charm  like  this, 
"   Nor  Colin's  talk  coi.ld  pleafe  like  Delia's  kifs. 

"   Ye  mufes,  fkiU'  1  in  every  winning  art, 
«  Teach  me  moie  deeply  t"  er-gage  her  heart; 
«  Ye  nymphs,  to  her  your  frelhefi  rofes  bring, 
'*  And   crown  her    with    the   pride  of   all    the 

"  fpring  . 
•♦  On  all  her  days  let  health  and  peace  attend  ; 
"   May  (he  ne'er  want,  nor  cvrr  lofe,  a  friend  ! 
•«  May  fome  new  pleafure  every  hour  employ  : 
"  But  let  her  Damon  be  her  higheft  joy  ! 


"  With  thee,  my  love,  for  ever  will  I  {lay. 
All  night  carefs  thee,  and  admire  all  day  ; 
In   the   fame   field  our   mingled   flocks   we'll 

"  feed. 
To  the  fame  fpring  onr  thirfty  heifers  lead, 
Together  will  we  fhare  the  harvefl  toils, 
Together  prefs  the  vine's  autumnal  fpoils. 
Delightful  ftate,  where  peace  and   love  com- 

"  bine. 
To  bid  our  tranquil  days  unclouded  fhine  I 
Here  limpid   fountains   roll   through   flowery 

"  meads ; 
Here  rifing  forefts  lift  their  verdant  heads : 
Here  let  me  wear  my  carelefs  life  away, 
And  in  thy  arms  infenfibly  decay. 
"   When  late  old  age  our  heads  fliall  filver  o'er, 
And  our  flow  pulfes  dance  with  joy  no  more ; 
When  time  no  longer  will  thy  beauties  fpare. 
And  only  Damon's  eye  fhall  think  thee  fair ; 
Then  may  the  gentle  hand  of  welc<'me  death. 
At  one  foft  ftroke,  deprive  us  both  of  breath  ! 
May  we  beneath  one  common  ftone  be  laid, 
And  the  fame  cyprefs  both  our  aflies  ftiade  1 
Perhaps  fome  friendly  mufe,  in  tender  verfe, 
Shall  deign  our  faithful  paflion  to  rehearfe 
.-^nd  future  ages,  with  juft  envy  mov'd. 
Be  told  hoiv  Damon  and  his  Delia  lov'd." 


SOLILOQUY    OF   A    BEAUTY    IN   THE 
COUNTRY. 

Written  at  Eaton  School, 

'TwAS  night;  and  Flavia,  to  her  room  rctir'd, 
With  evening  chat  and  fober  reading  tir'd; 
There,  melancholy,  penfive,  and  alone. 
She  meditates  on  the  forlaken  town  : 
On  her  rais'd  arm  reclin'd  her  drooping  head, 
She  figh'd  and  thus  in  plaintive  accents  faid  : 
"  Ah,  what  avails  it  to  be  young  and  fair ; 
"    To  move  with  negligence,  to  drefs  witn  care  ? 
"  What  worth  have  all  the  charms  our  pride  caa 

«  boafb, 
"  If  all  in  envious  folitude  are  lolt  ? 
"    Where  none  admire,  'tis  ufelefs  to  excel ; 
"   Where  none  are  beaux,   'tis  vain  to  be  a  belle  ; 
"   Beauty,  like  wit,  to  judges  ftiould  be  ftiown  ; 
"  Both   moft  are   valued,  where  they  beft   arc 

"  kniiwn. 
"   With  every  grace  of  nature  or  of  art, 
"   We  cannot  break  one  ftubbi^rn  country  heart : 
'«    The  brutes,  infcnfible,  o\:r  power  defy  : 
"    To  love  exceeds  a  'Iquire's  capacity. 
"   The  town,  the  court,  is  beauty's  proper  fphere  ; 
«    That  is  our  heaven   and  we  are  argels  there  : 
"   In  that  gay  circle  thoufand  Cupids  rove, 
"    The  court  of  Britain  is  the  court  of  love. 
"   How    has   my   coiifcious    heart   with  triumph 

"  glow'd, 
"  How  have  my  fparkling   eyes  their  tranfport 

"  fliow'd, 
"   At  each  diftinguifti'd  birth-night  ball,  to  fee 
"  The  homage,  aue  to  empire,  paid  to  me  1 
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"  When  every  eye  was  fix'd  on  me  alone, 

"   And  dreaded  mine  more   than   the  monarch's 

"  frown ; 
"  When  rival  ftatefmen  for  my  favour,  drove, 
"  Lefs  jealous  in  their  power  than  in  their  love. 
"  Chang'd  is  the  kene ;  and  all  my  glories  die, 
"  Like  flowers  tranfplanted  to  a  colder  Iky  : 
"  Loft  is  the  dear  delight  of  giving  pain, 
"  The  tyrant  joy  of  hearing  flaves  complain. 
"  In  (lupid  indolence  my  life  is  fpent, 
"  Supinely  calm,  and  dully  innocent : 
"  Unbleft  I  wear  my  uftlefs  time  away; 
"  Sleep  (wretched  maid !)  all  night,  and  dream 

«  all  day ; 
"  Go  at  fet  hours  to  dinner  and  to  prayer 
"   (For  duUnefs  ever  muft  be  regular.) 
"  Now  with  mamma  at  tedious  whifl  I  play  ; 
•'  Now  without  fcandal  drink  infipid  tea ; 
"  Or  in  the  garden  breathe  the  country  air, 
"  Secure  from  meeting  any  tempter  there ; 
"  From  books  to  work,  from  work  to   books,  I 

"  rove, 
"  And  am  (alas  1)  at  leifure  to  improve  !— 
"  Is  this  the  life  a  beauty  ought  to  lead  ? 
"  Were  eyes  fo  radiant  only  made  to  read  ? 
"  Thefe  fingers,  at  whofe  touch  ev'n.age  would 

"  glow, 
"  Are  thefe  of  ufe  for  nothing  but  to  few  ? 
"  Sure  erring  nature  never  could  defign 
•'  To  form  a  houfcwife  in  a  mould  like  mine  ! 
"  O  Venus,  queen  and  guardian  of  the  fair, 
"  Attend  proi.'itious  to  thy  votary's  prayer  : 
•'  Let  nie  revifit  the  dear  town  again  :  "j 

"  Let  me  be  fetn  !  -could  Fthat  wifti  obtain,    C 
"  All  other  wiihes  my  own  power  would  gain."  j 

BLENHEIM. 

Written  at  the  Univerfity  of  Oxford, in  tbcTear  JJZJ. 

Parent  of  arts,  whofe  fkilful  hand  firft  taught 
The  towering  pile  to  rife,  and  form'd  the  plan 
With  fair  proportion  :  architetSt  divine. 
Minerva  ;   thee  to  my  adventurous  lyre 
Afliftant  1  invoke,  that  means  to  Hng 
Blenhein-.,  proud  monument  of  Britifh  fame. 
Thy  glorious  work  .  for  thou  the  lofty  towers 
Didft  to  his  virtue  raife,  whom  of-  thy  fhield 
In  peril  guarded,  and  thy  wifdom  fteer'd 
Through  all  the  ftorms  of  war. —  Thee  too  I  call, 
Thalia,  fylvan  mufe,  who  lov'ft  to  rove 
Along  the  (hady  paths  and  verdant  bowers 
Of  Woodftock's  happy  grove  :  there  tuning  fweet 
Thy  rural  pipe,  while  all  the  Dryad  train 
Attentive  liflen;    let  thy  warbling  fong 
Paint  with  melodious  praife  the  pltafing  fccne. 
And  equal  thefe  to  Pindus'  honour'd  ftiadcs. 

When  iiurope  freed,  confcfh'd  the  faving  power 
Gf  Marlborough's  hand ;  Britain,    who  fent  him 

forth 
Chief  of  omfederate  hofls,  to  fight  the  caufe 
Of  liberty  and  juftice,  grateful  rais'd 
This  palace,  facred  to  her  leader's  fame  : 
A  trophy  of  fuccefs;   with  fpoils  adorn'd 
©f  conquex'd  towns  and  glorying  in  the  name 


Of  that  aufpicious  field,  where  Churchill's  fword 
Vanquifh'd  the  might  of  Gallia,  and  chaftis'd 
Rebel  Bavar. — Majeftic  in  its  ftrength, 
Stands  the  proud  dome.and  fpeaksits  great  defign. 

Hail,  happy  chief,  iKTiofe  valour  could  deferve 
Reward  fo  glorious!  grateful  nation,  hail. 
Who  paid'ft  his  fervice  with  fo  rich  a  meed  ! 
Which  moft  fliall  I  admire,  which  worthieft  praife, 
The  hero  or  the  people?  honour  doubts, 
And  weighs  their  virtues  in  an  equal  fcale. 
Not  thu-  Germania  pays  th'  uncanccU'd  debt 
Of  gratitude  to  us — Biufli,  Ccef'ar,  blulh. 
When  rhou  bcrhold'ft  thefe  towers;  ingrate,  to  thee 
A  monun\ent  of  fliame  !  can'ft  thou  forget 
Whence  they  are  nam'd,  and  what  an  Engliflx 

arm 
Did  foi-  thy  throne  that  day  ?  but  wc  difdain 
Or  to  U[)braid  or  imitate  thy  guilt. 
Still  thy  obdurate  heart  againft  the  fenfe 
Of  obligation  infinite;  and  know, 
Britain,  like  heaven,  protecfls  a  thanldefs  world 
For  her  own  glory,  nor  expcdl-;  reward. 

Pieas'd  with  the  noble  theme,   her  talk  the 
mufe 
Purfues  untir'd,  and  through  the  palace  roves 
With  ever-new  delight.     The  tapeftry  rich 
With  gold,  and  gay  with  all  the  beauteous  paint 
Of  various-colour'd  filks,  difpos'd  with  flcill, 
Attradls  her  curious  eye.     Here  liter  rolls 
His  purple  wave  ;  and  there  the  Granic  flood 
With  paffing  fquadrons  foams  :  here  hardy  Gaul 
Flies  from  the  fword  cf  Britain  ;  there  to  Greece 
Effeminate  Perfia  yields. — In  arms  oppos'd, 
Vlarlborough  and  Alexander  vie  for  fame 
With  glorious  competition  ;  equal  both 
In  valour  and  in  fortune  :  but  their  praife 
Be  different,  for  with  different  views  they  fought; 
This  to  fu/idue,  and  that  to  free  mankind. 

Now,  through  the  ftately  portals  iffuing  forth^ 
The  mufe  to  foftet  glories  turns,  and  feeks 
The  woodland  (hade,  delighted.     Not  the  vale 
Of  Tcmpe  fam'din  long,'  or  Ida's  grove, 
^uch  beauty  boafls.     Amid  the  mazy  gloom 
Of  this  romantic  wildernefs  once  ftood 
rhe  bower  of  Rofanionda,  haplefs  fair. 
Sacred  to  grief  and  love  ,   the  cryftal  fount 
In  which  fhe  us'd  to  bathe  her  beauteous  limbs 
Still  warbling  flows,  pieas'd  to  refleft  the  face 
Of  Spencer,  lovely  maid,  when  tir'd  fhe  fits 
Befide  its  flovirery  brink,  and  views  thofe  charms 
Which  only  Rofamond  could  once  excel. 
But  fee  where,  flowing  with  a  nobler  ftream, 
A  limpid  lake  of  pureft  waters  rolls 
Beneath  the  wideftretch'd  arch,  ftupendousworlfj 
Through  which  the  Danube  might  collected  pour 
His  fpacious  urn  !   Silent  a  while  and  fmooth 
The  current  glides,  till  with  an  headlong  force 
Broke  and  diforder'd,  down  the  fteep  it  falls 
In  loud  cafcadcs  ;  the  filver-fparkling  foam 
Glitters  relucent  in  the  dancing  ray. 

In  thefe  retreats  repos'd  the  mighty  foul 
Of  Churchill,  from  the  toils  of  war  and  Hate, 
Splendidly  private,  and  the  tranquil  joy 
Of  contemplation  felt,  while  Blenheim's  dome 
Triumphal  ever  in  his  mind  renew 'd 
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The  memory  af  his  fame,  and  foi^th  d  his  thoughts 
With  pkolirg;  record  of  his  glorious  deeds. 
So,  by  the  rage  of  facftion  home  recali'd, 
Lut-ullus.  while  he  wag'd  lucccfsful  war 
Agair.fl  the  ^'lide  (;f  Alia,  and  the  power 
Of  Mithridates,  whofc  afpiring  mind 
No  lofles  codld  fubdue,  i-nrich'd  with  fpoils 
Of  conquer'd  nationb,  hack  rcturn'd  to  Rome, 
Ar.d  in  magnliicent  retircmeiu  paft 
The  evening  of  his  life. — But  not  alone, 
In  the  calm  ihades  of  Isoiiourabie  eafe, 
-Great    Marlborough    peaceful   dwelt  :   indulgent 

heaven 
Gave  a  companion  to  his  fofter  hours. 
With  whom  converfing,  he  forget  all  change 
Of  fortune,  or  of  ilate,  and  in  her  mind 
Found  greatnefs  equal  to  his  own,  and  lov'd 
Himfelf  in  her  —  I  hus  each  by  each  admir'd 
In  mutual  honour,  mutual  fondnefs  join'd  : 
Like  tv.'o  fair  liars,  with  inrermiiigled  light, 
In  friendly  union  they  tocjcther  fhone, 
Aidinc  each  other's  brightnefs,  till  the  cloud 
Of  night  eternal  quench'd  the  beams  of  one. 
Thee,  Churchill,  firll  the  ruthlel's  hand  of  death 
Tore  from  thy    confort's  lidc,   and   call'd   thee 

hence 
To  the  fublimer  feats  of  joy  and  love  ; 
Where  fate  again  fhall  join  her  foul  to  thine. 
Who  now,  regardful  of  thy  fam.e,  eretfts 
The  column  to  thy  pralfe,  and  foothes  her  woe 
With  pious  honours  to  thy  iacred  name 
Immortal.     Lo  !  where,  towering  in  the  height 
Of  yon  aerial  pillar,  proudly  (lauds 
Thy  image,  like  a  guardian  god,  fublime. 
And  awes  the  fubjedl  plain :   beneath  his  feet. 
The  German  eaglea  fpicad  their  wings  ;  his  hand 
Grafps  vidory,  its  {lave.     Such  was  thy  brow 
MajelHc,  fuch  thy  martial  port,  when  Gaul 
I-'led  from  thy  frown,  a!id  in  the  Danub;  fougl.t 
A  refuge  from  thy  fword. — There,  a  here  the  field 
W^as  deepelt  ftain'd  with-goie.on  Hochfiet's plain, 
The  theatre  of  thy  glory,  once  was  rais'.d 
A  meaner  trophy,  by  the  imperial  hand  ; 
Extorted  gratitude  1  which  now  the  rage 
Of  malice  impotent,  befee.i.ing  ill 
A  regal  breatl,  has  level'd  to  the  ground  : 
Mean  infult  1   this,  with  better  aufpices, 
Shall  ftand  on  Britifh  earth  to  tell  the  world 
Kow  Marlborough  fought,  for  whom,  and  how 
1  repaid 

His  fervices.     Nor  fhall  the  conftant  love 
Of  her  who  raii'd  this  monument  be  loft 
In  dark  oblivion     that  fliall  be  the  theme 
Of  future  bards  in  ages  yet  unborn, 
Infpi ''d  with  Chaucer's  fire,  who  in  thefe  groves 
Firil  tun'd  the  Britifh  harp,  and  little  dtcm'd 
His  humble  dwelling  fi-.nuld  the  neighbour  be 
Of  Blenheim,  houfe  fuperb  ;  to  which  the  throng 
Of  travellers  approaching  Ihall  not  pafs 
His  rcof  unii'  ted,  but  rtfptftful  hail 
With  reverence  d;:e.     Such  honour  does  the  mufe 
Obtain  her  fuvor.rites. — But  the  noble  pile 
(My  theme)  demands  my  v:  ite. — O  (hade  ador'd, 
Marlborough  !  who  now  above  the  (larry  fphere 
Dweli'ft  in  the  palaces  of  heavjjn,  enthron'd 


Among  the  demigods,  deign  to  defend 

This  thy  abode,  v^hilc  prefent  here  below. 

And  facred  llill  to  thy  immortal  fame, 

With  tutelary  care.      Prefervc  it  fafe 

From  tjme's  deftroying  hand,  and  cruel  ftroke      , 

Of  f-ifiious  envy'i  more  relentlcf^  rage. 

Here  niay,  long  ages  heflce,  the  Britifh  youth. 

When  honour  calls  them  to  the  field  of  war. 

Behold  the  troplies  which  thy  valour  rals'd  ; 

The  proud  reward  of  thy  fuccefsful  toils 

For  Europe's  freedom,  and  Britannia's  fame  ; 

That  fir'd  with  generous  envy,  they  may  dare 

To  emulate  thy  deeds. — .So  fhall  thy  name. 

Dear  to  thy  country,  ftill  infpire  her  fons 

With  martial  virtue;   and  to  high  attempts 

Excite  their  arm*,  till  other  battles  won. 

And  nations  fav'd  new  monuments  require, 

And  other  Blenheims  (hall  adorn  the  land. 

TO  THE  REVEREND  DR.  AYSCOUGH,    . 

AT   OXFORD. 

Written  from  Paris  in  the  Tear  1 7 28. 

Sat,  deareft  friend,  how  roll  thy  hours  away  ? 
What  pleafing  (iudy  cheats  the  tedious  day  ? 
Dofl.  thou  the  facred  volumes  i  ft  explore 
Of  wife  antiquity's  immortal  lore. 
Where  virtue,  by  the  charms  of  wit  refin'd, 
At  once  exalts  and  polishes  the  mind  ? 
Kow  different  from  our  modern  guilty  art. 
Which  plcafes  only  to  corrupt  the  heart ; 
Whofe  curs'd  refinements  odious  vice  adorn, 
And  teach  to  honour  what  we  ought  to  fcorn  ! 
Dofl  thou  in  fags  hiftorians  joy  to  fee 
How  Roman  greatnefs  rofe  with  liberty : 
How  the  lame  hands  that  tyrants  durfl  control 
Their  empire  drctch'd  from  Atlas  to  the  pole  ; 
Till  wealth  and  conqueft  into  flavcs  refin'd 
The  proud  luxurious  mailers  of  mankind  ? 
Doft  thou,  in  letter'd  Greece  each  charm  admire, 
Each  grace,  each  virtue,  freedom  could  infpire  j 
Yet  in  her  troubled' flate  fee  all  the  woes. 
And  all  the  crimes,  that  giddy  fadion  knows  ; 
Till,  rent  by  parties,  by  corruption  fold, 
Or  weafily  carelefs,  or  too  rafnly  bold, 
She  luidt  beneatli  a  mitigated  doom, 
]he  (lave  and  tutnrefs  o\  proteAing.Rome  ? 
Docs  calm  philofophy  her  aid  impart. 
To  guide  the  pafTions,  and  to  mend  the  heart  ? 
Taught   by  her  'precepts,   haft   thou   learnt    the 

end 
To  whichalone  the  wife  their  ftudies  bend ; 
For  which' aione  by  nature  were  defign'd 
The  powef&of  thought — to  benefit  mankind  ? 
Not,  like'a  cloyfter'd  drone,  to  read  and  dole. 
In  undcfcrving,  undefcrv'd,  repofe; 
But  reafouls  influence  to  diffule  ;  to  clear 
Th'  enligllten'd  world  of  every  gloomy  fear; 
Difpel  the  mifts  of  error,  and  unbind 
Thofe  pedant  chains  that  clog  the  freeborn  mind". 
Happy  who  thus  his  leifure  cm  employ  ! 
Hf  knows  the  purcft  h'  urs    f  tranquil  joy; 
Nor  vext  with  pangs  that  bufier  bofonis  tear. 
Nor  loft  to  fecial  virtue's  pleafing  care  j 
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Safe  in  the  pott,  yet  labouring  to  fuflain 
Thofe  who  fiill  float  on  the  tempelluous  main. 

So  I.ocke  the  days  of  (ludious  quiet  fpcrit ; 
So  Boyle  in  wifdom  found  divine  content ; 
So  Carnbi-ay,  worthy  of  a  hap|jicr  doom,' 
The  virtuous  flave  of  Louis  and  of  Rome. 

Good  *  Wor'fter  thusfupports  his  drdoping  age, 
Far  from  court  flattery, ia:  'from  party-rage  ■ 
He,  who  in  youth  a  tyrant's  frown  defy'd,         ") 
Firmahd. intrepid  on  his  country's  fide,  / 

Her  bo|deft    champjou   then,    and    now    hcrT 
niildefl:  guida  !,\  .  ',,;  j 

O  generous  vvarnith  !   O  fandlity  divine!.. 
To  emulate  his  worth,  my  fritnd,  be  thine  : 
Learn  from  hi-,  life  the  duties  of  the  gown ;. 
Learn,  not  to  flatter,  nor  infult  the  crown  ; 
Nor,  bafely  fervil^,  coiirt  the  guil'y  great, 
Kor  raife  the  church  a  rival  to  the  ftate  : 
To  error  mild.,  to  vice  alone  fevere, 
Seek  not  to  iVread  %he  laio  of  love  by  fear. 
The  priell  who  pkrgnesthe  world  can  never  mend: 
No  foe  to  man  vyiiij  e'ef.to  Gud  a  friend. 
Let  reaio;i^nd  let  virtue,fdith  maintain; 
All  force  but  theirs  is;  mipious,  weak,  and  vain. 

Me  other  ^cares  in  otlier  climes  engage. 
Cares  that  become  my  birth,  and  luit  my  age  ; 
In  various  knowledge  to  improve  my  youth, 
And  conquer  preludke,,worll  foe  to  truth.; 
By  foreign  arts  dome'ftic  faults  to  mend. 
Enlarge  my  notiens,'andmy  views-extend; 
The  uleful  fcience  of  the  world  to  know, 
Wiiich  books  can  never  teach,  or  pedants  fhow. 

A  nation  here  I  pity  and.  admire. 
Whom  nobleft  fcntiments  of  glory  fire, 
Yet  taught,  by  cullom's  force  and  bigot  fear. 
To  ferve  with  prid-e,  and  boafl.  the  yoke  they  bear  : 
Whofe  nobles,  born  to  cringe  and  to  command, 
(In  courts  a  mean,  in  camps  a  generous  band), 
From  each  low  tool  ef  power,  content  receive 
Thofe  laws,  their  dreaded  arms  to  Europe  give. 
Whofe  people  (vain  in  want,  in  bondage  bleft  ; 
Though  plunder'd,  gay  ;  induftrious,  though  op- 

prcil;  . 

With  happy  follies  rifc^bove  their  fate, 
1"he  jeft  and  envy  of  ei^h  wifer  llate. 

Vet  here  the  mufes  deign'd  a  while  to  fport 
In  the  Ihort  fun-fliine  of  a  favouring  court  ; 
Htre  Boileau,  flrong  in  fenfe  and  fharp  in  wif. 
Who,  from  the  ancients,  like  the  ancients  writ, 
Permifilon  gain'd  inferior  vice  to  blame. 
By  flatte.  ing  incenfe  to  his  mailer's  fame. 
Here  Moiiere,  firft  of  comic  wits,  excell'd 
Whate'er  Athenian  theatres  beheld  ; 
By  keen,  yet  decent,  fatire  Ikili'd  to  pleafe. 
With  morals  mirth  uniting,  llrength  with  eafe. 
Now,  chaim'd,  I  hear  the  bold  Corneiilc  infvire 
Heroic  thoughts,  with  Shakfpeare'sftrce  and  fire  ' 
Now  fwcet  Racine,  with  milder  influence,  move 
The  foften  d  heart  tn  pity  and  to  love. 

With  mmgicd  pain  and  pleafure,  I  i'urvey 
The  pompt'us  works  of  arbitrary  fway  ; 
Proud  palaces,  that  drain'd  the  fubjefts"  flore, 
Rais'd  on  the  ruins  of  th  oppreft  and  poor  ; 


*  Bp.  Hough, 


Where  ev'n  mute  walls  are  taught  to  fiatter  flate. 
And  j.ainted  tiiumplis  flyle  ambition  gri.at  *. 
With  more  delight  thofe  pieafing  fliadcs  I  view, 
Wiiere  Conde  from  an  envitus  court  withdrew  ■{•; 
Where,  fick  of  glory,  faction,  power,  and  pride, 
(Sure  judge  how  empty  all,  who  all  had  tried  !) 
Beneath  his  palms  the  weary  chief  repos'd. 
And  life's  great  fcene  in  quiet  viicue  clos'd. 

With  fnanie  that  other  faai'J  retreat  I  fee, 
Adorn'd  by  art,  difgrac'd  by  luxury!  : 
Where  Orleans  wafted  every  vacant  hour. 
In  the  wild  riot  of  unbounded  power; 
Where  fcverifh  debauch  and  impious  love 
Stain'd  the  mad  table  and  the  guilty  grcve. 

With  thirfe  amufements  is  thy  friend  detain'd, 
Pleas'd  and  inftrudted  in  a  foreign  land ; 
Yet  oft  a  tender  wifh  recais  my  mind 
From  prefent  joys  to  dearer  left  beiiind  ? 
O  native  ifle,  fair  freedom's  happieil  feat ! 
At  thought  of  thee,  my  bounding  pulfcs  beat ; 
At  thought  of  thee,  my  heart  impaiient  burns, 
And  all  my  country  on  my  liiui  returns. 
When  Ihall  I  fee  thy  fields,  whofe  plenteous  grain 
Ni    power  can  ravilh  from  th'  induftrious  fwain  ? 
When  kifs,  with  pious  love,  the  facred  earth 
That  gave  a  Burleigh  or  a  Ruffel  birth  ? 
When,  in  the  ihade  of  laws,  that  long  have  flood, 
Propt    by    their  care,   or   flrengthen'd   by  their 

blood, 
Of  fearlefs  independence  wifely  vain. 
The  proudeft  flave  of  Bourbon's  race  difdain  ? 

Yet,  oh  !  what  doubt,  what  fad  pi  efaging  voice, 
Whilpers  within,  and  bids  me  not  rejoice  ; 
Bids  me  contemplate  every  flate  around. 
From  fultry  Spain  to  Norway's  icy  bound; 
Bids  their  loft  rights,  their  ruin'd  glories  fee; 
And  tells  me,  I'hefc,  like  England,  once  were  free! 

TO  MR.  POYNTZ, 

AMBASSADOR  AT  THE  CONGRESS  OF   SSISSONS, 

IN   1728 

Written  at  Paris. 

O  Tuou,  whofe  friendlbip  is  my  joy  and  pride, 

Whole  virtues   warm   me,   and    whofe  precept 

guide  ; 
Thou  to  whom  greatnefs,  rightly  underftood. 
Is  but  a  larger  p'^wer  "i  being  good  ; 
Say,  Poyntz,  amidfl  the  toil  o(  iinxious  flate. 
Docs  nor  thy  fecret  foul  dcfire  retreat.' 
Duft  thou  not  wifh  (the  talk  of  glory  done) 
rhy  bufy  life  at  length  might  be  thy  ovv'n  ; 
That,  to  thy  lov'd  philofophy  relign'd, 
No  care  might  ruffle  thy  unbended  mind  ? 
Juft  is  thewifti.     F'lrfure  the  happieft  meed. 
To  favour'd  man  by  fmiling  heaven  decreed. 
Is,  to  reflevft  at  eafe  on  glorious  pains, 
And  calmly  to  enjoy  what  virtue  gains. 

Not  him  I  praife,  who,  from  the  world  retir'd. 
By  no  enlivening  generous  paflion  fir'd. 


*   7*^1?  -vifiories  of  Louis  the  Fourtceiitbf  fainted  itt 
the  galleries  of  Verfailks, 
■)•    Chant  illy 
j  St.   Clou'L 
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On  flowery  couches  flumbers  life  away, 
And  gently  bids  his  adlive  powers  decay  ; 
Who  fears  bright  glory's  awful  face  to  fee, 
And  fhuns  renown  as  much  as  infamy. 
But  bkft  is  he,  who,  exercis'd  in  cares, 
To  pri^'ate  leifure public  virtue  bears; 
Who  tranquil  ends  tlic  race  he  nobiy  run, 
And  decks  repofe  with  trophies  labour  won. 
Him  honour  follows  to  the  fecret  (hade. 
And  crowns  propitious  his  declining  head; 
In  his  retreats  their  harps  the  mufes  ftring, 
For  him  in  Jaysunbought  fpontaneousfing; 
Friendfliip  and  truth  on  all  his  moments  wait. 
Pleas'd  with  retirement  better  than  with  ftate; 
And  round  the  bower,  where  humbly  great  he 

lies. 
Fair  olives  bloom,  or  verdant  laurels  rife. 

So  when  thy  country  fliall  no  more  demand 
The  needful  aid  of  thy  fuftaining  hand ; 
When  peace  rellor'd  fhall,  on  her  downy  wing, 
Secure  repofe  and  carelefs  leifure  bring; 
Then,  to  the  fliades  of  learned  eafe  retir'd. 
The  world  forgetting,  by  the  world  admir'd. 
Among  thy  books  and  friends,  thou  fhalt  pofTefs 
Contemplative  and  quiet  happinefs  : 
Pleas'd  to  review  a  life  in  honour  fpent. 
And  painful  merit  paid  with  fweet  content. 
Yet,  though  thy  hours  unclogg'd  with  forrowroll, 
Though  wifdom  calm,  and  fcicnce  feed  thy  foul, 
One  dearer  blifs  remains  to  be  poffeft. 
That  only  can  improve  and  crown  the  reft. — 

Permit  thy  friend  this  fecret  to  reveal. 
Which  thy  own  heart  perhaps  would  better  tell; 
The  point  to  which  our  fweetefl  pafTions  move 
Is,  to  be  truly  lov'd,  and  fondly  love. 
This  is  the  charm  that  fmooths  the  troubled  breaft, 
Friend  of  our  health,  and  author  of  our  refl : 
Bids  every  gloomy  vexing  paffion  hy. 
And  tunes  each  jarring  ftring  to  harmony. 
Ev'n  while  I  write,  the  name  of  love  infpires 
More  pleafing  thoughts,  and  more  enlivening  fires; 
Beneath  his  power  my  raptur'd  fancy  glows, 
And  every  tender  verfe  more  fweetly  flows. 
Dull  is  the  privilege  of  living  free ; 
Our  hearts  were  never  form'd  for  liberty  : 
Some  beauteous  image,  well  imprinted  there. 
Can  beft  defend  them  from  conluming  care. 
In  vain  to  groves  and  gardens  we  retire, 
And  nature  in  her  rural  works  admire; 
Though  grateful  thefe,  yet  thefe  but  faintly  charm; 
They  may  delight  us,  but  can  never  warm. 
May  fome  Jair  eyes,  my  friend,  thy  bofom  fire 
With  pleafing  pangs  of  ever-gay  defire  ; 
And  teach  thee  that  foft  fcience.  which  alone 
litill  to  thy  fearching  mind  refts  flightly  known  ! 
Thy  foul,  though  great,  is  tender  and  refin'd, 
To  friendfhip  fenfible,  to  lore  inclin'd. 
And  therefore  long  thou  canft  not  arm  thy  breaft 
Againft  the  entrance  of  fo  fweet  a  gueft. 
Hear  what  th'  infpiring  mufes  bid  me  tell. 
For  heaven  ftiall  ratify  what  they  reveal : 

"  A  chofen  bride  (hall  in  thy  arms  be  plac'd, 
"  With  all  th'  atnadlive  charms  of  beauty  grac'd 
"  Whofe  wit  and  virtue  (hall  thy  own  exprefs, 
"  DiftinguiHi'd  only  by  their  fofter  drcfs : 


"  Thy  greatnefs  ftie,  or  thy  retreat,  fhall  fhare; 
"  Sweeten  tranquillity,  or  foften  care  ; 
"  Her  fmiles  the  tafte  of  every  joy  Ihall  raife, 
"  And  add  new  pleafure  to  renown  and  praife; 
*'  Till  charm'd  you  own  the  truth  my  verfe  would 

"  prove, 
"  That  happinefs  is  near  allied  to  love." 

VERSES 

To  be  written  under  a  Figure  of  Mr.  Poyatx. 

Such  is  thy  form,  O  Poyntz,  but  who  (hall  find 
A  hand,  or  colours,  to  exprefs  thy  mind  ? 
A  mind  unmov'd  by  every  vulgar  fear, 
In  a  falfe  world  that  dares  to  be  (incere; 
Wife  without  art;  without  ambition  great ; 
Though  firm,  yet  pliant ;  a<5live,  though  fcdate  ; 
With  all  the  richeft  ftores  of  learning  fraught, 
Yet  better  ftill  by  native  prudence  taught; 
That,  fond  the  griefs  of  the  diftreft  to  heal, 
Can  pity  frailties  it  could  never  feel ; 
That,  when  misfortune  fued,  ne'er  fought  toknovr 
What  fedl,  what  party,  whether  friend  or  foe  ; 
That,  fix'd  on  equal  virtue's  temperate  laws, 
Defpifes  calumny,  and  (huns  applaufe  ; 
That,  to  its  own  perfeftions  fingly  blind, 
Would  for  another  think  this  praife  defign'd. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR.  POPE. 

FROM  ROME,  I73O. 

Immortal  bard  !  for  whom  each  mufe  has  wove. 

The  faireft  garland?  of  th'  Aonian  grove; 

Preferv'd  our  drooping  genius  to  reftore, 

When  Addifon  and  Congreve  are  no  more ; 

After  fo  many  ftars  extincfl  in  night. 

The  darken'd  age's  laft  remaining  light! 

To  tliee  from  Latian  realms  this  verfe  is  writ, 

Infpir'd  by  meniory  of  ancient  wit ;  [boaft. 

For   now  no  more  thefe  climes  their  influence 

Fall'n  is  their  glory,  and  their  virtue  loft  ; 

From  tyrants,  and  from  priefts,  the  mufes  fly. 

Daughters  of  reafon  and  of  liberty  1 

Nor  Baiae  now  nor  Umbria's  plain  they  love, 

Nor  on  the  banks  of  Nar  or  Mincio  rove ; 

To  Thames's  flowery  borders  they  retire. 

And  kindle  in  thy  breaft  the  Roman  fire. 

So  in  the  (hades,  where,  cheer'd  with  fummer  rays^ 

Melodious  linnets  warbled  fprightly  lays, 

Soon  as  the  faded,  falling  leaves  complain 

Of  gloomy  winter's  unaufpicious  reign. 

No  tuneful  voice  is  heard  of  joy  or  love. 

But  mournful  filence  faddens  all  the  grove. 

Unhappy  Italy  !   whofe  alter'd  ftate 
Has  felt  the  worft  fcverity  of  fate  : 
Not  that  barbarian  hands  her  fafces  broke. 
And  bow'd  her  haughty  neck  beneath  their  yoke; 
Nor  that  her  palaces  to  earth  are  thrown, 
Her  cities  defart,  and  her  fields  unfown  ; 
But  that -her  ancient  fpitit  is  decay 'd. 
That  facred  wifdom  from  her  bounds  is  fled  ; 
That  there  the  fource  of  fcience  flows  no  more, 
Whence  its  rich  ftreams  fupplied  the  world  befor*;. 
lUuftrlous  names!   that  once  in  Latium  fhin'c>j 
Born  to  inliruiit,  aod  to  comn^d  mackind^ 
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Chiefs,  by  whofe  virtue  mighty  Rome  was  rais'd, 
And  poets,  who  thofe  chiefs  fublimely  prals'd  ; 
Oft  I  the  traces  you  have  left  explore, 
Your  allies  vifit,  and  your  urns  adore  ; 
Oft  kifs,  with  lips  devout,  fomemoulciering  flone, 
With  ivy's  venerable  fhade  o'ergrowii ; 
Thofe  horrid  ruins  better  pleas'd  to  fee 
Than  all  the  pomp  of  modern  luxury. 

As  late  on  Virgil's  tomb  frefli  flowers  I  ftrow'd, 
While  with  th'  infpiringmufe  my  hofom  glow'd, 
Crown'd  with  eternal  bays,  my  ravifh'd  eyes 
Beheld  the  poet's  awful  form  arife  : 

"  Stranger,  he  faid,  whofe  pious  hand  has  paid. 
"  Thefe  grateful  rites  to  my  attentive  fhade, 
"  When  thou  fhalt  breathe  thy  happy  native  air, 
"  To  Pope  this  meflage  from  his  mailer  bear  : 

"  Great  bard,  whofe  numbers  I  myfelf  infpire, 
"  To  whom  I  gave  my  own  harmonious  lyre, 
"  If,  high  exalted  on  the  throne  of  wit, 
"  Near  me  and  Homer  thou  afpire  to  fit, 
"  No  more  let  meaner  fatire  dim  the  rays 
"  That  flow  majeflic  from  thy  nobler  bays ; 
"  In  all  the  flowery  paths  of  Pindus  ftray, 
"  But  fliun  that  thorny,  that  unpleafing  vi'ay ; 
"  Nor,  when  each  foft  engaging  mufe  is  thine, 
"  Addrefs  the  leaft  attradlive  of  the  nine. 

"  Of  thee  more  worthy  were  thy  tafk,  to  raife 
"  A  lafling  column  to  thy  country's  praife  ; 
"  To  fing  the  land,  which  yet  alone  can  boafl 
"  That  liberty  corrupted  Rome  has  loft  ; 
"  Where  fciencc  in  the  arms  of  peace  is  laid, 
"  And  plants  her  palm  beneath  the  olive's  fhade. 
"  Such  was  the  theme  for  which  my  lyre  I  flrung, 
"  Such  was  the  people  whofe  exploits  I  fung  ; 
"  Brave,  yet  refin'd,  for  arms  and  arts  renown'd, 
"  With    different    bays   by    Mars   and    Phcebus 

"  crown'd  ; 
*'  Dauntlefs  oppofers  of  tyrannic  fway, 
"  But  pleas'd  a  mild  Auguftus  to  obey. 

"  If  thefe  commands  fubmiffive  thou  receive, 
"  Immortal  and  unblam'd  thy  name  fhall  live, 
"  Envy  to  black  Cocytus  fhall  retire  ; 
"  And  howl  with  furies  in  tormenting  fire  ; 
"  Approving  time  fhall  confecrate  thy  lays, 
"  And  join  the  patriot's  to  the  poet's  praife." 

TO  LORD  HERVEY. 

IN  THE  TEAR  I730.       FROM  W0RC2STERSH1RE. 

'*  Strenua  nos  exercet  inertia  :  navibus  atque  [efl; 
"  Quadrigis  petimus  bene  vivere  :  quod  petis,  hie 
"  Elt  ulubxis,  animus  fi  te  non  deficit  sequus." 

HOR. 

Favourite  of  Venus  and  the  tuneful  nine, 
Pollio,  by  Nature  form'd  in  courts  to  fhine, 
Wilt  thou  once  more  a  kind  attention  lend, 
To  thy  long  abfent  and  forgotten  friend ; 
Who,  after  feas  and  mountains  wander'd  o'er, 
Return'd  at  length  to  his  own  native  fhore. 
From  all  that's  gay  retir'd,  and  all  that's  great, 
Beneath  the  fliades  of  his  paternal  feat. 
Has  found  that  happinefs  he  fought  in  vain 
On  the  fam'd  banks  of  Tiber  and  of  Seine  ? 

'Tis  not  to  view  the  well-proportion'd  pile, 
Ihe  charms  of  Titian's  and  of  Raphael's  ftjle  ; 

Vol.  X. 


At  foft  Italian  founds  to  melt  away  ; 
Or  in  the  fragrant  groves  of  myrtle  flray  ; 
That  lulls  the  tumults  of  the  foul  to  reft, 
Or  makes  the  fond  poflVfrir  tnily  bleft. 
In  our  own  breafts  the  fource  of  pleafure  lies, 
Still  open,  and  ftill  flowing  to  the  wife; 
Not  forc'd  by  toilfome  art  and  wild  defire 
Beyond  the  hounds  of  naiure  to  afpire, 
But,  in  its  proper  channels  gliding  i'air; 
A  common  benefit,  which  all  may  fhare. 
Yet  half  mankind  this  eafy  good  difdain,  "J 

Nor  relifh  happinefs  unbought  by  pain  ;  / 

Falfe  is  their  tafte  of  blifs,  and  thence  their  f" 
fearch  is  vain.  J 

So  idle,  yet  fo  refllefs,  are  our  minds, 
We  climb  the  Alps,  and  brave  the  raging  winds; 
Through  various  toils  to  fcek  content  we  roam, 
Which  with  but  tbir.h'uig  right  were  ours  at  home. 
For  not  the  ceafelefs  change  of  fliifted  place 
Can  from  the  heart  a  fettled  grief  erafc, 
Nor  can  the  purer  balm  of  foreign  air 
Heal  the  diftemper'd  mind  of  aking  care. 
The  wretch,  by  wild  impatience  driven  to  rove, 
Vext  with  the  pangs  of  ill-requited  love. 
From  pole  to  pole  the  fatal  arrow  bears, 
Whofe  rooted  point  his  bleeding  bofom  tears ; 
With  equal  pain  each  different  clime  he  tries. 
And  is  himfelf  that  torment  which  be  flies. 

For  how   fhould  ills,  which  from  our  paflions 
flow, 
Be  chang'd  by  Afric's  heat,  or  RufTia's  fnow  ? 
Or  how  can  aught  but  powerful  reafon  cure 
What  front  unthinking  folly  we  endure  ? 
Happy  is  he,  and  he  alone,  who  knows 
His  heart's  uneafy  difcord  to  compofe  ; 
In  generous  love  of  others  good,  to  find 
The  fwecteft  pkafures  of  the  focial  mind; 
To  bound  his  wiflies  in  their  proper  fphere  ; 
To  nourifh  pleafing  hope,  and  conquer  anxious 

fear; 
This  was  the  wifdom  ancient  fages  taught. 
This  was  the  fovereign  good  they  juflly  fought ; 
This  to  no  place  or  climate  is  confin'd, 
But  the  free  native  produce  of  the  mind. 

Nor  think,  my  lord,  that  courts  to  you  deny 
The  ufeful  praiftice  of  philofophy  : 
Horace,  the  wileft  of  the  tuneful  choir, 
Not  always  chofe-frcm  greatnefs  to  retire ; 
But,  in  the  palace  of  Auguftus,  knew 
The  fame  unerring  maxims  to  purfue. 
Which,  in  the  Sabine  or  the  Velian  fhade, 
His  fludy  and  his  happinefs  he  made. 

May  you,  my  friend,  by  his  example  taught, 
View  all  the  giddy  fcene  with  fober  thought ; 
Undazzlcd  every  glittering  folly  fee. 
And  in  the  midil  of  flavifh  forms  be  free ; 
In  its  own  centre  keep  your  fleady  mind. 
Let  prudence  guide  you,  but  let  honour  bind. 
In  fhow,  in  manners,  a6t  the  courtier's  part, 
But  be  a  country  gentleman  at  heart. 

ADVICE  TO  A  LADY. 

M.DCC.XXXI, 

The  counfelsof  a  friend,  Belinda,  hear. 
Too  roughly  kind  to  pleafe  a  lady's  ear. 
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Unlike  the  flatteries  of  a  lover'?  pen. 
Such  truths  as  women  feldom  learn  from  men. 
Nor  think  I  praifc  you  ill,  when  thus  I  fliow 
What  female  vanity  might  fear  to  know. 
Some  merit's  mine,  to  dare  to  be  fincere  ; 
But  greater  yours,  fmcerity  to  bear. 

Hani  is  the  fortune  that  your  fex  attends; 
Women,  like  prince<i,  fin  1  few  real  friends  : 
All  who  approach  them  their  own  ends  purfue  ; 
Lovers  and  minifters  are  feldom  true. 
Hence  oft  from  reufon  heedlefs  beauty  ftrays, 
And  the  mod  trufted  guide  the  mod  betrays  I 
Hence,  'uy  fond  dreams  of  fancied  power  amus'd, 
When  nioft  ye  tyrannize,  you're  mofl  abus'd. 

What  is  your  fex's  earlielt,  lateft  care, 
Your  heart's  fupreme  ambition  ? — To  he  fair. 
For  this,  the  toilet  every  thought  employs. 
Hence  all  the  toils  of  drefs,  and  all  the  joys  : 
For  this,  hands,  lips,  and  eyes,  are  put  to  fchool, 
And  each  i.nftrucfted  feature  has  its  rule  : 
And  yet  how    few    have    learnt,    when    this    is 

given. 
Not  to  difgrace  the  partial  b'on  of  heaven  ! 
How  few  with  all  their  pride  of  form  can  move  ! 
How  few  are  lovely,  that  are  made  for  love  i 
Do  you,  my  fair,  endeavour  to  poffefs 
An  elegance  of  mind  as  well  as  drefs; 
Be  that  your  ornament,  and  know  to  pleafe 
By  graceful  nature's  unaffccfted  eafe. 

Nor  make  to  danger^jus  wit  a  vain  pretence, 
But  wifely  reft  content  w-.th  modeft  fenfe; 
For  wit,  like  wine,  intoxicates  the  brain. 
Too  0 1  ong  for  feeble  woman  to  fuftain  : 
Of  thofc  wh')  claim  it  more  than  half  have  none; 
And  half  of  thofe  who  have  it  are  undone. 

Br  ftill  fuperior  to  your  fex"s  arts, 
N'T  think  di(honefty  a  pr  of  of  parts  : 
For  )"'u  the  plained  is  the  wifcft  rule  : 
A  cunning  ivoinan  is  a  knav'Jhfool. 

Be  goi)d  y  'urlelf,  nor  think  another's  (hame 
Can  raifc-  your  merit,  or  adorn  your  fame. 
Prudes  rail  at  whores,  as  ftatefmen  in  difgrace 
At  minifters,  becaufe  they  wifh  their  place. 
Virtue  is  a'l.iable,  milJ,  ferene  ; 
Without   all  beauty  ;  and  all  peace  within  : 
The  honour  of  a  prude  is  rage  and  ftnrm, 
'I'isuglinefs  in  its  ntoft  frightful  form. 
Fiercely  it  ftaiids,  defying  gods  and  men, 
A?  fiery  nmnfters .guard  a  giant's  den. 

.Seek  to  he  gocd,  but  aim  nor  be  great : 
A  woman's  iioblcft  ftation  is  retreat  : 
Hrr  faireft  virtues  fly  from  public  fight, 
Domeftic  worth,  that  ihunstoo  ftrong  a  light. 

To  loughcr  man  ambition's  talk  relign  : 
'Tis  I'urs  in  fenates  <;r  in  courts  to  fhine  ; 
To  labour  for  a  funk  corrupted  ftate. 
Or  d.-^re  the  rage  of  envy,  and  be  great. 
On    or-ly  care  your  g:ntle  breaft^  fhould  move, 
Th'  imjiortant  bufincfs  "f  your  life  is  love  ; 
'I'l  tliis  great  point  diredl  your  cnnftant  aim. 
This  makes  your  ha;  pincIV,  and  this  )our  fame. 

B'.  nee;  tool  refer  ve  with  paflTion  join'd  ; 
Wi'h  rau'i'n  choof:  ;  but  then  be  fondly  kind. 
The  fe'.fifh  bcart,  that  but  by  halves  is  given, 
Shall  find  no  place  in  love's  delightful  heaven  ; 


Here  fweet  extremes  alone  can  truly  blefs  J 
The  virtue  of  a  lover  is  excefs. 

A  maid  unafk'd  may  own  a  well-plac'd  flame; 
Not  loving_^r/7,  but  loving  lorong.  is  ftiame. 

Contemn  the  little  pride  of  giving  pain. 
Nor  think  tha'  conqueft  juftifiesdifdain. 
Short  is  the  period  of  infuking  power  : 
Offended  Cupid  finds  his  vengeful  hour; 
Soon  will  refume  the  empire  which  he  gave. 
And  foBn  the  tyrant  (liall  become  the  flave. 
Bleft  is  the  maid,  and  worthy  to  be  bleft, 
Whofe  foul,  entire  by  him  Ihe  loves  poffeft, 
Feels  every  vanity  m  fondnefs  loft. 
And  afks  no  power  but  that  of  pleafing  moft  : 
Here  is  the  blifs,  in  juft  return,  to  prove 
The  honeft  warmth  of  undiffembled  love; 
For  her,  inconftant  man  mijjht  ceafe  to  range. 
And  gratitude  forbid  defire  to  change. 

But,  left  harfti  care  the  lover's  peace  deftroy. 
And  roughly  blight  the  tender  buds  of  joy. 
Let  reafon  teach  what  paflion  fain  wouid  hide. 
That  Hymen's  bandt  by  prudence  fhould  be  tied, 
"Venus  in  vain  the  wedded  pair  would  crown, 
If  angry  fortune  on  their  union  frown  : 
Soon  \\\\\  :he  flattering  dreana  of  blifs  be  o'er, 
And  cloy'd  imagination  cheat  no  more. 
Then,  waking  to  the  fenfc  of  lading  pain. 
With  mutual  tears  the  nuptial  couch  they  ftain; 
And  that  fond  love,  which  (hould  afford  relief. 
Does  but  increafe  the  anguilh  of  their  grief  : 
While  both  could  eafier  their  own  forrowsbear. 
Than  the  fad  knowledge  of  each  other's  care. 
Yet  may  you  rather  feel  that  virtuous  pain. 
Than  fell  your  violated  charms  for  gain  ; 
Than  wed  the  wretch  whom  you  defpife  or  hate, 
For  the  vain  glare  of  ufelefs  wealth  or  ftate. 
The  moft  abandon'd  pr  iftitutesare  they, 
Who  not  to  love,  but  avarice,  fall  a  prey  : 
N<:r  augnt  avails  the  fpecious  name  of  "wife  ; 
A  maid  fo  wedded  is  a  ivbore  for  life. 

Ev'n  in  the  happieft   choice,  where  favouring 
heaven 
Has  eqiial  love  and  eafy  fortune  given. 
Think  not,  the  huiband  gain'd,  that  all  is  done  : 
The  prize  of  happinef'*  mud  ftill  be  won  : 
And  oft,  the  carelefs  find  it  to  their  coft, 
1  he  lover  in  the  hujland  may  be  loft  ; 
The  graces  might  ulone  his  heart  allure ; 
They  and  the  virtues  meeting  muQ.  fecure. 

Let  ev'n  yoMT  prudence  wear  the  pleafing  drefs 
Of  care  for  />;;;7,  and  anxious  ?f/i</fr/7^. 
From  kind  concern  about  his  weal  or  woe. 
Let  each  domef-ic  duty  feem  to  flow. 
The  botifchoidfcefUe  if  he  bids  you  bear, 
Make  it  your  pride  \\\'^  fervant  to  appear  : 
Endearing  thu^  the  common  ads  ol  life, 
ihe  miflrfi  ftii  Ihall  charm  him  in  the  lulfe; 
And  wrinkled  age  fliall  unobfcrv'd  come  on. 
Before  his  eye  perceives  one  beauty  gone: 
Ev'n  o'er  your  cold,  your  ever-facred  urn, 
His  condant  flame  ftiall  vnextinguifti'd  burn. 

Thus  I,  Belinda,  would  your  charms  improve. 
And  form  youi  heart  to  all  the  arts  of  love. 
The  'aflc  were  harder,  to  fecure  my  o^vn 
Againll  the  power  of  thofe  already  known  : 
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For  well  you  twift  the  fecret  chains  that  bind 
With  gentle  force  the  captivated  mind, 
Skill'd  every  foft  attra<Stion  to  employ, 
Each  flattering  hope,  and  each  alluring  joy, 
I  own  your  genius;  and  froni  you  receive 
The  rules  ofpleafing,  which  to  you  I  give. 

SONG. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR   1/32. 

When  Delia  on  the  plain  appears, 
Aw'd  by  a  thoufand  tender  fears, 
1  would  approach,  but  dare  not  move  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

Whene'er  flie  fpeaks,  my  ravilh'd  ear 
No  other  voice  but  hers  can  hear, 
No  other  wit  but  hers  approve  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

If  (he  fome  other  youth  commend. 
Though  I  was  once  his  fondeft  friend, 
His  inllant  enemy  I  prove  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

When  Ihe  is  abfent,  I  no  more 
Delight  in  all  that  pleas'd  before. 
The  cleareft  fpring,  or  fhadieft  grove : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

When,  fond  of  power,  of  beauty  vain. 
Her  nets  Ihe  fpread  for  every  fwain, 
I  flrove  to  hate,  but  vainly  ftrove  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

SONG. 

WRITTEN   IN   THE    YEAR    I733. 

The  heavy  hours  are  almoft  paft 

That  part  my  lovf  and  me: 
My  longing  eyes  may  hope  at  laft 

Their  only  wi(h  to  fee. 

But  how,  my  Delia,  vviil  you  meet 

The  man  you've  loft  fo  long  ? 
Will  love  in  all  your  pulfes  beat. 

And  tremble  oh  your  tongue  ? 

Will  you  in  every  look  declare 

Your  heart  is  ftiil  the  fame  ; 
And  heal  each  idly-anxiuus  care 

Our  fears  in  abfence  frame  ? 

Thus,  Delia,  thus  I  paint  the  fcene, 

When  ftiortly  we  (hall  meet ; 
And  try  what  yet  remains  between 

Of  loitering  time  to  cheat. 

But,  if  the  dream  that  fooths  my  mind 

Shall  falfe  and  groundlefs  prove ; 
If  I  am  doom'd  at  length  to  find 

You  have  forgot  to  love : 

All  I  of  Venus  adc,  is  this  ; 

No  more  to  let  us  join  : 
But  grant  me  here  the  flattering  blifs, 

To  die,  and  think  you  mine. 


DAMON  AND  DELIA. 

Ill  Imitation  of  Horace  and  Lydia. 

WRITTEN    IN  THE  YEAR  1732. 

Damon. 
Tell  me,  my  Delia,  tell  me  why 
My  kindeft,  fondeft  looks  you  fly  ? 
What  means  this  cloud  upon  your  brow  ? 
Have  I  offended  ?  Tell  me  how  I — 
Some  change  has  happen'd  in  your  heart, 
Some  rival  there  has  ftol'n  a  part ; 
Reafon  thefe  fears  may  difapprove  : 
But  yet  I  fear,  becaufe  I  love. 
Ddia. 
Firft  tell  me,  Damon,  why  to-day 
At  Belvidera's  feet  you  lay  ? 
Why  with  fuch  warmth  her  charms  you  prais'd. 
And  every  trifling  beauty  rais'd, 
As  if  you  meant  to  let  me  lee 
Your  flattery  is  not  all  for  me  ? 
Alas !  too  well  your  fex  I  knew, 
Nor  was  fo  weak  to  think  you  true. 

Damon. 

Unkind  !  my  falfehood  to  upbraid, 
When  your  own  orders  I  obey'd  ; 
Y'ou  bid  me  try,  by  this  deceit, 
T  he  notice  of  the  world  to  cheat. 
And  hide,  beneath  another  name. 
The  fecret  of  our  mutual  flame. 
Delia. 

Damon,  your  prudence  I  confefs, 
But  let  me  wi(h  it  had  been  leCs ; 
Too  well  the  lovet's  part  you  play'd. 
With  too  much  art  your  court  you  made; 
Had  it  been  only  art,  your  eyes 
Would  not  have  join'd  in  the  difguife. 
Damon- 

Ah  I  ceafe  thus  idly  fo  moleft 
With  groundlefs  fears  thy  virgin  breaft. 
VV'hiie  thus  at  fancied  wrongs  you  grieve, 
To  me  a  real  pain  you  give. 
Delia. 

Though  well  I  might  your  truth  diftruft, 
My  foolifh  heart  believes  you  juft  : 
Reafon  this  faith  may  difappruve; 
But  I  believe,  becanle  I  love. 


ODE. 

In  Imitation  of  Pajlar  Fido, 
("  O  primavera  gioventu  del  anno.") 

WRITTEN  ABROAD  IN    I'JZ'). 

Parent  of  blooming  flowev?  and  gay  defires, 
Youth  of  the  tender  year,  delightful  fpring. 

At  whofe  approach,  infjir'd  with  rqual  fires, 
The  amorous  nightingale  and  poet  fing  ! 

Again  doft  thou  return,  but  not  with  thee 
Return  the  fmiling  hours  I  oncepofTeft; 

Biefiings  thou  bring'ft  to  others  but  to  me 
The  lad  remembrance  that  1  once  was  hli%. 
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Thy  faded  charmp,  which  winter  fnarch'd  away, 
Rerew'd  in  all  their  former  luftre  fliine; 

But,  ah  !  no  more  flial!  haplefs  I  be  gay, 

Or  know  the  vernal  j.'ys  that  have  been  mine 

Though  linnets  Cng,  though  flowers  adorn  the 
green,  [bear: 

Though  on  their  wings  foft  zephyrs  fragrance 
Harfh  is  the  mufic,  jnylels  's  the  Icene, 

The  odouf-  faint :  for  Delia  is  not  there. 

Cheerlefs  and  cold  I  feel  the  genial  fun, 
From  thee  while  abfent  I  in  exile  rove; 

Thy  lovely  prefence,  faireft  light,  alone- 

Can  warm  my  heart  to  gladnefs  and  to  love. 

PARTS  OF  AN  ELEGY  OF  TIBULU3. 

TRANSLATED,  1/29   3'- 

("  DIvitias  aliii'-  fulvo  fibi  congerat  auro.") 

Let  others  heap  of  wealth  a  fhining  (lore, 
Av.6.  much  poiTeffing,  labour  ftil!  for  more  ; 
Let  them,  difqui;;ted  with  dire  alarms, 
Afpire  to  win  a  dangerous  fame  in  arms  : 
Me  tranquil  poverty  fhal!  lull  t'.'  reft, 
Humbly  fecure.  and  indolently  bleft ; 
Warm'd  by  the  blazr  of  my  own  cheerful  hearth, 
ri!  v.aile  thewin'ery  hours  in  focial  mirth; 
In  fummer  pleas'd  attend  to  harveft  toils. 
In  ui.tumn  prefs  the  vineyard's  purple  fpoils, 
And  oft  to  Delia  in  my  bofom  bear 
t;on^c  kid,  o-  lamb,  that  wants  it=  mother's  care  : 
With  her  Til  celebrate  each  gladfome  day, 
When  fv/ains  their  fportive  rites  to  Bacchus  pay  : 
With  her  nev.'  milk  on  Pales'  altar  pour, 
And  deck  with  ripen'd  fruit'  Pomona  s  bower. 
At  night,  how  foothing  would  it  be  to  hear, 
Safe  in  her  arms,  the  tempeft  howling  near  ; 
Or,  while  'he  wintery  clouds  their  deluge  pour, 
Slumber  affiled  by  the  beating  fnower  '. 
Ah  !  how  much  happier,  than  the  fool  who  braves, 
In  fcareh  of  wealth,  the  black  ttmpcftuous  waves  ! 
While  I,  contented  with  my  little  ftore, 
In  tedious  voyage  feek  no  diftant  iliore  ; 
Eut,  idly  loFling  on  fome  fh^dy  feat. 
Near  cooling  fountains  fhun  the  dog-ftar's  heat : 
por  what  reward  fo  i  ich  could  fortune  give, 
'J  hat  I  by  abfcnce  Ihould  my  Delia  grieve  ? 
3,et  Great  Meffalla  fnine  in  martial  toils, 
And  grace  his  palace  with  triumphal  fpoils  ; 
Mc  beauty  holds,  in  flrong  though  gentle  chains, 
,  Far  from  tumultuous  war  and  dufty  plains. 
With  thee,  my  love,  to  pafs  my  tranquil  days. 
How  would  I  flight  ambition''  painful  praife  ! 
How  would  I  joy  with  ther ,  my  love,  to  yoke 
The  ox,  and  feed  my  folitary  Hnck  ! 
On  thy  foft  brcafiniight  1  but  lean  my  head, 
J-Ifw  downy  fhould  I  think  the  woodland  bed  ! 

The  wretch,  who  flceps  not  by  his  fair-one's 
Detefts  the  gilded  couch's  ufelefs  pride,  [fide, 

Nor  knows  his  weary,  weeping  eyes  to  clofc, 
Though  murmuring  rilis  invite  him  to  repofe. 
Hard  were  his  heart,  who  thee,  my  fair,  could 

leave 
for  all  the  honours  profperous  war  can  give; 
4 


Though  through  the  vanquifli'd  eaft  he  fpread  hij 

fame. 
And  Parthian  tyrants  tremble  at  his  name  ; 
Though,  bright  in  arms,  while  hofts  around  him 

bleed. 
With  martial  pride  he  prefl  his  foaming  deed. 
No  pomps  like  thele  my  humble  vows  require  ; 
With  thee  TU  live,  and  in  thy  arm=i  expire. 
Thee  may  my  clofing  eyes  in  death  beb.old  ! 
Thee  may  my  faulteriiig  hand  yet  ftrive  to  hold  ! 
Ihen.  Delia  then,  thy  heart  vi-ill  melt  in  woe, 
Then  o'er  mv  brea'hlefs  tl;iy  thy  tears  will  flow; 
Thy  tears  will  flow,  for  gentle  is  thy  mind, 
N'  r  dofl  thou  think  it  weaknefs  to  be  kind. 
But,  ah  !  fair  mourner,  I  conjure  thee,  fpare 
Thy  heaving  brcaflsand  loolV  difhevell'd  hair  : 
Wi'und  not  thy  form ;  left  on  th'  Elyfian  coatl 
Thy  anguifti  fliould  difturb  my  peaceful  gholl. 

But  now  nor  death  nor  parting  fliould  employ 
Our   fprightly    thoughts,    or    damp    our   bridal 

joy  : 
We'll  live,  my  Delia;   and  from  life  remove 
All  care,  all  buflnefs,  but  delightful  love. 
Old  age  in  vain  thofe  pleafiircs  would  retrieve 
Which  youth  alone  can  tafte,  alone  can  give; 
Then  let  us  fnatch  the  monieirt  to  be  blcft, 
i  his  hour  is  love's — be  fortune's  all  tlie  reft. 

SONG. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE   YEAR  173?. 

Sat,  Myra,  why  is  gentle  love 

A  ftranger  to  that  mind. 
Which  pity  and  efteem  can  move 

Which  can  be  juft  and  kind  ? 

Is  it,  becaufe  you  fear  to  fhare 

I'he  ills  that  love  moleft ; 
Tht^  jealous  doubr,  the  tev.der  care, 

I'hat  rack  the  amorous  breaft  i 

Alas  !  by  fome  degree  of  woe 

We  every  bhfs  muft  gain  : 
The  heart  can  ne'er  a  trarfport  know, 

That  never  feels  a  pain. 

VERSES, 

IVritten  at  Mr.  Pope's   Hoiife  at  T-wichenham^  •which 
he  had  lent  to  Mrs.  Grcville. 

IN  AUGUST    1735. 

Go,  Thames,  and  tell  the  bu^  town, 

Not  all  its  wealth  or  pride 
Could  tempt  me  from  the  charms  that  crown 

Thy  rural  flowery  fide  : 

Thy  flowery  fide,  where  Fope  has  plac'd 

The  mufe's  green  retreat. 
With  every  fmile  of  nature  grac'd, 

With  every  art  complete. 

But  now,  fweet  bard,  thy  heavenly  fong 

Enchants  us  here  no  more  ; 
Their  darling  glory  loft  too  long 

Thy  once-lov'd  Ihftdcs  deplore^ 
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Yet  ftill,  for  beatecus  Grevllle's  fake, 

The  mufe's  here  remain  : 
Greville,  whofe  eyes  have  power  to  make 

A  Pope  of  every  fwain. 

EPIGRAM. 

None  without  hope  e'er  lov'd  the  brighteft  fair 
But  love  can  hope,  where  reafon  would  defpair. 

TO   MR.  WEST,  AT  WICKHAM*. 

WKITTEN    IN   THE   YEAR   I74O. 

Fair  nature's  fweet  fimplicity, 

M'^jth  elegance  refin'd, 
Well  in  thy  feat,  my  friend,  I  fee, 

But  better  in  thy  mind. 

To  both,  from  courts  and  all  their  ftate, 

Eager  I  fly,  to  prove 
Joys  far  above  a  courtier's  fate, 

rranquillity  and  love. 

TO  MISS  LUCV  FORTESCUE. 

Once,  by  the  nuife  alone  infpir'd 

I  fung  my  amorous  drains  : 
No  ferious  love  my  bofom  fir'd  ; 
Yet  every  tender  maid,  deceiv'd. 
The  icjly-mournful  tale  believ'd, 

And  wept  my  fancied  pains. 

But  Venus  nov?,  to  pnnifh  me 
For  having  feign'd  fo  well, 
Has  made  my  heart  ft/  fond  of  thee, 
That  not  the  whole  Aonian  choir 
Can  accents  foft  enough  infpire, 
•    Its  real  flame  to  tell. 

TO  THE  SAME  ; 
WITH  hammonb's  elegies. 

All  that  of  love  can  be  exprefs'd, 
In  thefe  foft  numbers  fee  ; 
But,  Lucy,  would  you  know  the  reft. 
It  muft  be  read  in  me. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

To  him  who  in  an  hour  muft  die, 
Not  fwifter  feems  that  hour  to  fly, 
Than  flow  the  minutes  feem  to  me, 
Which  keep  me  from  the  fight  of  thee. 

Not  more  that  trembling  wretch  would  give, 
Another  day  or  year  to  live  ; 
Than  I  to  {horten  what  remains 
Of  that  long  hour  which  thee  detains 

Oh  I   come  to  my  impatient  arms, 

Oh  !  come,  with  all  thy  heavenly  charms, 

At  once  to  juftify  and  pay 

The  pain  I  feel  from  this  delay. 

"'    S(s  thelrifcr'pthns  in  Mr,  ff^cfi's  Pocn;:, 


TO  THE  SAME. 


To  eafe  my  troubled  mind  of  anxious  care, 
1/dft  night  the  fecrer  cafket  I  explor'd. 

Where  all  the  letters  of  my  abfent  fair 

His  richeft  treafure  careful  love  had  ftor'd. 

In  every  word  a  magic  fpell  I  foimd 

Of  power  to  charm  each  bufy  thought  to  reft; 
Thougli  every  word  increas'd  the  tender  w  und 

Of  fond  defire  ftill  throbbing  in  my  breaft. 

So  to  his  hoarded  gold  themifer  fteals. 
And  lofes  every  forrow  at  the  fight ; 

Yet  wifties  ftill  for  more,  nor  ever  feels 
Entire  contentment,  or  fecure  delight 

Ah  !  fliould  I  lofe  thee,  my  too  lovely  maid, 
Coiildft  thou  forget  thy  heart  was  ever  mine, 

Fear  not  thy  letters  flioald  the  change  upbraid; 
My  hand  each  dear  memorial  fhall  refign  : 

Not  one  kind  vi^ord  fliall  in  my  power  remain, 
A  painful  witnefs  of  reproach  to  thee  ; 

And  left  my  heart  fliould  ftill  their  fenfe  retain. 
My  heart  fliall  break,  to  leaveT.hee  wholly  freCi 

A  PRAYER  TO  VENUS, 

IN   HER  TEMPLE  AT  STOWE. 
To  the  fame. 

Fair  Venus,  whofe  delightful  fiirine  furveys 

It<  front  refledled  in  the  filver  lake, 
Thefe  humble  offerings,  which  thy  fervant  pays, 

Frefh  flowers,  and  myrtle   wreaths,  propitious 
take. 

If  lefs  my  love  exceeds  all  other  love. 

Than  Lucys  charms  all  other  charms  excel. 

Far  from  my  breaft  each  fopthing  hope  remove, 
And  there  let  fad  defpair  for  ever  dwell. 

But  if  my  fonl  is  fill'd  with  her  alone  ; 

No  other  wifli  nor  other  olije<il  knows  : 
Oh  !   make  her,  goddei's,  make  her  all  my  own. 

And  give  my  trembling  heart  fecure  repofe  ! 

No  watchful  fpies  1  afk,  to  guard  her  charms. 
No  walls  of  brafs,  no  fceel-defended  door  : 

Place  her  but  once  within  my  circling  arms. 
Love  sfurejl  fort,  and  I  will  doubt  no  more. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

ON   HER   PLEADINt;  WANT  OF  TIME. 

On  Thames's  bank,  a  gentle  youth 
For  Lucy  figh'd,  with  matchlcfs  truth, 

Ev'n  when  he  figh'd  in  rhyme  ; 
The  lovely  maid  his  flame  rcturii'd, 
And  would  with  equal  warmth  have  burn'd, 

But  that  ftie  had  not  time. 

Oft  he  repair'd  with  eager  feet 
In  fccret  ihades  his  fair  to  meet, 
Beneath  th'  accuftom'd  lime  : 
Kiij 
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She  would  have  fondly  met  him  there, 
And  (ipal'd  with  love  each  tender  care. 
But  that  {he  had  not  time. 

*'  Ii  was  net  th'js,  inconftant  nlaid  ! 
*'   You  adfed  once,"  (the  {hephcrd  faid  ) 

"   When  love  was  in  its  prime  :" 
She  grirv'd  to  hear  him  thus  complain  ; 
And  would  have  writ  to  eafe  his  pain, 

But  that  (he  had  not  time. 

How  can  you  a<51:  fo  cold  a  part  ? 

JJo  crmie  of  nune  has  chang'd  your  heart. 

If  love  be  not  a  crime. — 
We  foon  nluft  pai  t  for  months,  for  years — 
She  would  have  anfwer'd  with  her  tears, 

Dut  that  fhe  had  not  time. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

YooR  fhape,  your  lips,   your  eyes,  arc  ftiU  the 

fame, 
Still  the  bright  objc 61  of  my  conftant  flame  ; 
But  where  is  now  the  tender  glance,  that  ftole, 
A\'ith  gentle  fweetnefs,  my  enchanted  foul  ? 
Kind  fears,  impatient  wiihes,  foft  defires. 
Each  melting-  charm  that  love  alone  infpires  ? 
'I'hefe,  thefc  are  loft  ;  and  I  behold  no  more 
The  maid   my  heart  delighted  to  adore. 
Yet.  ftill  unchang'd,  ftill  doating  to  excefs, 
1  piig:ht,  but  dare  not  try,  to  love  you  lefs; 
Weakly  I  grieve,  unpitied  I  complain  ; 
But  not  anpunilh'd  (hall  your  change  remain  ; 
Tor  y-u,  cold   maid,  whom  no    complaints  can 

move, 
Were  far  more  bleft,  when  you  like  me  could  love. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

When  I  think  on  yonr  truth,  I  doubt  you  no  more, 
I  blame  all  the  fears  I  gave  way  to  before  : 
I  fay  to  my  heart,  '•  B',.-  at  reft,  and  believe 
"    rhat  whon.  once  ftie  has  chofen  fhe  never  will 
"  leave." 

But,  ah  !  when  I  think  on  each  ravifhing  grace 
Tha:  play-;  in  the  imilcs  of  that  heavenly  face; 
My  hi  art  bcat.s  again  ;   1  a,,'ain  apprehend 
SoiM  fortunate  rival  in  every  friend. 

Thefe  painful  fufpicinns  Vou  cannot  remove, 
Since  you  neither  can  leffen  your  charms  nor  my 

love  ; 
But  doubts  caus'd  by  paflion  you  never  can  blame  ; 
i'or  they  are  not  ili-fi  unded,  or  you  feel  the  fame. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

WITH    A    NEW   WATCH. 

With  me  while  prefent  may  thy  lovely  eyes 
Be  never  turn'd  upon  thi-  golden  f^y : 

Thi'  k  every  plcaiing  hour  too  fwiftly  flies; 
And  meaiure  time,  by  joy  fuccecding  joy  I 

But  when  the  cares  that  interrupt  our  blifs 
To  me  not  always  will  rhy  fight  allow  ; 

Then  off  with  kind  impatience  look  ><n  this, 
Then  every  minute  count — as  I  do  now. 
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AN  IRREGULAR  OUS. 
Written  at  fVkiham  in  1 746.  , 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Ye  fylvan  fcenes  with  artlefs  beauty  gay, 

Ye  gentle  fhades  of  Wickham,  fay. 

What  is  the  charm  that  each  fucceflive  year, 

Which  fees  me  with  my  Lucy  here, 

Can  thus  to  my  tranfported  heart 
A  fenfe  of  joy  unfelt  before,  impart  ? 

Is  it  glad  fummer's  balmy  breath,  that  blows 
From  the  fair  jafmine  and  the  bluftiing  rofe  ? 
Her  balmy  breath,  and  all  her  blooming  ftorc 

Of  rural  blifs,  was  here  before  ; 
Oft  have  I  met  her  on  the  verdant  fide 
Of  Norwood  hill,  and  in  the  yellow  meads. 

Where  Pan  the  dancing  Graces  leads, 

Array'd  in  all  her  flowery  pride. 
No  fweeter  fragrance  now  the  gardens  yield. 
No  brighter  colours  paint  th'  cnamel'd  field. 

Is  it  to  love  thefc  new  delights  I  owe  ? 
Four  times  has  the  revolving  fun 

His  annual  circle  through  the  zodiac  run  ; 
Since  all  that  love's  indulgent  power 
On  favour'd  mortals  can  beftow. 

Was  given  to  me  in  this  aufpicious  bower. 

Here  firft  my  Lucy,  fweet  in  virgin  charms. 

Was  yielded  to  my  longing  arms; 

And  round  our  nuptial  bed,    ■ 
Hovering  with  purple  wings,  th'  Idalian  boy 
Shook  from  his  radiant  torch  the  blifsful  fires 

Of  innocent  dcfires, 
While  Venus  fcatter'd  myrtles  o'er  her  head. 

W'hence  then  this  ftrange  increafe  of  joy? 
He,  only  he,  can  tell,  who,  match'd  like  me, 
(If  futh  another  happy  man  there  be) 

Has  by  his  own  experience  tried 
How  much  the  ivife  is  dearer  than  the  bride. 

TO  THE  MEMORY 

OF  THE  SAME  LADY, 

A  Monody.    A.  D.  1 747. 

"  [pfe  cava  folans  ajgrum  teftudine  amorem, 
"    Ve  dulcis  ccnjux,  te  folo  in  littore  fecuni, 
"   Te  venitnte  die,  te  decedente  canebat." 

At  length  efcap'd  from  every  human  eye. 
From  every  duty,  every  care,  [fliarc. 

That   in   my   mournful  thoughts  might  claim   a 
Or  force  my  tears  their  flowing  ftream  to  dry; 
B.neath  the  gloom  of  this  embowering  fiiade. 
This  i<ne  retreat,  for  tender  forrow  made, 
I  now  may  give  my  burden'd  heart  relief, 

And  pour  forth  all  my  ftores  of  grief; 
Or  grief  furpafling  every  other  woe. 
Far  as  the  pureft  blifs,  thi;  happieft  love 

Can  on  th'  ennobled  mind  bellow, 

Exceeds  the  vulgar  joys  that  move 
Our  grof»  defires,  inelegant  and  low. 
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Ye  tufted  groves,  ys  gently-ialling  rllls, 

Ye  high  o'erfliadowing  hills, 
Ye  lawns  gay-fmlling  with  eternal  green, 

Oft  hdve  you  my  Lucy  feeii ! 
But  never  fliall  ynu  now  behold  her  more  : 

Nor  will  (he  now  with  fond  delight 
And  tafte  refin'd  your  rural  charms  explore. 
Clos'd  are  thofe  beauteous  eyes  in  cndlefs  night, 
Th'ife  beauteous  eyes  where  beaming  us'd  to  fliine 
Reafon's  pure  light  and  virtue's  fpark  divine. 

Oft  would  the  Dryads  of  thefe  woods  rejoice 

To  hear  her  heavenly  voice; 
For  her  defpifing,  when  flie  deign'd  to  fing, 

The  i'weeteft  fongfters  of  the  fpring  ; 
The  woodiark  and  the  linnet  pleas'd  no  more  ; 

The  nightingale  was  mute. 

And  every  (hepherd's  flute 
Was  caft  in  filent  fcorn  away, 
While  all  attended  to  her  fwetter  lay. 
Ye  larks  and  linnets,  now  refame  your  fong 

And  thou,  melodious  Philomel, 

Again  thy  plaintive  ftory  tell ; 
For  death  has  Itopt  that  tuneful  tongue, 
Whofe  mufic  could  alone  your  warbling  notes  excel. 

In  vain  I  look  around 
O'er  all  the  well-known  ground, 
My  Lucy's  wonted  footfteps  to  defcry  ; 
VVhete  oft  we  us'd  to  walk, 
Where  oft  in  tender  talk 
We  faw  the  fummer  fun  go  down  the  fky ; 
Nor  by  yon  fountain's  fide, 
Nor  where  its  waters  glide 
Along  the  valley,  can  flic  now  be  found  : 
In  all  the  wide-ftretch'd  profpc61s  ample  bound 
No  more  my  mournful  eye 
Can  aught  of  her  efpy, 
But  the  fad  facred  earth  where  her  dear  relics  lie. 

O  (hades  of  Hagley,  where  is  now  your  boaftf 

.  Your  briijht  inhabitant  is  loft. 
You  fhe  preferr'd  to  all  the  gay  reforfs 
Where  female  vanity  might  wifh  to  (hine. 
The  pomp  of  cities,  and  the  pride  of  courts. 
Her  modeft  beauties  fliunn'd  the  public  eye; 

To  your  fequefter'd  dales, 

And  flower  embroidtrd  vales. 
From  an  admiring  world  (he  chofe  to  fly  : 
With  nature  there  retir'd,  and  nature's  God, 

The  f.lent  paths  of  wifdom  trod, 
And  ban ifh'd  every  palTion  from  her  breaft, 

But  thofe,  the  gerltleft  and  the  beft, 
Whofe  holy  flames  with  energy  divine 
The  virtuous  heart  enliven  and  irnpnive, 
The  conjugal  and  the  maternal  love. 

Sweet  babes,  who,  like  the  little  playful  fawns, 
Were  wont  to  trip  along  thefe  verdant  lawns 
By  your  delighted  mother's  fide. 
Who  now  your  infant  fteps  rnnlj  guide  ? 
Ah '.  where  is  now  the  hand  whofe  tender  care 
^    To  every  virtue  would  have  form'd  your  youth, 
And  ilrew'd  with  flowers  the  thorny  ways  of 
truth  ? 
O  lofs  beyond  repair  I 


O  wretched  father !  left  alone, 
To  weep  their  dire  misfortune,  and  thy  own  ! 
How  (hall  thy  weaken'd  niind,  opprefa'd  with 
woe. 
And  drooping  o'er  thy  Lucy's  grave. 
Perform  the  duties  that  you  doubly  owe  ! 
Now  fhe,  alas!  is  gone. 
From  folly  and  from  vice  their  helplef?  age  to  fave  ? 

Where  were  ye,  M'jfes,  when  relentlefs  fate 
From  thefe  fond  arms  your  fair  difciple  tore; 

From  thefe  fojid  arms,  that  vainly  ftrove 

With  haplcfs  incffcdluiil  love 
To  guard  her  bofoni  from  the  mortal  blow  ? 

Could  not  your  favouring  power,  Aonian 
maids. 
Could  not,  alas !  your  power  prolong  her  date^ 
For  whom  fo  .)ft  in  ihefe  infpiring  Ihades, 
Or  under  Camden's  mofs-cU  1  mvunains.  huar. 
You  open'd  all  your  facred  (tore, 
What'er  your  ancient  f  iges  taught, 
Your  ancient  bards  fubiimely  thought. 
And   bade  her  raptur'd  breall  with  all  your  fpirit 

glow  .'' 

Nor  then  did  Pindus  or  Callalia's  plain, 
Or  'Aganippe's  fount  your  ileps  detain. 
Nor  in  the  Thefpian  vallies  did  you  play; 

Nor  then  on  '   Mincio's  bank 

Befet  with  ofiers  dank. 
Nor  where  f  Cliturnnus  rolls  hisgentljaflreamj 
Nor  where  through  hanging  woods, 
ijtcep  j:  Anio  pour,  his  floods. 
Nor  yet  where  ||  Meles  or  §  IlilTus  ftray. 

Ill  does  it  now  befeem, 

That,  of  your  guardian  care  bereft, 
I'o  dire  difeafe  and  death  your  darling  fhculd  be 

left. 

Now  what  avail'!  it  that  in  early  bloom. 

When  light  fantaftic  toys 

Are  all  her  fex's  joys, 
With  you    fhe    fearch'd  the   wit  of  Greece 
and  Rome ; 

And  all  that  in  her  latter  days 
To  em:ddite  her  ancient  praife 
Italia's  happy  g-  nius  couid  produce  ; 

Or  what  the  Gallic  fire 

Bright  fparkllng  could  mfpire, 
By  all  the  Graces  temper'd  and  refin'd; 

Or  what  in  Britain's  ifle, 

Mcft  favi'ur'd  with  your  fmile, 
The  powers  of  rcafon  and  of  fancy  join'd 
To  full  perftdtion  have  confpit'd  to  raife  ? 

Ah  !  w;iiat  is  now  the  ufe 

*  T/je  Mintio  runs  by  Manttia,  the  birth  place  of 
l^irgil 

t  The  Clitumnus  it  a  river  ofUmhna,  the  reJiJence 
of  Propel  tius. 

\  The  Anio  runs  through  Tibur  or  Tivili,  iihere 
Horace  h<jd  a  -uilla 

II  The  Meles  is  a  river  of  Joni  •,  from  ivhence 
Homer,  fuppofcd  to  be  born  on  its  banks,  is  called 
Melifigenes. 

§    The  lUffus  is  a  river  at  Athens. 
R  iiij 
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OP  all  the fe  treafures  that  enrich  her  mind, 
To  black  oblivion's  gloom  for  ever  now  con- 
fign'd. 

At  leaft,  ye  nine,  her  fpotlefs  name 

'Tis  yours  from  death  to  fave. 
And  in  the  temple  of  immortal  fame 
With  golden  characfters  her  worth  engrave. 

Come  then,  ye  virgin  fillers,  come, 
And   Hrew   with    choiceft  flowers  her  hal- 

low'd  tomb  :  • 
But  forcmoft  thon,  in  fable  vetlment  clad, 

With  accents  fweet  and  fad,  [urn 

Thou,  plaintive  mufe,  whom  o'er  his  Laura's 

Unhappy  Petrarch  call'd  to  mourn  ; 
O  come,  and  to  this  fairer  Laura  pay 
A  mere  impaffion'd  tear,  a  more  pathetic  lay. 

Tel]  how  each  beauty  of  her  mind  and  face 
W:;s"brighten'd  by  feme  fweet  peculiar  grace  I 
How  eloquent  in  every  look  [fpdke  ! 

Through  her  expreffive  eyes  her  foul  diftinctly 
Tell  how  her  manners,  by  the  world  refin'd, 
1-eft  all  the  taint  of  modiih  vfce  behind, 
And  made  e.ich  charm  of  poiifii'J  courts  agree 
With  candid  trurh's  fimplicityj 
And  unjorriip;ed  innocence! 
Tell  how  to  more  than  manly  fenfe 
She  ji  in'd  the  foftening  influence 
Of  more  than  female  tendernefs  : 
How,  in  the  thoughtlefs  days  of  wea'th  and  joy, 
"Which  oft  the  care  of  otheri'  good  deflroy, 
Her  kindly  melting  heart 
To  every  want  and  every  woe, 
To  guilt  itfcif  when  in  diftrefs, 
The  balm  of  pity  would  impart, 
And  all  relief  that  bounty  could  boftow  ! 
Ev'n  for  the  kid  or  lamb  that  pour'd  its  life 
Btn.-ath  the  bloody  knif.'. 
Her  gentle  tears  would  fall. 
Tears  from  fweet  viitue's  fource,  benevolent  to  all. 

Not  only  good  and  kind, 
"  But  (Irong  and  elevated  was  her  mind  : 
A  fpirit  that  with  noble  pride 

Couid  look  fuperior  down 

On  fortune's  fmile  or  frown; 
That  could  without  regret  or  pain 
'l"o  virtue's  loweft  duty  facrifice 
Or  iiitercft  or  r.mbition's  higheft  prize  ; 
1  hat,  i-.'jur'd  or  ofieiided,  never  tried 
Its  dignity  by  vengeance  to  maintain, 
But  by  magnanimous  difdain. 
A  wit  tliat,  temperately  bright, 

With  inoifeniive  light- 

Ail  pleafiPg  fhone ;  nor  ever  p.T(l 
The  decent  bounds  that  wildom's  fober  hand, 
And  Kveet  benevi^lencc's  mild  commai.J, 
And  hafliful  modefty,  before  it  caft. 
A  prurience  i.ndeceivi.ng,  undcctiv'd, 
That  rior  too  little  nor  too  much  bcliev'd, 
1'hat  Jcorn'd  unjuft  fufpicion's  coward  fear, 
And  without  wiakntfs  knew  to  be  linceie. 
biicli  Lucy  was,  v,hen,  in  her  faireft  day-, 
Amidll  th'  acclaim  of  imiverfal  praife. 

In  life's  and  glory's  frefhi  ft:  bloom,  [tomb. 
Death  came  rcmorfeicf^  on,  ai;J  funk  her  to  the 


So,  where  the  filent  dreams  of  Liris  glide, 
In  the  foft  bofom  of  Campania's  vale,  ' 

When  now  the  wintery  tempefts  all  are  fled. 
And  genial  fummer  breathes  her  gentle  gale, 
The  verdant  orange  lifts  its  beauteous  head  : 
From  every  branch  the  balmy  flowerets  rife," 
On  every  bough  the  golden  fruits  are  feen ; 
With  odours  fweet  it  fills  the  fmiling  fkies, 
The  wood-nymphs  tend,  and  th'Idalian  queen. 
But,  in  the  midft  of  all  its  blooming  pride, 
A  fudden  blaft  from  Apenninus  blows, 

Cold  with  perpetual  fnows  :         [and  dies. 
The  tender   blighted  plant  fhrinks  up  its  leaves, 

Ariljs,  O  Petrarch,  from  th'  Elyfian  bowers, 
With  never  fading  myrtle,  twin'd, 
And  fragrant  with  ambrofial  Bowers, 
Where  to  thy  Laura  thou  again  art  join'd; 
Arife,  and  hither  bring  the  filver  lyre, 

Tund  by  thy  (kilful  hand, 
To  the  foft  notes  of  elegant  defire, 

With  which  o'er  many  a  land 
Was  fpread  the  fame  of  thy  difaflrous  love  ; 
To  me  refi^n  the  vocal  ftiell. 
And  teach  my  fr>rrows  to  relate 
Their  melancholy  tale  fo  well, 
As  may  ev'n  things  inanimate,         [move. 
Rough  mountain  oaks,  and  defert  rocks,  to  pity 

.  What  were,  alas  I  thy  woes  compar'd  to  mine  ? 
To  thee  thy  miftrefs  in  the  bliisful  band 

Of  Hymen  never  gave  her  hand  ; 
The  joys  of  wedded  love  were  never  thine  ; 

In  thy  domeftic  care 

She  never  bore  a  fhare, 

Nor  with  endearing  arc 

Would  heal  thy  wounded  heart 
Of  every  fecret  grief  that  fefter'd  there  : 
Nor  did  her  fond  afTcdlion  on  the  bed 
Of  ficknefs  watch  thee,  and  thy  languid  head 
Whole  nights  on  her  unwearied  arm  fuftain, 

And  charm  away  the  fenfe  of  pain  : 

Nor  did  file  crown  your  mutual  flame 
With   pledges  dear,  and   with   a  father's  tender 

name. 
O  bed  of  wives  1   O  dearer  far  to  me 

Than  when  thy  virgin  charms 

Were  yielded  to  my  arms. 
How  can  my  foul  endure  the  lofs  of  thee  ? 
How  in  the  v^orld,  to  me  a  defert  grown, 

.Abundon'd  and  alone, 
Without  my  fweet  companion  can  I  live  ? 

Without  thy  lovely  fmile, 
I1ie  dear  reward  of  every  virtuous  toil. 
What  pleafures  nmv  can  pall'd  amhirion  give? 
Ev'n  the  delightful  fenfe  of  well-earn'd  praife, 
Unfliiir'tl  by  thee,  no  more  my  lifelcfs  thoughts 

could  raife. 

For  my  diflraiSled  mind 
What  fijccour  can  I  find  ? 
On  whom  for  confolation  fhall  I  call  ? 

Support  me  every  friend  ;  *^ 

Y()ur  kind  afliftance  lend. 
To  bear  the  weight  of  this  oppreflive  woe. 

Alas !  each  friend  of  mine, 
My  dear  departed  love,  fo  much  was  thine, 
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i'hat  none  has  any  comfort  to  bellow. 

My  books,  the  beft  relief 
_  In  every  other  grief, 
Are  now  with  your  idea  fadden'd  all  : 
Each  favourite  author  we  together  read 
My  tortur'd  memory  wounds,  and  fpeaks  of  Lucy 
dead. 

We  were  the  happieft  pair  of  human  kind  ; 
The  rolling  year  its  varying  courfe  perform'd, 

And  back  return'd  again  ; 
Another  and  another  fniiling  came, 
And  faw  our  happinefs  unchang'd  remain  : 

Still  in  her  golden  chain 
Harmonious  concord  did  our  wifhes  bind  : 

Our  ftudies,  p'.eafures,  tafte,  the  fame. 
O  fatal,  fatal  ftroke, 
That  all  this  pleafing  fabric  love  had  rais'd 

Of  rare  felicity. 
On  which  ev'n  wanton  vice  with  envy  gaz'd, 
And  every  fcheme  of  blifs  our  hearts  had 

form'd,  • 

With  foothing  hope,  for  many  a  future  day, 

In  one  fad  moment  broke  I  — 
Yet,  O  my  foul, thy  rifing  murmurs  flay; 
Nor  dare  the  all-wife  Difpofcr  to  arraign, 

Or  againfl  his  fupreme  decree 

With  impious  grief  complain,  [fade; 

That  all  thy  full-blown  joys  at  once  ftiould 

Was  his  moft  righteous  will — and  be  that  will 

obey'd. 

Would  thy  fond  love  his  grace  to  her  controul, 
And  in  thefe  low  abodes  of  fin  and  pain 

Her  pure  exalted  foul 
Unjuftly  for  thy  partial  good  detain  ? 
No — rather  ftrive  thy  grovelling  mind  to  raife 

Up  to  that  unclouded  blaze. 
That  heavenly  radiance  of  eternal  light. 
In  which  enthron'd  (he  now  with  pity  fees 
How  frail,  how  inffcure,  how  flight, 

I3  every  mortal  blifs  ; 
Ev'n  love  itfelf,  if  rifing  by  degrees 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  this  imperfed;  ftate, 

Whofe  fleeting  joys  fo  foon  muft  end, 
It  does  not  to  its  fovereign  good  afcend. 

Rife  then,  my  foul,  with  hope  elate, 
And  feek  thofe  regions  of  ferene  delight, 
Whofe  peaceful  path  and  ever- open  gate 
No  feet  but  thofe  of  harden'd  guilt  (hall  mifs. 
There  death  himfelf  thy  Lucy  (hall  reftore. 
There  yield  up  all  his  pow'r  ne'er  to  divide  you 

more. 

ON  THE  SAME  LADY. 

To  the 
Memory  of  Lucy  Lyttleton, 
Daughter  of  Hugh  Fortelcue  t.f  Filieigh, 
In  the  county  of  Devon,  Efq. 
Father  to  the  prefent  Earl  of  Clinton, 
By  Lucy  his  wife, 
The  daughter  of  Matthew  Lord  Aylmer, 
Who  departed  this  life  the  Tpth  of  Jan.  1 746- 7. 

Aged  twenty-nine. 
Having  employed  the  fliort  time  afligned  to 

her  here 
In  the  uniform  pradice  of  religion  and  virtue. 


Made  to  engage  all  hearts,  and  charm  all  eyes ; 
Though  meek,  magnanimous ;  though  witty,  wife; 
Polite,  as  all  her  life  in  courts  had  been  ; 
Yet  good,  as  flie  the  world  had  never  feen ; 
The  noble  fire  of  an  exalted  mind, 
With  gentle  female  tendernefs  combin'd. 
Her  fpeech  was  the  melodious  voice  of  love. 
Her  fong  the  warbling  of  the  vernal  grove ; 
Her  eloquence  was  fweeter  than  her  fong. 
Soft  as  her  heart,  and  as  her  reafon  ftrong;' 
Her  form  each  beauty  of  her  mind  exprefs'd. 
Her  mind  was  virtue  by  the  Graces  drefs'd. 

HORACE,  BOOK  IV.  ODE  IV. 

WRITTEN  AT  OXFORD,  I725  *. 

"  Qualem  miniftrum  fulniinis  alitem,"  &c. 

As  the  wing'd  minifier  of  thundering  Jove, 
To  whoai  he  gave  his  dreadful  bolts  to  bear, 

Faithful  f  afliftant  of  his  mafter's  love. 
King  of  the  wandering  nations  of  the  air. 

When  balmy  breezes  fann'd  the  vernal  ficy. 

On  doubtful  pinions  left  his  parent  neft. 
In  flight  eflays  his  growing  force  to  try, 

While  inborn  courage  fir'd  his  generous  breaft; 
Then,  darting  with  impetuous  fury  down, 

The  flocks  he  flaughter'd,  an  unpraclis'd  foe; 
Now  his  ripe  valour  to  perfedion  grown 

The  fcaly  fnake  and  crefted  dragon  know : 
Or,  as  a  lion's  youthful  progeny, 

Wean'd  from  his  lavage  dam  and  milky  food, 
The  gazing  kid  beholds  with  fearful  eye, 

Doom'd  firfl  to  flain  his  tender  fangs  in  blood : 
Such  Dcufus,  young  in  arms,  his  foes  beheld, 

The  Alpine  Rhseti,  long  unmatch'd  in  fight: 
So  were  their  hearts  with  abjed  terror  quell'd; 

So  funk  their  haughty  fpirit  at  the  fight. 

Tam'dby  a  boy,  the  fierce  Barbarians  find 

How  guardian  prudence   guides  the  youthful 
flame. 

And  how  great  Csfar's  fond  paternal  mind 
Each  generous  Nero  forms  to  early  fame ; 

A  valiant  fon  fprings  from  a  valiant  fire : 

Their  race  by  mettle  fprightly  courfers  prove; 
Nor  can  the  warlike  eagle's  adlive  fire 

Degenerate  to  form  the  timorous  dove. 
But  education  can  the  genius  raife, 

And  wife  inftrudtions  native  virtue  aid; 
Nobility  without  them  is  difgrace. 

And  honour  is  by  vice  to  fliame  betray'd. 
Let  red  Met^urus,  ftain'd  with  Funic  blood, 

Let  mighty  Afdrubal  fubdued,  confefs 
How  much  of  empire  and  of  fame  is  ow'd 

By  thee,  O  Rome,  to  the  Neronian  race. 
Of  this  be  witnefs  that  aufpicious  day. 

Which,  after  a  long,  black,  tempeftuous  night. 


*  -^'kP  printed  -ivlil'  IVtfr's  tranjlatlim  of  Pindar. 
See  thi  Fteface  to  that  C-aitlemani  Poems. 

t  i"  the  rape  of  Ganymede,  tvlJo  ivas  carried  up  ta 
fufiiir  Ity  an  eagie.  ac:orJing  to  the  Poel'.c.d  Hif.dry. 
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Firft  fmil'd  on  Latium  with  a  milder  ray,  [light. 
And  chetr'd  our  drooping  hearts  with  dawning 

Since  the  dire  African  with  wafteful  ire 
Rode  o'er  the  ravag'd  towns  of  Italy  ; 

As  through  the  pine-trees  flies  the  raging  fire, 
Or  Eurus  o'er  the  vext  Sicilian  fea. 

From  this  bright  era,  from  this  profperous  field, 
The  Roman  glory  dates  her  rifing  power  ; 

From  hence  'twas  given  her  conquering  fword  to 
wield, 
Raife  her  falTn  gods,  and  ruin'd  fhrines  reftore. 

Thus  Hannibal  at  length  defpairing  fpoke  : 

"  Like  flags  to  ravenous  wolves  an  eafy  prey, 
"  Our  feeble  arms  a  valiant  foe  provoke, 

"  Whom  to  elude  and  'fcape  were  vidlory  : 
•'  A  daunclefs  nation,  that  from  Trojan  fires, 

"  Hoftiie  Aufonia,  to  thy  dcftin'd  Ihore 
"  Her  gods,  her  infant  fons,  and  aged  fires, 

♦'  Through  angry  feas  and  adverfe  tempefts  bore : 

•'  As  on  high  Algidus  the  fturdy  oak, 

"  VVhofe  fpreading  boughs  the  axe's  fliarpnefs 
"  feel, 
"  Improves  by  lofs,  and,  thriving  with  the  flroke, 
•'  Draws  health  and  vigour  from  the  wounding 
"  ftcel. 

««  Not  Hydra  fprouting  from  her  mangled  head, 
"  So  tir'd  the  baffled  force  of  Hercules ; 

"  Nor  Thebes,  nor  Colchis,  fuch  a  monfter  bred, 
"   Pregnant  of  hills,  and  fam'd  for  prodigies. 

"  Plunge  her  in  ocean  like  the  morning  fun, 
"   Brighter  fhe  rifes  from  the  depths  below  : 

^'  To  earih  with  unavailing  ruin  thrown, 

"  Recruits  her  ftrength,  and  foils  the  wonder- 
"  ing  foe. 

"  No  more  of  viftory  the  joyful  fame 

"  Shall  from  my  camp  to  haughty  Carthage  fly  ; 
"  I^oft,  loO,  are  all  the  glories  of  her  name  '. 

"   With  Afdrubal  her  hopes  and  forturie  die  ! 

"  What  (hall  the  C'audian  valour  not  perf.-rm 

"  Which  Power  Divine  guards  wiih  propitious 

"  care,  [ftorm, 

"  W^hich  wifdom  freer?  through  all  the  dangerous 

"  Through  all  the  rocks  and  fhoals  cf  doubtful 

"  war  ?" 

VIRTUE  AND  FAME. 

TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  EGREMONT. 

Virtue  and  Fame,  the  other  day. 

Happened  to  crofs  each  other's  way  ; 

Said  Virtue,  "  Hark  ye  !  madam  Fame, 

"   Your  ladyfhip  is  much  to  blame  ; 

"  Jove  bids  you  always  v/ait  on  me, 

"  And  y.t  your  face  1  feldom  fee  : 

"  The  Paphian  queen  employs  you^  tnmipet, 

"  And  bids  it  praife  fome  handfome  ftrumpet ; 

*'  Or  thundering  through  the  ranks  of  war, 

"  Ambition  ties  you  to  her  car." 

Seith  Fame,  "  Dear  madam,  I  proteft, 

J'  1  never  find  mjf'^lf  fo  bleft 


"  As  when  I  humbly  wait  tehind  j'on  t 
"   But  'tis  fo  mighty  hard  to  find  you  ! 
•'  In  fuch  obfcure  retreats,  you  lurk  ! 
"  To  feek  you  is  an  endlefs  work." 

"   Well,"  anfwer'd  Virtue,  "  I  allow 
"  Your  plea.     But  hear,  and  mark  me  now. 
"   I  know  (without  H  ffence  to  others) 
"   I  know  the  beft  of  wives  and  mothers; 
"   Who  never  pafs'd  an  ufelefs  day 
"  In  fcandal,  gofliping,  or  play  : 
"   Whofe  mndeft  wit,  chaflis'd  by  fenfe, 
"   Is  lively  cheerful  innocence  ; 
"   Whofe  heart  nor  envy  knows,  nor  fpite, 
"   Whofe  duty  is  her  fole  delight ; 
"  Nor  rul'd  by  whim,  nor  flave  to  fadiion, 
"   Her  parents  joy,  her  hufband's  palTion." 

Fame  fmil'd  and  anfwer'd,  "  On  my  life, 
"  This  is  fome  country  parfon's  wife, 
"  Who  never  faw  the  court  nor  town, 
"  Whofe  face  is  homely  as  her  gown  ; 
"   Who  banquets  upon  eggs  and  bacon — " 

"   No,  madam,  no — you're  much  miftaken— = 
"   I  beg  you'll  let  me  fet  you  right — 
"  '  ris  one  with  every  beauty  bright ; 
"  Adorn'd  with  every  polifh'd  art 
"  That  rank  or  fortune  can  impart; 
"  'I'is  the  mod  celebrated  toaft 
"  That  Britain's  fpacious  ifle  can  boaft ; 
"  'Tis  princely  Petworth  s  noble  dame  ; 
"  'Tis  Egrcmont — Go,  tell  it,  Fame." 

ADDITION  EXTEMPORE, 

BY  EARL   HARDWiCKE. 

Fame  heard  with  pleafure — flrait  replied, 
"   Firft  on  ray  roll  ftands  Wyndham's  bride; 
"   My  trumpet  oft  I've  rais'd,  to  found 
"   Her  modeft  praife  the  world  around  ! 
"  But  notes  were  wanting—  Canft  thou  find 
"   A  mufe  to  ling  her  face,  her  mind  ? 
"   Believe  ni '.  1  can  name  but  one, 
"   A  friend  of  yours — 'tis  Lyttkton." 

LETTER  TO   EARL   HARDW^ICKE: 

OCCASIONED     BY     THE     FOREGOING    VERSES. 
MY    LORD, 

A  THOUSAND  thanks  to  your  Lordfhip  for  your 
addition  to  my  vcrfes  If  you  can  write  fuch  ex~ 
tempore,  it  is  well  for  other  poets,  that  you  chofe 
to  be  Lord  Chancellor,  rather  than  a  Luurcat. 
They  explain  to  me  a  vifion  I  had  the  night  be- 
fore. 

Metiiooght  I  faw  before  my  feet, 
With  countenance  fcrene  and  fvveet, 
The  mufe,  who,  in  my  youthful  days. 
Had  oft  infpir'd  my  carelefs  lays. 
She  fmil'd,  and  faid,  "   Once  more  I  fee 
"  My  fugitive  return  to  me  ; 
"  Long  had  I  loft  you  from  my  bower, 
"  You  fcorn'd  to  own  my  gentle  power ; 
"   With  me  no  more  your  genius  fported,  J 
*'  The  grave  hiftoric  mufe  you  courted ; 
"  Or,  rais'd  from  earth,  with  ftreaming  eyeS; 
I "  Purfued  Urania  through  the  Ikies ; 
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"  But  tiow,  to  my  forfaken  track, 

"   Fair  Egremont  has  brought  you  back : 

"  Nor  blufh,  by  her  and  virtue  led, 

"  That  foft,  that  pleafing  patli  to  tread ; 

"  For  there,  beneath  to-morrow's  ray, 

"  Ev'n  wifdom's  felt  fliall  deign  to  play, 

"  Lo  !  to  my  flowery  groves  and  fprings 

"  Her  favourite  Ion  the  goddefs  brings, 

"  The  council's  and  the  fenate's  guide  : 

"  Law's  oracle,  the  nation's  pride  : 

"  He  comes,  he  joys  with  thee  to  join, 

"  In  finging  Wyndham's  charms  divine  : 

"  To  thine  he  adds  his  nobler  lays; 

"  Ev'n  thee,  my  friend,  he  deigns  to  praifc. 

"  Enjoy  that  praife,  nor  envy  Pitt 

"  His  fame  with  burgefs  or  with  cit ; 

"  For  fure  one  line  fn^rn  fuch  a  bard, 

"  Virtue  would  think  her  bell  reward." 

HYMEN  TO  ELIZA. 

Madam,  before  your  feet  I  lay 

This  ode  upon  your  wedding-day, 

The  firft  indeed  I  ever  made. 

For  writing  odes  is  not  my  trade  : 

My  head  i^  full  of  houfehold  cares, 

And  neceflary  dull  affairs  ; 

Eefides  that  fomctimes  ji.al^us  frumps 

"Will  put  me  into  doleful  dumps. 

Atid  then  no  cl-iwa  beneath  rhe  Iky 

Was  e'er  more  ungallant  than  I; 

For  you  alone  I  now  think  fit 

To  turn  a  poet  and  a  wit — 

For  you  whofe  charms,  1  know  not  how, 

Have  power  to  fmoith  the  wrinkled  brow, 

And  make  me,  tkough  by  nature  ftupid, 

As  brifk  and  as  alert  as  Cupid. 

Thefe  obligations  to  repay. 

Whene'er  your  happy  nuptial  day 

Shall  with  the  circling  years  return, 

For  you  my  torch  fhall  brighter  burn 

Than  you  firil  my  power  ador'd. 

Nor  will  I  call  myfclf  your  1  ird. 

But  am,  (as  witnels  this  my  hand) 

Your  humble  fervant  at  command.  Hymen. 

Dear  child,  let  Hymen  not  beguile 

You,  who  arc  fuch  a  judge  of  ftyle, 

To  think  that  he  thelc  verfes  made. 

Without  an  abler  penman's  aid; 

Obferve  them  well,  you'll  plainly  fee. 

That  every  line  was  writ  by  me.  Cupid 

ON   READING 

AIISS  CARTER'S  POEMS  IN  MANUSCRIPT. 

SocH  were  the  notes  that  ftruck  the  wondering  ear 
Of  nient  night,  when,  on  the  verdant  banks 
Of  Slice's  hallow'd  brook,  celeftial  harps, 
According  to  feraphic  voices,  fung 
Glory  to  God  on  high,  and  on  the  earth 
Peace  and good-iuiU  to  men  '■ — Refume  the  lyre, 
ChauDtrefs  divine,  and  every  Briton  call 
Its  melody  to  hear— fo  {hall  thy  {trains, 


More  powerful  than  the  fung  of  Orpheus,  tame 

The  favige  heart  of  brutal  vice,  and  bend 

At  pure  religion's  {brine  the  flubborn  knees 

Of  bold  impiety — Greece  fhall  no  more 

Of  Lcfbiaii  Sappho  boafl,  ^vhofe  wanton  mufe, 

Like  a  falfe  Syren,  while  fhe  tharm'd,  feduc'd 

To  gui't  and  ruin.      For  the  facred  head 

Of  Britain's  poetefs,  the  virtues  twine 

A  nobler  wreath,  by  them  from  Eden's  grove 

Ur:fading  gather'd,  and  direft  rhe  hand 

Of to  fix  it  on  her  brows. 

MOUNT  EDGECUMBE. 

The  gods,  on  thrones  celeftial  feated. 
By  Jave  with  bowls  ot  uetflar  heated. 
All  on  Mount  Edgecurnbe  turn'd  their  eyes; 

"   That  place  is  mine,"  great  Neptune  cries  I 
"  Behold     how  ppud  o'er  all  the  main 
"  Thofe  {lately  turrets  feem  to  reign  I 
'  No  views  fo  grand  01:  earth  you  fee  \ 
"   The  maffer  too  belongs  to  me  : 
'•   I  y,rant  him  my  domain  to  fliare, 
"   I  bid  his  hand  my  trident  bear." 

"  The  fea  is  your's,  but  mine  the  land," 
Pallas  replies  ;  "  by  me  were  plann'd 
"  Thofe  towers,  that  hofpital,  thole  docks, 
"   That  fort,  which  crown  thofe  ifland  rocks  : 
"    The  lady  too  is  of  my  choir, 
"   I  taught  her  hand  to  touch  the  lyre; 
"   With  every  charm  her  mind  I  grac  d, 
"   1  gave  her  prudei'ce,  knowledge   tafle.'' 

"   Hold,  mac^am.'*  interrupted  Venus, 
"  The  lady  niuft  be  fhar'd  between  us  : 
"  And  iurely  mine  i«  yonder  grove, 
"   So  fine,  fo  dark,  fo  fit  for  love ; 
"    I'rees,  fuch  as  in  th'  Idalian  glade, 
"  Or  Cyprian  lawn,  my  paljce  fhade," 

Then  Oreads,  Dryads,  Naiads,  came; 
Each  nymph  alleg'd  her  lawful  claim. 

But  Jove,  to  finifli  the  debate. 
Thus  fpoke,  and  what  he  fpeaks  is  fate 
"   Nor  god  ner  goddefs,  great  or  {mall, 
"   That  dwelling  his  or  hers  may  cal 
"  1  made  Mount  Edgecumbe  for  you 

INVI FATION. 


nail,  ■) 

all ;  C 

ou  all."         J 


TO  THE  DOWAGER  DUCHESS  DAIGUILLON, 

When  peace  fhall,  on  her  downy  wing. 
To  France  and  England  friendfhip  bring, 
Come,  Aiguillon,  and  here  receive 
That  homage  we  debght  to  give 
To  foreign  taletjts,  foreign  charms, 
To  worth  which  envy's  felf  difarms 
Of  jealcus  hatred  :   Come  and  love 
That  nation  which  you  now  approve. 
So  fhall  by  France  amends  be  made 
{\i  fuch  a  debt  can  e'er  he  paid) 
For  having  with  feducing  art 
from  Britain  ftol'n  her  Hervey's  heart. 

TO  COLONEL  DRUMGOLD. 

Drumgold,  whofe  anceftors  from  Albion's  {here 
Their  conquering  flandards  to  Hiberna  bore, 
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Though  now  fliy  valour,  to  thy  country  loft, 
Shines  in  the  fdremoft.  rank<i  of  Gallia's  hofl. 
Think  not  that  France  fhall  borrow  all  thy  fame — 
From  Britifh  fires  deriv'd  thy  genius  came  : 
Its  force  its  enerpy,  to  thefe  it  ow'd, 
But  the  fair  polifli  Gallia's  clime  beftow'd  : 
The  Graces  there  each  ruder  thought  refin'd. 
And  livelieft  wit  with  foundcfl  fenfe  combin'd. 
They  taught  in  fportive  I  ancy's  gay  attire 
To  drcfs  the  gravefl  rf  th'  Aonian  choir,  ' 
And  gave  to  fober  Wifdom's  wrinkled  cheek 
The  Iniile  that  dwells  in  Hebe's  dimple  fleek. 
Pay  to  each  realm  the  debt  that  each  may  aik  : 
Be  thine,  and  thine  alone,  the  plealing  tuflc, 
In  pureft  elegance  of  Gallic  phrafc 
To  clothe  the  fpirit  of  the  Eritilh  lays. 
Thus  every  fiovver  wliich  every  mufc's  hand 
Has  rais'd  profufe  in  Britain's  favourite  land, 
By  thee  tranfplanted  to  the  banks  of  Seine, 
Its  fweetefl  native  odours  iliall  retain. 
And  when  thy  noble  friend,  with  olive  crown'd, 
In  concord's  golden  chain  has  firmly  bound 
The  rival  nations,  thou  for  both  fliak  raife 
The  grateful  fong  to  his  immortal  praife. 
Albion  fhall  think  fhe  hears  her  Prior  fing ; 
And  France,  that  Bnileau  flrikes  the  tuneful  ftring, 
Then  fhalt  thou  tell  what  various  talents  join'd. 
Adorn,  embelliflt,  and  exalt  his  mind  ; 
Learning  and  wit,  with  fweet  politenefs  grac'd  ; 
Wifdom  by  guile  or  cunning  undebas'd; 
By  pride  unfullied,  genuine  dignity  ; 
A  nobler  and  fublime  fimpliciiy. 
Such  in  thy  verfe  fhall  Nivernois  be  fliown  : 
France  fliail  with  joy  the  fair  rel'emblance  own  ; 
And  Albion  fighing  bid  her  foiis  ai'pire 
To  imitate  the  merit  they  admire. 

EPITAPH  ON  CAPTAIN  GRENVILLE  ;  * 

KILLED  IN  LORD  ANSON's  ENGAGEMENT  IN  I747. 

Ye  weeping  Mufes,  Graces,  Virtues,  tell 
If,  fmce  your  all-accomplifli'd  Sydney  fell, 
You,  or  afflicfted  Britain,  e'er  deplor'd 
A  lofs  like  that  thefe  plaintive  lays  record  1 
Such  fpotlefs  honour  ;  fuch  ingenious  truth, 
Such  ripen'd  wifdom  in  the  bloom  of  youth  ! 
So  mild,  fo  gentle,  fo  compos'd  a  mind. 
To  fuch  heroic  warmth  and  courage  join'd  ; 
He,  too,  like  Sydney,  nurs'd  in  Learning's  arms, 
For  nobler  war  forfook  her  fofter  charms  : 
Like  him,  poffefs'd  of  ev'ry  pleaiing  art. 
The  fecret  wilh  of  every  female's  heart : 
Like  him,  cut  off  in  youthful  glory's  pride, 
He,  unrepining,ybr  his  country  Jyd. 

*  Thefe  -verfes  having  been  erlginally  tvrl'ten  -when 
the  Authot  ivas  in  Oj^pojition,  concluded  thus  : 
"  But  nobler  far,  and  greater  is  the  praifc 
"  So  bright  to  fhme  in  thefe  degenerate  days : 
•'  An  age  of  heroes  kindled  Sidney's  fire  ; 
"  His  inborn  worth  alone  could  Grenville's  deeds 
"  infpire." 

But  fame  years  after,  ivhen  bis  Lordjhip  ivas  ivith 
MiiiijJry,  he  crafed  thefe  four  lines.   See  Gent.  Mac. 

Vol.  XLIX.  p.  6oi. 


ON  GOOD  HUxMOUR. 

WRITTEN   AT   ETON-SCHOOL,   IJZg, 

Tell  me,  ye  fons  of  Phcebus,  what  is  this 
Which  all  admire,  but  few,  too  few,  poffcfs  ? 
A  vir'ue  'tjs  to  ancient  maids  unknown, 
And  prudes  whofpy  all  faults  except  their  own,    . 
Lov'd  and  defended  by  the  brave  and  \vi(e, 
rhou(::h  knaves  abufs  it,  and  like  fools  defpife. 
Say,  Wyndhan:,  if 'tis  pofliblc  to  tell. 
What  is  the  thing  in  which  you  moft  excel? 
Hard  is  thequeftion,  for  in  all  you  pleale  ; 
Yet  lure  good-nature  is  your  noblelt  praife  ; 
Secur'd  by  this,  your  parts  no  envy  move, 
For  none  can  envy  him  whom  all  muft  love, 
['his  magic  power  can  make  ev'n  folly  pleafc,    "^ 
I'his  to  Pitt's  genius  adds  a  brighter  grace,  >- 

And  fweetens  every  charm  in  Celia's  face.  j 

SOME  ADDITIONAL  STANZAS 

TO    ASTOLFo's   VOYAGE   TO    THE  MOON. 

In  AriufiO. 

When  now  Aflolfo,  ftor'd  within  a  vafe, 
Onando's  wits  had  fafely  brought  away; 

He  turn'd  his  eyes  towards  another  place, 

Wiiere,  clofely  cork'd,  'mnumbet'd  bottles  lay. 

Of  finefl  cryftal  were  thofe  bottles  made. 

Yet  what  was  there  encios  d  he  could  not  fee  : 

Wherefore  in  humble  wife  the  Saint  he  pray'd, 
To  tell  what  treafure  there  coiiceal'd  might  be, 

"  A  wondrous  thing  it  is,"  the  Saint  replied, 
"  Y'et  undefin'd  by  any  mortal  wight  ; 

"  An  airy  cffence,  not  to  be  defcried, 

"  Subtle  and  thin,  that  Maidenhead  is  hight. 

"  From  earth  each  day  in  troops  they  hither  come, 
"  And  fill  each  hole  and  corner  of  the  moon  ; 

"  For  they^re  never  eafy  while  at  home, 

"  Nor  ever  owner  thought  them  gone  too  foon. 

"  When  here  arriv'd,  they  are  in  bottles  pent, 
"  For  fear  they  fhould  evaporate  again  ; 

"  And  hard  it  is  a  jiriibn  to  invent, 
"  So  volatile  a  fpirit  to  retain. 

"  Thofe  that  to  young  and  wanton  girls  belong 
"  Leap,  bounce,  and  fly,  as  if  they'd  burfl  the 
-  glaf= : 

"  But  thofe  that  have  below  been  kept  too  long 
"  Are  fpiritlefs,  and  quite  decay'd,  alas  !" 

So  fpake  the  Saint,  and  wonder  feiz'd  the  Knight, 
As  of  each  veffel  he  th'  infcrijnion  read  ; 

For  various  fecrets  there  were  brought  to  light ; 
Of  which  report  on  earth  had  nothing  faid. 

Virginities,  that  clofe  confin'd  lie  thought 
In  t'  other  world,  he  found  above  the  fky  ; 

His  filler's  and  his  coufms  there  were  brought. 
Which  made  him  fwear,  though  good  St.  Joh» 
was  by. 

But  much  his  wrath  increas'd,  when  he  efpied 
I'hnt  which  was  Chlor's  once,  his  miftref-.  dear  : 

"  Ah,  falie  and  treacherous  fugitive  '"  he  cried, 
"  Little  I  decnid  that  1  fhould  meet  thee  here. 
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"  Did  not  thy  owner,  when  we  parted  laft, 
'•  Prcmife  to  keep  thee  i'-d'r'.  fjT  me  alone  ? 

"  Scarce  of  our  abfencc  three  (hort  months  are  pad, 
"  And  thou  already  from  thy  pud  art  flown. 

"  Be  not  enrag'd,  replied  th'  Apoftle  kind — 
"  Since  that  this  maidenhead  is  thine  by  right, 

"  Take  it  away;  and,  when  thou  haft  a  mind, 
"  Carry  it  thither  whence  it  took  its  flight," 

*'  Thanks  Holy  Father'"  quoth  the  joyous  Knight, 
"  The  moon  fliall  be  no  Ibler  by  your  grace  : 

"  Let  me  hut  have  the  ufe  on't  for  a  night, 
"  And  I'll  reltore  it  to  its  prel'ent  place." 

TO  A  YOUNG  I.ADY, 

WITH  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  VENICE   PRESERVED. 

In  teader  Otway's  moving  fcenes  we  find 
What  power  the  goHs  have  to  your  fex  affign'd: 
Venice  was  loft,  if  on  the  brink  of  face 
A  woman  had  not  propt  her  finkingr  ftate  : 
In  the  dark  danger  of  that  dreadful  hour, 
Vain  washer  fcnate's  wifdom,vain  its  power; 
Bur,  fav'd  by  3elvidera's  charming  tears. 
Still  o'er  the  fubjeft  main  her  towers  flie  rears. 
And  ftands  a  great  example  to  mankind. 
With  what  a  boundlefs  fway  you  rule  the  mind, 
Skilful  the  wci-ft  or  nobleft  ends  to  ferve. 
And  ftrong  alike  to  ruin  or  preferve. 

In  wretched  Jaffier,  we  with  pity  view 
A  mind,  to  honour  falfe,  to  virtue  true. 
In  the  wild  ftorm  of  ftruggling  pafTions  toft, 
Yet  faving  innocence,  though  fame  was  loft  ; 
Greatly  forgetting  what  he  ow'd  his  friend — 
His  country,  wjiich  had  wrong'd  him,  to  defend. 

But  fhe,  who  iirg'd  him  to  that  pious  deed, 
Who  knew  fo  well  the  patriot's  caufe  to  plead, 
Whofe  conquering  love  her  country's  fafety  won, 
WaS,  by  that  fatal  love,hcr!elf  undone. 

*  "   Hence   may  we  learn,  what   pafTion   fain 
"  would  hide, 
"  That  Hymen's  bands  by  prudence  fliould  be  tied. 
*'  Venus  in  vain  the  wedded  pair  would  crown, 
"  If  angry  Fortune  on  their  union  frown  : 
"  Soon  will  the  flattering  dreams  of  joy  be  o'er, 
"  And  doy'd  imagination  cheat  no  more; 
•'  Then,  waking  to  the  fenfe  of  lafting  pain, 
"  With  mutual  tears  the  bridal  couch  they  ftain  ; 
"  And  that  fond  love,  which  fhould  afford  relief, 
"  Does  but  augment  the  anguifti  of  their  grief  : 
"  While  both  could  eafier  their  own  forrows  bear, 
"  Than  the  fad  knowledge  of  each  other's  care." 

May  all  the  joys  in  love  and  fortune's  power 
Kindly  combine  to  grace  your  nuptial  hour  ! 
Un  each  glad  day  may  plenty  Ihower  delight, 
And  warmeft  rapture  blefs  each  welcome  night  ! 
May  Heaven,  that  gave  you  Belvidera's  charms, 
Deftine  fome  happier  Jaifier  to  your  arms, 


Ti:  e  tivehoe  foUoiuing  line^,  -with  fume  f mall  i)a- 
rlallons,  ha-ue  been  already  printed  in  "  Advice  to  a 
Lady  ;"  but,  as  Lord  Lytteiton  cbofe  to  introduce  them 
here,  it  -was  tboiight  more  eligible  to  repeat  thefe  feiu 
i'mes,  tijun  Lojapbrejs  tl)(  reji  (J  the poim. 


Whofe  blifs  misfortune  never  may  allay, 
Whofe  fondnefs  n.-ver  may  through  care  decay: 
Whofe  wealth  may  place  you  in  the  faireft  light, 
And  force  each  modeft  beauty  into  .fight  1 
So  fhall  no  anxious  want  your  peace  deftroy, 
No  tempeft  crufh  the  tender  buds  of  joy; 
But  all  your  hours  in  one  gay  circle  move, 
Nor  realon  ever  difagree  with  love  ! 

ELEGY. 

Tei.l  me,  my  heart,  fond  Have  of  hopelefs  love. 

And  doom'd  its  woes,  without  its  joys  to  prove, 

Canft  thou  endure  thus  camly  to  erafe 

The  dear,  dear  image  of  thy  Delia's  face  ? 

Canft  thou  exclude  that  habitant  divine. 

To  place  fome  meaner  idol  in  her  flirine  ? 

O  tafk,  for  feeble  reafon  too  fevere  ! 

O  Icflon,  nought  could  teach  me  but  defpair  ! 

Muft  I  forbid  my  eyes  that  heavenly  fight, 

They've  view'd  fo  oft  with  languifhing  delight? 

Muft  my  ears  fhun   that  voice,  whofe  charming 

found 
Seem'd  to  relieve,  while  it  increas'd,  my  wound  J 
O  Waller  I   Petrarch  !  you  who  tun'd  the  lyre 
To  the  foft  notes  of  elegant  defire  .' 
Though  Sidney  to  a  rival  gave  her  charms, 
Though  Laura  dying  left  her  lover's  arms. 
Vet  were  your  pains  iefs  exquifite  than  mine, 
'  ris  eafier  far  to  lofe,  than  to  refign  ! 

INSCR.IPTION 

For  a  Bujl  of  Lady  SuJfJL  ;   defigned  to  be  fet  up  In  4 

PVood  at  Stoive,  1732. 
Her  wit  and  beauty  for  a  court  were  made: 
But  truth  and  goodncfs  fit  her  for  a  (hade. 

SULPICIA  TO  CERINTHUS, 

IN    HER. SICKNESS.        FROM  TIBULLUS.  ■ 
(Sent  to  a  Friend,  in  a  Ladys  Name.) 

Say,  my  Cerinthus,  does  thy  tender  breafl 
Feel  the  fame  feverilh  heats  that  mine  moleft2 
Alas !   I  only  wifli  for  health  again, 
Becaufe  I  think  my  lover  fliares  my  pain  : 
For  what  would  health  avail  to  wretched  me, 
If  you  could,  unconcern'd,  my  illnefs  fee  ? 

SULPICIA  TO  CERINTHUS. 

I'm  weary  of  this  tedious  dull  deceit ; 
Myfelf  I  torture,  while  the  world  [  cheat  : 
Though  prudence  bids   me   ftrive   to  guard  my 

fame. 
Love  fees  the  low  hypocrify  with  fhame : 
Love  bids  me  all  confefs,  and  call  thee  mine, 
Worthy  my  heart,  as  I  am  worthy  thine  : 
Weakiicfs  for  thee  I  will  no  longer  hide  ; 
Weaknels  for  thee  is  woman's  nobleft  pride. 

CATO'S  SPEECH  TO  LABIENUS, 

IN  THE  NINTH  BOOK  OF  LUCAN. 

("  Quid  quxri,  Labiene,  jubes,"  &c.) 
What,  Labienus,  would  thy  fond  defire. 
Of  horned  Jove's  prophetic  fhrine  incjujre  ?  ,^ 
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Whether  to  feek  in  arms  a  glorious  donm, 

Or  bafejv  live,  and  he  a  king  in  •  ome  ? 

If  life  be  nothing  aiore  tiian  death's  delay; 

If  impious  force  can  hontft  minds  difmay, 

Or  probity  may  fortune's  fmwn  difdain  ; 

If  well  to  mean  is  all  that  virtue  can  i 

And  right,  dependant  on  icfeif  alone, 

Gains  no  addition  from  fuccefs  ? — ' Tis  known  : 

Fix'd  in  my  heart  the.e  coiiftr.nt  truths  I  bear, 

And  Ammon  cannot  write  them  deeper  there. 

Our  fouU,  allied  to  God,  within  them  feel 

The  fecret  diftates  of  the  Almighty  \v:ll; 

This  is  his  voice,  be  this  r'jr  oracle. 

When  firft  his  breath  the  feeds  of  life  infti'l'd, 

All  that  we  ought  to  know  was  theu  revcal'd. 

Nor  can  We  think  the  Omnipreftnt  mind 

Has  truth  to  Libya's  defart  fAndsc'nfiri'd, 

There,  known  to  few,  obfcur'd,  and  luft,  to  lie — 

Is  there  a  temple  of  the  Deity, 

Except  earth,  fea,  and  air,  yon  azure  pole  ;  • 

And  chief,  his  holieft  fhrine.  the  virtuoii>  foul  ? 

Where'er  the  eye  can  pierce,  the  ieet  can  move, 

This  wide,  this  boundlefs  univerfe  is  Jove. 

Let  ahjedl  minds,  that  doubt  becaufe  rhey  fear, 

With  pi()u«  awe  to  juggling  priefts  repair; 

I  credit  not  what  lying  prophetb  tell — 

Death  is  the  only  certain  oracle. 

Cowards  and  brave  muft  die  one  deftin'd  hour — 

This  Jove  has  told  ;  he  needs  not  tell  us  more. 

TO  MR.  GLOVER; 

ON  HIS  POEM  OF  LEONIDAS. 
WritUn  in  the  Tear  I  734. 


Go  on,  my  friend,  the  noble  talk  purfue, 
And  thirk  thy  genius  is  thy  co\;ntry's  due  ; 
To  vulgar  wiis  inferior  -hemes  belong, 
But  liberty  and  virtue  claim  thy  fong. 
Yet  ceafc  to  hope,  though  grac'd  with  every  charm, 
The  'patriot  verfe  will  cold  Bri-annia  warm  ; 
Vainly  thou  flriv'ft  our  languid  hearts  to  laife, 
By  great  examples  drawn  from  better  days  : 
Is'o  longer  we  to  Sparta's  l.me  afpire, 
What  Sparta  fcorn'd,  inftrudcU  to  admire ; 
Uurs'd  in  the  love  of  wealth,  and  form'd  to  bend 
Our  narrow  thoughts  to  that  inglorious  end  : 
No  generous  purpofe  can  enlarge  the  mind, 
No  fecial  care,  n>  labour  for  mankind. 
Where  mean  felf  intercfl  every  a6ii>.n  guides, 
In  camps  commands,  in  cabinets  prelides; 
■^here  luxury  confumts  the  guilty  (tore. 
And  bids  the  villain  be  a  flave  for  more. 

Hence,  wretched  nation,  all  thy  woes  arife, 
Avow'd  corruption,  licens'd  peijuries, 
Eternal  taxes,  treaties  for  a  day, 
Servants  that  rule,  and  fenatesthat  obey. 

O  people,  far  unlike  the  Grecian  race. 
That  deems  a  virtuous  poverty  difgrace, 
That  fuffers  public  wrongs  and  public  fhanie. 
In  council  infolent,  in  adtion  tame  '. 
Say,  what  is  now  tli'  ambition  of  the  great  ? 
Is  it  to  raii'e  their  country's  finking  (late; 
Her  load  of  debt  to  eafe  by  frugal  care, 
Her  trade  to  guard,  her  harais'd  poor  to  fpare  ? 


OF    LYTTLETON. 

Is  it  like  honed  Somers,  to  infpire 

The  love  of  laws,  and  freedom's  facred  fire  ? 

Is  it,  like  wife  Godolphin,  to  fuftain 

The  balanc'd  world,  an  1  boundlefs  power  reftrain  ? 

Or  is  the  mighty  aim  of  all  their  toil, 

Only  «p  aid  the  wreck,  and  fhare  the  fpoil  ? 

On  each  relation,  friend,  dependant,  pour, 

Wirh  partial  wantoniiefs,  the  golden  fliower, 

And,  fc-nc'd  by  ftrong  corruption,  to  defpife 

Ar.  injur'd  nation's  unavailing  cries  ! 

Roufe,  Britons,  roufe  '  if  fcnfe  of  (hame  be  weak, 

Let  the  loud  voice  of  threatening  danger  fpeak. 

Lo  !   France,  as  Perfia  once,  o'er  every  land 

Prepares  to  (Iretch  her  all-opprefling  hand. 

Shall  England  fit  regardlefs  and  fedate, 

A  calm  fpedlatrefs  of  the  general  fate  ; 

Or  call  forth  all  her  virtue,  and  oppofe. 

Like  valiant  Greece,  her  own  and  Europe's  foes? 

O  let  us  feize  the  moment  in  our  power, 

Our  follies  now  have  rcach'd  the  fatal  hour  ; 

No  la'er  term  the  angry  gods  ordain  ; 

This  crifis  loft,  we  fhall  be  wife  in  vain. 

And  thou,  great  poet,  in  whofe  nervous  lines 
The  native  majefty  of  freedom  fliines. 
Accept  this  friendly  praife  ;  and  let  qpe  prove 
My  heart  not  wholly  void  of  public  love  : 
Though  not  like  thee  I  Arike  the  founding  firing 
To  notes  which  Sparta  might  have  deign'd  to  fing, 
But,  idly  fporting  in  the  fecret  ftiade. 
With  tender  trifles  footh  fome  artlefs  maid. 


TO  WILLIAM  PITT,  ESQ^ 

ON    HIS  LOSING    HIS    COMMISSION, 
In  the  Tear  1736. 

Long  had  thy  virtues  mark'd  thee  out  for  fame, 
Far,  far  fuperior  to  a  cornet's  name  ; 
This  generous  Walpole  (aw,  and  gricv'd  to  find 
So  mean  a  port  difgrace  that  noble  mind. 
The  fervile  llandard  from  thy  freeborn  hand 
He  took,  and  bade  thee  lead  the  patriot  band. 

PROLOGUE 

TO  Thomson's  coriolanus. 

Sjiolen  by  Mr.  ^in. 

I  COME  not  here  your  candour  to  implore 

For  fcenes,  whofe  author  ia,  alas !   no  more ; 

He  wants  no  advocate  his  caufe  to  plead  ; 

You  will  yourfclves  be  patrons  of  the  dead. 

No  party  his  benevolence  confin'd. 

No  fe<ft— alike  it  fl.>w'd  to  all  mankind. 

He  lov'd  his  friends  (forgive  this  guihing  tear  : 

Ala- !   1  feel,  I  am  no  ador  here) 

He  lov'd  his  friends  with  fuch  a  warmth  of  heart. 

So  clear  of  interelt,  fo  devoid  of  art. 

Such  generous  fricndfliip,  fuch  unfhaken  zeal. 

No  words  can  fpeak  it ;  but  our  tears  may  tell. — 

O  candid  truth,  O  faith  without  a  (lain, 

O  manners  gently  firm,  and  nobly  plain, 

O  fymiiathizing  love  of  others'  blifs, 

V.  here  will  you  find  another  bread  like  his? 

Such  was  the  man— the  poet  well  you  know : 

pfc  has  he  touch'd.  your  hearts  with  tender  vrccj 
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Oft  in  his  crowded  houFe,  with  jufl  applaufe, 
You  heard  him  teach  fair  virtue's  pureft  laws  ; 
For  his  chaftc  niufe  employ'd  her  heaven-taught 

lyre 
None  but  the  nobleft  paflions  to  infpire, 
Not  one  immortal,  one  corrupted  thought. 
One  line,  which  dying  he  could  wifh  to  blot. 

Oh  !   may  to-night  your  favourable  doom 
Another  laurel  add,  to  grace  his  tomb  : 
Whiirt  he,  fuperior  now  to  praife  or  blame, 
Hears  not  the  feeble  voice  of  human  fame. 
Yet,  if  to  thofe  whom  moft  on  earth  he  lov'd, 
From  whom  his  pious  care,  is  now  remov'd. 
With  whom  his  liberal  hand,  and  bounteous  heart, 
Shar'd  all  his  little  fortune  could  impart ; 
If  to  thofe  friends  your  kind  regard  fhall  give 
What  they  no  longer  can  from  his  receive  ; 
That,  that,  ev'n  now,  above  yon  ftarry  pole, 
May  touch  with  pleafure  his  immortal  loul. 


EPILOGUE  TO  LILLO'S  ELMERICK. 

You,  who,  fupreme  o'er  every  work  of  wit. 
In  judgment  here,  unaw'd  unniafs'd,  fit, 
Tht  palatines  and  guardians  of  the  pit ; 
If  to  your  iliinds  thi*  merely  modern  play 
No  ufeful  fenfe,  no  generous  warmth  convey  ; 
\ifujiian  here,  through  each  unnatural  fcene, 
\x\  jlralnd  conceits  found  high,  and  nothing  mean  ; 
If  lofty  dullnefs  for  your  vengeance  call : 

Like  Etmeriii  judge,  and  let  the  guilty  fall. 
But  if  fimplicity,  with  force  and  fire, 
Unlabour'd  thoughts  and  artlefs  words  infpire  : 
If,  like  the  adlion  which  thefe  fcenes  relate. 
The  whole  appear  irregularly  great ; 
If  niafter-ftrokes  the  nobler  pafTions  move; 
Then,  like  the  king,  acquit  us,  and  approve. 

INSCRIPTIONS  AT  HAGLEY. 
I.    On  a  Vleivfrom  an  Alcove. 
Viridantia  tempe  ! 


} 


Tempe,  qvae  fylvae  cingvnt  Ivperimpendentes. 

II.    On  a  Rocky  Fancy  Seat. 
Ego  lavdo  rvris  amoeni, 


Rivos,  et  mvfco  cirvmlita  faxa  nemvl'qve. 


llT. 

To  the  memory  of 
William  Slicnftone,  Efquire  ; 

In  whofe  verfcs 

Were  all  the  natural  graces. 

And  in  whofe  manners 

Was  all  the  amiable  fimplicity. 

Of  paftoral  poetry. 

With  the  fweet  tendernefs 

Of  the  elegiac. 

IV.   0/J  the  Pedeflal  of  an  Urn  *. 

Alexandro  Pope ; 

Poetarvm  anglicanorvm 

Eleganiifllmo  dvlciffimoqve  ; 

Virorum  caftigatori  acerrimo, 

Sapientiae  do(flori  fvaviffimo. 

Sacra  eflo. 

Ann.  Dom.  moccxlit. 

V.    On  a  Bench. 

Libet  iacere  modo  fvb  antlqva  Ilicc, 

Modo  in  tenace  Gramine  ; 

Labvnter  altis  interim  rivis  aqvac; 

Quaervntvr  in  fylvis  aves  : 

Fontefqve  lymphis  obflrepvnt  Manantibvs 

Somnos  qvod  invitet  leves. 

W.    On  Thomfons  Seat  \. 

Ingenio  immortali 

lacobi  Thomfon, 

Poetae  fvblimis, 

Viri  boni ; 

Aedicvlam  banc,  qvem  vivvs  dilexlt. 

Poll  mortem  eivs  conftrvdlam, 

Dicat  dedicatqve 

Georgivs  Lyttciton. 

*  A  Doric  Portico  in  another  part  of  the  Park  Is  hi- 
noiired  ivith  the  name  of  "  Pope's  Buildina^^  and  in~ 
fcribed,  Q_vieti  et  mufis. 

■\  A  very  bandfame  and  ivdl-finijhed  building ,  in  tfm 
sBagonul  line. 


THE 


POETICAL  WORKS 


01? 


EDWARD     MOORE. 


Containing 


FABLES, 

ODES, 

TRIAL  OF  SELIM, 

- 

SONGt, 

tsTc. 

Iffc. 

ISft. 

To  which  it  prefixed, 

THE    LIFE    OF    THE   AUTHOR, 


While  here  the  poet  paints  the  charms 

Which  blefs  the  perfeft  dame. 
How  unafFedled  beauty  warms, 

And  art  prefervcs  the  flame  ! 
How  prudence,  virtue,  fenfe,  agree 

To  blefs  the  happy  wife  ; 
In  Lucy  and  her  book  I  fee  '  ' 

The  fiSlure  and  the  lifi. 

GarrUb^s  V erf  is  Wr'tttin  In  a  Copy  of  Moore  s  Fablii, 
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Or  the  perfonal  hiftory  of  Moore,  the  particulars  which  have  been  recorded  by  his  biographers 
are  infufficient  to  fatisfy  curiofity,  and  difproportionate  to  his  reputation  among  the  periodical  cf- 
fayifts  and  the  writers  of  verfe. 

The  additional  intelligence  which  the  prefent  writer  has  obtained,  is  general  and  fcanty;  but  he 
has  this  gratification  from  giving  it  to  the  world,  that  it  affords  him  an  opportunity  of  recording 
his  obligations  to  the  Rev.  Jofliua  Toulmin,  the  able  and  judicious  "  Hiftorian  of  Taunton,"  and 
continuator  of  "  Neale's  Hiftory  of  the  Puritans,"  for  a  particular  account  of  his  dcfcent,  birth,  an4 
education,  drawn  up,  principally,  on  the  information  of  his  only  furviving  fifter. 

Edward  Moore  was  born  at  Abingdon,  in  Berkfliire,  March  2a.  1711-13.  He  was  the  third  fon 
of  the  Rev.  Thomas  Moore,  M.  A.  paftor  of  a  fociety  of  Proteflant  diflenters  in  that  town,  by 
Mary,  daughter  of  Thomas  Alder,  gentlemanj  of  Drayton,  a  neighbouring  village.  His  grandfather, 
the  Rev.  John  Moore  of  Brazen-Nofe  College,  Oxford,  had  the  curacy  of  Holneft  in  Dorfetfhire, 
from  which  he  was  ejecSted  by  the  aft  of  uniformity.  He  became  afterwards  paftor  to  a  large  con- 
gregation of  Proteftant  diffenters  at  Bridgewater,  in  Somerfetfhire  His  father,  in  conjundion 
with  his  brother,  the  Rev.  John  Moore,  M-  A.  conduced  the  tuition  of  youth  defigned  for  the  mi- 
niflry,  or  defirous  of  going  through  a  courfe  of  academical  learning,  at  Bridgewater,  till  he  removed 
to  Abingdon,  where  he  died  in  the  end  of  1721,  or  the  beginning  of  17x2. 

The  feminary  at  Bridgewater  \vas  fupported  by  Mr.  John  Moore,  through  a  period  of  more  than 
fifty  years  (a  fmall  ititerruption  in  the  latter  end  of  Queen  Anne's  reign  excepted,  when  he  was 
obliged  to  fecrete  himfelf ),  till  the  time  of  his  death,  Dec.  31.  1748,  with  great  credit  and  honour 
to  himfelf,  and  great  benefit  to  the  interefts  of  literature  and  religion.  The  only  publicatinn  attri- 
buted to  his  father,  is  a  tracft  on  the  controverfy  of  the  day,  between  the  eftabliflied  church  and  the 
diffenters,  intituled,  "  The  Honefty  of  Proteftant  Diffenters  vindicated,  in  anfwer  to  Mr.  Peer's 
Charadtcr  of  an  Honcft  Diffenter,  in  twelve  marks,  with  fome  Remarks  on  the  additional  Pre- 
face ;"  written  on  liberal  principles,  with  temper,  judgment,  and  ability,  not  without  a  feafoning  of 
fmartnefs  and  wit. 

He  left  feven  children.  Joim,  born  July  3.  1708,  a  diffenting  minider,  fettled  firft  at  Swaffham, 
in  Cambridgefliire,  and  then  at  Abingdon,  truly  refpecSable  for  abilities  and  charaftcr.  He  died 
September  2Z.  1774-  Thomas,  born  1709;  Edward,  the  poet;  Samuel,  born  April  8.  1714; 
Mary,  born  September  8.  I  716,  who  died  at  Taunton,  December  6.  1761  ;  Elizabeth,  born  April 
30.  1719,  ftill  living,  on  whofe  information  this  account  is  drawn  up,  and  with  whom  the  family 
will  become  extind  ;  Jane,  born  October  14.  1721,  who  died  at  Bridgewater,  November  1790, 
His  widow  died  in  London  about  1771,  eighty-nine  years  of  age,  exprcffmg  to  the  laft  an  affec- 
tionate remembrance  of  the  excellencies  of  his  ch^racSer,  and  a  mournful  fenfe  of  her  great  lofs  in 
the  removal  of  a  moft  beloved  hufband,  after  a  moll  happy  union  of  about  so  years. 

His  father  dying  when  he  was  about  ten  years  old,  the  diredion  of  his  education  was  kindly  un- 
dertaken by  his  uncle  at  Bridgewater.  With  him  he  fpent  fome  years  of  his  early  life,  and  wai 
then  removed  to  the  fchool  of  Eaft  Orchard,  in  Dorfetftjire. 

His  original  deftination  appears  to  have  been  for  trade ,  and,  at  a  proper  age,  he  was  placed  with 
one  Mr.  Gibfon,  a  wholefale  linen-draper  in  London.  When  he  left  ihis  houie,  he  went  to  Ireland, 
in  the  capacity  of  a  fadtor,  to  one  Mr.  /jhnfon  a  merchant  in  the  city,  where  he  refided  feme  y^ars,. 

Sij 
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On  his  return  from  Ireland,  he  entered  into  a  partnerfhip  in  the  linen  trade  with  an  Irifh  gentle- 
man  in  London ;  hut  his  fuccefs  in  bufinefs,  though  he  conduced  himfelf  in  it  with  abihty  and  ex. 
pertnefs,  not  anfwering  his  cKpedtations,  the  conredion  was  difiblved. 

Whether  from  a  ilronger  attachment  to  the  (tudy  than  the  counter,  from  a  more  ardent  zeal  in 
the  purfuit  of  fame  than  in  the  fearch  after  foYtune,  or  from  the  caufe  affigned  by  himfelf,  in  the 
preface  tp  the  quarto  edition  of  his  works,  1756,  that  "  his  marriage  with  the  Mufes,  like  moil 
other  marriages,  was  more  from  neceflity  than  inclination,"  he  relinquiflied  the  bufmefs  for  which 
he  was  bred,  became  a  candidate  for  fame,  and  courted  the  Mufes. 

It  has  been  generally  fuppofed  that  he  never  was  in  bufinefs  on  his  own  account ;  but  that  he 
had  been  engaged  in  bufinefs,  will  appear  from  the  following  flanza  in  his  Ode  to  Garrkk,  on  the  Talk 
ef  the  Toivri  on  bis  Marriage. 

And  then  there's  Belwant  to  be  fure^ 

Ohi) !  my  gentle  Niddy  Moore, 

How  does  my  good  Lord  Mayor  ? 

And  have  you  left  Cheapftde,  my  dear  ? 

And  will  you  write  again  next  year, 

And  fhow  your  fav'ritc  player  ?  I...;  t.: 

Attached  to  the  Mufes,  he  early  courted  public  attention  ;  and  in  T744  produced  his  fifft  per- 
formance, intituled,  Fables  for  the  Female  Sex,  which  was  favourably  received. 

Three  of  thefe  fables,  The  Sparrozv  and  the  Dove,  The  Female  Seducers,  and  Love  and  Vanity,  were 
the  production  of  his  ingenit-us  and  amiable  friend  Henry  Brooke,  Efq.  whofe  affiftance  he  ac- 
knowledges in  the  preface,  without  diftinguifnitig  his  fliare. 

"  To  avoid  the  misfortunes  that  may  attend  me  from  any  accidental  fuccefs,  I  think  it  neceffary 
to  inform  thofe  who  know  me,  that  I  have  been  affifled  in  the  following  papers  by  the  author  of 
"  Guftavus  Vafa."  Let  the  crime  of  pleafing  be  his  whofe  talents  as  a  writer,  and  whofe  virtues 
as  a*nan,  have  rendered  him  a  living  affront  to  the  whole  circle  of  his  acquaintance." 

The  euloo-y  of  his  poetical  affociate,  whofe  fables  are  no  fniall  ornament  to  his  collecftion,  is  not 
overcbaro-ed.  Brdbke,  with  many  peculiarities,  was  a  man  of  knowledge  and  genius,  and,  what  is 
much  better,  a  mofl  worthy  man,  and  an  excellent  citizen. 

In  1748,  he  undertook  the  defence  of  Lyttleton,  in  an  ironical  poem,  called  The  Trial  of  S elm  the 
Perfian,  for  High  Crimes  and  Mifdemeanors ;  in  which  he  has  fliown  himfelf  a  perfect  mafter  of  the 
uioft  elegant  kind  of  panegyric,  fuch  as  is  couched  under  the  appearance  of  arcufation;  and  for 
which  he  v.'as  paid  with  kind  words,  which,  as  is  common,  raifed  great  hopes,  that  were  at  lafl 

difappointed. 

The  fame  year,  he  produced  his  firft  dramatic  performance.  The  Foundling,  a.  comedy,  a&ed  at 
Drury-Lane  ;  but  which,  though  aided  by  the  performance  of  Garrick,  Barry,  Yates,  Macklin, 
Mrs.  Woffington,  and  Mrs.  Gibber,  and  highly  applauded  and  commended  by  Gibber,  had  but  a 
moderate  degree  of  fuccifs.  On  the  firft  night  of  its  appearance,  the  charadler  oi  Faddle  (which, 
it  is  faid,  was  intended  for  one  Ruffcl)  gave  great  difguft.  and  was  therefore  conflderably  curtailed 
in  all  the  enfuing  nprcfentatianf.  It  has  not  fince  that  time  been  confinued  as  an  acling  comedy, 
being  generally  conUdered  as  bearing  too  near  a  refemblance  to  Steele's  "  Gonfcious  L,ovcrs;"  yet 
in  feme  refpedils  it  is  preferable  to  that  play,  as  the  intricacy  of  the  plot  is  more  natural,  the  cha- 
radlers  of  a  more  fprighrly  turn,  and  drawri  in  general  from  higher  life,  unmixed  with  the  pertnefs 
of  a  chambermaid  coquet  au'l  kitchen  coxcomb,  on  which  the  liyclincfs  of  Steele's  play  principally 
depends.     The  prologue  was  written  by  Brooke. 

About  this  time  he  wrote  The  Trial  of  Sarah  *  *  *,  alias  Slim  SaL  2ijeu  d'  efprit,  occafioned  by  the 
•»ivacity  and  good  humour  with  which  he  fpent  an  evening,  in  a  lively  party  of  friends,  at  the  houfe 

of  - Palmer,  Efq.  at  Eiton,  near  St.  Neot's  in  Huntingdonlhirc.     The  lady,  his  daughter, 

the  fubje(a;  of  its  genteel  wit,  is  ftill  living. 

In  1749,  he  complimented  Garrick  in  an  Ode,  on  histnarriage  with  Madam  Videtti;  and  the  fame 
year,  Auguftio.  he  united  himfelf  in  marriage  with  Milt  Tenny  Hamilton,  a  bcau.iful  and  accom- 
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pllfiied  woman,  daughter  of  Mr.  Hamilton,  table-decker  to  the  princclTiSj  on  which  occaCon  I^yt- 
tleton  ftood  father. 

Mifs  Hamilton,  it  is  faid,  had  a  poetical  turn,  and  had  expreffed  her  partiality  towards  him  in 
the  following  fojig,  addrefTed  to  Mifs  Duck,  daughter  of  the  famous  Stephen  Duck,  in  which  (he 
quibbles  on  his  name  wich  great  ingenuity  and  delicacy,  and  yet  in  a  manner  that  exprefTes  a  Cn- 
cere  afFedtion.  This  fpccimen  of  her  poetry  was  handed  about  before  their  marriage,  and  printed 
in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  and  other  mifcellaneous  colleflions  of  the  times. 

According  to  Mr.  Toulmin's  information,  his  attachment  to  Mifs  Hamilton,  and  the  encourage- 
ment his  addreffes  received,  gave  birth  to  this  fong,  which  was  written  by  Dr.  Franckiin,  the 
celebrated  tranflatcr  of  "  .ffifchylus"  and  "  Lucian,"  perfouating  Mifs  Hamilton. 

Would  you  think  it,  my  Duck,  (for  the  fault  I  muft  own), 
Your  "jenny  at  laft  is  quite  covetous  grown  ; 
Her  niUlioiis,  if  fortune  fliould  lavifhly  pour, 
1  flill  fhould  be  wretched  if  1  had  not  More 

As  gay  as  I  am,  fhould  I  fpend  half  my  days 

In  dances,  and  op'ra^;,  ridottos,  and  plays, 

Her  fate  your  poor  y^nny  wifh  tears  would  deplore, 

For  alas  !  my  dear  girl,  what  are  thofc  without  More.  ~" 

'Tis  the  fame  thing  with  pleafure,  with  money,  with  men, 

And  I  think  I  fhall  never  be  happy  agai.n. 

I've  lovers,  and  danglers,  and  praters,  good  ftore. 

And  yet,  like  true  women,  I  liill  figh  for  More. 

Mama  fne  cries,  Jenny,  why  all  this  ado. 
You  may  have  a  hufband,  you  know  child,  or  two; 
But  I  pouted,  and  whiniper'd,  and  fretted,  and  fworc 
That  i  would  not  have  one  unlefs  1  had  More. 

The  giant,  poor  devil,  has  juft  now  been  here. 
And  has  <  ffcr'd  to  fettle  eight  hundred  a-year; 
But  I  anfvver'd  the  wretch  as  I  once  did  before. 
You  know  it  won't  do.  Sir,  for  I  muft  have  More. 

Though  the  fool  I  defpife  fnould  befpatter  my  fame, 
Yet  I  think  I'm  as  wile  as  fome  folks  I  could  name  ; 
I  but  worfhip  that  idol  which  others  adore. 
For  thofe  that  have  thoufands  would  gladly  have  More, 

Now,  in  fpite  of  this  craving,  I  vow  and  prctefl 
That  avarice  ne'er  had  a  place  in  my  breaft ; 
For  I  fwear  I'd  not  envy  the  mifer  his  ftore, 
Had  I  but  enough  for  myfelf  and  one  More. 

You  will  wonder,  my  girl,  who  this  dear  one  can  be, 
Whofe  merit  can  boaft  fuch  a  conquell  as  me; 
But  you  fhan't  know  his  name,  though  I  told  you  before 
it  begins  with  an  M,  but  1  dare  not  fay  More. 

He  had  relied  hitherto  on  his  pen  for  fupport ;  and  had  fome  hope,  from  the  notice  taken  of  hlnl 
by  Lyttleton,  of  receiving  from  his  aflifta:ice  fome  permanent  fupport.  In  this  he  was  difappointcd. 
From  Garrick's  friendfhip,  hov\ever,  he  obtained  fome  advantages. 

In  1 75 1,  his  comedy  of  Gii  Bias  was  afied  at  Drury-Lane  ;  and,  though  violently  oppofed,  was 
carried  through  nine  nights.  This  is  the  leall  meritorious  of  his  dramas.  The  defign  is  taken  from 
the  ftory  of  Aurora  in  the  novel  of"  Gil-Blas ;"  but  bears  too  near  a  refemblance  to  the  plot  of  the 
"  Kindlmpoftor;"  arid  he  has  deviated  greatly  from  truth  in  the  manners  of  his  charaders. 

J"I753<  liis  Gamejrer,  a  tragedy,  was  ailed  at  Drury-Lane,  and  met  with  bat  middling  fuc- 
cefs.  As  his  Gil  Bias  had  been  forced  upon  the  town  feveral  nights  after  the  ftrongeft  public  dif- 
approbation  of  it  had  been  e>cpreffed,  it  was  thought  by  his  friends  that  any  piece  aded  under  his 
name  would  be  treated  with  vindiiSive  feverity.  Spence,  therefore,  permitted  it  for  the  firft  four 
Bights  to  be  imputed  to  him ;  but  immediately  afterwards  threw  afide  the  mafic,  as  he  fuppofed  the 
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fuccefs  of  the  play  to  tje  no  longer  douttful ;  when  i'olne  of  the  very  perfons  who  had  applauded  it 

as  his  work,  were  among  the  foremoft  co  condemn  it  as  the  performance  of  Moore. 

This  tragedy  is  written  in  profe.  Some  part  of  it  was  originally  compofed  in  blank  verfc,  of  which 
feveral  veftiges  remain.  It  is  His  beft  dramatic  performance ;  and  ftill  keeps  pofleffion  of  the  ftage, 
where  it  has  lately  received  every  poflible  recommendation,  by  the  appearance  of  Mrs.  Siddons  in 
the  charaiSer  of  ATrs.  Bevcrlsy.  The  language  is  nervous,  and  yet  pathetic  ;  the  plot  is  artful,  yet 
well  conduifted  ,  the  charadlers  are  ffrongly  marked,  yet  not  unnatural ;  and  the  cataftrophe  is 
truly  tragic,  yet  not  unjuft.  The  diftrcfs  was  cenfured,  on  its  firft  appearance,  as  too  great  to  be 
borne,  and  the  cataftrophe  as  too  horrible ;  for  no  other  apparent  reafon,  but  becaufe  it  too  nearly 
touched  a  favourite  and  fafhionable  amufement.  It  was  fhown  in  MS.  to  Young,  who  approved  it 
greatly,  with  this  remarkable  exprefilon,  that  "  gaming  wanted  fuch  a  cauflic  as  the  concluding 
fcene  of  the  play  prefented."  In  his  preface,  he  fays,  "  I  fhould  humbly  prefume  that  the  working 
it  up  to  any  uncommon  degree  of  horror  is  the  merit  of  the  play,  and  not  its  reproach.  Nor  Ibould 
fo  prevailing  and  deftrudlive  a  vice  as  gaming,  be  attacked  upon  the  theatre,  witheut  impreffing  up- 
on the  imagination  all  the  horrors  that  attend  it." 

In  each  of  thefe  performances,  Garrick  exerted  himfelf  both  as  an  aftor  and  an  author-  In  the 
latter,  he  "  diftinguiflied  himfelf,"  fays  his  biographer,  "  by  uncommon  fpirit  in  fomc  fcenes,  and 
by  great  agonizing  feelings  in  the  laft."  A'loore,  in  his  preface,  expreffes  his  admiration  of  this 
inimitable  performer  :  who,  in  the  charadler  of  Beverley,  exceeded  every  idea  he  had  conceived  of 
it  in  writing,  and  acknowledges  himfelf  indebted  to  him  for  many  popular  paffages  in  the  play.  The 
fcene,  in  particular,  between  Leivfon  and  Stuiely,  has  been  afcribed  wholly  to  Garrick. 

In  January  1 75  3,  he  began  a  periodical  paper,  called  The  U^orld,  by  Adam  Fitz-Adam,  which  he 
Carried  on  in  weekly  numbers,  till  February  1757.  The  defign,  as  he  explains  it  in  the  firft  num- 
ber, "  was  to  ridicule,  With  novelty  and  good  humour,  the  faftiions,  follies,  vices,  and  abfurditieu, 
of  that  part  of  the  haman  fpecies  which  we  call  the  World,  and  to  trace  it  through  all  its  bufinefs, 
pleafures,  and  amufemcnts."  The  wits  of  the  age  were  invited  to  join  in  it,  and  gave  it  their  aflift- 
ance.  The  Hon.  Horace  Walpole,  the  prefent  Earl  of  Orford,  Richard  Owen  Cambridge,  Efq.  the 
Earl  of  Corke,  Sir  David  Dalrymple  Lord  Hailes,  the  Earl  of  Chefterfield,  Dr.  Warton,  Whitehead, 
Lovibond,  Jenyns,  and  other  writers  of  eminence,  as  he  exprclTes  it,  "  ornamented  this  publication 
with  their  bounty,  and  honoured  it  with  effays."  The  demand  for  it  greatly  exceeded  expedlation ; 
and,  during  its  appearance,  it  was  the  only  falhionable  vehicle  in  which  men  of  rank  and  genius 
chofc  to  convey  their  fentiment=  to  the  public. 

The  firft  paper  that  Lord  Chefterfield  fcnt,  being  without  any  notice  from  whence  it  came,  under- 
went but  a  ftight  infpedlion,  and  was  very  near  being  excluded  on  account  of  its  length.  This  ne- 
gledt  W'juld  have  flopped  any  further  communications;  but  fortunately  Lyttkton  happening  to 
call  at  Dodfley's,  the  paper  was  ftiown  to  him.  He  immediately  knew  the  hand,  and  ftill  more  the 
manner  of  writin«r.  Moore,  being  informed  of  the  difcovery,  nad  the  paper  more  attentively,  dif- 
cerned  its  beauties,  and  thought  proper  not  only  to  publifli  it  diredlly,  but  to  introduce  it  with  an 
apol'igy  for  the  delay,  and  a  compliment  to  the  writer. 

Fr  m  this  time,  a=  Mr.  Toulmin  informs  the  prefcnt  writer,  on  the  authority  of  Dr.  Farr  of 
Taunton,  Lord  Chefterfield  can  led  his  [>olitenef3  and  confidence  in  the  publiflier's  tafte  and  judg- 
ment fo  far,  that  when  he  fcnt  a  paper  to  be  infcrted,  he  gave  him  the  liberty  to  publifli  it  entirely, 
to  alter  any  part  of  it,  or  to  fupprefs  it  altogether. 

On  the  fame  authority,  it  is  alleged,  that  when  Moore  collected  the  papers  for  publication,  he 
folicitcd  leave  to  dedicate  one  of  the  volumes  to  Mr.  Cambridge,  who  permitted  it,  upon  condition 
that  he  himfelf  (liould  write  the  dedication.  The  delicacy  with  which  he  executed  the  talk,  will 
be  readily  perceived  by  the  intelligent  reader  acquainted  with  this  facft. 

It  is  much  to  be  lamented,  that  either  honour  or  tmolument  fliould  have  been  mifled  by  Moore. 
All  his  exertions  were,  however,  barely  fufficicnt  to  ward  off  the  iiiconveniencies  of  poverty. 

In  1755,  he  fettled  with  his  family  at  South  Lambeth,  and  occupied  the  houfe  which  is  now  the 
property  of  Mr.  Graham,  where  he  had  Cooke,  the  tranflator  of"  Hefiod,"  for  his  neighbour,  with 
whom  he  had  been  acrjuainted  before  the  publication  of  his  Fables, 
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They  both  met  at  a  club  held  weekly  at  the  Vine  and  Royal  Oak  inns ;  which  was  ufually  com- 
pofed,  among  othcn,  of  feveral  literary  charaSers;  Dr.  Howard,  H.  liatfell,  Sir  J.fcpb  Mawbey, 
Bart.  &c.  They  lived  on  friendly  terms  with  each  other,  though  their  manners  and  habits  were 
very  dilEmilar. 

"  Cooke,"  fays  Sir  Jofeph  Mawbey,  in  the  account  of  his  life,  "  Gentleman's  Maga- 
zine," 1792,  began  the  world  with  little  fortune,  and  he  was  early  thrown  upon  thet  own  witH 
flrong  paffions,  which,  it  is  fuppofed,  he  gratified  very  freely  in  the  early  part  of  his  life.  He  was, 
when  I  knew  him,  regular  and  fober,  though  convivial.  No  one  enjoyed  the  plea'ures  of  t}.e  ra^le 
more  than  he,  nor  was  more  entertaining  at  it.  Though  he  fpoke  with  much  freedom  bl  riien  and 
things,  and  we  did  not  think  his  ftridurcs  of  cither  well  founded,  he  had  fuch  a  fiindofgeiKral 
knowledge  and  anecdotes,  without  being  in  reality  ill  natured,  that  it  was  impoffiblel«2f"£o>2>.  as 
knew  him  thoroughly  to  avoid  being  pleafed. 

"  He  was,  however,  not  unfrcquently  didatorial  and  affuming,  which  often  difgufted  ftfangers^ 
and  made  him  feared  by  many.  Moore,  H.  Hatfell,  Dr.  Howard,  and  many  other  hvely  con.pa. 
nions,  were  vifibly  reftrained  by  Cooke,  who  excelled  them  in  learning,  and  whofc  fpirits  ge  lerally 
induced  him  to  take  the  lead  in  company  at  times  with  infinite  humour ;  at  the  fame  time,  it  muft 
be  allowed,  few  exceeded  them  in  fprightlinefs  and  witty  converfation." 

In  1756,  he  publifhed  his  works  in  a  quarto  volume,  by  fubfc-iption,  with  a  dedication  to  the 
Duke  of  Newcaftle ;  which  contains  a  delicate  compliment  to  his  brother  Mr.  Pelham,  who  had  ho- 
noured him  with  his  patronage. 

"  Defers  in  this  work,"  he  fays  io  the  preface,  "  there  are  many,  which  I  have  wanted  boffi 
time  and  abilities  to  mend  as  I  could  wifli.  Its  merit  (if  it  has  any,  and  I  may  be  allowed  to  na.T.e 
it),  is  its  being  natural  and  unafFetSed,  and  tending  to  promote  virtue  and  good  humour.  I  have 
fent  this  my  ofFspring  into  the  world  in  as  decent  a  drefs  as  I  was  able ;  a  legitimate  one  I  am  fure 
it  is ;  and  if  it  fhould  be  thought  defecflive  in  ftrength,  fpirit,  or  vigour,  let  it  be  conCdered,  that  its 
father's  marriage  with  the  Mufes,  like  moft  other  marriages  into  that  noble  family,  was  more  from 
neceflity  than  inclination." 

He  continued  T6i  JVorld  until  near  the  dofc  of  his  life.  The  lad  proof  fheet  of  the  complete 
edition  of  that  work  was  waitir.g  for  his  corredion,  when  he  died  at  his  houfe  in  South  Lambeth, 
February  28.  1757,  in  the  45th  year  of  his  age.  He  was  interred  in  the  new  burying-gronnd  be- 
longing to  Lambeth  paiifh,  near  the  High-ftreet,  without  a  ftone  to  mark  the  place  of  his  duft. 

His  death,  it  is  faid,  was  owing  to  his  apothecary's  too  clofely  and  injudicioufly  adhering  to  the 
phyfician's  prefcription.  He  had  been  vifited  by  a  fevere  rheumatic  fever,  in  which  he  had  loft  the 
life  of  his  limbs,  fo  as  not  to  be  able  to  move  a  finger ;  but  his  recovery  was  fafl  advancing,  when 
the  phyfician  was  calied  to  a  diftance,  and  direcSiing  the  ufe  of  the  bark,  left  him,  in  confidence  of 
his  reftoration,  to  a  ftate  of  convalefcence,  A  cold  and  inflammation  of  the  lungs  coming  on,  and 
the  ufe  of  the  baik  being  continued,  a  fever  enfued,  which  foon  terminated  fatally. 

He  left  behind  him  an  only  foD,  of  his  own  Chiiftian  name.  Lord  Chefterfield,  with  a  kindhefs 
and  generofity  which  will  refleS  cverlafting  honour  on  his  name,  took  upon  himfelf  the  care  and 
expence  of  iiis  education,  till  he  was  llxteen  years  of  age,  when  he  gave  him  a  fortune  of  500  1.  Hs 
had  firft  a  place  in  the  Salt  Office  ;  but  inclining  to  the  fea  fervice,  he  afterwards  went  on  board  a 
man  of  war  as  a  midfbipman,  and  died  at  fea  in  1773. 

Mrs.  Moore,  after  his  death,  obtained  the  place  of  neceffary  woman  to  the  queen's  private  apart- 
ments, and  ftill  furvives;  cherifhing  an  indelible  and  mournful  remembrance  of  the  virtues  of  a 
moft  affectionate  confort,  and  much  refpeiflcd  by  a  numerous  and  genteel  acquaintance. 

The  World,  which  he  juft  lived  to  co.mplete,  was  pubiiflied  in  6  vol^.  Iimo,  1757.  The  fubfe- 
quent  editions,  in  4  vols,  are  too  numerous  to  be  fpecified.  His  FahUs  have  been  frequently  re- 
printed, and  with  his  other  poems  have  been  received  into  the  coUecftioa  of  the  "  Works  of  the 
Englifh  poets,"  1790.  In  the  prefent  edition,  the  Temple  of  Hymen  is  inferted  among  the  FaUti 
contributed  by  Brooke,  omitted  in  the  former  editions- 

Of  B.-ooke,  this  brief  memorial  may  fuffice.  He  was  born  in  1 706.  His  father,  the  Rev.  Wil- 
liam Brooke  of  Rantavan,  was  redor  of  the  parifhes  of  Killlnkare,  MuUongh,  MybuUongh,  vai, 
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Licowie,  in  the  county  of  Cavan  in  Ireland,  His  mother  was  a  Digby.  He  waS  educated  at  Dft 
Sheridan's  fchool,  and  from  theiice  removedto  the  Temple,  in  his  fixteenth  year.  The  engaging 
fweetnefs  of  his  temper,  and  peculiar  vivacity  ©f  his  genius,  caught  the  notice  and  efteem  of  the 
reigning  wits.  Swift  prophecied  wonders  of  him.  Pope  afFedlionately  loved  him.  Thus  flatter- 
ed and  encouraged,  he  returned  to  Ireland,  and  married  privately  his  coufin,  R/Iifs  Means,  who  had 
her  firft  child  before  flie  was  fourteen.  He  went  a  fecond  time  to  London  ;  but  poetry  was  as  fa- 
tal there  as  love  had  been  in  Ireland.  The  ftudy  of  the  law  appeared  drier  than  ever.  He  renew- 
ed his  intlpacy  with  Pope,  and  wrote  hi^pdem  of  "  Univerfal  Beauty"  under  his  eye  and  criticifm. 

Soon,  however,  he  was  obliged  to  return;   family  affairs  denianded  his  prefence.     He  praiilifed  for 
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fom^  tihie  ^s  chamber  counfel.    In  1 73  ;,  he  went  a  third  time  to  England,  where  Pope  received  him 

■with  open  arms.  Lyttleton  foon  diftinguiflied  and  cheriflied  a  mind  and  genius  fimilar  to  his  own. 
Pitt  was  particularly  fond  of  him,  and  introduced  him  to  the  Prince  of  Wales,  who  careffed  him 
•with  uncommon  liberality,  and  prefented  him  with  many  elegant  and  valuable  tokens  of  his  frlend- 
Ihip.  Here,  flufhed  with  ambition,  glowing  with  emulation,  arid  elevated  with  praife,  he  produced 
his  tragedy  of"  Guflavus  Vafa."  Government  took  offence  at  the  fpirit  of  liberty  which  it  breathed, 
.and  clofed  the  theatres  againfl  it,  but  could  not  prevent  its  publication.  Encouraged  by  hisfuccefs, 
he  took  ahoufe  at  Twickenham,  and  fent  for  Mrs.  Broo^cc,  v.-ho  was  propofed  by  the  Prince  to  be 
nurfe  to  his  prefent  Majefty.  While  "every  prorije(51:  fmikd,  he  was  feized  with  a  violent  and  un- 
conquerable ague,  and  ordered  to  return  to  his  native  air."  He  fpent  the  remainder  of  his  life  in 
Ireland.  While  barrack  mafter  under  Lord  Chefterfield,  while  writer  of  the  "  Farmers  Letters,"  &c. 
he  paffed,  no  doubt,  through  many  bofy  and  interefting  fcenes,  but  the  particulars  are  not  fufficiently 
known  to  be  related  with  certainty.  He  left  the  country,  and  rented  a  houfe  and  farm  in  Kildare, 
where  he  refided  for  a  few  years.  He  afterwards  took  and  improved  a  farm  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
family  eftate.  Shortly  after  his  wife  died,  and  with  her  all  his  Iiappinefs,  and  the  beft  part  of  his 
exiftencc.  At  length  he  withdrew  to  his  paternal  feat,  where  he  devoted  himfelf  wholly  to  the 
Mufes.  He  wrote  feveral  tragedies,  and  formed  golden  dreams  of  their  fuccefs  upon  the  Englifh 
ftage,  from  his  intereft  with  Garrick,  but  was  difappointed.  He  tried  the  Irifh  ftage,  and  was  to- 
lerably fuccefsful,  but  not  equal  to  his  h>-.pes  and  Ijis  occafions.  He  was  compelled  to  mortgage, 
and  at  laft  to  fell,  his  paternal  eftate.  From  this  time  he  fecluded  himfelf  entirely  from  the  world. 
The  powers  of  his  mind  decayed,  and  his  genius  flafhed  but  by  fits.  This  is  perceivable  in  the  lat- 
ter volumes  of  the  "  Fool  of  Quality,"  and  his  fubfcquent  novel  of  "  Juliet  Grenville,"  which  were 
the  laft  of  his  writings.     He  died  OiSober  lo.  1783,  in  the  77th  year  of  his  age. 

He  died  as  he  lived,  a  Chriftian.  With  the  meeknefs  of  a  lamb,  and  the  fortitude  of  a  hero,  he 
fupported  the  tedious  infirmities  of  age,  the  languors  of  ficknefs,  and  the  pains  of  diffolution  ;  and  hi$ 
death,  like  his  life,  was  inllrudlive. 

Of  nineteen  children,  two  only  furvived  him  ;  a  fnn  in  the  army,  fince  dead;  and  a  daughter, 
who  Inherited  his, genius.     She  puLliflied  a  quarto  volume  of  poems  in  1792,  and  died  in  1 793. 

His  "  I^oetical  Works,"  including  fifteen  plays,  were  coUecSed  into  4  vols.  8vo,  1778.  His 
Univerfal  Beauty,  a  philofpphical  poem  in  fix  books,"  "  Two  Books  of  Taffo's  Jerufalem  Delivered,"  , 
Conftantia,  or  the  Man  of  Law's  Tale,"  iiiodernized  from  Chaucer,  "  Redemption,  a  poem,  "  Con- 
radc,  a  fragment,''  "  The  Fo.k  Chafe,  a  poem,"  &c.,  were  recommended  by  the  compiler  of  this 
colledion,  to  be  inferted  with  his  Tablei,  in  the  "  Works  of  the  Britifli  Poets;"  but  have  been 
excluded,  in  confequence  of  fome  arrangement  relative  to  the  extent  of  the  colledtion. 

The  charadler  of  Moore,  Who  feems  deftined  as  a  Fabulift,  to  be  infeparably  conne6led  with 
lirooke,  was  truly  amiable  and  refpeiTcable.  He  had  a  peculiar  fweetnefs  of  temper,  and  vi^as  a  moil 
entertaining  and  picafing  companion.  The  fimplicity  of  his  manners  much,  endeared  him  to  all  his  ac- 
quaintances, and  makes  them  always  fpeak  of  him  with  particular  fondnefs  and  attachment.  From 
the  names  of  his  coadjutors  in  the  Worttf,  and  of  the  perfons  to  whom  bis  feveral  pieces  are  addreffed, 
it  appears  that  he  was  honoured  with  the  friendfiiip  of  almoft  all  his  contemporaries,  who  were 
themfelves  remarkable  for  talents  and  for  learning  ;  and,  it  is  but  juftice  to  obferve,  that  the  papers 
•written  by  him,  will  fufFcr  no  injury  by  a  comparifon  with  thofe  of  his  coadjutors. 
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The  fullowing  letter,  furnifned  by  Mr,  Toulmin,  is  a  fpecimen  of  the  vivacity  and  wit,  mingled 
with  a  ftrong  portion  of  the  moral  fenfe,  which  was  on  all  occafions  natural  to  Moore.  It  is  addref- 
fed  to  the  Rev.  John  Ward,  a  diffenting  minifter  at  Taun-ton,  who,  venerable  as  he  is  himfelf  for 
learning,  worth,  piety,  and  years,  deems  it  an  honour  to  have  his  name,  connedled  with  that  of 
Moore.  It  was  occaConed  by  his  being  prevented  by  Fielding's  illnefs,  from  appointing  an  evening 
on  which  he  might  invite  Mr.  Ward  to  meet  at  his  lodgings,  feme  of  the  firft  wits  of  the  day. 

"  It  is  not  owing  to  forgetfulnefs  that  you  have  not  heard  from  me  before.  Fielding  continues 
to  be  vlfited  for  his  fins,  fo  as  to  be  wheeled  about  from  room  to  room  :  When  he  mends,  I  am  fure; 
to  fee  him  at  my  lodgings;  and  you  may  depend  upon  timely  notice.  What  fine  things  are  wit 
and  beauty,  if  a  man  could  be  temperate  with  one,  or  a  woman  chafte  with  the  other !  But  he  that 
will  confine  his  acquaintance  to  the  fober  and  the  modefl,  will  generally  find  himfelf  among  the  dull 
and  the  ugly.  If  this  remark  of  mine  fliould  be  thought  to  fhoulder  itfelf  in  without  an  introduiSion, 
you  will  be  pleafed  to  note,  that  Fielding  is  a  wit ;  that  his  diforder  is  the  gout,  and  intemperance 
the  caufe." 

"  Moore,"  fays  Sir  Jofeph  Mawbey,  who  knew  him  well,  "  was  coufin  german  to  Fuller  the 
banker  (partner  with  Honey  wood).  He  told  me  he  had  been  in  Ireland,  on  fome  fcheme  of  bufinefs, 
1  believe  in  the  linen  trade.  He  was  a  well-bred  amiable  man,  and  a  cheerful  witty  and  entertaining 
companion.  Cooke  and  Moore  had  often  propofed  to  themfelves,  and  to  me,  confiderablc  pleafure, 
in  attending  me  at  the  next  afiizes  of  Surrey,  of  which  it  was  known  I  was  to  be  Sheriff  in  February 
1757.  Before  fuch  alTize  meeting  in  March,  I  had,  alas !  to  regret  the  death  of  both  my  neighbours 
and  friends,  Cooke  being  buried  on  the  ift  of  January  in  that  year,  and  Moore  on  the  jth  of  March 
following." 

As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  are  charadlerized  by  a  refined  elegance  of  fentimenr,  and  a  correfpon- 
dent  happinefs  of  expreflion.  He  writes  with  ncatnefs  and  terfcnefs,  but  without  much  elevation 
or  fpirit.  Thougli  not  a  firfl-rate  dramatift,  his  plcafing  tragedy  of  the  Camef,er  entitles  him  to 
rank  above  the  middling  clafs.  The  plots  of  his  pieces  are  intercfting,  his  charaders  well  drawn, 
his  fentiments  delicate,  and  his  lanvjuage  pleafing  ;  but  his  grcateft  recommsnciation  is  the  purity 
that  runs  through  all  his  writing?,  and  the  apparent  tendency  of  every  pier",  towards  the  promo- 
tion of  morality  and  virtue. 

His  FabUs,  the  moft  popular  of  all  his  works,  are  equal  to  the  befl  compofitions  of  that  kind  in 
our  language.  In  the  freedom  and  cafe  of  the  verfification,  and  in  the  forciblenefs  of  the  moral,  and 
the  poignancy  of  the  fatire,  they  approach  nearer  to  the  manner  of  Gay  than  any  of  the  numerous 
imitations  of  that  popular  fabulift.  In  poetical  fpirit,  beautiful  imagery,  and  harmony  of  numbers, 
they  poffefs  an  unqucftionable  fuperiority.  They  have  not  only  great  merit  of  the  moral  kind,  but 
they  delight  us  as  a  juft  picture  of  human  life. 

The  Tour  Fables  of  Brooke  may  vie  with  ^Imofl;  every  produdlion  of  the  kind,  for  poetical  co- 
louring, facility  of  verfificaiion,  and  ftrength  of  fentiment.  They  have  all  the  flowing  eafe,  clearnefs 
of  expreflion,  and  poignancy  of  fatire,  that  are  to  be,  found  in  Gay,  and  Moore  ;  with  more  warmth 
of  poetry  and  glow  of  fentiment.  But,  with  all  their  merit,  they  are  perhaps  too  extenfive  for 
that  kind  of  writing. '  Fable  fhould  be  fliort,  ftrong  in  the  application,  quick  in  the  efTcdl,  and 
poignant  in  the  moral.  The  Temple  of  Hymen,  is  properly  an  allegorical  tale  :  It  is  flowing,  dear, 
and  poetical ;  and  ends  with  a  well  turned  compliment  to  Lord  Charlemont.  The  Sparrow  and 
.the  Dove  breathes  throughout  the  true  fpiric  of  poetry;  but  perfpicuity  is  fometimes  loft  in  the 
flight  of  the  Mufe.  Perhaps  the  conneiilion  and  conduiSl  of  the  fable  would  not  be  iniured  by  the 
omifiion  of  about  150  lines,  beginning — Freedom  rejlraind  by  reafon's  force,  and  ending — While  ftueli- 
ing  -with  the  darling  theme.  The  abftrufe  reafoning  and  philofophy.  Which  might  fitrure  well  in 
another  place,  are  very  improper  in  the  charadler  of  the  Dove.  The  Female  Seducers  is  a  fupedative 
performance;  perfpicuity,  without  which  genius  wants  its  beft  fupport,  is  fometimes  wanting;  but 
all  the  piiiures  and  defcriptions  are  very  highly  coloured,  and  the  verfiScation  is  cxquifitely  polifh- 
ed  and  harmonious.  Love  and  Vanity  has  great  ftrength  and  vigotir  of  poetry,  and  fosae  of  thofe 
peculiarities  which  run  through  the  great  variety  of  his  performances. 
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The  •'  verfes  written  in  a  copy  of  Moore's  fables,"  by  Garrick,  are  not  only  a  handfotne  compli- 
aient  to  the  fair  poflcflbr  of  it,  but  truly  defcriptive  of  the  nature  and  mefit  of  the  work,  and  indl-' 
tedlly  a  fine  encomium  on  it. 

While  here  the  poet  paints  the  charms 

Which  bkfs  the  perfedt  dame. 
How  unaffefted  beauty  warms, 

And  art  prefetves  the  flame. 

How  prudence,  virtue,  fenfe,  agree. 

To  form  the  happy  wife  ; 
In  Luty,  and  her  hook,  I  fee 

Thi  pi6turc  and  the  life. 

Sir  Jofeph  Mawbey  has  traafcnbed,  from  Cooke's  Common-place-book,  his  "  remarks  on  Moore's 
Fables ;"  which  the  worthy  baronet  believes  "  will  be  allowed  to  be  very  juft  by  every  lover  of 
poetry." 

"  June  174;?.  I  read  fixteen  fables  in  manufcript,  wrote  by  Mr.  Edward  Moore,  The  ninth,  The 
Tarmirytbe  Spuntel.,  and  the  Gat,  is  a  very  pretty  fable ;  and  there  are  great  elegancies  in  the  introduc- 
tion. The  fixteenth,  and  laft  fable,  called  The  Female  Seducers,  is  a  charming,  elegant  poem.  Thefe 
two  fables  are  far  fuperior  to  the  reft,  and  are  unexceptionably  good.  The  di6iion  is  fuch  as  the  pro- 
vince of  poetry  requires;  and  there  are  many  delicacies  in  fentiment  and  expreffion  ;  and  the  image- 
ry is  ftrong  and  delightful.  The  other  fables  have  their  merit;  but  have  many  imperfeftions  which, 
I  doubt  not,  the  author  will  remove  before  they  are  printed.  The  verGfication,  through  all,  is 
fweet,  with  very  few  exceptions.  His  images  are,  fome  of  them,  lovely, and  loTclily  clothed.  The 
following  four  verfts  are  from  the  ninth  fable,  addreffed  to  a  lady. 

Sweet  are  the  flow'rs,  that  deck  the  field  ; 
Sweet  are  the  flowers  the  bloffoms  yield  ; 
Sweet  is  the  fummer  gale  that  blows  ; 
And  fweet,  though  fweeter  you,  the  rofe." 

•*  Here  is  true  fimplicity  and  fweetnefs.  Speaking  in  the  laft  fable  of  the  dlffolution  of  things,  hi 
h^Li  fome  of  the  bcautifulleft  images  I  defire  to  fee  in  poetry ;  as  thefe  lines. 

Gone  like  traces  on  the  deep, 
Like  a  fceptre  grafp'd  in  fleep  ; 
Dews  txhard  from  funny  glades. 
Melting  fnows  and  gliding  Ihades. 

Sir  Jofeph  Mawbey  juRly  obferves,  that  Cooke  "  might  have  given  many  other  extrafts  from' 
them,  equally  beautiful."  He  appears  to  have  been  unacquainted  with  the  real  author  of  The  Ff 
male  SeJucers. 

Of  his  mifcellaneous  pieces,  the  moft  confiderable  is,  7he  Trial  of  Selim,  which  contains  much 
fine  irony,  exprefled  in  elegant  verfificatioii.  His  Odes  are  pleafing  and  poetical ;  but  have  not  the 
fire  and  enthufiafn';,  which  belong  to  the  higher  kinds  of  lyric  poetry.  His  So-'fj-/ may  be  juftly 
ranked  among  the  beft  compofitions  of  the  kind  in  our  language.  They  are  fimple,  elegant,  and 
fprij^htly  in  the  higheft  degree. 

'•  His  poetic-il  works,"  fays  Sir  Jofeph  Mawbey,  "  have  eftablifiied  his  name  for  genius,  though 
they  did  not  procure  him  much  fortune,  nor  patrons  to  place  him  in  a  ftate  of  independency. 
There  is  an  esfy  elegance  in  his  compofitions,  which  renders  them  as  pleafing  as  any  in  the  Englilt 
language." 
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To  His  Grace 

THOMAS  HOLLES,  DUKE  OF  NEWCASTLE. 


My  Lord, 

Had  r  the  honour  of  being  perfonally  known  to 
yaur  Grace,  I  had  Hot  thils  prefumptuoufly  ad- 
dreffed  you,  without  previous  folicitation  for  fo 
great  an  indulgence.  But  that  your  Grace  may 
neither  be  furprifed  nor  offended  at  the  liberty  I 
am  taking,  my  plea  is,  that  the  great  and  good 
man,  whofe  name  is  prefixed  to  the  firli  of  thefe 
poems,  was  a  friend  and  bencfatftor  to  me.  The 
favours  I  have  received  at  his  hands,  and  the  kind 
alTurances  he  was  pleafed  to  give  to  me  of  their 
continuance,  which  his  death  only  prevented,  have 
left  me  to  lament  my  own  private  lofs  amidft 
the  general  concern.  It  is  from  thefe  favours 
and  alTurances  that  1  flatter  myfelf  with  having  a 
kind  of  privilege  to  addrcfs  your  Grace  upon  this 
occafion,  and  to  entreat  your  patronage  of  the 
following  fheets.  I  pretended  to  no  merit  with  Mr. 
Pelham,  except  that  of  honouring  his  virtues,  and 
wiftiing  to  have  been  ferviceable  to  them  :  I  pre- 
tend to  no  other  with  your  Grace.  My  hopes 
are,  that  while  you  are  fulfilling  every  generous 


intention  of  the  brother  whom  you  loved,  ybut 
Grace  will  not  think  me  unworthy  of  fome  fmall 
(hare  of  that  notice,  with  which  he  was  once 
pleafed  to  honour  me. 

I  will  not  detain  your  Grace  to  echo  back  the 
voice  of  a  whole  people  in  favour  of  your  juft  and 
prudent  adminiftration  of  public  affairs.  That 
the  falutary  meafures  you  are  purfuing  may  be  as 
produdlive  of  tranquillity  and  honour  to  your 
Grace,  as  they  are  of  happinefs  to  thefe  kingdoms, 
is  the  fincere  wifli  of, 

My  Lord, 
Your  Grace's 
moft  humble, 
moft  obedient, 
and 
mofl  devoted  Servant, 
Tully'sHead,Pall-MalI,; 
Feb.  a6. 1756.         ' 


Edward  Moore. 


PREFACE. 


JVlosT  of  the  following  poems  have  already  made 
their  appearance  in  detached  pieces ;  but  as  mariy 
of  them  were  printed  without  a  name,  I  was  ad- 
vifed  by  fome  particular  friends  to  coUedt  them 
into  a  volume,  and  publifli  them  by  fubfcription 
The  painful  talk  of  foliciting  fuch  a  fubfcription 
was  chiefly  undertaken  by  thofe  friends,  and  with 
fuch  fpitit  and  zeal,  that  I  fhould  be  greatly  want- 
ing in  gratitude,  if  I  negleifled  any  opportunity, 
cither  public  or  private,  of  making  them  my  moft 
fincere  acknowledgments.  I  am  alfo  obliged  to  a 
very  valuable  friend  in  Ireland  for  a  considerable 
number  of  fubfcribers  in  that  kingdom,  a  lift  of 
whofe  names  1  have  not  been  favoured  with,  and 
for  which  I  was  defired  not  to  delay  publication. 
1  mention  this  feeming  neglei5l,  that  my  friends 
on  that  fide  the  water  may  not  accufe  me  of  any 
difrcfpeft. 


Such  as  the  work  now  is,  I  fubmit  it  to  the 
public.  Defe6ls  in  it  there  are  many,  which  I 
have  wanted  both  time  and  abilities  to  amend  as 
1  could  wifli.  Its  merit  (if  it  has  any,  and  I  may 
be  allowed  to  name  it)  is  its  being  natural  and 
unaffecfted,  and  tending  to  promote  virtue  and 
good-humour.  Thofe  parts  of  it  that  have  been 
publiflied  fingly,  had  the  good  fortune  to  pleafe  ; 
ihofc  that  art-  now  added  will,  I  hope,  be  no  dif- 
credit  to  them.  Upon  the  whole,  I  have  fent 
this  my  offspring  into  the  world  in  as  decent  a 
drefs  as  1  was  able  :  a  legitimate  one  I  am  fure  it 
is  i  and  if  it  fliould  be  thought  defective  in 
ftrength,  fpirit,  or  vigour,  let  it  be  confidered  that 
its  father's  marriage  with  the  Mufes,  like  moft 
other  marriages  into  that  noble  family,  was  mors 
from  neccffity  than  inclination. 
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THE  DISCOVERY  : 

AN  ODE 

To  the  Rrght  Honourable 

HENRY  PELHAM. 
'- Vir  bonus  eft;  quJs  ? 


Hon. 


Take  wing,  my  mufe  !  from  Ihore  to  fnore 
Jly,  and  that  happy  place  explore 

Where  virtue  deigns  to  dwell ; 
If  yet  (he  treads  on  Britilh  ground, 
Where  can  the  fugitive  be  found, 

In  city,  court,  or  cell  ? 

Not  there,  where  wine  and  frantic  mirth 
Unite  the  fenfual  fons  of  earth 

In  pleafure's  thoughtlefs  train  ; 
Nor  yet  where  fandlity's  a  fliow. 
Where  fouls  nor  joy  nor  pity  know 

For  human  blifs  or  pain. 

Her  focial  heart  alike  difowns 

The  race,  who  (hunnlng  crowds  and  thrones. 

In  ftiades  fequefter'd  doze  ; 
Whofc  lloth  no  generous  care  can  wake, 
Who  rot  like  weeds  on  Lethe's  lake, 

In  fenfelefs,  vile  rcpofe. 

With  thefe  flie  fnuns  the  faiftions  tribe. 
Who  fpurn  the  yet  unoffer'd  bribe. 

And  at  corrupti'  'n  lour  ; 
Waiting  till  difcord  havoc  cries, 
In  hopes,  like  Cataliee,  to  rife 

On  anarchy  to  pow'r ! 

Ye  wits,  who  boaft  from  ancient  times, 
A  right  divine  to  fcourge  our  crimes, 

Is  it  with  you  Ihe  refls  ? 
No.     Int'rcft,  flander  are  your  views. 
And  virtue  now,  with  every  mufe. 

Flies  your  unhallow'd  breafts. 

There  was  a  time,  I  heard  her  fay, 
Ere  females  were  feduc'd  by  play. 

When  b»auty  was  her  throne  ; 
But  now,  where  dwelt  the  foft  defires. 
The  furies  light  forbidden  fires, 

To  love  and  her  unknown. 

"JFrom  thefe  th'  indignant  goddefs  flies, 
And  where  the  fpir es  of  fcience  rife, 
A  while  fufpends  her  wing  ; 


But  pedant  pride  and  rage  are  there, 
And  fadlion  tainting  all  the  air. 
And  pois'ning  every  fpring. 

Long  through  the  Iky's  wide  pathlefs  way 
The  mufe  obferv'd  the  wandVer  ftray, 

And  mark'd  her  laft  retreat ; 
O'er  Surrey's  barren  heaths  ftie  flew, 
Defcending  like  the  filent  dew 

On  Elhcr's  peaceful  feat. 

There  fhe  beholds  the  gentle  Mole 
His  penfive  waters  calmly  roll, 

Amidft  Elyfian  ground  : 
There  through  the  windings  of  the  grova- 
She  leads  her  family  of  love, 

And  ftrews  her  fweets  around. 

I  hear  her  bid  the  daughters  fair 
Oft  to  yon  gloomy  grott  repair. 

Her  fecret  fteps  to  meet ; 
Nor  thou,  fhe  cries,  thefe  ftiades  forfake. 
But  come,  lov'd  confort,  come  and  make 

The  hufband's  blifs  complete. 

Yet  not  too  much  the  foothirig  eafe 
Of  rural  indolence  ftiall  pleafe 

My  Pelham's  ardent  bread; 
The  man  whom  virtue  calls  her  own 
Muft  ftand  the  pillar  of  a  throne. 

And  make  a  nation  bleft. 

Pelham  !  'tis  thine  with  temp'rate  zeal 
To  guard  Britannia's  public  weal, 

Attack'd  on  every  part : 
Her  fatal  difcords  to  compofe, 
Unite  her  friends,  difarm  her  foes, 

Demands  thy  head  and  heart. 

When  bold  rebellion  ftiook  the  land, 
Ere  yet  from  William's  dauntlefs  hand 

Her  barbarous  army  fled  ; 
When  valour  dronp'd,  and  wifdom  fear'dy 
Thy  voice-expiring  credit  heard. 

And  rais'd  her  languid  head. 

Now  by  thy  ftrong  aflifting  hand, 
Fix'd  on  a  rock  I  fee  her  ftand, 

Againft.  whofc  folid  feet. 
In  vain,  through  every  future  age, 
The  loudeft,  nioft  tempelluous  rage 

Of  angry  war  {hall  beat. 
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And  grieve  not  if  the  fons  of  ftrjfe 
Attempt  to  cloud  thy  fpotlefs  life, 

And  ihade  its  brightefl  fcfnes; 
Wretches,  by  kindnefs  unfubdu'd, 
Who  fee,  who  fliare  the  common  good, 

Yet  cavil  at  the  means. 

Like  thefe,  the  metaphyfic  crew. 
Proud  to  be  fms;ular  and  new. 

Think  all  they  fee  deceit ; 
Are  warm'd  and  cherifh'd  by  the  day, 
Feel  and  enjoy  the  heav'nly  ray. 

Yet  doubt  of  light  and  heat. 

THE  TR.IAL 


SELIM  THE  PERSIAN*, 

FOR  DIVERS  HIGH  CRIMES  AND  MISDEAMEAKORS. 

The  court  was  met ;  the  pris'ner  brought ; 
The  counfel  with  inftrudlions  fraught; 
And  evidence  prepar'd  at  large. 
On  oath,  to  vindicate  the  charge. 

But  firll  'tis  meet,  where  form  denies 
Poetic  helps  of  fancy'd  lies. 
Gay  metaphors,  and  figures  fine, 
And  fimiles  to  deck  the  line  ; 
Tis  meet  (as  we  before  have  faid) 
To  call  defcription  to  our  aid. 

Begin  we  then  (as  firft  'tis  fitting) 
With  the  three  chiefs  in  judgment  fitting. 

Above  the  reft,  and  in  the  chair. 
Sat  Fa^don  v/ith  diffembled  air  ; 
Her  tongue  was  (kill'd  in  fpecious  lies, 
And  murmurs,  whence  diffentions  rife  ; 
A  fmiling  mafk  her  features  veil'd. 
Her  form  the  patriot's  robe  conceal'd ; 
With  (ludy'd  blandi(hmci;ts  (he  bow'd. 
And  drew  the  captivated  crowd.  ' 
The  nest  in  place,  and  on  the  right, 
Sat  Envy,  hideou's  to  the  fight  ; 
Her  fnaky  iock«,  her  hollow  eyes, 
And  hagi'-ard  form  forbade  difguife ; 
Pale  difcntent  and  fullen  hate 
Upon  her  wri.nkled  forehead  fat  ; 
Hi-r  left  hind,  clench'd,  htr  cheek  fuftain'd, 
Her  right  (with  many  a  murder  ftain'd) 
A  dagger  clutch'd,  in  adh  to  ftrike. 
With  Itarts  of  rai,'e,  and  aim  oblique, 

-Laft  on  the  left  was  Clamour  feen, 
Of  llature  vaft,  and  horrid  mien  ; 
With  blotted  checks,  and  frantic  eyes, 
She  fent  her  yelhngsto  the  Ikies  ; 
Prepar'd  with  trumpet  in  her  hand, 
To  blow  fedition  o'er  the  land 

With  thcfe,  four  more  of  ItlTer  fame, 
And  humbler  rank,  attendant  came; 
Hypocrify  with  fouling  grace, 
And  Impudence  with  brazen  face, 

•    GiTorgr  Lyitleion,  Efq.  afUriuards  Lord  L-jtth- 
ttn.      The  Per/tan  Letters  of  this  nobleman  -were  -writ-  j   Ljg."  8vo    I  747 
ten  under  the  charaBer  of  Selhn,  -which  occaftaned  Mr, 
Moore  to  give  hint  the  fame  name  in  this  poem. 


Contention  bold,  with  iron  lungs, 
And  blander  with  her  hundred  tongues. 

The  walls  in  fculptur'd  tale  were  rich. 
And  ftatues  proud  (in  many  a  nich) 
Of  chiefs,  who  fought  in  faction's  caufe, 
And  perifli'd  for  contempt  of  laws. 
The  roof  in  vary'd  light  and  fhade, 
'The  feat  of  anarchy  diCplay'd. 
Triumphant  o'er  a  falling  throne 
(By  emblematic  fi^^ures  known) 
Confufion  rag'd,  and  lull  obfcene. 
And  riot  with  diftemp' r'd  mien, 
And  outrage  bold,  and  mifchief  dire. 
And  devaftation  clad  in  fire. 
Prone  on  the  ground  a  martial  maid 
Expiring  lay,  and  groan'd  for  aid ; 
Her  fhield  with  many  a  flab  was  pierc'd, 
Hsr  laurels  torn,  her  fpear  revers'd; 
And  near  her,  crouth'd  amidil  the  fjpoils, 
A  lion  panted  in  the  toils. 

With  look  compos'd  the  pris'ner  flood. 
And  modefl  pride.     By  turns  he  view'd 
"I'he  court,  the  counfel,  and  the  crowd. 
And  with  fubmilTive  rev'rence  bow'd. 

Proceed  we  now,  in  humbler  flrains. 
And  lighter  rhymes,  with  what  remains. 

Th'  indidlment  grievoufiy  fet  forth, 
That  Selim,  loft  to  patriot  worth, 
(In  company  with  one  Will  Pitt  *, 
And  many  more,  not  taken  yet) 
In  forty-five,  the  royal  palace  f  < 

Did  enter,  and  to  fliame  grown  callous, 
Did  then  and  there  his  faith  forfake,      > 
And  did  accept,  receive,  and  take. 
With  mifchievous  intent  and  bafe, 
Value  unknown   a  certain  place. 

He  was  a  fecond  time  indidled. 
For  that,  by  evil  zeal  excited, 
Wifh  learning  more  than  layman's  fliare, 
(Which  parfons  want,  and  he  might  fpare^ 
In  letter  to  one  Gilbert  Weft  \, 
He,  the  fai8  Selim,  did  atteft. 
Maintain,  fupport,  and  make  affertion 
Of  certain  poii^ts,  from  Paul's  converfion. 
By  means  whereof  the  faid  apoftie 
Did  many  an  unbeliever  joftle. 
Starting  unfafnionable  fancies, 
And  building  truths  on  known  romances. 

A  third  charge  ran,  that  knowing  well 
Wits  only  cat  as  pamphlets  fell, 
He,  the  faid  Selim,  notwithftanding, 
Did  fall  to  anfw'ring.fhaming,  branding 
Three  curious  letters  to  the  Whigs  § ; 
Making  no  reader  care  three  figs 
For  any  fail*,  contain'd  therein  ; 
By  which  uncharitable  fin 

•  Afterivards  Earl  of  Chatham. 

f  Mr.  Lyttleton  tuas  appointed  a  Lord  of  the  Trea- 
fury,2^th  Dec    1 744. 

\  Intitultd,  ''  Obferiiations  on  the  Converfion  and  A~ 
pofilefhip  of  St.  Paul.     In  a  Letter  to   Gilbert  Weft 


\  Intituled., '    Three  Letters  to  the  Whigs  ;  occafitn-^ 
ed  by  the  Letter  to  the  Tories,"  8vo.  174I. 
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An  author,  modeft  and  deferving, 
Was  deftin'd  to  contempt  and  ftarving ; 
Againft  the  king,  his  crown  and  peace, 
And  all  the  ftatutes  in  that  cafe. 

The  pleader  rofe  with  brief  full  charg'd, 
And  on  the  pris'ner's  crimes  enlarg'd — - 
But  not  to  damp  the  mufe's  fire 
With  rhet'ric,  fuch  as  courts  require, , 
We'll  try  to  keep  the  reader  warm. 
And  fift  the  matter  from  the  form. 
Virtue  and  fecial  love,  he  faid, 
And  honour  from  the  land  were  fled  ; 
That  patriots  now,  like  other  folks, 
Were  made  the  butt  of  vulgar  jokes; 
While  Oppofition  dropp'd  her  creft, 
And  courted  pow'r  for  wealth  and  reft. 
Why  fome  folks  laugh'd,  and  fome  folks  rail'd, 
Why  fome  fubmitted,  fome  affail'd, 
Angry  or  pleas'd — all  folv'd  the  doubt 
With  who  were  in,  and  who  were  out. 
The  fons  of  Clamour  grew  fo  fickly. 
They  look'd  for  difTolution  quickly ; 
Their  weekly  journals,  finely  written. 
Were  funk  in  privies  allbelh — ■ — n  ; 
Old-England  *,  and  the  London-Evening, 
Hardly  a  foul  was  found  believing  in  ; 
And  Caleb  f ,  once  fo  bold  and  ftrong, 
Was  flupid  now,  and  always  wrong. 

Alk  ye  whence  rofe  this  foul  dlfgrace  ? 
Why  Selim  has  receiv'd  a  place, 
And  thereby  brought  the  caufe  to  (hame ; 
Proving  that  people,  void  of  blame. 
Might  ferve  their  country  and  their  king, 
By  making  both  the  felf-fame  thing  : 
By  which  the  credulous  believ'd, 
And  others  (by  ftrange  arts  deceiv'd) 
That  minifters  were  fometimes  right. 
And  meant  not  to  deftroy  us  quite. 

That  bart'ring  thus  in  ftate  affairs, 
He  next  muft  deal  in  facred  wares, 
The  clerg)''s  rights  divine  invade. 
And  fmuggle  in  the  gofpel-trade  : 
And  all  this  zeal  to  reinflate 
Exploded  notions,  out  of  date  ; 
Sending  old  rakes  to  church  in  Ihoals, 
Like  children,  fniv'ling  for  their  fouls; 
And  ladies  gay,  from  fmut  and  libels, 
To  learn  beliefs,  and  read  their  Bibles ; 
BrecS-iug  conftience  for  a  tutor, 
To  damn  the  prefcnt  by  the  future: 
As  if  to  evils  known  and  real 
'Twas  needful  to  annex  ideal; 
"When  all  of  human  life  we  know 
Is  care,  and  bltternefs.and  woe. 
With  fliort  tranfitions  of  delight, 
To  fet  the  ftiatter'd  fpirits  right. 
Then  why  fuch  mighty  pains  and  care. 
To  make  us  humbler  than  wc  are  ? 
Forbidding  fhort-liv'd  mirth  and  laughter. 
By  fears  of  what  may  come  hereafter  ? 

*  Jn  OppB/ttion  Paper  at  that  time  publijhed,  in 
ni'h'ch  Mr-  LyttUton  -was  frequently  abufcd. 

f  Caleb  D'Anwrs^  the  name  affumed by  tbs  ivriters 
ofth  Cra^flfman. 


Better  in  ignorance  to  dwell ; 
None  fear,  but  who  believe  a  hell ; 
And  if  there  fliould  be  one,  no  doubt. 
Men  of  themfelves  would  find  it  out. 

But  Selim's  crimes,  he  faid,  went  further. 
And  barely  flopp'd  on  this  fide  murder ; 
One  yet  remain'd  to  dofe  the  charge. 
To  which  (with  leave)  he'd  fpeak  at  large. 
And,  firft,  'twas  needful  to  premife. 
That  though  fo  long  (for  reafons  wife) 
The  prefs  inviolate  had  ftood, 
Produiflive  of  the  public  good  ; 
Yet  flill,  too  modeft  to  abufe. 
It  rail'd  at  vice,  but  told  not  whofe. 
That  great  improvements,  of  late  days. 
Were  made,  to  many  an  author's  praife. 
Who,  not  fo  fcrupuloufly  nice, 
Proclalm'd  the  perfon  with  the  vice  ; 
Or  gave,  where  vices  might  he  wanted. 
The  name,  and  took  the  reft  for  granted. 
Upon  this  plan,  a  champion  *  rofe. 
Unrighteous  greatnefs  to  oppofe, 
Proving  the  man  "  inventus  non  eft," 
Who  trades  in  pow'r,  and  ftil'  is  honeft  ; 
And  (God  be  prais'd)  he  did  it  roundly. 
Flogging  a  certain  junto  foundly. 
But  chief  his  anger  was  diredled. 
Where  people  Itaft  of  all  fufpedled; 
And  Selim,  not  fo  ftrong  as  tall. 
Beneath  his  grafp  appear'd  to  fall. 
But  Innocence  (as  people  fay) 
Stood  by,  and  fav'd  him  in  the  fray, 
By  her  aflifted,and  one  Truth, 
A  bufy,  prating,  forward  youth. 
He  rally 'd  all  hisftrength  anew. 
And  at  the  foe  a  letter  threw  f  : 
His  weakeft  part  the  weapon  found. 
And  brought  him  fenfelefs  to  the  ground. 
Hence  Oppofition  fled  the  field. 
And  ignorance  with  her  feven-fold  fliield  ; 
And  well  they  might,  for  (things  weigh'd  fully) 
Thepris'ner  with  his  whore  and  bully, 
Muft  prove  for  every  foe  too  hard. 
Who  never  fought  with  fuch  a  guard. 

But  Truth  and  Innocence,  he  faid. 
Would  ftand  him  here  in  little  ftead ; 
For  they  had  evidence  on  oath. 
That  would  appear  too  hard  for  both. 

Of  witneffes  a  fearful  train 
Came  next,  th'  indidtments  to  fuftain; 
Detradtion,  Hatred,  and  Diftruft, 
And  party,  of  all  foes  the  worft. 
Malice,  Revenge,  and  Unbelief, 
And  Difappointment  worn  with  grief, 
Difhonorr  foul,  unaw'd  by  (hame. 
And  every  fiend  that  vice  can  name. 
All  ihefe  in  ample  form  depo^'d, 
Each  hSL  the  triple  charge  difclos'd. 
With  taunts  and  gibes  of  bitter  fort. 
And  afking  vengeance  from  the  court. . 


•   Attt^or  of  the  Letters  to  the  IVhlgs. 
f   Probably,  "  A  Congratulatory  Letter  fo  Selim 
the  Leltcrs  to  the  Wh'igs,"  8vo,  1748. 
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The  pris'ner  faid  in  his  defence, 
That  he  indeed  had  fmall  pretence 
To  foften  fadls  fo  deeply  fworn, 
But  would  for  his  offences  mourn; 
Yet  more  he  hop'd  than  bare  repentance 
Might  flill  be  prg'd  to  ward  the  fentence. 
That  he  had  held  a  place  feme  years. 
He  own'd  with  penitence  and  tears. 
But  took  it  not  from  motives  ^afe, 
Th'  indicftment  there  miftook  the  cafe  ; 
And  though  he  had  bcttay'd  his  truft 
In  being  to  his  country  jufl, 
NegleiSting  Facftion  and  her  friends, 
He  did  it  not  for  wicked  ends, 
But  that  complaints  and  feuds  might  ceafc. 
And  jarring  parties  mix  in  peace. 

That  what  he  wrote  to  Gilbert  Weft, 
Bore  hard  againft  him,  he  confefs'd  ; 
"i^et  there  they  wrong'd  him  ;  for  the  fad:  iSj 
He  reafon'd  for  belief,  not  practice ; 
And  people  might  believe,  he  thought. 
Though  pradlice  might  be  deem'd  a  fault. 
He  either  dreamt  it,  or  was  told, 
Religion  was  rever'd  of  old, 
That  it  gave  breeding  no  offence, 
And  was  no  foe  to  wit  and  fenfe  ; 
But  whether  this  was  truth,  or  whim. 
He  would  not  fay  ;  the  doubt  with  hini 
(And  no  great  harm  he  hop'd)  was,  how 
Th'  enlighten'd  world  would  take  it  now  : 
If  they  admitted  it,  'twas  well ; 
If  not,  he  never  talk'd  of  hell ; 
Nor  even  hop'd  to  change  men's  meafures, 
Or  frighten  ladies  from  their  pleafures. 

One  accufation,  he  confefs'd, 
Had  touch'd  him  more  than  all  the  reft; 
Three  patriot-letters,  high  in  fame, 
By  him  o'erthrown,  and  brought  to  fliame. 
And  though  it  was  a  rule  in  vogue. 
If  one  man  call'd  another  rogue, 
The  party  injur'd  might  reply, 
And  on  his  foe  retort  the  lie  ; 
Yet  what  accru'd  from  all  his  labour. 
But  foul  diflionour  to  his  neighbour  ? 
And  he's  a  moft  unchriftian  elf, 
Who  others  damns  to  fave  himfelf, 
Befides,  as  all  men  knew,  he  faid, 
Thofe  letters  only  rail'd  for  bread  ; 
And  hunger  was  a  known  excufe 
For  proftitution  and  abufe : 
A  guinea, properly  apply 'd, 
Had  made  the  writer  change  his  fide; 
He  wifh'd  he  had  not  cut  and  carv'd  him, 
And  own'd,  he  fhould  have  bought,  not  flarv'd 
him. 
The  court,  he  faid,  knew  all  the  reft, 
And  muft  proceed  as  they  thought  beft ; 
Only  he  hop'd  fuch  refignation 
Would  plead  fome  lirtle  mitigation ; 
And  if  his  charadtcr  wai  clear 
From  other  faults  (and  friends  were  near. 
Who  would,  when  call'd  upon,  atteft  it) 
He  did  in  humbleft  form  requeft  it> 
To  be  from  pumfliment  exempt, 
And  only  fuffer  their  contempt. 


The  pris'ner's  friends  their  claim  preferred. 
In  turn  demanding  to  be  heard. 
Integrity  and  Honour  fwore, 
Benevolence,  and  twenty  more, 
That  he  was  always  of  their  party, 
And  that  they  knew  him  firm  and  hearty. 
Religion,  fober  dame,  attended, 
And,  as  fhe  could,  hi*  caufe  befriended. 
She  faid,  'twas  fince  he  came  from  college. 
She  knew  him  introduc'd  by  knowledge  : 
The  man  was  modeft  and  fincerc. 
Nor  farther  could  (be  interfere. 
The  Mufes  begg'd  to  interpr.fe  • 
Bur  Envy  with  loud  hiffings  rofe, 
And  call'd  them  women  of  ill  fame. 
Liars,  and  profticutes  to  fhame; 
And  faid,  to  all  the  world  'twas  known, 
Sellm  had  had  them  every  one. 
The  pris'ner  blufti'd,  the  Mufes  frown' d. 
When  filence  was  proclaim'd  around. 
And  Fadtii'n,  rifing  with  the  reft. 
In  form  the  pris'ner  thus  addrefs'd. 

You,  Selim,  thrice  have  been  indited  : 
Firft,  that  by  wicked  pride  excited. 
And  bent  your  country  to  difgrace. 
You  have  receiv'd,  and  held  a  place  : 
Next,  infidelity  to  wound, 
You've  dar'd,  with  arguments  profound. 
To  drive  freethinking  to  a  ftand. 
And  with  religion  vex  the  land : 
And  Jaftly,  in  contempt  of  right. 
With  horrid  and  unnat'ral  fpite. 
You  have  an  author's  fame  o'erthrown. 
Thereby  to  build  and  fence  your  own. 

Thefe  crimes  fucceffive,  on  your  trial. 
Have  met  with  proofs  beyond  denial; 
To  which  yourfelf,  with  fhame,  concedcdj 
And  but  in  mitigation  pleaded. 
Yet  that  the  juftice  of  the  court 
May  fuffer  not  in  men^  report. 
Judgment  a  moment  I  fufpend, 
To  reafon  as  from  friend  to  friend. 

And  firft,  that  you,  of  all  mankind. 
With  kings  and  courts  fhould  ftain  your  miaal 
You  !  who  were  Oppofition's  lord  I 
Her  nerves,  her  finews,  and  her  fword  I 
That  ydu  at  laft,  for  fervile  ends. 
Should  wound  the  bowels  of  her  friends! 
Is  aggravation  of  offence. 
That  leaves  for  mercy  no  pretence. 

Yet  more For  you  to  urge  your  hate. 

And  back  the  church,  to  aid  the  ftate  ! 
For  you  to  publiih  fuch  a  letter  ! 
You  !  who  have  known  religion  better  I 
For  you,  I  fay,  to  introduce 
The  fraud  again  ! — there's  no  excufe. 
And  laft  of  all,  to  crown  your  ftiame, 
Was  it  for  you  to  load  with  blame 
The  writings  of  a  patriot-youth. 
And  fummon  Innocence  and  Truth 

To    prop    your    caufe  ? Was    this    fcr 

you  ? 

But  juftice  does  your  crimes  putfue ; 
And  fentence  now  alone  remains. 
Which  thus,  by  me,  the  court  ordains : 
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"  That  you  return  from  whence  you  came, 
•'  There  to  be  ftript  of  all  your  fam^ 
•'   By  vulgar  hands  ;   that  once  a  M'eek 
•'  Oid-England  pinch  you  till  you  fqueak; 
''  That  ribbald  pamphlets  do  purfue  you,   • 
"  And  Ke?  and  murmurs,  to  undo  you, 
*'  Wirh  every  foe  that  worth  procures, 
"  And  only  virtue's  friends  be  yours." 

ODE  TO  GARRICK, 

CPON  THE  TALK  OF  THE  TOWN. 

"  When  I  faid  I  would  die  a  batchelor,  I  did  not 
''  think  I  fhould  live  till  I  were  married." 

li'luch  Ado  about  Nothiitr. 

Uo,  no  ;  the  left-hand  box,  in  blue  ; 

There  !  don't  you  fee  her  ? — "  See  her!   Who?" 

Nay,  liang  me  if  I  tell. 
There's  Garrick  iti  the  mufic  box  ! 
Watch  but  bis  eyes ;  fee  there "  O  pox  1" 

'•  Your  fervant,  Ma'moifelle  I" 

But  tell  me,  David,  is  it  true  ? 

l,ord  help  us  I  what  will  fome  folks  do  ? 

How  wiil  they  curfe  this  ftrangcr  ! 
What '.  fairly  taken  in  for  life! 
A  fober,  ferious,  wedded  wife  I 

O  fie  upon  you,  Ranger  I 

The  clergy  too  have  join'd  the  chat ; 
"  A  papift  ! — Has  he  thought  of  that  ? 

"  Or  means  he  to  convert  her  ?'' 
Troth,  boy,  unlefs  your  zeal  be  flout. 
The  nymph  may  turn  your  faith  about. 

By  arguments  esperter. 

The  ladies,  pale  and  out  of  breath. 
Wild  as  the  witches  in  Macbeth, 

Aik  if  the  ','  deed  be  done  !" 
O,  David  !  liften  to  my  lay  1 
1*11  prophefy  the  things,  they'll  fay. 

For  tongues  you  know  will  run. 

''  And  pray,  what  other  news  d'ye  hear  ? 
''  Marry'd  ! — But  don't  you  think  my  dear, 

"  He's  growing  out  of  fa(hion  ? 
"  People  may  fancy  what  they  will, 
"  But  Quin's  the  only  adlor  flill, 

"  To  touch  the  tender  paflion. 

"  Nay,  madam,  did  you  mind,  lafl  night, 
*■  His  Archer  ?   Not  a  line  on't  right  I 

"  I  thought  I  heard  fome  hiffes. 
"  Good  God!  if  Billy  Mills,  thought  I, 
*'  Or  Billy  Havard  would  but  try, 

"  They'd  beat  him  all  to  pieces. 

"  'Twas  prudent  though  to  drop  his  Bayes — 
"  And  (entre  nous)  the  Laureat  fays, 

"  He  hopes  he'll  give  up  Richard. 
"  But  then  it  tickles  me  to  fee, 
"  In  Haftings,  fuch  a  fhrimp  as  he 

"  Attempt  to  ravilh  Prit chard. 

"  The  fellow  pleas'd  me  well  enough 

"  In what  d'ye  call  it  ?  Hoadley's  (luff; 

"  There's  fomething  there  like  nature  ; 
"  Juft  fo,  in  life,  he  runs  about. 
"  Plays  at  bo-peep,  now  in,  now  out, 

*'  But  hurts  no  mirtal  crcaturs. 


"  And  then  there's  Belmont,  to  be  fure— — < 
"  O  ho  1  my  gentle  Neddy  Moore ! 

"  How  doe*  my  good  Lord  Mayor  ? 
"  And  have  you  left  Cheapfide,  my  dear  \   . 
"  And  wi-11  you  write  again  next  year, 

"  To  (how  yourfav'rite  player? 
"   But  Meropc,  we  own,  is  fine, 
"  Eumenes  clrarms  in  every  line  ; 

"   How  prettily  he  vapours ! 
"   So  gay  his  drefs,  lb  young  his  look, 
"  One  would  have  fworn  'twas  Mr.  Cook, 

"  Or  Mathews-,  cutting  capers." 

Thus,  David,  will  the  ladies  flout, 
And  councils  hold  at  every  rout. 

To  alter  all  your  plays; 
Yates  (hall  be  Benedick  next  year, 
Macklin  the  Richard,  Tafwell  Lear, 

And  Kitty  Clive  be  Bayes. 
Two  parts  they  readily  allow 
Arc  yours ;  but  not  one  more,  they  vow ; 

And  thus  they  clofe  their  fpice  : 
You  will  be  Sir  John  Brute,  they  fay, 
A  very  Sir  John  Brute  all  day, 

And  Fribble  all  the  night. 
But  tell  me,  fair  ones,  is  it  fo  .^ 
"  You  all  did  love  him  once  *,"  we.  know ; 

What  then  provokes  your  gall  ? 
Forbear  to  rail — I'll  tell  you  why ; 
Quarrels  may  come,  or  madam  die, 

And  then  there's  hope  for  all. 
And  now  a  word  or  two  remains, 
Sweet  Davy,  and  I  clofe  my  flrains: 

Think  well  ere  you  engage; 
Vapours  and  agoe-fits  may  come. 
And  matrimi;niaj_ claims  at  home. 

Unnerve  you  for  the  flage. 

But  if  you  find  your  fpirits  right. 
Your  mind  at  eafe,  your  body  tight. 

Take  her;  you  can't  do  better. 
A  psx  upon  the  tattling  town  ! 
The  fops  that  join  to  cry  her  down 

Would  give  their  ears  to  get  hen 

Then  if  her  heart  be  good  and  kind, 
(And  fure  that  face  befpeaks  a  mind 

As  foft  as  woman's  can  be) 
You'll  grow  as  conftant  as  a  dove. 
And  tafle  the  purer  fweets  of  love, 

Unvifited  by  Ranby. 

ENVY  AND  FORTUNE  : 
A    TALE. 

TO  MRS.  GARRICK. 

Sats  Envy  to  Fortune,  "  Soft, foft.  Madam  Flirt  * 
"  Not  fo  faft  with  your  wheel,  you'll  be  down  in 

"  the  dirt ! 
"  Well,  and  how  does  your  David  ?  Indeed,  my 

"  dear  creature,  [nature ; 

"  You've  fhown  him  a  wonderful  deal  of  good- 
"  His  bags  are  fo  full,  and  fuch  praifes  his  due, 
"  That  the  like  was  ne'er  known — and  all  owing 

"  to  you ; 

*  Julius  Citfar. 
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«'  But  why  won't  you  make  him  quite  happy  for 
"life,  [wife?" 

"  And  to  all  you  liave  done  add  the  gift  of  a 
Says  Fortune,  and  fmil'd,  ''  Madam  Envy,  God 
fave  ye ! 
"  But  why  always  fneering  at  me  and  poor  Davy  ? 
••  I  own  that  fomctimes,  in  contempt  of  all  rules, 
"  I  lavifh  my  favours  on  blockheads  and  fools ; 
•'  But  the  cafe  is  quite  dilTerent  here,  I  aver  it, 
•'  For  David  ne'er  knew  me,  till  brought  me  by 

"  merit. 
"  And  yet   to    convince  you — nay,  Madam,   no 
"  hiffes —  [is —  .," 

"  Good  manners  at  leafl: — fuch  behaviour  as  this 
(For  mention  but  Merit,  and  Envy  flies  out 
With  a  hifs  and  a  yell  that  would  filence  a  rout. 
But  Fortune  went  on) — ''  To  convince  you,  I  fay, 
"  That  I  honour  your  fcheme.  111  about  it  to-day; 
"  The  man  fhall  be  marry'd,  fo  pray  now  be  eafy, 
"  And  Garrick  for  once  Ihall  do  fomething  to 
"  pleafe  ye." 
So  faying,  fhe  rattled  her  wheel  out  of  fight, 
While  Envy  walk'd  after,  and  grinn'd  with  de- 
light, [brewing. 
It  feems  'twas  a  trick  that  fhe  long  had   been 
To  marry  poor  David,  and  fo  be  his  ruin  ; 
For  Slander  had  told  her  the  creature  lov'd  pelf, 
And  ci.-'d  not  a  fig  for  a  foul  but  himfelf ; 
From  thence  ihe  was  fure,  had  the  Devil  a  daugh- 
ter, [her  : 
He'dfnapat  the  girl,  fo  'twas  Fortune  that  brought 
And  then  fhould  her  temper  be  fullen  or  haughty, 
Her  flefh  too  be  frail,  and  incline  to  be  naughty, 
'Twould  fret  the  poor  fellow  fo  out  of  his  reafon, 
That  Barry  and   Quin  would   fet  faftiions  next 
ft-afon. 
But  Fortune,  v.'ho  faw  what  the  Fury  defign'd, 
Refolv'd  ro  get  David  a  wife  to  his  mind  ; 
Yet  afraid  of  hcrfelf  in  a  matter  fo  nice. 
She  vifited  Prudence,  and  begg'd  her  advice. 
The  nymph  fiiook  her  head  when  the  bufinefs  fiie 

knew, 
And  faid  that  her  female  acquaintance  were  few  ; 
That  excepting  Mifs  R  *  *  ' — O,  yes,  there  was 

one, 
A  friend  of  that  lady's,  flie  vifited  none  ; 
But  the  firft  was  too  great,  and  the  laft  was   too 

good, 
And  as  for  the  reft,  flie  might  ger  whom  flie  cou'd. 
Away  hurried  Fortune,  perplex'd  and  half  mad, 
But  her  promifc  waspafs'd,and  a  wife  muftbehad: 
She  travers'd  the  town  from  one  corner  to  t'other. 
Now  knocking  at  one  door,  and  then  at  another. 
The  girls  curtiy'd  low  as  flie  look' j  in  their  faces. 
And   bridled  and    primm'd  with    abundance    of 

graces ; 
But  this  was  coquettifti,  and  that  was  a  prude, 
One  (lupid  and  dull,  t'other  noify  and  rude  ; 
A  third  was  affeded,  quite  carelefs  a  fourth, 
With  prate  without  meaning,  and  pride  without 

worth  ; 
A  fifth,  and  a  fixth,  and  a  feventh  were  fuch 
As  either  knew  nothing,  or  fomething  too  much — 
In  ftiort  as  they  pafs'd,   fhe  to  all  had  objections; 
The  gay  wanted  thought,  ihs  good-hujuour'd  af- 
fedions. 
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The  prudent  were  ngly,  the  fenfible  dirty, 
And  all  of  them  flirts,  from  fifteen  up  to  thirty. 

When  Fortune  faw  this  flie  bejjan  to  loi,k  fil'y. 
Yet  ftill  fhe  went  on  till  ihc  reach'd  Piccadilly; 
But  vcx'd  and  farigu  d,  and  the  night  growing  late, 
She  refted  her  wheel  within  Burlington  gate. 
My  lady  rofe  up,  as  fhe  faw  her  come  in,  [been  ?" 
"O  ho,  madam  Genius!  pray  wlicre  have  ynu 
(For  her  ladyfhip  thought,  from  fo  fcri^ns  an  air, 
'  I'was  Genius  come  home,  for  it  feen-.s  fhe  liv'd 

there.) 
But  Fortune,  not  minding  her  ladyfhip's  blunder, 
And  wiping  her  forehead,  cry'd,  "  Well  may  you 

wonder  [cafe, 

"To  fee  me  thus  flufry'd ;"— then   told   her  the 
And  figh'd  till  her  ladyfhip  laugh'd  in  her  face. 
•'  Mighty  civil  indeed  l" — ''  Come,  a  truce,  fays 

"  my  lady,  [ye.  ' 

"  A  truce  with  comrlai-nts,  and  perhaps  1  may  aid 
"  I'll  fhow  you  a  girl  that — Here,  Margin  !   go 

"  tell ! 
"  But  fire's  gone   to   undrefs ;  by  and   by   is  as 

"Avell — 
"  I'll  fhow  you  a  fight  that  you'll  fancy  uncommon, 
"  Wit,  beauty,  and  goodnefs,  all  met  in  a  woman  5. 
"  A  heart  to  no  filly  or  mifchief  inclin'd, 
"  .'\  body  all  grace,  and  all  fweetncfs  a  mind." 
"  O,  pray  let  me  fee  her,"  faVs  Fortune,  and 

"fm'il'd,  '  [child— 

"  Do  but  give  her  to  me,  and  I'll  make  her  my 
"  But  w(  o,  my  dear,  who  .' — for   you  have  not 

"  told  yet" — 
"  Who,  indeed,  fays  my  lady,  if  notViolette  ?" 
The  words  were  fcarce  fpoke  when  ihe  enter'd 

the  room  ; 
A  bliifh  at  the  ftranger  ftill  brighten'd  her  bloom. J 
So  humble  her  looks  were,  fo  mild  was  her  air, 
■J  hat  Fortune,  aftonifh'd,  fat  mute  iii  her  chair. 
My  lady  rofe  up,  and  with  countenance  bland, 
"  This  is  Fortune,  my  dear,"  and  prefented  her 

hand  : 
The  goddefs  embrac'd  her,  and  call'd  her  her  own, 
And,  compliments  over,  her  errand  made  known. 
But  how  the  f^veet  girl  colour'd,  flutter'd,  and 

trembled. 
How  oft  ftie  laid  no,  and  how  ill  fhe  diffembled  ; 
Or  how  little  David  rejoic'd  at  the  news. 
And  fwore,  from  all  others,  'twas  her  he  would 

choi'fe  ; 
What  methods  he  try'd,  and  what  arts  to  prevail; 
All  thefe,  were  they  told,  would  but  burden  my 

tale — 
In  fliort,  all  affairs  were  fo  happily  carry'd. 
That  hardly  fix  weeks  pafs'd  away  till  they  mar- 
ry'd. 
But  Envy  grew  fick  when  the  ftory  fhe  heard, 
Violette  was  the  girl  that  of  all  flie  moft  fear'd  ; 
She    knew    her    good-humour,   her   beauty  and 

fweetnefs,  [nefs ; 

Her  eafe  and  compliance,  her  tafte  and  her  neat- 
Ffom  thefe  flie  was  fure  thait  her  man  could  not 

roam, 
And  muft  tife  on  the  ftage,  from  contentment  at 

home  : 
So  on  flae  went  hiffing,  and  inwardly  curs'd  her. 
And  Garrick  next  feafon  will  certainly  hurU  her. 
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THE    WORKS   OF  MOORE. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 
HENRY    P  E  L  H  A  M, 


rthe  Humble  Petition  of  the  Worfiipful  Contfany  of 
Poets  and  Neivs-Writers, 

SHEW^TII, 

THAryourHonour'spetitioners(dealeFsinrhYme5, 
And  writers  of  fcandal,  fot  mending  the  tunes) 
By  lofles  in  bufineis,  and  £n<:rland's  well-doing, 
Are  funk  in  their  credit,  and  verging  on  rujn. 
That  thcfe  their  misfortunes,  they  humbly  con- 
ceive, 
Arife  nut  liom  dulnefs,  as  fome  folks  believe, 
But  from  rubs  in  youc  way  which  your  Honou-r 

has  laidf 
And  want  of  materials  to  carry  on  trade. 

That  they  always  had  form'd  high  conceits  of 
their  ufe, 
And  meant  their  laft  breath  fliould  go  out  in  abufc- ; 
But  now  (and  they  fpeak  it  wiihforrow  and  tears; 
Since  your  Honour  has  fat  at  the  helm  of  affairs 
>fo  party  will  join  them,  no  fadlion  invite  [write  , 
To  heed  what  they  fay,  or  to  read  what  they 
Sedition,  and  Tumult,  and  Difcoid  are  fled, 
And  Slander  fcarce  ventures  to  lift  up  her  head — 
Jn  fliort,  public  bufinefs  is  fo  carry'd  on, 
That  their  country  is  fav'd,  and  the  patriots  undone. 
To  perrlex  them  ftill  more,  and  lUre  famine  to 
bring, 
(Now  fatire  has  loft  both  its  truth  and  its  ftingi 
If,  in  fpite  of  their  natures,  they  bungle  at  praifs, 
Your  Honour  regards  not,  and  nobody  pays. 

Your  petitioners,  therefore, moft  humbly  enrreat 
(As  the  times  willallowrand  your  Ho.  our  thinks 
meet)  [complaint 

Thr.t  meafures-  be  changed,  and  fomc  caule  of 
Be  immediately  furniih'd,  to  end  their  reftraint. 
Their  credit  thereby,  and  their  trade  to  retrieve, 
That  again  they  may  rail,  and  rhe  nation  believe. 
Or  etl'e  (if  your  wifdom  fhould  deem  it  all  one) 
Now  the  Parliament's  rifing,  and  bufinels  is  done, 
That  your  Honour  would  pleafe,at  this  dangerous 

crifis. 
To  take  to  youf  bofom  a  few  private  vices, 
By  which  your  petitioners  haply  might  thrive. 
Ami  keep  bo-h  themfelves  and  Contention  alive. 
In  compafii..n,  good  Sir,  give  them  fomething 
to  fay. 
And  your  Homer's  petitioners  Iver  fliall  pray. 


TRIAL  OFSAR\H  *  •  *  •,  alias  SLIM  SAL, 

rOR  PRIVATELY  STEALING. 

The  pris'ner  WAS  at  large  indicTied, 
For  that  by  thirft  of  gain  excited. 
One  day  in  July  laft,  at  t^-a. 
And  in  the  houfe  of  Mrs.  P. 
From  the  left  breaft  of  E.  M.  gent. 
With  bafe  felonious  intent, 
Did  then  and  there  a  hear-  v^ith  brings, 
Reft,  quiet,  peace,  and  other  th.ngs. 
Steal,  rob    and  plunder ;  and  all  them 
The  chattels  of  the  faid  E.  M. 


I'he  proi'ecutor  fwore,  laft  May 
(The  month  he  knew,  but  not  the  day./ 
He  left  his  friends  in  town,  and  went 

Upon  a  vifit  down  in  Kent : 

That  ftaying  there  a  month  or  two, 

He  fpei^t  his  time  as  others  do. 

In  ri.-'.ing,  walki::g,  fifhing,  fwimming; 

But  bring  much  inclin'd  to  women. 

And  young  and  wild,  and  no  gyeat  reafonerj 

He  got  acquainted  with  the  pnfoner 

He  own'd,  'twas  rumoiir'd  in.  thofe  parts 

That  ihe  'ad  a  trick  of  ftealing  hearts. 

And  from  fifteei;  to  twenty -two. 

Had  made  the  devil  and  all  to  do  : 

But  Mr.  W.  the  vicar,. 

(And  no  man  brews  you  better  liquor) 

Sp..ke  of  her  thefts  a>.  tricks  of  youth. 

The  f.-olics  of  a  girl  f  rfooth  : 

Things  now  were  on  another  (core. 

He  faid  ;  for  ftie  was  twenty-four. 

Howevef,  to  make  matter';  fliort, 
Vnd  not  to  trefpafs  on  tlie  court. 
The  lady  was  difcover'd  fooii. 

And  thus  it  was.  One  afternoon, 
I  he  ninth  of  July  laft,  or  near  it, 

(As  to  the  day,  he  could  not  fwear  It) 

\u  c./mpa:iy  at  Mrs   P.'s, 

\Vhere  folks  fay  any  thing  they  pkafe  ; 

Dean  1..  and  Lady  Mary  by, 
\nd  Fanny  waiting  on   Mifs  Y.  ^ 

(He  nwn'd  he  was  inclin'd  to  think 
Both  were  a  little  in  their  drink) 
The  pris'ner  alk'd,  and  call'd  him  coufrir, 
How  many  kiffes  made  a  dozen  .' 
riiat  being,  as  he  own''d,  in  liquor, 
The  quefti'.n  made  his  blood  run  quicker, 
And,  lenfe  and  reafon  m  ecliple. 
He  vow'd  he'd-fcore  thent  on  her  lips. 
'hat  rifmg  up  to  keep  his  word. 
He  got  as  far  as  kifs  the  third, 
\nd  would  have  counted  t  other  ninCj 
And  fo  all  prtfent  did  opine, 
But  that  he  felt  a  fudden  dizainefs, 

hat  quite  inidid  him  for  the  bufinefs: 
His  fpeech,  he  faid,  began  to  faulter, 
His  eyes  to  ftare,  his  month  to  water. 
His  breaft  to  thump  without  cefiation, 
And  all  wi'hin  one  conflagration. 
Blefs  me  '.   fays  lanny,  what's  the  matter.' 
And  Lady  Mary  look'd  hard  at  her. 
And  fta'pp'd,  and  wifti'd  the  pris'ner  further, 
And  cry'd  out,  Part  them,  or  there's  murther  ' 
That  ftill  he  held  the  pris  ntr  faft. 
And  would  have  ftood  it  to  the  laft  ; 
Bu    ftruggling  to  go  through  the  reft, 
He  felt  a  y-ainacrofs  his  breaft, 
A  fort  of  fudden  twinge,  he  laid. 
That  feeni'd  almoll  to  ftrike  him  dead, 
And  after  that  luch  cruel  fmarting. 
He  thought  the  foul  and  body  parting. 
That  then  he  let  the  pas  ner  go, 
And  ftagger'd  off  a  ftt  p  or  fo  ; 
And  thinking  that  his  heart  was  ill, 
H<  beog'd  of  Mils  Y   s  maid  to  feel. 
That  ba'.ny  ijept  luf  ri;  the  reft. 
And  laid  her  hand  upon  his  bresil  j 
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Uut,  mercy  on  on  us  !  wliat  a  flare 

The  creature  gave !   No  heart  was  there ; 

Soufc  went  her  lingers  in  the  hole, 

Whence  heart,  and  firings,  and  all  were  flole. 

That  Fanny  turn'd,  and  told  the  prifoner, 

She  was  a  thief,  and  (o  flie'd  chritlcn  her; 

And  that  it  was  a  burning  ihame, 

And  brought  the  houfe  an  evil  name  ; 

And  if  fhe  did  not  put  the  heart  in. 

The  man  would  pine  and  die  for  certain. 

The  pris'ner  then  was  in  her  a\r$. 

And  bid  her  mind  her  own  affairs; 

And  told  his  reverence,  and  the  reft  of  'em, 

She  was  as  honeft  as  the  beft  of  'em. 

That  Lady  M<iryand  Dean  I.. 

Role  up  andfaid,  'Twas  mighty  well, 

But  that,  in  general  terms  they  faid  it, 

A  heart  was  gone,  and  fome  one  had  it  : 

\Vords  wonJd  not  do,  for  fcarch  they  muu, 

And  fearch  they  would,  and  her  the  firft. 

That  then  the  pris'ner  dropp'd  her  auger. 

And  faid,  fhe  hop'd  they  would  not  hang  her; 

That  all  (lie  did  was  meant  in  jeft. 

And  there  the  heart  was,  and  the  reft. 

That  then  the  Dean  cry'd  out,  O  fie  1 

And  fent  in  hafte  for  Juflice  I. 

Who,  though  he  knew  her  friends  and  pityM  her, 

Call'd  her  hard  names,  and  fo  committed  her. 

The  parties  prefent  fwore  the  fame  ; 
And  Fanny  faid,  the  pris'ner's  name 
Had  frighten'd  all  the  country  round  ; 
And  glad  Ifie  was  the  bill  was  found. 
She  knew  a  man,  who  knew  another. 
Who  knew  the  very  party's  brother, 
Who  lofl  his  heart  by  mere  furprife. 
One  morning  looking  at  her  eyes  ; 
And  others  had  been  known  to  fqueak, 
Who  only  chanc'd  to  hear  her  fpeak: 
Por  fhe  had  words  of  fuch  a  fort. 
That  though  fne  knew  noreafon  for"t, 
Would  make  a  man  of  fenfe  run  mad. 
And  rifle  him  of  all  he  had  ; 
And  that  {he'd  rob  the  whole  community, 
If  ever  fhe  had  opportunity. 

The  pris'ner  now  firft  filerice  broke, 
And  curtfy'd  round  her  as  fhe  fpoke. 
She  own'd,  ftie  faid,  it  much  incens'd  her. 
To  hear  fuch  matters  fworn  againft  her, 
But  that  fne  hop'd  to  keep  her  ttmper, 
And  prove  htf  lelf  "  eadem  feniper.  ' 
That  what  the  profecutor  fwore 
Was  fome  p^rt  true,  and  fome  part  rriore  ; 
She  own'd  (he  had  been  often  feen  with  hini. 
And  laugh'd  and  chatted  on  the  green  with  him ; 
The  fellow  feem'd  to  have  humanity, 
And  told  her  tales  that  footh'd  her  vanity, 
Pretending  that  he  lov'd  her  vaftiy, 
And  that  all  women  elfe  louk'd  ghaftly. 
But  then  fhe  hop'd  the  court  would  think 
She  never  was  inclin  d  to  drink, 
Or  fuffer  hands  like  his  to  daub  her,  or 
Encourage  men  te  kifs  and  fiobber  her; 
She'd  have  folks  know  flie  did  not  love  it, 
Or  if  (he  did,  (he  was  above  it. 
But  this,  (he  faid,  was  fworn  of  courfe, 
To  prove  her  giddy,' and  then  worfe ; 


As  ftie  whole  condut5l  was  thought  "  lasvis,," 

Might  very  well  be  reckon'd  thievifti. 

She  hop'd,  fhe  faid,  the  court's  difcerning 

Would  pay  fome  honour  to  her  learning, 

For  every  day  from  four  to  paft  fix. 

She  went  up  ftairs,  and  read  the  clafllcs. 

Thus  having  clear  d  herfelf  of  levity. 

The  reft,  fhe  faid,  would  come  v^ith  brevity^ 

And  firft,  it  injur'd  not  her  honour 

To  own  the  heart  was  found  upon  her  ; 

For  flie  could  prove,  and  did  aver. 

The  paltry  thing  belong'd  to  her  : 

The  fadi  was  thus.  This  prince  of  knaves 

Was  once  the  humbleft  of  her  {laves, 

And  often  had  confefs'd  the  dart 

Her  eyes  had  lodg'd  vvithin  his  heart  : 

That  file,  as  'twas  her  conftant  fafhion. 

Made  great  diverfion  of  hi^  pafTion  ; 

Which  fet  his  blood  in  fuch  a  ferment, 

As  feem'd  to  threaten  his  interment  : 

That  then  fhe  was  afraid  of  lofing  himj 

And  fo  defifted  from  abufing  him  ; 

And  often  came  and  felt  his  pulfe, 

And  bid  him  write  to  Doiflor  Hulfe. 

The  profecutor  thank'd  her  kindly. 

And  figh'd,  and  faid  fhe  look'd  divinely  5 

But  told  her  that  his  heart  was  burfting^ 

And  doAors  he  had  little  truft  in ; 

He  therefore  hegg'd  her  to  accept  it, 

And  hop'd  'twould  mend  if  once  fhe  kept  it/ 

rhat  having  no  aveifion  to  it, 

She  faid,  with  all  her  foul,  fhe'd  do  It; 

But  then  fhe  begg'd  him  to  remember. 

If  he  fiiould  need  it  in  December, 

(For  vv'inter  months  would  make  folks  fhivefj 

Who  v.fanted  either  heart  or  liver) 

It  never  could  return;   and  added, 

'  Fwas  hcr's  for  life,  if  once  ihe  had  it. 

The  profecutor  faid.  Amen, 

And  that  he  wifh'd  it  not  again  ; 

And  took  it  from  his  breaft  and  gave  her,' 

And  bow'd,  and  thank'd  her  for  the  favour  5 

But  begg'd  the  thing  might  not  be  fpoke  of, 

As  heartlefs  men  were  made  a  joke  of. 

1  hat  next  day,  whifp'rirtg  him  about  it, 

And  afking  how  he  felt  v/ithout  it, 

He  figli'd,  and  cry'd,  Alack!   alack' 

And  begg'd,  and  pray'd  to  have  it  back; 

Or  that  flie'd  give  him  her's  inftead  on't: 

But  fhe  conceiv'd  there  was  no  iieed  on'tj 

And  faid,  and  bid  him  make  no  pother, 

He  fliould  have  neither  one  nor  t'other. 

That  then  he  rav'd  and  ftorra'd  like  fury, 

And  laid,  that  one  was  his  "  de  jure," 

And  rather  than  he'd  leave  purfuitig  hefj 

He'd  fwear  a  robbery,  and  ruin  her. 

That  this  was  truth  fhe  did  aver. 
Whatever  hap  betided  her; 
Only  that  Mrs.  P.  fhe  faid, 
Mils  Y.  and  her  deluded  maid, 
And  Lady  Mary,  and  his  reverence, 
Were  tolks  to  whom  fhe  paid  fome  deferents  }• 
And  that  fhe  verily  believ'd 
They  were  not  perjur'd,  but  deceived. 

Then  Dodlor  D.  begg'd  leave  to  fpeak. 
And  figh'd  as  if  his  heart  would  break. 
T  ij 
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He  fald,  that  he  was  madam's  furgeon, 
Or  rather,  as  in  Greek  chirurgeon, 
From  '■  chcir,  mauus,  ergon,  opus" 
(As  fcope  is  from  the  i^atin  "  fcopus") 
That  he,  he  faid,  had  known  the  prifoncr 
Prom  the  firft  fun  that  ever  rife  on  her; 
And  griev'd  he  was  to  fee  her  there ; 
But  to«)k  upon  himfelf  to  fwear, 
There  was  not  to  be  found  in  nature 
A  fweeter  er  a  better  creature  ; 
And  if  the  king  (God  blefs  him)  knew  her, 
He'd  leave  Sr   James's  to  get  to  her  : 
Bur  then  as  to  the  fa6l  in  queftion, 
He  knew  no  more  on't  than  Hep'rceftion; 
It  might  be  falfe,  snd  might  be  true ; 
And  this,  he  faid,  was  ail  he  knew. 


The  judge  proceeded  to  the  chargCj 
And  gave  the  evidence  at  large. 
But  often  caft  a  fheep's  eye  at  her, 
And  ftrove  to  mitigate  the  matter, 
Prerendirg  faiSts  were  not  io  clear, 
And  mtrcy  ought  to  interfere. 

The  jury  then  withdrev  a  moment. 
As  if  on  weighty  points  to  comment ; 
And  right  or  wrong,  refolv'd  to  fave  her. 
They  gave  a  verdicS  in  her  fav  ur. 

But  why  or  wherefore  things  were  fo, 
It  matters  not  for  us  to  know 
The  culprit,  by  efcape  grown  bold. 
Pilfers  alike  from  young  and  old, 
The  coui.try  all  around  her  teazes, 
Andr  .bs  or  murders  whom  flie  pleafes. 


FABLES  FOR  THE  LADIES. 


PREFACE  TO  THE  FIRST  EDITION. 


The  follo'wing  Fables  were  written  at  intervals, 
when  1  f^uud  myf  If  in  humo;ir,  and  difengaged 
from  matter.^  of  greater  moment.  As  they  are 
the  writings  of  an  i.ile  hour,  fo  they  are  intended 
for  the  reading  of  thofe,  whofe  only  hufinefs  is 
amufement.  My  hopes  of  profit,  or  appiaufe  are 
not  imi'i'' derate;  nor  have  I  printed  through  ne- 
celTity  or  requeil  .i  friends,  i  have  leave  from 
her  R' yal  Highnefs  to  addrefs  her,  and  I  claim 
the  fair  for  my  readers.  My  fears  are  lighter 
than  my  expe(Sla^ions  :  1  wrote  to  pleafe  myfelf, 
and  I  publifh  t  ■  pleafe  others ;  and  this  io  uni- 
verfally,  thst  I  have  not  wiflied  for  correilnefs  to 
vrob  the  critic  of  his  ccnfure,  or  my  friend  of  the 
laugh. 

My  intimates  are  few,  and  I  am  not  folicitous 
to  increafe  then'.  1  have  lea  nc,  thai  where  the 
writer  would  pleafe,  the  man  fhculd  be  uuknown. 


An  author  is  the  reverfe  of  all  other  objeds,  and 
magnifies  by  diftance,  but  dimiuifties  by  approach. 
His  priva'e  attachments  mud  give  place  to  public 
favour ;  for  no  man  can  forgive  his  friend  the  ill- 
natured  attempt  of  bqing  thought  wifcr  than 
himfelf. 

To  avoid,  therefore,  the  misfortunes  that  may 
attend  me  from  any  accidental  fuccefs,  I  think  it 
neceffary  to  inform  thofe  who  know  me,  that  I 
have  been  aflilled  in  the  following  papers  by  the 
author  of  Gullavus  Vafa  *.  Let  the  crime  of 
pleafing  be  his,  whofe  talents  as  a  writer,  and 
whofe  virtues  as  a  man,  have  rendered  him  a 
living  affront  to  the  whole  circle  of  his  acquaint- 
ance. 


*  Henry  Brooke,  Efq. 


FABLE  I. 

THE  EAGLE  AND  THE  ASSEMBLY  OF  BIRDS. 
To  her  Royal  Highnefs  the  Princefs  of  IVales. 

TuE  moral  lay,  t-)  bea>!ty  due, 

I  write,  fair  excellence,  to  you ; 

"Well  ple-'s'd  to  ho:  e  my  vacant  hours 

Have  been  employ 'd  to  fweeten  yours. 

Truth  under  fidion  I  impart. 

To  weed  out  folly  from  the  heart ; 

And  {how  the  paths,  that  lead  ^ftray 

The  wani.':  ing  nymph  from  wildom's  way. 

1  flatter  none.     '   he  great  and  good 

Are  by  their  aiStions  uiderftowd  ; 

Youi"  monument  if  adliji^s  raife. 

Shall  I  deface  by  idle  pr.;  fe  } 

I  echo  not  the  voice  of  fame. 

That  dwells  delighted  on  your  name ; 


Her  friendly  tale,  however  true, 
Were  flatt'ry,  if  i  told  it  you. 

The  proud,  the  envious,  and  the  vain, 
The  jilt,  the  prude,  demand  my  drain; 
To  thefe,  detefling  praife.  I  write, 
And  vent,  in  charity,  my  fpite. 
Witli  friendly  hand  I  hold  the  glafs 
To  all.  promifcuous  as  they  pafs ; 
Should  folly  there  her  likenefs  vievf, 
1  fret  not  that  the  mirror's  true  ; 
If  the  fautaftic  form  offend, 
I  made  it  not,  but  would  amend. 

Virtue,  in  every  clime  and  age. 
Spurns  at  the  folly-foothing  page. 
While  fatire,  that  offends  the  ear 
Of  vice  and  pafFion,  pleafes  her. 

Premifing  this,  your  anger  fpare, 
And  claim  the  fable  you  who  dare. 


FABLES    FOR 

The  birds  in  place,  by  fadions  prefs'd, 
To  Jupiter  their  pray'rs  addrcfs'd  ; 
By  Ipecious  lies  the  ftate  was  vex'd, 
I'heir  counfels  libellers  perplex'd  ; 
They  begg'd  (to  flop  fedicious  tongues) 
A  gracious  hearing  of  their  wrongs. 
Jove  grants  their  fuic.     The  eagle  fate. 
Decider  of  the  grand  debate. 

The  pie,  to  truft  and  pow'r  preferr'd, 
Demands  permiflion  to  be  heard. 
Says  he,  prolixity  of  phrafe 
You  know  I  hate.     This  libel  fays, 
"  Some  birds  there  are,  who,  prone  to  noife, 
"   Are  hir'd  to  filence  wifdom's  voice, 
"  And  Ikili'd  to  chatter  out  the  hour, 
"  Rife  by  their  emptinefs  to  pow'r." 
That  this  is  aim'd  dire»5l  at  me, 
No  doubt,  you'll  readily  agree ; 
Yet  well  this  fage  aflembly  knows, 
By  parts  to  government  I  rofe ; 
My  prudent  counfels  prop  the  flate  ; 
Magpies  were  never  known  to  prate. 

The  kite  rofe  up.     His  honeft  heart 
In  virtue's  fufF'rings  bore  a  part. 
That  there  were  birds  of  prey  he  knew  ; 
So  far  the  libeller  faid  true  ; 
"  Voracious,  bold,  to  rapine  prone, 
"  Who  knew  no  int'refl  but  their  own ; 
"  Who  hov'ring  o'er  the  farmer's  yard, 
"  Nor  pigeon,  chick,  nor  duckling  fpar'd.'' 
This  might  be  true,  but  if  apply'd 
To  him,  in  troth,  the  fland'rer  ly'd. 
Since  ign'rance  then  might  be  mifled, 
Such  thing*,  he  thought,  were  beft  unfaid. 
The  crow  was  vex  d.     As  yefier-morn 
He  flew  acrofs  the  new-fown  corn, 
A  fcreaming  boy  was  fet  for  pay, 
He  knevi',  to  drive  the  crows  away; 
Scandal  had  found  out  him  in  turn. 
And  buzz'd  abroad,  that  crows  love  corn. 

The  owl  arofe,  with  folemn  face. 
And  thus  harangu'd  upon  the  cafe. 
That  magpies  prate,  it  may  be  true, 
A  kite  may  be  voracious  too. 
Crows  fometimes  deal  in  new-fown  peafe  ; 
He  libels  not,  who  flrikes  at  thefe , 
The  flander's  here — "  But  there  are  birds, 
"  Whofe  wifdom  lies  in  looks,  not  words  ; 
"   Blund'rers,  who  level  in  the  dark, 
"  And  always  (hoot  befide  the  mark." 
He  names  not  me ;  but  thefe  are  hints, 
Which  manifeft  at  whom  he  f(juints  ; 
I  were  indeed  that  blund'ring  fowl. 
To  queftion  if  he  meant  an  owl. 

Ve  wretches,  hence  !  the  eagle  cries, 
Tis confcience,  confcience  that  applies; 
The  virtuous  mind  takes  no  alarm, 
Secur'd  by  innocence  from  harm  ; 
While  guilt,  and  his  aff.-,ciate  f^ar, 
Are  flartled  at  the  pafling  air. 

FABLE  n. 

THE  PANTHER,  THE  HORSE,  AND  OTHER  BEASTS. 

The  man,  who  feeUs  to  win  the  fair. 
So  cuftom  fays)  muft  triith  forbear ; 
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Muft  fawn  and  flatter,  cringe  and  lie, 

And  raife  the  goddefs  to  the  fky. 

For  truth  is  hateful  to  her  ear, 

A  rudenefs,  which  fhe  cannot  bear. 

A  rudenefs?  Yes.     I  Ipeak  my  thoughts; 

For  truth  upbraids  her  with  her  faults. 

How  wretched,  Cloc,  then  am  I, 
Who  love  you,  and  yet  cannot  lie  ! 
And  flill  to  make  you  lefs  my  friend, 
I  flrive  your  errors  to  amend  I 
But  fliall  the  fenfelefs  fop  impart 
The  fofteft  paffion  to  your  heart, 
While  he,  who  tells  you  honeft  truth, 
And  points  to  happinefs  your  youth, 
Determines,  by  his  care,  his  lot, 
And  lives  negledted,  and  forgot  ? 

Truft  me,  my  dear,  with  greater  eafe 
Your  tatle  for  flatt'ry  1  could  pleafe, 
And  fimiles  in  each  dull  line, 
Like  glowworms  in  the  daik,  laould  fhiiic. 
What  if  I  fay  your  lips  dilclofe 
The  freflinefs  of  the  op'tiing  rofe  ? 
Or  that  your  cheeks  are  beds  of  flow'rs, 
Lntipen'd  by  refrefliing  fho-vers? 
Yet  certain  as  thefe  flow'rs  fliall  fade, 
Time  every  beauty  will  invade. 
The  butterfly,  of  various  hue. 
More  than  the  flow'r  refembles  you  ; 
Fair,  flutt'ring,  fickle,  bufy  thing, 
To  pleafure  ever  on  the  wing. 
Gaily  coquetting  for  an  hour. 
To  die,  and  ne'er  be  thought  of  more. 

Would  you  the  bloom  of  youth  ftiould  lafl  ? 
'Tis  virtue  that  muft  bind  it  faft  ; 
An  eafy  carriage,  wholly  free 
From  four  referve,  or  levity ; 
Good-natur'd  miith,  an  open  heart, 
And  looks  unlkiU'd  in  any  art ; 
Humility,  enough  to  own 
The  frailties,  which  a  friend  makes  known; 
And  decent  pride,  enough  to  know 
The  worth,  that  virtue  can  beftow. 

fhefe  are  the  charms,  which  ne'er  decay, 
Though  youth  and  beauty  fade  away  ; 
And  time,  which  all  things  elfe  removes, 
Still  heightens  virtue,  and  improves. 

Yuu'il  frown,  and  afk  to  what  intent 
This  blunt  addrefs  to  you  is  fent  ? 
J'll  fpare  the  queftion,  and  confefs  ' 
I'd  praife  you,  if  I  lov'd  y-)u  lefs; 
Bui  rail,  be  angry,  or  c  mplain, 
I  will  be  rude,  while  you  are  vain. 

Beneath  a  lion's  peaceful  reign, 
When  beafts.  met  friendly  on  the  plain, 
A  panther,  of  majeftic  port, 
(The  vaineft  female  of  the' court) 
With  fpottcd  fliiii,  and  cyrs  of  fire, 
Fili'd  every  bofom  w  ith  dtfire. 
Where'er  (he  mov'd,  a  fervile  crowd 
Of  fawning  creatures  cring'd  and  bow'd; 
Affemblies  every  week  ftie  helJ, 
(Like  modern  belles  )  with  coxcombs  fiil'd. 
Where  noife,  and  nonfenfe,  and  grimace. 
And  lies  and  fcandil  fili'd  tiie  place. 
Tiij 
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Behold  the  pay,  fantaAIc  thing, 
Encircled  by  the  fpaciotis  ring. 
Low  bowing,  with  important  look. 
As  firft  in  rank  the  monkey  fpoke. 
•'  Gad  take  me,  Madam,  but  1  fwear, 
"   No  angel  ever  look'd  fo  fair  : 
"  Forgive  my  rudenefs,  but  I  vow, 
•'  You  were  not  quite  divine  till  how; 
"  Thofe  limbs  1  that  fliape  !  and  then  thofe  eyes ! 
'•  O,  clofe  them,  or  the  gazer  dies  :" 

Nay,  gentle  pug,  for  goodnefs  hufli, 
1  vow,  and  fwear,  you  make  me  blufli ; 
!  fhall  lie  angry  at  this  rate  ; 
'Tisfo  like  fl*tt'ry,  which  I  hate. 

The  frx,  in  deeper  Cunning  vers'd, 
The  beauties  of  her  mind  rehears'd, 
And  talk'd  of  knowledge,  tatte,  and  fenfe. 
To  which  the  fair  have  vaft  pretence  ! 
Yet  well  he  knew  them  always  vain 
Of  what  they  ftrive  not  to  attain, 
And  play'd  fo  cunningly  his  part, 
That  pug  was  Hvai'd  in  his  art. 

The  goat'avow'd  his  ani'rous  flame; 
And  burnt — f'jr  what  he  durft  not  name; 
Yet  hop'd  a  meeting  in  the  wood 
Might  make  his  meaning  underftood. 
Half  angry  at  the  bold  addrefs, 
She  frovi'n'd  ;  but  yet  fhe  rtiiift  confefs, 
tjuch  beauties  might  inflame  his  blood. 
But  ftill  his  phrale  was  fomewhat  rude. 

The  hog  her  neatntf:"mucb  admir'd  ; 
The  formal  afs  her  fwiftnefs  fir'd  ; 
While  all  to  feed  her  folly  flrove, 
And  by  their  praifes  fliar'd  her  love. 

The  horfe,  whnfe  gen'rous  heart  difdain'd 
Applaufe,  by  fervile  flatt'ry  gain'd, 
With  graceful  courage,  filence  broke. 
And  thus  with  indignation  fpoke. 

When  flatt'rinr;  monkeys  fawn,  and  prate, 
They  juftlyraife  ccntpmpt  or  hate; 
For  merit's  turn'd  to  ridicule. 
Applauded  by  the  grinning  fool. 
The  artful  fox  your  wit  commends. 
To  lure  you  to  his  fclfifli  ends ; 
From  the  vile  flatt'rer  turn  away, 
For  knaves  make  friendihips  to  betray, 
Difmifs  the  trair'  of  fop^;,  and  fools. 
And  learn  to  live  by  wifdoni's  rules; 
Such  beauties  might  the  lion  warm, 
Pid  not  your  folly  break  the  charm  ; 
For  who  would  court  that  lovely  fhapc, 
To  be  the  rival  of  an  ape  ? 

He  faid;  and  fnotting  in  difdain, 
gpurn'd  at  the  crowd,  and  fought  the  plain. 


FABLE  in. 

THE  NICUTING.ALE  AND   GLOWWORM. 

The  prudent  r.j-mph,  whofe  cheeks  difclofc 

T'he  lily,'  and  the;  blufhing  roft. 

From  public  viev/  her  charm.,  will  fcreen, 

And  rarely  in  the  crowd  be  (een'; 

Tliis  fimple  truth  ihall  k°ep  her  wife, 

'*  Tli'j  faiieft  fruits  attract  the  flies,"' 


One  night,  a  glowworm,  proud  and  vaiiu 
Contemplating  her  glitt'ring  train, 
Cry'd,  Suie  there  never  was  in  nature 
So  elegant,  fo  fine  a  creature. 
All  other  infedls  that  I  fee. 
The  frugal  ant,  induftrious  bee. 
Or  filk-worm,  with  contempt  I  view; 
With  all  that  Jow,  mechanic  crew,  ■ 
Who  fervilely  their  lives  employ 
[n  bufmefs,  enemy  to  joy. 
Mean,  vulgar  herd  .  ye  are  my  fcorn, 
for  grandeur  only  I  was  born. 
Or  fure  am  fprung  from  race  divine. 
And  plac'd  on  earth,  to  live  and,fliine. 
Ihofe  lights  that  fparkle  fo  on  high. 
Are  but  the  glowworms  of  the  fky. 
And  kings  on  earth  their  gems  admire, 
Becaufe  they  imitate  my  fire. 

She  fpoke.     Attentive  on  a  fpray, 
A  nightingale  forbore  his  lay; 
He  faw  the  fhining  morfel  near, 
And  flew,  direcfted  by  the  glare; 
A  while  he  gaz'd  with  fober  look. 
And  thus  the  trembling  prey  befpoke. 

Deluded  fool,  with  pride  elate. 
Know  'tis  thy  beauty  brings  thy  fate  : 
Lefs  dazzling,  long  thou  might'ft  have  lali^ 
Unheeded  on  the  velvet  plain  : 
Pride,  foon  or  late,  degraded  mourns, 
And  beauty  wrecks  whom  flie  adorns, 

FABLE  IV. 

HYMEN  AND  DEATH. 

Sixteen,  d'ye  fay  ?  Nay,  then  'tis  time; 

Another  year  deftroys  your  prime. 

But  flay— The  f«tlement  '.  "  That's  made.'' 

Why  then's  my  fimple  girl  afraid  ? 

Yet  hold  a  moment,  if  you  can, 

And  heedfully  the  fable  fcan. 

The  fliades  were  fled,  the  morning  blufh'd, 
The  winds  were  in  the  caverns  hufh'd. 
When  Hymen,  penfive  and  fedate. 
Held  o'er  the  fields  his  mufing  gait. 
Behind  him,  through  the  green-wocd  {hade. 
Death's  meagre  form  the  god  furvey'd. 
Who  quickly,  with  gigantic  ftride, 
Out-went  his  pace,  and  join'd  his  fide. 
The  chat  on  various  lubjefts  ran, 
Till  angry  Hymen  thus  began. 

Relciitlefs  I)eath,  whofe  iron  fway 
Mortals  relucfliiit  mud  obey. 
Still  of  thy  pow'r  fliall  I  complain. 
And  thy  too  partial  hand  arraign  ? 
When  Cupid  brings  a  pair  of  hearts 
All  over  ftuck  with  equal  darts. 
Thy  cruel  fhafts  my  hopes  deride. 
And  cut  the  knot  that  Hymen  ty'd. 

Sliall  not  the  bloody  and  the  bold. 
The  mifcr,  hoarding  up  his  gold, 
The  harlot,  reeking  from  the  (lew, 
Alone  thy  fell  revenge  purfue  ? 
But  mull  the  gentle,  and  the  kinJj 
Thy  fury,  undiftinguilh^dj  find  J 
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The  monarch  calmly  thus  reply'd : 
Weiijh  well  the  caufe,  and  then  decide. 
That  friend  of  your»,  y.u  lately  nam'd, 
Cupid,  alone  is  to  be  blam'd  ; 
Then  let  the  charge  be  juftly  laid  ; 
That  idle  boy  negle^fls  his  trade, 
And  hardly  once  in  twenty  years, 
A  couple  to  your  temple  bears. 
The  wretches,  whom  your  ofGce  blends, 
Silenus  now,  or  Piutus  fends; 
Hence  care,  and  bitternefs,  and  ilrife 
Are  common  to  the  nuptial  life. 

Believe  me;  moie  than  all  mankind, 
■Your  vot'ries  my  compalTion  find; 
Yet  cruel  am  I  call'd,  and  bafe, 
"Who  feek  the  wretched  to  rtlenfe ; 
The  captive  from  his  bonds  to  free, 
Indiffoluble  but  for  me. 

'  ris  I  entice  him  to  the  yoke; 
By  me,  your  crowded  altars  fmoke : 
For  mortals  boldly  dare  the  noofe, 
Secure  that  death  will  i-t  them  lyofe. 


FABLE  V. 

THE  POET  AND    HIS  PATRON. 

Why.  Cselia,  is  your  fpreading  waift 

So  loofe,  fo  negligently  lac'd  ? 

Why  muft  the  wrapping  bed-gown  hide 

Your  Inowy  bofom'b  fwelling  pride  ? 

How  ill  that  drefs  adorns  your  head, 

l3illain'd.  and  rumpled  from  the  bed  ! 

TJii.fe  clouds,  that  (hade  your  blooming  face, 

A  little  water  mighr  difplacc. 

As  nature  every  morn  bellows 

The  cryftal  dew,  to  cleanfe  the  rofe. 

Thofe  trcfles,  as  the  raven  black, 

That  wav  d  in  ringlets  down  your  back, 

Uncomb'd,  and  i''jur'd  by  negledl, 

Deftroy  the  face,  which  once  they  deck'd. 

Whence  this  forgetfiilnefs  nf  drefs? 
Pray,  madam,  are  you  marry'd  .'  Yes. 
ISlay,  then  indeed  the  wonder  ceafes, 
No  matter  now  how  loofe  your  drefs  is; 
The  end  is  won,  your  fortune's  made, 
Your  fifter  now  may  take  the  trade. 

Alas  !  what  pity  'tis  to  find 
This  fault  in  half  the  female  kind  I 
From  hence  proceed  averiion,  ftrifc, 
And  all  that  fours  the  wedded  life. 
Eeauty  can  only  point  the  dart, 
'Tis  neatnefs  guides  it  to  the  heart ; 
Let  neatnefs  then,  and  beauty  flrive 
To  Iceep  a  wav'ring  flame  alive. 

Tis  harder  far  (you'll  find  it  true) 
To  keep  the  conqueft,  than  fubdue; 
Admit  us  once  behind  the  fcreen. 
What  is  there  farther  to  be  ften  ? 
A  newer  face  may  raife  the  flam^Cj 
But  every  woman  is  the  fame. 

Then  fludy  chiefly  to  improve 
The  charm,  that  fix'd  your  hufband's  love. 
Weigh  well  his  humour.      Was  it  drefs. 
Thai  gave  your  bieauty  pcver  to  bkfs:i 


Purf'ie  it  flill  .  be  neater  fecn  ; 

Tis  always  frugal  to  be  clean  ; 

So  fhall  you  keep  alive  d(  fire. 

And  time's  fwift  wing  flaall  fan  the  fire, 

In  garret  high  (as  {lories  fay) 

A  poet  fung  hi*  tuneful  lay  ; 

So  felt,  fo  fmooth  his  verfe,  you'd  fwea* 

Apollo,  and  the  mufes  there. 

Through  all  the  town  his  praifes  rung, 

His  foimets  at  the  piay-houfc  fui;g  ; 

High  waving  o'er  his  lab'ring  head, 

The  goddefs  vVant  her  pinions  fpread, 

.And  with  poetic  fury  lir'd. 

What  Phnebtis  faintly  had  infpir'd. 

A  noble  youth,  of  tafte  and  wit, 
Approv'd  the  fpriightly  things  he  writ, 
And  fought  him  in  hi.s  cobweb  dome, 
Difchargd  his  rent,  and  brought  him  home*' 

Behold  him  at  the  ftateJy  board. 
Who,  but  the  poet,  and  my  lord  '. 
E--idi  day  delicioufly  he  dines. 
And  greec'v  quaffs  the  gen'rous  wines.; 
His  fi'cs  were  plump,  his  fkin  was  fleek^ 
And  plenty  wantoi  'd  on  hie  cheek  , 
AftonifliM  at  the  change  fo  new, 
Aw:iy  th'  infpirinj:'  godJels  flew. 

Nov.',  dropt  for  politics,  and  news, 
Negleftcd  lay  the  drooping  mufe  ; 
Unmlndlul  whence  his  fortune  came, 
He  ilifkd  the  poetic  flame  ; 
Nor  tale,  nor  lonnet  for  my  lady. 
Lampoon,  nor  epigram  was  ready. 

With  juft  contempt  his  pat>  on  faw, 
(Refolv'dhis  bounty  to  withdraw) 
And  thus,  with  anger  in  his  look, 
i'he  late  repenting  fool  befpoke. 

Blind  to  the  good  that  courts  thee  grawgj. 
Whence  has  the  fun  of  favour  flionci 
Delighted  with  thy  tuneful  art, 
Efteem  was  growing  in  my  heart ; 
But  idly  thou  rejcd'ft  the  charm, 
That  gave  it  birth,  and  kept  it  vvarm. 

Unthinking  fools  alone  defpife 
The  arts,  that  taught  them  firft  to  rife, 

FABLE  VI 

THE  WOLF,  THE   SHEEP,  AND   THE   LAM8, 

Duty  demands,  the  parent's  voice 
Should  fandify  the  daughter  s  choice; 
In  that,  is  due  obedience  fhown  ; 
To  choofc,  belongs  to  her  alone. 

May  horror  feize  his  midnight  hour. 
Who  builds  upon  a  parents  pow  r, 
And  claims,  by  purchafe  vile  and  bafe. 
The  loathing  maid  for  his  embrace ; 
Hence  virtue  fickens  ;  and  the  breaft, 
Where  peace  had  built  her  downy  neft, 
Becomes  the  troubled  feat  of  care, 
And  pines  with  anguifli  and  defpair. 

A  WOLF,  rapacious,  rough  and  bold, 
Whofe  nightly  plunders  thinn'd  the  fold. 
Contemplating  his  ill-fpent  life. 
And  doy'd  with  thefts,  would  take  a  wife* 
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His  piirpofe  known,  the  favage  race, 
In  num  rous  crowds,  attend  the  place; 
For  why,  a  mighty  Wolf  he  was, 
And  held  dominion  in  his  jaws. 
Her  fav'rite  whelp  each  mother  brought, 
And  humbly  his  alliance  fought ; 
But  coll  by  age,  or  clfe  too  nice, 
I^Jone  found  acceptance  in  his  eyes. 

It  happen'd,  as  at  early  dawn, 
He  f"litary  crofs'd  the  lawn. 
Stray 'd  from  the  fold,  a  (portivc  lamb 
Skip'd  wanron  by  her  fleecy  dam  ; 
When  Cupid,  foe  to  man  and  beaft, 
Difcharg'd  an  arrow  at  his  bread. 

I'he  tim'rous  breed  the  robber  knew. 
And  trembling  o'er  the  meadow  flew  ; 
Their  nimbleft  fpeed  the  wolf  o'ertook, 
And  courteous,  thus  the  dam  befpoke. 
Stay,  faireft,  and  fufpend  your  fear. 
Trull  me,  no  enemy  is  near; 
Thefe  jaws,  in  flaughter  oft  imbru'd. 
At  leno^th  have  known  enough  of  blood ; 
And  kinder  bufinefs  brings  me  row, 
Vauquifh'd,  at  beauty's  feet  to  bow. 

You  have  a  daughter Sweet,  forgive 

A  wolf's  addrefs — In  her  I  live  ; 
Love  from  her  eyes  like  lightning  came, 
And  fet  my  marrow  all  on  flame ; 
Let  your  confent  confirm  my  choice, 
And  ratify  our  nuptial  joys. 

M,e  ample  wealth,  and  pow'r  attend, 
Wide  o'er  the  plains  my  realms  extend; 
What  midnight  robber  dare  invade 
The  fold   if  I  the  guai  d  am  made  ? 
At  home  the  fliepherd's  cur  may  fleep. 
While  I  fecure  his  mafter's  ftieep. 

Dilcourfe  like  this,  attention  claim'd  ; 
Grandeur  the  mother's  breaft  inflam'd; 
Now  fearlcfs  by  his  fide  (he  walk'd, 
Of  fe  tlements,  and  jomture  talk'd ; 
Propos'd,  and  doubled  her  commands 
Of  flovv'ry  fields,  and  turnip-lands. 
The  wolf  agrees.   Her  bofom  fwells;  ,  , 
lo  JVlifs  her  happy  fate  (he  tells; 
And  of  the  grand  alliance  vain, 
Contemns  her  kindred  of  the  plain. 

The  loathing  lamb  with  horror  hears. 
And  wearies  out  her  dam  with  pray 'rs ; 
But  all  in  vain  ;  mama  heft  knew 
Wii^t  inexpcrienc  d  girls  flioiild  do ; 
So,  to  the  neighb'ring  meadow  carry'd, 
A  !  rniaiaf^  thcc<'iiple  marry'd. 

Torn  from  the  tyraiit-morher's  fide, 
Thi  trembler  g  e>,  a  viftim-bride, 
Relu(Slant,  meet?  the  rude  embrace, 
And  bleats  among  th<.  fiowi'ng  race. 
With  horror  oft  her  eyes  beiiold 
Hc-r  murde.  'd  k-ndted  of  the  fold; 
Eacli  day  a  filler  lamb  I  ferv'd. 
And  at  ihe  glutton's  iablr  carv'd; 
The  crafliing  bon.s  h.-  giinds  for  food, 
And  flakes  his  third  wirh  Ufarring  blood- 
Love,  who  the  cruel  mind  d.  tefts. 
And  lodges  but  in  gentle  brcalts, 
Was  n'jw  no  more.    Euj  .yinent  paft. 
The  favage  hunger'd  iur  the  feall ; 


But  (as  we  find  Jiuman  race, 

A  maflc  conceals  the  villain's  face) 

Jultice  mufl;  authorife  the  treat ; 

fill  then  he  long'd,  but  durft  noteat. 

As  forth  he  walk'd  in  queft  of  prey, 
The  hunters  met  him  on  the  way. 
Fear  wings  his  flight ;  the  marfti  he  fought ; 
The  fnuffing  dogs  are  fet  at  fault. 
His  Ilomach  balk  d,  now  hunger  gr.aws. 
Howling,  he  grinds  his  empty  jaws  ; 
Food  mufl;  be  had,  and  lamb  is  nigh  ; 
His  maw  invokes  the  fraudful  lie. 
Is  this  (difl'embling  rage,  he  cry'd) 
The  gentle  virtue  of  a  bride  ? 
That,  leagu'd  with  man's  deflroying  race, 
She  fets  her  huflDand  for  the  chafe  ? 
By  treach'ry  prompts  the  noify  hound 
To  fcent  his  footfteps  on  the  ground  ? 
Thou  traic'refs  vile  1  for  this  thy  blood 
Shall  glut  my  rage,  and  dye  the  wood  '. 

So  faying,  on  the  lamb  he  flie.=, 
Beneath  his  jaws  the  vi<3;mi  dies. 

FABLE  VII. 

THE  GOOSE  AND  THE  SWANS. 

I  HATE  the  face,  however  fair, 

That  carries  an'  affefled  air ; 

The  lifping  tone,  the  fliape  conflrain'd. 

The  ftudy'd  look,  the  paffion  feign'd. 

Are  fopperies,  which  only  tend 

To  injure  what  they  (trive  to  mend. 

With  what  fuperior  grace  enchants 
The  face,  which  nature's  pencil  paints  ! 
Where  eyes,  uncxercis'd  in  art. 
Glow  with  the  meaning  of  the  heart '. 
Where  freedom  and  good-humour  fit, 
And  eafy  gaiety,  and  wit  I 
Though  perfedb  beauty  be  not  there, 
The  mafter  lines,  the  finifl\'d  air, 
We  catch  from  every  look  delight. 
And  grow  enani'iur'd  at  the  fight : 
For  beauty,  though  we  all  approve. 
Excites  our  wonder,  nrre  than  love. 
While  the  agreeable  ftrilies  fure, 
And  gives  the  wounds  we  cannot  cure. 

Why  then,  my  Amoret,  this  care. 
That  forms  you,  in  efFirtfl,  lefs  fair  ? 
If  nature  on  your  cheek  befl;ows 
A  bloom  that  emulates  the  rofe. 
Or  from  fome  heav'nly  image  drew 
A  form  Apelles  nevtr  knew. 
Your  ill-ji.dg'd  aid  will  you  impart, 
And  fpoil  by  hieretricious  art  ? 
Or  had  you,  nature's  error,  come 
Abor'ive  from  the  mother's  wi-mb. 
Your  formirg  care  flie  ftill  rejedts. 
Which  only  htighten^her  defrcSs. 
When  fuch,  of  glitt'ring  jt-wtls  proud. 
Still  prefs  the  foremoft  in  the  crowd. 
At  every  public  ftiow  are  feen, 
With  look  awry,  arid  awkward  mien, 
The  gaudy  itrefs  attrads  the  eye. 
And  magnifies  deformity 

Nature  may  under-do  her  part, 
But  kldom  wants  the  help  of  art ; 
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Trud  her;  flie  h  ynnr  fureft  friend, 
Nor  made  your  form  for  you  to  mend. 

A  Goose,  affeded,  empty,  vain. 
The  flirilleft  of  the  cackling  train, 
With  proud  and  elevated  creft, 
Precedence  claim'd  above  the  reft. 
Says  (lie,  I  laugh  at  human  race, 
Who  fay,  geefe  hobble  in  their  pace ; 
Look  here  '.  the  fland'rous  lie  detedl ; 
Not  haughty  man  is  fo  eredl 
That  peacock  yonder  !  Lord,  how  vain 
The  creature's  of  his  gaudy  train  1 
If  both  were  flript,  I'd  pawn  my  word. 
A  goofe  would  be  the  finer  bird. 
Nature,  to  hide  her  own  defeds, 
Her  bungled  work  with  finery  decks; 
Were  geefe  fet  off  with  half  that  fhow, 
Would  men  admire  the  peacock  ?   No. 

Thus  vaunting,  crofs  the  mead  (he  ftalks, 
The  cackling  breed  attend  her  walks; 
The  fun  ihot  down  his  noon-tide  beams, 
The  fvi^ans  were  fporting  in  the  ftreams; 
Their  fnowy  plr.mes,  and  ftately  pride 
Provt  k'd  her  fpleen.   Why  there,  Ihe  cry'd, 
Again,  what  arrogrance  we  fee  1 
Thofe  creatures  !  how  they  mimic  me  I 
Shall  every  fowl  the  waters  (kim, 
Becaufe  we  geefe  are  known  to  fwim  ? 

Humility  they  foon  fhall  learn, 
And  their  emptinefs  difcern. 

So  faying,  with  extended  wings, 

Lightly  upon  the  wave  Ihe  fprings; 

Her  bofom  fwells.  fhe  fpreads  her  plumes, 

And  the  fwan's  ftately  creft  affumes. 

Contempt  and  mockery  enfu'd. 

And  burfts  of  laughter  ftiook  the  flood. 
A  fwan,fuperior  to  the  reft. 

Sprung  forth,  and  thus  the  fool  addrefs'd. 
Conceited  thing,  elate  .with  pride  ! 

Thy  affedlation  all  deride  ; 

Thcfe  airs  thy  awkwardnefs  impart. 

And  fhow  thee  plainly,  as  thou  art. 

Among  rhy  equals  of  the  fiock. 

Thou  hadft  eicap'd  the  public  mock. 

And  as  thy  parts  to  good  conrluce, 

Been  deem'd  an  honeft  hobbling  goofe. 
Learn  hence  to  ftudy  wifdom's  rules; 

Know,  foppery's  the  pride  of  fools ; 

And  ftriving  nature  to  conceal. 

You  only  her  defeds  reveal. 

FABLE  VIIL 

THE  LAWYER    AND    JUSTICE. 

Love  '.  thou  divineft  good  below. 
Thy  pure  delights  few  mortals  know  '. 
Our  rebel  hearts  thy  fway  difown, 
While  tyrant  luft  ulurps  thy  throne. 

The  bounteous  God  of  nature  made 
The  fexes  for  each  other's  aid, 
Their  mutual  talents  to  empl.iy. 
To  lefTen  ills,  and  heighrer.  joy. 
To  weaker  woman  he  aflign'd 
That  foft'ning  goodnefs  of  mind, 


That  can,  by  fympathy,  impart 

Its  likenefs  to  the  rougheft  heart. 

Her  eyes  with  magic  pow'r  endu'd, 

To  fire  the  dull,  and  awe  the  rude. 

His  rofy  fingers  on  her  face 

Shed  lavifh  every  blooming  grace, 

And  ftamp'd  (perfevilion  to  difplay) 

His  mildtft  image  on  her  clay, 

Man,  aflive,  refolute,  ahd  bold, 
He  falhion'd  in  a  different  mould. 
With  ufeful  arts  his  mind  ir.form'd, 
His  breaft  with  nobler  pafli:-ns  warfr.'d; 
He  gave  him  knowledge,  tatte  and  fenfe. 
And  courage,  for  the  fair's  deftnce. 
Her  frame,  refiftlefs  to  each  wrong, 

demands  protedlion  from  the  iLrong; 
To  man  ftie  files,  when  fear  alarms. 
And  claims  the  temple  of  his  ar  ms. 
By  nature's  author  thus  deciar'd 
The  woman's  fov  reign,  and  her  guard. 
Shall  man,  by  treach'rous  wiles,  invade 
The  weaknefs  he  was  meant  to  aid? 
While  beauty,  given  to  iriipire 
ProteiSing  love,  and  foft  defire, 
Lights  up  a  wild-fire  in  the  hearf. 
And  to  its  own  breaft  points  the  dart. 
Becomes  the  fpoiler's  bafe  pretence 
To  triumph  over  innocence  ? 

The  wolf,  that  tears  the  tim'rous  flieep. 
Was  never  fet  the  fold  to  keep  ; 
Nor  was  the  tiger,  or  the  pard 
Meant  the  benighted  trav'iler's  guard; 
But  man,  the  wildeft  beaft  of  prey. 
Wears  friendfhip's  femblance,  to  betray; 
His  ftrength  againft  the  weak  employs. 
And  where  he  fhould  proted,  deftroys. 

Past  twelve  o'clock,^the  watcTiman  cry'd. 
His  brief  theftudious  lawyer  ply'd; 
The  all-prevailing  fee  lay  nigh. 
The  earneft  of  to  nxorrow's  lie. 
Sudden  the  furious  winds  arife, 
The  jarring  cafement  fhatter'd  flies; 
1  he  doors  admit  a  hollow  found, 
And  rattling  from  their  hinges  bound; 
When  Juftice,  in  a  blaze  of  light. 
Reveal  d  her  radiant  form  to  fight. 
,  The  wretch  with  thrilling  horror  fliook, 
Loofe  every  joint,  and  pale  his  look; 
Not  having  feen  her  in  the  courts. 
Or  found  her  mention'd  in  reports, 
He  afk'd,  with  fault'ring  tongue,  her  name, 
Her  errand  there,  and  whence  (he  came  ? 
Sternly  the  white -rob'd  Shade  reply'd, 
(A  crimtor  glow  her  vifage  dy'd) 
Canft  thou  be  doubtful  who  I  am  .' 
Is  Juftice  grown  fo  ftrange  a  name  .' 
Were  not  your  courts  for  Juftice  rais'dj 
'Twas  there,  of  old,  my  altars  blaz'd. 
My  guardian  thee  did  I  eledl. 
My  facred  temple  to  proteft, 
That  thou,  and  all  thy  venal  tribe 
Should  fpurn  the  goddefs  for  the  bribe  ? 
Aloud  the  ruin'd  client  cries, 
Juftice  has  neither  cars,  nor  eyes ; 
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In  foul  alHaflce  with  the  bar, 

'Gainft  me  the  judge  denounces  war. 

And  rarely  iffues  his  decree, 

But  with  intent  to  bafflf  me.  , 

She  paus'd    Her  breaft  with  fury  burn'd, 
TThe  trembling  lawyer  thus  return'd. 

1  owe  the  charge  is  juftly  laid, 
And  weak  th'  excufe  that  can  be  made ; 
Yet  fearch  the  fpacious  globe,  and  fee 
If  all  mankind  are  not  like  me 

The  gown-man,  {kill'd  in  Romifli  lieg, 
By  faith's  falfe  ghfs  deludes  our  eyes ; 

0  cr  confcience  rides  without  controul, 
And  robs  the  man  to  fave  his  foul. 

The  doflor,  with  important  face. 
By  fly  defign,  miftakep  the  cafe  ; 
Prei'cribes,  and  fpins  out  the  dfe^fe. 
To  trick  the  patient  of  his  fees. 

The  foldier.  rorgh  with  many  a  fear, 
And  red  with  flaughter,  leads  the  war  ; 
!f  he  a  nation's  truft  betray, 
The  foe  ha*  ofFcr'd  d  uble  pay. 

When  vice  o'er  all  mankind  prevails, 
And  weighty  int"re(l  turns  the  fcales, 
"MvQ.  I  be  better  than  the  reft, 
And  harbour  juftice  in  my  breafl  ? 
On  one  fide  only  take  the  fee, 
Content  with  poverty  and  thee  ? 

Then  blind  to  fenfe,  and  vile  of  mind, 
Th'  exafperated  Shade  rejoin'd. 
If  virtue  from  the  world  is  flown. 
Will  others'  frauds  excufe  thy  own  ? 
Por  fickly  fouls  the  f  rieft  wa«  made ; 
Phyficians,  for  the  body's  aid  ;  < 

The  foldier  guarded  liberty  ; 
!Man  woman,  and  the  lawyer  me. 
If  all  are  faithlefs  to  their  truft, 
They  leave  not  thee  the  lefs  unjuft. 
Henceforth  your  pleadings  I  difclaim, 
And  bar  the  fandlion  of  my  name  ; 
Within  your  court*  it  fhall  be  read. 
That  juftice  from  the  law  is  fled. 

She  fpoke  ;  and  hid  in  fhades  her  face 
Till  Hardwicke  footh'd  her  into  grace. 

FABLE  TX. 

THE  FARMER,  THE   SPANIEL,  AND  THE  CAT, 

Wht  knits  my  dear  her  angry  brow  ? 
What  rude  offence  alarms  you  now  ? 

1  faid,  that  Delia's  fair,  'tis  true. 
But  did  1  fay  ftie  equall'd  you  ? 
Can't  I  another's  face  commend. 
Or  to  her  virtues  be  a  friend. 
But  inftantly  your  forehead  lours. 
As  if  her  merit  lefTcn'd  yours? 
from  female  envy  never  free. 
All  muft  be  blind,  becaufe  you  fee. 

Survey  the  gardens,  fields,  and  bow'rg, 
The  buds,  the  bloflbms,  and  the  flow'rs. 
Then  tell  me  where  the  woodbine  grows, 
'I'hat  vies  in  fvveetnefb  with  the  rofe  ? 
Or  where  the  lily's  (nowy  white. 
That  throws  fuch  beauties  on  the  fight  J 
Yet  folly  is  it  to  declare. 
That  thcfe  are  neither  fweet,  nor  fair. 


The  cryftal  fliines  with  fainter  *ay?. 
Before  the  di'mond's  brighter  blaze  ; 
And  fops  will  fay,  the  di'mond  dies. 
Before  the  luftre  of  your  eyes : 
But  I,  who  deal  in  truth,  deny 
That  neither  ftiiae  when  yr>u  are  by. 

When  zephyrs  o'er  the  blofl'oms  llray, 
And  fweets  along  the  air  convey, 
Sha'n't  I  tlie  fragrant  brreze  inhale, 
Becaufe  you  breathe  a  fweeter  gale  ? 

Sweet  arc  the  flow'rs,  that  deck  the  field  ;^ 
Sweet  is  the  fmell  the  bloflbms  yield  ; 
^w.eet  is  the  fummer  gale  that  blows; 
And  r-,veet,  though  fweeter  you,  the  rofe, 

Shaii  envy  then  torment  your  breaft. 
If  you  are  lovelier  than  the  reft  ? 
For  while  I  give  to  each  her  duc> 
By  praifing  them  I  flatter  you  ; 
And  praifing  moft,  !  ftill  declare 
You  faireft,  where  the  reft  are  fair. 

As  at  his  board  a  farmer  fate, 
Replenifti'd  by  his  homely  treat, 
His  fav'rite  fpaniel  near  him  flood, 
And  with  his  mafter  ftiar'd  the  food ; 
The  crackling  bones  his  jaws  devour'd. 
His  lapping  tongue  the  trenchers  fcour'd  J' 
'Till  fated  now,  fupinc  he  lay. 
And  fiior'd  the  rifing  fumes  away. 

The  hungry  cat,  in  turn,  drew  near. 
And  humbly  crav'd  a  fervant's  fhare; 
Her  modeft  worth  the  mafter  knew. 
And  ftraight  the  fatt'ning  m.irfel  threw: 
Enrag'd  the  fnarling  cur  awoke, 
And  thus,  with  fpiteful  envy,  fpoke. 

They  only  claim  a  right  to  eat. 
Who  earn  by  fer  vices  their  meat. 
Me,  zeal  and  irduftry  inflame 
To  fcour  the  fields,  and  fpring  the  game  j- 
Or,  plunging  in  the  wint'ry  wave. 
For  man  the  wounded  bird  to  fave. 
With  watchful  dili.3;ence  I  keep 
From  prowling  wolves,  his  fleecy  flieep; 
At  home  his  midnight  hours  fecure. 
And  drive  the  robber  from  the  door. 
For  this,  his  breaft  with  kindnefs  glows  j 
For  this,  his  hand  the  food  beftows ; 
And  fliall  thy  indolence  impart 
A  warmer  friendfliip  to  hi-  heart. 
That  thus  he  robs  me  of  my  due. 
To  pamper  fuch  vile  things  as  you  ? 

1  own  (with  meekncfs  piifs  reply'd) 
Superior  merit  on  your  fide ; 
Nor  does  my  breaft  with  envy  fwellj 
To  find  it  recompcns'd  fo  well : 
Yet  I,  in  what  my  nature  can, 
C  .ntribute  to  the  good  of  man. 
Whofe  claws  deftroy  the  pilt'nng  moufe  ? 
Who  drives  the  vermin  from  the  houfe  ? 
Or,  watchful  for  the  lab'ring  fwain, 
From  lurking  rats  fecure-  the  grain  ? 
From  hence,  if  he  rewards  bellow. 
Why  fli(/uld  your  heart  with  gall  o'crflow? 
Why  pine  my  happii.efs  to  ke. 
Since  there's  enough  for  you  and  me  ? 

Thy  wo'ds  are  juft,  the  farmer  cry'd. 
And  Ipurn'd  the  Inailer  froai  hi  8    l<^ 
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FABLE  X. 


THE   SPIDER   AND  THE  BEE. 


The  nymph,  who  walks  the  public  ftrects* 
And  fets  her  cap  at  all  fhe  meets, 
May  catch  the  fool  who  turns  to  flare, 
But  men  of  fenfe  avoid  the  fnare. 

As  on  the  margin  of  the  flood. 
With  fiiken  line,  my  Lydia  llood« 
I  fmll'd  to  fee  the  pains  you  took,    , 
To  cover  o'er  the  fraudful  hook. 
Along  the  foreft  as  we  flray'd, 
You  faw  the  boy  his  lime-twigs  fpread; 
puefs'd  you  the  reafon  of  his  fear, 
Left,  heedlefs,  we  approach'd  too  near  ? 
For  as  behind  the  bu(h  we  lay. 
The  linnet  flutter'd  on  the  fpray. 

Needs  there  fuch  caution  to  delude 
The  fcaly  fry,  and  feather'd  brood  i 
And  think  you,  with  inferior  art. 
To  captivate  (he  human  heart  ? 

The  maid,  who  modeftly  conceals 
Her  beauties,  while  flie  hides,  reveals. 
Give  but  a  glimpfe,  and  fancy  draws 
Whatever  the  Grecian  Venus  was. 
From  Eve's  firft  fig-leaf  to  brocade. 
All  drefs  was  meant  for  fancy's  aid, 
Which  evermore  delighted  dwells 
ttn  what  the  bafliful  nymph  conceals. 

When  Cselia  flruts  in  man's  attire, 
She  fhows  too  much  to  raife  defire; 
But  from  the  hoop's  bewitching  round, 
Her  very  fhoe  has  power  to  wound. 

The  roving  eye,  the  bofom  bare, 
The  forward  laugh,  the  wanton  air, 
May  catch  the  fop  ;  for  gudgeons  flrike 
At  the  bare  hook,  and  bail,  alike  ; 
While  falmon  play  regardlefs  by. 
Till  art,  like  nature,  forms  the  fly. 

Beneath  a  peafant's  homely  thatch, 
A  fpider  long  had  held  her  watch ; 
From  morn  to  night,  with  reftlefs  care. 
She  fpun  her  web,  and  wove  her  fnare. 
Within  the  limits  of  her  reign, 
Lay  many  a  heedlefs  captive  flain, 
Or  flutt'ring,  ftniggled  in  the  toils, 
To  burft  the  chains,  and  fhun  her  wiles, 

A  flraying  bee,  that  perch'd  hard  by. 
Beheld  her  with  difdainful  eye, 
And  thus  began.  Mean  thing,  give  o'er, 
And  lay  thy  flender  threads  no  more  ^ 
A  thoughtlefs  fly  or  two,  at  mofl. 
Is  all  the  conqueft  thou  canft  boaft ; 
For  bees  of  fcnfe  thy  arts  evade, 
We  fee  fo  plain  the  nets  are  laid. 

The  gaudy  tuUp,  thus  difplays 
Her  fpreading  foliage  to  the  gaze  ; 
That  points  her  charms  at  all  fhe  fees, 
And  yields  to  every  wanton  breeze, 
Attraifls  not  me;   where  blufhing  grows, 
Guarded  with  thorns,  the  modeft  rofe, 
Enamour'd,  round  and  round  I  flv^ 
Or  pn  her  fiagrunt  bofom  lie  4 


Reludtant,  fhe  my  ardour  meets, 
And  bafhful,  renders  up  her  fweets. 

To  wifer  head''  attention  lend. 
And  learn  thi«  lelTon  from  a  friend. 
She,  who  with  modefty  retires, 
Adds  fuel  to  her  lover's  fires, 
While  fuch  incautious  jilts  as  you, 
By  folly  your  own  fchemes  undo, 

FABLE  XI. 

THE  YOUNG  LION  AND  THE  APB. 

'Tis  true,  I  blame  your  lover's  choice. 
Though  flatter'd  by  the  public  voice. 
And  peevilh  grow,  and  fick,  to  hear 
His  exclamations,  O  how  fair ! 
[  liften  not  to  wild  delights. 
And  tranfports  of  expetited  nights : 
What  is  to  me  your  hoard  of  charms 
The  whitenefs  of  your  neck  and  arms 
Needs  there  no  acquifition  more. 
To  keep  contention  from  the  door  ? 
Yes ;  pafs  a  fortnight,  and  you'll  find. 
All  beauty  cloys,  but  of  the  mind. 

Senfe  and  good  humour  ever  prove 
The  fureft  cords  to  fallen  love. 
Yet,  Phillls,  fimplefl  of  your  fex. 
You  never  think  but  to  perplex. 
Coquetting  it  with  every  ape 
That  ftruts  abroad  in  human  fhape; 
Not  that  the  coxcomb  is  your  taile. 
But  that  it  flings  your  lover's  breafl  f 
To  morrow  you  refign  the  fway, 
Prepar'd  to  honour,  and  obey. 
The  tyiWBt-miftrefs  change  for  life. 
To  the  fubmifTion  of  a  wife. 

Your  follies,  if  you  can,  fufpend. 
And  learn  inftru6lion  from  a  friend, 

Reludlant,  hear  the  firft  addrefs. 
Think  often,  ere  you  anfwer,  yes; 
But  once  refolv'd,  throw  off  difguife, 
And  wear  your  wifiiea  in  your  eyes. 
With  caution  every  look  forbear, 
That  might  create  one  jealous  fcar» 
A  lover's  ripening  hopes  confound, 
Or  give  the  gen'rous  breaft  a  wound. 
Contemn  the  girlilh  arts  to  teaze. 
Nor  ufe  your  pow'r,  unlefs  to  pleafe; 
For  fools  alone  with  rigour  fway. 
When  foon,  or  late,  they  muft  obey.  — , 

The  king  of  brutes,  in  life's  decline, 
Refolv'd  dominion  to  refign ; 
The  beafts  were  fummon'd  to  appear, 
And  bend  before  the-royal  heir. 
They  came  ;  a  day  was  fix'd ;  the  crowij 
Before  their  future  monarch  bow'd. 

A  dapper  monkey,  pert  and  vain, 
Stepp'd  forth,  and  thus  addrefs'd  the  train. 

Why  cringe  my  friends  with  flavifh  awe, 
Before  this  pageant  king  of  ftraw  ? 
Shall  we  anticipate  the  hour. 
And  ere  we  feel  it,  own  his  pow'r  J 
The  counfels  of  experience  prize, 
\  ^ow  tlje  maxipw  of  the  wifa  j  .  .V 
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Subjeftion  let  us  cad  away, 
And  live  the  monarchs  of  today  ; 
'Tis  ours  the  vacant  hand  to  fpnrn, 
And  play  the  tyrant  each  in  turn. 
So  fliall  he  right  from  wrong;  difcern, 
And  mercy  from  opprcffion  learn  ; 
At  others'  woes  he  taught  to  melt. 
And  lothe  the  ills  hinifelf  has  felt. 

He  fpoke  ;  his  bofom  fwell'd  with  pride. 
The  youthful  lion  thus  repiy'd. 

What  madntfs  prompts  thee  to  provoke 
My  wrath,  and  dare  th'  impending  ftroke  ? 
Thou  wretched  fool  !   can  wrongs  impart 
Compaffion  to  the  feeling  heart? 
Or  teach  the  grateful  bread  to  glow. 
The  hand  to  give,  or  eye  to  flow  } 
Learn'd  in  the  pradtice  of  their  fchools. 
From  women  thou  haft  drawn  thy  rules  ; 
To  them  return ;  in  fuch  a  caufe, 
From  only  fuch  expert  applaufe  ; 
The  partial  fex  I  not  condemn, 
For  liking  thofe,  who  copy  them. 

Would'ft  thou  the  gen'rons  lion  bind, 
By  kindnefs  bribe  him  to  be  kind ; 
Good  offices  their  likenefs  get, 
And  paym-Tt  Icffbns  not  their  debt; 
With  multiplying  hand  he  gives 
The  good,  from  others  he  receives : 
Or  for  the  bad  makes  fair  return, 
And  pays,  with  int'reft,  fcorn  for  fcom. 

FABLE  Xir. 

TUE    COLT    AND    TUE    FARMER. 

Tell  me,  Corinna,  if  you  can. 
Why  fo  averfe,  fo  coy  to  man  ? 
r)id  nature,  lavilh  of  her  care. 
From  her  beft  pattern  form  you  fair. 
That  you,  ungrateful  to  her  caufe, 
Should  mock  her  gifts,  and  fpurn  her  laws  ? 
And  mifer-like,  withhold  ihat  ftore. 
Which   by  imparting,  i  Itffes  more? 

Beauty  s  a  gift,  by  heav'n  afGgn'd, 
The  portion  otthe  fcaiaie  ki;id  ; 
For  this  tl-e  yielding  maid  demands 
ProteAion  at  her  lover's  hands ; 
And  though  by  wafting  years  it  fade. 
Remembrance  tells  hiai,  once  'was  paid. 
'   And  will  you  then  this  wealth  conceal. 
For  age  to  ruft,  or  time  to  fteal  ? 
The  fummer  of  your  youth  to  rove, 
A  flrangtr  to  the  joys  of  love  ? 
Then,  when  life's  winter  haftens  on. 
And  youth's  fair  heritage  is  gone, 
Dow'rlcfs  to  court  fome  peafant's  arms. 
To  guard  your  wither'd  age  from  harms ; 
No  gratitude  to  warm  his  nreaft, 
For  blooming  beauty,  once  p-'flcfi'd  ; 
How  will  you  curfe  that  ftubhorn  pride. 
Which  drove  vour  bark  acrofs  the  tide. 
And  failing  before  folly's  wind. 
Left  fenfe  and  ha.  pinefs  behind  ? 

Corinna,  left  thcfe  whims  prevail. 
To  fuch  as  you,  1  write  my  talc.        , 


A  COLT,  for  blood,  and  mettled  fpeed. 
The  choiCeft  of  the  running  breed, 
Of  youthful  flrcngth,  and  beauty  vain, 
Refus'd  fubjedtion  to  the  rein. 
In  vain  the  groom's  officious  fkill 
Oppos'd  his  pride,  and  check'd  his  vriH; 
In  vain  the  matter's  forming  care 
Rcftrain'd  with  threats,  or  fioth'd  with  pray'r; 
Of  freedom  proud,  and  fcorning  man, 
Wild  o'er  the  fpacious  plains  he  ran. 

Where'er  luxuriant  nature  fpread 
Her  flow'ry  carpet  o'er  the  mead, 
ipr  bubbling  ftreams  foft-gliding  pafs, 
To  cool  and  freftien  up  the  grafs, 
Difdaining  bounds,  he  cropp'd  the  bladCj 
And  wanton'd  in  the  fpoil  he  made. 

In  plenty  thus  the  fummer  pafs'd, 
Revolving  winter  came  at  laft  ; 
The  trees  no  more  a  fhelter  yield, 
The  verdure  withers  from  the  field, 
Perpetual  fnows  inveft  the  ground, 
[n  icy  chains  the  ftreams  are  bound  ; 
Cold,  nipping  winds,  and  rattling  hail. 
His  lank,  unflielter'd  fides  alTail. 

As  round  he  caft  his  rueful  eyes. 
He  faw  the  thatch'd-roof  cottage  rife  ; 
The  profpeift  tnuch'd  his  heart  with  cheer. 
And  promis'd  kind  deliv'rancc  near. 
A  ftable,  erft  his  fcorn  and  hate. 
Was  now  became  his  wifh'd  retreat ; 
His  paflion  cool,  his  pride  forgot, 
A  farmer's  welcome  yarn  he  fought. 

The  mafter  faw  his  woeful  plight. 
His  limbs,  that  totter'd  with  his  weight. 
And  t'liendly,  to  the  liable  led, 
And  faw  him  licter'd,  drefs'd,  and  fed. 
In  flothful  eafe,  all  night  he  lay; 
rhe  fervants  rofe  at  break  of  day  ; 
The  market  calls.     Along  the  road. 
His  back  mull  bear  the  pond'rous  load  ; 
In  vain  he  ftruggles,  or  complains, 
Inciftai'.t  blows  reward  his  pains, 
ro -morrow  varies  but  his  toil; 
Chaiti'd  to  the  plough,  he  breaks  the  foil ; 
While  fcanty  meals,  at  night  repay 
The  painful  labours  of  the  day. 

Subdu'd  by  toil,  with  anguifh  rent. 
His  felf-upbraidings  found  a  vent. 
Wretch  that  I  am  !   he  fighing  faid,  ' 

i>y  arrogance  and  folly  led, 
Had  but  my  reftive  youth  been  brought 
To  learn  the  lefibn  nature  taught. 
Then  had  I,  like  my  fires  of  yore. 
The  prize  from  every  courfer  bore; 
While  man  beftow'd  rewards  and  praife. 
And  females  crown'd  my  latter  days. 
Now  lafting  fervitude's  my  lot, 
Mv  birth  contemn'd,  my  fpeed  forgot, 
Doom'd  am  I ,  foi  my  pride,  to  bear 
A  living  death,  from  year  to  year. 

FABLE  XIII. 

THE   OWL  AND  THE   NIGHllNGALE. 

To  know  the  miftrcfs'  humour  ri^ht, 
See  if  her  maids  are  clean  and  tight ; 
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If  Betty  waits  without  her  Hays, 

She  copies  but  her  latiy's  ways. 

When  mifs  comes  in  with  boift'rous  fliout, 

And  drops  no  curtfy  going  out, 

Depend  upon't,  mamma  is  one, 

Who  reads,  or  drink;'  too  much  alone. 

If  bottled  beer  her  thirft  alTuage, 
She  feels  enthuQaftic  rage, 
And  burns  with  ardour  to  inherit 
The  gifts  and  workings  of  the  fpirlt. 
If  learning  crack  her  giddy  brains. 
No  remedy,  but  death,  remains. 
Sum  up  the  various  ills  of  life, 
And  all  are  fweet  to  fuch  a  wife. 
At  home,  fuperior  wit  fhe  vaunts, 
And  twits  her  hulband  with  his  wants; 
Her  ragged  offspring  all  around. 
Like  pigs,  are  wallowing  on  the  ground  : 
Impatient  ever  of  controul. 
She  knows  no  order,  but  of  foul  ; 
With  books  her  litter'd  floor  is  fpread, 
Of  namelefs  authors,  never  read  ; 
Foul  linen,  petticoats,  and  lace 
Fill  up  the  intermediate  fpace. 
Abroad,  at  vifitings,  her  tongue 
Is  never  (fill,  and  always  wrong  ; 
All  meanings  fhe  defines  away. 
And  flands,  v/ith  truth  and  fenfe,  at  bay. 
^    If  e'er  fhe  meets  a  gentle  heart, 
SkiU'd  in  the  houfewife's  ufeful  art, 
Who  makes  her  family  her  care. 
And  builds  contentment's  temple  there. 
She  flarts  at  fuch  millakes,  in  nature. 
And  cries,  Lord  help  us !  what  a  creature  ! 

Meliffa,  if  the  moral  flrike, 
You'll  find  the  fable  not  unlike. 

An  owl,  puff'd  up  with  felf- conceit, 
Lov'd  learning  better  than  his  meat ; 
Old  manufcript!-  he  treaiur'd  up. 
And  rummag'd  every  grocers  fhop  ; 
At  paftry-cooks  was  known  to  ply, 
And  flrip,  for  fcience,  every  pye. 
For  modern  poetry,  and  wit. 
He  had  read  all  that  Biackmnre  writ; 
So  intimate  with  Curl  was  gr'iwn. 
His  learned  treafurei  were  his  own  ; 
To  all  his  authors  had  accefs, 
And  fometimes  would  corredl  the  prefs. 
In  logic  he  acquir'd  Aich  knowledge, 
You'd  fwear  him  fellow  of  a  college  ; 
Alike  to  every  art  and  fcience, 
His  daring  genius  bid  defiance. 
And  fwallow'd  wifdom  with  that  hafle, 
That  cits  do  cuflards  at  a  feaft. 

Within  the  llielter  of  a  wood. 
One  ev'ning,  as  he  mufing  {lood, 
Hard  by,  upon  a  leafy  fpray, 
A  nightingale  began  his  lay. 
Sudden  he  ftarts,  with  anger  ftunjf. 
And,  fcreeching,  interrupts  the  fong. 

Pert,  bufy  thing,  thy  airs  give  o'er, 
And  let  my  contemplations  foar. 
What  is  the  mufic  of  thy  voice. 
But  jarring  diffonance,  and  noife  I 
*  6 


Be  wife.     True  harmony,  thou'lt  find, 
Not  in  the  throat,  but  in  the  mind ; 
By  empty  chirping  not  attain'd. 
But  by  laborious  fludy  gain'd. 
Go  read  the  authors  Pope  explodes. 
Fathom  the  depth  of  Gibber's  odes. 
With  modern  plays  improve  thy  wit. 
Read  all  the  learning  Henley  writ ; 
And,  if  thou  needs  mufl  fuig,  fing  then. 
And  emulate  the  ways  of  men  ; 
So  fiialt  thou  grow,  like  me,  refin'd, 
And  bring  improvement  to  thy  kind. 

.  Thou  wretch,  the  little  warbler  cry'd. 
Made  up  of  ignorance  and  pride, 
Alk  all  the  birds,  and  they'll  declare, 
A  greater  blockhead  wings  not  air. 
Read  o'er  thyfelf,  thy  talents  fcan. 
Science  was  only  meant  for  man. 
No  ufelefs  authors  we  moleft, 
I  mind  the  duties  of  my  neft  ; 
With  careful  wing  protedl  my  young. 
And  cheer  their  ev'nings  with  a  fong. 

Thus,  following  nature,  and  her  laws, 
From  men  and  birds  i  claim  applaufe; 
While  nurs'd  in  pedantry  and  floth. 
An  owl  is  fcorn'd  alike  by  both. 

FABLE  XIV. 

THE  TEMPLE  OF  UYMEN*. 

As  on  my  couch  fupine  I  lay, 
Like  others,  dreaming  life  away  ; 
JVlethought,  expanded  to  my  fight, 
A  temple  rear'd  its  (lately  height. 
All  ready  built,  without  omitting 
One  ornament,  for  temples  fitting. 

Large  look'd  the  pile,  fublime  and  fair ; 
But  "  Who  the  Godhead  worfliip'd  there  ?" 
This  to  inquire,  appearing  meet, 
Imagination  lent  me  feet, 
And  thither,  without  further  cavil, 
1  fairly  undertook  to  travel. 

At  once,  in  bripht  proceffion  fpied. 
The  female  world  was  at  my  fide, 
Mingled,  like  many  colour'd  patterns, 
Nymphs,  mes  dames,  trollops,  belles,  and  datterns, 
From  point,  and  faucy  ermine,  down 
To  the  plain  coif,  and  ruffet  gov/n  ; 
All,  by  inquiry  as  I  found. 
On  one  important  errand  bound. 

Their  van,  to  either  tropic  fpread. 
Forerunning  expedlation  led; 
Plcafure  the  female-flandard  bore, 
A.id  youth  dancd  lightly  on  before ; 
While  prudence,  judgment,  fenfe,  and  taflc, 
The  few  directing  virtues,  placed 

*  This  and  the  three  follozuing  Fables  -were  ivrltten 
by  Henry  Brooke,  Efq.,  author  of  "  Gnjlavus  Vafa^'. 
the  Earl  of  EJfex,  "  Fool  of  ^lality ,''  l^c.  The  three 
lajl  ivere  originally  printed  in  IVloores  Fables.  The 
frjl  is  inferted  in  this  frefer.t  edition,  from  Broole'f 
"  Plays  and  Poems"  8vo.  I778,  <w  a  fuital/U  compa- 
nion to  the  rejl. 
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To  form  and  guide  a  woman's  mind, 
Difcarded,  figh'd  and  flunk  behind. 

At  length,  in  jubilee,  arriving, 
Where  dw«lt  the  jolly  god  of  wiveing. 
All  preft;  promifcuoiifljr  to  enter, 
Nor  once  refledted  on  the  venture. 
But  here,  the  mufe,  affefting  flate, 
Beckon'd  her  clamoroub  fex  to  wait, 
Left;  fuch  a  rendezvous  Ihould  hinder 
To  fay  what  pad,  the  while,  within  door. 

Againft  the  portal,  full  in  fight, 
His  fable  vefture  ftarr'd  like  night, 
High  thron'd  upon  an  ebon  feat, 
Beneath  a  canopy  of  ftate, 
That  o'er  his  duiky  temples  nodded, 
Was  fi>.'d  the  matrimonial  godhead. 

Low  at  his  feet,  in  pomp  difplay'd, 
The  world's  colkfted  wealth  was  laid  : 
Where  bags  of  mammon,  pil'd  around, 
And  chefts  on  chefts,  o'erwhelm'd  the  ground, 
With  bills,  bonds,  parchments,  the  appointers 
Of  doweries,  fettlements,  and  jointurts  ; 
From  whence,  in  juft  proportion  weigh'd, 
And  down,  by  fpecial  tail,  convey'd, 
The  future  progenies  inherit 
Tafte,  beauty,  virtue,  fenfe,  and  merit. 

Whatever  titles  here  may  fuit  us 
,  For  this  fame  god,  Hymen,  or  Plutus, 
Who,  from  his  trade  of  a  gold-finder. 
Might  now  become  a  marriage-binder. 
And,  haply,  ufe  that  precious  metal 
To  lolder  fexes,  like  a  kettle  ; 
No  earthly  god,  in  my  opinion, 
Claim'd  fuch  an  abfolute  dominion. 

To  prove  his  right  to  adoration 
Through  every  age,  and  every  nation, 
Around  the  fpacious  dome,  difplay'd 
By  many  a  fabled  light  and  (hade, 
Was  emblematically  told 
The  great  omnipotence  of  gold. 

And  firft.  in  yonder  panel  feen, 
A  lad,  call'd  Paris,  ftrolled  the  green, 
Poor,  hungry,  witlefs  and  dejedled. 
By  country,  and  by  kin,  negledled  ; 
Till  f  Ttune,  as  (he  crols'd  the  plain, 
Concciv'd  a  crotchet  in  her  brain, 
And,  laughing  at  the  bafhful  blockhead, 
Took  a  huge  pippin  from  her  pocket, 
Of  the  true  glittering  tempting  kind. 
And  gold  throughout  from  core  to  rind; 
Thi^,  in  a  vi'him,  the  dame  beflow'd, 
Then  fmiling,  turn'd,  and  went  her  road. 

The  neighbours,  now,  when  fame  had  fhown 
The  youth  had  got  the  fummum  bonum,         ['em 
From  many  a  hut  and  hamlet  crowd, 
And  duly  at  his  levy  bow'd. 
His  reputation  fpreads  apace — 
O,  fuch  a  ftiape,  and  fuch  a  face  ! 
His  mouth  he  opens,  and  they  fwear 
The  Delphic  oracle  is  there. 

Now,  fee  the  king  of  Troy  afpire 
To  be  the  wealthy  Ihepherd's  fire. 
For  him,  the  brigliteft  nymphs  contended  ; 
To  him,  three  goddcfles  delcended, 
And  fli'iw'd,  in  fair  and  open  day, 
"Wheti,  honour,  wit,  and  beauty  lay, 


O'er  which,  our  poem,  to  Conceal 
From  vulgar  optics,  drops  a  veil. 

In  the  next  panel,  you  difcover 
Olympic  Jove,  that  thundering  lover, 
Who,  charm"d  with  old  Acrifius'  daughter. 
In  many  a  fbape  had  vainly  fought  her, 
And  run  the  round  of  all  his  tricks. 
Yet  (lill  was  doubtful  where  to  fix  ; 
Till,  by  fome  wifer  head  inclin'd, 
To  call  his  bluftenng  bolt  behind, 
His  duller  light'ningto  withhold. 
And  wear  the  brighter  form  of  gold, 
He  took  the  hint,  he  ftorm'd  the  tower, 
And  dropt  in  yon  omnific  Ihower. 

In  the  next  board,  the  tale  fo  common  isj> 
'Twixt  Atalanta  and  Hippomenes, 
I  (hall  but  flightly  flop  a  minute^ 
To  drop  one  obfervation  in  it ; 
Remarking,  that  howe'er  prefer'd  to 
Their  fex,  for  many  a  courfe  in  virtue, 
The  bright  allurement,  well  applied, 
May  tempt  good  nymphs  to  turn  afide. 

Next,  Lybia's  gulden  orchard  grew 
Blooming  temptation  to  the  view, 
In  which  a  dragon,  call'd  the  Law, 
Kept  confcientious  fools  in  awe  : 
Yet,  power  fuperior  to  the  crime, 
And  tall  ambition  flcill'd  to  climb, 
With  traitors  of  a  new  invention. 
Who  fell  their  country  for  a  penflon, 
Through  many  a  thicket  won  their  way. 
And  fpoil'd  the  grove,  and  fliar'd  the  prey 

On  the  fame  golden  fyftem  laid. 
The  world  was  in  the  fifth  difplay'd  : 
I'he  earth  a  golden  axis  turn'd  ; 
The  heavens,  with  golden  planets,  burn'cJ.; 
A;id  thence,  as  aftrologlans  know. 
Derived  their  influence  below  : 
A  girdle,  call'd  the  zodiac,  grac'd 
I  he  glittering  round  of  nature's  wafte^ 
Whole  myftic  charm  from  gold  arifes^ 
For  this  the  CxUus  of  the  ikies  is  ; 
^nd  as  in  Homer's  works,  we  read 
(And  Homer  is  the  poet's  creed) 
Of  a  well  twiited  golden  tether. 
That  tied  the  heavens  and  earth  together. 
Such  was  the  cord,  or  fuch  the  cable. 
That  tied  the  fpheres  within  this  table  ; 
By  which,  the  artift,  underhand. 
Would  give  the  wife  to  underftand, 
That  intereft,  in  every  creature. 
Throughout  religion,  law,  and  nature, 
From  cad  to  welt,  and  pole  to  pole, 
Moves,  binds,  fufpends,  and  turns  the  whole. 

While  thus.  In  pafling  flightly  o'er,  I 
Surveyed  the  fcents  of  ancient  ftory  ; 
Or  eyed,  with  more  minute  attention. 
What  prudence  here  forbids  to  mention  ; 
The  mufe  my  flioulder  tapp'd,  to  mind  me 
Of  things  that  pafs'd,  the  while,  behind  me.- 

I  turn'd,  and  view'd,  with  deep  furpiife. 
The  phantom  that  afl^ail'd  my  eyes  : 
His  hind,;r.head  difrob'd  of  hair, 
His  faplcfs  back,  and  ftiouldcrs  bare, 
Confelt  the  wrinkles  of  a  fage 
Who  ^alt  tea  Nellors  in  his  age ; 
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Sut  clothed  before,  with  decent  grace, 
And  infant  Iwectne's  in  his  face, 
Not  Sniintheus  with  fuch  vigour  ftrung, 
Nor  blooming  Hebe  lo'fc'd  fo  young. 

On  his  left  hand  a  palette  lay, 
With  many  a  teint  ot  colom  s  gay  ; 
While,  guided  with  an  eaf^  flight. 
The  flying  pencil  graced  his  right. 

Unnumbcr'd  canvafl'es  appear'd, 
Befcre  the  moving  artifl  rtar'd. 
On  whofe  infpirittd  expanfe  he 
Exprefi  the  creatures  of  his  fancy  ; 
So  touch'd,  with  fuch  a  fwift  command, 
With  fuch  a  magic  power  of  hand,  , 

That  Nature  did  hi  rlelf  appear 
l^efs  real  than  herfcm'dance  here, 
And  not  a  mortal,  fo  betray 'd. 
Could  know  the  fubftance  frnm  the  fhade  I 

Whate'er  the  world  conceives  in  life, 
Worth  toil,  anxiety,  and  ftrife  ; 
Whate'er  by  ignorance  is  bought. 
By  niadnefs  wifh  d,  or  folly  fought, 
The  mitres,  coronets,  and  garters, 
To  which  ambition  leads  his  martyrs; 
With  every  joy,  and  toy,  that  can 
Amufc  the  various  child  of  man, 
Was  painted  here  in  many  a  fcene, 
A  trifling,  tranfient,  charming  trai-n  ' 

Awhile  I  flood,  in  thought  fufpended, 
To  gueis  what  thefe  affairs  intended  ; 
When   lo  :   the  mufe.  in  whifpers.  told, 
"  'Tis  Father  Time  whom  you  behold  ; 
"  In  part  difcovered  to  the  wife, 
"  In  part  conceal'd  from  human  eyes. 
"   A  ilave  to  yon  gold-giving  power, 
"  For  him  he  fpends  each  reftlefs  hour; 
"  The  produ(ft  of  his  toil  intends 
"  As  gifts  to  thefe  his  God  befrknds, 
"  And  paints  what  other  mortals  view 
"  As  fubflances,  though  fliades  to  you." 

tihe  ceas'd,  and  turning  to  the  fentry, 
Defired  he'd  give  the  ladies  entry; 
And  ftraig^t  the  portal  open'd  wide, 
And  in  they  delug'd  like  a  tide. 
So,  to  fome  grove  by  flrefs  of  weather, 
Fafl  flock  the  fowl  of  every  feather ; 
A  mighty,  pretty.  pra:ing  rabble, 
Like  Irisrigg'd.  and  tongu'd  like  Babel; 
Then  crow  ding  toward  the  nuptial  throne, 
By  bagsof  flrong  afradion  kncwn, 
L.OW  bending  to  their  G  d  they  bow'd. 
And  vented  thus  their  prayer  aloud  : 

"  Great  Power  !  in  whom  our  fex  confides, 
"  Who  rulefl  the  turns  of  female  tides. 
"  Who  kenfl   while  varying  fancy  ranges 
"  Through  all  its  doubles,  twirles  antt  changes, 
"  To  what  a  woman^s  heart  is  uroae, 
"    A  fccret  to  ourfclves  unknown-^— 
"  O    give  us.  give  us.  Mighty  Power  I 
"  The  wedded  joy  of  every  hour  : 
"   AfTign  thy  favourites  in  marriage, 
"    lo  coaches  ot  diflinguifh'd  carriage; 
"   To  all  the  frippery  of  drtffing 
"  A  namelefsjboundlefs,  endlels  blefTing ; 
"  To  drums,  ridottos,  fights  and  founds; 
f*  To  vifits  in  eternal  rounds ; 


"  To  card  and  counter,  rake  and  rattle  • 

"  To  the  whole  luft  of  tongue  and  tattle ; 

"  And  all  the  dear  delightful  trances 

"  Of  countiefs  frolics,  fits,  and  fancies. 

"  You've  heard,  that  men,  unpolifh'd  boors  I 

"  Lay  naughty  pafEons  at  our  dours  } 

"  'Tis  your's  to  contradivSl  the  liar, 

"   Who  are,  yourfeif,  our  chief  delire. 

"  O  then,  as  widow,  or  as  wife, 

"  To  you  we  yield  each  choice  in  life ;» 

"  Or  would  you  every  prayer  fulfil, 

"  Wed  us  O  !  wed  us,  to  our  will !" 

They  ceas'd,  and,  without  more  addition;, 
The  God  coniirm'd  their  fuil  petition  : 
1  o  Time  he.beckon'd,  and  defired 
He'd  give  the  good  each  nymph  required; 
And,  from  his  vifionary  treaiure. 
Wed  every  woman  to  her  pleafurc. 

The  firfl,  who  came,  rcfolv'd  to  fix 
Upon  a  gilded  coach  and  fix  ; 
The  fuit  was  granted  her  on  fight, 
The  nymph  with  ardour  feiz'd  her  right. 
A  wonder  !   by  pofTcflion  banifh'd. 
The  coach  and  dappled  courfcrs  vanifh'd; 
And  a  foul  waggon  held  the  fair 
Full  laden  with  a  weight  of  care  : 
She  figh'd;  her  fillers  caught  the  founds 
And  one  infulting  laugh  went  round. 

The  fecor.d  was  a  dame  of  Britain, 
Who  by  a  coronet  was  fmitten; 
With  boldncfs  fhe  advanc'd  her  claim, 
Exulting  in  fo  jud  a  flame. 
But  ah  !  where  blifs  alone  was  patent, 
What  unfu<'pe(5led  mifchief  latent  1 
The  worfl  in  all  Pandora's  box. 
Her  coriiiet  contain'd  a , 

With  this  example  in  her  eye, 
The  third,  a  widow'd  dame,  drew  nigh,j 
And  fix'd  her  fight  and  foul  together 
Upon  a  raking  hat  and  feather  ; 
Nor  figh'd  in  vain,  but  feiz'd  her  due, 
And  clafp'd  old  age  in  twenty-two. 

Thus,  through  the  difference  and  degree* 
Of  fword-knots,  mitres,  and  toupees. 
Prim  bands   pert  bobs,  and  well  hung  bladej^ 
Long  robes,  fmart  jackets,  fierce  cockades, 
'\nd  all  the  ftrnjeries  in  fafhion 
Whate'er  became  the  darling  paffion. 
The  good  for  which  they  did  importune. 
Was  ilraight  revers'd  into  misfortune  ; 
And  every  woman,  like  the  firll, 
Was,  at  her  own  entreaty,  curft. 

At  length,  was  introduced  a  fair. 
With  fuch  a  face,  and  fuch  an  air. 
As  never  was  on  earth,  I  ween, 
bave  by  poetic  organs  feen. 

With  decent  grace,  and  gentle  cheer. 
The  bright  adventurer  drew  near; 
Her  mild  approach  the  Godhead  fpied, 
A.  d,  "  Fairell."  with  a  fmile,  he  cried, 
"  If  aught  you  feek  in  Hymen's  power, 
"  Y'.u  find  him  in  a  happy  hour." 

At  this,  the  virgin,  half  amazed. 
As  round  the  fpacious  dome  fhe  gazedj 
Wirh  caution  eveiy  fymbol  eyed. 
And,  biulhing,  gracefully  replied. 
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"  If  you  are  he,  whofe  power  controuls 
"  And  knits  the  fympathy  of  fouls. 
"  Then,  whence  this  pomp  of  worthlefs  geer, 
*'  And  why  this  heap  of  counters  here  ? 
"  Is  this  vain  fhow  of  glittering  ore, 
♦'  The  blifs,  that  Hymen  has  in  ftore? 
"  Love  fees  the  folly,  with  the  glofs. 
*'  And  laughs  to  fccrn  thy  ufelefs  drofs. 

"  Where  are  the  fymbols  of  thy  reign? 
"  And  where  thy  robe  of  Tyrian  grain, 
*'  Whofe  teint,  iu  virgin-colours  dyed, 
••  Derives  its  blufhing  from  the  bride  ? 
*«  Whereis  thy  torch,  ferenely  bright, 
**  To  lovers  yielding  warmth  and  light, 
*'  That  from  the  heart  derives  its  fire, 
•*  And  only  can.  with  life,  expire  ? 

"  Will  this  unadlive  mafs  impart 
**  The  focial  feelings  of  the  heart  ? 
•'  Or  can  material  fetters'  bind 
•'  The  free  afFedions  of  the  mind  ? 
"  Through  every  age,  the  great,  the  wife, 
"  Behold  thee  with  fuperior  eyes ; 
•'  Love  fpurns  thy  treafures  with  difdain, 
"  And  virtue  flies  thy  hoftile  reign. 

"  By  love,  congenial  fouis  embrace, 
•*  Celeftial  fource  of  human  race  ! 
•*  From  whence  the  cordial  fenfe  within, 
*•  The  bofom'd  amities  of  kin, 
*'  The  call  of  nature  to  her  kind. 
"  And  all  the  tunings  of  the  mind, 
*  "  That,  winding  Heaven's  harmonious  plan, 
"  Comp'fe  the  brorherhood  of  man.'* 

She  faid,  and  gracefully  withdrew; 
Her  fteps  the  niufe  and  1  purfue. 
Along  an  unfvequented  way 
The  virgin  led,  nor  led  aftray; 
Till,  like  the  firft,  in  form  and  iize, 
A  fecond  fabric  (truck  our  eyes  : 
We  enter'd.  guided  by  the  fair. 
And  faw  a  fecond  Hymen  there. 

A  filken  robe,  of  fjffron  hue, 
About  his  decent  (houldcrs  flew; 
While  a  fair  taper's  virgin  light 
Gave  Ovid  to  his  foul  and  fight. 

Ar;  hundred  Cupids  wanton'd  round, 
Whofe  ufelefs  quivers  ilrew'd  the  ground; 
While,  carelc-fs  of  their  wonted  trade, 
They  with  thefiiniling  Graces  play'd. 

Along  the  wall's  extended  fide, 
With  taints  «f  varying  nature  dyed, 
In  needled  tapeilry,  was  told 
The  tale  of  many  a  love  of  old. 

In  groves,  thatjbreath'd  a  citron  air. 
Together  walk'd  the  wedded  pair  ; 
Or  toy'd  upon  the  vernal  ground, 
Their  beauteous  offspring  fporting  round, 
Or,  lock'd  in  fweet  embracement,  lay. 
And  flept,  and  lov'd,  the  night  away. 

There  fat  Penelope  in  teirs, 
Befieg'd,  like  I  roy,  for  ten  long  years  : 
Her  fuitor;,  in  a  neighbouring  room, 
Wait  the  long  promife  of  the  loom, 
Which  (he  defers  from  day  to  day, 
Till  death,  determin'd  to  delay. 
With  thoughts  of  lond  reme.mbrance  wrung, 
Deep  forrowin<j,  o'er  her  work  Ihe  hung ; 
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Where  in  the  fields  at  Ilium  fought, 
The  labours  of  her  lord  {he  wrought, 
The  toil,  the  duft,  the  flying  foe, 
The  rallied  hoft,  the  inllant  blow; 
Then  fighing,  trembled  at  the  view, 
Scar'd  at  the  dangers  which  fne  drew. 

There  too,  fufpended  o'er  the  wave, 
rflcione.was  fsen  to  rave, 
When,  as  the  foundering  wreck  fhe  fpied. 
She  on  her  finking  Ceyx  cried  : 
Her  Ceyx,  though  by  feas  oppreft, 
Still  bears  her  image  in  hisbreaft  ; 
And,  with  his  fondeft,  lateft  breath, 
Murmurs,  "  Alcione  !"  in  death. 

Panthea  there,  upon  a  bier,- 
Laid  the  fole  lord  of  her  defire  : 
His  limbs  were  fcatter'd  through  the  plains; 
She  join'd  and  kifs'd  the  dear  remains. 
Too  ponderous  was  her  weight  of  woe 
For  fighs  to  rife, or  tears  to  flow;     ,  ., 
On- the  lov'd  corfe  (he  fix'd  her  view, 
No  other  ufe  of 'feeing  knew; 
While  high  and  ftedfaft  as  flie  gaz'd, 
Her  fnowy  arm  a  poniard  raised. 
Nor  yet  the  defperate  weapon  ftaid, 
But  for  a  longer  look  deiay'd, 
Till,  plimg'd  within  her  beauteous  breaft. 
She  on  his  bofom  funk  to  reft. 

But,  Oh  '.  beyond  whate'er  was  told 
In  modern  tales,  or  trurhs  of  old. 
One  pair,  in  form  and  fpirjt  twin'd, 
Out-lov'd  the  loves  of  human  kind  ; 
She  Hero,  he  Leander,  nam'd, 
For  mutual  faith  as  beauty  fam'd  ! 
Their  ftory  from  its  fource  begun. 
And  to  the  fatal  period  run. 

While  bow'd  at  Cytherea's  Ihrlne, 
The  youth  adores  her  power  ditine, 
He  fees  her  blooming  prieftef--  there, 
Beyond  the  fea-born  goddefs  fair  : 
She,  as  fonie  god,  the  ftripling  eyes, 
Juft  lighted  from  his  native  flcies — 
1  he  god  whofe  chariot  guides  the  hour. 
Or  haply  love's  immortal  power. 

At  once  their  confcious  glances  fpoke 
Like  fate  the  ftrong  and  mutual  ftroke; 
Attracfted  by  a  fecret  force, 
Like  currents  meeting  in  their  courfe. 
That  thence  one  ftream  for  ever  roils. 
Together  rufli'd  their  mingling  fouls. 
Too  clofc  for  fortune  to  divide. 
For  each  was  loft  in  either  tide. 

In  vsin,  by  ruthlefs  parents  torn. 
Their  bodies  are  afunder  borne. 
And  towering  bulwarks  intervene. 
And  envious  ocean  rolls  between  ; 
Love  wings  their  letters  o'er  the  fea, 
.'\nd  kin"esmelt  the  fcalsaway. 

And  now  the  fable  night  impends, 
Leander  to  the  ftiore  defcends, 
Exults  at  the  appointed  hour,    • 
And  marks  the  figrial  on  the  tower— 
A  torch,  to  guide  the  lover's  way, 
Endear'd  beyond  the  brighteft  day  J 

At  once  he  plunges  in  the  tide  j 
His  arms  the  Hellcfpont.  divide  ; 
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The  danger  and  the  toil  he  braves, 
And  dafiies  the  contending  waves. 

While  near  and  nearer  to  his  light 
The  taper  darts  a  ruddier  light. 
Recruited  at  the  view,  he  glows  : 
Afide  the  whelming  billow  throws  : 
The  winds  and  feas  oppofe  in  vain ; 
He  fpurns,  he  mounts,  he  fkinis  the  main. 

Now  from  the  tower,  where  Hero  flood, 
And  threw  a  radiance  o'er  the  flood, 
Leaiider  in  the  deep  (he  fpied, 
And  would  have  fprung  to  join  his  fide  ; 
Howe'er,  her  wifties  make  effay. 
And  clafp  and  warm  him  on  hisway. 

The  main  is  crofs'd,  the  ftiore  isgain'd, 
The  long  wifc'd  hour  at  laft  attain'd. 
But,  lovers,  if  there  e'er  arofe 
A  pair  fo  form'd  and  fond  as  thofe,   " 
So  lov'd,  fo  beauteous,  and  fo  bleft, 
Alone  can  fpeak  or  think  the  reft  ; 
Kor  will  the  weeping  mufe  unfold 
The  clofe,  too  tragic  to  be  told  ! 

Long  were  the  loving  lift  to  name 
With  Portia's  faith,  that  fwallow'd  flame  : 
But  much  the  longer  lift  were  thofe 
Whofe  joys  were  unallay'd  by  woes; 
Whofe  blifs  no  cruel  parents  croft, 
Whofe  love  not  ages  could  exhauft, 
Where  not  a  cloud  did  intervene, 
Or  once  o'ercaft  their  bright  ferene. 
But  through  the  fummer's  day  of  life, 
The  Iiufband,  tender  as  the  wife, 
Lik.  Henry  and  his  nut-brown  maid, 
Their  faith  nor  fhaken  nor  decay'd, 
Together  ran  the  blif-ful  race. 
Together  liv'd,  and  flept  in  peace. 

Long  time  the  much  inquiring  maid 
From  ftory  on  to  ftory  ftray'd  ; 
Joy'd  in  the  joys  that  lovers  know, 
Or  wept  her  tribute  to  their  woe ; 
Till  Hymen,  with  a  placid  air. 
Approaching,  thus  addrcfs'd  the  fair  ; 

"  Hail  to  the  nymph,  whofe  facred  train 
'♦  Of  virtues  Ihall  reilore  my  reign  ! 
•'  Whate'er  the  wifhes  of  thy  foul, 
•'  But  fpeak  them,  arid  pofifeO  the  whole." 

"  7  hanks,  gentle  power,"  the  maid  reply'd; 
"  Your  bounty  fhall  be  amply  try'd. 
"  I  feek  not  titles,  rank,  or  ftate, 
"  Supcifluous  to  the  truly  great ; 
"  Nor  ye:  to  fordid  wealth  incliii'd, 
"  The  pooreft  paflion  of  the  mind  ; 
"  But,  limply  fix  d  to  nature's  plan, 
"  1  fv.vk  the  afTociate  in  the  man. 

"  Yet,  O-beware  !  for  much  depends 
"  On  what  thatfyllable  intends. 

"  Give  him  a  form  that  may  ddight 
"  My  inward  fenfe,  my  mental  fight; 
"  In  every  outward  ad:  defigc'd 
"  i  o  Ipeak an  elegance  of  mind: 

"  In  hun,by  fcitnce,  travel,  tafte, 
"  Be  nature  poliih'd,  not  defac'd ; 
"  And  fet,  a^  is  the  brilliant  f>one, 
"  To  be  with  double  luftre  fhown. 

."  Sweet  be  the  mufit  of  his  tongue, 
«  And  as  the  lyre  of  David  ftrung, 
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"  To  fleal  from  each  delighted  day 
"  AfHi(5tion,  care,  and  time,  away. 

"  Within  his  comprchciifivc  foul 
"  Let  Heaven's  harmonious  fyftcm  roll; 
"  There  let  the  great,  the  good,  the  wife, 
"  Of  fam'd  antiquity  arife, 
"  From  ev'ry  age  and  ev'ry  clime 
"  Eluding  death,  and  circling  time  ! 
"  There  let  the  facred  virtues  meet, 
"  And  range  their  known  arid  native  feat ! 
"  There  let  the  charities  unite, 
"  And  human  feelings  weep  delight'." 

"  Kind  power !  if  fuch  a  youth  you  know, 
"  He's  all  the  heaven  I  afic  below." 

So  wifh'd  the  much  afpiring  maid, 
Pale  turn'd  the  power,  and,  fighing,  faid  : 

"  Alas  '.   like  him  you  fondly  claim, 
"  Through  every  boafted  form  and  name, 
"  That  graces  nr\ture's  varying  round, 
"  A  fecond  is  not  to  be  found  I 
"  Your  fuit,  fair  crearure,  muft  mifcarry, 
"  Till  Charlemont  refolves  to  marry." 

FABLE  XV. 

THE    SPARR0\V,  AND    THE  DOVE. 

It  was,  as  learn'd  traditions  fay. 
Upon  an  April's  blithfome  day. 
When  pleafure,  ever  on  the  wing, 
Return'd,  companion  of  the  fpring. 
And  cheer'd  the  birds  with  am'rous  heat, 
InftrutSling  little  hearts  to  beat; 
A  fparrow,  frolic,  gay,  and  young. 
Of  bold  addrefs,-  and  flippant  tongu«, 
Juft  left  his  lady  of  a  night. 
Like  him,  to'  follow  new  delight. 

The  youth,  of  many  a  conqueft  vain, 
Flew  off  to  feek  the  chirping  train; 
1  tie  chirping  train  he  quickly  found. 
And  with  a  faucy  eafe,  bow'd  round. 

for  every  fhe  his  bofom  burns, 
.^nd  thi.s,  and  that  he  wooes  by  turns  ; 
Avd  here  a  figh,  and  there  a  bill, 
And  here — thofe  eyes,  fd  form'd  to  kill  2 
And  now,  with  ready  tongue,  he  firings 
Unmeaning,  foft,  reaftlefs  thing?; 
With  VOWS,  and  demrat's  fkill'd  to  woo. 
As  other  pretty  fellows  do. 
Not  that  he  thought  this  fhort  effay 
A  prologue  needful  to  his  play 
No,  tru'.  me,  fays  our  learned  letter. 
He  ki.ew  the  viituous  fex  much  better  3 
But  thefe  he  held  as  fpecious  arts, 
To  ftiow  his  own  fuperior  parts, 
The  form  of  decency  to  (hield, 
And  give  a  juft  pretence  to  yield. 

Thus  finilhing  his  com  tly  play, 
He  mark'd  the  fav'rit-;  of  a  day ; 
With  careltfs  impudence  drew  near, 
And  whifper'd  Hebrew  in  her  ear  ; 
A  hint,  vs  hich  iike  the  mafon's  figu, 
The  conlclous  can  alone  divine. 

The  flutt'-ing  nymph,  expert  at  feigning, 
Cry'd,  Sir  ! — pray  Si  ,  explain  your  meaning — 

Go  prate  tu  th.^iV,  that  may  endure  ye ■ 

To  ir.e  this  rudenefs I — I'll  alTure  yel— — 
U 
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Then  off  {he  glided,  like  a  fwallow. 
As  faying — you  guefs  where  to  follow. 

To  fuch  as  know  the  party  fet, 
'Tis  needlefs  to  declare  they  met ; 
The  parfon's  barn,  as  authors  mention, 
Confefs'd  the  fair  had  apprehenfion. 
Her  honour  there  lecure  from  ftain, 
She  held  all  further  trifling  yain, 
No  more  affected  to  be  coy, 
But  rnfli'd,  licentious,  on  the  joy. 

Hift,  love  1   the  male  companion  cry'd. 
Retire  a  while  ;  I  fear  we're  fpy'd. 
Nor  was  the  caution  vain  ;  he  fav7 
A  turtle,  ruftling  in  the  ftraw, 
While  o'er  her  callow  brood  Ihe  hung, 
And  fondly  thus  addrefs'd  her  young. 

Ye  tender  objefts  of  my  care  ! 
Peace,  peace,  ye  little  helplefs  pair  '. 
Anon  he  comes,  your  gentle  fire. 
And  brings  you  all  your  hearts  require. 
For  us,  his  infants,  and  his  bride, 
For  us  with  only  love  to  guide. 
Our  lord  affames  an  eagle's  fpeed, 
And  like  a  lim,  dares  to  bleed. 
Nor  yet  by  winr'ry  fkics  confin'd, 
tie  mounts  upon  the  rudeft  wind, 
From  danger  tears  the  vital  fpoil. 
And  with  affe&ion  fweetens  toil. 
All  ceafe  too  *ent'rous  1   ceafc  to  dare. 
In  thine  our  dearer  fafety  fpare  1 
From  him,  ye  cruel  faulcons,  ftray, 
And  turn  ye  fowlers,  far  aWay  ! 

Should  I  furvive  ro  fee  the  day. 
That  tears  me  from  myfelf  away. 
That  cancels  all  that  heav'n  could  give, 
The  life,  by  which  alone  1  live, 
Alas,  how  more  than  loft  were  I, 
Who,  in  the  thought,  already  die  '. 

Ye  pow'rs,  whom  men,  and  birds  obey. 
Great  rulers  of  your  creatures,  fay. 
Why  mourning  comes,  by  blifs  convcy'd, 
And  cv'n  the  fwects  of  lore  allay'd  ? 
Where  grows  enjoyment,  tail,  and  fair, 
Around  it  twines  entai:gling  care  ; 
While  fear  for  what  our  fouls  pufTcfs, 
Enervates  every  pow'r  to  blefs  ; 
Yet  friendlhip  forms  the  blifs  above. 
And  life  !  what  art  thou,  without  love? 

Our  hero,  who  had  heard  apart. 
Felt  fomcthing  moving  in  his  heart. 
But  quickly,  with  difdain,  fnpprefs'd 
The  virtue,  rifing  in  his  breaft ; 
And  firft  he  fcign'd  to  laugh  aloud. 
And  next,  approaching,  fmil'd  and  bow'd. 

Madam,  you  rtiuft  not  think  me  rude ; 
Good  manners  never  can  intrude ; 
T  vow  I  come  through  pure  good  nature — 
Upon  my  foul  a  charming  creature  ! 
Are  thele  the  comforts  of  a  wife  ? 
This  careful,  cloiller'd,  moping  life  ? 
No  doubt,  that  odious  thing  call'd  duty, 
Is  a  fvveet  province  for  a  beauty. 
Thou  pretty  ignorance  !  thy  will 
Is  meafur'd  to  thy  want  of  (kill ; 
That  good  old -lijfliin'd  d;.me,  thv  mother. 
Has  uught  thy  iriaiit  years  no  oihtr. 


The  greateft  ill  in  the  creation, 
Is  fure  the  want  of  education. 

But  think  ye  ? — tell  me  without  feigning. 
Have  all  thefe  charms  no  farther  meaning  .' 
Dame  nature,  if  you  don't  forget  her. 
Might  teach  your  ladylhip  much  better. 
For  (hame,  reject  this  mean  employment, 
Enter  the  world   and  tafte  enjoyment ; 
Where  time  by  circling  blifs  we  meafurc: 
Beauty  was  form'd  alone  for  pleafure  : 
Come,  prove  the  bit  fling,  follow  me, 
Be  wife,  be  happy,  and  be  free. 

Kind  Sir,  rcply'd  our  matron  chafte, 
Your  zeal  feems  pretty  much  in  hafte  ; 
1  own,  the  fondnefs  to  be  blefs'd 
Is  a  deep  thirft  in  every  breaft; 
Of  bleflings  too  I  have  my  ftorc, 
Yet  quarrel  not,  ftiould  heav'n  give  morej 
Then  prove  the  change  to  be  expedient. 
And  think  me.  Sir,  your  ir.oft  obedient. 

Here  turning,  as  to  one  inferior. 
Our  gallant  fpoke,  and  fmil'd  fuperior. 
Methinks,  to  quit  your  boafted  ftation 
Requires  a  world  of  hefitation  ; 
Where  brats,  and  bonds  are  held  a  bkiUng, 
The  cafe,  I  doubt,  is  paft  rcdrefling. 
Why,  child,  fuppofe  the  joys  1  mention. 
Were  the  mere  fruits  of  my  invention. 
You've  caufe  fuflicient  for  your  carriage, 
In  flying  from  the  nurfe  of  marriage  ; 
That  fly  decey,  when  vary'd  fnares. 
That  takes  your  widgeons  in  by  pairs; 
Alike  to  hufband,  and  to  wife. 
The  cure  of  love,  and  bane  of  life; 
The  only  method  of  forecafting. 
To  make  mi-fortune  firm,  and  lafting ; 
The  fin,  by  heav'n's  peculiar  fentence, 
Unpardon'd  through  a  life's  repentance. 
It  is  the  double  fnake.  that  weds 
A  common  tail  to  diff 'rent  heads. 
That  lead  the  carcafs  ftill  aftray, 
By  dragging  each  a  diff 'rent  way. 
Of  all  the  ills  that  may  attend  me, 
From  marriage,  mighty  gods,  defend  mc! 

Give  me  frank  nature's  wild  demefne. 
And  boundlefs  tra<fl  of  air  ferene, 
Where  fancy,  ever  wing'd  for  change, 
Delights  to  fport,  delights  to  range  ; 
There,  liberty  !  to  thee  is  owing 
Whate'er  of  blifs  is  worth  beftowing ; 
Delights,  ftill  vary'd,  and  divine. 
Sweet  goddefs  of  the  hills  1  are  thine. 

What  fay  you  now,  you  pretty  pink  you  ? 
Have  I,  for  once,  fpoke  realon,  think  you  J 
You  take  me  now  for  no  romancer — 
Come,  never  ftudy  for  an  anfwer; 
Away,  caft  every  care  behind  ye, 
And  fly  where  joy  alone  fliall  find  ye. 

Soft  yet,  rcturn'd  our  female  fencer, 
A  queftion  more,  or  fo — and  then.  Sir. 
You've  rally'd  me  with  fenfe  exceeding, 
With  much  fine  wit,  and  better  breeding; 
But  pray.  Sir,  how  do  you  contrive  it  ? 
Do  thofc  of  your  world  never  wive  it  ? 
"  No,  no."      How  then  ?  "  Why,  dare  I  tellj 
"  What  dtes  the  bufinefs  full  as  welU" 
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Do  you  ne'er  love  f  "  An  hour  at  leifure." 
Have  you  no  fricndlhips  ?  "  Yes,  for  pleafure." 
No  care  for  little  ones  ?  "  We  get  'em, 
"  The  reft  the  mothers  mind,  and  let  'em." 

Thou  wretch,  rcjoln'd  the  kindling  dove, 
Quite  loft  to  life,  as  loft  to  love  .' 
Whene'er  misfortune  comes,  how  juft  ! 
And  come  misfortune  furely  muft  ; 
In  the  dread  feafon  of  difmay, 
In  that,  your  hour  of  trial,  fay, 
Who  then  ihall  prop  your  finking  heart  ? 
Who  bear  aiBidtion's  weightier  part? 

Say,  when  the  black-brow'd  welkin  bends, 
And  winter's  gloomy  form  impends, 
To  mourning  turns  all  tranfient  ch'eer, 
And  blafts  the  melancholy  year; 
For  times,  at  no  perfuafion,  ftay. 
Nor  vice  can  find  perpetual  May  ; 
Then  where's  that  tongue,  by  folly  fed, 
That  foul  of  pertnefs,  whither  fled  ? 
AH  fhrunk  within  thy  lonely  neft, 
forlorn,  abandon'd,  and  unblcfs'd  ; 
No  friends,  by  cordial  bonds  ally'd,' 
Shall  feek  thy  cold,  unfocial  fide; 
No  chirping  prattlers,  to  delight 
Shall  turn  the  long-enduring  night ; 
No  bride  her  words  of  balm  impart, 
And  warm  thee  at  her  conftant  heart. 

Freedom,  reftrain'd  by  reafon's  force, 
Ts  as  the  fun's  unvarying  courfe, 
Benignly  adlive,  fweetly  bright, 
Affording  warmth,  affording  light; 
But  torn  from  virtue's  facred  rules, 
Becomes  a  comet,  gaz'd  by  fools. 
Foreboding  cares,  and  ftorms,  and  flrife, 
And  fraught  with  all  the  plagues  of  life. 

Thou  fool !  by  union  every  creature 
Subfifts,  through  univerfal  nature ; 
And  this,  to  beings  void  of  mind, 
Is  wedlock,  of  a  meaner  kind. 

While  womb'd  in  fpace,  primjeval  clay 
A  yet  unfaftiion'd  embryo  lay, 
The  lource  of  endlefs  good  above 
Shot  down  his  fpark  of  kindling  love 
Touch'd  by  the  all-enliv'ning  flame, 
Then  motion  firft  exulting  came  ; 
Each  atom  fought  its  feprate  clafs, 
Through  many  a  fair  cnamour'd  mafs  ; 
Love  caft  the  central  charm  around, 
And  with  eternal  nuptials  bound. 
Then  form,  and  order  o'er  the  Iky, 
Firit  train 'd  their  bridal  pomp  on  high  ; 
The  fun  difplay'd  his  orb  to  fight. 
And  burnt  with  hymeneal  light. 

Hence  nature's  virgin  womb  cnnceiv'd, 
And  with  the  genial  burden  heav'd  ; 
Forth  came  the  oak,  her  firft-born  heir. 
And  fcal'd  the  breathing  fteep  of  air; 
Then  infant  ftems,  of  various  ufe, 
Imbib'd  her  foft,  maternal  juice  ; 
The  flow'rs,  in  early  bloom  difclos'dj 
Upon  her  fragrant  breaft  repos'd  ; 
Within  her  warm  embraces  grew 
A  race  of  endlefs  form,  and  hue; 
Then  pour'd  her  kffer  offspring  round. 
And  fondly  cloth'd  their  parent  ground. 
7. 
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Nor  here  alone  the  virtue  reign'd, 
By  matter's  cuinb'ring  form  detain'd  ; 
But  thence,  fubliming,  and  refin'd,- 
Afpir'd,  and  reach'd  its  kindred  mind. 
Caught  in  the  fond,  celeftial  fire. 
The  mind  perceiv'd  unknown  defire, 
:And  now  with  kind  effufion  flow'd. 
And  now  with  cordial  ardours  glow'd, 
Bi:held  the  fympathetic  fair, 
And  lov'd  its  own  refemblahce  there; 
On  all  with  citcling  radiance  fhone. 
But  cent'ring,  fi.-c'd  on  one  alone; 
There  clafp'd  the  heaven-appointed  wife. 
And  doubled  every  joy  of  life. 

Here  ever  blefling,  ever  blefs'd, 
Refides  this  beauty  of  the  breaft  ; 
'  As  from  his  palace,  here  the  god 
Still  beams  effulgent  blifs  abroad, 
Here  gems  his  own  eternal  round. 
The  ring,  by  which  the  world  is  bound. 
Here  bids  his  feat  of  empire  grow. 
And  builds  his  little  heav'n  below. 

The  bridal  partners  thus  ally'd, 
And  thus  in  fvveet  accordance  ty'd, 
One  body,  heart  and  fpirit  live, 
Enrich'd  by  every  joy  they  give  ; 
Like  echo,  from  her  vocal  hold, 
Return'd  in  mufic  twenty  fold. 
Their  union  firm,  and  Undecay'd, 
Nor  time  can  ftiake,  nor  pow'r  invade  ; 
But  as  the  ftem;,  and  fcion  ftand, 
Ingrafted  by  a  Ikiiful  hand. 
They  check  the  tempeft's  wintVy  ragej 
And  bloom  and  ftrengtheii  into  age. 
A  thoufand  amities  unknown, 
And  pow'rs,  perceiv'd  by  loVc  alone. 
Endearing  looks,  and  chafte  defire. 
Fan,  and  fupport  the  mutlial  fire, 
Whofe  flame,  perpetual,  as  refin'd, 
Is  fed  by  an  immortal  mind. 

Nor  yet  the  nuptial  fadion  ends, 
Like  Nile  it  opens,  and  defcends, 
Which,  by  apparent  windings  led. 
We  trace  to  its  celeftial  head. 
The  fire,  firft  fpringing  from  above, 
Becomes  the  fource  of  life,  and  love. 
And  gives  his  filial  heir  to  flow, 
In  fondnefs  down  on  fons  below  : 
Thus  roU'd  in  one  continu'd  tide, 
To  time's  extremeft  verge  they  crlide, 
While  kindred  ftreams,  on  either  hand. 
Branch  forth  in  bleflings  o'er  the  land. 

Thee,  wretch  I  no  lifping  babe  Ihall  name. 
No  late-returning  brother  claim. 
No  kinfman  on  thy  road  rejoice, 
No  fifter  greet  thy  ent'ring  voice. 
With  partial  eyes  no  parents  fee, 
And  bk-fs'd  their  years  reftor'd  in  thee. 

In  age  rejeded,  or  declin'd. 
An  alien,  ev'n  among  thy  kind, 
The  partner  of  thy  fcorn'd  embrace 
Shall  play  the  wanton  in  thy  face. 
Each  fpark  unplume  thy  little  pride. 
All  frieiidlhip  fly  thy  faithlefs  fide. 
Thy  name  ftiall  like  thy  carcafs  rot, 
'  in  lickncfs  fpurn'd,  in  death  forgot, 
D  ij 
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All-giving  pcw'r !  great  fource  of  life  ! 
O  hear  the  parent !  hear  the  wife  '. 
That  life,  thou  lendeft  from  above. 
Though  little,  make  it  large  in  love. 
O  bid  my  feeling  heart  expand 
To  every  claim,  on  every  hand  ; 
To  thofe,  from  whom  my  days  I  drew. 
To  thefe.  in  whom  thofe  days  renew; 
To  all  my  kin,  however  wide, 
In  cordial  warmth,  as  blood  ally'd  ; 
To  friends,  with  fleely  fetters  twin'd. 
And  to  the  cruel  not  unkind  ! 

But  chief,  the  lord  of  my  deGre, 
My  life,  myfelf,  my  foul,  my  fire. 
Friends,  children,  all  that  wilh  can  claim, 
Chafte  paffion  clafp,  and  rapture  name  ; 
O  fpare  him,  fpare  him,  gracious  pow'r  I 
O  give  him  to  my  lateft  hour  ' 
Let  me  my  length  of  life  employ, 
l"o  give  my  fole  enjoyment  joy. 
His  love,  let  mutual  love  excite, 
Turn  all  my  cares  to  his  delight. 
And  every  needlefs  blefling  fpare. 
Wherein  my  darling  want*  a  (bare. 

When  he  with  graceful  adion  wooe?. 
And  fweetly  bills,  and  fondly  cooes. 
Ah  :   deck  me,  to  his  eyes  alone, 
With  charms  attradive  as  his  own. 
And  in  my  circling  wings  carefs'd, 
Give  all  the  lover  to  my  bread. 
Then  in  our  chafte,  connubial  bed, 
JMy  bofom  pillow'd  for  his  head. 
His  eyes  with  blifsful  flumbers  clofe, 
And  watch,  with  me,  my  lord's  repofe. 
Your  peace  around  his  temples  twine, 
And  love  him  with  a  love  like  mine. 

And,  for  I  know  his  gen'rous  flame. 
Beyond  whate'er  my  fex  can  claim. 
Me  too  to  your  protedion  take. 
And  fpare  me  for  my  hufband's  fake. 
Let  one  unrufHed,  calm  delight 
The  loving,  and  belov'd  unite  ; 
One  pure  defire  our  bufcms  w»rm, 
One  will  diredl,  one  wilVi  inform ; 
Through  life,  one  mutual  aid  fuftain. 
In  death,  one  peaceful  grave  contain. 

While,  fwelling  with  the  darling  theme, 
Her  accents  pour'd  an  endlefs  ftream, 
The  well-known  wings  a  found  impart, 
That  reach'd  her  ear,  and  toucli'd  her  heart  1 
Quick  dropp'd  the  muGc  of  her  tongue, 
And  forth,  with  eager  joy,  (he  fprung. 
As  f^ift  her  ent'ring  confort  tlew. 
And  plum'd,  and  kindled  at  the  view; 
Their  wings  their  fouls  embracing  meet. 
Their  hearts  with  anf-.v'ring  meafure  beat ; 
Half  loft  in  facred  fwtets,  and  blefs'd 
With  raptures  felt,  but  ne'er  exprefs'd, 

i-trait  to  her  humble  roof  fhe  led 
The  partner  of  her  fpotlefs  bed  ; 
Her  young,  a  flutt'ring  pair,  arife, 
Their  welcome  fparkliiig  in  their  eyes; 
Tranfported,  to  their  fire  they  bound. 
And  hang  with  fpcechlefs  aiftion  mund. 
In  plcafure  wrapt,  the  parents  Hand, 
And  fee  their  little  wings  expand  j 


The  fire,  his  life-fuflainihg  prize 
To  each  cxpeAing  bill  applies. 
There  fondly  poors'  the  wheaten  fpoil, 
With  tranfport  giv'n,  though  won  with  toil; 
While,  all  coHedcd  at  the  fight, 
And  filent  through  fnpreme  delight. 
The  fair  high  heav'n  of  blifs  beguiles. 
And  on  her  lord,  and  infants  fmiles. 

The  fparrow,  whofe  attention  hung 
Upon  the  dove's  enchanting  tongue. 
Of  all  his  little  flights  difarm'd, 
And  from  himfelf,  by  virtue,  charm'd. 
When  now  he  faw,  what  only  feem'd, 
A  fa(5l,  fo  late  a  fable  deem'd, 
His  foul  to  envy  he  refign'd. 
His  hours  of  folly  to  the  wind, 
In  fecret  wilh'd  a  turtle  too. 
And  fighing  lo  himfelf,  withdrew. 

FABLE  XVI. 

THE  FEMALE  SEDDCERS. 

'Tis  faid  of  widow,  maid,  and  wife. 
That  honour  is  a  woman's  life ; 
Unhappy  fex  :    who  only  claim 
A  being,  in  the  breath  of  fame. 
Which,  tainted,  not  the  quickening  galea 
That  fweep  Sabxa's  fpicy  vales. 
Nor  all  the  healing  fweetsreftore. 
That  breathe  along  Arabia's  fhore. 

The  trav'Uer,  if  he  chance  to  flray. 
May  turn  uncenfur'd  to  his  way; 
Polluted  ftreams  again  are  pure. 
And  deepeft  wounds  admit  a  cure ; 
But  woman  .   no  redemption  knows. 
The  wounds  of  honour  never  ciofe. 

Though  diftant  every  hand  to  guide,- 
Nor  fkill'd  on  life's  tempeftuous  tide, 
If  once  her  feeble  bark  recede, 
Or  deviute  from  the  courfe  decreed. 
In  vain  ftie  feeks  the  friendlefs  fhore. 
Her  fwifter  folly  flics  before  ; 
The  circling  ports  againft  her  clofe. 
And  (hut  the  wand'rer  from  repofe  ; 
Till,  by  confliding  waves  opprefs'd. 
Her  found'ring  pinnace  finks  to  refl. 

Are  there  no  off'rings  to  atone 
For  but  a  fingle  error  ?  None. 
Though  woman  is  avnw'd,  of  old, 
N>>  daughter  of  celtllial  m 'uld. 
Her  tcmp'ring  not  without  allay. 
And  form'd  but  of  the  finer  clay. 
We  challenge  from  the  mortal  dame 
The  ftrcngch  angelic  natures  claim; 
Nay  more  ;  fur  facred  ftories  tell. 
That  cv'n  immortal  angels  fell. 

Whatever  fills  the  teeming  fphere 
Of  humid  earth,  and  ambient  air. 
With  varying  elements  endu  d. 
Was  form'd  to  fall,  and  rife  renew'd. 
The  ftars  no  fix'd  duration  know. 
Wide  oceans  ebb,  again  ti>  flow, 
rhe  moon  repletes  her  waning  face. 
All-beauteous,  frou.  her  late  difgrace, 
AnL  funs,  that  mourn  approaching  night. 
Refulgent  rife  with  new-boru  light. 
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In  vain  may  death,  and  time  fubdue, 
While  nature  mints  her  race  anew. 
And  holds  fome  vital  fpaik  apart, 
Like  virtue,  hid  in  every  heart ; 
'Tis  hence  reviving  warmth  is  feen, 
To  clothe  a  naked  world  in  green. 
No  longer  barr'd  by  winter's  cold, 
.Again  the  gates  of  life  unfold  ; 
Again  each  infedl  tries  his  wing. 
And  lifts  frefli  pinions  nn  the  fpring ; 
Again  from  every  latent  f  ot 
The  bladed  ftem,  and  tendril  flioot. 
Exhaling  incenfe  to  the  flcies, 
Again  to  perifh,  and  to  rife. 

And  muft  weak  woman  then  difown 
The  change,  to  which  a  world  is  prone  ? 
In  one  meridian  brightnefs  (hine, 
And  ne'er,  like  ev'ning  funs,  decline  ? 
Refolv'd  and  firm  alone  ? — Is  this 
What  we  demand  of  woman  ?— Yes. 

But  (hould  the  fpark  of  veftal  fire 
In  fome  unguarded  hour  expire. 
Or  fhould  the  nightly  thief  invade 
Hefperia's  chafte,  and  facred  ftiade, 
Of  all  the  blooming  fpoil  pofTel's'd, 
The  dragon  honour  charm'd  to  reft, 
Shall  virtue's  flame  no  more  return  ? 
No  more  with  virgin  fplendour  burn  ? 
No  more  the  ravag'd  garden  blow 
With  Ipring's  fucceedmg  bloffom  .' — No. 
Pity  may  mourn,  but  not  reflore, 
And  woman  falls,  to  rife  no  more. 

Within  this  fublunary  fpherc, 
A  country  lieb — no  matter  where; 
The  clime  may  readily  be  found 
By  all,  who  tread  poetic  groimd. 
A  (tream  call'd  life,  acrofs  it  glides, 
And  equally  the  land  divides ; 
And  here,  of  vice  the  province  lies. 
And  there,  the  hills  of  virtue  rife. 

Upon  a  mountain's  airy  ftand, 
Whofe  fummit  look'd  to  either  land. 
An  ancient  pair  their  dwelling  chofe. 
As  well  for  profpecSl,  ^s  repofe  ; 
For  mutual  fairh  they  long  were  fam'd. 
And  temp'rance,  and  religion,  nam'd. 

A  nuui'rous  progeny  divine 
Confcfs'd  the  honours  of  their  line  ; 
Bur  in  a  little  daughter  fair. 
Was  center'd  more  than  half  their  care ; 
For  hcav'n  to  gratulate  her  birth. 
Gave  figns  of  future  joy  to  earth ; 
White  was  the  robe  this  infant  wore. 
And  chaftity  the  name  fhe  bore. 

As  now  the  maid  in  Ibture  grew, 
(A  flow'r  juft  op'ning  to  the  view) 
Oft  through  her  native  lawns  Ihe  flray'd, 
And  wredling  with  the  lambkins  play'd  ; 
Her  looks  dilFufive  fweets  bequeath'd. 
The  breeze  grew  purer  as  flie  breath'd, 
The  morn  her  radiant  blufh  afTum'd, 
The  fpring  with  earlier  fragrance  bloom'd, 
And  nature,  yearly,  took  delight, 
Li^Le  her,  to  drefs  the  world  in  white. 


But  when  her  rifing  form  was  feen 
To  reach  the  crifis  of  fifteen. 
Her  parents  up  rhe  mountain's  head. 
With  anxious  ftep  their  darling  led  ; 
By  turns  they  fnatch'd  her  to  their  breaft, 
And  thus  the  fears  of  age  exprefs'd. 

O  joyful  caufe  of  many  a  care  I 
O  daughter,  too  divinely  fair  ! 
Yon  world,  on  this  important  day. 
Demands  thee  to  a  dangerous  way  ; 
A  painful  journey,  all  muft  go, 
■whofe  doubtful  period  none  can  know, 
Whofe  due  diredtion  who  can  find, 
Where  reafon's  mute,  and  fenle  is  blind  ? 
Ah,  what  unequal  leaders  thefe. 
Through  fuch  a  wide,  perplexing  maze  '. 
Then  mark  the  warnings  of  the  wife. 
And  Jearn  what  love,  and  years  advifc. 

Far  to  the  right  thy  profpeiSt  bend. 
Where  yonder  tow'ring  hills  afcend; 
Lo,  there  the  arduous  paths  in  view, 
Which  virtue,  and  her  fons  purfue  ! 
With  toil  o'er  lefs'ning  earth  they  rife. 
And  gain,  and  gain  upon  the  fkies. 
Narrow's  the  way  her  children  tread. 
No  walk,  for  pleafuie  fmoothly  ipread. 
But  rough,  and  difHcult,  and  fteep. 
Painful  to  climb,  and  hard  to  keep. 

Fruits  immature  thofe  lands  difpenfe, 
A  food  indelicate  to  fenfe, 
Oftafte  unpleafant;  yet  from  thofe 
Pure  health,  with  cheerful  vigour  flows. 
And  ftrength,  unfeeling  of  decay, 
Throug'iuut  the  long,  laborious  way. 

Hence,  as  they  fcale  that  heav'nly  road, 
Each  limb  is  lighten'd  of  its  load  ; 
From  earth  refining  ftill  they  go. 
And  leave  the  mortal  weight  below; 
Then  fpreads  the  ftrait,  the  doubtful  clears,. 
And  fmooth  the  rugged  path  appears ; 
For  cuftom  turns  fatigue  to  eafe. 
And,  taught  by  virtue,  pain  can  pleafe. 
At  length,  the  toilfome  journey  o'er. 
And  near  the  bright,  celeflial  fliore, 
A  gulf,  black,  fearful,  and  profound. 
Appears,  of  either  world  the  bound. 
Through  darhnefs,  leading  up  to  light  t 
Senfe  backward  fh rinks,  and  fhuns  the  fight ; 
For  there  the  tranfitory  train, 
Of  time,  and  form,  and  care,  and  pain. 
And  matter's  grofs  encunib'ring  mafs, 
Man's  late  affociates,  cannot  pafs, 
But  finking,  quit  th'  immortal  charge, 
And  leave  the  wond'ring  foul  at  large; 
Lightly  fhe  wings  her  obvious  way. 
And  mingles  with  eternal  day. 

Thither,  O  !  thither  wing  thy  fpeed. 
Though  pleafure  charm,  or  pain  impede  ! 
To  fuch  th'  all-bounteous  pow'r  has  giv'n, 
For  prefent  earth,  a  future  heav'n  ; 
For  trivial  lofs,  unmeafur'd  gain. 
And  endlefs  blifs,  for  tranfient  pain. 

Then  fear,  ah  !  fear  to  turn  thy  fight» 
Where  yonder  flow'ry  fields  invite  ; 
Wide  on  the  left  the  path-way  bends. 
And  with  pernicious  eafe  defcends  \ 
V  ill 
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There  fweet  to  fenfe,  and  fair  to  fliow, 
New-planted  Edens  feem  to  blow, 
Trees,  that  delicious  p!>ifon  bear, 
For  death  is  vegetable  there. 

Hence  is  the  frame  of  health  unbrac'd, 
Each  finew  flacU'ning  at  the  tafte  ; 
Tlie  foul  to  paffion  yields  her  throne, 
And  fees  with  organs  not  her  own  ; 
While,  like  the  ilunib'rer  in  the  night, 
Vleas'd  with  the  Ihadowy  dream  of  light, 
Before  her  alienated  eyes 
The  fcenes  of  fairy-lsnd  arife; 
The  puppet  world's  amufing  fhow. 
Dipt  in  the  gaily-colour'd  bow  ; 
Scepters,  and  wreaths, and  glitt'ring  things, 
The  toys  of  infants,  and  of  kings, 
'I'hat  tempt,  along  the  baneful  plain, 
The  idly  wife,  and  lightly  vain, 
Till  verging  on  the  gulfy  fhore, 
Sudden  they  fink,  and  rife  no  more. 

But  lift  tt3  what  thy  fates;  declare  ; 
Though  thou  art  woman,  frail  as  fair. 
If  once  thy  Hiding  foot  fhould  ftray, 
Once  quit  yon  heay'n-appointed  way, 
For  thee,  loft  maid,  for  thee  alone. 
Nor  pray'rs  {hall  plead,  nor  tears  atone  ; 
Reproach,  I'corn,  infamy,  and  hate, 
<Jn  thy  returning  fleps  fliall  wait. 
Thy  form  be  loath'd  by  every  eye, 
And  every  foot  thy  prefence  fly. 

Thus  arm'd  with  words  of  pi  tent  found, 
J^ike  guardian  angels  plac'd  arpund> 
A  charm,  by  truth  divinely  caft, 
i-orward  our  young  advent'rer  pafs'd. 
Forth  from  her  facred  eye-lids  fent, 
Like  morn,  fore-running  radiance  went, 
M'hilc  honour,  hand-maid,  late  affign'd. 
Upheld  her  lucid  train  behind. 

Awc-ftruck,  the  much  admiring  crowd 
Before  the  virgin  vifion  bow'd, 
Gaz'd  with  an  ever-new  delight. 
And  caught  frefli  virtues  at  the  fight : 
For  not  of  earth'.'  unequal  frame 
They  deem'd  the  heav'H-compounded  dame, 
If  matter,  fure  the  moft.  refin'd. 
High  wrought,  and  temper'd  into  mind, 
Some  darling  daughter  of  the  day. 
And  bcdy'd  by  her  native  ray. 

Where'er  fhe  pafl'ts,  thoufandsbend,' 
And  thoufan^s,  where  fue  move.',  tUtpnd ».     . 
Her  ways  obfervant  eyes  confefs. 
Her  fieps  purfuin'g  praijes  bkfs  ; 
While  to  the, elevated  rtiaid 
Oblations^  ?.s^  to  hcav'n,^re  paid. 

'Twas  on  an  cvcr-blithlome  day,        -i 
The  jovial  birth  of  rcfy  May, 
When  genial  vyarmth,  no  more  fupprefvd, 
Kew-meits  the  froft  in  ^vcry  brtaU, 
The  chtek  with  ffci;et  flufhing  dies,    ' 
And  loi  kskind  things  from  chafteft  eyes; 
The  fun  with  healthier  yifagc  glows, 
Afide  his  clouded  kerchief  tlirows, 
Atid  dances  up  th'  ethereal  plain, 
Where  late  he  us'dto  climb  with  pain. 
While  nature,  as  from  bonds  fet  free, 
Springs  out,  and  gives  a  loofe  to  glee. 


And  now,  for  momenfary  reft, 
The  nymph  her  travell'd  ftep  reprefs'd, 
Juft  turn'd  to  view  the  ftage  attain'd, 
And  glory'd  in  the  height  fhe  gain'd. 

Out-ftretch'd  before  her  wide  furvey, 
The  realms  of  fweet  perdition  lay. 
And  pity  toucb'd  her  foul  with  woe. 
To  fee  a  world  fo  lofl  below  ; 
When  ftrait  the  breeze  began  to  breathe 
Airs,  gently  vyafted  from  beneath. 
That  bore  commiflion'd  witchcraft  thencc^ 
And  reach'd  her  fympathy  of  fenfe  ; 
>Jo  founds  of  difcord,  that  difclofe 
A  people  funk,  and  lofl  in  woes, 
But  as^of  prefent  good  pofl'efs'd, 
The  very  triumph  of  the  blef^'d. 
The  maid  in  wrapt  attention  hung,    . 
While  thus  approaching  Sirens  fung. 
Hither,  faireft,  hither  haflc, 

Brighteft  beauty,  come  and  tafte 

What  the  pow'rs  of  blifs  unfold, 

Joys,  too  mighty  to  be  told  ; 

fafle  what  ecftafies  they  give, 

Dying  raptures  tafle  and  live. 
In  thy  lap,  difdaining  meafure, 

Nature  empties  all  her  treafure, 

Soft  defires,  that  fweetly  languifli. 

Fierce  delights,  that  rife  to  anguifh  ; 

Fairefl,  doft  thou  yet  delay? 

Brighteft  beauty,  come  away. 

Lift  not,  when  the  froward  chide, 

Sons  of  pedantry,  and  pride, 

Snarlers,  to  whofe  feeble  fenfe 

April  funlhine  is  offence  ; 

Age  and  envy  will  advife 

Ev'n  againft  the  joy  they  prize. 
Come,  in  pleafure'.-^  balmy  bowl 

Slake  the  thirftings  of  thy  foul. 

Till  thy  raptur'd  pow'rs  are  fainting 

With  enjoyment,  paft  the  paintiEg  ; 

Faireft,  doft  thou  yet  delay  ? 

Brighteft  beauty,'  come  away. 

So  fung  the  Sirens,  as  of  yore. 
Upon  the  falfe  Aufonian  fhore  ; 
And.  O  !  for  that.preventing  chain, 
That  bound  Ulyffes  on  the  main, 
I  hat  fo  our  fair- one  might  withftand 
The  covert  ruin,  now  at  hand. 

The  fong  her  charm'd  attention  drew, 
When  now  the  tempters  ftood  Jn  view  ; 
Curiofity  with  prying  eyes, 
And  handsd  bufy,'bold  emprife; 
Like  Hermes, -fcathcr'd  were  her  feet. 
And,  like  forerunning  fancy,  fleet. 
By  fearch  ur^^aught,  by  toil  untir'd. 
To  novelty  fhe  llill  afpir'd, 
Tafte Itfs  <»f  e.vcry  good  pr'ffefs'd, 
And  but  in  cxpcdation  blels'd. 

With  her,  uffociate,  pleafure  came, 
Gay  pleafure,  frobclovnig  dame. 
Her  mien,  all  fwimming  in  dthght. 
Her  beauties  half  reveal'd  to  fight ; 
Loofe  flow'd  her  garments  from  the  groun^i 
And  ca,ught  the  kiffing  winds  around. 
As  errt  Medufa's  looks  were  known 
To  turn  bclioldcrs  into  -ftone. 
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A  dire  reverfion  here  they  felt, 
And  in  the  eye  of  pleafure  melt. 
Her  glance  with  fweet  perfuafion  charm'd, 
Unnerv'd  the  ftrong,  the  fteel'd  difarm'd; 
"No  fafety  ev'n  the  flying  find, 
Who  vent'rous,  look  but  once  behind. 
Thus  was  the  much-admiring  maid, 
While  diftant,  more  than  half  betray 'd  : 
With  fmiles,  and  adulation  bland, 
They  join'd  her  fide,  and  feiz'd  her  hand  : 
Their  touch  envenom'd  fweets  inftill'd, 
Her  frame  with  new  puifations  thrill'd, 
While  half  confenting,  half  denying, 
Reluctant  now,  and  now  complying, 
Amidlt  a  war  of  hopes,  and  fears, 
Of  trembling  wifhes,  fmiling  tears, 
Still  down,  and  down,  the  winning  pair 
Compell'd  the  flruggling,  yielding  fair. 

As  when  feme  {lately  veffel,  bound 
To  bleft  Arabia's  diftant  ground. 
Borne  from  her  courfes,  haply  lights 
Where  Barca's  flow'ry  clime  invites, 
Conceal'd  around  whtife  treach'rous  land, 
Lurk'd  the  dire  rock,  and  dangerous  fund ; 
The  pilot  warns  with  fail  and  vjar, 
To  fhun  the  much-fufpetfled  ihore, 
In  vain ;  the  tide,  too  fubtly  ftrong. 
Still  bears  the  wrelUing  bark  along, 
Till  found'ring,  fhe  refigns  to  fate. 
And  finks  t)'erwhelm'd,  with  all  her  freight. 

So,  baffling  every  bar  to  fin. 
And  heaven's  own  pilot,  plac'd  within, 
Along  the  devious,  fmooth  defcent, 
With  pow'rs  increafing  as  they  went, 
The  dames,  accuftom'd  to  fubdue, 
As  with  a  rapid  current  drew, 
And  o'er  the  fatal  bounds  convey'd 
The  loft,  the  long- re  hid  ant  maid. 

Here  ftop,  ye  fair-ones,  and  beware, 
Nor  fend  your  fond  ufFedions  there; 
Yet,  yet  your  darling,  now  deplor'd, 
May  turn,  to  you,  and  heav'n,  reftur'd; 
1'ill  then,  witli  weeping  honour  wait, 
The  fervant  of  her  better  fate  ; 
With  honour,  left  upon  the  Ihore, 
Her  friend,  and  handmaid  now  no  more; 
Kor,  with  the  guilty  world,  upbraid 
The  fortunes  of  a  wretch,  betray'd; 
But  o'er  her  failing  caft  a.  veil, 
Rememb'ring,  you  yourfelves  are  frail. 

And  now,  from  all-inquiring  light 
Faft  fled  the  confcious  fhades  of  night; 
The  damfel,  from  a  fhort  repofe, 
Confounded  at  her  plight,  aiofe.         '    _. 

As  when,  with  flumb'rous  welghtlopprefs'd. 
Some  wealthy  mifer  finks  to  reft, 
Where  felons  eye  the  glitt'ring  prey, 
And  ftcal  his  hoard  of  joys  away  ; 
He,  borne  where  golden  Indus  ftrcams. 
Of  pearl,  and  quarry'd  di'.Tiond  dreams, 
Like  Midas,  turns  the  glebe  to  ore, 
And  ftands  all  wrapt  amidft  his  ftore. 
But  wakens,  naked,  and  defpoil'd 
Of  thai,  for  which  his  years  had  toil'd. 

So  far'd  the  nymph,  her  treafure  flown, 
Apd  turn'd,  like  Niobe,  to  ftone  ; 


Within,  without,  obfcure,  and  void, 

She  felt  all  ravag'd,  all  deftroy'd 

And,  O  thou  curs'd,  infidious  coafl  ! 

Are  thefe  the  bleflings  thou  canft  boafl;  ? 

Thefe,  virtue  !  thefe  the  joys  they  find. 

Who  leave  thy  heaven-topt  hills  behind  ? 

Shade  me,  ye  pines,  ye  caverns,  hide, 

Ye  mountains,  cover  me,  fhe  cry'd  ! 
Her  trumpet  flander  rais'd  on  high. 

And  told  the  tidings  to  the  flcy  ; 

■Contempt  difcharg'd  a  living  dart, 

A  fide-long  viper  to  her  heart; 

Reproach  breath'd  poifons  o'er  her  face, 

And  foil'd,  and  blalled  every  grace; 

Officious  ftiame,  her  handmaid  new. 

Still  turn'd  the  mirror  to  her  view ; 

While  thofe,  in  crimes  the  deepeft.  dy'd, 

Approach'd,  to  whiten  at  her  fide. 

And  every  lewd,  infulting  dame 

Upon  her  folly  rofe  to  fame. 

What  ftioald  flie  do  ?  attempt  once  more 

To  gain  the  latc-deferted  fhore  ? 

So  trufting,  back  the  mourner  flew. 

As  fafl  the  train  of  fiends  purfue. 

Again  the  farther  fhore's  attain'd, 
Again  the  land  of  virtue  gain'd; 
But  echo  grithers  in  the  wind. 
And  {hows  her  inftant  foesbehind. 
Amaz'd,  v/ith  headlong  fpeed  {he  tends, 
Where  late  {he  left  a  hoft  of  friends  : 
Alas  !  thole  Ihrinking  friends  decline, 
Nor  longer  own  that  form  divine  ; 
With  fear  they  mark  the  following  cry. 
And  from  the  lonely  trembler  fly, 
Or  backward  drive  her  on  the  coaft. 
Where  peace  was  wreck'd,  and  honour  lo.t. 

From  earth  thus  hoping  aid  in  vain. 
To  heav'a  not  daring  to  complain. 
No  truce  by  hoftile  clamour  giv'n. 
And  from  the  face  of  friendlhip  driv'n, 
The  nymph  finik  proftrate  on  the  ground, 
With  all  her  weight  of  woes  around. 

Enthron'd  v.'ithin  a  circling  fky, 
Upon  a  mourjt  o'er  mountains  high, 
All  radiant  fate,  as  in  a  Ihrine, 
Virtue,  firft  eflluence  divine; 
V'ar,  far  abov«  the  fcenes  of  woe, 
That  faut  this  cloud-wrapt  world  beIo«' '». 
Superior  goddefs,  elTcnce  bright, 
Beauty  of  uncreated  light. 
Whom  ftiould  mortality  furvejr. 
As  dcom'd  upon  a  certain  day. 
The  breath  of  frailty  mul^  expire, 
1  he  world  diffulve  in  livine  fire. 
The  gems  of  heav'n,  and  folar  flame 
Be  quench'd  by  her  eternal  beam. 
And  nature,  quick'ning  in  her  eye. 
To  rife  a  new-born  phosnix,  die. 

Hence,  tinrevcal'd  to  mortal  view, 
A  veil  around  her  form  Jie  threw. 
Which  three  fad  fillers  of  the  fiiac'e, 
Fain,  care,  and  melancholy,  made. 

Through  this  h^r  all-inquiring  eyCj 
Attentive  from  ^^er  ftation  high, 
Beheld,  aban.lon'd  to  defpair, 

i  The  ruins  of  her  fav'rite  fair; 

U  iiij  ^ 
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Aii'i  with  a  voice,  whofe  awful  found 
Api^aid  th'"  Sfuilty  \.or!d  around, 
I  Bid  ;he  tuniukuous  winds  be  flill ; 
To  numbers  bow'd  each  iift'ninp  hill, 
Uncurl'd  the  furging  of  the  main, 
Ana  fr.ioothd  the  thorny  bed  of  pain  ; 
Tlie  golden  harp  of  heav'n  flie  ftrung. 
And  thu.«  the  tuneful  goddtjfs  fung. 
Lovely  penitent,  arife. 
Come,  and  claim  thy  kindred  &ies  ; 
Come,  thy  fifter-angels  fay, 
Thou  hall  V.  ept  thy  ftains  away. 

L,ci  experience  now  decide, 
'Twixt  the  good  and  evil  try'd ; 
In  the  fmooth,  enchanted  ground, 
Say,  unfold  the  treafures  found. 

Srrudures,  rais'd  by  morning  dreams, 
Sands,  that  trip  the  flitting  flreams, 
Down,  that  anchors  on  the  air. 
Clouds,  that  paint  their  changes  there. 

Seas,  that  i'moothly  dinjpling  lie. 
While  the  ftorm  impends  on  high, 
Showing,  in  an  obvious  glafs, 
Joys,  that  in  pofTeffinn  pafs ; 

lYaPUfnt,  fickle,  light,  and  gay, 
Flatt'ring,  only  to  betray  ; 
What,  alas,  can  life  contain  ! 
.Life,  hke  all  its.  circles,  vain  1 

Will  the  ftork,  intending  reft, 
^)n  the  bilijw  build  her  nefl  ? 
'VW'iil  the  bee  demand  his  flore 
Frcni  the  bleak,  and  bladelefs  fhore  ? 

XIan  alone,  intent  t(.  ftray, 
Ever  turns  trom  wifdom's  way. 
Lays  up  wealth  in  foreign  land, 
Sows  the  fea,  and  plows  the  land. 

Soor  this  elemental  mafs, 
Soon  th'  encumb'ring  world  (hall  pafs, 
r'orm  be  wrapt  in  wafting  fire,  ' 

Time  be  fpent,  and  life  exptre. 

Then,  ye  boafted  works  of  men, 
Where  is  your  afylum  then  ? 
Sons  of  pleaiure,  fons  of  care, 
Tell  tnc,  mortals,  tell  me  where  ? 
Gone,  like  traces  on  the  deep, 
Like  a  fcepter  grafp'd  in  flecp, 
Dews,  exhal'd  from  morning  g!ade», 
Melting  fnows,  and  gliding  fhades. 

Pafs  the  world,  and  what's  behind  ? 
Virtue's  gold,  by  Gre  refin'd  ; 
From  an  univcfe  deprav'd, 
Vrom  rhe  wreck,  of  nature  fav'd. 
I>ike  the  lifc-fupporti/ig  grain. 
Fruit  of  patience,  and  of  pain. 
On  the  (wain  s  autumnal  day, 
Winnow'd  from  the  ch;.ff  away. 
Little  trembler,  fear  no  more, 
Thou  haft  plenteous  crops  in  ftore, 
Seed,  by  gii:ia!  fortows  fown, 
More  than  all  thy  fc<  rners  own. 

What  though  hoftiie  earth  defpife, 
Heav'n  beholds  with  genUer  eyes; 
Heav'n  thy  fnendhf-  fteps  ffiall  guide, 
Chear  thy  hour«    and  guard  tl.y  fide. 
When  the  fatal  trump  fhall  found, 
When  th'  inranortals  pour  af ound, 
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Heav'n  fhall  thy  return  attefl, 
Hail'd  by  myriads  of  the  blefs'd. 

Little  native  of  the  fkies, 
Lovely  penitent,  arife, 
Calm  thy  bofom,  clear  thy  brow. 
Virtue  is  thy  fiftef  now. 

More  delightful  are  my  woes, 
Than  the  rapture  pleafure  knows  ; 
Richer  far  the  weeds  1  bring, 
Than  the  robes  that  grace  a  king. 

On  my  wars,  of  fhorteft  dare, 
Crowns  of  endlefs  triumph  wait ; 
On  my  cares,  a  period  blefs'd ; 
On  my  toils,  eternal  reft. 

Come,  with  virtue  at  thy  fide, 
Come,  be  every  bar  defy'd, 
Till  we  gain  our  native  fhore, 
Sifter,  eomc,  and  turn  no  more, 

FABLE  XVM. 

LOVE  AND  VANITY. 

The  breezy  morning  breath'd  perfume. 
The  wak'ning  flow'rs  unveil'd  their  bloomy 
Up  with  the  fun,  from  fhort  repofe. 
Gay  health  and  lufty  labour  role, 
The  milkmaid  caroPd  at  her  pail. 
And  fhepherds  whiftled  o'er  the  dale  : 
When  Love,  who  led  a  rural  life. 
Remote  from  buftle,  ftate,  and  ftrife. 
Forth  from  his  thatch'd-roof  cottage  ftray'd. 
And  ftroU'd  along  the  dewy  glade. 

A  nymph,  who  lightly  tript  it  by, 
To  quick  attention  turn'd  his  eye; 
He  mark'd  the  gefture  of  the  fair. 
Her  felf-fufficient  grace  and  air. 
Her  fteps,  that  mincing  meant  to  pleafe, 
Her  ftudy'd  negligence  and  eafe  ; 
And,  curious  to  inquire  what  meant 
This  thirg  of  prettinefs  and  paint. 
Approaching  fpoke,  and  bow'd  obfervant  j 
The  Lady,  flightly, — Sir,  youi  fervant. 

Such  beauty  in  fo  rude  a  place  I 
Fair-one,  you  do  the  country  grace; 
At  court,  no  doubt,  the  public  cafe, 
But  love  hasfniall  acquaintance  there. 

Yes,  Sir,  rcpiy'd  the  flutt'ring  dame, 
This  form  confcffes  whence  it  came; 
But  dear  variety,  you  know, 
Can  make  us  pride  and  pomp  fdrego. 
My  name  is  Vanity.     1  fway 
The  utmoft  iflands  of  the  fea  ; 
Within  my  court  all  honour  centers, 
I  raife  the  mcaneft  foul  that  enters, 
Endow  with  latent  gifts  and  graces, 
And  model  fools  for  pofts  and  places. 

As  vanity  ap}>oints  at  pleafure. 
The  world  receives  its  weight  and  niea'fur'e;  '". 
Hence  all  the  grand  concerns  of  life,         '  ' '^ 
Joys,  cares-,  plagues,  pafTions,  peace  andfttif*.'  .' 

Rcfle«5l  how  far  my  pow'r  prevails,  ''' 

When  I  ftep  in  where  nature  fails, 
And  every  breach  of  fenfc  repairing. 
Am  bounteous  ftill,  where  heav'n  is  fparing. 

But  chief  m  all  their  arts  and  airs. 
Their  playing,  painting,  pouts,  and  pray'rs, 
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Their  various  babtts  and  complexions, 
Fits,  frolics,  foibles,  and  perfe<3.ion5, 
Their  robing,  curling,  and  adorning. 
From  noon  to  night,  from  night  to  iriorning, 
From  fix  to  fixty,  fick,  or  found, 
1  rule  the  female  world  around. 

Hold  there  a  moment,  Cupid  cry'd. 
Nor  boaft  dominion  quite  fo  wide  ;  '  '''    " 
Was  there  no  province  to  invade,    ' 
But  that  by  love,  and  meeknel's  fway'd  ? 
All  other  empire  I  refign, 
But  be  the  fphere  of  beauty  mine. 
For  in  the  dowTiy  lawn  of  reft. 
That  opens  on  a  woman's  breaft, 
Attended  by  my  peaceful  train, 
I  choofe  to  live,  and  choofe  to  reign. 
Far-fighted  faith  I  bring  along,  ' 
And  truth,  above  an  armyflrong, 
And  chaftity,  of  icy  mould, 
Within  the  burning  tropics  cold, 
And  lowlinefs,  to  whofe  mild  brow 
The  pow'r  and  pride  of  nations  bow, 
And  modelly,  with  downcaft  eye. 
That  lends  the  morn  her  virgin  dye, 
And  innocence,  array'd  in  light. 
And  honour,  as  a  tow'r  upright ; 
With  fweetly  winning  graces,  more 
Than  poets  ever  dreamt  of  yore. 
In  unaffefted  condud  free. 
All  fmiling  fillers,  three  times  three, 
And  rofy  peacb,  the  cherub  blefs'd, 
That  nightly  fings  us  al!  to  reft. 

Hence,  from  the  bud  of  nature's  prime. 
From  the  firft;  ftep  of  infant  time. 
Woman,  the  world's  appointed  light, 
Has  fivirred  every  ihade  with  white; 
Has  Hood  for  imitation  high. 
To  every  heart,  and  every  eye; 
From  ancient  deeds  of  fair  renown, 
Has  brought  her  bright  memorials  down  : 
To  time  affix'd  perpetual  youth,  ' 
And  form'd  each  tale  of  love  and  truth.    ' 

Upon  a  new  Promethean  plan. 
She  moulds  the  efTence  of  a  man. 
Tempers  his  mafs,  his  genius  fires, 
And,  as  a  better  foul,  infpires. 

Ihe  rude'ihe  foftens,  warms  the  cold. 
Exalts  the  meek,  and  checks  the  held, 
Calls  floth  from  his  fupine  repofe, 
Within  the  coward's  bolbm  glows, 
Of  pride  unplumes  the  lofty  creft, 
Bi>!s  balhful  merit  ftand  confefs'd, 
And  like  coarfe  metal  from  the  mines, 
CollciSs,  irradiates,  and  refines. 

The  gentle  (cjence  fhe  imparts. 
All  manners  fmooths,  informs  all  hearts; 
From  her  fweet  influence  are  felt, 
Pafiions  that  pleaie,  and  thoughts  that  melt; 
To  ftormy  rage  ftie  bids  cnntroul, 
And  finks  fercnely  on  the  foul ; 
Softens  Deucalion's  flinty  race. 
And  tunes  the  warring  world  to  peace. 

Thus  arm'd  to  all  that's  light  and  vain, 
And  freed  from  thy  fantaftic  chain. 
She  fills  the  fphere  hy  heav'n  affign'd. 
And  rul'd  by  me,  o'er-ruUs  ma:dsind. 


He  fpoke.     The  nympli  impatient  ftood. 
And  laughing,  thus  her  fpeech  renew'd. 

And  pray  Sir,  may  i  be  fo  bo)d. 
To  hope  your  pretty  tale  is  told? 
And  next  demand,  without  a  cavil, 
What  new  Utopia  do  you  travel  ? 
Upon  my  word,  thefe  highflown  fancies 
Show  depth  of  learning — in  romances. 
Why,  what  unfafhioii'd  ftuff  you  tell  lis. 
Of  buckram  dames,  and  tiptoe  fellows  ! 
Go,  child;  and  when  you're  grown  maturer. 
You'll  ftioot  3'our  next  opinion  fure'r. 

O  fiich  a  pretty  knack  at  pginting! 
And  all  for  foft'ning,  and  for  fainting  ! 
Guefs  now,  who  can,  a  fingle  feature. 
Through  the  whole  piece  of  female  nature! 
Then  mark  !  my  loofer  hand  may  fit 
The  lines,  too  coarfe  for  love  to  hit. 

'Tis  faid  that  woman,  prone  to  changing'. 
Through  all  the  rounds  of  folly  ranging. 
On  life's  uncertain  ocean  riding,    I  •  •     ' 
No  reafon,  rule,  nor  rudder  guiding,    '  ' 
Is  like  the  comet's  wandVing  light, 
Eccentric,  ominous,  and  bright, 
Tracklefs,  and  fliifting  as  the  wind, 
A  fca,  whofe  fathom  none  can  find, 
A  moon,  flill  changing,  and  revolvin"', 
A  riddle,  paft  all  human  folving, 
A  blifs,  a  plague,  a  heav'n,  a  hell, 
A fomething,  which  no  man  can  tell. 

Now  learn  a  fecret  from  a  friend, 
But  keep  your  counfel,  and  attend.        ' 

Though  in  their  tempers  thought  fo  dittai'it. 
Nor  with  their  fex  nor  felves  confiftent, 
'Tis  but  the  diff 'rence  of  a  name, 
And  every  woman  is  the  fame. 
For  as  the  world,  however  vary'd, 
And  through  unnumber'd  changes  carry'd. 
Of  elemental  m'jdes  and  forms, 
Clouds,  meteors,  colours,  calms,  and  ftortnf. 
Though  in  a  thoufand  fuits  array'd. 
Is  of  one  fuhjecSl:  matter  made; 
So,  Sir,  a  woman's  conftitution, 
The  world's  enigma,  finds  folution. 
And  let  her  form  be  what  you  will, 
I  am  the  fubjedt  efTence  ftill. 

With  the  firft  fparic  of  female  fenfc. 
The  fpeck  of  being,  I  commence. 
Within  the  womb  make  frefh  advances, 
And  didlate  future  qualms  and  fancies; 
Thence  in  the  growing  form  expand, 
With  childhood  traVcl  hand  in  hand. 
And  give  a  tafte  to  all  their  joys. 
In  gewgaws,  rattles,pomp,  and  noifc. 

And  now,  familiar,  and  unawM, 
I  fend  the  flutt'ring  foul  abroad  ; 
Prais'd  for  her  Ibape,  her  face,  her  mien, 
The  little  goddefs,  and  the  queen 
Takes  st  her  infant  fhrine  oblation. 
And  drinks  fweet  draughts  of  adulation. 

Now  blooming,  tall,  ereift,  and  fair, 
To  drefs  becomes  her  darling  care  ; 
The  realms  of  beauty  then  1  bound, 
1  fwell  the  hoop's  enchanted  round. 
Shrink  in  ihewaift's  defcending  fizc, 
Heav'd  in  the  fnowy  bolbm,  rife, 
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High  on  the  floating  lappet  fail, 
Or  curl'd  in  trefies,  kifs  the  gale. 
Then  to  her  glafs  I  lead  the  tair. 
And  fhov/  the  lively  idol  there, 
Where,  ftruck  as  by  divine  emotion, 
She  bovrs  with  moil  fincere  devotion, 
And  numb'ring  ev'ry  beauty  o'er, 
In  fecret  bids  the  world  adore. 

Then  all  for  parking  and  parading. 
Coquetting,  dancing,  mafquerading. 
For  balls,  plays,  courts,  and  crowds  what  paffion  ! 
And  churches,  fometimes — if  the  fafhion  j 
For  woman's  fenfe  of  right  and  wrong. 
Is  rul'd  by  the  almighty  throng; 
Still  turns  to  each  meander  tame. 
And  fwims  the  ftraw  of  every  flream. 
Her  foul  intrinfic  worth  rejedls, 
Accomplirti'd  only  in  defedls, 
duch  excellence  is  her  ambition, 
Folly,  her  wifeft  acquifition. 
And  ev'n  from  pity  and  difdain, 
ijhe'll  cuUfonie  reaf  n  to  be  vain. 

Thus,  Sir,  from  every  form  and  feature. 
The  wealtli  and  wants  of  female  nature. 
And  ev'n  from  vice  which  you'd  admire,        A 
I  ^ther  fewel  to  my  fire. 
And  on  the  very  bafe  of  fliame 
EreCl  my  monument  of  fame. 

Let  me  another  truth  attempt, 
Of  which  your  godfhip  has  not  dreamt. 

Thofe  fhinir.g  virtues  winch  you  mufter. 
Whence  think  you  they  derive  their  luflref 
From  native  honour  and  devotion  ? 

0  yes,  a  mighty  likely  notion  ! 

Truft  me.  from  titled  dames  to  fpinners, 
Tis  I  make  faints,  whoe'er  make  Cnners ; 
'Tis  I  inftruift  them  to  withdraw, 
And  hold  prefumptuous  man  in  awe; 
For  female  worth  as  I  inlpire, 
In  inft  degrees  Hill  mounts  the  higher, 
And  virtue  fo  extreniely  nice. 
Demands  long  toil  and  mighty  price ; 
JLike  Samfoii's  pillar.*,  fix'd  elate, , 

1  bear  the  fex's  tottering  ftate  : 
Sap  thefe,  and  in  a -moment's  fpace, 
DoviH  finks  the  fabric  to  its  bafe. 

Alike  from  titles  and  fro.Ti  toys, 
I  fpring,  the  fount  of  female  joys; 
In  every  widow,  v/ife,  and  mifs, 
'Ihe  fole  artificer  of  blifs. 
For  them  each  tropic  I  explore  ; 
I  cleave  the  fand  of  every  fliore.; 
To  them  uniting  Indias  fail, 
Sabrca  breathes  her  fartheft  gale ; 
For  them  the  bullion  I  refine. 
Dig  fenfe  and  virtue  from  the  mine. 
And  from  the  bowels  of  invention, 
Spin  out  the  various  arts  you  mention. 

Nor  blifs  alone  my  pow'rs  beftow,  '    ; 

They  hold  the  fov'reign  balm  of  woe  ; 
Beyond  the  Stoic's  boafted  art, 
1  footh  the  heavings  of  the  heart ; 
To  pain  give  fplendour  and  relief, 
And  gild  the  [jallid  face  of  grief. 

Alike  the  palace,  and  the  plain 
Adjiiit  the  glories  of  my  reign  j 


Through  every  age,  in  every  nation, 

Tafte,  talents,  tempers,  flate,  and  flation, 

Whate'er  a  woman  fays,  I  fay ; 

Whate'er  a  woman  fpends,  I  pay; 

Alike  I  fill,  and  empty  bags. 

Flutter  in  finery  and  rags. 

With  light  coquets  through  folly  range, 

And  with  the  prude  difdain  to  change. 
And  now  you'd  think,  'twixt  you  and  f, 

That  things  were  ripe  for  a  reply — 

But  foft,  and  while  I'm  in  the  mood, 

Kindly  permit  me  to  conclude. 

Their  utmoft  mazes  to  unravel. 

And  touch  the  farthe't  ftep  they  travel. 
When  every  pleafure's  run  a-ground. 

And  folly  tir'd  through  many  a  round; 

The  nymph,  conceiving  difcontent  hence, 

May  ripen  to  an  hour's  repentance. 

And  vapours,  fhed  in  pious  moifture, 

Difmifs  her  to  a  church  or  cloyfter ; 

Then  on  I  lead  her  with  devotion 

Confpicuous  in  her  drefs  and  motion, 

Infpire  tJie  heav'nly  breathing  air. 

Roll  up  the  lucid  eye  in  p^ay'r. 

Soften  the  voice,  and  in  the  face 

Look  melting  harmony,  and  grace. 
Thus  far  extends  my  friendly  pow'r, 

Nor  quits  her  in  her  lateft  hour  ; 

The  couch  of  decent  pain  I  fpread, 

In  form  recline  her  languid  head, 

Her  thoughts  I  methodize  in  death, 

And  part  not,  with  her  parting  breath  ; 

Then  do  I  fet,  in  order  bright, 

A  length  of  funeral  pomp  to  fight. 

The  glittring  tapers,  and  attire, 

The  plumes,  that  whiten  o'er  her  bier; 
And  lafi,  prefenting  to  her  eye 

Angelic  fineries  on  high, 

To  fcencs  of  painted  blifs  I  waft  her, 

And  form  the  heav'n  file  hopes  hereafter. 

In  truth,  rejdin'd  love's  gentle  god, 
You've  gone  a  tedious  length  of.road, 
And  firange,  in  all  the  toilfome  way. 
No  houfe  of  kind  refrefhment  lay. 
No  nymph,  whofe  virtues  might  have  tempted 
To  hold  her  from  her  fex  exempted. 

For  one,  we'll  never  quarrel,  man  ; 
Take  her,  and  keep  htr,  if  you  can ; 
And  pleas'd  I  yield  to  your  petition. 
Since  every  fair,  by  fuch  permifiion, 
Will  hold  htrfelf  the  one  fekcted, 
And  fo  my  fyftem  ftands  protetfled. 
O,  deaf  to  virtue,  deaf  to  glory. 
To  truths  divinely  vouch'd  in  ftory  ! 
The  godhead  in  his  ze.d  return'd. 
And  kindling  at  her  nialice  burn'd. 
Then  fweatly  rais'd  his  voice,  at  d  told 
Of  heav'nly  nymphs,  r^ver'd  of  old; 
Hypfipile,  who  fav'd  her  fire  ; 
And  Portia's  love,  approv'd  by  fire, 
Alike  Penelope  was  qui)ted. 
Nor  laui  cll'd  Daphne  paf-  unnoted, 
Nor  I^aodamia's  fatal  garter. 
Nor  fain'd  Lucretia,  honour's  martyr, 
Alcefte's  voluntary  Iteel, 
And  Catherine,  fmiling  on  the  wheel 
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But  who  can  hope  to  plant  conviiflion 
Where  cavil  grows  on  contradi(5lion  ? 
Some  file  evades  or  difavows, 
Demurs  to  ail,  and  none  allows  ; 
A  kind  of  ancient  things  call'd  fables  ! 
And  thus'  the  goddefs  turn'd  the  tables. 

Now  both  in  argument  grew  high, 
And  choler  flafli'd  from  either  eye; 
Nor  wonder  each  refus'd  to  yield 
The  conqueft  of  fo  fair  a  field. 

When  happily  arriv'd  in  view 
A  goddefs,  whom  our  grandames  knew, 
Of  afpe6l  grave,  and  fober  gait, 
Majeftic,  awful,  and  fcdate, 
As  heav'n's  autumnal  eve  ferene, 
When  not  a  cloud  o'ercafts  the  fcene, 
Once  prudence  call'd,  a  matron  fam'd. 
And  in  old  Rome,  Cornelia  nam'd. 

Quick  at  a  venture,  both  a^ree 
To  leave  their  ilrife  to  her  decree. 

And  now  by  each  the  fasfts  were  dated, 
In  form  and  manner  as  related  ; 
The  cafe  was  fhort.     They  c-rav'd  opinion, 
Which  held  o'er  females  chief  dominion  ? 
When  thus  the  goddefs,  anfwering  mild, 
Firft  ihopk  her  gracious  head,  and  fmil'd. 

Alas,  how  willing  to  comply, 
Yet  how  unfit  a  judge  am  I  ! 
In  times  of  golden  date,  'tis  true, 
I  fhar'd  the  fickle  fex  with  you, 
But  from  their  prefence  long  precluded, 
Or  held  as  one,  whofe  form  intruded. 
Full  fifty  annual  funs  can  tell. 
Prudence  has  bid  the  fex  farewell. 

In  this  dilemma  what  to  do, 
Or  who  to  think  of,  neither  knew  ; 
For  both,  ftill  biafs'd  in  opinion, 
And  arrogant  of  fole  dominion, 
Were  forc'd  to  hold  the  cafe  compounded, 
Or  leave  the  quarrel  where  they  found  it. 

When  in  the  nick,  a  rural  fair, 
Of  inexperienc'd  gait,  and  air. 


Who  ne'er  had  crofs'd  the  nelghb'ring  lake. 
Nor  feen  the  world  beyond  a  wake. 
With  cambric  coif,  and  kerchief  clean, 
Tript  lightly  by  them  o'er  the  green. 

Now,  novtr !  cryd  love's  triumphant  child, 
And  at  approaching  conqueft  fmii'd. 
If  vanity  wilj  once  be  guided,  ■  .    , 

Our  diff'rence  may  be  foon  decided  :    ' 
Behold  yon  wench  ;   a  fit  occafion'     '■■  '    . 
To  try  your  force  of  gay  perfuafion. 
Go  you,  while  I  retire  aloof. 
Go,  put  thofe  boaded  pow'^s  to  proof; 
And  if  your  prevalence  of  art 
Tranfcends  my  yet  unerring  dart, 
I  give  the  fav'rite  contcflo'er. 
And  ne'er  will  boaft  my  empire  more. 

At  once,  fo  faid,  and  fo  confented  ; 
And  well  our  goddefs  feem'd  contented ; 
Nor  paufing,  made  a  moment's  flarid. 
But  tript,  and  took  the  girl  in  hand. 

Meanwhile  the  godhe'ad,  unalarra'd. 
As  one  to  each  occafion  arm'd, 
Forth  from  his  quiver  cuU'd  a  dart, 
That  erft  had  wounded- many  a  heart; 
Then,  bending,  drew  it  to  the  head ; 
The  bov/-ftring  twang'd,  the  arrow  fled, 
And,  to  her  fecret  foul  addrefs'd, 
Transfix'd  the  whitenefs  of  her  bread. 

But  here  the  dame,  whofe  guardian  care 
Had  to  a  moment  watch'd  the  fair, 
At  once  her  pocket  mirrT  drew. 
And  held  the  wonder  full  in  view  ; 
As  quickly,  rang'd  in  order  bright, 
A  thoufand  beauties  rufh  to  fight ; 
A  world  of  charms,  till  now  unknown, 
A  world,  reveal'd  to  her  alone  : 
Enraptur'd  ftands  the  love-fick  maid, 
Sufpended  o'er  the  darling  fhade. 
Here  only  fixes  to  admire. 
And  centres  every  fond  defire. 


MISCELLA'NEOUS   POEMS. 


A  HYMN  TO  POVERTY. 

O  POVERTY  !  thou  fource  of  human  art. 

Thou  great  infpirer  of  the  poet's  fong  ! 

In  vain  Apollo  didates,  and  the  nine 

Attend  in  vain,  unlefs  thy  mighty  hand 

Dire»5l  the  tuneful  lyre.     Without  thy  aid 

The  canvas  breathes  no  longer.     Mufic's  charms, 

Uninfluenc'd  by  thee,  forget  to  pleale  : 

Thou  giv'fl  the  organ  found ;  by  thee  the  flute 

Breathes  harmony  ;  the  tuneful  viol  owns 

Thy  pow'rf  ul  touch .  The  warbling  voice  is  thine  : 

Thou  gav'ft  to  Nicolini  every  grace. 


And  every  charm  to  Farinelli's  fong.' 

By  thee  the  lawyer  pleads.     The  foldier's  arm 

Is    nerv'd  by  thee.     Thy  pow'r,  the  gownmaa 

feels, 
And,  urg'd  by  thee, unfolds  heav'n's  myftic  truth*. 
The  haughty  fair,  that  fwelJs  with  proud  difdain. 
And  fmiles  at  mifchiefs,  which  her  eyes  have  mad& 
Thou  humblefl  to  fubmit  and  blefs  mankind. 

Hail,  pow'r  omnipotent !   me  uninvok'd 
Thou  deign'ft  to  vifit,  far,  alas  !   unfit 
To  bear  thy  awful  prefence.     O,  retire  ?- 
At  diftance  let  me  view  thee ;  left  too  nigh^ 
I  fink  b?neath  the  terrors  of  thy  face  ! 
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THE  LOVER  AND  THE  FRIEND. 

0  THOU,  for  whom  my  lyre  I  firing, 
Of  whom  I  fpeak,  and  think,  and  fing ! 
Thou  conftant  obje<S  of  my  joys,  , 
Whofe  fweetnefs  every  wifli  employs  ?  / 
Thou  deareft  of  thy  fex  attend. 

And  hear  the  Lover  and  the  Friend,* 

Fear  not  the  poet's  flatt'ring  drain  ;  . 
No  idle  praife  my  verfe  (hall  ftain  ; 
The  lowly  numbers  (hall  impart 
The  faithful  di<ftates  of  my  heart, 
Nor  humble  modefty  offend, 
And  part  the  Lover  from  the  Friend. 

Not  diftant  is  the  cruel  day, 
That  tears  me  from  my  hopes  away  5 
Then  frown  not,  faireft,  if  I  try 
To  Ileal  the  moifture  from  your  eye. 
Or  force  your  heart  a  figh  to  fend, 
To  mourn  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 

No  perfefi  joy  my  life  e'er  knew, 
But  what  arofc  from  love  and  you; 
Nor  can  I  fear  another  pain 
Than  your  unkindnefs,  or  difi^ain  ; 
Then  let  your  looks  their  pity  lend, 
To  cheer  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 

Whole- years  I  ftrove  againft  the  flame, 
And  fuffer'd- ills,  that  want  a  name  : 
Yet  ftill  the  painful  fecrct  kept. 
And  to  mylelf  in  (ilence  wept ; 
Till  grown  unable  to  contend, 

1  own'd  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 


I  faw  you  ftill.     Your  gen'rous  heart 
In  all  my  forrows  bore  a  part; 
Yet  while  your  eyes  with  pity  glow'd, 
No  words  of  hope  your  tongue  beftow'd, 
But  mildly  bid  me  ceafe  to  biend 
fhe  name  of  Lover  with  the  Friend. 

Sick  with  defire,  and  mad  with  pain, 
I  feek  for  happinefs  in  vain  : 
Thou  lovely  maid,  to  thee  I  cry, 
Heal  me  with  kindnefs,  or  I  die ! 
From  fad  flefpair  my  foul  defend. 
And  fix  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 

Curs'd  be  all  vi'ealth  that  can  deftroy 
My  utmoft  hope  of  earthly  joy  ! 
Thy  gifts,  O  fortune     I  refign. 
Let  her  and  poverty  be  mine  ! 
And  every  year  that  life  (hall  lend. 
Shall  blefs  the  Lover  and  the  Friend, 

In  vain,  alas  !  in  vain  1  ftrive 
To  keep  a  dying  hope  alive  ; 
The  laft  fad  remedy  remains, 
Tis  abfence  that  muft  heal  my  pains. 
Thy  image  from  my  bolom  rend, 
And  force  the  Lover  from  the  Friend. 

Vain  thought !  though  feas  between  us  roll, 
Thy  love  is  rooted  in  my  foul ; 
The  vital  blood  that  warms  my  heart 
With  thy  idea  mufl;  depart. 
And  death's  decifive  ftroke  muft  end 
At  once  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 
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SONG  I. 

L  HtTS  T  faid  to  my  heart,  in  a  pet  th*  other  day, 
I  had  rather  be  hang'd  than  go  moping  this  w^ay ; 
No  throbbings,  no  wifhes  your  moments  employ. 
But  you  fleep  in  my  breafi;  without  motion  ©r  joy. 
When  Cloe  perplex'd  me  'twas  fweeter  by  half. 
And  at  Thais's  wiles  1  could  oftentimes  laugh; 
Your  burnings  and  achings  I  ftrove  not  to  cure. 
Though  one  was  a  jilt,  and  the  other  a  whore- 

WTicn  I  walk'd  up  the  Mall,  or  ftroU'd  through 
the  flreet,  [beat, 

Wbt  a  petticoat  brufh'd  me,  but  then  you  could 
Or  if  bang  went  the  hoop  againft  corner  or  poft, 
In'the  magical  round  you  were  furc  to  be  loft. 

But  noyr  if  a  nymph  goes  as  naked  as  Eve, 
Like  Adam,  unfallen,  you  never  perceive  ; 
Or  the  feat  of  delight  if  the  tippet  fhould  hide. 
You  tempt  not  my  fingers  to  draw  it  afide. 

Is  it  caution,  ordrtad,  or  the  froft  of  old  age, 
That  inclines  you  with  beautj'  no  more  to  engage .' 


Tell  me  quickly  the  caufe,  for  it  makes  me  quite 

mad. 
In  the  fummer's  gay  feafon  to  fee  you  fo  fad. 

Hav^  a  care,  quoth  my  heart,  how  you  tempt  me 
to  It  ray;  [way: 

He  that  hunts  down  a  woman  muft  run  a  d d 

Like  a  hare  (he  can  wind,  or  hold  out  with  the  fox, 
And,  fecure  in  the  chafe,  her  purfuers  (he  mocks. 

For  Cloc  I  burn'd  with  an  innocent  flame, 
And  beat  to  the  mufic  that  hreath'd  out  her  name; 
Three  fummers  flew  over  the  caftles  I  built. 
And  beheld  mc  a  fool,  and  my  goddefs  a  jilt. 

Next  Thais,  the  wanton,  my  wi(hes  employ'd. 
And  the  kind  one  repair'd  what  the  cruel  deftroy'd: 
Like  Shadrach,  I  liv'd  in  a  furnace  of  fire, 
But,  unlike  him,  was  fcorch'd,  and  compell'd  to 
retire. 

Recruited  once  more,  I  forgot  all  my  pain. 
And  was  jilted,  and  burnt,  and  bedevil'd  again  1 
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Not  a  petticoat  fring'd,  or  the  heel  of  a  flioe, 
Ever  pafs'd  you  by  day-light,  but  at  it  I  flew. 
Thus  jilted,  and  wounded,  and  burnt  to  a  coal. 
For  reft  I  retreated  again  to  be  whole ; 
But  your  eyes,  ever  open  to  lead  me  aftray. 
Have  beheld  a  new  face,  and  command  me  away. 
But  remember,  in  whatever  flames  I  may  burn, 
'Twill  be  folly  to  alk  for,  or  wilh  my  return  : 
Neither  Thais  nor  Cloe  again  fhall  enflame. 
But  a  nymph  more  provoking  than  all  you  can 

name. 
This  faid,  with  a  bound  from  my  bofom  he  flew  ; 
O,  Phillis  '   thefe  eyes  faw  him  pofting  to  you  ; 
Enflav'd  by  your  wit,  he  grows  fond  of  his  chain, 
And  vows  I  Ihall  never  poflefs  him  again. 

SONG  IF. 

Collin. 
Be  ftill,  O  ye  winds,  and  attentive,  ye  fwains, 
'Tis  Phebe  invites,  and  replies  to  my  ftrains; 
The  fun  never  rofe  on,  fearch  all  the  world  through, 
A  fhepherd  fo  bleft,  or  a  fair  one  fo  true. 

Phebe. 
Glide  foftly  ye  ftreams,  O  ye  nymphs  round  me 

throng, 
'Tis  Collin  commands,  and  attends  to  my  fong ; 
Search  all  the  world  over,  you  never  can  find 
A  maiden  fo  bleft,  or  a  fhepherd  fo  kind. 

Both. 
'Tis  love,  like  the  fun,  that  gives  light  to  the  year, 
The  fweeteft  of  bleftings  that  life  can  endear; 
Our  pleafures  it  brightens,  drives  forrow  away, 
Gives  joy  to  the  night,  and  enlivens  the  day. 

Collin. 
"With  Phebe  befide  me,  the  feafons  how  gay  ! 
Then  winter's  bleak  months  feem  as  pleafant  as 

May; 
The  fummer's  gay  verdure  fprings  ftill  as  ftie  treads. 
And  linnets  and  nightingales  fing  through  the 
meads.  ,".'    ',v 

Phtbe.  .\.r->' 

VWhen  Collin  is  abfent  'tis  winter  all  round. 
How  faint  is  the  funfhine,  how  barren  the  ground ! 
Inftead  of  the  linnet  and  nightingale's  f^ng, 
I  hear  the  hoarfe  raven  croak  all  the  day  long. 

Both. 
Tis  love,  like  the  fun,  &c. 

Collin. 
O'er  hill,  dale,  and  valley,  my  Phebe  and  I 
Together  will  wander,  and  love  ftiall  be  by  : 
Her  Collin  Ihall  guard  her  fafe  all  the  long  day, 
And  Phebe  at  night  all  his  pains  ftiall  repay. 

Phebi. 
By  moonlight,  when  ftiadows  glide  over  the  plain, 
His  kiffes  fhall  cheer  me,  his  arm  fhall  fuftain ; 
The  dark  haunted  grove  I  can  trace  without  fear. 
Or  fleep  in  a  church- yard,  if  Collin  is  near. 

Both. 
Tis  love,  like  the  fun,  &c. 

Collin. 

Ye  fhepherds,  that  wanton  it  over  the  plain, 
How  fleeting   your  tranfports,  how  laftiog  your 

pain ! 
iBconftancy  ftiun,  and  reward  the  kind  fhe, 
And  learn  to  be  happy  of  Phebe  and  rae. 


Phde. 


Ye  nymphs,  who  the  pleafures  of  love  never  try'd. 
Attend  to  my  ftrains,  and  take  me  for  your  guide; 
Your   hearts   keep   from   pride  and   inconftancy 

free. 
And  learn  to  be  happy  of  Collin  and  me. 

Both. 
'Tis  love,  like  the  fun,  that  gives  light  to  the  year, 
The  fweeteft  of  blcffings  that  life  can  endear  ; 
Our  pleafures  it  brightens,  drives  forrow  away. 
Gives  joy  to  the  night,  and  enlivens  the  day. 

SONG    III. 

As  Phillis  the  gay,  at  the  break  of  the  day, 
Went  forth  to  the  meadows  a  maying, 

A  clown  lay  afleep  by  a  river  fo  deep. 
That  round  in  meanders  was  ftraying. 

His  bofom  was  bare,  and  for  whitenefs  fo  rare. 
Her  heart  it  was  gone  without  warning. 

With  cheeks  of  fuch  hue,  that  the  rofe  wet  with 
dew. 
Ne'er  look'd  half  fo  frefh  in  a  morning. 

She  cull'd  the  new  hay,  and  down  by  him  fhe  lay, 
Her  wifhes  too  warm  for  difguifing  ; 

She  play'd  with  his  eyes,  till  he  wakM  in  furprife, 
And  blufh'd  like  the  fun  at  his  rifmg. 

She  fung  him  a  fong,  as  he  leant  on  his  prong. 
And  refted  her  arm  on  his  fhoulder ; 

She  prefs'd  his  coy  cheek  to  her  bofom  fo  fleek, 
And  taught  his  two  arms  to  enfold  her. 

The  ruftic  grown  kind,  by  a  kifs  told  his  mind. 
And  call'd  her  his  dear  and  hisblefTmg  : 

Together  they  ftray'd,  and   fung,  frolic'd,   and 
play'd, 
And  what  they  did  more  there's  no  guefling, 

SONG    IV. 

He. 
Let  rakes  for  pleafure  range  the  town. 

Or  mifers  doat  on  golden  guineas, 
Let  plenty  fmile,  or  fortune  frown. 

The  fweets  of  love  are  mine  and  Jenny's* 
She. 
Let  wanton  maids  indulge  defire, 

How  foon  the  fleeting  pleafure  gone  is ! 
The  joys  of  virtue  never  tire. 

And  fuch  fhall  ftill  be  mine  and  Johnny'*. 
Both. 
Together  let  us  fport  and  play. 

And  live  in  pleafure  where  no  fin  is; 
The  prieft  fhall  tie  the  knot  to-day. 

And  wedlock's  bands  make  Johnny  Jenny '«. 
He. 
Let  roving  fwains  young  hearts  invade. 

The  pleafure  ends  in  fhame  and  folly ; 
So  Willy  woo'd,  and  then  betray'd 

The  poor,  believing,  fimple  Molly, 
She. 
So  Lucy  lov'd,  and  lightly  toy'd. 

And  laugh'd  at  harnilefs  maids  who  marry  5 
But  now  fhe  finds  her  fliepherd  cloy'd. 

And  chides  too  late  her  faithlefs  Harry. 


8x5 

jbiitWfe'H' to»fcther  fport  and  play,'' 

■  And  live  in  pleafure  where  no'fin  is  ; 
The  pricft  fhall  tie  thq  knot  to-day, 

And  wedlock's  bands  make  Johnny  Jenny's. 
i  .        //^.  ■   • 

By  cooling  flreams  our  flocks  we'll  feed, 
.    And  leave  deceit  to  knaves  and  ninnies; 
Or  fondly  ftray  where  love  fhall  lead, 
And  every  joy  be  mine  and  Jenny's. 

.;-.  .  ■:  .  .     '■  ■     '.She-,        ■    ■-•>  -   ■ 

I^et  guilt  the  faithlefs  bofom  fright,  _ 

The  conflant  heart  is  plways  bonny  ; 
Content,  and  peace,  and  fweet  delight. 
And' love,  flwll  live  with  me  and  Johnny. 
Both. 
Together  ftill  we'll  fport  and  play, 

And  live  in  pleafure  where  no  fin  is ; 
The  prieft  (hall ^ie  the  knot  to-day, 

And  wedlock's  bands  make  Johnny  Jenny's. 

S  ON  G    V. 
Stakd  round,  my.  brave  boys,  witli  heart  and 
with  voice. 
And  all  in  full  chorus  agree  ; 
V/e'U  fight  for  our  king,  and  as  loyally  fing, 
And  let  the  world  know  we'll  be  free. 
Chorus. 
The  rebels  fliall  fly,  as  with  fbouts  we  draw  nigh, 

And  ecTio  fhall  vi(5lory  ring  ; 
Then  fafe  from  alarms,  we'll  reft  on  cur  arms, 

And  chorus  it,  long  live  the  king  ! 
Then  commerce  once  more  (hall  bring  wealth  to 
our  (hore, 
And  plenty  and  peace  blefs  the  ifle  ; 
The  pcafant  (hall  quaff  off  his  bowl  with  a  laugh, 
Aiid  reap  the  fweet  fruits  of  his  toil. 
Chorus. 
The  rebels,  &c. 

Kind  love  (hall  repay  the  fatigues  of  the  day, 

Aiid  mek  us  to  ful'ter  alarms; 
Coy  Phillis  fhall  burn  at  her  fc;ldier's  return. 

And  blefs  the  brave  youth  in  her  arms. 

Chorus. 

The  rebels  fhall  fly,  as  with  fhouts  we  draw  nigh, 

And  echo  fhall  visflory  ring  ; 
Then  fafe  from  alarms,  we'll  reft  on  our  arms, 

And  chorus  it,  long  live  the  king  1 

SONG   VI. 

To  make  the  wife  kind,  and  to  keep  the  houfe  ftill, 
You  mufl  be  of  her  mind,  let  her  fay  what  (he 

will ; 
Tn  all  that  (lie  does  you  muft  give  her  her  way. 
For  tell  her  (he's  wrong,  and  you  lead  her  aftray. 

Chorus. 
Then,  hulbands,  take  care,  of  fufpiclen  beware. 
Your  wives  may  be  true,  if  you  fancy  they  are; 
■With  confidence  truft  them,  and  be  not  fuch  elves. 
As  to  make  by  your  jealoufy  horns  for  yourfclves. 
Abroad  ail  the  day. if  fbe  choofes  to  roam. 
Seem  pleai'd  with'  her  ^bfcnce,  (he'll  Cgh  to  come 

home  J 


THE   WORKS  OF  MOORE. 


The  man  fire  likes  bcft,  and  longs  moft  to  get  at, 
Be  fure  to  commend,  and  llie'il  hate  him  for  that. 

'  '   •    Chorus. 
Then,  hufbands,  &c. 

What  virtue  (he  has,  you  may  fafely  oppofe, 
Wharever  her  follies  are,  praife  her  for  thofe  ; 
Applaud  all  her  fchemes  that  (he  lays  for  a  man, 
For  accufe  her  of  vice,  and  (he'll  fin  if  (he  can. 

Chorus. 
Then,  hufbands,  take  care,  of  fufpicion  beware. 
Your  wives  may  be  true,  if  you  fancy  they  are  ;' 
With  confidence  truft  them,  and  be  not  fuch  elves. 
As  to  make  by  your  jealoufy  horns  for  yourfclves. 

SONG  vir. 

Damon. 
Hark,  hark,  o'er  the  plains  how  the  merry  bells 
ring, 
Afleep  while  my  charmer  is  laid  I 
The  village  is  up,  and  the  day  on  the  wing. 
And  Phillis  may  yet  die  a  maid. 
Phillis. 
'Tis  hardly  yet  day,  and  I  cannot  away, 

O  Damon  \   I'm  young  and  afraid  ; 
To-morrow,  my  dear,  I'll  to  church  without  fear. 
But  let  mc  to-night  lie  a  maid. 
Damon. 
The  bride-maids  are  met,  and  mamma's  on  the  fret, 

All,  all  my  coy  Phillis  upbraid  ; 
Come  upon  the  door,  and  deny  me  no  more, 
Nyr  cry  to  live  longer  a  maid. 
Phillis. 
Dear  (hepherd,  forbear,  and  to-morrow,  I  fwear, 

To-morrow  I'll  not  be  afraid; 
I'll  open  the  door,  and  deny  you  no  more, 
Nor  cry  to  live  longer  a  maid. 
Damon. 
No,  no,  Phillis,  no,  on  that  bofom  of  fnow 

To-night  fliall  your  Ihepherd  be  laid ; 
By  morning  my  dear  fhall  be  eas'd  of  her  fear, 
Nor  grieve  (he's  no  longer  a  maid. 
Phillis. 
Then  open  the  door,  'twas  unbolted  before, 

His  blifs  filly  Damon  delay'd  ; 
To  church  let  us  go,  and  if  there  I  fay  no, 
O  then  let  me  die  an  old  maid  1 

SONG    VIII. 

That  Jenny's  my  friend,  my  delight,  and  my 

pride, 
1  always  have  boafted,  and  feek  not  to  hide  ; 
I  dwell  on  her  praifes  wherever  I  go, 
They  fay  I'm  in  love,  but  I  anfwer  no,  no. 

At  ev'ning  oft  times  with  what  pleafure  1  fee 
A  note  from  her  hand,  "  I'll  be  with  you  at*ea  !" 
My  heart  how  it  bounds,  when  I  hear  her  below  ! 
But  fay  not  'tis  love,  for  I  anfwer  no,  no. 

She  fings  me  ^  fong,  and  I  echo  each  ftrain. 
Again  1  cry,  Jtnny  !  fwcet  Jenny,  again  ! 
I  lufs  her  foft  lips,  and  if  there  I  could  grow. 
And  fea?  I'm  in  love,  though  I  anfwer  uo,  no,  ' 


^h6  tells  me  hcr  faults,  as  flie  fits  on  my  knee, 
I  chide  her,  and  fwear  (lie's  an  angel  to  me  : 
My  Ihouldtr  Ihe  taps,  and  ftill  bids  me  think  fo  ; 
Who  knows  but  ibe  loves,  though  ihe  tells'  me 
no,  no?       .'-  ■''^!'. ;•;'•■'' 

Vet  fuch  is  my  temper,  fo  dull  am  I  groWn, "  .  ' ' . 
1  aflc  not  her  heatt,  but  would  conquer  my  owrt  : 
Her  bofom's  foft  peace 'fliall  1  feck  to  o'crthrovV, 
And  wifh  to  perfuade,  while  I  anfwer  no,  no  ? 
From  beauty,  and  wit,  and  good  Jiumour,  ah  !  why 
Shquld  prudence  advife,  and  compel  me  to  fly  ? 
Thy  bounties,  O  fortune  !  make  hafte  to  bellow, 
And'  let  me  dcferve  hcr,  or  ftill  I  fay  no. 

SONG   iX. 

You  tell  me  I'm  handfome,  I  know  not  how  true, 
And  eafy,  and  chatty,  and  good  humour'd  too  ; 
That  my  lips  are  as  red  as  the  rofe-bud  in  June, 
And  my  voice,  like  the  nightingale's,  Iwcetly  in 

tune  : 
All  this  has  been  told  me  by  twenty  before, 
But  he  that  would  win  me,  muft  flatter  me  more. 

If  beauty  from  virtue  receive  no  fupply, 
'Or  prattle  from  prudence,  how  wantingam  I ! 
My  eafe  and   good  humour  (hort  raptures  will 
bring,  _       _        "  [fpring- 

And  my  voice,  like  the  nightingale's,  know  but  a 
For  charms  fuch  as  thefe,  then,  your  praifcs  give 

o'er, 
To  love  me  for  life,  you  mufl,  love  me  for  more. 

Then  talk  to  me  not  of  a  fhape  or  an  air. 
For  Cioe,  the  wanton,  can  rival  me  there  : 
'Tis  virtue  alone  that  makes  beauty  look  gay, 
And  brightens  good  .humour,  a^  funfliine  the  day; 
For  that  if  you  love  me,  your  flame  {ball  be  true, 
And  I,  in  my  turn,  may  be  laugh};, tq  lave  too. 

S  O  N  G    X. 

How  bleft  has  my  time  been,  what  days  have  1 

known, 
Since  wedlock's  foft  bondage  made  Jeffe  my  own  ! 
So  joyful  my  heart  is,  fo  eafy  my  chain. 
That  freedom  is  taftelefs,  and  roving  a  pain. 

Through  walks,  grown  with  woodbines,  as  often  , 

we  flray, 
Around  us  our  boys  and  girls  frolic  and  play  ; 
How  pleafing  their  fport  is  the  wanton  ones  fee, 
And  borrow  their  looks  from  my  Jcfle  and  me. 

To  try  her  fweet  temper  fometimes  am  I  feen 
In  revels  all  day  with  the  nymphs  of  the  gr^en  ; 
Though  painful  my  abfcnce,  my  doubts  fhe   be- 
guiles, 
And  meets  me  at  night  with  compliance  and  fmiles. 

What  though  on  her  cheek  the  rofc  lofes  its  hue. 
Her  eafe  and  good-humour  bloom  all  the  year 

through ; 
Time  ftill  as  he  flies  brings  increafe  to  ber  truth, 
And  gives  to  her  mind  what  he  deals  from  her 

youth. 

Ye  Iheiiherdi  fo  gay,  who  make  loVe  to  enfnare. 
And  cheat  wit>h  falfe  vows  the  too  credulous  fair, 


s  o:n  G  S,    &c.  3I>. 

In  fearch  of  true  pleafure  h6w  vainly  yon'roami'  • 
To  hold  it  for  life^you  mulit  find  it  aciMMne.  -     ^ 

:•':*'•;  '■    ,S(  -j'lW^  tor)  l;';'(!ri.'  .      ^ 
■  ,..1    ■.  7j  '.:-;;  o  'I-j-.vIt^     .'; 

SONG    XI.  ,       ' 


Hark  !  hark  !  'tis  a  voice  from  the  tomb 

Come,  Lucy,  it  cries,  come  away  ; 
The  grave  of  thy  Colin  has  room, 

To  reft  thee  befule  his  cold  clay. 
I  come,  my  dear  fhepherd,  I  come; 

Ye  friends  and  companions,  a4ieu  ; 
I  hafte  to  my  Colin's  dark  home. 

To  die  on  his  bofom  fo  true. 

All  mournful  the  midnight  bell  rung, 

When  Lucy,  fad  Lucy  arofe  ; 
And  forth  to  the  green-turf  flie  fprurg, 

Where  Colin's  pale  afties  repofe. 
All  wet  with  the  night's  chilling  dew, 

Hpr  bofom  embrac'd  the  cold  ground, 
While  ftormy  winds  over  hcr  blew. 

And  night  ravens  croak'd  all  around. 

How  long,  my  lov'd  Colin,  fhe  cry'd, 

How  long  muft  thy  Lucy  complain  ? 
How  long  fhall  the  grave  my  love  hide  i 

How  long  ere  it  join  us  again  ? 
For  thee  thy  fond  fiiepherdefs  liv'd, 

With  thee  o'er  the  world  would  fiie  fly. 
For  thee  has  flie  forrow'd  and  griev'd, 

for  thee  would  flie  lie  down  and  die. 

Alas  '.  what  avails  it  how  dear    , 

Thy  Lucy  was  once  to  her  fwain  ! 
Her  face  like  the  lily  fo  fair. 

And  eyes  that  gave  light  to  the  plain  I 
The  fliepherd  that  lov'd  her  is  gone, 

That  face  and  thofe  eyes  charm  no  more^ 
And  Lucy  forgot  and  alone, 

To  death  fliall  her  Colin  deplore. 

While  thus  flie  lay  funk  in  defpair. 

And  mourn'd  to  the  echoes  around, 
Inflam'd  all  at  once  grew  the  air. 

And  thunder  fliook  dreadful  the  ground  ; 
I  hear  the  kind  call,  and  obey. 

Oh,  Colin,  receive  me,  flie  cry'd  ! 
Then  breathing  a  groan  o'er  his  clay, 

bhe  hung  on  his  tomb-ftoue  and  dy'd, 

SONG  xn. 

l^oR  a  fliape  and  a  bloom,  and  an  air  and  a  mien, 
Myrtilla  was  brighteft  of  all  the  gay  green  ; 
But  artfully  wild,  and  affe6ledly  coy, 
Thofe  her  beautlesinvited,herpride  would  deftroy. 

By  the  flocks  as  flic  ftray'd  with  the  nymphsof  the 

vale. 
Not  a  fliepherd  but  woo'd  her  to  hear  her  foft  tale; 
Though  fatal  the  pafiion,  fhe  laugh'd  at  the  fwain. 
And  return'd  with  negledl,  what  flie  heard  with 

difdain. 

But  beauty  has  wings,  and  too  haftlly  flies. 
And  love  unrewarded,  foon  Iickens  and  dies. 
The  nymph  cur'd  by  time  of  her  folly  and  pride, 
Now  fighs  in  her  turn  for  the  blifs  flie  denied. 
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No  lonjTcr  (he  frolics  it  wide  o'er  the  plain, 
To  kill  with  her  coynefs  the  languifhing  fwain ; 
So  humbled  her  pride  is,  fo  foftened  her  mind, 
That,  though  courted  by  none,  flic  to  all  would  be 
kind. 

SONG    XljI. 

When  Damon  languifti'd  at  my  feet, 

And  I  believ'd  him  true,  .'      ^ 

The  moments  of  delight  how  fweet  T 

But  ah!   how  fwift  they  flew  ! 
The  funny  hill,  the  flow'ry  vale. 

The  garden  and  the  grove. 
Have  echo'd  to  his  ardent  tale, 

And  vows  of  endlefs  love. 

The  conqueft  gain'd,  h€  left  his  prise 

He  left  her  to  complain  ; 
To  talk  of  joy  with  weeping  eyes, 

And  meafure  time  by  pain. 
But  heaven  will  take  the  mourner's  parr. 

In  pity  to  dcfpair  ; 
And  the  laft  figh  that  rends  the  heart, 

Shall  waft  the  fpirit  there. 

THE    NUN; 

A  CANTATA. 

Kecitafive, 
Or  Conftance  holy  legends  tell. 
The  fofteft  after  of  the  cell ; 
None  ftnt  to  heav'n  fo  fweec  a  cry, 
Or  roll'd  at  mafs  fo  bright  an  eye. 
Ko  wanton  taint  her  bofom  knew, 
Her  hours  in  heav'nly  vifioii  flew. 
Her  knees  were  worn  with  midnight  jray'Js, 
And  thus  fhe  breath'd  divineft  airs.     •  '    '-'^ 

AiR. 

In  hallow'd  walk*  ana  awful  cells, 

Secluded  frcoi  the  light  and  vain. 
The  chafle  K'fA  maid  with  virtue  dwelhj 

And  fciitude,  and  filence  reign. 

The  wanton's  voice  is  heard  not  here. 
To  heav'n  the  facred  pde  belongs ; 

Each  wall  returns  the  whifper'd  pray'r, 
And  eclroes  but  to  holy  fongs. 

RECITATIVE. 

Alas,  that  pam!>er'd  monks  fhould  dare 

Intrude  where  fainted  veftals  are  ! 

7^h,  Francis     Francis!  well  I  weet 

1  iioie  holy  looks  are  all  deceit. 

With  fhame  ihc  mufc  prolongs  her  tale. 

The  Pricftwas  young,  the  Nun  was  frail, . 

Pcvoti'.n  faulter'd  on  htr  tongue, 

l.ove  tun'd  her  voice,  and  thus  fhe  fling. 

AIR. 

Alas,  how  deluded  was  I, 

To  fancy  delights  as  I  did  ! 
With  maidens  at  midnight  to  figh. 

And  love   the  fweet  pafTion,  forbid  1 
O,  father  .  my  foUie?  forgive. 

And  flill  to  abfolve  me  be  nigh  ; 
Your  leflbns  have  taught  me  to  live. 

Come  teach  me,  O !  teach  me  to  die ! 

5 


To  her  arms  in  a  rapture  he  fpnlng^,' 
Her  bofom,  half-naked,  mgt  his  \ 

Traflfporterf  in  filence  Ihc  hung, 
And  melted  away,  at  each  kifs. 

Ah,  father  !  expiring,  (he  cry'd. 

With  rapture  I  yield  up  my  breath  i 

Ah,  daughter  I   he  fondly  reply'd. 

The  riabtepus  find  ^(pmfort  in  death. 

S  O'L  O  M  O  N, 

A  SERENATA  t 
5rf  to  Mvfic  .by  Hr.  Bttjcu    . 

PART  I. 

M    ^-  :    .•  CHORUS.. u-.H  in'l.-JiTI  iljj 

Behold,  Jerufalem,  thy  king^,:.",*!*  h\\y.   *'!•;•« 
Whofe  praifes  all  the  nations  fing! 
To  Salomon  the  Lord  has  giv'n   . 
All  arts  and  wifdom  under  heav'n  : 
For  him  the  tuneful  virgin  throng 
Of  Ziion's  daughters  fwell  the  fong  : 
While  young  and  old  their  voices  raifcj 
And  wake  the  echoes  with  his  praife. 

RECtTATIVE.     ". 

She.  From  the  mountains,  lo  \  lie  corns?. 
Breathing  from  his  lips  perfamts  ; 
While  zephyrs  on  his  garments  pUy,     . 
And  fvVeets  through  all  tne  air  convey. 

AIR.  ;  ,,,• 

Tell  me,  lovely  Ihepherd,  where 
Thou  fecd'fl:  at  noon  thy  fleecy  care  ? 
Diredl  me  to  the  fweet  retreat, 
That  guards  rhee  from  the  mid-day  heat  z 
Left  by  the  floc%«  I  lonely  llray. 
Without  a  guide,  and  lofe  my  way  : 
Where  reft  at  noon,  thy  bleating  care. 
Gentle  fhepherd,  tell  me  where  ? 

AIR. 

He.  Faireft  of  the  virgin  throng,  . 

Deft  thou  feek  thy  fwain's  abode  ? 
See  yon  fertile  vale  along 

The  new-worn  path  the  flocks  have  trod  : 
Purfue  the  prints  their  feet  have  made. 
And  they  fhall  guide  thee  to  the  fliadc. 

RECITATIVE. 

She.  As  the  rich  apple  on  whofe  boughs 
Ripe  fruit  with  ftreaky  beauty  glows, 
Fxcels  the  trees  that  fliade  the  grove. 
So  Ihines,  among  his  fex,  my  love. 

AIR. 

Beneath  his  ample  ftiade  I  lay. 
Defended  from  the  fultry  day,; 
His  cooling  fruit  my  thirft  auuag'd, 
And  quench'd  the  fires  that  in  me  rag'<i> 
Till  fated  with  the  lufcious  taftc, 
I  rofe  and  hleft  the  fweet  recall. 

REClTAriVE. 

He.  W^ho  guits  the  lily?  fleecy  white, 
To  fix  on' meaner  flow'rs  the  fight  ? 
Or  leaves  the  rofc's  ftetii  untorn, 
To  crop  the  blolTom  from  the  thocn  ? 
Unrival'd  thus  thy  beauties  are; 
So  ihiues  my  icve  among  the  fair.   .     . 
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AIR. 
Sairtiy  fweetrefs,  ever  flowing^, 

From  her  dropping  lips  diftils; 
Flowers  6n  her  cheeks  are  blov/injf, 

And  her  voice  with  niufic  thrills. 
Zephyrs  o'er  the  fpices  fiyinjr. 

Wafting  fsveers  from  every  tree, 
Si-:k'niiig  fenfe  with  odours  cloying, 
Breathe  not  half  fo  fweet  as  flie. 

RECITATJVK. 

She.  Let  not  my  prince  his  flave  defptft, 
Or  pafs  me  with  unheeding  eyes. 
Becaui'e  the  fun's  difcok^uring  rays 
Have  chas'd  the  lily  from  my  face, 
My  envious  fifters  faw  my  bloom, 
And  drove  me  from  my  mother's  home; 
Uiilhelter'd  all  the  fcorching  day 
Thty  made  mc  in  their  vineyard  ftay. 

AIR. 

Ah  fimple  me  !  my  own,  more  dear. 
My  own,  alas  1   was  not  my  care  : 
Invading  love  the  fences  broke. 
And  tore  the  clufters  from  the  fturk, 
With  eager  grafp  the  fruit  dcftroy'd, 
Kor  relUd  till  the  ravage  doy'd. 

AJR. 

//*■.  Fair  and  comely  is  my  love, 
And  lofter  than  the  blue-ey'd  dove; 
Down  her  neck  the  wanton  locks 
Bound  like  the  kids  on  Gilead's  rocks ; 
Her  teeth  like  flocks  in  beautj'  fcem, 
Hcv/  flion),and  dropping  from  the  flrtam; 
Mer  glowing  lips  by  far  outvie  •^ 

The  plaited  threads  of  fcarlet  dye  ; 
Whene'er  fhe  fpeaks  the  accents  wound, 
And  mufic  floats  upon  the  found. 

RECITA  1  IVE. 

S/jie.  Forbear,  O  charmiug  fwain,  forbear! 
Thy  voice  enchants  my  lift'ning  ear; 
And  while  I  gaze  my  bofim  glows, 
My  flutt'ring  heart  with  love  o'erfiows, 
The  fli.ides  of  night  hang  o'er  my  eyes, 
And  every  feni'e  within  me  dies. 

Alft 

O  fill  with  cooling  juice  the  bowl ! 
Afluage  the  fever  in  my  foul  1 
With  copious  draughts  my  tiiirfl  remove. 
And  footh  the  heart  that's  fsck  of  love. 

PART  II. 

RECITATIVE. 

He.  The  cheerful  lj>ring  begins  to-day, 
Arife,  my  fair  one,  come  away  ! 

RECITATIVE. 

Sie.  Sweet  niufic  {leal-  along  the  sir — =-» 
Hark! my  beloved's  vyice  1  hear! 

AIR. 

He.  Arife,  my  fair,  and  come  away, 
The  cheerful  fpring  begins  to-day  : 
Bleak  winter's  gone  with  all  his  train 
Ot  chilling  frofls,  and  dropping  rain. 
Amidft  the  verdure  of  the  mead 
The  prinirofe  lifts  her  velvet  head  : 
The  warbling  birds,  the  woods  amone, 
Salute  the  feafon  with  a.  fong  : 

Voi..  X, 


j  The  cooing  turtle  in  the  grove 
Rcne\ys  his  tender  tale  of  love  : 
The  vines  their  infant  tenririis  flioot  I 
The  fig-tree  bends  with  early  fruit : 
AU  welcome  in  the  genial  ray  : 
Arife,  my  fair,  and  Cv-me  away  ! 

CHORUS. 

All  welcome  in  the  genial  ray, 
Arile,  O  fair  one,  come  away  ! 

DUET. 

Together  let  us  range  the  fields, 

Impearled  vi'ith  the  morning  dew  5., 
Or  view  the  fruits  the  vineyard  yieidSj 

Or  the  apple's  cluft'ring  bough : 
There  in  cldfe-embowtr'd  fhades. 

Impervious. to  the  noon  tide  ray^ 
By  tinkling  riils,  nn  rofy  beds, 

We'll  love  the  fultry  hours  away. 

REClfAriVE. 

He.   How  lovely  art  thou  10  the  fightj 
For  pleafure  form'd,  and  fivect  delight ! 
Tall  as  the  palm-tree  is  thy  fliape, 
Thy  breafts  are  like  the  cluft'ring  grap€» 

AIR. 

Let  me,  love,  thy  bole  afcending, 

O.n  the  fwellii'g  cluflers  feed: 
With  my  grafp  the  vine-tree  bending'^ 

In  my  ciofe  embrace  ihall  bleed. 
Stay  me  with  delicious  kiffes 

From  thy  honey-dropping  mouth  ; 
Sweeter  than  the  iummer  breezes 

Blowing  from  the  genial  fouth. 

RECITATIVE. 

S/je.  O  that  a  filter's  fpecious  name 
Conceal'd  from  pjying  eyes  niy  Same  } 
Uncenfur'd  then  I'd  own  my  love. 
And  chafteft  virgins  fhou!d  approve  : 
Then  fearlefs  to  my  mother's  bed 
My  feeming  brother  would  I  lead  : 
Soft  tranfports  ftjould  the  hours  employ. 
And  the  deceit  fliould  crown  the  joy. 

.  AJR. 

Soft  !   r  adjure  you  by  the  fawns 
Tiiat  bound  acrofs  the  fiovv'ry  lawns, 
I    Ye  virgins,  that  ye  lightly  move, 
Nor  with  your  whifpcr>i  wake  my  lo^e? 

.      KECITAIIVE 

He.  Ivly  fair's  a  garden  of  delight, 
£nclo!i'd  and  hid  from  vulgar  fighf ; 
Where  llreams  from  Inibbiing  fountains  ftraj, 
And  rofcs  deck  the  verdant  way. 

AIR, 

Sof'tly  arife,  O  fouthern  bi  eeze ! 
.And  kindly  fan  the  blooming  trees  ; 
Upon  my  fpicy  garden  blow. 
That  fwects  from  every  part  may  floWa 

CHORUS. 

Ye  fouthern  breezes  gently  blow, 
That  fweets  from  every  part  may  flow, 

Part  in. 


Hi.  Arife,  my  fair,  the  doors  unfold^' 
Receive  me,  fhivering  with  the  cold. 
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THE    WORKS    OF   MOORE. 


RECITATIVE. 

She.  My  heart  amidft  my  flumbers  vvalces, 
And  tells  me  my  beloved  fpeaks. 

AIR. 

He.  Arife,  my  fair,  the  doors  unfold, 
Receive  me,  fliivering  with  the  cold  : 
The  chill  drops  hangf  upon  my  head. 
And  night's  cold  dews  my  cheeks  o'erfpread  : 
Rfccivc  me  dropping  to  thy  breaft, 
And  lull  me  in  thy  arms  to  reft. 

RECITATIVE. 

She.  Obedient  to  thy  voice  I  hie; 
The  willing  doors  wide  open  fly. 

AIR. 

Ah  !  whither,  whither  art  thou  gone  ? 
Where  is  my  lovely  wand'rer  flown  ? 
Ye  blooming  virgins,  as  you  rove, 
If  chance  you  meet  my  ftraying  love, 
I  charge  you  ttll  him  how  I  mourn, 
And  pant  and  die  for  his  return. 

CUORUS  OF   VIRGINS. 

Who  is  thy  love,  O  charming  maid  ! 
That  from  thy  arms  fo  late  has  ftray'd  I 
Say  what  diftiriguifh'd  charms  adorn, 
And  fmiih  out  his  radiant  form  ? 

AIR. 

She.  On  his  face  the  vernal  rofc, 
Blended  Wi-h  the  lily,  glows ; 
His  locks  are  as  the  raven  black. 
In  ringlets  waving  down  his  back; 
His  eyes  with  milder  beauties  beant 
Than  billing  doves  befide  the  ftream  ; 
His  youthful  cheeks  are  beds  of  flow'rs, 
Enripen'd  by  refrelhing  Ihow'rs; 
His  lips  are  of  the  rofe's  hue. 
Dropping  with  a  fragrant  dew; 
Tall  as  the  cedar  he  appears, 
And  as  erc6l  his  form  he  bears. 
This,  O  ye  virgins,  is  the  fwain, 
Whofe  abfence  caufes  all  my  pain. 

RECITATIVE. 

He.  Sweet  nymph,  whom  ruddier  charms  adorn, 
Than  open  with  the  rofy  morn ; 
Fair  as  the  moon's  unclouded  light, 
And  as  the  fun  in  fplendour  bright; 
Thy  beauties  dazzle  from  afar. 
Like  gUcc'ring  arms  that  gild  the  war. 

RECITATIVE. 

She.  O  take  me  !  ftamp  me  on  thy  breaft ! 
Deep  lot  the  image  be  impreft  ! 
For  love,  like  armed  death,  is  ftrong, 
Rudely  he  drags  his  flaves  along  : 
If  once  to  jealoufy  he  turns, 
With  never-dying  rage  he  burns. 

BUET. 

Thou  foft  invader  of  the  foul  1 
O  love,  who  Ihall  thy  pow'r  controul ! 
To  quench  .thy  fires  whole  rivers  drain, 
Thy  burning  heat  (hall  ftill  remain. 
In  vain  we  trace  the  globe  to  try 
If  pow'rful  gold  thy  joys  can  buy  : 
The  trcafurcs  of  the  world  will  prove 
Too  poor  a  bribe  to  purchafe  love. 

CHORUS. 

In  vain  we  trace  the  globe  to  try 
If  pow'rful  gold  thy  joys  can  buy  ; 


The  treafures  of  the  world  will  prove 
Too  poor  a  bribe  to  purchafe  love. 

PROLOGUE  TO  Gil..  BLAS, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Wood-ward,  in  the  Charadier  of  a 
Critic,  luith  a  Catcall  in  his  Hand. 

Are  you  all  ready  ?  Here's  your  muGc  !  here  *  ! 
Author,  fneak  off,  we'll  tickle  you, 'my  dear. 

The  fedow  ftopp'd  me  in  a  hellilh  fright 

Pray,  Sir,  fays  he,  muft;  I  be  damn'd  tonight .' 
Damn'd  1  furely,  friend — Don't  hope  for  our  com- 
pliance, 
Zounr^s,  Sir! — a  fecond  play's  downright  defiance. 
Though  oi!ce,  poor  rogae,  we  pitied  your  condition, 
Here's  the  true  recipe — for  repetition. 
Well,  Sir,  fays  he,  e'en  as  you  pleafe,  fo  then 
I'll  never  trouble  you  with  plays  again. 
But  harkee   poet ! — won't  you  though  .'  fays  I. 
'Pon  honour. — Then  we'll  damn  you,  let  me  die. 
Sha'n't  we,  my  Bucks  ?    Let's  take  him  at  his 

Word — 
Damn  him — or  by  my  foul  he'll  write  a  third. 
The  man  wants  money,  I  fuppofe — but  mind  ye— • 
Tell  him  you've  left  your  charity  behind  ye. 
A  pretty  plea,  his  wants  to  our  regard  ! 
As  if  we  Bloods  had  bowels  for  a  bard  ! 
Befides,  what  men  of  fpirit  now  a-days 
Come  to  give  fob;r  judgm.ents  of  new  plays  ? 
It  argues  fome  good  nature  to  be  quiet — 
Good  nature  !   Ay — but  then  we  lofe  a  riot. 
The  fcribbling  fool  may  beg  and  make  a  fufs, 
'  ris  death  to  him — What  then  ? — 'Tis  fport  to  us. 
Don't  mind  me  though — for  all  my  fun  and  jokes, 
The  bard  may  find  us  Bloods  good-natur'd  folks; 

Not  crabbed  critics — foes  to  rifing  merit 

Write   but   with   fire — and   we'll  applaud   with 

fpirit — 
Our  author  aims  at  no  diflioneft  ends, 
He  knows  no  enemies,  and  boafts  fome  friends; 
He  takes  no  methods  down  your  throat  to  cram  it ; 
So  if  you  like  it,  fave  it ;  if  not — damn  it. 

AN  ELEGY  f. 

Writien  among  the  Ruins  of  a  Nobleman  s  Seat 
in  Corn-wall. 

Amidst  thefc  venerable  drear  remains 
Of  ancient  grandeur,  mufing  fad  1  ftray; 

Around  a  melancholy  filence  reigns. 

That  prompts  me  to  indulge  the  plaintive  lay. 

Here  liv'd  Eugenio,  born  of  noble  race, 
Alott  his  manfion  role;  around  were  feen 

Extenfive  gardens,  deck'd  with  every  grace, 
Ponds,  walks,  and  groves,  through  all  the  fea- 
fons  green. 

Ah,  where  is  now  its  boaftcd  beauty  fled  ! 

Proud  turrets  that  once  glittcr'd  in  the  flcy, 
And  broken  columns  in  confufion  fpread, 

A  rude  mislhapen  heap  of  ruins  lie. 

Of  fplendid  rooms  no  traces  here  are  found : 
How  arc  thefe  tottering  wMs  by  time  defac'd  ! 


*  Blo-wino-  hit  catcall 

t  From  the  "  J^oetkal  Calendar"  for  Aug'ifl  17^3' 
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ShaggM  with  vile  thorn,  with  twining  ivy  bound, 
Once  hung  with  tapeflry,  with  paintings  grac'd  ! 

In  ancient  times,  perhaps,  where  now  I  tread, 
Licentious  riot  crown'd  the  midnight  bowl, 

Her  dainties  luxury  pour'd.  and  beauty  fpread 
Her  artful  fnares  to  captivate  the  foul. 

Or  here,  attended  by  a  chofen  train 

Of  innocent  delight,  true  grandeur  dwelt, 

Diffufing  blcflings  o'er  the  diflant  plain. 

Health,  joy,  and  happinefs,  by  thoufands  felt. 

Around  now  folitude  unjoyous  reigns. 

No  gay-gilt  chariot  hither  marks  the  way. 

No  more  with  cheerful  hopes  the  needy  fwains 
At  the  once  bounteous  gate  their  vifits  pay. 

Where  too  is  new  the  garden's  beauty  fled, 
Which  every  clime  was  ranfack'd  to  fupply  ? 

O'er  the  drear  fpot  fee  defolation  fpread, 
And  the  difmantled  walls  in  ruins  lie  ! 

Dead  are  the  trees  that  once  with  niceft  care 
Arrang'd,  from  opening  bloflbms  ftied  perfume. 

And  thick  with  fruitage  flood,  the  pendent  pear, 
The  ruddy-colour'd  peach,  and  gloffy  plumb. 

Extindl  is  all  the  family  of  flowers  : 

In  vain  I  feek  the  arbour's  cool  retreat, 

Where  ancient  friends  in  converfe  pafs'd  the  hours, 
Defended  from  the  raging  dog-liar's  heat. 
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I  Along  the  terrafs-walks  are  flraggling  feen 
The  prickly  bramble,  and  the  noifiime  weed. 
Beneath  whofe  covert  crawls  the  toad  obfcene. 
And  fnakes  and  adders  unmolefted  breed. 

The  groves,  where  pleafure  walk'd  her  rounds, 
decay, 

The  mead  untill'd  a  barren  afpedl  wears; 
And  where  the  fprightly  fawn  was  wont  to  play, 

O'ergrown  with  heath,  a  dreary  wafte  appears. 

In  yonder  wide-extended  vale  below. 

Where  ofiers  fpread,  a  pond  capacious  flood  ; 

From  far  by  art  the  ftream  was  taught  to  flow, 
Whofe  liquid  ftores  fupplied  th'  unfailing  flood. 

Oft  here  the  filent  angler  took  his  place, 
Intent  to  captivate  the  fcaly  fry 

But  perifli'd  now  are  all  the  numerous  race, 
Dumb  is  the  fountain,  and  the  channel  dry. 

Here  then,  ye  great !  behold  th'  uncertain  flate 

Of  earthly  grandeur beauty,  ftrength,  aod 

power. 

Alike  are  fubjedl  to  the  ftroke  of  fate, 
And  flourifti  but  the  glory  of  an  hour. 

Virtue  alone  no  difiolution  fears. 

Still  permanent,  though  ages  roll  away  ; 

Who  builds  on  her  immortal  bafis,  rears 
A  fuperftrudure  time  can  ne'er  decay. 
Xij 
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Far  hence,  ye  vifionary  charming  maids, 

Ye  fancy'd  nymphs,  that  haunt  the  Grecian  (hades ; 

Your  birth  who  from  conceiving  fi<ftion  drew, 

Yourfelves  producing  ficftions  astintrue  : 

But  come,  fuperior  Mufe  !  divinely  bright, 

Daughter  of  Heaven,  whofe  offspring  ftiU  are  lightj 

Oh  condefcend  '  celcAial  facreil  gueft. 

To  purge  my  fight,  and  confecrate  my  breaft  ; 

While  I  prefume  OMNIPO PENCE  to  trace. 

And  fing  that  POWER  who  peopled  boundlefa  fpace. 

*  •?  DeitY/ 


EDINBURGH: 

eWNTED  BY  MVNDELL  Al^D  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSB^ 
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THE  LIFE  OF  BOTSE. 


OA  MUEL  BoYSE  was  bom  in  Dublin,  in  T708.  His  father,  the  Rev.  Jofeph  Boyfe,  was  paflor  of  a 
congregation  of  Proteflant  dilTenters  in  Woodftrect,  and  had  for  his  coadjutor  the  Rev.  Thomas 
Emlyn,  fo  well  known  for  his  writings  and  fufferings.  He  was  one  of  the  fixteen  children  of 
Manhew  Boyfe  of  Leeds  in  Yorklhire.  He  was  confidered  as  a  learned,  pious,  and  ufeful  divine ; 
he  was  an  affiduous  preacher  ;  and  his  credit  was  fuch  as  procured  him  general  efteem.  He  had  a 
principal  fliare  in  promoting  the  adl  of  toleration  in  Ireland.  He  concurred  in  the  orthodox  perfe- 
cution  of  the  excellent  Emlyn,  yet  he  was  the  only  one  of  the  Dublin  diffenting  miniftcrs  who 
vifited  him  in  prifon,  and  it  was  in  conlequence  of  his  lolicitations  that  the  fine  was  mitigated.  He 
died  in  1728.  The  fame  year  his  works  were  publillied  in  2  vols,  folio.  He  is  chiefly  diftinguifned, 
as  a  writer,  by  his  contioverfy  with  Archbiftiop  King,  concerning  the  office  of  a  fcriptural  bifhop. 

Young  Boyfe  received  the  rudiments  of  his  educatiau  at  a  private  fchool  in  Dublin.  At  eighteen 
years  of  age,  he  was  fent  to  ^ne  Univerfity  of  Giafgow,  probably  with  a  defign  of  being  educated 
for  the  miniftry.  His  indolence  and  diiTipation,  however,  foon  rendered  this  defign  abortive.  He 
had  not  been  a  year  at  Giafgow,  before  he  unfortunately  fell  in  love  with  Mifs  Atchifon,  the 
daughter  of  a  tradefman  in  that  city ;  and  imprudently  interrupted  his  iludies,  by  marrying  her  be- 
fore he  had  entered  into  his  twentieth  year. 

The  natural  extravagance  of  his  temper  foon  expofed  him  to  the  inconveniencies  of  indigence  : 
and  as  he  had  now  the  additional  charge  of  a  family,  the  fcantinefs  of  his  finances  obligtd  him  to 
remove  with  his  wife,  who  alfo  carried  her  filler  with  her,  to  Dublin  ;  where  he  expefted  aflirtance 
and  fupport  from  his  father;  who,  nutwithftandiiig  the  imprudence  of  his  condud,  received  him 
with  paternal  kindnefs. 

His  condu6l  in  this  dependent  (late,  was  the  very  reverfe  of  what  it  flioiild  have  been.  He  di- 
reiled  his  ftudies  to  no  ufeful  purfuit,  by  which  he  might  have  fupported  himfelf  and  family,  but 
gave  himfelf  up  to  abjc»St  trifling  and  diffipation  ;  which  drew  many  heavy  expences  upon  his  father, 
who  was  fupported  by  the  fubfcriptions  of  his  congregation,  and  an  eftate  which  he  pofl^efled  of  four- 
fcore  pounds  a-year,  in  Yorkfliire.  The  behaviour  of  his  wife  alfo,  was  not  commendable  ;  her 
levity  and  extravagance  contributed  to  accelerate  his  ruin.  The  good  man  was  obliged  to  fell  his 
eftate,  to  pay  his  fon's  debts  ;  and  when  he  lay  in  his  lafl:  flcknefs,  he  was  entirely  fupported  by 
prefents  fropi  his  congregation,  and  buried  at  their  expence.   . 

Being  deprived,  by  his  father's  death,  of  any  f»irther  prefpeA  of  fupport  from  him,  he  repaired  to 
Edinburgh,  where  his  poetical  genius  raifed  him  many  friends,  and  fome  patrons  of  confiderable 
eminence. 

In  1731,  he  publifhed,  by  fubfcription,  a  volume  of  Poeivs  on /e-vcral  occajions,  in  8vo  ;  to  which 
was  fubjoined  a  tranflationAf  the  Taotature  of  Cches,  and  z.  Letter  upon  Liberty y  inferted  in  the  "  Dublin 
"  Journal,"  1727.  In  the  lift  of  fubfcribers,  which  is  numerous  and  refpedtablc,  are  the  names  of 
Tickell,  Philips,  and  Brooke. 

He  acquired  a  great  reputation  by  this  publication,  which  he  dedicated  to  the  Countefs  of  Eglin- 
ton,  a  lady  of  great  accompliflinients,  both  of  body  and  mind;  who  was  a  patronefs  of  men  of  \\\% 
and  very  much  diftinguifhed  Boyfe  while  he  refided  in  Scotland. 

He  alfo  wrote  an  elegy  on  the  death  of  the  Vifcountefs  Stormont ;  which  he  intituled.  The  Tears 
oflhe  Mufes ;  becaufe  the  deceafed  lady  was  a  woman  of  tafte  in  the  fciences,  and  a  great  admirer  of 
poetry. 

Lord   Stormont  was  fo  much  pleaftd  v/ith  this  mark  of  refpecS  paid  to  the  memory  of  his  lady, 
that  he  ordered  a  very  handfome  prefent  to  be  given  to  Boyfe,  by  his  agent  at  Edinburgh. 
6  Xiiij 
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^  But  though  his  writing;'  had  procured  him  fome  celebrity  in  that  city,  yet  his  perfon  was  very 
little  known  there,  and  efpecialiy  among  perfons  of  fafhion  and  figure;  for  he  was  rather  of  an  un- 
focial  turn,  and  had  but  few  acquaintances.  It  was,  therefore,  fome  time  before  he  could  be  found 
out :  and  he  would  have  reaped  no  bencflr  from  Lord  Stormont's  generofity,  if  an  advertifcment 
had  not  been  inferred  in  one  of  the  Edinb-irgh  newlpaperf,  dcfiring  the  author  of  the  Tears  of  the 
J\^ufes  to  call  at  the  houfe  of  the  agent. 

One  of  his  mofl  intimate  and  refpeflable  acquaintances  in  Edinburp:h,  was  a  Mr.  Stewart,  a  mer- 
chant or  boolrieller,  who  had  two  beautiful  and  accom;  lifted  daughters,  to  whom  he  addrefled 
fome  poems,  under  tBe  names  of  Hdaria  and  ClariJJ'a,  inferted  in  the  the  fecond  volume  of  his 
poems,  publifhed  in  I  738. 

^  The  notice  which  Lady  Eglinton  and  Lord  Stormont  took  of  Boyfe.  was  the  means  of  recom- 
mending him  to  the  patronage  of  the  Ducbefs  (>f  Gordon,  who  was  a  lady  of  literary  tafte,  and  culti- 
vated a  correfponderice  with  fome  of  the  mi. ft  eminent  poets  then  living. 

She  was  fo  defirous  to  raife  Boyfe  above  neceffity,  that  Ihe  employed  her  intereft  in  procuring  the 
promife  of  a  place  for  him  ;  and  accordingly  gave  him  a  letter,  which  he  was  next  day  to  deliver 
to  one  of  the  C'-mmiffioiiers  of  the  Cuftoms  at  Edinburgh.  But  it  unluckily  happened  that  he  waji 
then  fome  miles  diftant  from  the  city ;  and  the  morning  on  which  he  was  to  have  ridden  to  towtf 
with  lier  Grace's  letter  of  recommendation,  proved  to  be  rainy.  This  trivial  circumflance  was  fuf- 
ficient  to  difcourage  Boyfe,  who  was  never  accuftomed  to  loik  beyon^  the  prefent  moment;  he  de- 
clined going  to  town,  on  account  of  the  rainy  weather  ;  and  while  he  let  flip  the  opportunity,  the 
place  was  beftowed  upon  aiio'her ;  which  the  Commiffioner  declared  he  kept  for  fome  time  vacant, 
in  expedation  of  feeing  a  perfon  recjmmended  by  the  Duchefs  of  Gordon. 

Suchimprudei.ee  and  fuch  indolence,  were  naturally  produdlive  of  indigence  and  diftrefs ;  and  at 
Jength,  having  drfeated  all  the  kind  intentions  of  his  patrons  towards  him,  he  fell  into  contempt  ar.d 
poverty,  which  obliged  him  to  quit  Edinburgh,  as  his  creditors  began  to  folicit  the  payment  of  their 
debts  in  a  manner  too  importunate  to  bi  eavily  refilled. 

Having  refolved  to  go  to  London,  he  communicated  his  deCgn  to  the  Duchefs  of  Gordon;  who 
{lill  retaining  a  high  opinion  of  his  poetical  abilities,  gave  him  a  recommendatory  letter  to  Pope,  anU 
obtained  apotlier  for  him  to  Lord  Chancellor  King.  Lord  Stormont  alfo  recommended  him  to  his 
protherthe  Solicitor-General,' afterwards  Earl  of  Mansfield,  and  other  perfons  of  rank  and  fafhion. 

Upon  his  arrival  in  London,  he  repaired  to  Twickenham,  in  order  to  deliver  the  Duchefs  of  Goi*. 
don's  letter  to  Pope;  but  not  finding  him  at  home,  he  never  gave  himfelf  the  trouble  to  repeat  his 
•vifit.  He  did,  however'  as  he  faid  himfelf,  wait  upon  the  I-ord  Chancellor;  by  whom  he  was  well 
received,  and  with  v.'hcm  he  occafionally  dined  :  but  the  truth  of  this  wasqueftioned  by  his  friends; 
for  he  was  alvy'ays  averfe  to  the  company  of  perfons  of  rank  and  figure,  among  whom  he  had  i.ot 
fpirit  enough  to  fupport  a  (hare  in  the  converfation. 

It  indeed  appears,  that  his  imprudent  conduA  prevented  his  deriving  any  advantage  from  the  re- 
commendations wliich  he  brought  with  him  from  Scotland  ;  fo  that  he  was  foon  reduced  to  a  ftate 
of  great  indig-;nce  ;  from  which  he  attempted  no  means  of  extricating  himfelf,  but  by  writing  men- 
dicant letters.'     ' 

Ke  frequently  applied  for  afGP.ance  to  fome  of  the  more  eminent  D^enters ;  from  whom  he  re- 
ceived many  henefadlions,  in  confequence  of  the  refpeA  which  they  paid  to  the  memory  of  his  father. 
But  the  pecuniary  fupplies  which  he  received  were  foon  diS^ated ;  for  he  was  not  only  indolent 
and  imprudent,  but  luxurious  and  extravagant. 

He  had  no  tafte  for  any  thing  elegant,  and  yet  was  to  the  laft  degree  expenfive.  Often  when  he 
had  received  lialf-a  guinea,  in  confequence  of  a  fupplicatory  letter,  he  would  go  into  a  tavern,  or- 
der a  fuppcr  to  be  prepared,  drink  of  the  richefl  wines,  and  fpend  all  the  money  :.'iat  had  juft  been 
given  him  in  charity,  without  having  any  one  to  participate  the  luxury  with  him,  and  while  his 
Vife  and  child  were  ftarvin;;  at  home. 

This  is  an  inftancc  of  bafc  felfilhnef's,  which  was  perhaps  never  pradifed  by  the  nioft  fenfual  epi- 
cure, except,  with  fome  variation  of  circumftauces,  by  Savage,  whom  Boyfe  reft.T.blsd  as  well  4^ 
his  genius  as  in  his  vices  and  poverty. 
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All  his  friends  vrete  at  length  wearied  out  with  his  perpetual  applications.  About  the  year  1 740, 
he  had  brought  hinifelf  to  luch  a  ftate  of  wretchecinels,  that  he  had  not  any  clothes  in  which  he 
could  appear  abroad  ,  and  therefore.was  wholly  confined  at  home  lor  fome  weeks,  procuring,  in  ths 
niean  time,  fome  fcanty  fubfiftewce,  by  writing  verfos  for  Mr.  Cave,  the  proprietor  of  the  '•  Gentle- 
tleman's  Magazine  ;"  who  paid  him  by  the  hundred  lines  ;  which,  after  a  while,  he  wanted  to  make 
what  is  called  the  long  hundred. 

"  He  had  not,"  fays  dhiels,  from  whom  this  account  is  chiefly  taken,  "  a  fhirt,  3  coat,  or  any 
kind  of  apparel  to  put  on,  the  fheets  in  which  he  lay  were  carried  to  the  pawn-broker"s,  and  he 
was  obliged  to  be  confined  to  bed  with  no  otht- r  covering  than  a  blanket.  Whoever  had  fcen  him 
in  his  fiudy,  niuft  have  thought  the  o'jeifl  fingular  enough.  He  fjt  up  in  bed  with  the  blanket 
wrapped  about  him.  through  which  he  had  cut  a  hole  large  enough  to  admit  his  arm,  and  placing 
the  paper  upon  his  knee,  fcribbled  in  the  beft  manner  he  could,  the  verfes  he  was  obliged  to  make. 
For  the  future,  wherever  his  diftrrfies  lo  prefled  as  ro  induce  him  to  oifpofe  of  his  fhirt,  he  feli  upon 
an  artifical  method  of  fnpplying'one.  He  cut  fome  white  paper  in  flips,  which  he  tied  round  his 
ivrifls,  and  in  the  fame  manner  fupplied  his  neck.  In  this  plight  he  frequently  appeared  abroad, 
with  the  additional  inconvenience  of  want  of  breeches." 

His  connetSlion  with  Mr.  Cave,  naturally .giade  him  acquainted  with  Dr.  J^^hnfon;  who  informed 
Mr.  Nichols,  that  he  once  c;>lle6ted  a  fum  of  money  to  redeem  his  clothes,  which  he  had  pawned ; 
and  which,  in  two  days  after,  were  pawned  again.  Mr.  Nichols  relates,  from  the  fame  refpedlable 
authority,  that  Boyfe  tranflated  ivell  from  the  French  ;  hut  if  any  one  employed  him,  by  the  time 
one  fheet  of  the  work  was  done,  he  rav/red  the  original.  If  the  employer  redeemed  it,  a  fecond 
fheet  would  be  completed,  and  the  book  again  be  pawned;  and  this  perpetually 

From  this  period,  he  wrote  many  poems ;  but  thefe,  though  excellent  In  their  kind,  were  loft  to 
the  world,  by  being  introduced  vyith  no  advantage. 

From  an  original  letter,  which,  in  July  1741,  he  fent  to  a  friend,  with  fome  pafTages  from  his 
poem,  called  Deity,  it  appears  to  have  been  publilhed  about  this  time. 

"  I  have  no  great  reafon  to  brag  of  the  fuccefs  of  the  piem,  though  the  "  Champion"  early  re, 
commended  it.  Divine  poetry  is  not  the  talle  of  the  age ;  but  I  hof,e  fhall  be  the  fupport  of  mine. 
It  is  the  only  fubjedl  I  now  take  pleafure  in.  I  have  all  laft  fummer  been  employed  by  Mr.  Cave,  in 
French  tranflations  ;  a  province  highly  agreeable  to  me,  and  the  niofl  profitable  bufinefs  flirririg  I 
have  been,  fince  laft  September,  almoft  conflantly  with  Dr  Don  las,  in  the  flavifh  v^ork  of  index- 
making,  alias  word-catchiqg,  and  am  only  now  interrupted  by  his  "  Ofteology  "  which  takes  up  hig 
whole  attention.  I  have  the  profpcdt  of  havng  a  new  tranflation  from  the  French,  in  a  few  days; 
but  bookfcllers  are  fo  uiidiftinguifhing,  and  authors,  or  rather  fdibblers,  fo  plenty,  that  learning  un- 
Jefs  fupported,  bids  fair  toftarve  between  them.  I  hi'pe  the  beft,  as  I  begin  to  be  a  little  known; 
and  would  endeavour,  as  far  as  I  could,  to  fujiport  a  good  character  Lti  the  literary  way." 

In  1742,  his  diftreffes  brought  him  into  a  fpunging-houfe,  in  Grocer's-alley  in  the  P  ultry  ;  from 
.whence  he  wrote  the  following  letter  to  Mr.  Cave  (Sylvanus  Urban),  foliciting  for  affiftance. 
*'  Infcriptiou  for  St.  Laz.arus'  Cave. 

Hodie,  tefte  cxlo  fummo ; 

Sine  pane,  fine  nummo, 

Sorte  pofitus  infefte, 

Scribo  tibi  dolens  mefte 

Fane,  bile  tumet  jecur 

Urbane,  mitte  opcm  precor 

Tibi  enim  cor  humanum 

Non  a  malls  alienum  ; 

Mihi  mens  nee  male  grata, 

Fro  a  te  favore  data. 
Ex  geheiina  debitoria, 
Vulgo,  Domo  Spongiatorla.         Alcauu 

"  I  am  every  moment,"  he  adds,  "  threatened  to  be  turned  out  here,  becaufe  T  have  not  money 
\o  pay  for  my  hed  two  nights  paft,  which  is  ufually  paid  before  hand  ;  and  1  anj  loth  to  go  into  ths 


35<^  THE   LIFF    OF    BOYSE. 

Compter,  till  I  can  fee  if  my  affairs  can  poffibly  be  made  up.  I  hope,  therefore,  you  will  have  the 
humanity  to  fend  me  half-a- guinea  for  fupport,  till  I  finifli  your  papers  in  my  hands.  I  humbly  en- 
treat your  anfwer,  having  not  tafted  any  thing  fince  Tuefday  evening  I  came  here  ;  and  my  coat 
will  be  taken  off  my  back  for  the  charge  of  the  bed ;  fo  that  1  mull  go  into  prifon  naked,  which  is 
too  Ihocking  for  me  to  think  of." 

How  long  he  was  in  confinement,  does  not  appear ;  however,  he  at  length  obtained  his  liberty  : 
but  his  wants  and  his  imprudence  ftill  continued  ;  and  he  often  had  recourfe  to  the  rneaneft  arts  in 
order  to  procure  occafional  benefacflions. 

In  1741,  he  wrote  the  f'i/ion  ef  Patience,  an  allegorical  poem,  to  the  memory  of  Mr.  Alexander 
Cuming,  unfortunately  loft  in  tlie  Northern  Ocean,  on  his  return  from  China,  1740. 

Mr.  Cuming  was  elder  brother  of  his  friend  the'  late  Dr.  William  Cuming  of  Dorchefter,to  whom 
he  addreffed  an  Ode  on  Ms  going  to  France,  in  1735. 

I"  I743>  ^^  publifhed,  without  his  name,  an  ode  on  the  battle  of  Dettingen,  intituled,  Albion  s 
*TiiuK!ph. 

In  IT45,  he  was  invited  to  Reading,  by  Mr.  David  Henry,  the  late  worthy  proprietor  of  the 
*'  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  to  compile  an  hiftorical  work,  which  was  printed  in  that  town,  in  1747,111 
two  vols.  8vf5,  under  the  following  title  :  An  H'ljloricdk  Re'viiiu  nj  the  Ti-aufaBions  of  Eurofie,  from  the 
tommencemeiit  of  the  War  -with  ^-fain  in  1739'  '"  ^^•'^  infurreiii  n  in  Scotljnd  in  I  7  45.  ivith  the  proceedings  in 
Parliament,  and  the  mofi  remarkable  domef.ic  occurrences  during  that  period.  'To  -which  is  added.,  an  Impar- 
tial Hiflory  of  the  late  Rebellion,  inierfj-.erfed  -with  charaSiers  and  memoirs,  and  ilhijirated  ivith  notes.  This 
work  is  not  deftitute  of  merit,  and  contains  much  ufeful  information  rcfpeding  the  hiftory  of  that 
period. 

It  appears  that  Boyfe  was  paid  for  this  work  at  a  very  low  rate. 

•'  My  falary,"  he  writes  a  friend,  in  June  1746,  "  is  wretchedly  fmall  (half-a-guinea  a  week), 
both  for  writing  the  hiftory,  and  corre<5ting  the  prefs."  In  the  fame  letter,  he  affedlingly  laments 
the  lofs  of  his  wife  Emilia,  who  died  while  he  was  at  Reading ;  and  was  buried  at  the  expence  of 
the  parilh.  She  is  faid  by  Shiels  to  have  been  alfo  vicious  and  diffolute;  but  other  accounts  are 
more  favourable,  and  probably  more  juft.  He  afterwards  defcribes  his  fituation  as  "  not  wholly 
uncomfortable." 

♦'  1  blels  God  I  enjoy  a  greater  degree  of  health  than  I  have  known  for  many  years,  and  a  fe- 
rene  melancholy,  which  I  prefer  to  the  moft  poignant  fenfations  of  pleafure  I  ever  knew.  All  I 
figh  for  is  a  fettlement,  with  fome  degree  of  independence,  for  my  laft  ftage  of  life,  that  1  may 
have  the  ci-mfort  of  my  poor  dear  girl  to  be  near  me,  and  cloie  my  eyes.  I  am  now  beginning  the 
JJiJlory  of  the  Rebellion,  a  very  difficult  and  invidious  tafK.  All  the  accounts  I  have  yet  feen,  arc 
either  defective,  contufed,  or  htavy.  1  think  myfelf,  from  my  long  rcfidence  in  Scotland,  not  un- 
nualificd  for  the  attempt;  but  I  apprehend  it  is  premature;  by  Availing  a  year  or  two,  better  ma- 
terials would  offer.  I  am  about  a  tranfiation  (at  my  leifure  hours)  of  an  invaluable  French  work, 
intituled,  "  L'HiP.oire  Univerfclle,"  by  the  late  M.  Boffuet,  Biihop  of  .Meaux.  I  propofe  only  to 
tive  his  differ'ations  on  the  ancient  empires,  i)iz.  the  Egyptian,  Affyrian,  Grecian,  and  Roman  ; 
which  he  has  defcribed  with  furprifmg  concifcnefs,  and  with  equal  judgment  and  beauty.  I  defign 
to  infcribe  it  to  Mr.  Lyttleton,  one  of  the  Lords  of  the  Treafury  ;  one  of  the  moft  amiable  men  I 
have  ever  known,  and  to  whofe  uncommon  goodnefs,  if  you  knew  my  obligations,  you  would 
cfleem  him  as  much  as  he  defervcs." 

After  his  return  from  Reading,  his  behaviour  was  more  decent  than  it  had  been  before,  and  fome 
hopes  were  entertained  of  his  reformation.  He  was  employed  by  Mr.  Sandby  the  bookfellcr,  to 
tranllate  Fenelon's  Bemonf  ration  of  the  being  of  a  God.  He  began  now  to  fupport  a  better  appear- 
ance than  that  to  which  he  had  lately  been  accuftomed,  and  feemed  to  have  fome  regard  to  his 
charadler.  But  while  his  circumftances  were  mending,  and  his  irregular  appetites  lofing  ground, 
his  health  vifibly  declined.  During  his  illnefs,  he  had  the  fatisfadlion  to  obferve  his  Deity  com- 
mended by  two  eminent  writers,  Fielding  and  Hervcy.  The  latter,  touched  with  the  ftory  of  his 
misfortunes,  and  pleafcd  with  the  defign  of  his  poem,  depofited  two  guineas  with  a  friend,  to 
give  him  as  his  neceffities  required.    Of  this  favour,  Boyfe  expreffed  his  grateful  fenfe,  in  a  letter 
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to  Hervey ;  which  fhows  that  he  was  neither  In  his  laft  moments  void  of  real  religion,  nor  an  ele- 
gant tafte. 

"  For  your  tender  admonition,  and  excellent  advice,  I  am  truly  indebted  to  you,  as  they  difco> 
ver  a  generous  and  compaflionate  concern  for  my  better  part.  I  blefs  God  I  have  reafon  to  hope 
that  great  work  is  not  to  do ;  for  of  all  the  marks  of  infatuation  I  know  amongft  men,  there  caa 
be  none  equal  to  that  of  trufting  to  a  death-bed  repentance. 

"  I  do  not  pretend  to  vindicate  my  own  conduiS; ;  nor  can  I  ever  forget  the  very  Chriftlan  fenfe 
of  my  condition  and  misfortunes,  which  (notwithftanding  all  my  mifbehavlour)  you  have  fo  pathe- 
tically expreffed.  The  follies  of  my  youth  have  furnifhed  a  plentiful  harveft  of  refledlion  for  my 
latter  years.  As  I  have  been  now  for  a  long  time  in  a  manner  buried  from  the  world,  fo  it  has 
been  my  endeavour  to  fpend  that  time  in  lamenting  my  paft  errors,  and  in  purfuing  a  courfe  of  life 
void  of  ofTcnce  towards  God  and  man. 

"  1  have  learned  to  truft  in  God  as  my  portion  ;  to  blefs  him  for  his  fatherly  corredlions,  which 
have  been  much  gentler  than  my  demerits;  and  by  which  I  have  been  taught  to  know  him  and  my- 
felf,  his  infinite  mercy  and  goodnefs,  my  own  ingratitude  and  unworthinefs ;  fo  that  I  may  truly 
fay  with  the  returning  prodigal,  *  Father,  I  have  finned  againft  heaven  and  againfk  thee,  and  ant 
not  worthy  to  be  called  thy  fon.* 

"  My  health  is  in  a  very  precarious  flate ;  and  the  greateft  hopes  of  recovery  I  have  (which  are 
very  fmall),  arife  from  warm  weather  and  the  country  air.  I  thank  God  I  am  abfolutely  refigned  to 
his  holy  and  blefled  will.  I  have  feen  enough  of  the  vanity  and  folly  of  earthly  things,  and  how  in- 
fufficient  they  are  to  fatisfy  the  defires  of  an  immortal  foul.  I  am  fenfible  of  my  own  wretchednefs 
and  nothingnefs ;  and  that  my  only  hope  of  falvation  is  through  that  blefled  Redeemer,  who  died 
to  fave  loft  finners.     This  is  my  rock  of  hope  againft  an  approaching  eternity." 

From  this  letter,  may  be  eafily  deduced  his  real  character.  Happy  it  would  have  been,  had  he 
fooner  expreffed  thefe  fentiments  and  principles !  His  mind,  indeed,  was  often  religioufly  difpofed  ; 
he  frequently  talked  upon  that  fubjecfl,  and  probably  fuffered  a  great  deal  from  the  remorfe  of  his 
confcience.  The  early  imprefiions  of  his  good  education,  were  never  entirely  obliterated ;  and  his 
■whole  life  was  a  continued  ftruggle  between  Jiis  will  and  reafon,  as  he  was  always  violating  his  du-  I 
ty  to  the  one,  while  he  fell  under  the  fubjedlion  of  the  other.  In  confequence  of  this  war  in  his  ' 
mind,  he  wrote  a  poem,  called  the  Eecantaiion. 

After  a  lingering  illnefs  he  died,  in  the  month  of  May  1749,  In  obfcure  lodgings  near  Shoe- 
lane,  in  the  51ft  year  of  his  age.     He  was  buried  at  the  expence  of  the  parifh. 

ATr.  Giles,  a  late  colleftor  of  poems,  fays,  he  was  informed  by  Mr.  Sandby,  that  he  was  found 
dead  in  his  bed,  in  a  garret  in  White-Friars,  with  the  pen  in  his  hand,  and  in  the  adl  of  writing. 

Dr.  Johnfon  affured  Mr.  Nichols,  that  the  account  of  his  death,  by  Mr.  Sandby,  is  not  true  ;  it  be- 
ing fuppofed  that,  in  a  fit  of  intoxication,  he  was  run  over  by  a  coach  ;  at  leafi,  he  was  brought 
home  in  fuch  a  condition,  as  to  make  this  probable,  but  too  far  gone  to  give  the  Icaft  account  of 
the  accident. 

Mr.  Francis  Stewart,  the  fon  of  a  bookfeller  in  Edinburgh,  (probably  the  brother  of  HilariaJ, 
and  one  of  Dr.  Johnfon's  amapuenfes,  who  had  been  long  intimately  acquainted  with  Boyfc, 
gives  the  following  account  of  his  death. 

"  Poor  Mr.  Bnyfe  was  one  evening  lafl:  winter  attacked  in  Weftminfter  by  two  or  three  foldiers; 
who  not  only  robbed  him,  but  ufed  him  fo  barbaroufly,  that  he  never  recovered  the  bruifes  he  re- 
ceived; which  might  very  probably  induce  the  confumption  of  which  he  died. 

"  About  nine  months  before  his  death,  he  married  a  cutler's  widow,  a  native  of  Dublin,  with 
whom  he  had  no  money ;  but  flie  proved  a  very  careful  nurfe  to  him  during  his  lingering  Indifpo- 
fition. 

She  told  me,  that  Mr.  Boyfe  never  imagined  he  was  dying,  as  he  always  was  talking  of  his 
recovery  ;  but  perhaps  his  defign  in  this  might  be  to  comfort  her;  for  one  incident  makes  me  think 
otherwife.  About  four  or  five  weeks  before  he  breathed  his  laft,  his  wife  went  out  in  the  morning, 
and  was  furprifed  to  fee  a  great  deal  of  burnt  papers  upon  the  hearth,  which  he  told  her  were  old 
bills  and  accounts;  but  I  fuppofe  were  his  manufcripts,  which  he  had  refolved  to  deftroy;  for  no- 
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thing  of  chat  kind  could  be  found  after  his  death.  Though,  from  this  circumftance,  it  may  be  infer, 
red  that  he  was  apprehenfive  of  death,  yet  I  niuft  own  that  he  never  intimated  it  to  me;  nor  4id, 
he  feem  in  the  leaft  defirous  of  any  fpiritual  advice. 

"  For  fome  months  before  his  end,  he  had  left  off  drinking  all  fermented  liquors,  except  now  and 
then  a  glafs  of  wine,  to  fupport  his  fpirits;  and  that  he  took  very  moderately- 

"  After  his  death,  1  endeavoured  all  I  could  to  get  him  decently  buried,  by  foliciting  thofe  Dif-  ' 
fenters  who  were  tlie  friends  of  him  and  his  father,  to  no  purpofe  ;  for  only  Dr.  Grofvenor,  in  Hor- 
ton-fquare,  a  diffenring  teacher,  offered  to  join  towards  it.  He  had  quite  tried  out  ihofc  friends  in  his 
lifi-time;  and  the  general  anfwer  that  I  received  was,  "  That  fuch  a  contrihution  was  of  no  fervice 
to  him ;  for  it  was  a  matter  of  no  importance  how  or  where  he  was  buried."  As  I  found  nothing 
could  be  done,  our  lad  re'ource  was  an  application  to  the  parifli ;  nor  was  it  without  fome  difficul- 
ty, occafioned  by  the  malice  of  his  landlady,  that  -.ve  at  iaft  got  him  interred  on  the  Saturday  after 
lie  died.  Three  more  of  Dr.  Johnfon's  amanuenfes,  and  myfelf,  attended  the  corpfe  to  the  grave. 
Such  was  the  miferable  end  of  poor  Sam,  who  was  obliged  to  be  buried  in  the  fame  charitable  man- 
ner with  his  firft  wife ;  a  burial  of  which  he  had  often  mentioned  his  abhorrence." 

Another  friend,  in  a  htter  to  Mr.  Nichols,  gives  the  follov^ing  fuppleraentary  narrative. 

"  1  knew  Mr.  Boyfe  well,  from  the  year  1732  to  the  time  of  his  death  ;  have  often  relieved  his 
neceflities,  and  frequently  correfponded  with  him.  1  have  preferved  at  leaft;  thirty  pieces  of  his, 
and  have  in  manufcript  fome  of  his  poems  that  were  never  publiflied.  1  never  faw  any  thing  in 
his  wife's  conduft  that  deferved  cenfure.  He  publiflied  a  fecond  volume  of  poems,  in  1738.  He 
was  a  man  of  learning  ;  when  in  company  with  thofe  by  whom  he  was  not  awed,  an  entertaining 
companion  ;  but  fo  irregular  and  inconfiftent  in  his  condud,  that  it  appeared  as  if  he  had  been  atSlu-. 
ated  by  two  different  fouls  on  different  occafions." 

"  Boyfe,"  fays  aHother  friend,  "  was  a  man  of  no  party  whatever;  even  his  private  fentiments, 
and  his  public  political  creed,  was  influenced  by  his  necefTuies.  In  regard  to  his  perfon,  he  was  of  a 
iiiiddlc  fize,  of  a  thin  habit,  fli.venly  in  his  drefs,  which  was  increaled  by  his  nectfTities,  very  near- 
fighted,  and  his  hearing  imperfecft.  Thefe  circumftances  added  to  his  natural  diffidence,  and  his  not 
having  been  accuflomed  to  appear  in  goud  company  but  as  neceffitous,  and  a  mendicant,  gave  him 
an  awkward,  fheepifh  air,  which  by  no  means  prejudiced  ftrangers  in  his  favour." 

As  Boyfe  depended  for  fubfiftence  on  his  pen,  it  muil  be  expefted  that  his  produdlions  would  be 
wore  numerous  than  excellent.  His  poetical  pieces,  if  colleded,  would  make  fix  moderate  volumes. 
M^iny  of  them  are  fcattered  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  marked  with  the  letter  2',  and 
others  are  fubfcribed  Akaus.  Two  volumes  of  his  poems  were  collecSled  together,  and  publifhed  ii^ 
London  ;  which,  as  they  never  had  any  great  fale,  are  now  difficult  to  be  found.  He  was  employ- 
ed by  Mr.  Ogle  to  tranflate  fome  of  Chaucer's  Tales  into  modern  Eng.ifh,  which  he  performed 
%vith  great  fpirit.  He  receive'd,  it  is  faid,  at  the  rate  of  three  pence  a- line  for  his  trouble.  His  li- 
beral tranfiation  of  Foltalres  three  E'/ijlles  on  Happinefs,  Freedom  of  JVilL  and  Envy,  is  well  executed. 
They  wtre  publifhed  in  1738,  without  his  name;  and  as  his  clothes  were  then  at  the  pawn-broker's, 
the  manufcript  was  fold  to  Dodfley  for  two  gumeas. 

An  ode  of  his,  in  the  manner  of  Spenfer,  intituled  The  Olive,  was  addreffed  to  Sir  Robert  Wal- 
pole,  which  procured  him  a  prcfent  of  ten  guineas.  He  alfo  tranflated  a  poem  from  the  High 
Dutch  of  Van  Haren,  in  praife  of  peace,  upon  the  conclufion  of  that  made  at  Aix-la-Chapel!e.  His 
genius  was  not  confined  to  poetry  only;  he  had  a  tafte  for  painting,  mufic,  and  heraldry  ;  with  the 
latter  of  which  he  is  faid  to  have  been  well  acquainted.  Some  of  his  friends  advifed  him  to  turn 
his  thoughts  towards  the  drama,  as  that  fpecies  of  poetical  compofition  is  more  lucrative  than  any 
other  :  and  they  thought  him  qualified  for  it :  but  he  appears  never  to  have  attempted  any  thing  of 
that  kind. 

The  mofl  celebrated  of  his  performances  was  his  poem  called  Deity ;  the  third  edition  of  which 
was  printed  in  175a.  It  has  been  frequently  reprinted  in  the  poetical  mifcellanies;  and  is  now,  with 
the  Fifwn  cf  Patience,  and  a  few  other  pieces  ielcfted  from  the  mafs  of  his  mifcellaneous  poetry,  re-, 
cejved,  for  the  firft  time,  into  a  collt;(flion  of  clafTical  Englifh  poetry. 

The  fybjed  of  lus  Deity  is  the  attributes  of  the  Supreme  B^ing;  a  theme  the  moft  noble  and  e^-% 
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tenfive,  and  capable  of  the  higheft  poetical  ornament.  Though  nothing  fliort  of  the  fimple  gran- 
deur of  David's  lyre, or  the  exalted  majefly  of  Milton's  epic  niufe,  can  fatiffy  the  mind  on  this,  hal- 
lowed theme,  yet  he  maybe  reckoned  among  the  mod  fucceisful  of  thofe  writers  who  havp  ventured 
to  tread  the  hallowed  ground  of  facred  poefy.  The  poem  is  without  a  plan,  or  any  connedioH  of 
parts  but  it  is  executed,  upon  the  whole,  with  great  fpirit  and  elegance,  and  bears  marks  of  real 
genius.  It  abounds  with  beautiful  and  magnificent  images,  elevated  fentiments,  animated  dcfcrip. 
tions,  and  flowing  lines  ;  but  the  poetical  didlion  is  not  throughout  tonfiftently  fupported,  nor  the 
harmony  of  the  verfe  uniformly  preferved.  Several  of  the  lines  are  flat  and  profaic.  The  Ft/ion  of 
Fotietice  exhibits,  with  fimilar  inequalities  of  language,  a  tendernefs  of  fentiment,  a  fertility*of  ima- 
gination, and  a  facility  of  txpr  flion,  equal  to  the  mofl  fiiccefsfu!  imitations  of  Spenfer. 

The  Ode  to  Dr.  Cuming,  is  a  plcafing  and  poetical  prrformancc,  though  it  breathes  not  the  ardoar  of 
fpirit  which  lyric  poetry  requires.  Hi-  Horace  and  Lydia,  is  a  happy  imitation  of  that  celebrated 
dialogue.  It  was  written  on  a  flight  temporary  jarring  between  Boyfe  and  his  wife,  whom  he  thought 
too  much  attached  to  Mifs  Atchifon,  her  fifter,  a  woman  of  an  equivocal  charadier. 

His  Epiflle  to  Broole.  is  truly  penitentiary  and  poetical.  Boyfe  and  Brooke  had  been  long  ac- 
•[ualntcd,  and  vifited  each  other  frequently.  While  Brooke  was  compofing  hi.-  "  Guflavus  Vafa," 
Boyfe  by  his  irregularities,  fome  h^.w,  gave  offence  to  Brooke,  who  for  fome  time  declined  his  viiits. 
Boyfe,  fenfible  of  his  fault  (for  no  man's  repentance  was  more  poignant  for  the  time,  but  ii:  was 
brief  and  fleeting),  addrcffed  to  Brooke  this  epiUle  ;  which,  with  a  foleinn  promife  of  amendment, 
reftiTed  him  to  favour. 

His  Elegies  are  equally  valuable,  as  efTufions  of  poetry,  and  as  monuments  of  gratitude  and  piety. 
The  Anniverfary  Ode,  to  the  memory  of  a  Daughter,  contains  an  aiFe4Slio:;ate  tribute  to  the  memory  of 
his  father.  If  his  daughter's  dt.ath  is  corredlly  dated  in  1726,  he  mud  have  been  born  before  1 70S, 
©r  married  before  he  was  eighteen  ;    the  age  at  which,  it  is  faid,  he  was  fent  to  Glafgow. 

The  teftimonies  to  his  merits  are  few,  but  refpe6lable.  Fielding,  in  his  "  Tom  Jones"  (book  vii. 
sh  I.),  gives  a  quotation  from  his  Deity,  which  he  ftyles  "  a  very  noble  one  ;"  and  then  adds :  *'  It 
is  taken  from  a  poem  called  the  Deity,  publilhed  about  nine  years  ago,  and  long  fmcc  buried  in  ob-« 
livlon  ;  a  proof  that  good  books,  no  more  than  good  men,  do  always  furvive  the  bad." 

Hervey,  in  his  "  Meditations"  (vol.  ii.  p.  239),  calls  it ''  a  very  beautiful,  fublime,  and  inflrudtive 
poem."  And  in  his  '  Letters"  (vol.  i.  p,  I91)  fays,  "  It  is  a  noble  piece,  quite  poetical,  truly  evsn- 
gelical,  admirably  fitted  to  delight  and  comfort  the  heart,  to  alarm  and  improve  the  reader." 

Boyfe  himfelf  faid,  that,  upon  the  firft  publication  of  the  Deity^  a  gentleman  acquainted  with  Pope 
took  occafion  to  a(k  him  if  he  was  not  the  author  of  it  ;  to  which  Pope  replied  :  "  That  he  was  not 
the  author;  but  that  there  v^ere  many  lines  in  it  of  which  he  fliould  not  be  afhamed."  This  Boyfe 
confidered  as  a  very  great  compliment. 

Such  are  the  teftimonies  in  favour  of  this  unfortunate  poet;  who  was  a  melancholy  inftance  of  the 
Wretchcdnefs  and  difgrace  which  the  nioft  ingenious  perfons  may  bring  upon  thenifelves,  by  im- 
prudence, indolence,  and  an  indifcriminate  indulgence  of  their  appetites  and  pafiions.  Had  he  em- 
ployed the  powers  with  which  nature  endowed  him,  in  a  manner  fuitable  to  the  duties  of  reafon 
and  virtue,  he  might  have  been  a  happy  and  refpe>5table  man  ;  inftead  of  which,  he  was  expofed  to 
all  the  mifcries  of  the  mofl:  extreme  indigence;  nor  could  the  eminent  talents  which  he  pofiefTed 
refcue  him  from  contempt. 

The  unhappy  fate  of  Boyfe  will  bring  to  the  recolle<5lion  of  th'fe  who  are  but  flightly  acquainted 
with  the  lives  of  our  tngiifli  writers,  many  inftances  of  men.  of  the  brightefl:  parts,  whofe  lives,  af- 
ter an  uninterrupted  cnurfe  <i  mifery  have  terminated  under  the  prefTure  of  war.t.  Otway  Sa- 
vage, Pattifon,  and  Chatterton,  were  admired,  and  at  the  fame  time  negledled ;  praifed,  and  at 
the  fame  time  ftarved. 

"  This  relation,"  to  ufe  the  forcible  language  of  Dr.  Ji'hnfon  on  a  fimilar  occafion,  "  will  not  be 
wholly  without  its  ufe,  if  it  remind  thofe,  who  in  confidence  of  fuperior  capacities  or  attainments, 
difregard  tha  common  maxims  of  life,  that  nothing  can  (upply  the  want  of  prudence;   and  that  ne- 
gligence and  irregularity,  long  continued,  wiJl  make  knowledge  ufele&,  wit  ridiculoiis,  and  genius-" 
contemptible." 
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DEITY. 

"  Unde  nil  mains  generatur  ipfo, 

"  Nee  viget  quidquatn  finiile  aut  fecundum." 

HoR. 

From  earrU's  low  profpe(5l;s  and  deceitful  aims. 
From  wealth's  allurements,  and  ambition's  dreams, 
The  lover's  raptures,  and  the  hero's  views, 
All  the  falfe  joys  miftaken  man  purfues, 
The  fchemes  of  fcience,  the  delights  of  wfne, 
Or  the  more  pleafing  follies  of  the  nine  ! 
Recal,  fond  bard,  thy  long-enchanted  fight, 
Deluded  with  the  vifionary  light! 
A  nobler  theme  demands  thy  facred  fong, 
A  theme  beyond  or  man's  or  angel's  tongue  ! 

But  oh,  alas  !  unhallow'd  and  profane. 
How  fhalt  thou  dare  to  raife  the  heav'nly  flrain  ? 
Do  thou,  who  from  the  altar's  living  fire 
Ifaiah's  tuneful  lips  did  once  infpire, 
Come  to  my  aid,  celeftial  wifdoni,  come  ; 
From  my  dark  mind  difpel  the  doubtful  gloom  : 
My  paffions  ftill,  my  purer  breaft  inflame, 
To  fing  that  God  from  whom  exiftence  came ; 
Till  heav'n  and  nature  in  tiie  concert  join, 
And  own  the  author  of  their  birth  divine. 

I.   Eternity. 

Whence  fprung  this  glorious  frame  ?  or  whence 

arol'e 
The  various  forms  the  univerfe  compofe  ? 
From  what  Almighty  caufe,  what  myflic  fprings 
Shall  we  derive  the  origin  of  things? 
Sing,  heav'nly  Guide  !  whofe  all-efficient  light 
Drew  dawning  planets  from  the  won^b  of  night  I 
Since  reafon,  by  thy  facred  didlates  taught, 
Adores  a  Pow'r  beyond  the  reach  of  thought. 

Firft  Caufe  of  caufes !  Sire  fnpreme  of  birth  I 
Sole  light  of  heav'n  !   acknovvk-dg'd  iite  of  earth  1 
Whofe  word  from  nothing  call'd  this  beauteous 

whole, 
This  wide  expanded  All  from  pole  to  pole  ! 
Who  fhall  prefcribe  the  boundary  to  Thee  ? 
Or  fix  the  era  of  eternity  I 

Should  wc,deceiv'd  by  error's  fceptic  glafs, 
Admit  the  thought  abfurd — that  nothing  was  '. 
Thence  would  this  wild,  this  falfe  conclufion  flow, 
That  nothing  rais'd  this  beauteous  all  below  ! 
WheH  from  difclofing  darkiiefs  fplendor  breaks, 
Affociate  atoms  move,  and  matter  fpeaksl 


When  non-exiftence  burfts  its  clofe  difguife, 
How  blind  iire  mortals  ? — not  to  own  the  flcies! 

If  one  vaft  void  eternal  held  its  place. 
Whence  darted  time  ?  or  whence  expanded  fpace? 
What  gave  the  flumh'ring  mafs  to  feel  a  change  i 
Or  bid  confenting  worlds  harmonious  range  ? 
Coiild  nothing  link  the  univerfal  chain  ? 
No,  'tis  impollible,  abfurd,  and  vain  1 
Here  reafon  its  eternal  author  finds, 
The  whole  who  regulates,  unites,  and  binds, 
Enlivens  matter,  and  produces  minds! 
Inadlive  Chaos  fleeps  in  dull  rcpofe, 
Nor  knowledge  thence,  nor  free  volition  flows  I 
A  nobler  fource  thofe  pow'rs  ethereal  fhow, 
By  which  we  think,  delign,  refleft,  and  know; 
Thefe  fr<:m  a  caufe  fuperior  date  their  rife, 
"    Abftratl  in  effence  from  material  ties," 
An  origin  immortal,  as  fupreme. 
From  whofe  pure  day,  celediiil  rays!   they  came: 
In  whom  all  poffible  perfections  fiiine, 
Eternal,  felf-exiHent,  and  divine  ! 

From  this  great  fpring  of  uncreated  might ! 
This  all-refplendent  orb  of  vital  light ! 
Whence  all  created  beings  take  their  rife, 
Which  beautify  the  earth,  or  paint  the  fkies  ! 
Proluf^ly-wide  the  boundlefs  bleflings  How, 
Which  heav'n  enrich,  and  gladden  worlds  below! 
Which  are  no  lefs,  when  properly  defiu'd. 
Than  emanations  of  th'  Eternal  MI-kI  I 

Hence  triumphs  truth  beyond  objection  clear 
(Let  unbelief  attend,  and  fhrink  with  fear!) 
That  what  for  ever  wa^ — mud  furely  be 
Beyond  commencement,  and  from  period  free; 
Drawn  from  himfelf  his  native  excellence. 
His  date  eternal,  and  his  fpace  immenfe  !     ^ 
And  all  of  whom  that  man  can  comprehend,      ^ 
Is,  that  he  ne'er  begun,  nor  e'er  (hall  end. 

In  him  from  whom,  exigence  boundlefs  flows. 
Let  humble  faith  its  facred  trud  repofe ; 
Affur'd,  on  his  eternity  depend, 
"  Eternal  .Father  ;   and  eternal  Friend  !" 
Witliin  that  my  die  circle  fafety  feek. 
No  time  can  lefTen,  and  no  force  can  break; 
And,  lod  in  adoration,  breathe  his  praife. 
High  Rock  of  ages,  ancient  Sire  of  days ! 

II.   Unity. 

Thus  recognis'd,  the  fpring  of  life  and  thought! 
Eternal,  felf-deriv'd,  and  unbegot  1 
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Approach,  celeftlal  mufe,  th'  empyreal  throne. 
And  awfully  adore  th'  ex.ilted  One  ! 
In  nature  pure,  in  place  fiipremely  free, 
And  happy  in  effintial  uiiiiy  ! 
Bkfs'd  in  himfelf,  had  from  his  forming  hand 
No  creature?  fprung  to  hail  his  wide  command ; 
Biefs'd,  had  the  facred  fountain  ne'er  run  o'er, 
A  b-.iundlefs  fea  of  blifs.  that  knows  no  Inorc  I 

Nor  fenfe  can  two  pfinie  origins  conceive, 
Nor  reafon  two  eternal  gods  believe  ! 
Couid  the  wild  Manicbajan  own  that  guide, 
The  good  wauld  triumph,  and  the  ill  Aibfidc  ! 
A^ain  would  vanquifa'd  Arimamus  bleed, 
And  datknefs  from  prevailing  light  recede  I 

In  d iif'rcnt  individuals  wc  find 
An  evident  difparlty  ol  mind ; 
Hence  dusftile  thought  a  thoufand  changes  gains, 
And  aiStions  vary  as  the  w/ill  ordains  ; 
But  ihould  tvvii  beings,  equally  fupreme. 
Divided  p  w'r,  and  parted  empire  clami ; 
How  foon  wi'uld  oniverfal  order  ceaCe  ! 
How  fonn  would  difcord  harmony  difplace! 
Eternal  fchemes  mamtain  eternal  fight, 
Hot  yield,  fupportcd  by  ettrnal  might; 
"Where  each  would  untontroul'd  his  aim  purfue, 
The  links  diflever,  or  the  chain  renew  . 
Matter  from  motion  crofs  imj.ireffions  take, 
As  ferv  d  each  pow'r  his  rival's  pow'r  to  break, 
"U'hili  neutral  Chaos,  from  his  deep  recefs,  ") 

Would  view  the  never  ending  (Irife  increafe,      > 
And  blefs  the  contefl  that  fecur'd  his  peace  !       J 
While  new  creations  would  oppofing  rife, 
And  elemental  war  deform  the  feies  ! 
Around  wild  uproar  and  confufion  hurl'd, 
Eclipfe  the  heav'ns.  ar.d  wafle  the  ruin'd  world. 

'I'wo  independent  caufes  tn  admit, 
Deftroys  religion,  and  debafe*  wit ; 
The  firfl  by  fuch  an  anarchy  undone. 
The  lali  acknowledges  it^  fource  but  one. 
As  from  the  main  the  mountain  rills  are  drawn. 
That  wine'  irriguous  through  the  flovv'ry  lawn; 
So  mindful  <,{  their  fpring,  one  courfe  they  keep. 
Exploring,  till  they  find  their  native  deep  ! 

Exalted  Pow'r  !  invilible,  fupreme. 
Thou  fov'reign,  fole  unutterable  name  ! 
As  round  thy  throne  thy  flaming  fcraphs  ftand, 
And  touch  the  golden  lyre  with  trcmbhng  hand; 
To')  weak  thy  pure  efi['ulf.'eiice  to  behold, 
"With  thtir  rich  pluii.es  their  dazzled  eyes  infold; 
Tranfported  with  the  ardors  of  thy  praife, 
The  holy,  holy,  holy,  anthem  raile  ! 
To  them,  refponfive,  let  creation  fing, 
Thee,  individbie  eternal  King  1 

III.    SftriUiality. 

O  SAY,  celeftial  mufc!    whofe  purer  birth 
Dildains  the  low  material  ties  of  earth  ! 
By  what  bright  images  (liall  be  defin'd 
The  myftic  nature  of  th'  eternal  Mind  ? 
Or  how   (hall  thought  the  dazzling  height  ex- 
plore. 
Where  all  that  reafon  can — is  to  adore ! 

That  God's  an  immaterial  elTcnce  pure, 
Whom  figure  can't  defcribe,  ncr  parts  immure  ;  ' 


Incapable  of  pafiions,  Jmpnlfc,  fear, 

In  good  pre-eminent,  in  truth  ftvere  r 

Unmix'd  his  nature,  and  fublim'd  his  powV«, 

From  all  the  grofs  allay  that  tempers  ours; 

In  whofe  dear  eye  the  bright  angelic  train 

Appear  fuffiis'd  with  imperfecSlioii's  (lain  ! 

I;npervious  to  the  man's,  or  feraph's  eye. 

Beyond  the  ken  of  each  exalred  high ; 

Him  would  in  vain  material  femblance  feign, 

Or  figur  d  flirines  the  boundlefs  God  contain; 

Objtd:  of  faith  '. — he  fliuns  the  view  of  fenfe, 

L.'ll  in  the  blaze  of  fighclefs  excellence  ! 

Moft  perfetfi,  moft  intelligent,  moii  wife. 

In  whom  the  fandcity  of  purenefs  lies; 

In  whofe  adjufling  mind  (he  whole  is  wrought,    , 

Whofe  form  is  fpirit !  and  whofe  cfTence  thought  ? 

Are  truths  infcrib'd  by  wifdoni's  brightell  ray,- 

In  characters  that  gild  the  face  of  day  \ 

Reafon  contefs'd,  (howc'er  we  may  difpute) 
Fis'd  boundary  !   difcovers  man  from  brute; 
But  dim  to  us,  exerts  its  fainter  ray, 
Deprefs'd  in  matter,  and  ally'd  to  clay  ! 
In  forms  fnperior  kindles  lefs  confin'd, 
Whoi'e  drefs  is  ether,  and  whofe  fubftance  mind; 
Yet  all  from  him,  fupreme  of  Caufes,  flow. 
To  him  their  oow'rs  and  their  exiftence  owe; 
From  the  bright  theru'o  of  the  nobleft  birth, 
To    the   poor    reafoning   glow-worm    plac'd  osi 

earth  ; 
From  matter  then  to  fpirit  flill  afcend. 
Through  fpirit  ftill  refining,  higher  tend  ; 
Purfue,  on  knowledge  bent,  the  pathlefs  road. 
Pierce  through  infinitude  in  queft  of  God  1 
Still  from  thy  fearch.the  centre  ftill  fhall  fly. 
Approaching  flill — thou  never  flialt  come  nigh"! 
So  its  bright  orb,  th'afpiring  flame  would  join. 
But  the  vail  diftance  mocks  the  fond  defign. 

If  lie.  Almighty  '   whofe  decree  is  fate. 
Could,  to  difpiay  his  pow'r,  fubvert  his  flate;   , 
Bid  from  his  plallic  hand  a  greater  rife, 
Produce  a  mailer  .   and  refign  his  fkies  ! 
Impart  his  incommunicable  flame. 
The  ivyflic  number  of  th'  eternal  namtf  ! 
1  hen  might  revolting  reafon  s  feeble  ray, 
Afpire  to  qiieftii>n  God's  all-pcrfedl  day  ! 
Vain  tafic !   the  clay  in  the  diredliog  hand, 
fhe  reafon  of  its  form  might  fo  demand, 
As  man  prefume  to  quellion  his  difpofe, 
From  whom  the  pnw'r,  he  thus  abwfes,  flows. 

Here  point,  fair   mufe  :   the   worfhip   God  re- 
quires. 
The  f'  ul  infiam'd  with  chafle  and  holy  fires ! 
Where  love  c-'leflial  warms  the  happy  breall, 
And  from  fincerity  the  thought's  txprel's'd  ; 
Where  genuine  piety  and  truth  refin'd, 
Rc-confcciatc  the  temple  of  the  mind  ; 
Witli  grateful  flames  the  living  altars  glow^' 
And  God  defcends  to  vifit  man  below  1 

IV.    Omnipi  efence, 

THRotJGir  the  unmeafurable  tradts  of  fpace', 
Go,  mule  divine!  and  prefeiit  Godhead  trace  f 
See  where  h^  place,  uucircumfcrib'd  as  time. 
He  reigns' extended,  and  he  Ihines  fublima  i 
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Should'ft  tlmu  above  the  heaVn  of  heav'jis  afcend, 
Couldft  thou  hfelow  the  depth  of  depths  defcend  ; 
Coiild  thy  fend  flig:iit  beyond  thV  ftarry  {yhere. 
The  radiant  moiining's  lucid  ptnion^be^r.  1 
^  There  {hculd  his  brigfiter  prrlcnce  ftiine.  confefs'd 
'*Ihcre  his  almighty  arm  thy  courfc  arreft  ! 
Could'ft  thoo  tlie  thickeft  veil  of  night  affums,;-. ) 
Or  thick  to  hide  thee  ir  the  C6n,ra)  plooni!      ['''■: 
Yft  tiicre,  all  patent  ti-  his,  piercing;  fight, 
Darknefs  iticif  would  kindle,  into, iij«ht  :    ■ 
Not  the  black  manfioiif.  of  the  fiieni  grave, 
4*Ior  darkcr.heil  fr^.m  her  peiception  !ave; 
"What  pow'r,  alas !  t!iy  footfteps  cari  convey 
Bcyoiid  the  reach  of  omriiprt  f<fiit  day  !  ^     .,    ; 
In  his  wide  grafp,  and  cnniprehenfive,e|re, 
ImiiiediateT  worlds  on  worlds  unjjuinher'dilic  :    j 
Sylfcms  enclos'd  in  his  perceptiun  rojl,  •.  '•    ' 
"Whofe  all-infnrining  mind. directs  the  whole  : 
Lodg'd   in   his  grafp,   their    certain    ways   they 

know ; 
Plac'd  in  that  fight  from  whence  can  nothing  go. 
On  earth  his  footflodl  f.x'd,  in  heay'n  his  feat; 
EDthron'd  he  didates,  and  his  word  isfaie. 

Nor  want  his  fhinirg  images  belowr, 
In  flreanii- that  murmur,  or  in  winds  that  blow; 
His  fpiiit  broods  alorg  the  boundlefs  fli  od^ 
.Smiles  in  the  plain,  and  whifpers  in  the  wood ; 
Warms  in  the  genial  fun's  enliv'ning  ray, 
Breathes  in  the  air,  and  beautifies  the  day  ! 

Should  man  his  great  immenfity  deny, 
Man  might  as  well  ufurp  the  vacant  fey  : 
For  were  he  limited  in  date,  or  view, 
Thence  were  his  atrributes  imptrfedt  too  ; 
Mis  knowledge, 'pow'r,  his  goodnefs  all  coniiD'd, 
And  loll  th'  idea  of  a  ruling  Mind  t 
Fet-ble  the  trufl,  and  comfortlels  the  fenfe, 
Gf  y  defecSive  partial  Providence  ' 
Boldly  might  then  his  arm  injuftice  brave. 
Or  innocence  in  vain  hi-^  mercy  crave  ; 
Dcjet^led  virtue  lift  its  hopelcfs  eye  : 
And  heavy  forrow  vent  the  heartlefs  figlt! 
An  abl'ent  God  no  abler  to  defend, 
Protedl,  or  punifb,  than  an  abfent  friend  ; 
Diftant  alike,  our  wants  or  griefs  to  know. 
To  eafe  the  anguifli,  or  prevent  the  blow  ! 
If  he,  fupreme  Dire<5tor,  were  not  near, 
Vain  were  our  hope,  and  empty  were  our  fear ; 
Unpunifli'd  vice  would  o'er  the  world  prevail, 
And  unregarded  virtue  toil — to  fail ! 
The  moral  world  a  fecond  cha'')s  lie, 
And  nature  ficken  to  the  thoughtful  eye ! 

Even  the  weak  embryo,  ere  to  life  it  breaks. 
From  his  high  pcw'r  its  flender  texture  takes, 
"While  in  his  book  the  various  parts  inroU'd, 
Increafine ,  ow^n  eternal  Wifdom's  nmuld. 
Nor  views -he  eniy  the  material  whole. 
But  pierces  thought,  and  penetrates  the  foul ! 
Ere  from  the  lips  the  vocal  accents  part. 
Or  the  faint  purpofe  dawns  within  the  heart  I 
His  fteady  eye"tl:e  mcLtal  birth  perceives. 
Ere  yet  to  us  the  new  idea  lives  ! 
Knows  what  "we  fay,  eye  yet  the  words (proceed,  ' 
And  ere  we  foimth'  intention,  marks  the  deed! 

But  confcicncCj  fair  viceg-erent. light  within, 
Afferts  it'  antft'orj  an<tf«fto*i56-the  fcsce-!  • 
Vol.  X. 


Pointswirt  the  beauty  pfl;hejrovcrn'd  plan,  ■  ;■ 
"  And  vindicate.'^  the  ways  of  God  ro  man  "       ' 

rhttt  facrcd  mule,  by  the  vail:  prcfpebl  fir'd, 
¥r<ifn  heav'n  defcendcd,.as  by  heav'n  infpir'd  ;  r 
His  all  enlight'ning  Gniniprefcncf  own, 
Whence   firll   thou  feels  ^hydwiiidlinj^  prefence 

known;  ■  rv  -.-i.^ /Ji.'T'f  ,'.■';  ,..r     •    .i, 

.His  wide  omnifcience,  juftly  gr^te/uJTin^,- 
Whence  thy  weak  fciince  prunes  its  ca'ilow  wiog! 
And  hiefs  th^  eternal,— all-informing  foul. 
Whole  fight  pervades,  whofe  knowledge  fills  the 

whole  1  .  -       . 

V.   ImmutabiUty. 

As  the  Eternal  and  Omnifcient  Mind, 
By  laws  not  limited,  nor  bounds  confih'd-^j  j-.-.^, / 
Is  always  independent,  always  free,  ^     o    i  3.' 

Hence  fhipes  confcfs'd  immutability  !  -  £ 

Change,  whether  the  fpontanenus  child  of  Will,  , 
Or  birth. of  force, — is  imptrfedtion  ftill. 
But  he,  all-perfevSl,  in  himfclf  contains  . 

Pcw'r  felf-deriv'd,  pnd  from  himfelf  he  reigns !  ■ 
If^alttr'd  by  conftraiiit,  we  could  fuppofe,    • 
That  God  his  fix'd  liability  fli.uld  lofe  ; 
How  ftartles  reafon  at  a  thought  fo  ilrange  !     ■ 
What  pow'r  can  forte  Omipotence  to  change  J 
If  from  his  own  divine  produiSive  thought. 
Were  the  yet  llrangcr  alteration  wrought ; 
Could  excellence  fupienie  new  rays  acquire  ? 
Or  ftrong  perfedli'in  raife  its  glories  higher  ? 
Ablurd  !-  his  high  meridian  brightnefs  glows,, 
Never  decreafes,  never  overflows  t 

Knows  no  addition,  yields  to  no  decay,  i    j 

1  he  blaze  of  incommunicable  day  ! 
Below,  through  difieient  forms   does    mattet 
range.  , 

And  life  fubfifts  from  elemental  change, 
Liquids  condenfing  fiiapes  terreflrial  wear,     ,  .   • 
Earth  mounts  in  fire,  and  fire  diffolves  in  air;  ,t, 
While  we,  inquiring  phantoms  of  a  day, 
Inconflant  as  the  fhadows  we  fur%'ey 
With  them,  along  time's  rapid  current  p^fs, 
And  hailc  to  mirgle  with  the  parent  ma^  ; 
But  thou,  Eternal  Lord  of  life  divine  l-.^-' 
In  youth  immortal  ibalt  for  ever  fliir.e  '. 
No  change  fnall  darken  thy  exalted  name, 
From  everlalling  ages  Hill  the  lame  '.  '.  ,. 

If  God,  like  man,  his  purpofe  could  renew,  '  '// 
His  laws  could  vary,  or  his  plans  undo; 
Dtfponding  faith  would  droop  its  cheerlefs  wing* 
Religion  deaden  to  a  lifclefs  thing  I 
Where  could  we,  rational,  repofcour  trud, 
But  in  a  pow'r  immutable  as  jufl  ? 
How  judge  of  revelation  s  force  divine. 
If  truth  unerring  gave  not  the  defign  ; 
Where,  as  in  nature's  fair  according  plan, 
All  fmiles  benevolent  and  good  to  man. 

Plac'd  in  this  narrow  clouded  fpot  below. 
We  darkly  fee  around,  and  darkly  know  1 
Religion  Icruls  the  falutary  beam. 
That  guides  our  reafon  through,  the  dubi.nus  gleam, 
Till  founds  the  hour,  when  he  who  rules  the  lki«9 
Shall  bid  the  curtain  of  Oninifcience  rife  ! 
Shall  diflipate  the  mills  that  veil  our  fight. 
And  fho>y  bis  creature»-T-«//  his  ivays  art  right ! 

y 
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Then  when  aflohifh'd  nature  feel<  its  fate, 
And  fctter'd  time  ihall'know  his  lateft  da-e  ! 
M'hen  earth  (hall  in  the  mi}>hty  blaze  expire, 
H/av'n  melt  with  heat,  and  worlds diffolve  in  fire! 
The  univerfal  fyftem  flirink'away,  '     '    ' 

And  ceafinj;  orbs  confef^  th'  Almighty  {vraf'.'    • 
Immortal  he.  amidft  ihc  wreck  fccure,-  ''  '^ 
Shal'  fit  txaltfd   permanently  pure  1 
As  iivthe  f-cred  bufh.  (hall  (hine  the  fame, 
And  Irom  the  ruin  raife  a  fairer  franae  1 

VI.    Omnipotenct.  , 

Far  hence,  ye  viHonary  charming  maids,  ^ 

Yr  fancy 'd  nymphs  that  haunt  the  Grecian  (hades!  . 

Your  birth,  who  from  conceiving  fiftion  drew, 

"Yourfclves  producing  phantoms  as  ijntrui; ;    ■ 

Bu*  come,  fiiperior  mnfe  !  divinely  bright. 

Daughter  of  heav'n,  whofe  '.fT  pring  ftiil  are  light; 

Gh  condefccnd,  celeftial  facred  guefl ! 

To  purge  my  (ight  and  animate  my  breaft. 

While  1  prefume  Omnipotence  to  trace, 

And  Cng  that  pow'r  who  peiij  led  bi.un  ilefsfpace! 

Thou  prcfent   wert,  when  forth  th'  Almighty 
rode, 
"While  Chao-  trembled  at  the  voice  of  God  '. 
Th'iu  faw,  when  o'er  th'  imnif  nle  hi>  line  he  drew, 
When  nothing  from  his  word  exiftence  knew  '. 
His  word,  that  wak'd  to  life  the  vaft  profound. 
While  confcious  light  was  kindled  at  the  found  ! 
Creation  fair  !  furpris'd  the  angelic  eyes. 
And  fov'reign  wifdom  faw  that  all  was  u  ife  I 

H  m,  f  >le  Almighty,  nature's  book  difplays, 
Diftii  61  the  page,  and  legible  the  rays  ! 
L,et  the  wild  fceptic  his  attention  throw 
To  the  broad  horizon,  or  eanh  below  ; 
He  finds  thy  foft  imprtfTion  touch  his  breaft, 
He  feels  the  God,  and  owns  him  unconfefs'd  '. 
.Should  the  flray  pilgrim,  tir'd  of  fands  and  fkies, 
In  Libya's  wafte  behold  a  palace  rife, 
Would  he  believe  the  charm  from  atoms  wrought  ? 
Go,  atheifl,  hence,  and  mend  thy  jufter  thought ! 

What  hand.  Almighty  Architedl-  !   but  thine 
CouldC  've  the  model  of  this  vaft  defign  .? 
What  h?ad  but  thine  adjuft  th'  amazing  whole  ? 
And  bid  conlenting  fyftems  beauteous  roll 
What  hand  hut  thine  fupply  the  folar  light  ? 
Ever  bcftowing,  yet  for  ever  bright  '. 
What  hand  but  thine  the  ftarry  train  array. 
Or  give  the  moon  to  Ihed  her  borrow'd  ray  ? 
'  What  hand  but  thine  the  azure  convex  fpread  ? 
What  hand  but  thine  compofe  the  oceansbed  ? 
Ti>  the  vaft  tnain  the  fandy  barrier  throw, 
And  with  the  feeble  curb  reftrain  the  foe  ! 
What  hai.d  but  thme  the  wint'ry  flood  affwage. 
Or  ftop  the  tempeft  in  its  wildeft  rage  ! 

Thee  infinite !  what  finite  can  explore  ? 
Imagination  finks  beneath  thy  pow'r; 
Thee  could  the  ableft  of  thy  creatures  know, 
L.  ft  were  thy  unity,  for  he  were  thou  ! 
Yet  prefent  to  allfenfethy  pow'r  remains, 
Reveal'd  in  nature,  nature's  \uthor  reigns  '. 
'In  vain  w^uld  error  if'  m  convidlion  fly, 
1'hou  ev'ry  where  art  prefent  to  the  eye  I 
The  fenfe  how  ftupid,  and  the  fight  how  blind, 
That  fails  this  univerfal  truth  to  find ! 
3 
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Go  !  all  the  fightliefs  realms  of  fpace  fiiTvejr^ 
Returning  trace  the  planetary  way  ! 
The  fun,  that  in  his  central  glory  Ihines, 
While  ev'ry  planet  round  his  orb  inclines; 
Then  at  our  iiiterrrxdiate  globe  repife. 
And  view  yon  lunar  fatellite  that  glows  ! 
Or  caft  aloag  the  azure  vault  thy  eye. 
When  golden  day  enlightens  all  the  Iky; 
Around,  behold  earth's  variegated  fcene. 
The  mingling  prolpeds.  and  the  liow'ry  green  f 
Ihe  mountain  brow,  the  long-exteadcd  wood. 
Or  the  rude  rock  that  threaten^  o'er  the  flood  '    • 
And  fay,  are  thcfe  the  wild  effeds  of  chance  ? 
Oh,  ftrange  effl'61  of  reas'ning  ignorance ! 

Nor  pow'r  alone  confefs'd  in  grandeur  lies,' 
The  guttering  planet,  or  the  painted  flties '. 
Equal,  the  elephant's  or  emmet  s  drefs. 
The  wifdom  of  Omnipotence  confefs; 
Equal,  the  cumbrous  whale  s  enormous  mafj^ 
With  the  fmall  infed  in  the  crowded  grafs; 
The  mite  that  gambols  in  its  acid  fea, 
In  (hape  a  pnrpus,  though  a  fp^ck  to  thee  ! 
Ev'n  the  blue  down  the  purple  piumb  furronndj, 
A  living  world,  thy  failing  fijiht  confounds. 
To  him  a  peopled  habitation  (hows. 
Where  millions  tafte  the  bounty  God  beftows  I 

Great  Lord  of  life,  whofe  all-c  'ntrouling  mighti 
Through  wide  creation  beams  divineiy  bright. 
Nor  only  does  thy  pow'r  in  forming  fliinc, 
But  to  annihilate,  dread  King  !   is  thine 
Shouldft  thou  withdraw  thy  ftill-fupporting  hand. 
How  languid  nature  would  aftonilh'd  ftand  ' 
rhy  frown  the  ancient  realm  of  night  reftore, 
And  raife  a  blank — where  fyftems  fmil'd  before? 

Sec  in  corruption,  all-furprifiiig  ft^ije. 
How  ftruggling  life  eludes  the  ftroke  ol  fate  ; 
Shock'd  at  the  fcf.ne,  though  fenle  averts  its  eyr. 
Nor  flops  the  wond'rous  procefs  to  defcry  ; 
Yet  iufter  thought  the  myftic  change  purfues, 
And  with  delight  Almighty  wifdom  views  1 
The  brute,  the  vegetable  worlds  furveys, 
Sees  life  fubfifting  ev'n  from  life's  decays '. 
Mark  there,  Iclf-taught,  the  ptnfive  reptile  come. 
Spins  his  thin  fliroud.and  living  builds  his  tomb! 
With  confcious  care  his  former  pltafures  leave, 
\nd  drefs  him  for  the  bus'nefs  of  the  grave  ! 
1  hence,  pafs'd  the  fliott-liv'd  change,  renew'd  hfc 

fprinjrs, 
Admires  the  flcies,  and  tries  hisfilken  wings! 
With  airy  flight  the  i; fed  roves  abroad. 
And  ftorns  the  meaner  earth  he  lately  trod  ! 

Thee,  potent,  let  deliver'd  -frael  piaife. 
And  to  thy  name  their  grateful  homage  raife  ! 
1  hee,  potent  God  :   let  Egypt's  land  declare, 
That  felt  thy  juftice,  awfully  fevere  ' 
How  did  thy  frown  benight  the  ftiadow'd  land  ? 
Nature  revers'd,  h  w  own  thy  high  command  i 
When  jarring  elements  their  ufe  forgot, 
And  the  fun  felt  thy  overcafling  blot  ! 
When  earth  produc'd  the  peftilential  brood. 
And  the  foul  ftream  was  crimfon'd  into  blood  ! 
How  deep  the  horrors  of  that  awful  night. 
How  ftrong  the  terror,  and  how  wild  the  tright! 
When  o'er  the  land  thy  fword  vindidive  paft. 
And  men  and  infants  breath'd  at  once  their  laft, 


P    o 

Row  did  thy  arm  thy  favour'd  tribes  convey ! 

Thy  light  conduifting  point  the  patent  way  ? 

Obtdient  ocean  to  their  inarch  divide 

The  wat'ry  wall  dillintfl  on  either  fide  ; 

■U'hile  thmugh  the  deep  the  long  proceffion  led, 

Ard  faw  the  wonders  of  the  oozy  bed! 

Nor  long  they  niarch'd,  till  black'ning  in  the  rear, 

The  vengeful  tyrant  and  his  holl  appear  L 

Plunge  down  the  ftcep,  the  waves  thy  nod  obey. 

And  whtlm  the  threat'ning  ftorm  beneath  the  leal 

Nor  yet  thy  pow'r  thy  chcfen  train  forfook, 
When  through  Arabia's i'ands  their  way  they  took; 
By  day  thy  cioud  was  prefent  to  the  rii;ht, 
Thy  fiery  pillar  led  the  march  by  night; 
Thy  hand  amidft  the  wafte  their  table  Ipread, 
With  ftathcr'd  viands,  and  with  hcav'nly  bread  : 
When  the  dry  wildcrnt-rs  no  ftreams  fupply'd, 
Gufli  d  from  the  yielding  rock  the  vital  tide  I 
Wiiar  limits  Can  Omni,iOttnce  confine  ? 
What  obftacles  opp  Xe  thy  arm  divine  ? 
Since  (tones  and  waves  thtii  fettled  laws  forego, 
iSince  feas  tan  harden,  and  fince  rocks  can  How  ! 

On  Sinai's  top,  the  mufe  with  arder:t  wing 
The  triumphs  of  Omnipotence  w  uldfinjr, 
When  o'er  its  airy  brow  thy  cloud  difplay'd, 
Involv  d  the  nations  in  its  awful  (hade  ! 
When  (hrunk  the  ear  h  from  thy  approaching  face. 
And  the  rock  trenibled  to  iti  rooted  bafe  ; 
Yet  where  thy  maj  fly  d:vine  appear'd. 
Where  (hone  thy  glory,  and  thy  voice  was  heard  ; 
Ev'n  in  the  blaze  of  that  tremendous  day, 
Idolatry  its  impious  rites  could  pay  ! 
Oh  ihamc  to  thoui^ht  —  Thy  facied  throne  invafle, 
And  brave  the  bolt  that  lii.ger'd  rouiid  its  head  I 

O  THOU,  who  when  th'  Alniiehty  form'd  fhi=  all, 
Upheld  the  fcale,  and  weigh'd  each  balanc'd  ball ; 
And  as  his  hand  completed  each  dcfign, 
Number'd  the  work,  and  fix'!  the  WaI  divine  ; 
O  wifdom  infinite  !  creation's  f  ml, 
Whofe  rays  diffule  new  luitre  o'er  the  whole, 
What   tongue    fhall    make    thy    charms    celcrtial 

known  ?  , 

What  hand,  fair  goddefs  1  paint  thee  hut  thy  owii? 

What  though  rn  nature's  univcrfal  (tore, 
Appear  the  wonders  of  Almighty  pow'r  ? 
Pow'r  unattended,  terror  would  infpire, 
Aw'd  muft  we  gaze,  and  comfoitlels  admire. 
But  when  fair  wifdom  joins  in  the  defign, 
The  beauty  of  the  whole  refuh's  divine  ! 

Hence  life  acknovvledges  its  glorious  caufe, 
And  matter  owns  its  great  Dil'i  oftr's  law?.  , 
Hence  in  a  thoufand  different  models  wrought, 
Now  fix'd  to  quiet,  now  aliy'd  to  fhoughr ; 
Hence  flow  the  forms  and  properrie-  of  things, 
Hence  rifes  harmony,  and  order  fpnngs, 
Elle  had  the  mafs  a  fnaptkf-;  chaos  by. 
Nor  ever  felt  the  dawn  of  wifdom's  day  ! 

bee,  how  affociate  round  their  central  fun. 
Their  faithful  rings  tht  circling;  planets  run  ; 
Still  rqui-diftant,  never  yet  too  rear, 
Exjdtly  tracmg  their  ajpoinfed  fjihere. 
IMark  how  the  moon  our  flying  orb  purfues, 
While  from- the  fun' her  monthly  light  renews; 
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Breathes  her  wide  influence  on  the  world  below. 

And  bids  the  tides  alternate  ebb  and  flow. 

View  how  in  courfe  the  conilant  feafonsrife. 

Deform  the  earth,  or  beautify  the  fkies: 

Fiift  firing  advancing,  with  herilow'ry  train. 

Next  fummer's  hand  that  fprcads  the  fylvan  fcene," 

Then  autunyi  with  he'r  yellow  harvefts  crown'd. 

And  trembnng  winter  clofc  the  annual  round. 

"I'he  vegetable  tribes  obfervant  trace, 

From  the  tali  cedar  to  the  creeping  grafs : 

The  chain  of  animated  beings  fcale, 

From  the  fmall  reptile  to  ti-'  enormous  whale, 

From  the  ftrong  eagle  ftorping  through  the  IkieSj 

I'o  the  lokv  infect  that  elcapes  'hy  eyes  ! 

And  fee,  if  fee  thou  canfl,  in  ev'ry  frame, 

Eternal  Wifdom  (hine  confefs'd  ihe  fame  : 

As  pri^per  o  gans  to  the  Itaft  aflign'd. 

As  proper  means  to  propagafe  the  kind. 

As  jult  the  ftrudiiire,  and  as  wife  the  plan, 

As  in  this  lord  of  all — debating  man!  , 

ficnce,  rea.s'n"ng  creature,  thy  diflindtion  fina^' 
Nor  longer  to  the  waysof  hcav'n  be  b  ind. 
Wifdom  m  outward  beauty  firikesthe  mind. 
But  outward  beauty  .points  a  charm  behind. 
What  gives  the  earth,  the  ambient  air,  or  feas, 
l"he  plain,  the  river,  or  the  wood  to  pleafe  ? 
Oh  lay,  in  vyhom  does  beauty's  felf  tefide,    . 
The  heau'ifier,  or  the  beautify'd.' 
fhere  dwells  the  Godhead  in  the  bright  difguife. 
Beyond  rht  ken  of  all  created  eyes! 
His  works  our  love,  and  o.r  attention  fleal, 
His  works  ^^iurprifing  thought  !)   the  Maker  veil' 
loo  weak  oer  fight  to  pierce  the  radiant  cloud, 
W'here  wifdom  iliines,  in  all  her  charms  avow'd^ 

O  tiracious  God.  omnipotent  and  wife. 
Unerring  Lord   and  lulcr  of  the  Ikies; 
All-cnndtfcending  to  my  feeble  heart, 
One  bram  of  tiiy  celeftial  light  impart ; 
I  feek  n  t  fordid  wealth,  or  glit''ring  powTj' 
O  grant  me  wifJom — and  I  alk  no  more  ! 

Vill.  Providence, 

As  from  fome  level  ountfy's  fhelter'd  ground, 
With  towns  r'pLte,  with  green  enclofujes  boundfj 
Where  rhe  eye  kept  within  the  verdant  maze,  • 
But  gets  a  tianficnt  villa  as  it  llrays  ; 
The  pilgrim  to  lome  rifing  fummit  tends. 
Whence  opens  all  the  fcene  as  he  afcends  : 
So  Providence  the  friendly  height  fupplies. 
Where  all  the  charms  of  Dti  y  furprife; 
Here  goodnefs   rower   and  wifdom  all  unite, 
And  d;)z2!ing  gloties  whelm  the  ravifh'd  fight! 

Almi'.'hty  Caule      'ii»  thy  prcferving  care, 
Thar  keeps  ttiy  works  for  ever  frefh  and  fairi 
The  fun  from  thy  funerior  radiance  bright, 
E'rfiial  (beds  his  delegated  light, 
Lends  to  his  fifter  oib  inlerior  day, 
Ar.d  paints  the  filver  moon's  aUernate  ray  : 
Thy  hand  the  wafte  of  eating  time  renews, 
Th  u  fhcdd'ft  the  tepid  morning's  balmy  dews  5 
When  ragiog  winds  the  black'en'd  deep  deform, 
rhy  fpirit  rides  commifTictn'd  in  the  ftorm  ; 
Bids  at  thy  will  the  flack'ning  tempeft  ceafe, 
W^hilie  the  calm  ocean  fmooths  its  ruSed  facQjf ' 
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■When  light'tiings  through  f ii£  air  tremendous  fly, 
Or  the  blue  plagfuc  is  loofen'd  to  <leftroy, 
Thy  hand  direds,  or  turns  afide  the  ftroke. 
Thy  word  the  fiend's  commifiion  can  revoke; 
"When  fubrerraneoa«  fires  the  furface  heave, 
And  towns  are  bury'd  in  the  yawning  grave  ; 
Thou  fuffer'ft  no:  the  mifchief  to  prevail. 
Thy  fov'ieign  touch  the  recent  wound  can  heal. 
To    Zembla's   rocks   thou    fend'ft    the    cheerful 

gleam  ; 
O'er  Libya's  fands  thou  pour'ft  the  cooling  ftream; 
Thy  watchful  Providence  o'er  all  intends. 
Thy  works  obey  their  great  Creator's  end?. 

When  man  too  long  tl\e  paths  of  vice  purfu'd, 
Thy  hand  preparM  the  univerfal  flood; 
Gracious  to  Noah  gave  the  timely  fign, 
To  favc  a  remnuit  from  the  wrath  divine! 
One  fiiini;ig  wafte  the  globe  terreCtrial  lay. 
And  the  ark  hcav'd  along  the  troubled  fea; 
Thou  bad' ft  the  deep  his  ancient  bed  explore, 
The  clouds  their  wat'ry  deluge  pour'd  no  more  ! 
The  flcles  were  clear'd — the  mountain  tops  were 

feen, 
The  dove  pacific  brou;:ht  the  olive-green. 
On  Arrarat  the  ha^py  patriarch  toft, 
Pound  the  recover'd  world  his  hopes  had  loft ; 
There  his  fond  eyes  review'd  the  pleaHng  fcene, 
The  earth  all  verdant,  and  the  air  ferene  ! 
Its  precious  freight  the  guardian  ark  difplay'd, 
While  Noah  grateful  adoration  paid  ! 
33eholding  in  the  many-tindlur'd  bow, 
The  promife  of  a  fafer  v/orld  below. 

When  wild  ambition  rear'd  its  impious  head, 
jAnd  rifiag  Babel  heav'n  with  pride  furvey'd; 
Thy  word  the  mighty  labour  could  confound, 
A.rA  leave  the  mafs  to  moulder  with  the  ground. 
From  t'nee  all  human  avftions  take  their  fprings, 
The  rife  of  empires,  and  the  fall  of  kings  ! 
See  the  vaft  theatre  of  time  difplay'd, 
While  o'er  the  f'ccne  fucceedi(ig  heroes  tread  I 
With  jKimp  the  fliinicg  images  fucceed, 
■V.''hat  leaders  triumph  !  and  what  monarchs bleed  ! 
Perform-  the  parts  thy  Providence  aflign'd. 
Their  price,  their  pafuons  to  thy  ends  incUn'd  : 
A  while  they  glitter  in  the  face  of  day, 
Then  at  thy  nod  the  phantoms  pafs  away; 
Ko  traces  left  of  all  the  bufy  fi-cne, 
35ut  that  remembrance  fay? — T/je  things  have  been  .' 
"   But  (quedions  doubt)   whence   iickly  nature 
"  The  ague-fits  her  face  fo  oft  reveals?  [feels 

"  Whence  eartho^uakes  heave  the  carth'saftonifli'd 
"  breaft  .>  [fed  ? 

«'  Whence  tcnipefts  rage  ?  or  yellow  plagues  \t\- 
"  Whence  draws  rank  Afric  her  empoifon'd  floie  ? 
«'   Or  liquid  nrcs  explofive  iEtna  pour  ?" 
G",  fccptic  mole  !  demand  th'  Eternal  Caufe, 
The  fecret-of  his  all-preferving  laws  ? 
The  depths  of  wifdom  infinite  explore, 
And  aflc  thy  Maker — v.hy  he  knows  no  more  ? 

Thy  error  Hill  in  moral  things  as  great, 
As  vain  to  cavil  at  the  ways  ol  fate. 
To  afk  why  profp'rous  vice  fo  oft  fuccecds. 
Why  fuffers  innocer.cc,  or  virtue  bleeds  ! 

hy  nionftcrs,  nature  mud  v/irh  hluflies  own, 
"^  crimes  grow  pow'rful,  and  difgracij  a  throne  ! 

By 


Why  faints  and  fages,  mark'd  in  ev'ry  age. 

Perifh  the  vidlims  of  tyrannic  rage;  » 

Why  Socrates  for  truth  and  freedom  fell. 

Or  Nero  reign'd  the  delegate  of  hell  : 

In  vain  by  rrafon  is  the  maze  purfu'd, 

Of  ill  triumphant,  and  afflidted  good. 

Fix'd  to  the  hold,  fo  might  the  failor  aim 

To  judge  the  pilot,  and  the  (leerage  blame  ; 

As  we  direil  to  God  what  fhould  belong, 

Or  fay  that  fov'rc'gn  wifdom  governs  wrong- 

Nor  always  vice  does  uncorre6ted  go, 
Nor  virtue  unrewarded  pafs  belo^v  ! 
Oft  facred  juftice  lifts  her  awful  head, 
And  dooms  the  tyrant  and  th'  ufurper  dead; 
Oft  Providence,  more  friendly  than  fevere, 
Arreft»  the  hero  in  his  wild  career  ; 
Dire(51;s  the  fever,  poniard,  or  the  ball. 
By  which  an  Ammor,  Charles,  or  Csfar  fall : 
Or  when  the  curfed  Borgia^  brew  the  cup 
For  merit,  bids  the  monfters  drink  it  up; 
On  violence  oft  retorts  the  cruel  fpear. 
Or  fetters  cunning  in  its  crafty  fnare  : 
Relieves  the  innocent,  exalts  the  juft. 
And  lays  the  proud  opprefforin  the  dufl;  ! 

But  faft  as  time's  fwift  pinions  can  convey, 
Hadens  the  pomp  of  that  tremendous  day, 
When  to  the  view  of  all  created  eyes, 
God's  high  tribunal  (hall  majeftic  rife. 
When  the  loud  trumpet  fliail  affemble  round 
The  dead,  reviving  at  the  piercing  found  ! 
Where  men  and  angels  (hall  to  audit  come. 
And  millions  yet  unborn  receive  their  doom  ! 
Then  (hall  fair  Providence,  to  all  difplay'd, 
A]ipcar  divinely, bright  without  a  fhade; 
In  light  triumphant,  all  her  adts  be  fhown. 
And  bliifhing  doubt  eternal  wifdom  own  ! 

Meanwhile,  thou  great  Intelligence  fupreme,. 
Sov'reign  Direv^or  of  this  mighty  frame, 
Whofe  watchful  hand,  and  all-obferving  ken, 
Fafliions  the  hearts,  and  views  the  ways  of  men, 
Whether  thy  hand  the  plenteous  table  fpread, 
Or  meafure  iparingly  the  daily  bread; 
Vv^iether  or  wealth  or  honours  gild  the  fcene. 
Or  wants  deform,  and  wafting  auguifli  ftain  ; 
On  thee  let  truth  and  virtue  firm  rely, 
Bleft,'d  in  the  care  of  thy  approving  eye  '. 
Know  that  thy  Providence,  their  conftant  friend. 
Through  life  Ihall  guard  them,  and  in  death  attend; 
With  evcrlafting  arms  their  caufe  embrace. 
And  crown  the  paths  of  piety  with  peace. 

IX.    Goodnefs. 

Yf.  fcraphs,  who  God's  throne  encircling  ftill, 
W;th  holy  zeal  your  golden  cenfers  fill  ; 
Yr  flaming  niinifters  to  diftant  lands, 
Who  bear,  ohfeqnious,  his  divine  commands; 
Ye  cherubs  who  compofe  the  facred  choir, 
Attuning  to  the  voice  th'  angelic  lyre  '. 
Or  ye  fair  natives  of  the  hcav'nly  plain. 
Who  once  were  mortal — now  a  happier  train! 
Who  fpend  in  peaceful  love  your  joyful  hoursj 
In  blif^ful  mead>  and  amaranthine  bow'rs, 
Oh  lend  one  fpaik  of  your  celeftial  fire. 
Oh  deign  my  glowing  bolonv  to  infpirc, 
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And  aid  the  mufc's  uncxpenenc'd  wing, 
While  goodnefs,  theme  divine,  Ihe  foars  to  fing  ! 

I'hougti  all  thy  attributes  divinely  f-ir, 
Thy  full  perfeiflion,  glorious  God  ;   declare  ; 
Yet  if  one  beams  fuperior  to  the  veil. 
Oh  let  thy  goodnefi  faireft  be  coiifciVM  : 
As  ftiiues  the  moon  amidft  her  (Larry  trgiin, 
As  breathes  the  role  amongfl  the  fluvv'ry  fcene, 
As  the  mild  dove  her  filver  plumes  difplays, 
So  fiieds  thy  mercy  its  diftingniiii'd  rays. 

This  led,  Creator  mild,  thy  gracious  hand, 
When  formlefs  Chaos  heard  thy  hii^h  command  ; 
When  pleas'd,  thy  eye.  thy  matchlefs  works  re 

vicv.'d, 
And  goodnefs,  placid,  fpoke  that  all  was  good  ! 
Nor  only  does  in  heav'n  thy  goodnefs  (hine  ; 
Delighted  nature  feels  its  warmth  divine; 
The  vital  fun's  illuminating  beam, 
The  filver  crcfcent,  and  the  ftarry  gleam; 
As  day  and  night, alternate  they  command, 
Proclaim  that  truth  to  ev'ry  diftani  land. 

See  fmiling  nature,  with  thy  treafures  fair, 
Confefs  thy  bounty  and  parental  care  ; 
Rcnew'd  by  thee,  the  faithful  feafons  rife, 
And  earth  with  plenty  all  her  fons  fupplies. 
The  generous  li  .n  and  the  brinded  boar, 
As  nightly  through  the  foreft  walks  they  roar, 
From  thee,  Almighty  Maker,  feek  their  ptey, 
Nor  from  thy  hand  unfated  go  away  : 
To  thee  for  meat  the  callow  ravens  cry, 
Supported  by  thy  all-preferving  eye  : 
From  thee,  the  feathtr'd  natives  of  the  plain. 
Or  thofe  who   range  the   lield,  or   plough  the 

main, 
Receive  with  conftant  courfe  th*  appointed  food, 
And  tafte  the  cup  of  uuiverfal  good  ; 
Thy  hand  thou  open'lt:,  miilion'd  myriads  live; 
Thou  frown'ft,  they  faint; — thou  fmil'tt,  and  they 
revive ! 
On  virtue's  acre,  as  on  rapine's  ftores. 
See  heav'n  impartial,  deal  the  fruitful  fhow'rs  I 
"  Life's  common  blclTings  all  her  children  fhare," 
Tread  the  fame  earth,  and  breathe  a  general  air  ! 
Without  diftinition,  boundlef-i  bleflings  fall, 
And  goodnefs,  like  the  fun,  ei.'«»-htens  all ! 

Oh  man,  degenerate  man  !  otfc:nd  no  more  ; 
Go,  learn  of  brutes  thy  Maker  to  adore  ! 
Shall  thcfe,  through  ev'iy  tribe,  his  bounty  own, 
Of  all  his  works  ungrateful  tliou  alone  ! 
Deaf  when  the  tuuelal  voice  of  mercy  cries, 
And  blind,  when   fov'reign  goodnefs  charms  the 

eyes  1 
Mark  how  the  wretch  his  awful  name  blafphcmes. 
His  pity  fpares, — his  clemency  reclaims  '. 
Obferve  his  patience  with  the  guilty  flrive, 
And  bid  the  criminal  repent  and  live  : 
Recal  the  fugitive  with  gentle  eye, 
Bcfeech  the  obfiinate,  he  would  not  die  '. 
Amazing  tendernefs — amazing  moft. 
The  foul  on  whom  fuch  mercy  faould  be  loft  ! 
But  would'ft  thou  view  the  rays  of  goodnefs 
pin. 
In  one  itrong  point  of  radiance  all  divine  ! 
Behold,  cclcftiai  mufe  '.  yon  eaflern  light; 
To  Bcthlc'em  s  pl-<i:n,  adoring,  bend  t!iy  fight ! 


Hear  the  glad  meflage  to  the  fliepherds  giv'n, 

'•  Good-will    on    earth   to    man,   and    peace   ia 

"  heav'n." 
Attend  the  fwains,  purfue  the  ftarry  road.  ■  -- 

And  hail  to  earth  the  Saviour  and  the  God  !  ~  "■ 
Redemption  '.  oh  thou  beauteous  myftic  plan  I  ' 
Thou  ialutary  fourcc  of  life  to  man  ' 
What  tongue  can  fpeak  thy  comprehenfive  grace  ? 
What  thought  thy  depths  unfathomable  trace  ?  ^ 
When  loll  i'.i  fin  our  ruin'd  nature  lay,  ""^ 

When  awful  jullice  claim'd  her  righteous  pay  '. 
See  the  mild  Saviour  bend  his  pitying  eye. 
And  i'top  the  light'iiing  jail  prepar'd  to  fly  ! 
(O  flrange  cffcdl  of  untxan-picd  love  1) 
View  him  defcend  tlie  lieav'nly  throne  above ; 
Patient,  the  ills  of  mortal  life  endure. 
Calm,  tJiough  revii'd,  and  iimocent,  though  poor! 
Uncertain  his  abod-:,and  coarfe  his  food. 
His  life  one  fair  contmued  fcene  of  good  : 
Fi)r  us  fuftain  the  wrath  to  man  decreed. 
The  vidlim  of  eternal  judice  bleed  '. 
Look  !  to  the  crofs  the  Lord  of  life  is  ry'd, 
They  pierce  his  hands,  and  wnund  his  facrea  fide  ! 
See  God  expires  I   our  forfeit  to  atone. 
While  nature  tremoles  at  his  parting  groan  '. 

Advance,  thou  hopelefs  mortal,  fteel'd  in  guilt, 
Behold,  and  if  thou  can'ft,  forbear  to  melt  1 
Shall  Jefus  die  thy  freedom  to  regain, 
And  wilt  thou  drag  the  voluntarv  chain  ? 
Wilt  thou  refufe  thy  kind  affcnt  to  give. 
When  dying  he  looks  down  to  bid  thee  live  '. 
Perverfe,  wiit  thou  rejedl  the  proffer'd  good, 
Bought  with  his  hfe,  and  ftreaming  in  his  blood  I 
Whofe  virtue  can  thy  deepelt  crimes  efface. 
Re-heal  thy  nature,  and  confirm  thy  peace  1 
Can  all  the  errors  of  thy  life  atone. 
And  raife  thee  from  a  rebel,  to  a  fon  ! 

O  bleft  Redeemer,  from  thy  facred  throne, 
Where  faints  and  angels  fing  thy  triumphs  won! 
(Where,  from  the  grave  thou   rais'd  thy  glorioua 

head, 
Chain'd  to  thy  car  the  pow'rs  infernal  led) 
From  that  exalted  height  of  biiis  fuprem  •,, 
Look  down  on  thofe  v^ho  bear  thy  facred  u^me; 
Reftore  their  ways,  infpire  them  by  thy  grace. 
Thy  laws  to  follow,  and  thy  fteps  to  trace ; 
Thy  bright  example  to  thy  dodrine  join. 
And  by  their  morals  pr  »-»e  their  faith  divine'. 

Nor  only  to  thy  church  confine  thy  ray. 
O'er  the  glad  world  thy  healing  light  difplay  ; 
pair  Sun  of  Righteoufnefs  !  in  beauty  rife. 
And  clear  the  niifts  that  cloud  the  mentru  ikies  1 
To  Judah's  remnant,  now  a  fcatter'd  train, 
Oh  great  Mefliah  !   fliow  thy  promis'd  reiw:n ; 
O'er  earth  as  wide,  thy  faving  warmth  biifufe, 
As  fpreads  the  ambient  air,  or  falling  dews. 
And  hafte  the   lime   when,    vanejuilh'd    by    thy 

pow'r. 
Death  Ihall  expire,  and  fin  defile  no  more  I 

X.  ReBhude. 
Hf.ncf.  diftant  far,  ye  fons  of  earth  profane, 
The  loole,  ambitious,  covetous,  or  vain  ;  ^ 

Ye  worms  of  pow'r  !  ye  minion'd  flaves  of  flateji 
ThewanCcn  vulgar, and  the  fiidid  great! 
V  Ji] 
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But  come,  ye  purer  fouli^,  from  drof^rcfin'd. 

The  b!ame!cf-  hear-  arc!  uncorruprcd  mind  ! 

X^et  your  challe  hands  the  holy  altars  raife. 

Frcfh  inc£n(e  bring,  and  li^'ht  the  glowing  blaze  ; 

Your  jjrateful  vr.ices  aid  the  mufc  t    Gnp 

Thelp  tl-f- j.iftice  of  th' Almight;   King! 

'_    Ab  onlyreditude  divine  he  ki  ovvs, 

As  truth  and  farjftity  hi-  rho:ghr  tempore  ; 

So  thefe  the  d-.ftarts  which  th'  Eternal  Mind 

To  rtalonabie  beings  has  ..ffi;_ri'd; 

Thcfe  has  his  care  on  ev'ry  mind  imp^ef^'d, 

The  confci  us  leals  the  band  of  heav'i   atteft  I 

When  man,  perverfr,f<)r  wr'  ng  foriakes  the  right, 

Hr  ftill  arttntive  k-eps  the  fauh  in  fight  ; 

D  mands  the  ftridl  at  nenient  (hould  be  ir.ade, 

^nd  Claims  the  forfeit  on  th'  <  ff=pcer'^  head  ' 

■  But  d  ubt  demands, — '  Why  maii  difpos'd  this 

'•  way  ? 
"   Why  left  the  dang'rous  choice  to  go  aftray  ? 
*'   If  hea'v'n  that  made  him  did  the  fault  f^rfee, 
"   Ther.ce  follov.s,  heav'n   is  more  to  blame  than 

•  •    "  he."'  ■  ■ 

Ko — had  tn  gocd  the  heart  al.  ne  inciin'd. 
What  toil,  what  prize  had  virtue  been  nflign'd  ? 
from  obftacles  her  nobleft  triumphs  flow. 
Her  fpirits  languifh,  when  fne  finds  no  foe  ! 
Man  might  pcrhap-  have  fo  bten  ha;  py  ftiU, 
Happy,  v.'ithout  the  privilege  of  will, 
And  jiifh.  becaufe  his  hands  were  ty'd  from  ill  ! 
O  w.nd'rousfchenie  to  mend  th'  Aimighy  plan, 
By  finking  ail  ihe  dignity  of  man  I 

■  •  Yet  turn  thy  eyes,  vain  fc^ptic,  own  thy  pride, 
And  view  thy  happn^  f'  ard  choice  ally'd  ; 

See  virtue  fri  m  herlelf  her  blifs  derive, 
A  blifs   beyond  the  pow'r  of  thr'  nes  to  give  ; 
See  vice  of  cmpiie  and  of  wealrh  pofftf-'d, 
tine  at  the  heart   and  fed  htrfrlf  unbleH-'d. 
Aiid  fay,  were  yet  n^  farther  marks  affiiin'd. 
Is  man  ungrateful  ?   or  i'  heav'n  unkind  ? 

"  Yes,  all  the  woes  from  heav'n  permiflive  fall, 
"    The  wretch  adopts — the  wretch  improves  them 

«  all."  ■       • 

From  his  wild  juft,  or  his  oppreflive  deed, 
Rapes,  battles,  murders,  facrilegc  proceed; 
Hi';  wild  ambirii  n  thins  the  j'copled  earth. 
Or  from  his  av'rice.  famine  takes  her  birth  ; 
Had  nature  giv'n  the  hero  wings  to  fly. 
His  pride  would  lead  him  to  attenipr  the  iky  I 
To  angels  make  the  pigmy's  folly  known. 
And  draw  tv'n  pity  from  th'  eternal  throne. 

Yet  while  on  earth  triumphant  vice  prevails, 
Celcfiia!  Juftice  balances  her  fcales. 
With  eye  ui.l'iafs'd  all  the  fcene  furveys. 
With  hand  impartial,  ev'ry  crime  flit  weighs; 
Oft  clr.fe  puriuing  at  his  trembling  heels,   ■* 
The  man  of  blood  her  awful  preiencc  f  eU  ; 
Ofr  fro'ii  her  ariri,  amidft  the  blaze  of  ftate,       ~) 
The  regal  -y  ant,  with  iuccef^  e'ate,  > 

Is  forc'd  to  led])  the  p'ecipicO  of  fate  I  J 

Or  if  the  villain  pafs  unpunifti'd  here, 
*Tis  but  to  make  the  future  llrokc  fevere  ; 
for  f(  on  or  late,  eternal  Juftice  pays 
Maniund  :he  juft  delert  of  all  their  ways. 

'  fis  in  that  awful  all-di  clofing  day  '. 
When  high  OmDilcicnce  ihail  her  books  difplayj 


When  jiifti  e  fhall  prefent  her  flrid  accourrf, 
Wiile  c  iifcience  (hall  atteft  the  due  amount; 
rk.ir  all  wh<-  fee',  condcmn'd,  the  dreadful  rod, 
Si^al'  own  that  righteous  are  the  ways  of  God  1 

Ori  then  wh;le  penitence  can  fate  difarm, 
Wiiie  ling'ring  juftice  yet  withholis  its  arm  ; 
VS'pile  heav'nly  patience  grants  the  precious  time. 
Let  the  loft  fiiiner  think  him  of  his  crime  ; 
Immediate,  to  the  feat  of  mercy  fly, 
N-  r  wait  to-morrow — left  to-night  he  die  '. 

Bu:  <remb'e,  all  ye  fins  of  blackeft  birth, 
Yf,  giants,  that  def;Tm  the  face  of  earth  ; 
fremble,  ye  fon^;  of  aggravated  guilt, 
\::d.  ere  too  late,  let  I'orrow  learn  to  melt; 
Rem  rfclef-  murder  1   drop  thy  hand  fevere, 
\nd  harhe  thy  bloody  weapon  with  a  tear; 
Gil,  luft  impure  '  converfe  with  friendly  lightj 
^or^ake  the  manfion*'!  of  defiling  night; 
Qu^t,  dark  hypocrify,  thy  thin  difguife. 
Nor  think  to  cheat  the  notice  of  the  Ikies  I 
Uf'cial  avarice,  thy  grafp  forego. 
And  bid  the  ufeful  treafure  learn  to  fiow  \ 
Reftore,  injuftice,  the  defrauded  gain  '. 
OpprclTi'  n,  bend  to  eafe  the  captive's  chain, 
E  e  av\fu'  Juftice  ftrike  the  fatal  blow, 
And  drive  you  to  the  realms  of  night  below  '. 

But  doi.br  refumes, — "  If  juftice  has  decreed 
"    rhe  pnniflimetit  proportion'd  to  the  deed ; 
"  E'ernal  mifery  feems  too  fevere, 
"  Too  dread  a  weight  for  wretched  man  to  bear  ! 
"    Too  harlh  '. — that  endiefs  forments  fliould  re- 

■  "  pay"'  ■   '  ,     ' 

"   The  crimes  cf  life, — the  errors  of  a  day  '.' 

!•;  vain  our  reafon  would  prefumptuousjiry  ; 
H'av'n's  counfcls  are  beyond  conception  hi<jh; 
In  vain  would  thought  his  meafur'd  juftice  fcan  I 
His  ways,  how  different  from  the  ways  of  man  ! 
T  'O  deep  for  thee,  his  fecretsare  to  know. 
Inquire  not,  but  more  wifely  fliun  the  woe  ; 
Wa  n'd  by  his  threat'nings,  to  his  laws  attend. 
And  learn  to  make  Omnipotence  thy  friend  ! 

Our  weaker  laws,  to  gain  the  purpos'd  ends. 
Oft  pafs  the  bounds  the  lawgiver  intends; 
Olt  par-ial  pow'r,  to  fe've  its  own  defign. 
Warps  from  the  Text,  exceeding  reafon  s  line; 
Strikes,  biafs'd,  at  the  perfon,  not  the  deed, 
And  fees  the  guiltlcfs  unprotefled  bleed  1 

But  God  alore,  with  unimpafiion'd  fight, 
Surveys  the  nice  barrier  of  wrong  and  right ; 
And  while,  fuhfcrvient,  as  his  will  ordains, 
Ohedier.t  nature  yields  the  prefent  means  ; 
While  neither  force  nor  paflions  guide  his  views^ 
Ev'n  evil  v/orks  thepurpofe  he  purfues  ! 
Thar  bitter  fpring,  the  fource  of  human  pain  ! 
Heal'd  by  hi-  touch  does  mineral  health  contain; 
And  dark  rfflitSion,  at  his  potent  rod. 
Withdraws  its  cloud,  and  brightens  into  good. 

Thus  human  juftice— (far  as  man  can  go) 
For  private  fafety  ftrikes  the  dubious  blow  i 
But  reiSitude  divine,  with  nobler  fnul, 
L'onfults  each  individual  in  the  whole  1 
Direcjls  the  iffues  of  each  moral  ftrife. 
And  fees  creation  ftruggle  into  life  I 

And  you,  ye  happier  fouls  !   who  in  his  W3J| 
Obfcrvant  walk,aiid  fing  his  tiaily  yraifcl 
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Ye  righteous  few  !  whofe  calm  unruffled  brtifts, 

No  fears  can  darken,  and  no  guilt  inf  fts, 

To  whom  his  gracious  promifes  extend, 

In  whom  they  centre,  and  in  whom  fhall  end, 

Which  (blefs'd  o'^  tha^  fountlatinn  fure  who  build) 

Shall  wirh  eternal  ju'Uce  be  fulfiU'd  : 

Ye  ions  of  life  t     whiife  triad  hope  is  g;iv'n 

The  bright  reverfion  of  approaching  heav'n. 

With  grateful  hearts  hU  glorious  praife  recite, 

Whofe  I'lve  from  darknefs  call  d  you  out  to  light ; 

So  let  your  pirty  reflL(51ive  Ihine, 

As  men  may  thei:ce  cnnfeis  his  truth  divine  I 

And  when  this  mortal  veil,  as  foon  it  muft, 

Shall  drop,  returninif  to  its  native  dufl; 

The  work  of  life  with  approbation  done, 

B-eceive  from  God  your  bright  immortal  crown  I 

XI.    Glory, 

BoT  ©h  !  advent'rous  mufe,  reftrain  thy  flight. 

Dare  not  the  blaze  of  imcreated  light  1 

Before  whofe  glorious  throne,  with  dread  furprife, 

Th'  adoring;  fcraph  veils  his  dazzled  eyesj 

Whofe  pure  effulgence,  radiant  to  excefs, 

Ko  colours  can  dcfcribe,-or  words  (xprefs  ! 

Ad  the  fair  beauties,  all  the  lucid  ftores, 

Which  o'er  thy  works  thy  hand  refplendent  pours; 

Feeble,  thy  brighter  glories  to  dilplay. 

Pale  as  the  moon  before  the  folar  ray  ! 

Sec  on  his  throne  the  gaudy  Perfiau  plac'd, 
In  all  the  pomp  of  the  luxuriant  eafl  ! 
While  minj^liPj^  gems  a  bor-ow'd  day  unfold. 
And  the  rich  purple  waves  embofs'd  with  gold  ; 
Yet  mark  rhisfcene  of  painted  grandeur  yield 
To  the  fair  lily  that  adorns  the  field  ! 
Ob'cur'd,  behold  thar  fainter  lily  lies. 
By  the  rich  bird's  inimitable  dyes; 
Yet  thefe  furvey,  confounded  and  outdone, 
By  ihe  fuperior  luflre  of  the  fun  ; 
That  fun  himl'elf  withdraws  his  Itficu'd  beam 
From  thee,  the  glorious  author  of  his  frame  1 

Pranfcendent  Pow'r  !  lole  arbiter  of  fate  ! 
How  great  thy  glory  '   and  thy  blifs  how  great  ! 
To  view  from  thy  exalted  throne  above, 
(Eternal  fource  of  light,  and  life,  and  love  ') 
Mnnumber'd  creaturei-  draw  their  fmiling  birth, 
Til  blefs  the  htav'ns,  or  beaufify  the  earth  ; 
Vi'hilefyftems  roll,  obedient  'o  thy  view. 
And  worlds  rejoice — which  Newton  never  knew. 

Then  raife  the  fong.  the  gen'ral  anihem  raiie. 
And  fwcll  the  concert  of  Lternal  praife  ! 
Aflift  ye  orbs  that  form  this  bound  lef-*  whole. 
Which  in  the  womb  of  fpace  unr.urrntr'd  roll ; 
Ye  planets  who  compofe  our  LfTer  Ichtme, 
And  bend,  concertive,  round  the  f  .lar  frame; 
Thou  eye  of  nature  !  whole  exte'.five  ray 
With  endlefs  charms  adorns  the  face  of  day; 
Confenting  raife  th'  harmonious  joyful  found. 
And  bear  hispraifes  throu'.h  iht  vail  profound: 
His  praife,  ye  winds  that  fan  the  cheerful  air, 
Swift  as  they  paf'  along  you*  pinions  bear  I 
Hi?  praife  let  ocean  thr.,ugh  her  realms  difplay. 
Far  as  her  circling  billows  can  convey  ! 
His  praife  ye  mifly  vapours  vi'ide  diffufe, 
In  rains  defcending,  or  in  milder  dews; 


His  praifes  whifper,  ye  majeftic  trees, 
As  your  topi  ruUle  to  the  gentle  breeze  ! 
Ki-i  praife  around,  ye  flow'ry  tribes,  exhale, 
Far  as  your  fweets  embalm  'he  fpicy  gale  : 
His  praife,  ye  dimpled  ftreams,  to  earth  reveal, 

"^s  pleas'd  ye  murmur  throu(jh  the  flow'ry  valel 

His  praife,  ye  feathcr'd  choirs  dilUngu-(h'd  fing 

A-  to  your  notes  the  vocal  forefts  ring  ! 

His  praife  proclaim,  ye  monfters  "f  the  deep, 

Who  in  the  v.ttl  abyfs  your  revels  keep  ! 

Or  ye  fair  natives  c>f  our  earthly  fcene 

Who  ranj^e  the  wilds,  or  haunt  the  pafture  greenj 

Nor  thou,  vain  lord  of  earth,  wirh  carelels  earjr, 

Tiie  univtrlai  hymn  of  worlhip  hei.r  !  , 

But  ardent  in  the  facred  chorus  join,  ^    . 

I  hy  loul  tranfported  with  the  talk  divine  ! 
While  by  his  works  th'  Almighty  is  confefs'd. 
Supremely  glorious   and  fupremcly  blels'd  1 

Great  Lord  of  life  1  from   whom  this  humblij 
frame 
Derives  the  pow'r  to  fing  thy  holy  name. 
Forgives  the  lowly  mufe,  whofe  artlefs  lay 
Has  dar'd  thy  (acred  attribute^  (urvey  '. 
Delighted  uft  through  nature's  beauteous  field. 
Has  ihe  adi.r'd  thy  wifdom  brijfht  reveal'd ; 
Oft  h.ave  her  wifhes  aim'd  the  feiret  fot>g, 
But  awful  rev'rcnce  flill  with-htld  her  tongue. 
Yet  as  thy  b-.uity  lent  the  reas'ning  beam. 
As  feels  my  confcious  bread  thy  vital  flame. 
So,  blefl  C'eator,  let  thy  fervant  pay 
His  mite  of  gratitude  this  feeble  way, 
Thy  goodnefs  own,  thy  Providence  adore. 
And  yield  thee  only what  was  thine  before, 

THE  VISION  OF  PATIENCE, 

AN   ALLEGORICAL   POEM, 

Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  Mr  Alexander  Cuming  *,  a 
Young  Gentleman  unfortunately  loji  in  the  Nortberjt 
Ocean,  on  hh  Return  from  China,  I74O. 

'•  Ne  jaceat  nullo,"  vel  ne  meliore  fepulchro." 

LucAN,  lib.  viii. 

'TwAS  on  a  fummer's  night  I  lay  repos'd. 
In  the  kind  arms  of  hofj  itablc  rcfl:, 
When  fancy  to  my  waking  thought  difclos'd 
And  deep  the  vifionary  fcene  impreft  : 
C'ofe  by  my  fide,  in  rcbes  of  morning  grey, 
A  form  celcftial  ftood,  or  leeni'd  to  iland  ; 
Intranc'd  in  admiration  as  !  lay, 
She  rais'd  with  afpeiil  lalm  my  feeble  hand; 
And  while  through  all  my  veins  the  tumult  ran, 
With  mild  benignity  fl-e  placid  thus  began         !• 

*  Mr.  A.  Cuming  ivas  firji  fiipercargo  of  the  Sue- 
cia,  a  S-wedJb  Eafl  india Jhif>,  iibich  "was  ivrecked  on 
a  rock  about  tiuo  riAies  euji  oj  the  Jland  oj  l^'ortb  Ro' 
nalpa,  the  northernn:ijl  uj  the  Uiiiny  Ijljnds.  N<-u.  18. 
1 7 40.  Immediately  on  ilje  foip's  Jinking  Air  Cum- 
ing ivenl  off  in  the  barge,  accontj  anied  by  the  furgeon 
and  fix  of  ihe  boldeli  fean:en,  in  order  to  dfcover  ivhat 
the  ifljr,d  iras.  but  ivere  never  more  heat  d  of  'Thirty- 
one  of  the  failars  -uere  faved  out  of  a  hundred,  tbejhip  t 
iO/nplemeut, 
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^  "  Patience  uiy-paine-^of  J,^chcfis  the  chilJ,      ; 
Nor  art'  thou  imacquauiced.  with  luy  voic^  ;, 
By  n\e';<ffli;iled  vir.uc  fuf&rs  mild,.    '  --h^  cr  ,  .  ] 
And  to  th'  ercrnal  wiillubn-.iti  it,'-  choice,  /; 

Behold,  commiflion'u  Irom  ihe  heaverly Tphere, 
I  come  to  ftrcnn4bcn  thy  corredcd  li^jht ; 
Totsach  thee  yet  continued  woes  to  bear,. 
And  eye-  nii.ifortuiie  in  a  friendly  light.:  ^ 

Northcu  my  piefcin  iummonf  difabey,  T^- 

But  cheerfully  prspare  to  wait  me  on  my  way," 

"  Daughter  of  heaven  (methought  I  ftraight  re* 

'■f.~-    p]fd:,    ■  ■    •  :. 

Gladly  hy  me  thy  fnmmons  IS  obey 'd; 
Content  I  follow  thee,  ctleftial  guide, 
Beneath  thy  fure  pmtcftion  undifmay'd  : 
Oft  in  fharp  perils  arid  funoundiiif;  woes 
Thy  falutary  preferce  liavc  I  found; 
Then  lead  wherever  thy  direifticn  flitiws, 
To  didant  feas,  or  earth's  remoreft  bTund  : 
Ready  am  I  to  wait  thy  purpos'd  flight. 
Thine  be  the  care  to  zdi  the  fovereign  will  aright." 

Sudden,  enfolded  in  a  fleecy  cloud,  31 

Thfough  yielding  air  we  cut  our  rapid  way, 
While  the  pale  moon  a  dubious  light  beftow'd, 
Lands  as  we  pifs'd  and  intermingled  fea  : 
Nor  ceas'd  our  voyage,  till  the  blufhing  dawn  • 
DiTpeU'd  the  glimmeiing  of  the  llarry  hnft  ; 
And  night  s  dark  curtain  by  degrees  withdrawn, 
V.'e  found  ourfeives  on  ThuleS  flty-girt  coafl: : 
Where  Silence  Ots  on  her  untroubled  throne, 
As  if  fhe  left  the  world  to  live  and  reign  alone. 

Here  no  invading  noife  the  goddefs  Snc^s,       4I 
High  as  fhe  fits  o'er  the  furrcwnding  deep  ; 
But  pleas'd  fhe  liftens  to  the  h  'How  wi!>ds, 
(r  the  fhrill  mew,  that  lulls  her  evening-fleep; 
Deep  in  a  cleft-worn  rock  ws  found  her  laid, 
.Spangled  the  roof  with  many  an  artlefs  gem: 
Slowly  Ihe  rofe,  and  met  us  in  the  Ihade, 
As  half  dillurb'd  that  fuch  intrufmn  came  : 
But  at  her  filler's  fight,  with  l-.okdifcreet. 
She  better  welcome  gave,  and  pointed  each  a  feat. 

Wide  from  her  grotto  to  the  dazzled  eye       51 
A  bi.undlefs  profpe(51:  !   lay  the  azure  waftc, 
■  Loft  in  the  fightlcfs  limit  fea.  and  flcy; 
By  meafurablc  diftance  faintly  trac'd  ; 
Whence  now  arifing  from  his  wa-'ry  bed, 
T  he  fun  emerging  fpread  his  golden  ray; 
When  fweetly  Patience  rals'd  her  penfive  head. 
And  thus  the  goddefs  faid.or  fcem'd  to  fjy  : 
"  Mark,  mortal,  with  attention's  dec-reft  care. 
The  fwift  approaching  fccnc  the  hands  of  Keaven 
prepare."  60 

Witb  look  intent,  acrofs  the  ftiining  void, 
(An  objcdl  to  the  weak  beholder  loft  ') 


THE    WORKS   OF  B  O  Y  S  E. 

Juft  in  the  h<*r4zoo  dim  a  fail  I  fpred, 
As  if  ftie  made  fpine  l.m  -expc<il.ed  coaft : 


Vcr.  II.  Patience,  the  firft  allegorical  figure  in- 
troduced, is  here  reprefcntcd  as  the  daughter  of 
Neceffity,  6r  Lachefis,  o!ie  of  the  three  Dcltinies. 

Ver.  38  Thu;c  is  here  taken  for  the  Orkney 
Ifles.  ' 

Ver.  39.    Silence,  the  fecond  alegorical  pcrfon,  1 
and  iifler  of  Patience,  i 


Kind  to  iier  wilhes-yilew  thc.weUtrn  |breez^,  ,,  i- 
As,fwilr3dvan,cing  o'er  the  placid  main      .  .,  ,.j 
She  fhap'd  her  cquife,- increafir.g  by  degrees,    , 
Till  nearer  ferle  niide  all  her  beauties  pUinj 
And  Ihow'd  her  on  the  yielding  hii!o*s  ride. 
In  all  the  gallant  tri.n-.  of  ornamental  pride  '.       ^<^ 

Thus  flew  (he  onward  with  expanded  fail, 
A  fight  de!ig;htlu!  to  the  p!eaf:jr"d  eye  ! 
Bu^ne  on  the  wirgs  of  the  prori''ibil.5  -.^ale, 
Heedlels,  alas  cf  hidden  da -geriiigl!  : 
The  jojTu}  ftilor,  i  ng  on  ocean  tolV, 
Alrea.iy  thought  his  teJious  fufTirfings  o'er; 
Already  hail'd  the  hoipiivible  coafl, 
And  ti'od  in  ihon:.fiit  along  the  friendly  fliore:   ^ 
When,  dreadful  to  behold  ' — difaftrous  Ihock  ! 
Shipwreck'd,  at  once-flie  llruck  on  a  wavc-cover'd 
rock  I  .  8q 

0  Heaven ! — it  was  a  piteon?  fight  to  view 
The  v/i'd  c^.Dfufion  fiiddenly  took  place! 
The  different  geftures  of  the  frighted  crew  ! 
The  Iccir  that  maik'd  each  death-diftra(5led  face. 
All  one  impiiri"nd  fcene  of  woe  appear'd. 
Some  wildly  rav'd,  while  others  i'carcc  could 

fpeak. 
No  order  '*.  a-*  obferv'd,  no  reafon  heard. 
For  mortal  palenefs  fat  on  every  check! 

1  look'd  at  t'a^ience,  as  {lie  fat  me  nigh,  89 
And  wonder'd,  as  I  look'd,  to  fee  her  tcarlefs  eye  T 

Again  I  turn'd — when,  o"er  the  vefTel's  fide, 
Diltincl  1  faw  a  r.anly  youth  appear, 
[^aunch  the  oar'd  pinnace  to  the  fwelling  tide, 
Nor  ftnw'd  his  fteady  brow  a  guilty  fear  ! 
The  (ad  remainder  with  a  mourniul  hail 
His  juft  defign  and  bnld  departure  bleft; 
With  lifted  eye  he  fpread  the  flesider  fail, 
As  if  he  trulted  Heaven  to  guide  the  reft; 
SvvU't  o'er  the  main  the  bark  retreating  flew. 
And  the  tall  ftiip  at  once  was  taken  from  my  view_ 

Immediate  Patience  from  her  feat  arofe.       Id 
And  all  abrupt  the  tranljent  vifit  broke  ; 
While  Silence,  pleas'd,  return'd  to  her  repofi:. 
With  air  compos'd,  for  never  word  Ibe  fpoke  : 
Again  cloud-wafted  wc  pur.su'd  our  way 
Weftward,  as  gave  the  alter'd  wind  to  ride. 
When  thus,  methought,  1  heard  the  goddefs  fay, 
"  'Tis  mine  to  wait  yon  boat  that  braves  the  tide. 
For  well,  alas  !   too  well  I  now  forefee,      [me." 
Much  need  yon  voyagers  will  quickly  have  for 

Driven  on  the  pinions  of  the  eaftern  wind    IH 
0"er  many  a  fea-girt  ifle  and  rocky  caft, 
We  \ch  bleak  Shetland's  ftiadowy  hills  behind, 
To  watch  the  little  bark  in  ocean  toft 


for  iiow  fr'oiij  fight  of  land  diverted  clear, 
Thty  drove  uncertain  o'er  the  pathlefs  det 


deep, 


"Ver.  113.  The  pinnace  was  probably  driven 
into  the  great  ocean  that  lies  t^>  the  weftward  of 
the  ifles  of  Orkney  and  iihcthndj  where  it  prrifh- 
fd.  ■  .  • 


Nor  gave  th?  adverfe  gale  duecourfe  to  fleer, 
NoE  darft  they  the  defign'd  dirtxftion  keep : 
The  gathering  temped  quickly  rag'd  fo  high, 
The  wave-encompals'd  boat  but  jaintly  reach'd 
my  eye.  ^...   , ,,  ,,  lio 

Yet  could  I  mark,  amidft  th'e  floify'  wade, 
TJie  peaceful  exit  blamelefs  virtue  gave ; 
Calm  fat  the  youth  in  the  loud  threatening  blaft, 
And  firm  prepar'd  him  for  his  wat'ry  grave  : 
One  fohd  I'egard,  his  lateft  debt,  he  paid, 
Eaftward.  to  Caledonia's  native  ftnre  ; 
And  thus  (niethought)  in  dying  accentf  faid, 
•'   Fare'wel  my  country  1"  he  could  fay  no  more, 
For  the  wild  furge  with  rage  devouring  fpread, 
And  v/he!m'd  the  haplefs  youth  in  ocean's  liquid 
bed.  130 

Then  Patience  meek,  as  from  my  rending  heart, 

She  heard  deep  utter'd  the  expreflive  fighs, 

»'  ijeeft  thou  {Qic  faid)  that  youth's  undaunted 

part, 
Who  yonder  cv'n  in  death  unvanquilh'd  lies? 
There  view  the  blefl  efiedls  from  virtue  flow, 
The  cow'rd  from  fate  to  fhameful  fafecy  flies; 
The  truly  valiant  dares  to  meet  the  foe, 
Nor  ihrinks  from  danger,  but  with  honour  dies : 
For  guilt  of  all  defence  difarms  the  flave. 
But  innocence  in  death  fupports  the  good  and  brave. 

"  Yet,  ere  yon  fetting  fun  his  light  renew,   141 
Shalt  thou  behold  the  decent  honours  paid 
To  the  pale  corfe  now  floating  in  thy  view, 
And  fee  it  in  the  earth  lamented  laid ; 
Fer  though  he  dies  from  each  expeiSing  friend, 
Whofe  vows  were  offer'd  for  his  fate  return, 
The  mournful  flranger  o'er  his  grave  fhall  bend. 
The  blufhing  virgins  Weep  around  his  urn  1 
Such  privilege  his  fpotlefs  truth  ftiall  boaft. 
Though  to  your  diftant  world  in  dark  oblivion 
loft!"  150 

The  tempefl:  ceas'd — and  all  the  fobcr  night 
Intent  our  courfe  aerial  we  purfu'd ; 
Till  as  Aurora  dawn'd  with  ruddy  light. 
An  ifland  we  perceiv'd  that  flemm'd  the  flood; 
!No  hills  nor  trees  aJurn'd  the  level  f^il. 
Where  bleating  flocks  a  plenteous  herbage  found; 
Low  lay  the  profpedl  of  the  bleating  ifle 
With  here  and  there  a  fjict  of  tillage-ground  : 
By  which  the  humble  village  flood  defcried. 
Where  never  enter'd  arts,  or  luxury,  or  pride  I   1 60 

O'er  many  a  fea-green  holm  we  wafted  went. 
Where  undifturb'd  the  feather'd  nations  lay  '. 
Till  lighting  on  the  plain  with  foft  defcent. 
We  faw  a  reverend  form  advance  our  way; 
And  now  approaching  with  an  caly  pace. 
The  venerable  fage  before  us  ftands  , 
White  were  his  hairs,  and  cheerful  was  his  face. 
At  once  delights  his  afpedl  and  commands  : 
1  felt  all  cate  fufpended  at  his  view. 
Whom  better  far  than  1  his  kindred  <>oddefs  knew. 


Ver.  157.  The  Faroe  Ifles,  fubjcft  to  Denmark, 
gee  Bede's  Dcfcription  of  them. 


POEMS.  34^ 

Of  homefpun  ruffet  was  tha  garb  he  bora,    171 


Girt  vsfith  a  velvet  feal's  divided  Ikin ; 
Of  woollen  yarn  the  mittens  which  he  wore. 
To  keep  him  from  tjie  breath  of  Boreas  thin: 
An  eafy  path  along  the  verdant  grouod       ij 
Soon  to  his  hofpitable  cottage  led,  'J 

Ere  yet  inftrufted  I  my  error  found, 
Nor  knew  the  caufe  my  firft  emotion  bred, 
Till,  as  into  his  clean  abode -^e  i^ent, 
Kind  Patience  whifper'd  trie  out  hoft  was  call'd 
Content.  180 

Sweet  was  hi*  earthen  floof  with  ruflies  fpreiad. 
Sweet  was  each  fhell-wrought  bowl  and  woodea 

difli, 
Sweet  was  the  quilt  compos'd  his  healthy  bed. 
Nor  wanted  he  lor  fowl  or  fun-dried  fifli. 
And  mdk  of  fliecp.  and  turf,  a  plenteous  (lore. 
Which  lay  beneath  his  comfortable  roof ; 
No  ftorms,  no  accidents,  could  make  him  poqr. 
He  and  his  houfe  I  ween  were  vireatlicr-proof- 
A  batchelor  he  wonde,  devoid  of  care,        [fair. 
Which  made  him  now  appear  fo  healthy  and  io 

Long  time  with  Patience  fair  difcnurfe  he  held, 
(Oft  had  the  goddeis  been  his  welcome  gueft) 
Nor  ftie  the  friendly  intcrcourfe  repell'd, 
Rut  the  good  fire  familiarly  addrefs'd; 
Thus  were  we  happily  cnnverfant  fet, 
When  from  the  neighbouring  vidage  rofe  a  cry 
And  drew  our  haity  fteps  where  numbers  met. 
Like  us,  appear'd  to  know  the  reafon — why  ? 
Nor  needed  anfwer  :   on  the  fea-weed  fpray. 
Too  vifible  reply  I — the  wave-tofs'd  body  lay.  zoo 

How  flood  1  flinck'd,  when  in  the  fcmblant  face 
(By  death  unalter'd,  or  the  cruel  flood), 
1  could  of  Lycidas  each  feature  trace. 
Young  Lycidas,  the  learned  and  the  good  I 
"  O  Heaven  (cried  I)  what  forrows  will  he  feel, 
Deban'd  the  promis'd  hope  of  thy  return  ? 
Not  all  his  Ikill  the  mental  wound  can  heal. 
Or  cure  a  lofs  he  muft  fo  juftly  mourn  ! 
How  will  he  weep,  when  in  the  ocean  grave 
He  hears  a  brother  lofl  he  could  have  died  to  fa ve !" 

Here  with  obfervant  eye,  and  look  ferene,    an 
Thus  check'd  the  good  old  man  my  plaintive 

fpeech  ; 
"  Befl;  in  fubmiflion  piety  is  feen. 
That  lefTon  let  thy  kind  conducftrefs  teach  : 
But  lefl:  the  youth  thy  friend  bewails  ihould 

want 
The  rites  departed  merit  ought  to  find. 
Let  thefe  affembled  native^  kindly  grant 
The  unpolluted  grave   by  Heaven  afl[ign'd  : 
A  corpfe  fhat  daim'd  a  due  interment  more, 
Yet  never  wafted  wave  to  Fari^e's  guiltlefs  fhore !" 

He  faid — obedient  to  his  juft  commands       azi 
The  zealous  youth  the  breathlefs  body  bear. 
Some  form  the  f -pulchre  with  careful  hands. 
While  round  the  virgins  drop  the  artlefs  tear. 


Ver.  180.  Content  J  the  third  allegoiical  figure 
introduced. 


|4«  THE    WORK 

Such  flowers  as  Nature  grants  the  ruder  clime, 
Such  flowers  ar  und  with  pii  u«  care  thiy  (bed, 
And  finjj  the  funeral  dirge  in  Runic  rhyme, 
Allottf d  to  the  f>ge  or  warrior  dead  : 
While  as  the'e  fruitlef-  honours  are  beftow'd, 
Content  with  fiber  fpeech  his  purpofe  thus  avow'd  : 

"  yrhat  boots  thee  now.  loft  youth  !  that  crofo 
the  main,  231 

1.  iThou  fpread  the  daring  fail  from  pole  to  pole, 
.'^'ealth  to  acquire,  and  knowledge  to  attain  : 
Krowledpe,  the  nobler  trealure  of  thy  foul ! 
•'  Beneath  the  fci-rching  of  the  medial  line, 
=  '  On  Afric's  fand,  and  India's  golden  coaft; 
Virtue  gave  thee  with  native  truth  to  (bine, 
Dreft  in  each  excellence  that  youth  could  boaft, 
And  now  (he  gives  thee  from  the  wave  to  rife, 
And  reach  the  fafer  port  prcpar'd  theo  in  tlie  flcies. 
•'  Yet  take  thcfe  honours,  thy  deferv'd  reward  I 
'Call  this  untroubled  fpot  (if  earth  thy  iiwn; 
'Here  fhall  thy  afties  find  a  due  regard, 
■  ^  And  annual  Iweets  around  thy  grave  be  thrown. 
^'  DireAing  Heaven  ordain'd  thy  early  end, 
.1,  From   fraud    and  guilt    to  fave  thy   blamelefs 
youth, 
To  fhow  that  death  no  terrors  can  attend, 
Where  piety  refides  and  holy  truth  : 
Here  take  thy  reft  within  this  hallow'd  ground. 
Till    the    laft    trump    emit    the    dead  awakening 
found  I"  2JO 

He  ceas'd — attentive  to  the  words  he  faid. 
If;  earth  the  natives  place  the  honour'd  clay ; 
Wi:h  holy  rites  they  cover  up  his  head, 
A  ipntlefs  grave,  where  never  mortal  lay  ! 
Charni'd  with  the  fimple  manners  of  the  ifle, 
I  >  ifli'd  fome  further  knowledge  to  receive  ; 
Hire  c  uld  have  dwelt  with  old  Cnntent  awhile, 
And  learii'd  of  him  the  hsppinef*  to  live  ! 
Whei  Patience  from  my  fide  abruptly  broke. 
And,  llarting  at  the  lofs,  I  fuddenly  awoke  !     a6o 

JOB.    CHAP.    III. 

TRANSLATED. 

Thus  Job  began, Curfl  be  the  fatal  morn 

In  which  diftinguifb'd  wretchediefs  was  born  I 

From  the  fair  round  o(  the  revclving  year 

Perifh    hat  day  I   nor  let  the  night  appear. 

In  which  this  fpeck  of  entity  began 

Ti  (well  to  mifery,  and  prom  fe  man  ! 

iet  darkiiefs  ftain  it  o'er,  no  friendly  ray 

Pierce  through  the  gh  om  of  ^hdt  affrighted  day  1 

But  Ihades  of  terror  o'er  its  circuit  I'pread, 

And  fold  it  in  the  mantle  of  the  dead  ! 

O'er  that  curft  night  may  double  horrors  dwell, 

Such  as  enwrap  the  puoifbnients  of  belli 

J<lo  cheerful  founds  its  folitude  awitke, 

Biif  fuch  a>-  fiends  and  tortur'd  wretches  make  ; 

buch  as  may  wc  und  the  foul,  and  (bock  the  tar, 

Ihe  groausi  of  death,  and  bowlings  of  dtfpair  ! 


Ver.  227.  The  inhabitants  of  all  thefe  nnrrbrrn 
^es  obferve  the  cullt.ni  of  finging  over  the  dead. 
Vcr.  254.  Virgin. 


S   OF   BOYSE. 

May  all  it*,  ftars  with  rays  dlmfnift'd  (how. 
And  fh-ough  the  dufkv  air  obfcnrely  glowf 
N'^  glimpfe  of  h<'pe  the  dreadful  fcene  adorn,' 
Nor  let  it  fee  the  promife  of  a  morn    - 
B  caufe  It  (hut  no-  up  my  mother''  womb. 
And  join  d  at  once  mv  cradle  aid  my  tomb  : 
Why  dy  d  I  ni^t  '    Why  did  previntive  care 
My  deftin'd  life  for  future  forrows  fpare  ? 
Then  had  I  found  'hat  tafe  I  feel;  in  vain. 
Nor  known  this  load  of  urexampled  pain  I 

(J  grave  '   thou  refuge  of  the  fo  .1  diftreftt 
Whf-n  fliall  I  fink  into  thy  downy  reft  ? 
There  kings  and  miirhty  one^  neijle^ed  rot, 
In  their  ■  wn  moTild'ring  monum'  nts  forgot ; 
(Fhough  once  of  grandeur  and  of  pow'r  pofleft^ 
And  all  the  treafures  of  rht  fhinin.,'  eaft) 
There  men  no  longer  vain  dilHr:<5l!cns  boaft. 
In  common  duft  the  prince  and  flave  are  loft  : 
Low  lies  th'  i^ppreflbr  hound  in  lading  chains, 
I  here  of  his  rod  the  wretch  no  more  complains! 
There  ceafe  the  wailings  of  the  heart  diilreft, 
And  there  the  weary  find  eternal  reft  ! 

Why  fpareft  thou,  O  Lord  '  a  life  like  mine  ? 
While  with  inc<  flant  pray  rs  for  death  I  pine  : 
Why  is  that  blefling  given  to  wealth  and  pride  f 
But  to  the  wretch,  diftrefs'd  like  me,  deny'd. 
While  o'er  my  head  thy  awful  terrors  brood, 
Befet  my  path,  and  mingle  with  my  food. 
In  vain  my  cries  and  groans  continual  rife. 
In  vam  my  tears  I  pour,  and  wafte  my  fighs  t 
While  all  my  frars  upon  my  foul  are  come. 
By  thee  forfaken,  hopelefs  and  undone  ! 

VERSES 

Sacred  to  the  memory  of  the  Reverend 

MH.  JOHN  ANDERSON*, 

MINISTER    AT    GLASGOW,    OB.    ANNO    IJIX. 

Shall  ftreaming  tears  a  nation's  eyes  o'trflow, 
And  nor  a  mufe  partake  the  general  woe  ' 
Shall  we  be  dumb  becaufe  he  fpeaks  no  more. 
Who  charm'd  attentive  niultitade'  before. 
Clos'd  are  thofe  eyes,  and  filent  is  that  tongue 
Where  fparkled  zca!  and  mild  inftru<5lioii  hung. 
By  nature  form'd  to  fhine  in  ev'ry  fcene, 
I  o  charm  th"  ambitious,  or  allure  the  vain  : 
Early  he  learn'd  the  p'-ofpecft  to  defpifc 
And  make  his  nobler  choice  his  kindred  flcies  : 
For  this  himfc'f  and  rifmg  hopes  refignd. 
To  live  to  heav'n,  and  live  for  human  kind  ; 
Hard  trial  to  the  mind,  could  ought  controul 
A  Reman  virtue  in  a  Chrillian  foul? 

Oh  couM  ihe  mufc  his  generrus  labours  fay! 
To  juftify  the  debt  of  tears  we  pay  ; 
No  llrcams  of  grief  ftiould  be  immod'rate  thought^ 
Excefs  of  lorrow  is  an  honeft  fault 

His  widow'ii  fl  'ck  beft  know  his  pious  care. 
Taught  by  hi   words  and  guarded  by  his  prayer; 
No  more  ftiall  in  his  eyes  his  ardour  (hiiie. 
No  longer  from  hib  lips  flow  t/uths  divine. 


*•  A  tit  for  of  ''''  A  Dialogue  on  ihe  Common  praver 
Book"  ^to  I7II,  "  Letters  upon  Pre/byterie>"  Isfc. 
Si/o  1720,  and  grandfather  of  the  learned  and  hij^t- 
ninus  John  Anderjon,  F.  R.  S.  Projeffor  of  Naturai, 
I'hilofo^hy  in  the  Univirfity  of  G!af^c-;jii, 
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How  wont  tlie  willing  crowd  to  gather  mund. 
Hang  on  '  is  lips,  and  catch  th'  enchantinjj  found  ; 
While  in  fuch  terms  his  thoughts  he  ftill  expreft  ■; 
The  love  of  virtue  rofe  in  every  bread  > 

And  ev'ry  heart  its  fecret  faults  confeft.  J 

Then  with  what  eafe  the  tumult  would  he  calm. 
And  to  the  wounds  he  fcarch'd  apply  the  balm  ! 
So  firft  their  danger  to  mankind  he  raupht, 
Then,  like  fome  p;uardian  angel,  comfort  brought. 

Nor  had  his  fpeech  alone  fuch  wondrous  pow'r, 
Though  wond'rous  that — but  dill  his  life  was  more; 
Where  all  the  charms  of  virtue  were  difplay'd  ; 
And  taui/ht  the  world  even  more  than  all  he  faid  ; 
Where  all  was  open,  urrefrv'd  and  fair, 
A  penerous  bofom,  and  a  heart  fincere. 
So  firm  to  truth,  to  reafon  fo  refi^n'd. 
At  once  impartial,  and  at  once  fo  kind,       [mend. 
That  fcarce  we  knew  which  mod  weftiouidcom- 
The  free  reprover,  or  the  tender  friend  : 
Such  were  the  padors  that  in  ancient  days, 
Reclaim'd  mankind,  and  led  in  virtue's  ways, 
Such  Afia  boaded,  and  fuch  Rome  cf  old. 
E'er  fouls  were  barter'd  for  unrighteou-.  jjold; 
Such  great  Erafmus,  gentle  CraniriLr  fhone. 
And  fuch  a  man,  O  Glafgow  '   late  thy  own  : 
Whofe  life  like  theirs,  in  gen'^rous  lab"  urs  pad, 
Was  dill  the  fame  and  lovely  to  the  lad. 

So  in  calm  ev'nings  and  unclouded  ikies 
Not  lefs  rifplendent  in  his  fall  than  rife  ; 
The  wedering  fun  into  the  main  decliries. 
Bright  and  more  bright,  and  as  be  fets  he  fliines ! 

WRITTEN 

IN  MR.  WATTS'S  HORJE  LYRICJE. 

Here  let  th'  attentive  reader  learn 

On  heavenly  wings  ito''  ife  ; 
And  all-contemplative  difcern 

The  wonders  of  the  Ikies! 

Compadion  kind,  and  boundlefs  love, 

Here  feem  divinely  bight : 
And  mercy  hkc  the  filver  dove 

Allures  the  ravidi'd  fight. 

Thy  foul,  great  Watts  !  forfakes  the  earth, 

And  fcorns  the  g'itt  ring  toy  ; 
While  confcinus  of  her  higher  birth 

She  fc-eks  immortal  joy. 

Thy  melting  numbers  touch  the  foul. 

And  kind  dcvo'ion  warm  ; 
Each  jarring  thought  with  eafe  controul, 

And  blefs  us  while  they  charm. 

O  happy  whofe  feraphic  niird, 

Such  heights  fuhlime  can  rife  ' 
Can  leave  the  leflcning  world  behind. 

And  mingle  with  the  ikies 

But  happier  far  ihall  be  thy  fate. 

When  death  fliall  break  the  chain; 
And  fet  thee  loofe  to  bills  complete, 

To  joys  that  know  no  pain. 

There  ihalt  thou  thy  immortal  lyre. 

In  fongs  of  praife  employ  ! 
And  feel  the  facred  taflc  infpire 
•'   Thy  hreaft  with  endlefs  joy. 


VERSES 


OCC.'VSIOKF.D  BY   THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  M S ^j 

At  Glafgow,  May  48.  I73O. 
INSCRIBED   TO   MR.  A   S . 

While  thy  torn  heart  with  varied  woe  is  preft, 
And  all  the  friend  lies  bleeding  m  thy  bread  : 
Forgive  the  niufe  who  would  our  lofs  dcil'Tc, 
And  mourn  with  thee — that  Mnnus  is  no  morc|  j 

The  cruel  tyrant   wh'  fe  refiitlefs  rage 
Alike  employs  itfelf  on  y(  uth  and  age; 
Smiles  at  "ur  tear> — and  a>  our  griel'  runs  highj 
P'ints  Marcus  out ;  and  bids  us  learn  to  die  i 
Shows  all  the  op'ning  virtues  of  the  youth. 
His  native  goodneis,  niodedy,  and  truth  : 
What  early  worth  jud  bladed  in  it-  bloom! 
Hiw  many  graces  dirowdcd  in  the  tomb! 
See  Cali-donia  woepiug  o'erthe  urn  ! 
As  if  die  feem'd  her  fav'rlte  f  n  to  mourn; 
Oft  for  her  fake  he  read  th'  hidoric  page. 
And  trac'd  the  mazes  of  remotelt  age; 
Earlier  aifi-rter  of  her  gloriouv  caufe, 
Kond  of  her  freedom,  zealous  for  her  laws-: 
Great  liberty  infpir'd  his  honed  bread. 
And  his  dear  country  all  his  (oul  puffed  : 
In  youth  a  patriot — Ueady  to  the  right. 
In  manners  humane,  and  in  arts  p-  lite. 
His  heart  all-gentrous.  ca!  did,  and  ferene, 
S«  eet  as  his  look,  engaging  as  his  'nirn  :     - 
To  fricnddiip  faithful,  to  misfortune  kind. 
His  life  a  love  y  c.  py  of  his  mind. 

So  near  peifedion  in  his  early  day. 
Why  fiiouiil  we.  weep  t.'  iee  hini  fnatch'd  away? 
fo  fee  h.m  rtach  at  once  th'  immortal  prize, 
.And  rile  triumphant  to  hi»  native  flcies. 
Bi  h..!d  th'  i-xai  t-d  youtii  wi  h  fr-.iilcs  furvey. 
The  fond  midakcn  debt  of  grief  we  pay  ! 
B'  hold  him  featcd  on  the  biilsful  fhore, 
Hear  from  afar  the  noify  t'-niped  roar  ! 
Safe  from  the  taint  of  a  corruptei^  nge. 
From  vici.;us  manners,  and  fi  "m  pa '■'y- rage. 
No  pjffions  th'-re  hi>  purer  hi  fom  move  ; 
But  harmony  divine,  aod  i^eice,  and  love; 
Such  as    n  earth  were  woni  t>  footh  hisbreafl;, 
The  pieafing-  ("orttadc  of  his  heav'niy  red. 

See  him  p  int  r-ut  the  ;  ath  he  left  in  vie'vy, 
And  hid  his  fnenos  the  noble  race  purfue  ! 
Dif  lay  the  fair  examp'e  to  their  eyes, 
And  bid  tht  m  live  like  him — like  him  to  rife  ! 

So  the  bright  all-enlivening  orb  "f  light. 
When  he  withdraws  himfell  fr  m  mortal  fight  | 
With  fairer  glories  Ihincs  in  milder  ilcies. 
And  lets  to  us,  for  better  worlds  to  rife  ! 

f'hou  dear  departed  f  lend  I  if  greatly  bled. 
One  meaner  thought  can  'ouch  thy  peaceful  bread. 
Look  on  a  heart,  bv  paiEon^  rent  like  mine, 
I'hat  weeping  waits  to  mingle  joys  with  thine  1 
Fir'd  by  the  flight — "hat  flruggles  to  be  free, 
And  join  lociety  with  heav'n  and  thee. 

TO  MR.  THOMSON, 

UPON    HIS   TRAGEDY  or   SOPHONISBA. 

^ORGivE  the  mufe,  that  with  unp:3(flis'd  dring'j 
And  lond  atjibiuon  (iares  thy  praife  to  liDg ; 
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Pieai'd  who  beholds  thy  tow 'ring  genius  rife, 
And  fees  thy  ircrit  fhin;  in  foutliern  flcics. 

When  nature  firft  infpir'd  ihy  early  ftrain, 
To  paint  the  beauties  ot  the  flow'ry  plain ; 
The  charming  page  1  read  with  fot'r  delight, 
And  every  lively  landflcs^'  charm'd  my  fight: 
Now  led  by  thee,  uhiie  I  again  explore, 
New  patriots  riling  on  a  barbarous  {here  ; 
A  beauteous  brcalt  that  glows  with  love  of  fame, 
A  female  Cato,  with  a  fofter  name  ! 
My  ravifh'd  heart  txults;  in  being  free, 
And  burns  with  lovp  ot  facred  liberty  1 

Let  Rome  tne  b. effing  arrogate  no  more. 
The  goddefs  reigns  upon  a  ditfant  (hore; 
And  there  in  all  her  native  charms  confrft, 
ijhe  fires  immortal  Saphoiiifba's  bread 
Great  Carthage  rifes  from  oblivion's  womb, 
By  thee  reviv  d,  {he  qu.ts  her  awful  tomb 
And  emulates  again  her  ha;.ghty  rival  Rom( 

So  when  great  Titian  rofe,  immortal  man  ! 
With  rural  fcene»  his  pencil  firft  began; 
Employ'd  all  genial  nature's  laws  to  trace, 
And  copy  fr^.m  htr  ever-blooming  face  ; 
Here  paint  the  precipice  and  falling  flood. 
There  I'lrike  the  vale — or  mark  the  diilant  wood  ; 
Till  rifing  in  his  &ill  by  juft  degrees, 
He  form  d  th'  idea  of  th'  hiftoric  piece ; 
Where  fome  great  hero  boldly  hedefign'd, 
An.d  touch'd  th'  exalted  paflions  of  the  mind  : 
Of  art  with  nature  fuch  the  generous  ftrife. 
That  all  the  Ipeaking  canvas  fwell'd  with  life  1 
So  ftrong  the  figures  ftrikc  the  ravifh'd  eye, 
Wc  quite  forget  the  hand  that  gives  the  joy  ! 
Till  t^y  rtflcclion  warm'd,  wc  feel  thofe  joys. 
Still  from  one  great  original  arife ; 
Who  follows  nature  charms  without  defign. 
Who  follows  her  like  you — like  you  mull  fliine. 

TO  MRS.  OL.DFIELD, 

ON    UtR    ACTING    CLEOPATRA. 

Oft  hasny  foul  with  ftrong  compalTion  drove. 
To  think  of  Antony's  ill-fated  love  ; 
To  fee  him  (brink  before  th'  ambitious  boy. 
Fame,  life,  and  honour,  given  for  tranficnt  joy  ! 
Thus  once  I  thought — but  now  my  error  fee. 
Anil  the  loft  hero  ftands  ahfoJv'd  by  thee. 

Had  Cleopatra's  cliarins  like  Oldfield's  fhonc  ! 
Had  Ihe  the  tuneful  magic  of  thy  tongue  '. 
Well  might  the  Roman  of  his  foftnef-.  boaft. 
And  tliink  lliat  love  atou'd  for  empire  loft  : 
Well  might  he  from  the  glorious  war  remove. 
And  barter  crowns  and  provinces  for  love  ! 
For  oh  !  wlio  would  nut  mal:c  the  fate  his  ov/n  ? 
And  wifli  to  be  fo  glorioufly  undone ! 

ANNIVERSARY  ODE, 

SACRED  TO  THE  MEMORY   OF   A  DAOGI^TER. 
Oil.  An.  1726. 

Begin  my  mufe,  and  ftrike  the  lyre. 
Let  grief  the  melting  notes  infpire  ! 
And  fadly  coufccrate  the  day. 
That  Ihauh'd  my  Ibui'i  deli2ht  away  '. 


When  fiiil  the  beauteous  infant  maid. 
The  early  feedi  of  fenle  liifplay'd. 
With  her  dear  pratdt  fooU.'d  my  cares. 
And  tharm'd  my  fona  tranfporccd  cars. 

How  did  her  op'ning  bloom  arife  ! 
And  as  it  itrvck  my  ravifh'd  eyes, 
Oft  promis'd  to  my  years  increafe, 
A  fcore  of  innocence  ar.d  peace. 

But  foon,  too  Ib-n,  thefe  flattering  joys. 
Fate's  interpofing  hand  defiroys; 
Ana  loft  in  death's  ail-glooTiy  (hade. 
The  dear  delufivc  vifioii  lied. 

So  does  the  early-budding  rofe, 
Its  blufhing  fragrancy  Jifclofe, 
Adure  the  touch,  and  fmell,  and  fight, 
And  yield  each  fenfe  a  foft  delight. 

Till  fome  rafh  foe  its  pride  invade. 
And  ravifa'd  from  its  native  bed. 
Its  odour  and  its  hue  decay, 
And  all  its  beauties  fade  away. 

Thus  were  my  dreams  of  comfort  croft, 
And  with  the  fav'rite  virgin  loft ; 
And  all  my  fchemcs  of  blifs  to  csme, 
Eudos'd  within  her  early  tomb  ! 

Thence  clouds  of  new  afflidions  rife. 
And  brooding  o'er  the  darken'd  Ikies; 
With  their  fad  melancholy  fhadc. 
The  horizon  of  life  o'erlprcad. 

While  o'er  the  young  Sabina's  urn. 
Thus  with  paternal  grief  I  mcurn  : 
Around  my  i'oul  new  forrows  break, 
And  leave  my  w6es  no  room  to  fpeak.— 

On  Atticus'  delightful  age. 
Fate  next  employed  his  cruel  rage  ; 
With  eafe  diffolv'd  life's  feeble  chain, 
And  freed  the  fuff'ring  faint  from  pain. 

O  ever  honour'd  facred  name  ! 
If  in  the  bright  immortal  train 
One  thought  of  earth  can  touch  thy  reft, 
Look  down  on  this  altlicled  breaft. 

Teach  me,  like  thee,  through  life  to  fleer. 
Patient  and  calm  my  lot  to  bear  ; 
Teach  me  thy  heav'uly  fteps  to  trace. 
And  reach  like  thee  the  realms  of  peace  ! 


ODE  TO  MR.  WILLIAM  CUMING, 

ON    HIS    COl.NO  TO   FRANCE,    AUOUST   3I.   I735. 

" Finihus  [Gallicis] 

"   Reddes  incoluinem  piecor, 

"  Et  ferves  animae  dimidium  mere  !" 

O  BLOW  ferene  !  ye  foft  Etefian  gales,  » 

Curl  the  gay  main,  ai:d  fill  the  fwclling  fails ! 

The  guardian  vefTel  throjgii  the  deep  attend  : 
Shine  every  favourable  placet  bright, 
To  guide  the  {^rolji'roa-  ;.'3vigation  right, 

AHd  bear  to  Galli.is  i]-.orc  my  ha;.py  friend  ! 
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Thence  to  Liitctla's  walls,  a  pleafinp  way, 
Throu»h  fcsnCs  by  nature  drefs'd  profofely  gay  I 

Aiifpicious  fortune  dill  his  pafiage  guide  ; 
Till  fale  arriv'd  he  vi€ws  the  wond'rous  town. 
Which  all  a^ree  unprejudic'd  to  own 

At  once  fair  Earope'senvy  and  its  pride  ! 

Ther3  while  his  thoughts  explorc-th'  amazing 

plan  .       J  : 

Of  pow'r  divine — the  microc^fm  of  man  ; 

From  every  danger  fliield  hlsfpotlcl's  youth 
Wirh  manly  llrength  his  growing  virtue  arm, 
To  break  the  force  of  every  firen  charm, 

And  keep  untainted  all  his  native  truth. 
When  views  of  pomp  or  bright,  procefiions  rife, 
When  Louvre  or  Verfailles  enchants  the  eyes, 

The  grand  afTembly  or  the  royal  train  ! 
Oh  liberty  !  thy  faithful  profpeA  lend, 
To  Britain's  ifle  his  calm  reflcdlinn  bend, 

And  fay,  that  llav'ry  makes  the  fplendour  mean. 

When  artful  beauty  lays  the  fecret  fnare, 
Inftrr<ft  him,  friendly  goddefs,  to  beware, 

Defend  him  from  each  captivating  art  1 
For  there  fair  Venus  holds  her  fov'reign  court, 
There  all  her  wanton  fportive  loves  refort. 

And  in  a  thoufand  forms  furprife  the  heart. 

Yet,  goddefs  !  let  him,  as  intent  he  fees 
That  airy  nation's  native  fkill  to  pleafe. 

Shun  the  refledlion  of  tliem.imic  glafs! 
Of  all  the  Britons  1  have  ever  feen. 
Who  ap'd  the  graces  of  the  Gallic  mien. 

Scarce  one  but  chronicled  himfelf  an  afs. 

Yet  that  politenefs  of  the  true(>  kind, 
Which  both  adorns  and  cultivates  the  mind. 

This  let  his  careful  fludy  borrow  thence  ! 
Manners  from  hence  new  ornament  receive, 
To  knowledge  this  does  double  luftre  give. 

And  travel  finifties  the  man  of  fenfe. 

Sometimes  from  crowds  retir'd  if  chance  he  drays, 
Where  Seine  along  th'  EiyCan  meadows  plays, 

l^et  fome  kind  genius  whifper  in  his  ear. 
How  many  vows  for  his  fuccefs  are  paid, 
How  many  for  his  fafe  return  are  made. 

How  many  think  his  abfence  tedious  here. 

But  oh,  too  harfh,  my  friend  !  thefe  precepts  flow. 
The  fpecious  coverings  of  my  fecret  woe, 

While  fortune's  partial  favour  I  accufe  : 
Who,  when  my  forrows  needed  moft  a  friend. 
Was  pleas'd  in  thee  the  precious  gift  to  fend, 

Malicious  bounty;  but  bcftow'd  to  lofe. 

Oh  no,  forgive,  the  facred  tie  I  wrong  ! 
Where  virtue  binds,  the  mutual  union  ftrong. 

Dlftance,  misfortune,  time,  and  fate  defies  ; 
Prom  pole  to  pole,  from  Ganges  to  the  Thame, 
Immortal  friendibip  fpreads  ih'  etlierial  fiamc 

For  ages  ftill  the  fame,  and  nevtr  dies ! 

JLa'inaf  /.ug.Zl.  1 7 35. 

Amico  opt.  W.  C.  mceflus  hoc  dolorls 
ct  gratltudlnis  moiiumentum  P. 
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Alexis.  .    , 

While,  Phyllis,  tranfported  I  lay  in  yonr  arms, 
And,  pofiels'd  of  your  fondnefs,  was  blefs'd  ia 

your  charms. 
On  wealth  and  ambition  with  fcom  I  look'd  down^ 
Nor  envy'd  great  Lewis  that  bauble,  his  crown. 

Phytr.s. 
While  faithful  with  me  vou  delighted  at  home. 
As  happy  wa-  I,  as  the  Pope  i'-  at  Ko-e ; 
But  now  new  acquaintance  your  fancy  mifl?ad. 
And  Peter's  folk  *  never  are  out  of  your  head. 

AUxh. 
The  charge  I  fubmit  to — I  own  they're  my  friend», 
Tbeir  agreeable  converfe  fair  virtue  commends. 
With  their  ftnfe  and  good  humour  my  woes  1  rC" 

lieve. 
And  with  them  for  an  age  I  unweary'd  could  live. 

Phyllis. 
Miranda's  fine  voice  and  good  humour  for  me, 
My  comrade  fhe  is,  and  my  comrade  fhall  be!  t 
In  fpite  of  all  fcandal,  I'll  live  with  her  ftill,       T 
And  let  the  world  cenfure,orfay  what  it  will. 

Alexis. 
But  what  if,  dear  Phyllis,  this  diff'rence  fliould 

end, 
Suppofc,  for  yotir  fake,  I  aban'don'd  my  friend. 
And,  in  fpite  of  my  judgment,  too  biafs'd  my  vieWj 
Relinquifh'd  the  world  to  be  bury'd  with  you. 

Phyllis. 

Though  Miranda's  flill  conflantly  pleafing  and 

gay, 

Though  her  notes  far  exceed  all  the  mufic  of  May, 
And  though  you,  like  old  ocean,  look  muddy"! 
and  four,  ' 

Our  ancient,  alliance  I'll  gladly  reftore,     [more.r 
And  refolve  that  till  death  we  will  differ  noj 

.Alexis. 

No,  Phyllis,  though  kind,  that  conceffnn  won't 

take, 
I  ne'er  can  confent  our  joint  friends  to  forfake, 
Who  in  making  of  treaties  forget  their  allies, 
Will  never  be  reckon'd  or  honeft;  or  wife. 

Phyllis. 

Then  be  judg'd  by  the  rule  you've  fo  gravely  laid 

down, 
Nor  hope  that  Miranda  my  heart  {hall  difown. 
With  her,  gentle  heav  n,  grant  me  freedom  to  rove, 
While  friendfaip  fliall  pay  me  the  intereft  of  love. 

Alexis. 
Beware,  charming  Phyllis,  a  fatal  miftake. 
Where  intcrefl's  the  motive,  there  friendfliip  is 

weak 
'Tis  virtue  alone  can  cftablilh  the  tie,        [we  die. 
Through  life  ftill   unbroken,  which  holds  when 
The  tafte  may  be  modifh  yet  ne'er  can  laft  long,j 
To  lofe  an  old  lovei,  to  hear  a  new  fuiig. 

*  By  "  Peter's  folk"  is  meant  the  hofjiital'le  ti»i 
agreeable  fumil\  of  a  Mr.  Ste'zvart,  a  mei  chant  in 
Edinburgh  ;  iviw  had  ttuo  ariiaile  d.itiT'jiers ,  io  •:(••«»*» 
Bayfi  4iddr<:JJ'ed fomi  ^o^-ns. 
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If  novelty  charms  vou,  oelighted  in  change, 
Trom  pkaCure  to  j  lealurc,  oh  long  may  you  range ! 
Fc  r  me',  h'  m  henceforfh  on  feme  qiiieter  fhore, 
Where  fortune  and  love  ftiall  difturb  me  no  more, 
I'll  feek  in  retirement  the  noble(t  of  joys, 
'Tis  time  mull  difcover  the  truth  of  each  choice. 


EPISTLE  TO  HENRY  BROOKE,  ESQ. 

Th  lUGH  'midft  the  cruej  ftorm  of  pafTion  toft;, 
I  view  the  fliore,  and  figh  for  fafety  loft. 
While  every  diftant  hope  of  good  is  gone, 
A;;d  left  by  thee  !  'tin  joy  t"  be  undone. 
Oh  .  read  the  thought  where  no  dellgn  has  part. 
The  laft  faint  purpofe  of  my  wretched  heart ; 
Long  had  between  us  (in  a  moment  torn) 
The  holy  band  of  friendfhip's  fairh  been  worn  : 
I  claim  d  the  blifs,  fo  happy  once  was  I, 
Dear  to  your  breaft,  and  cherifh'd  in  your  eye  : 
Now  loft  the  privilege    fhall  one  fhort  day 
S'/atch  all  the  labour  of  our  lives  away  ? 
But  oh.  I  err  '   I  am  not  what  1  feem, 
Friendfhip  can  ne  er  fiibfift  without  efteem  ; 
D(.ath  weie  my  choice,  if  heaven  my  choice  ap- 

prpv'd, 
More  eafy  than  to  Infe  the  friend  I  lov'd  : 
Happy  in  this,  that  to  your  better  care 
1  gave  a  friend,  will  never  loie  his  fhare, 
Wliofe  truth  will  ftill  increai'e,  the  'ongerknown, 
\\'hol"e  faith,  v^hbfe  goodntf>,  arefo  hke  your  own  : 
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Forget   I  blefs  you, — if  this  wifli  fuccced». 


Ihen  live  Guilavus,  though  Arvida  bleed* 

CM    THE 

EX'RAORDiN\RY  EXECUTION 

OF  CAPT.  JOHN    PORTEOtJS,  SEPT.   J.  I736. 

".  — — — —  Nec  lex  eft  juftior  ulla, 
"  Quam  necis  artifices  arte  perire  fua." 

"  By  their  own  arts, 'tis  righteoufly  decreed,     ' 
•'   The  dire  artificers  of  death  (hall  bleed." 

PoRTEOus  !   thou  ftrong  example,  timely  given,! 
How  loycreigns  (hould  employ  the  power  of  hea- 
ven ;  ;  t 

Thy  wanton  hands  a  fanguine  deluge  fpread,       , 
Thy  country's  equal  voice  pr<nouuc'd  thee  dead  r 
But  tools  like  thee  were  thought  fuch  ufeful  things 
That  fordid  greatnels  mov'd  all  fecret  (prings; 
In  vain  the  great  applied,  the  court  repricv'd, 
Eternal  Juftice  thought  too  long  you  liv'd  : 
Meicy  grew  vain ;  when  fuch  a  crime  grew  flight, 
*  Twas  time  the  people  fh'-uld  aflert  their  right. 
Ye,t  let  the  mufe  the  juft  encomium  draw, 
Self-injur'd,  how  they  kept  the  fight  of  law, 
Tfre  gentlenefs,  denied  their  fellows,  gave,  ;' 

And  left  thee  time  to  arm  thee  for  the  grave : 
Let  none  behold  thy  exit  with  regret, 
You  died,  the  nobieft  way,  a  public  debt : 
May  the  aufpicious  omen  rife  in  you, 
i  And  villains  (fcreen'd  however)  meet  their  dac  ^ 
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Come,  Spenfer.  awful  genius,  come  along. 
Mix  with  the  mufic  of  th'  aerial  'hrcmg  ; 
O    reath  a  perfive  ftillnefs  through  my  breaft. 
While  balmy  bretzes  pant  the  leaves  among, 
And  fweetly  footh  my  paffion-  into  reft, 
Hint  pureft  thoughts  in  pureft  rolours  drcft  ; 
Even  fuch  as  angels  prompt  in  golden  dreams. 
To  holy  hermits  high  in  rapturts  blcft, 
Hisbofom  burning  with  celeftial  beams; 
N   lefs  the  raptures  of  my  fi  mmerday, 
If  Spenfer  deign  with  me  to  moralize  the  lay. 
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Of  the  perfonal  hiftory  of  Thompson,  the  prefent  writer  is  forry  thalt  the  intelligence  which  his 
inquiries  have  obtained,  is  fo  fcanty,  that  he  muft  give  his  life  to  the  world  much  more  briefly 
than  his  qualifications  deferve.  A  few  detached  dates  and  notices,  lefs  ample  and  fatisfadlory  than 
the  infcription  on  a  common  grave-ftone,  colleifted  chiefly  from  his  writing?,  compofe  the  flender 
memorials  of  his  life. 

William  Thompfon,  was  fecond  fon  of  the  Rev.  Francis  Thompfon,,  B.  D,  Senior  Fellow  of 
Queen's  College,  Oxford,  and  thirty-two  years  vicar  of  Broiigh  in  Weftmorcland. 

Of  the  time  and  place  of  hi^s  birth  there  are  no  memorials.  But  it  is  probable,  he  was  born  at 
Brough,  about  171  z.  His  mother  was  firft  married  to  Jofcph  Filher,  M.  A.  Fellow  of  Queen's 
College,  Oxford,  Vicar  of  Brougb ,  and  Arch-deacon  of  Carliile,  by  whom  fhe  had  no  children. 
His  father  died  Auguft  31.  1735,  aged  70.     His  mother  died  OAober  25.   1737,  aged  65. 

After  paffing  through  the  ufual  courfe  of  elementary  learning  in  the  country,  he  was  lent  to  the 
Univerfity  of  Oxford,  and  entered  at  Queen's  College,  where  he  afterwards  became  a  Fellow. 

Early  in  life,  he  difcovered  a  propenfity  to  poetry,  and  wrote,  as  he  himfelf  informs  us.  Six 
■Fajlorals,  in  1 7 34. 

His  early  conceptions  of  love,  of  friendlhip,  and  of  virtue,  were  very  warm  and  elevated,  and 
prompted  a  variety  of  poetical  eff"ufions,  amatory,  fentimental,  and  ferious. 

In  his  retirement  in  Weflimoreland,  on  the  banks  of  his  native  Eden,  which  "  firft  heard  the 
Doric  reeds"  of  the  unl'ortunate  Pattifon,  and  the  amiable  Langhorne,  he  wrote  hi%  Stella,  Jive 
^mores,   Elvglarum  ires  Libri,  in  1 73 6. 

Thefe  Pajloials  and  Love  Elegies,  written  when  the  young  poet's  foul  was  high-tuned  to  the  tender 
emotions  of  nature,  without  any  defign  of  printing  them,  have  not  been  colletSled  into  his  works. 

In  1736,  he  wrote  an  Epithalamium  on  the  Royal  Nuptials ,  as  a  college  exercife,  which  procured 
him  confiderable  reputation. 

He  took  the  degree  of  Mailer  of  Arts,  February  26.  1738;  and  entering  into  orders,  v.'as  pre- 
fented  to  the  reilory  of  South  Wefton  and  Hampton-Pyle,  in  Oxford  (hire. 

About  this  time,  on  his  recovery  from  the  fmall-pox,  he  wrote  his  pcem  called  Sldnefs  ;  which 
was  publiftied  in  1746,  and  very  favourably  received  by  the  polite  and  religious  world. 

Not  long  after,  he  publiilied  his  Hymn  to  Alay,  in  the  manner  of  Spenfer,  which  completely  efla- 
bliflied  his  poetical  reputation. 

In  1 751,  he  was  a  candidate  for  the  poetry  profefTorfiiip  at  Oxford;  but  did  not  fucceed  in  his 
application. 

Soon  after,  he  publiflied  Gratitude,  a  Postn,  on  the  Countefs  of  Pomfret's  bcnefaiSions  to  the  Uni- 
verfity  of  Oxford,  which  has  eluded  the  inquiries  of  the  prefent  writer. 

In  1757,  he  publiflied,  by  fubfcrrption,  a  colledlion   of  his  Poems  on. Several  Occafwns,  and   Gon' 

dihcrt  and  Birtha,  a  tragedy,  with  a  dedication  to  the  Countefs  of  Northumberland.     In  a  fliort  ad- 

vertifement,  he  informs  the  reader,  "  that  the  greater  part  of  the  poems  were  written  when  the 

author  was  very  young,  and  without  any  defign  of  printing  them,  which,"  he  fays,  "  is  only  men- 
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tioned  with  hopes  to  procure  the  reader's  pardon  for  the  impcrfedion  of  fome,  and  the  Ughtnefs  of 

others.     Yet 

Non  ego  mordaci  diftrinxi  carmine  quemquam 

Nulla  venenato  litera  mifta  joco  eft."  Ovid. 

•«  The  tragedy,"  he  adds, "  was  likewife  chiefly  compofed  when  the  author  was  an  under-graduate 
in  the  Univerfity,  as  an  umocent  relaxation  from  thofe  feverer  and  more  ufeful  fludies;  fer  which 
the  College,  where  he  had  the  benefit  of  his  education,  is  fo  defervedly  diftinguiihed.  I  have  caufed 
it  (with  all  its  juvenile  imperfedlions  on  its  head)  to  be  printed  as  it  was  firft  written,  and  have  even 
added  the  original  motto,  that  it  might  be  all  of  a  piece" 

This  feems  to  be  the  language  of  unaffeded  modefty ;  fome  of  the  earlier  little  pieces  might 
probably  have  admitted  of  fome  improvements,  if  he  had  judged  it  proper  to  retouch  them  after- 
terwards :  but  as  a  fpirit  of  ingenuoufnefs  is  manifeft  throughout  his  fentiments,  he  has  probably 
o-iven  his  moft  private  produ<9;ions,  as  they  were  firft  conceived  and  written  ;  upon  which  fuppofi-f 
tion,  there  appears  very  little  reprehenfible  in  them,  and  not  a  little,  for  their  quantity,  that  may  be 
juftly  commended. 

"  The  poem  called  Slcine/s"  he  fays,  "  was  republifhed  at  the  requeft  of  feveral  of  my  fubfcrlb- 
ers ;  to  which,  without  regarding  the  additional  expence,  I  very  readily  agreed.  I  have  made 
fome  alterations,  which,  in  the  divifions  of  the  hooks,  I  hope  will  be  thought  improvements." 

He  furvived  this  publication  feveral  years,  and  intended  to  republifti  "  Browne's  Britannia's  Pafto- 
rals,"  upon  which  he  left  fome  fhort  notes,  Inferted  in  T.  Davies's  edition,  177a;  but  the  prefent 
writer  has  not  been  able  to  difcover  when  he  died. 

This  is  all  that  is  known  of  Thompfon,  an  amiable  and  ingenious  poet,  whofe  writings  feem  not 
hitherto  to  have  received  fo  much  attention  as  they  deferve. 

His  Foems  en  Several  Occjftons,  with  the  omifiion  of  a  few  trifling  fongs,  and  his  Garden  Tnfcrip- 
i'wns,  publiftied  in  the  "  Poetical  Calendar"  for  Aiiguft  1763,  are  now,  for  the  firft  time,  re- 
ceived into  a  colledion  of  claflical  Englilh  poetry.  The  reader  may  perhaps  wifti,  for  the  fake  of 
his  reputation,  that  fome  more  of  his  lighter  pieces  had  been  omitted.  The  majority  of  them  are, 
however,  worthy  of  him. 

As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  are  charaderized  by  fertility  of  invention,  fplendour  of  imagination, 
tenderncfs  of  fcntiment,  facility  of  expreflion,  and  harmony  of  numbers.  He  is  of  the  fchool  of 
Spenfer  and  Milton ;  but  he  imitates  the  former  more  than  the  latter.  He  feems  to  have  been  art 
cnthufiaftic  admirer,  and  an  attentive  obferver  of  the  charms  of  nature,  as  his  compofitions  abound 
in  minute  rural  imagery,  and  picfturefque  defcriptlon.  His  faults  are  thofe  of  his  mafcer.  Rich  in 
native  ftores,  he  fometimcs  employs  traditionary  imagery,  and  hereditary  fimiles.  His  defcrlptions 
are  fometimes  puerile  and  extravagant,  and  fometimes  overwrought,  and  loft  in  a  profufion  of  co- 
lours. 

His  capital  performance  is  S'ldnep,  a  poem,  in  five  books,  in  blank  verfe.  In  this  work,  bold- 
ncfi  of  perfonification,  energy  of  language,  fublimi;y  of  fentiment,  pathetic  rcprefentation,  and 
the  moft  exquifite  beauties  of  poetry,  are  ennobled  with  Chriftian  and  moral  truths.  Almoft  eve. 
ry  line  glows  with  devotion,  rifes  into  the  moft  exalted  apprehenfions  of  the  Creator,  and  is  ani- 
mated with  the  moft  lively  faith  in  the  all-fuflicicnt  mediation  of  the  Redeemer  of  mankind.  In  the 
firft  book,  which  bears  only  the  general  title  of  Sicinefs,  after  propofing  his  fubjcift,  he  thus  re- 
fleifts  on  the  levity  of  fome  of  his  earlier  poetical  amufements. 

-Too  long  the  mufe. 


Ah  !  much  to"  lonj^,  a  libertine  difTus'i], 
On  Pleafure's  rofy  Jap,  has  idly  bicath'd 
Love-fighing  elegies,  and  paftoral  ftralns. 
The  foft  feducers  of  our  yoiuhful  hours, 
Soothing  away  rhe  vigour  of  the  mind. 
And  energy  of  virtue      But  fareweU, 
Ye  myrtle  walks,  ye  lily  mantled  meads 
Of  Paphos,  and  the  fount  of  Acidale. 
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The  fecond  book  is  called  the  Palace  ef  Di/eaji.  This  palace  is  very  poetically  'magifled  and  rx- 
ecuted,  and  the  malignant  power  inhabiting  it  is  very  correfpondendy  pourtraycd.  He  thus  de- 
fcribes  one  of  her  fix  attendant  furies,  the  fmall-pox,  whofe  feVere  infedlion  occalioned  the  poem. 

The  laft,  fo  turpid  to  the  view,  affrights 

Her  neighbour  hags      Hai'py  herfelf  is  blind. 

Or  madnefs  would  enfue,  fo  bloated  black, 

So  loathfome  to  each  fenfe,  the  fight  or  fmell, 

Such  foul  corruption  on  this  fide  the  grave, 

Variola  yclep'd  ;  ragged  and  rough, 

Her  couch  perplex'd  with  thorns.     What  heavy  fcenes 

Hang  o'er  my  head,  to  feel  the  thcrhe  is  mine  ! 

In  the  third  book,  called  the  Progrefs  of  Sicknefs,  after  a  fucceflion  of  dreams  of  different  com' 
plexions,  which  are  very  poetically  enumerated  and  contrafted,  on  waking  affrighted  from  th^ 
imaginary  blafl  of  AJiol^bo's  horn,  in  "  Orlando  Furiofo  ;"  he  thus  energetically  exclaims  : 

Pain  empties  all  her  vials  on  my  head, 

And  fteeps  me  o'er  and  o'er.     Th*  envenom'd  fliirt 

Of  Hercules  enwraps  my  burning  limbs 

With  dragon's  blood :   I  rave  and  roar  like  bim, 

Writhing  in  agony.     Devouring  fires  .j 

Eat  up  the  marrow  frying  in  my  bones. 

O  whether,  whether  fhall  1  turn  for  aid ! 

The  metaphorical  difplay  of  friendihip  at  the  clofe  of  this  book  is  warm  and  delicatei 

Friendfliip's 
-a  holy  fire, 


Where  honour  beams  on  honour  truths  on  truths, 
Bright  as  the  eyes  of  angels,  and  aS  pure. 
An  altar  whence  two  gentle  loving  hearts 
Mount  to  the  Ikies  in  one  conlpiriug  blaze, 
And  fpotlcfs  union 

The  fourth  book  is  called  the  Recovery.  In  this,  Mercy  fends  Hygeia  or  Health,  to  the  Ifrell  of 
life,  in  which  he  ingenioufly  feigns  the  angel  who  dekended  into  the  pool  of  Bethcfda,  to  have 
prev)ou.Qy  moiftened  his  wings.  His  furprife  at  the  firft  return  of  fight,  and  his  fucceeding  exul-J 
tation  on  it,  are  finely  expreffed. 

I  thanic  thee  Sleep  ! — Heav'ns  !  is  the  day  reftor'd 

To  my  defiring  eyes  ?  Their  lids,  unglew'd, 

Admit  the  long-loft  light,  now  ftreaming  in 

Painfully  clear  !— O  check  the  rapid  gleam 

With  ihading  filk,  till  the  weak  vifual  orb,  -*S 

Stronger  and  ftronger,  darci  imbibe  the  fun,  ■  ', 

Nor,  wat'ring,  tw  ,nkle  at  III. folded  day.  ^ 

Sight,  all-cxpi-effive  !    I'hotigh  fh'  feeling  fenfe 
TliriiU  from  lanthe's  hand  ,  at  Hc-ndel's   yre 
Tingles  the  ear ;  though  fmell  from  bloffom'd  beams 
Arabian  fpirit  gathere ;  and  the  drautrht, 
Sparkl-.ng  from  Burgundy's  exalted  vItcs, 
S>\.rc:\.ms  nedar  on  the  palate  :    yet,  Oftght! 
Weak  fheir  ienfatious,  when  compar'd  with  thee. 

The  laft  book  ftyled  the  Thanlfgimng.  is  replete  with  much  devout  and  animated  gratitude.  Tho 
following  parody  of  a  very  poetical  paffage  in  the  "  Pfalms,"  is  well  executed. 

For  me  (who  late 

A  neighbour  of  the  wormsj  when  I  forget 

The  wonders  of  thy  goodnefs  ray'd  on  me, 

And  ce.  feti>  celebrate  with  matin  harp 

Or  vcfper  fong,  thy  plenitude  of  love, 

And  liealing  irercy ,  may  the  nightly  Potv^r, 

Which  whifper*  on  my  {lumbers,  ceafe  to  breathe 

Her  modulating  impujfc  through  my  fou!; 
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Untun'd,  unhallow'd  !  Difcord,  firing  my  lyre, 
Idly,  my  finger,  prefs  the  fretted  gold, 
Rebellious  to  the  didates  of  my  hand. 
When  indolent,  to  fwell  the  notes  for  thee. 
Father  of  heav'n  and  earth! 

The  Hymn  to  May,  is  a  profeffed  imitation  of  Spenfer  ;  and  without  oftentatlous  praife,  It  is  but 
juft  to  obferve,  that-in  opulence  of  imagery,  brilliancy  of  colouring,  diftindnefs  and  propriety  of  at- 
tribute, and  harmony  of  numbers,  it  challenges  every  modern  produdion,  and  rivals,  if  not  fur- 
pafles  every  thing  of  the  kind,  even  in  Spenfer,  from  whom  he  caught  his  infpiration.  The  dic- 
tion is  florid  and  luxuriant,  and  the  fentiments  rapturous  and  tender  in  the  higheft  degree.  He  gives 
a  loofe  to  the  luxuriance  of  bis  imagination,  and  indulges  himfelf  in  every  extravagance  that  poe- 
try allows.  The  exuberance  of  his  dicftion  inverts  his  thoughts  with  fplendour,  through  which, 
perhaps,  they  are  not  always  eafily  difcerned.  Spenfer  being  not  lefs  celebrated  for  his  defcrip- 
tion  of  the  beauties  of  nature,  than  for  his  drefs  and  portraiture  of  allegorical  perfonages,  Thompfoa 
has  thus  charmingly  delineated  and  arrayed  his  poetical  Alay, 

She  comes! — A  Clken  camus,  emerald-green, 

Gracefully  lonfe,  adown  her  (boulders  flows, 

(Fi'  to  enfold  the  limbs  of  Paphos'  queen)  > 

And  with  the  labours  of  the  needle  glows, 

Purflea  by  nature's  hand  !   The  amorous  air 

And  mufky  wellern  breezes  fall  repair. 

Her  mantle  proud  to  fwell,  and  wanton  with  her  hair^ 

Her  hair  (but  rather  threads  of  light  it  feems) 
With  the  gay  honours  of  the  fpring  entwin'd. 
Copious,  unbound,  in  neftar'd  ringlets  flreams, 
Floats  glitt'ring  on  the  fun,  and  fcents  the  wind, 
Love-fick  with  odours  ! — Now  to  order  roU'd, 
It  melts  upon  her  bofom's  dainty  mould. 
Or,  curling  round  her  vvaill,  difparts  its  wavy  gold. 

Young  circling  rofes,  blufliing  round  them  throw 

The  fweet  abundance  of  their  purple  rays, 

And  lilies  dipt  in  fragrance,  frcflily  blow, 

With  blended  brauties,  in  her  angel  face. 

The  humid  radiance  beaming  from  her  eyes,  '    ' ' 

The  air  and  feas  illumes,  the  earth  and  ikies, 

And  open,  where  (he  fmiles,  the  fweets  of  Paradife, 

On  zephyr's  wing  the  laughing  goddefs  view 

Diflilling  balm.     She  cleaves  the  buxom  air. 

Attended  by  the  filvcr-footed  dew, 

The  ravages  of  winter  to  repair. 

She  gives  her  naked  bofom  to  the  galesj 

Her  naked  bofom  down  the  ether  fails; 

Her  bofom  breathes  delight ;  her  breath  the  fpring  exhales. 

In  ftanzas  47,  48,  49,  50,  and  51,  the  fuppofition  of  Venus  being  born  in  this  month,  and  cele- 
brating her  birth-day  near  Acidalus,  a  fountain  in  Bceotia,  is  happily  imagined,  and  exprefled  with 
thatfoftnefs  of  fentiment  which  he  profelTes  to  have  indulged  in  this  poem,  though  with  an  avowal 
of  the  pureft  intention.  The  ftanzas  19,  20,2i,&c.  (how  him  a  great  mafler  in  the  defcriptive.  The  Na- 
tivity, a  college  exercife,  and  the  Epithalamium  on  the  royal  nuptials,  are  alfo  fine  imitations  of  Spen- 
fetr  In  the  Nativity,  the  lines  beginning.  Hark,  the  jolly  pipe  and  rural  lay,  and  ending.  Hell  groan  d 
ilrougb  all  her  dens,  and  grim  death  dropped  doivn  dead,  are  remarkably  fine.  The  verfes  on  Pipe's  Works 
are  agreeably  various  and  fpirited  Thofe  efpecially  on  histranflation  of  "  Homer,"  areexquiCtelyani- 
ftiatert.  The  Efi^fle  to  the  Author  of  Lconidas,  The  fall  of  Corcfus  and  Callirhoe,  from  Paufanias;  and 
the  Magi,  a  Sacred  Eclogue  are,  all  mafterly.  The  lines  in  the  Eclogue  in  which  the  fages 
are  introduced  paying  their  adoration  to  the  infant  Saviour^  arc  eminently  beautiful.    His  Epitaphs 
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en  both  his  parents,  comprife  two  mod  worthy  chara<5lers  pourtrayed  by  filial  poetry.  The  verfes 
Written  on  the  Holy  Bible,  in  his  grave  religious  character,  have  an  original  air.  The  Garden  In~ 
fcriptions,  prove  him  no  languid  admirer,  but  a  fervent  worfhipper  of  the  excellencies  of  his  favour- 
ites, particularly  Spenfer,  Milton,  Tliomfon,  and  Young.  The  eulogy  is  fometimes  overcharged  ; 
yet  the  the  overflowing  fulnefs  with  which  he  meafures  out  to  others,  fprings  from  a  moft  amiable 
fource.  It  is  the  very  contrail  of  narrow  felf-love,  of  envy  and  detradion,  and  entitles  him  to  the 
moft  liberal  regard  from  every  lover  of  candour  and  benevolence. 

His  Love  •vettfes  are,  for  the  moft  part,  tender  and  unaffedled  ;  di<3ated  by  his  own  feelings,  when 
the  paffion  is  quite  new,  romantically  fweet,  and,  perhaps,  at  the  utmoft  purity  which  is  compatible 
with  defire. 

His  two  Latin  odes  on  Winter  and  Summer,  ranb  with  the  beft  compofitions  of  our  Englifli  writers, 
who  have  cultivated  Latin  poetry  with  fuccefs.  Poetical  verfions,  by  Mr.  I'atterfal,  fellow  of  Tri- 
nity-College, Cambridge,  were  publilbed  along  with  the  originals;  which  I  believe,"  fays  he, "  will 
be  thought  the  beft  verfes  in  the  coUedlion  :  they  are  finiftied  in  fo  eafy  and  mafterly  a  manner,  that 
I  muft  own,  that  I  had  rather  have  been  the  author  of  them  than  of  the  originals  themfelves." 

His  tragedy  of  Gondibert  and  Birtha,  taken  from  Davcnant's  poem  of  "  Gondibert,"  feems  very 
little  adapted  to  the  ftage,  being  much  more  poetical  than  dramatic.  The  fentiments  are  warm 
and  elevated  ;  but  feem  rather  fuch  as  he  had  collecfted  from  an  acquaintance  with  the  illuftrious 
dead,  than  from  being  "  hackneyed  in  the  ways  of  men,"  as  he  appears  more  delighted  with  what 
Syfhax  malignantly  calls  the  "  extravagance  of  virtue,"  than  experienced  in  a  knowledge  of  the 
v/orld,  and  the  ordinary  ccndud  of  mankind. 


THE  WORKS  OF  THOMPSON. 


SICKNESS,  A  POEM :  IN  FIVE  BOOKS. 

The  Lord  comfort  hitn,  when  he  lieth  lick  upon  his  bed ;  make  thou  all  his  bed  in  his  ficknefs. 


BOOK   I. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


Subject  propofed.  The  folly  of  employing  poetry  on  wanton  or  trifling  fubjed?.  Invocation  of 
Urania.  Reflections  on  the  inftability  of  life  itfeif  :  Frailnefs  of  youth,  beauty,  and  health.  The 
fuddennefs  and  firfl  attacks  of  a  diftemper,  in  particular  of  the  fmall-pox.  Moral  and  religious 
obfervations  refulting  from  ficknefs. 


Of  days  with  pain  acquainted,  and  of  nights 
Unconfcious  of  the  healing  balms  of  fleep, 
That  burn  in  reftlefs  agonies  away  ; 
Of  ficknefs,  and  its  family  of  woes. 
The  felleft  enemies  of  life,  I  fing, 
Horizon'd  clofe  in  darknefs.     While  I  touch 
The  ebon  inflrument,  of  folemn  tone, 
Pluck'd  from  the  cyprefs'  melancholy  boughs, 
Which,  deep'ning,  ftiade  the  houfe  of  mourning, 
groans  9 

And  hollow  waillngs,  through  the  damps  of  night, 
Refponfive  wound  the  ear.     The  fprightly  pow'rs 
Of  mufical  enchantment  wave  their  wings. 
And  fcek  the  fragrant  groves  and  purple  fields. 
Where  pleafure  rolls  her  honey-trickling  ft^reams, 
Of  blooming  health  and  laughter-dimpled  joy. 

Me  other  fcenes  than  laughing  joy,  and  health 
High- blooming,  purple  living  fields  and  groves, 
Fragrant  with  fpring,  invite.    Too  long  the  mufc, 
Ah  !  much  too  long,  a  libertine,  diffus'd 
On  pleafure's  rofy  lap,  has  idly  breath'd  20 

Love-fighing  elegies,  and  paftoral  drains. 
The  foft  feducers  of  our  youthful  hours, 
Soothing  away  the  vigour  of  the  mind. 
And  energy  of  virtue.     But  farewel 
Ye  myrtle  walks,  ye  lily-mantled  meads 
Of  Paphos,  and  the  fount  of  Acidale, 
Where  oft  in  fummer,  Grecian  fables  tell, 
The  daughters  of  Eurynome  and  Jove, 
Thalia  and  her  Cfter-graccs,  cool 
Their  glowing  features,  at  the  noontide  hour,    30 
Farewjel ! — But  come,  Urania,  from  thy  bow'rs 
Of  everlafling  day  ;  O  condefcend 
To  lead  thy  votary  (with  rapt'rous  zeal 
Adoring  nature's  God,  the  great  Three-One '} 


To  Salem,  where  the  fliepherd-monarch  wak'd 
The  facred  breath  of  melody,  and  fwell'd 
His  harp,  to  angels  kindred  notes  attun'd, 
With  mufic  worthy  heaven  I   O  bathe  my  breafl:, 
With  praifes  burning,  in  the  morning  dews. 
Which  fparkle,  ^ion,  on  thy  holy  hill.  40 

The  prophets^  eaple-ey'd,  celeftial  maid, 
Thofe  poets  of  the  ficy  !  were  taught  to  chaunt 
The  glories  of  Mefliah's  reign  by  thee  I 
Kindled  by  thee,  the  eaftern  pages  flame 
With  light'ning,  and  with  thunder  fliake  the  foul; 
While  from  the  whirlwind  God's  all-glorious  voice 
Burfls  on  the  tingling  ears  of  Job  :  the  writ 
Of  Mofes,  meek  in  fpirit,  but  his  thoughts 
Lofty  as  heav'n's  blue  arch.     My  humble  hopes 
Afpire  but  to  the  alpha  of  his  fong  ;  '  5s 

Where,  roU'd  in  afties,  digging  for  a  grave. 
More  earnefl.  than  the  covetous  for  gold 
Or  hidden  treafures,  crufted  o'er  with  boils,  ' 
And  roaring  in  the  bitternefs  of  foul. 
And  heart-fick  pain,  the  man  of  Uz  complains. 
Theme%  correfpondent  to  thy  fervant's  theme. 

1  fing  to  you,  ye  fous  of  men  1   of  duft 
Say  rather  :    What  is  man,  who  proudly  lifts 
His  brow  audacious,  as  confronting  Heav'n, 
And  tramples  with  difdain  his  mother  earth,      6e 
But  moulded  clay  ?  an  animated  heap 
Of  duft,  that  fhortly  fliall  to  dufl:  return  .' 

We  dream  of  Ihadows,  when  we  talk  of  life, 
Of  Pelops'  fhoulder,  of  Pythagoras'  thigh, 
Of  Surius's  faints,  and  Ovid's  gods ; 
Mere  tales  to  cheat  our  children  with  to  reft; 
And,  when  the  tale  is  told,  they  fink  to  flcep. 
Death's  image  I  fo  inane  is  mortal  man  ! 
Man's  but  a  vapour,  tofs'd  by  every  windj, 
Ziiij 
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The  child  of  fmoke,  which  in  a  moment  flies,    70 
And,  linking  into  nothing,  difappears. 
Man's  a  briflc  bubble,  floating  on  the  waves 
Of  wide  eternity  :   He  dances  now 
Gay-gilded  by  the  fun  (though  empty,  proud;) 
Phantaftically  fine  '.  and* now  he  drops 
.  In  a  broad  fheet  of  waters  deep  involv'd, 
And  gives  his  place  to  others.     O,  ye  fons 
Of  vanity,  remember,  and  be  wife  '. 
Man  is  a  flow'r,  which,  in  the  morning,  fair 
As  day-fpring,  fwelling  from  its  flender  item,     80 
In  virgin-modefty,  and  fweet  referve. 
Lays  o'lt  its  blulhing  beauties  to  the  day. 
As  Gideon's  fleece,  full  with  the  dews  of  heav'n. 
33ut"if  feme  ruder  gale,  or  nipping  wind, 
Difaftrous  blow  too  hard,  it  weeping  mourns 
In  robes  of  darknefs;   it  reclines  its  head 
In  languid  foftnefs  ;  withers  every  pjrace ; 
And,  ere  the  ev'ning-ftar  the  weft  inflames, 
It  falls  into  the  portion  of  thofe  weeds 
Which  with  a  carckfs  hand  we  caft  away-^       90 
Ye  thoughtlefs  fair  ones,  moralize  my  fong  ! 

Thy  pulfe  beats  mufic  ;  thou  art  high  in  health: 
The  rather  tremble.     When  the  leaft  we  fear, 
W'hen  folly  lulls  us  on  her  couch  of  down, 
And  wine,  and  lutes,  and  odours,  fill  the  fenfe 
^With  their  foft  clfliience  of  bewitchin;^  joys  ; 
When  years  of  rapture  in  thy  fancy  glow 
Te  entertain  thy  youth  ;  a  fudden  burft 
Of  thunder  from  the  fmalleft  cloud  of  fate,         99 
Small  as  the  prophet's  hand,  deftroys,  confounds, 
And  lays  thy  vifionary  hopes  in  duft. 
By  my  example  taught,  examples  teach 
Much  m.ore  than  precepts,  learn  to  know  thy  end. 

The  day  was  Valentine's  :  when  lovers  v/ounds 
Afrefh  begin  to  bleed,  and  fighs  to  warm 
The  chilly  rigour  of  relenting  ikies  : 
Sacred  the  day  to  innocence  and  mirth. 
The  feftival  of  youth  !  in  feeming  health 
(As  cuftom  bids)  I  hail'd  the  year's  fair  morn, 
And  with  its  earlieft  purple  braid  my  brows,  IIO 
The  violet  or  primrofe  breathing  fvveets 
New  to  the  fenfe.     lanthe  by  my  fide, 
More  lovely  than  the  feafon  1  rais'd  her  voice, 
Obfervant  of  his  rites,  in  feftal  lays, 
And  thus  addrefs'd  the  patron  of  the  fpring : 

"  Hail,  Valentine  I   at  thy  approach  benign, 
Profufe  ef  gems,  the  bnfom  of  the  earth 
Her  fragrant  florcs  unfolds :  the  fields  rejoice. 
And,  in  the  infancy  of  plenty,  fmile  :  II9 

The  vallies  laugh  and  fing  :  the  woods,  alive, 
Sprout  into  floating  verdure,  to  embow'r 
I'hofe  happy  lovers  who  record  thy  praife. 

Hail,  Valentine  I    at  thy  approach  benign, 
Inhaling  genial  raptures  from  the  fun, 
The  plumy  nations  fwellthe  fong  of  joy, 
Thy  foaring  choirifters  !  The  lark,  the  thrufh, 
And  all  th'  aerial  people,  from  the  wren 
And  linnet  to  the  eagle,  feel  the  flings 
Of  amorous  delight,  and  fing  thy  praife. 

Hail,  Valentine  '   at  thy  approach  benign,    I3S> 
Quick  o'er  the  foft'ning  foul  the  gentle  gales 
Of  fpring,  awaking  blil's,  inftinftive  move 
The  ardent  youth  to  breathe  the  fighs  of  faith 
Into  the  virgin's  heart ;  who,  lick  of  love, 


With  equal  fires,  and  purity  of  truth, 
Confenting,  blufties  while  fhe  chaunts  thy  praife." 

So  fung  lanthe :  to  my  heart  I  preft 
Her  fpotlefsfweetnefs:  when  (with  wonder  hear!) 
Though  ftie  ftione  fmiling  by,  the  torpid  pow'rs 
Of  heavinefs  weigh'd  down  my  bcamlefs  eyes,  140 
And  prefs'd  them  into  night.     The  dews  of  death 
Hung  clammy  on  my  forehead,  like  the  damps 
Of  midnight  fepulchres;  which  fllent  op'd 
By  weeping  widows,  or  by  friendfhip's  hand, 
Yawn  hideous  on  the  moon,  and  blafl:  the  itars 
With  pefiilential  reek.     My  head  is  torn 
With  pangs  infuff~erable,  pulfive  fl-arts. 
And  pungent  aches,  griding  through  the  brain, 
To  madnefs  hurrying  the  tormented  fenfe. 
And  hate  of  being. — Poor  lanthe  wept  15© 

In  bitternefs,  and  took  me  by  the  hand 
Compafli  nately  kind  :   "  Alas  I  fhe  cry'd. 
What  fudden  change  is  this?  (Again  flie  wept.) 
Say,  can  lanthe  prove  the  fource  of  pain 
To  'I'hanialin  ?  forbid  it,  gracious  Heav'n  1" 
No,  beauteous  innocence  !   As  foon  the  rofe 
Shall  poifon  with  its  balm  ;  as  foon  the  dove 
Become  a  white  difl"emb!er,  and  the  ftream 
With  lulling  murmur,«,  creeping  through  the  grove. 
Offend  the  fhepherd's  flumhtr. — Scarce  my  tongue 
Thefe  fault'ring  accents  ftammcr'd,  dovi-n  I  fink, 
And  a  lethargic  fl;upor  fleeps  my  (enfe  1 6a 

In  dull  oblivion  :   till  returning  pain, 
Too  faithful  monitor  !  and  dire  difeafe,     - 
Bid  me  remember  pleafure  is  a  dream., 
That  health  has  eagle's  wings,  nnr  tarries  long. 

New  horrors  rife.     For  in  my  pricking  veins 
I  feel  the  firky  flame  :   the  rapid  flood 
Of  throbbing  life,  excurfive  from  the  laws 
Of  fober  nature  and  harmonious  health,  170 

Boils  in  tumultuary  eddies  round 
Its  burfting  channels.     Parching  thirft,  anon, 
Drinks  up  the  vital  ma.^e,  as  Siniois  dry. 
Or  Xanthus,  by  the  arm-ignipotent, 
With  a  red  torrent  of  involving  flames 
Exhaufied  ;  when  Achilles  with  their  floods 
Wag'd  niore  than  mortal  war  :   the  god  of  fire 
Wide  o'er  the  waters  pour'd  th'  inundant  blaze. 
The  flirinking  waters  to  the  bottom  boil, 
And  hifs  in  ruin,     O  !  ye  rivers,  roll  180 

Your  cooling  cryflal  o'er  my  burning  breaft, 
For  JEtna  rages  here  '.   Ye  fnows,  defcend  ; 
Bind  me  in  ley  chains,  ye  northern  winds, 
And  mitigate  the  furies  of  the  fire  I 

Good  Heav'n  !  what  hoards  of  unrepentcd  guilt 
Have  drawn  this  vengeance  down,  have  rais'd  this 

fiend 
To  lafli  me  with  his  flames  ?   But,  O  !  forgive 
My  raftinefs,  that  dares  blame  thy  juft  decrees. 
It  is  thy  rod  :    I  kifs  it  with  my  heart 
As  well  as  lips  :  like  Aamn's  may  it  bloom      190 
With  fruits  of  gnodnefs  ;  not,  like  Mofes'  turn 
A  ferpent ;  or  to  tempt  me  to  accufe 
The  kind  oppreffion  of  thy  righteous  hand. 
Or  fling  me  to  defpair. — Afllnftion,  hail  1 
Thou  fchool  of  virtue  !  open  wide  thy  gates, 
Thy  gates  of  ebony  I   Yet,  O  !  corretSt 
Thy  fervant  but  with  judgment,  not  in  wrath, 
But  with  thy  mercy,  Lord  :  thy  ftripes  will  heal. 
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Thus,  without  herefy,  affli<5lions  prove 

A  purgatory;  fave  us  as  by  fire  :  aoo 

And  purifying  off  the  drofs  of  fin, 

I^ike  old  Elijah's  chariot,  rap  the  foul, 

On  wings  of  meditation,  to  the  ficies. 

In  health  we  have  no  time  to  vifit  truth  : 
Health's  the  difeafe  of  morals  :  few  in  health 
Turn  o"tr  the  volumes  which  will  make  us  wife. 
What  are  ye  now,  ye  tuneful  triflers  !  once 
The  eager  folace  of  my  eafy  hours. 
Ye  dear  deluders  or  of  Greece  or  Rome, 
Anacreon,  Horace,  Virgil,  Homer,  what  ?        aio 
The  gay,  the  brii'ht,  the  fober,  the  fublime  ? 
And  ye  of  fofrtr  flrain,  ye  amorous  fools, 
Correcftly  indolent,  and  fweetly  vain, 
TibuUus,  Ovid,  and  the  female  verfe 
Of  her,  who,  plunging  from  Leucadia's  heights, 
Extinguifh'd  with  her  life  her  hoptlefs  fires, 
Or  rofe  a  fwan,  as  love-ftruck  fancy  deem'd 
Who  would  not,  in  theCe  hours  of  wifdom,  give 
•  A  Vatican  of  wits  for  one  Saint  Paul  ?  219 

Dare  Tully,  with  the  golden  mouth  of  Greece, 
With  Chryfofton:  in  rhet'ric-thunder  join 
Advent'rous  now  ?  as  foon  the  feeble  found, 
Salmoneus,  of  thy  brazen  bridge  contends 
With  Jove's  etherial  ptal.  and  burfting  roar 
Fulminous,  rending  earth,  o'erturning  air, 
And  fliaking  heav'n.     Or  fliall  the  pointed  pen 
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Of  '  Corduba,  with  hoftile  labour  bend 
Its  fentences  obfcure  againft  the  force 
Of  Hierom's  noble  fire  .'  as  foon  the  moon,      229 
With  blunted  horn,  dares  pour  her  pallid  beam 
Againfi:  the  boundlefs  majcfty  of  day, 
The  fun's  refulgent  thrtine,  when  high  in  noon 
He  kindles  up  the  earth  to  light  and  joy. 
My  beft  inftruftor,  ficknefs,  fliuts  the  eye 
From  vanity  ;  (be  draws  the  curtains  round 
The  couch,  nor  gives  admittance  to  the  world  ; 
But  to  Harpocrates  configns  the  door, 
And.  filent,  whifpers  me,  that  "  life  is  vain." 
If  life  be  vain  on  wha-  fhall  man  depend  ? 
Depend  on  virtue.     Virtue  is  a  rock  44* 

which  (lands  for  ever ;  braves  the  frowning  flood. 
And  rears  its  awful  brow,  diredl,  to  heaven. 
Though  virtue  fave  not  from  the  grave,  fhe  gives 
Her  votaries  to  the  ftars  ;  flie  plucks  the  fting 
From  the  grim  king  of  terrors  ;  fniooths  the  bed 
Of  anguifli ,  and  bids  death,  though  dreadful,  fmile- 
Death  fmiles  on  virtue  :    And  his  vifage,  black, 
Yet  comely  feems.    A  Chriftian  fcorns  the  bounds 
Where  limited  creation  faid  to  time,  249 

"  Here  1  have  end."    Rapt'rous,  he  looks  beyond 
Or  time  or  fpace ;  he  triumphs  o'er  decUy; 
And  fills  eternity :  the  next  to  God ! 

*  Seneca  ivas  horn  at  Corduba  in  Spain, 
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Ver.  8.  Thus  Horace  : 

Barbiton  hie  Paries  habebit.         L'lh.  iii.  Ode  26. 

And,  a  greater  than  Horace  in  lyric  poetry,  the 
royal  Pfalmill,  reprefents  the  fame  image  : 

As  for  our  harps  we  hanged  thtni  up,  upon 
the  trees  that  are  therein.  Pfal.  cxxxvii.  2. 

Ver.  26.  Faphos,  a  city  of  Cyprus ;  formerly 
dedicated  to  Venus. 

Acidale,  a  fountain  in  Orchomenus,  a  city  of 
Bceotia,  where  the  graces  were  fup^ofed  to  bathe 
themfelves.  The  geneology  of  the  graces  is  very 
diverfly  related.  But  Hefiod  fays,  they  were  the 
offspring  of  Jupiter  and  Eurynome.     1  hcog. 

Ver.  47.  J  he  book  of  Job  is  afcribed  to  vari- 
ous authors,  and  amongfl.  the  reft  to  Mofes.  1 
am  proud  to  obfcrve,  that  Dr.  Young  hasfirength- 
ened  this  opinion  in  his  notes  to  his  admirable 
poem  on  Job.  Mod  of  the  arguments  on  each 
fide  of  the  quefiiion  may  be  found  in  Pole's  Sy- 
nopfis  Critic,  in  the  beginning  of  his  notes  on  the 
book  ef  Job  ;  and  in  Mr.  S.  Wcfley's  curious  dif- 
fertation  on  the  fame  fubjed. 

Ver.  63. 
:S«/a<  «vaj  Kv^fu-jfoi.  Pind.  Pith.  Ode  S. 

Sophocles  has  much  the  fame  thought  in  his 
Ajax ;  and,  to  dignify  the  fentiment,  he  puts  it 
into  the  mouth  of  Ulyffes  : 

Opa  y«p  vifAu;  uh\i  evru;  aXXo  ■sr>.yiv 


The  Scholiaft  obferves,  that  he  borrowed  the  fea- 
timcnt  from  Pindar. 

Ver.  63.  The  poets  feign  that  Tantalus  ferved 
up  his  fon  Pi 'ops  to  the  table  of  the  gods :  They 
reunited  the  fragments,  and  formed  his  flioulder, 
which  was  loft,  of  ivory.     Ovid.  Met.  Lib.  vi. 

Humeroque  Peiops  infignis  eburno. 

Virg.  Georg.  iii. 

I  fhall  add  this  beautiful  paffage  from  TibuUus; 

Carmina  ni  fint, 

Ex  humero  Pelopis  non  nituiffet  ebur. 

Lib.  i.  Eleg.  4, 
Ver.  64.  This  is  told  with  fo  much  humour  by 
Mr.  Addifon,  in  one  of  his  fineft  works,  that  I 
rather  choofe  to  give  an  authority  from  him,  than 
any  of  the  ancients.  "  The  next  man  aftoniihed 
the  whole  table  with  his  appearance  :  He  was 
flow,  folemn,  and  filent,  in  his  behaviour,  and 
wore  a  raiment  curioufly  wrought  with  hierogly- 
phics. As  he  came  into  the  middle  of*the  room, 
he  threw  back  the  Ikirt  of  it,  and  difcovered  a 
golden  thigh.  Socrates,  at  the  fight  of  it,  declared 
againfl  keeping  company  with  any  who  were 
not  made  of  flefli  and  blood  ;  and  therefore  de- 
fired  Diogenes  the  Laertian  to  lead  him  to  the 
apartment  allotted  the  fabulous  heroes,  and  wor- 
thies of  dubious  exiftence,"  &c. 

The  Table  0/ Fame,  Taller,  Vol.  II.  No.  8r. 

Ver.  (>$.  Surius  writ  the  voluminous  legend,.of 

the  Komifh  faints,  in  fix  volumes  in  folio.    Dr, 
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Donne,  in  his  fatires,  has  given  him  this  cha- 
rader : 


outlie  either 


Jovius,  or  Surius,  or  both  together.        Saf,  4. 

Ver.  ua.  Sickncfs  being  a  fubjed  fo  difagree- 
atle,  in  itfelf,  to  human  nature,  it  was  thought 
neceffary,  as  fable  is  the  foul  of  poetry,  to  relieve 
the  imagination  with  the  following,  and  fome 
other  epifodes.  For  to  defcribe  the  anguifh  of  a 
diflemper  without  a  mixture  of  fome  more  pleafing 
incidents,  would,  no  doubt,  difguft  every  good- 
natured  and  tender  reader. 

Ver.  223.  Salmoneus  kingofElis,  a  province  in 
the  Pcloponnefus,  He  was  fo  arrogant  as  to  af- 
fect being  thought  a  god  :  for  which  end  he 
built  a  bridge  of  brafs,  by  driving  over  which  in 
his  chariot,  he  endeavoured  to  make  himfelf  be 
believed  the  thunderer.  But  Jupiter,  enraged  at 
his  impiety,  ftruck  him  dead  with  a  real  thunder- 
bolt. 

Vidi  crudeies  dantem  Salmonea  psenas, 
Dum  flamma3  Jovis  et  fonitus  imitatur  Olympi — 
Demcns  qui  nimbos,  ct  non  imitabilc  fulmen 
xErc  et  cornipedum  curfu  imitarat  equorum. 

rirg.  Mn.  Lib.  4. 

"Ver.  237.  Harpocrates,  the  god  of  lilcnce  a- 
mongfl  the  Egyptians. 

Si  quicquam  tacite  commifTum  eft  fido  ab  amico, 
Me  unum  cfle  invenies  illorum  jure  facratum, 
Corceli,  ct  faflum  effe  puta  Harpocratem. 

Catull. 


Hence  Erafmus,  Lib.  Adag.  tells  us,  that  rttt- 
dere  HarpocraUm,  is  the  fame  as,  tnutum  reddere.  So 
Catullus  in  another  place  : 

Patruum  reddidit  Harpocratem. 

Ovid  defcribes  him  in  the  fame  manner,  with. 
out  taking  notice  of  his  name,  aniongft  the  at- 
tendants of  IHs : 

Quique  premit  vocem,  digitoque  filentia  fuadet. 
Metam.  Lib.  ix. 

This  defcription  entirely  agrees  with  the  feve^ 
ral  medals  and  ftatues  of  Harpocrates,  which  the 
learned  antiquary  Gifb.  Cuperus  exhibits  in  his 
laborious  differtation  on  that  fubjeifl,  printed  with 
Monumenta  Antiqua. 

But  upon  another  account  likewife,  Harpocra- 
tes may  juftly  be  appointed  to  attend  upon  the 
Cck;  for  he  is  numbered  amongft  the  falutary 
gods,  who  aflifted  in  extreme  dangers,  as  appears* 
from  Artemldorus,  Oneir.  1,  ii.  c.  44.  where,  after 
having  mentioned  Serapis,  Ifis,  Anubis,  and  Har- 
pocrates, he  goes  on  thus  :  "  Semper  enim  ferva- 
tores  crcditi  funt  hi  dii,  eorum  qui  per  omnia  ex- 
ercitati  funt,  et  ad  extremum  periculum  pervene- 
runt,"  &c.  Kircber  alfo,  in  his  Oedip.  Egyp. 
p.  %.  vol.  ii.  p.  315.  amongfl  others  to  the  fame 
purpofe,  has  thefe  remarkable  words  : 

"  Reverebantur  Egypti,  prater  cjetera  numina 
maximc  Ifin  et  Olirin,  ac  horum  five  Harpocra. 
tem,  tanquam  latricos  genios." 


THE  PALACE  OF  DISEASE. 


Difeafes  dire,  of  which  a  monflrous  crew 
Bcfere  thee  fhall  appear. 


Milton, 


BOOK   II. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


R.ErLtcTioNs.  Invocation  of  the  genius  of  Spenfer.  Apoftrophe  to  theDuchefs  of  Somerfct.  The 
palace  of  dill  afe.  War.  Intemperance.  Melancholy,  fever.  Confiimption.  Smallpox.  Com- 
plaint on  the  death  of  Lord  Beaucjiamp. 


JJeath  was  not  man's  inheritance,  but  life 
inimortal,  but  a  p^iradife  of  blifs, 
Unfading  beauty,  and  eternal  I'pring, 
(The  cloudlefs  blaze  of  inncicence's  reign) : 
'I'he  gifts  of  God's  right  hand  !  till  monftrous  fin, 
The  motly  child  of  Satan  and  of  hell, 
Invited  dire  difeafe  into  the  worid. 
And  her  diftorted  brood  of  ugly  lliapcp, 
Echidna's  brood  !  and  fix'd  their  curs'd  abode 
On  earth,  invifib'.e  to  human  fight,  ic 

1'ht  portiou  and  the  fcourge  of  mortal  maij. 


Yet  though  to  human  fight  invifiblc, 

If  fhe,  whom  1  implore,  Urania  deign, 

With  Euphrafy  to  purge  away  the  mifls 

Which,  humid,  dim  the  mirror  of  the  mind  ; 

(As  Venus  gave  .ffineas  to  behold 

Ihe  angry  gods  with  flame  o'crwhelming  Troy, 

Neptune  and  Pallas),  not  in  vain,  1*11  fing 

The  myflic  terrors  of  this  gloomy  reign  : 

And,  led  by  her,  with  dangerous  courage  prefs  ao 

Through  dreary  paths,  and  haunts,  by  mortal  foot 

Rare  vilitedj  unlgfs  by  thee,  1  weeo, 
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Father  of  fancy,  of  defcriptive  verfe. 
And  fliadowy  beings,  gentle  Edmund,  hight, 
Spenfer  !  the  fweeteft  of  the  tuneful  throng, 
Or  recent,  or  of  *  eld.     Creative  bard. 
Thy  fprings  unlock,  expand  thy  fairy  fcenes, 
Thy  unexhaufled  ftores  of  fancy  fpread, 
And  with  thy  images  enrich  my  fong. 

Come   t  Hertford !    with  the  mufe,  awhile, 

vouchfafe  30 

(The  fofter  virtues  melting  in  thy  breaft, 
The  tender  graces  glowing  in  thy  form) 
Vouchfafe  in  all  the  beauty  of  diftrefs, 
To  take  a  filent  walk  among  the  tombs : 
There  lend  a  charm  to  forrow,  fmooth  her  brow, 
And  fparkle  through  her  tears,  in  (hining  woe. 
As  when   the    ^  dove  (thy   emblem,   matchlefs 

dame ! 
For  beauty,  innocence,  and  truth  are  thine). 
Spread  all  its  colours  o'er  the  boundlefs  deep 
(Empercal  radiance  quivering  rouiid  the  gloom), 
Chaos  reform'd,  and  bade  diftradlion  fmile  !      4I 

Deep  in  a  defert  vale,  a  palace  frowns 
Sublimely  mournful :  to  the  eye  it  feems 
The  manlion  of  defpair,  or  ancient  night. 
The  graces  of  the  feafon's  never  knew 
To  flied  their  bounty  here,  or  fmiling,  blefs, 
With  hofpiiable  foot,  its  bleak  domain, 
Uncultivated.     Nor  the  various  robe 
Of  fllufliing  fpring,  with  purple  gay,  invefls 
Its  blighted  plains  ;  nor  fummer's  radiant  hand  50 
Profufive,  fcatters  o'er  its  baleful  fields 
The  rich  abundance  of  her  glorious  days ; 
And  golden  autumn  here  forgets  to  reign. 

Here  only  hemlock,  and  whatever  weeds 
Medea  gather'd,  or  Canidia  brew'd, 
Wet  with  Averrus'  waves,  or  Pontus  yields. 
Or  Colcbos,  or  Theflalia,  taint  the  winds, 
And  choke  the  ground  unhallow'd.     But  the  foil 
Refufes  to  embrace  the  kindly  feeds 
Of  healing  vegetation,  fage.  and  rue,  60 

Dittany,  and  amello,  blooming  ftill 
In  Virgil's  rural  page.     The  bitter  yew, 
The  church-yard's  ftiadel  and  cyprefs'  wither'd 

arms 
In  formidable  ranks  furround  its  courts 
With  umbrage  dun  ;  adminifl'ring  a  roof 
To  birds  of  ominous  portent ;  the  bat. 
The  raven  boding  death,  the  fcreaming  owl 
Of  heavy  wing,  while  ferpents,  ruftling,  hifs, 
And  creaking  toads  the  odious,  concert  aid. 

The  peevifheaft,  the  rheumy  fouth,thenonh  yo 
Pregnant  with  ftorms,  are  all  the  winds  that  blow; 
While,  diftant  far,  the  pure  Etefian  gales. 
And  weftern  breezes  fan  the  fpicy  beds 
Of  Araby  the  bleK,  or  fhake  their  balm 
O'er  fair  Britannia's  plains,  and  wake  her  flow'rs. 
Eternal  damps,  and  deadly  humours,  drawn 
In  pois'nous  exhalations  from  the  deep. 
Conglomerated  into  folid  night, 

*  Old. 

f  ^i  he  prefent  Buchefs  of  Somerfet. 

%  The  Platomjls  fuppofe  that  Lo-ve,  or  the  cdcjiial 
Venus  (of  -whom  the  do-ve  is  like-wife  an  emblem) 
treated  the  -world  out  of  Chaos. 


And  darknefs,  almofl;  to  be  felt,  forbid 

The  fun,  with  cheerful  beams,  to  purge  the  air. 

But  roll  their  fuffocating  horrors  round  81 

Inceffant,  banifhing  the  blooming  train 

Of  health,  and  joy,  for  ever,  from  the  dome. 

In  fad  magnificence  the  palace  rears 
Its  mouldering  columns;  from  thy  quarries,  Nile. 
Of  fable  marble,  and  Egyptian  mines 
Emboweli'd.     Nor  Corinthian  pillars,  gay 
With  foliag'd  capitals  and  figur'd  frize, 
Nor  feminine  lonique,  nor,  though  grave. 
The  fluted  Doric,  and  the  Fufcan  plain,  90 

In  jufl  proportions  rife  '.  but  Gothic,  rude, 
Irreconcil'd  in  ruinous  defign  : 
Save  in  the  centre,  in  relievo  h\gh. 
And  fivelliBg  emblematically  bold. 
In  gold  the  apple  rofe  *,  "  whofe  mortal  taftc 
"  Brought  death  into   the   world,  and  all  oat 

"  woe." 
Malignantly  delighted,  dire  difeafe 
Surveys  the  glittering  pelt,  and  grimly  fmiles 
With  hellilh  glee.     Beneath,  totters  her  throne. 
Of  jarring  elements ;  earth,  water,  fire  ;  io« 

Where  hot  and  cold,  and  moift  and  dry,  maio- 

tain 
Unnatural  war.     Shapelefs  her  frightful  form, 
(A  chaos  of  diftemper'd  limbs  in  one) 
Huge  as  Megsera,  cruel  as  the  grave, 
Her  eyes,  two  comets ;  and  her  breath,  a  florm. 
High  in  her  wither'd  arms,  fhe  wields  her  rod. 
With  adders   curl'd.    and   dropping   gore ;    and 

points 
To  the  dead  walls,  befmear'd  with  curfed  tales 
Of  plagues  red-fpotted,  of  blue  peflilence. 
Walking  in  darknefs  ;  havoc  at  their  heels ;    lie 
Lean  famine,  gnawing  in  defpight  her  arm  ; 
Whatever  Egypt,  Athens,  or  Mefline, 
Conftantinople,  Troynovant,  Marfeilles, 
Or  Cairo  felt,  or  Spagnolet  could  paint. 
A  fickly  taper,  glimmering  feeble  rays 
Acrofs  the  gloom,  makes  horror  vifible. 
And  punifties,  while  it  informs,  the  eye. 
A  thoufand  and  ten  thoufand  monflrous  fliapes 
Compofe  the  group;  the  execrable  crew 
Which  Michael,  in  vifion  flrange,  difclok'd       I'im 
To  Adam,  in  the  Lazar-houfe  of  woe  ; 
A  colony  from  hell.     The  knotted  gout, 
The  bloated  dropfy,  and  the  racking  flone. 
Rolling  her  eyes  in  anguifli ;  lepra  foul, 
Strangling  angina;  ephialtic  ftarts; 
Unnerv'd  paralyfis  ;  with  moift  catarrhs; 
Pleuriiis  bending  o'er  its  fide  in  pain; 
Vertigo  ;  murderous  apoplexy,  proud 
With  the  late  fpoiis  of  Clayton's  honour 'd  life: 
Clayton  the  good,  the  courteous,  the  humane  ; 
Tenacious  of  his  purpofe,  and  his  word  i?i 

Firm  as  the  fabled  throne  of  Grecian  Jove. 
Be  jufl,  O  memory !   again  recal 
Thofe  loi'ks  illumin'd  by  his  honefl  heart. 
That  open  freedom,  and  that  cheerful  eafc. 
The  bounteous  emanations  of  his  foul : 
His  Briiilh  honour,  Chriflian  charity, 
And  mild  benevolence  for  human  kind, 

*  Miltoas  Paradifc  Lojl,  Boch  I, 
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From  every  quarter,  lamentations  loud, 
And  fighs  refound,  and  rueful  peals  of  groans  140 
Roll  echoing  round  the  vaulted  den«,  and  Icreanis 
Dolorous,  wrefted  from  the  heart  of  pain. 
And  brain-fick  agony.     Around  her  throne 
Six  favourite  furies,  next  herlelf  accurft, 
Their  difmal  manfions  keep;  in  order  each 
As  n>-:ift  deftrudive.     In  the  foremoft  rank, 
Of  poiifti'd  ftetl,  with  armour  blood-diflain'd, 
Helmets,  and  fi-ears,  and  fhicids,  and  coats  of  mail, 
With  iron  ft  iff,  or  tin,  or  brafs,  or  gold, 
Swells  a  triumphal  arch  ;  beneath  grim  war     150 
Shakes  her  red  arm  :  for  war  is  a  difeafe, 
The  felleft  of  the  fell '.  Why  will  mankind, 
Why  will  they,  when  fo  many  plagues  involve 
This  habitable  globe  (the  curfe  of  fin), 
Invent  new  defoiations  to  cut  ofT 
The  Chriftian  race  ?  At  Icaft  in  Chriftian  climes 
Let  olives  Ihade  your  mountains,  and  let  peace 
Stream  her  white  banner  o'er  us,  bled  from  war, 
And  laurels  only  deck  your  poets  brmvs. 
Or,  if  the  fiery  metal  in  your  blood.  160 

And  thirft  of  human  life  your  bofom  fling, 
Too  favage  !  let  the  fury  loofe  of  war. 
And  bid  the  battle  rage  againft  the  breafls 
Of  ACan  infidels  :  redeem  the  tow'rs 
Where  David  fung,  the  Son  of  David  bled ; 
And  warm  new  Tafibs  with  the  epic  flame. 

Right  oppofite  to  war  a  gorgeous  throne 
With  jewel.<:  flaming,  ai.d  embofs'd  with  gold, 
And  various  fculptare,  flrikcs  the  wond'ring  eye 
With  jovial  I'cenes  (amid  dellrufhion  gay),        IJO 
•  Of  inftruments  of  mirth,  the  harp,  the  lute, 
Of  coftly  viands,  of  delicious  wines. 
And  flow'ry  wreaths  to  bind  the  carelefs  brow 
Of  youth  or  age  ;  as  youth  or  age  demand 
The  pleafing  ruin  from  tii'  enchantrefs,  vile 
Intemperance  :  than  Circe  fubtler  far; 
Only  iubdu'd  by  wifdom  ;  fairer  far 
Than  young  Armida,  whofe  bewitching  charms 
Rinaldo  fetter'd  in  her  roly  chains; 
Till  by  Ubaldo  held,  his  diamond  fhield  180 

Blaz'd  on  his  mind  the  virtues  of  his  race, 
And  quick  diflolv'd  her  wanton  m.ifts  away. 
Sec,  from  her  throne  flow-moving,  the  extends 
A  poifon'd  goblet  !  fly  the  beauteous  bane  : 
The  adder's  tooth,  the  tiger's  hungry  fang. 
Are  harmlefs  to  her  Imiles  ;  her  fmiles  are  death. 
Beneath  the  foamy  luftre  of  the  bowl. 
Which  fparkles  men  to  madnefs,  luiks  a  fnake 
Of  mortal  fting  :  fly  :   if  you  iaft:e  the  wine, 
Machaon  fwears  that  moly  cannot  cure.  190 

Though  innocent  and  fair  her  looks,  ihe  holds 
A  lawlef«  commerce  with  her  After  pefts. 
And  doubly  whets  their  darts  :  away — and  live. 

Next,  in  a  low-brow'd  cave,  a  little  hell, 
A  pciifivc  hag,  moping  in  darknefs,  fits 
Dolefully  fad  ;  her  eyes  (fo  deadly  dull !) 
Stare  from  their  ftonicd  lockets,  widely  wild  ; 
For  ever  bent  on  rufty  knives  and  ropes ; 
On  poignaids,  bowl>  of  po  fon,  daggers  red 
With  clotted  gore.    A  raven  by  her  fide  aoo 

Eternal  croaks ;  her  only  mate  defpair  ; 
Who,  fcowling  in  a  night  of  clouds,  prefents 
A  thoufand  buriung  hsUs,  and  daiungd  fouh. 


And  lakes  of  ftormy  fire,  to  mad  the  brain 
Moon-ftrucken.     Melancholy  is  her  name  ; 
Britannia's  bitter  bane.      I'hou  gracious  pow'r, 
( Whofe  judgments  and  whofe  mercies  who  can  tell !) 
With  bar*  of  fteel,  with  hills  of  adamant, 
Crufli  down  the  footy  fiend  ;  nor  let  her  blafl 
The  facred  light  of  Heav'n's  all-cheering  face,aio 
Nor  fright  from  Albion's  ifle  the  angel  hope. 

Fever  the  fourth  :   aduft  as  Afric  wilds, 
Chain'd  to  a  bed  of  burniiig  brafs  :  her  eyes 
Like  roving  meteors  blaze,  nor  ever  clofe 
Their  wakeful  lids  :   fhe  turns,  but  turns  in  vain 
Through  nights  of  mifery.     Attendant  thirft 
Grafps  hard  an  empty  bowl,  and  fhriveli'd  ftrives 
To  drench  her  parched  throat.   Not  louder  groans 
From  Phalaris'sbuU,  as  fame  reports, 
Tormented  with  diftrefsful  din  the  air,  -2,29 

And  drew  the  tender  tear  from  pity's  eye. 

Confumjjtion  near  ;  a  joylefs  meagre  wight, 
Panting  for  breath,  and  ihrinking  into  fhade 
Eludes  the  grafp  :   thin  as  th'  embodied  air. 
Which,  erft,  deceiv'd  Ixion's  void  embrace. 
Ambitious  of  a  goddefs  I   fcarce  her  legs 
Feeble  fhe  drags,  with  whee;zing  labour  on, 
Arid  motion  flow  :  a  willow  wand  diredls 
Her  tottering  fteps,  and  marks  her  for  the  grave. 

The  laft  fo  turpid  to  the  view,  affrights      230 
Her  neighbour  hags.     Happy  herfelf  is  blind. 
Or  madttfls  would  enfue  ;  lo  bloated  black, 
So  lothfxme  to  each  fenfe,  the  fight  or  fmell. 
Such  foul  corruption  on  this  fide  the  grave ; 
Variola  yclep'd,  ragged  and  rough,  [fcenes 

Her  couch  perplex'd   with   thorns. — What  heavy 
Hang  o'er  my  heart  to  feel  the  theme  is  mine  ! 
But  Providence  commands  ;  His  will  be  done  ! 
She  rufhe';  through  my  blood  ;  fiie  burns  along. 
And  riots  on  my  life  !— Have  mercy,  Heav'n  1  — 
Variola,  what  art  thou  ?  whence  proceeds       7,41 
1  hi*  virulence,  which  all  but  we  efcapc  ? 
Thou  naufeous  enemy  to  human  kind : 
In  man,  and  man  alone,  thy  myftic  feeds. 
Quiet,  and  m  their  Iccret  windings  hid. 
Lie  unprolific  !  till  infedion  roufe 
Her  pois'nou.s  particles,  of  proper  fize, 
Figure,  and  meafure,  to  exert  their  pow'r 
Of  impregnation;   atoms  fubtle,  barb'd, 
Infrangible,  and  adive  to  deftroy ;  2^9 

By  geometric  or  mechanic  rules 
Yet  undifcover'd  :  quick  the  leaven  runs, 
Defirudlive  of  the  folids,  fpirits,  blood 
Of  mortal  man,  and  agitates  the  whole 
In  general  conflagration  and  mifrule. 
As  when  the  flinty  feeds  of  fire  embrace 
Some  fit  materials,  ftubbie,  furze  or  ftraw, 
The  crackling  blaze  afcends :  the  rapid  flood 
Of  ruddy  flames,  impetuous  o'er  its  prey,         259 
Rolls  its  broad  courfc,  and  half  the  field  devours. 

As  adders  deaf  to  beauty,  wit,  and  youth. 
How  many  living  lyres,  by  thee  unftrung, 
E'er  half  their  tuiie.s  are  ended,  ceafe  to  charm 
Th'  admiring   world  ?    So  ceas'd  the  matchlefs 

name. 
By  Cowley  honour'd,  by  Rofcommon  lov'd, 
Orinda  :  blooming  Killigrew's  foft  lay  : 
And  manly  Oldham's  pointed  vigour,  curs'd 
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By  the  gor'd  fons  of  Loyola  and  Rome. 
And  he  who  Phsedra  fung,  in  bufkin'd  pomp, 
Mad  with  inccftous  fires,  ingenious  Smith  :     270 
Oxonia'.s  fons  !   And,  O,  our  recent  grief! 
Shall  ■  Beauchamp  die,  forgotten  by  the  mufe. 
Or  are  the  mufes  with  their  Hertford  dumb' 
Where  are  ye  ?  weeping  o'er  thy  learned  Rhine, 
Bononia,  fatal  to  our  hopes  !  or  elfe  ■ 
By  Kennet's  chalky  v^ave,  with  treffes  torn, 
Or  rude,  and  wildly  floating  to  the  winds,' 
Mute,  on  the  hoary  willows  hang  the  lyre,    ^ 
NeglecSed  ?  or  in  rural  Percy-lodge,  279 

Where  innocence  and  he  walk'd  hand  ii)  hand, 
The  Cyprefs  crop,  or  weave  the  laurel-bough 
To  grace  his  honour'd  grave  I     Ye  lilies,  rife 
Immaculate  ;  ye  rofes,  fweet  as  morn  ; 
Licfs  fwreetand  lefs  immaculate  than  he. 

His  op'ning  flow'r  of  beauty  foftly  fmil'd, 
And.  fparkling  in  the  liquid  dews  of  youth, 
Adorn'd  the  blefied  light !  with  bloffoms  fair, 
Untainted  ;  in  the  rank  Italian  foil 
From  bleniifh  pure.     The  virgins  ftole  a  figh^ 
The  matrons  lifted  up  their  wond'ring  eyes,    290 
And  blefs'd  the  Engiifh  angel  as  he  pafs'd, 
Rejoicing  in  his  rays  !   Why  did  we  truft 
A  plant  fo  lovely  to  their  envious  fkies, 
Unmercifully  bright  with  favage  beams  ? 
His  were  the  arts  of  Italy  before, 
Courting,  and  courted  by  the  clafTic  mufe. 
He  travell'd  not  to  learn,  but  to  reform, 
And  with  his  fair  example  mend  mankind. 

Why  need  I  name  (for  diftant  nations  know, 
Hefperia  knows;  O  would  Hefperia  fing  !       300 
As  Marc  erft,  and  late  Marino  raib'd 
The  blooming  Beauchamps  of  the  former  times, 
Marcellus  and  Adonis  to  the  flars, 
On  wings  of  foaring  fire !  fo  would  flie  fing  !) 
His  uncorrupted  heart;   his  honour  clear 
As  fummer  funs,  efFulging  forth  his  foul 
In  every  word  and  lock  :  his  reafon's  ray 
By  folly  vanity,  or  vice  unflain'd, 
Shining  at  once  with  purity  and  ftrength, 
With  Engiifh  honefly,  and  Attic  fire  :  310 


*  Lord  Beathamp,  only  foil  of  the  Earl  of  Hertford , 
died  at  Eolognia,  ofthefmall-pox,  Sept. 11. 1 J  44, aged  1 9 . 


His  tendernefs  of  fpirit,  hlgh-inform'd 

With  wide  benevolence,  and  candid  zeal 

For  learning,  liberty,  religion,  truth  ; 

The  patriot-glories  burning  in  his  bread:, 

His  king  and  country's  undivided  friend  ! 

Each  public  virtue,  and  each  private  grace; 

The  Seymour  dignify,  the  Percy  flame  ; 

All,  all — Ere  twenty  autumns  roll'd  away 

Their  golden  plenty.     Further  Will !   behold 

His  animated  bloom  ;  his  flufli  of  health  ;        320 

The  blood  exulting  v.ith  the  balmy  tide 

Of  vernal  life  !  fo  frelh  for  pleafure  form'd 

By  nature  and  the  graces :  yet  his  youth 

So  temperately  warm,  fo  challely  cool, 

Ev'n  Scraphims  might  look  into  his  mind, 

Might  look,  nor  turn  away  their  holy  eyes  I 

rh'  unutterable  effence  of  good  heav'n. 
That  breath  of  God,  that  energy  divine 
Which  gives  us  to  be  wife,  and  juft,  and  pure, 
Full  on  his  bofom  pour'd  the  living  ftream,      33a 
Illum'd,  infpir'd,  nad  fandlify'd  his  foul  ! 

And  are  thefe  wonders  vanifli'd?  are  thofe  eyes, 
Where  ardent  truth,  and  melting  mildnefs,  flione, 
Clos'd  in  a  foreign  land  f  no  more  to  blefs 
A  father,  mother,  friend  !  no  more  to  charm 
A  longing  people  ?     O,  lamented  youth  1 
Since  fate  and  gloomy  night  thy  beauties  veil'd 
With  {hade  myfterious,  and    eclips'd  thy  beams, 
How  many  Somerfets  are  loft  in  thee  ?  ^39 

Yet  only  loft  to  earth  ! — For  truft  the  mufe, 
(His  virtues  rather  truft)  ft.e  faw  him  rife. 
She  faw  him  fmile  along  the  tiflu'd  clouds, 
In  colours  rich  embroider'd  by  the  fun. 
Engirt  with  cherub  wings,  and  kindred  forms, 
Children  of  light,  the  fpotlefs  youth  of  heav'n  ? 
They  hail  their  bleft  companion,  gain'd  fo  foon 
A  partner  of  their  joys  !  and  crown  with  ftars, 
Almoft  as  fair  the  radiance  of  his  brows, 
Ev'n  where  the  angel  hoft,  with  tongues  of  fire, 
Chaunt  to  their  glittering  harps  th'  Almighty's 
praife,  ^  350 

And,  in  a  burning  circle,  Ihout  around 
The  jafper-throne,  he  mingles  flames  with  them; 
He  fprings  into  the  centre  of  the  choir. 
And  drinking  in  the  fpirit  moft  divine. 
He  Cngs  as  Iweet,  and  glows  as  bright  as  they. 


NOTES  AND  ALLUSIONS  ON  BOOK  IL 


Ver.  14.  Eyebright.  This  herb  was  unknown  to 
the  ancients ;  at  leaft,  it  is  not  mentioned  by 
them.  It  is  of  extraordinary  fervice  to  the  eye, 
curing  moft  of  its  diftempers. 

Cum  debilitat  morbi  vis  improba  vifum, 

Aut  vinum,  aut  ccecus,  luminis  ofor,  amor,  &c. 

Tunc  ego,  non  fruftra,  vocar 

Cou/eis  Lib.  Plant,  p.  39. 


Purg'd  with  euphrafy  and  rue 


The  vifual  nerve 


Milton. 


Ver.  16.  See  Virgil.  ^n.Lib.  ii.  Which  feemsto 
fee  borrowed  from  Homer,  Uias.  Lib.  v.  We  have 


feveral  of  the  like  inftances  in  the  facred  volumes. 
Gen.  xxi.  19.  "  And  God  opened  her  eyes,  and 
"  flie  faw  a  well  of  water."  Numbers,  xxii.  31. 
"  I'hen  the  Lord  opened  the  eyes  of  Balaam,  and 
"  he  faw  the  angel  of  the  Lord,"  &c. 

Ver.  21.  See  Virgil. 
Szi  me  Parnaffi  defcrta  per  ardua  dnlcis 
Raptat  amor  :  Juvat  ire  jugis,  qua  nulla  priorum, 
C'a;i:aiiam  moUi  divertitur  orbita  clivo. 

Georg.  Lib.  iiu 
Which  is  imitated  by  Lucretius,  lib.  ii. 
Avia  Piei  idum  peragro  loca,  nuUius  ante 
Friia  pede,  &c. 


36S  THE  WORKS  O 

Ver.  24.  The  date  of  ourEnglifli  poetry  may  with 
great  juftica  begin  with  Spenfcr   It  is  true, Chaucer, 
Gower,  and  Ludgate,  were  mailers  of  uncommon 
beauties,  confidering  the  age  they  lived  in ;   and 
bave  del'cribed   the   humours,  paflions,  &c.  with 
great  difcernment.  Yet  none  of  them  feem  to  have 
teen  half  (o  well  acquainted  with  the  very  life  and 
being  of  poetry,  invention,  painting,  and  deCgn,  as 
Spenftr.    Chaucer  was  the  beft  before  him  ;  but 
then  he  borrowed  moft  of  his  poems,  either  from 
the   ancients,  or  from  Boccacc,  Petrarch,  or  the 
Provencal  writers,    &c.     Thus   his  Trnilus  and 
Cn  fllda,  the  largeft  of  his  works,  was  taken  from 
LoUius ;  and  the  Romaunt  of  the  Rofe  was  tranf- 
lated  from  the  French  of  John  de  Meun,  an  Eng- 
lifliman,  who  flouriftied  in  the  reign  of  Ricliard  j 
II.;  and  fo  of  the  reft.  As  for  thofe  who  followed  j 
him,  fuch  as  Heywood,  Scogan,  Skelton,  &c.  they 
feem  to  be  wholly  ignorant  of  either  numbers,  j 
language,  propriety,  or  even  decency  itfelf.  I  muft  • 
he  underftood  to  except  the  Earl  of  Sutrey,  Sir  j 
Thomas  Wyat,  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  feveral  pieces  I 
in  tlie  Mirror  of  Magif^rates,  and  a  few  parts  of 
Mr.  G.  Gafcoigns  and  Turbervill's  works. 

Ver.  SS-  Medea,  notorious  for  her  incantations 
in  Ovid,  &c.  as  Canidia  in  Horace. 

Ver.  56.  Pontus,  Colchos,  and  ThefTalia,  well 
Itnown  for  producing  noxious  and  pois'nous  herbs 
and  plants. 

Has  herbas,  atque  hsc  Ponto  mihi  le<fta  venena, 
Ij.fe  dedit  Moeris ;  nafcuntur  plurima  Ponto. 

nrg.  Eel.  8. 

Tlcrbafque  quas  et  Colchos  et  Iberia  mittit, 
VenCnorum  ferax.  Hor.  Epod.  5. 

ThefTala  quinetiam  tellus  herbafque  nocentes. 
Rupibus  ingenuit.  Lucan.  Lib,  v. 

Ver.  6r. 
E.I  etiam  flos  in  pratis  cui  nomen  Amello 
Fecere  agricoke.  ^'''g'  Ceorg  Lit.  vi. 

Befides  there  grows  a  flow'r  in  marfliy  ground, 

Its  name  amellus,  eafy  ro  be  found  : 

A  mighty  fprlng  works  in  its  rnor,  and  cleaves 

The  fprouting  fta'k,  and  (hows  itfclf  in  leaves. 

The  flow"r  itfelf  is  of  a  gniden  hue. 

The  leaves  inclining  to  a  darker  blue,  &c. 

'  Addifotis  Works,  Vd.  I.  4^. 

Ver.  114.  A  famous  painter,  eminent  for  draw- 
ing the  diftrcfks  and  agonies  of  human  nature. 

Ver.  120.  See  A4ilton's  Paradife  Loft,  B.  xi. 

Ver.  129.  Sir  Willfam  Clayton,    Bart,  died  at  j 
Marden  in  Surrey,  December  28.  1744.  j 

I 

Ver.  165.  Though  a  cnifade  may  feem  very  ro-  ; 
mantic  (and  perhaps  it  is  (b),yet  it  has  been  ap-  j 
plauded  by  the  greatcft  writers  if  dffcreUt  ages;  by 
jEiieas  Sylvius,  by  Bellarion, by  Nan;;crius,ik.c,  who  1 
liave  each  writ  orations  upon  that  fubjc-dt.  And  | 
here  I  cannot  help  obfervmg,  that  Cafimirf  and 
Jic.  Balde,  the  two  moft  celebrated  of  the  modern  ! 
Jyric  poetHj  have  writ  feveral  of  their  lincft  odes  to  1 
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animate  the  Chriftian  princes  to  fuch  a  defign  5 
and  that  Taflb  has  adorned  the  expedition  of  God- 
frey of  BuUogin  with  the  moft  beautiful  and  per- 
fe<ft  poem  fince  the  .£nei$  (for  1  prefer  Milton  to 
Virgil  himfelf.) 

Ver.  176.  See  Homer's  Ody/Tey,  Lib.  10. 

Ver.  1 78.  See  Taffo's  II  Godfredo,  cant.  iv.  ftan» 
29,  &c.  cant.  xiv.  ftan.  68.  cant.  xvi.  ftan.  29. 

Ver.  190.  Machaon  celebrated  in  Homer;  but 
here  ufed,  in  general,  for  any  phyfician.  So  Ovid  : 
Firma  valent  per  fe,  nuUumque  Machanoa  qux- 
runt. 

And  Martial : 
Quid  tibi  cum  medicts  ?  dimitte  Machaonas  omnes. 

Ibid.  Mercury  is  faid  to  have  prefented  moly  to 
Ulyffes,  to  preferve  him  from  the  charms  of  Circe. 
Homer  s  Odyjf  Lib.  X. 

Thus  while  he  fpoke,  the  fovereign  plant  he  drew. 
Where  on  th'  all-bearing  earth  unmark'd  it  grew, 
And  fhow'd  its  nature  and  its  wond'rous  pow'r  ; 
Black  was  the  root,  but  milky  white  the  flow'r  : 
Moly  the  name.  Pope. 

Laudatiflima  herbarum  eft  Homero,  quam  vo- 
cari  a  diis  puta  m^ly,  et  inventionem  ejusMercu- 
rio  alllgnat,  contraque  fumma  veneficia  demon- 
ftrat,  &c.  Plinius,  Lib.  XXV.  Chap.  4, 

Ver  219  Amongftfeveralinftruments  of  torment 
that  Phalaris  canfcd  to  he  contrived,  there  was  a 
bull  of  brafs,  in  which  people  being  caft,  and  a  fire 
placed  under  it,  they  bellowed  like  oxen.  Pcrillus 
the  artirt,  demanding  a  great  reward  for  his  in- 
vention, was  put  in  it  himfelf  to  try  the  firft  ex- 
periment Upon  which  Pliny  makes  this  good- 
natured  reflection  : "  Perillum  nemo  laudat.  fsevio- 
rem  Phalaride  tyranno,  qui  taurum  fecit,  mugitus 
hominis  pollicitus,  igne  fubdito,  et  primus  eum 
cxpertus  crucitatum  juftiore  fsevitia,"  &c. 

Pliniifi,  Lib.  34.  Chap.  8. 

Ver.  225.  Ixion  being  invited  to  dine  with  Jupi- 
ter, fell  in  love  with  Juno,  aiid  endeavoured  to 
debauch  her,  who  acq  ainted  her  hufband.  He, 
to  try  Ixion,  formed  a  cloud  into  Juno's  likenefs, 
upon  which  he  fatisfied  his  lufb.  Hygini  Fab.  LHo- 
dor.  vi.  &c. 

Ver.  266.  Mrs.  K.  Philips,  ftyled  the  match- 
lefs  O.'-itida.  See  her  poems  in  folio  Cowley  has  two 
ode.'  upon  her,  in  the  ad  vol.  of  his  works,  8vo. 

Ibid.  See  her  poems  in  410.  Mr.  Dryden  cele- 
brates her  death  in  an  excellent  ode.  See  bis 
works,  vol.  iii.  folio,  p.  186.  See  llkewjfe  Wood's 
Atheiise  Oxoc.  vol.  ii. 

Ver.  268.  Iiinatius  Loyola,  founder  of  the  Jefu- 
its ;  aga.nll  whom  Mr.  Oldham  writ  thofe fatires, 
which  are  the  beft  of  his  works. 

Ver.  275.  Bn'iognia,  a  cityin  Italy,  the  firft  fchool 
of  the  Lombard  painters,  and  a  famous  univerfity<i 

Parvique  Bononia  Rheni. 

Silius  Ital.  Lib.  viii. 

Ver.  291  .\i  Bolognia  he  went  by  ti>e  uaMC 
of  "  L'Aiigelo  inglel'e."    The  fame  con.plinunt 
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feems  to  have  been  paid  by  that  people  to  our  great 
Milton  in  his  travels,  as  we  learn  by  this  epi- 
gram of  a  learned  Italian  nobleman,  in  the  2d 
volume  of  Milton's  poetical  works  : 
Ut  mens,  forma,  decor,  facies,  mos,  fi  pietas  fie, 
Non  Anglus,  verum  herc'le  Angelus,  Ipfe,  fores. 


Ver.  336. 
Heu  miferande  Peur,  fiqua  fata  afpera  rumpas, 

Tu  Marcellus  eris 

Sed  nox  atra  caput  trilli  circumvolat  umbra . 

Vlrg.  JEn.  Lib.  vi- 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  SICKNESS. 


when  I  waited  for  light  there  came  darfcnefs. 

My  fkin  is  black  upon  me ;  and  my  bones  are  burnt  with  heat. 

My  harp  alfo  is  turned  to  mourning.  Jok, 


BOOK  III. 


THE    ARGUMENT. 


Reflections.  The  progrefs  of  the  difeafe.  Blindnefs.  Delirious  Dreams.  Remedies  for  the  mind, 
I.  Patience.  2.  Hope.  3.  Prayer.  Human  aid  and  relief  in  ficknefs.  1.  Phyfic;  Eulogium  on  that 
Science.  2.  Friends ;  Digreflion  on  Friendfliip. 


The  fair,  the  bright,  the  great,  alas  !  are  fall'n, 
Nipt  in  the  bloom  of  beauty,  wit,  and  youth, 
Death's  undiftinguifh'd  prey.     Shall  I  complain 
(When  fuch  th'  eftablifh'd  ordinance  of  Heav'n) 
If  ficknefs  at  my  bofom  lay  the  ficge  ? 
A  worm  to  them  !  and  to  their  light  a  fhade, 
Ungilded  with  one  beam,  which  melted  down 
The  tear  faft  trickling  o'er  their  honoured  tombs : 
"We  all  muft  die  !   Our  every  pulfe  that  beats, 
Beats  toward  eternity,  and  tolls  our  doom.         lo 

Fate  reigns  in  all  the  portions  of  the  year. 
The  fruits  of  autumn  feed  us  for  difeafe  ; 
The  winter's  raw  inclemencies  bellow 
Difeafe  on  death  ;  while  fpring,  to  ftrew  our  herfe, 
Kindly  unbofoms,  weeping  in  their  dews, 
Her  flow'ry  race  !  and  fummer  (kinder  ftill) 
With  the  green  turf  and  brambles  binds  our  graves. 

But  am  1  wake  ?  or  in  Ovidian  realms, 
And  Circe  holds  the  glafs  ?  What  odious  change, 
What  metamorphofe  ftrikes  the  dubious  eye  ?    ao 
Ah  !  v/hither  is  retir'd  the  fcarlet  wave. 
Mantling  with  health,  which  floated  through  the 
cheek,  [where 

From   the  Itrong  fummer  beam  imbib'd?    And 
The  vernal  lily's  foftly-blended  bloom  ? 
The  forehead  roughens  to  the  wond'ring  hand. 
Wide  o'er  the  human-field,  the  body,  fpreads 
Contagious  war,  and  lays  its  beauties  wnlle. 
As  once  thy  breathing  harveft,  Cadmus,  fprung, 
Sudden,  a  fcrpent-brotid  !  an  armed  crop 
Of  growing  chiefs,  and  fought  themfelves  to  death. 
One  black-incrufted  bark  of  gery  boils,  3I 

One  undiftinguifh'd  blifter,  from  the  foal 
Of  the  foot  fore,  to  the  head's  forer  crown. 
Job's  punifliment  '  With  patience  like  his  own, 
O  may  I  exercife  my  wounded  foul, 
And  caft  myfelf  upon  his  healing  hand, 
Who  bruifeth  at  his  will,  and  maketh  whole  ! 


Ah,  too,  the  luftre  of  the  eyes  is  fled  f 
Heavy  and  dull,  their  orbs  negleft  to  roll. 
In  motionlcfs  diftortion  fliff  and  fix'd  ;  40 

Till  by  the  trembling  hand  of  watchful  age 
(A  weeping  matron,  timorous  to  affright. 
And  pioufly  fallacious  in  her  care, 
Pretending  light  offenfive,  and  the  fun) 
Clos'd;   and,  perhaps,  for  ever  !  ne'er  again 
To  open  on  the  fphere,  to  drink  the  day. 
Or  (worfe  I)  behold  lanthe's  face  divine. 
And  wonder  o'er  her  charms. — But  yet  forbear, 
O  dare  not  murmur  !  'tis  heav'n's  high  beheft 
Though  darknefs  through  the  chambers  of  the 
grave  50 

This  dull  purfue,  and  death's  fad  fhade  involve, 
E'er  long,  the  Filial-light  himfelf  fhall  fhine; 
(The  ftars  are  dnft  to  him,  the  fun  a  Ibade) 
Thefe  very  eyes^thtfe  tunicles  of  flelh. 
Even  though  by  worms  deftroy'd,  {hall  fee  my  God, 
And,  feeing,  ne'er  remember  darknefs  more, 
Environ'd  with  eternity  of  day. 

Though,  at  their  vifual  entrance,  quite  fliuc  out 
External  forms,  forbidden,  mount  the  winds. 
Retire  to  chaos,  cr  with  night  commix  >  60 

Yet,  fancy's  mimic  Wf>rk,  ten  thoufand  fhapes, 
Antic  and  wild,  rufh  fweeping  o'er  my  dreams. 
Irregular  and  new ;   as  pain  or  eafe 
The  fpirits  teach  to  flow,  and  in  the  brain 
Direction  diverfe  hold  :   Gentle  and  bright 
As  hermits,  fleeping  in  their  moffy  cells, 
LuU'd  by  the  fall  of  waters  !  by  the  rills 
From  Heliconian  cliffs  devolv'd  ;  or  where 
Thy  ancient  river  Kifhon,  facred  flream  1 
Soft  murmurs  on  their  Ilumbers  :  peace  within. 
And  confcience,  ev'n  to  ecllafy  fublim'd  jr 

And  beatific  vifion.  Sudden,  black. 
And  horrible  as  murderers ;  or  hags. 
Their  leafc  of  years  fpun  out,  and  bloody  bond 
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Full-flanimg  on  their  eyes;  the  gulf,  beneith, 
Mad'ning  with  gloomy  fires;  and  heav'n,  behind, 
"With  all  her  golden  valves  for  ever  cios'd. 

Now  in  Elyfiuni  lapp'd,  and  lovely  fcenes, 
Where  honeyfuckles  rove,  and  eglantines, 
Narciflus,  jefs'min,  pinks,  profufely  v^'ild,  8o 

In  every  fcented  gale  Arabia  breathe  : 
As  blifsful  Eden  fair  ;  the  mornii^  work 
Of  Heav'n,  and  Milton's  theme  !  ^here  innocence 
Smil'd,  and  improv'd  the  profpedl. — Now,  anon, 
By  Ifis'  favourite  flood  fupinely  laid. 
In  tuneful  indolence,  behold  the  bards 
(Harps  in  each  hand,  and  laurel  on  each  brow) 
A  band  of  demigods,  auguft  to  fight, 
In  venerable  order  fweetly  rife,  89 

(The  mufes  fparkling  round  them)  who  have  trod 
In  meaafur'd  pace  its  banks,  forever  green, 
Enamell'd  from  their  feet !  harmonious  notes, 
Warbled  to  Doric  reeds,  to  Lefbian  lyres, 
Or  Phrygian  minftrelfy,  fleal  on  the  ear 
Enamoured  with  variety  :  and  loud 
The  trumpets  flarilling  clangours  fill  the  fky 
With  filver  melody — Now,  happier  ftill ! 
Round  thy  Italic  cloifters,  mufing  flow, 
Or  in  fweet  converfe  with  thy  letter'd  fons, 
Philofophers,  and  poets,  and  divines,  loO 

Enjoy  the  facred  walk,  delighted,  *  Queen's! 
Where  Addifon  and  Tickell  lay  infpir'd, 
Inebriated  from  the  claflic  fprings. 
And  tun'd  to  various-founding  harps  the  fong, 
Sublime,  or  tender,  humourous,  or  grave, 
Quaffing  the  mufes'  ncdlar  to  their  fill. 
Where  Smith  in  hoary  reverence  prefides, 
(Crown'd  with  the  fnow  of  virtue  for  the  fkies) 
With  graceful  gravity,  and  gentle  fway ; 
With  perffiSl  peace  encircled  and  efteem.  no 

Whole  mild  and  bright  benevolence  of  foul, 
By  reafon  cool,  and  by  religion  warm. 
And  generous  paflion  for  the  college-weal. 
More  than  a  mufe  inlpire. — Momental  blifs  ! 
For  fudden  rapt,  the  midnight  howl  of  wolves, 
The  dragon's  yell,  the  lion's  roar,  aftound 
My  trembling  ear.    Ha  !    down  a  burning  mount 
I  plunge  deep,  deep  :  fure  Vulcan's  Ihop  is  here — 
Hark,  how  the  anvils  thunder  round  the  dens 
J-iu.v.mivomous!   What?  are  thofe chains  to  bind 
This  Ikeletou  !   the  cyclops  muft  be  mad  :  121 

Thofe  bolts  of  fteel,  thofe  adamantine  Imks 
Demand  Typhceus'  ftrcngth  to  burfl. — Away — 
Venus  and  iVIars — beware. — In  giddy  whirls 
I  ride  the  blafl,  and  tow'ring  through  the  florm 
Enjoy  the  palace  of  the  morn.     The  fun 
Refigus  the  reins  of  Phlegon  to  my  hands ; 
His  mane  waves  fire  ;   he  fcorches  me  to  duft  : 
Avaimt,  thou  fiend  !   I'll  hujl  thee  down  the  deep 
Of  heav'n,  wich  bolted  thunder,  and  enwrapt  130 
With  forky  light'niiig. — Now  flaggering  1  reel. 
By  murderers  purfu'd  :  my  faithlels  feet 
Scarce  ihilt  their  pace  :  or  down  rulhing  amain, 
I  ccafe  to  rccoUedt  my  fteps,  and  roll 
Paflive  on  earth — Sure,  'twas  Aftolpho's  horn 
Pour'd  on  my  ear  th'  annoying  blaft  :  at  which, 
Rogero  ttcnibled,  Bradamaut  grew  pale, 

*   ^"ic'f  Collegt  in  Oxjvrd. 


And  into  air  diflolv'd  th'  enchanted  dome. 

Now  flarting  from  this  wildernefs  of  dreams, 
I  wake  from  fancy'd  into  real  woe,  148* 

Pain  empties  all  her  vials  on  my  head, 
And  fteeps  me  o'er  and  o'er.     Th'  envenom'd 

Mvt 
Of  Hercules  envirraps  my  burning  limbs 
With  dragon's  blood  :   I  rave  and  roar  like  him, 
Writhing  in  agony.     Devouring  fires 
Eat  up  the  marrow,  frying  in  my  bones. 
O  whither,  whither  fliall  I  turn  for  aid  f— 
Methinks  a  feraph  whifpers  in  my  ears. 
Pouring  ambrofia  on  them,  "  Turn  to  God; 
ijo  peace  fhall  be  thy  pillow,  eafe  thy  bed,        Ijo 
And  night  of  forrow  brighten  into  noon. 
Let  the  j'oung  cherub  patience,  bright-ey'd  hope, 
And  rofy  finger'd  pray 'r,  combining  hold 
A  fure  dominion  in  thypurpos'd  mind, 
Unconquer'd  by  afflidion." — I  receive 
The  mandate  as  from  Heav'n  itfelf. — Expand 
Thyfelf,  my  foul,  and  let  them  enter  in. 

Come,  fmiling  angel,  patience,  from  thy  feat; 
Whether  the  widow's  cot,  or  hermit's  cell, 
By  fafting  Itrong,  and  potent  from  diftrefs;     160 
Or  midnight-fludent's  taper-glimmering  roof, 
Unwearied  with  revolving  tedious  tomes, 
O  come,  thou  Panacxa  of  the  mind  1 
The  manna  of  the  foul !   to  every  tafte 
Grateful  alike  :  the  univerfal  balm 
To  ficknefs,  pain,  and  mifery  below. 
She  comes!  Ihe  comes  1  flie  dlflipates  the  gloom  • 
My  eyes  flie  opens,  and  new  fcenes  unfolds 
(Like  Mofes'  bufh,  though  burning,  not  confum'd) 
Scenes  full  of  fplendour,  miracle,  and  God.       170 
Behold,  my  foul,  the  martyr-army,  who 
With  holy  blood  the  violence  of  fire 
Quench'd,  and  with  ling'ringconftancy  fatigu'd 
The  perfecuting  flame  :   or  nobly  ftop'd 
The  lion's  mouth,  and  triumph'd  in  his  jaws. 
Hark,  how  the  virgin  white-rob'd  tender  train 
Chaunt  hallelujah  to  the  rack  ;  as  dear 
And  pleafiag  to  the  ear  of  God,  as  hymns 
Of  angels  on  the  refurreflion-morn. 
When  all  the  hoft  of  heaven  hofanna  fing  !       1 8© 
i  Yet  further  ;  lift  thy  eyes  upon  the  crofs, 
A  bleeding  Saviour  view,  a  dying  God! 
Earth  trembles,  rend  the  rocks,  creation  groans : 
The  fun,  alham'd,  extinguilhes  the  day  : 
All  nature  fuffers  with  her  fuffering  Lord, 
Amidft  this  war  if  elements,  ferene. 
And  as  the  fun-lhine  brow  of  patience,  calm, 
He  dies  without  a  groan,  and  fmiles  in  death. 
Shall  martyrs,  virgins,  nay,  thy  Saviour  bleed 
To  teach  thee  patience  ?  and  yet  bleed  in  vain  .' 
Forbid  it,  reafon  ;  and  forbid  it,  Heav'n.        19I 
No;  fufier  :   and,  in  fuffering,  rejoice. 
Patience  endureth  all,  and  hopeth  all. 

Hope  is  her  daughter  then.     Let  hope  diftil 
Her  cordial-fpirit,  as  Hybla-honey  fweet, 
And  healing  as  the  drops  of  Gilcad-balm. 
Ceafe  to  repine,  as  thofe  who  have  no  hope  ; 
Nor  let  defpair  approach  thy  darkefl  hour. 
Defpair!  that  triple  death  !   th'  imperial  plague! 
Th'  exterminating  angel  of  th'  accurft,  300 

And  fob  dife:ife  of  which  the  damn'd  are  fick, 
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O  pluck  me  frop.i  defpair,  white-handed  hope  ! 

0  intejpofe  thy  fpearand  filver  (hield 
Betwixt  my  bofom  and  the  fiend  !  detrude 
This  impious  monfter  to  primeval  hell ; 

To  its  own  dark  domain     bxu  ligi.t  my  foul, 
Imp'd  with  thy  ghttering  wings,  to  fcenes  of  joy, 
To  health  and  life;  for  health  and  life  are  thine : 
And  fire  imagination  with  the  Ikies.  210 

But  whence  this  confidence  of  h  pe  .'  in  thee, 
And  in  thy  blood,  my  Jefus!   (bow,  O  earth  ! 
Hiav'n  bends  beneath  the  name,  and  all  its  fens, 
The  hierarchy  !   drop  low  the  proftrate  knee, 
And  fink,  in  humble  wife,  upon  the  ftars.) 
Yes,  on  thy  blood  and  name  my  hope  depends. — 
My    hope  '    nay,    worlds  on    worlds  depend  on 

thee ; 
Live  in  thy  death,  from  thy  fepulchre  rife. 
Thy  influential  vigour  reinfpires  219 

This  feeble  trame  ;   difpels  the  (liade  of  death  ; 
And  bids  me  throw  myfelf  on  Gu.d  in  prayer. 

A  Chriftian  foul  is  God's  beloved  houCe  ; 
And  pray'r  the  incenfe  which  perftimes  the  foul  : 
Let  armies  then  ot  fupplica'ions  rife, 
Befiege  the  g'dden  gates  of  heav'n,  and  force, 
With  holy  violence,  a  bieJTing  d'>wn 
In  living  ftreams.     If  Hezekiah's  pray'r 
The  fun  arretted  in  his  pr(;nc  career, 
And  bade  the  (hadow  ten  degrees  return 
On  Ahaz*  dial,  whirling  back  the  day  :  330 

P)urnut  thvfclf   my  foul!   with  fervent  zeal. 
With  overflowiiig  ardour,  and  with  faith 
Unwav'ring.      V"  alTift  me,  and  to  fwell 
My  fain'ing  fpirits  to  fu  liiue  defires, 
Wou'd  (•   Taylor  from  his  ftarry  throne  defcend, 
How  fear  wou'd  brighten  ;   by  his  facred  aid. 
To  live  were  haopinef-,  and  gain  to"  die. — 
Ko  ■   let  him  ftill  adorn  his  ftarry  throne. 
Well-merited  by  labours  lb  divine: 
For,  lo  !   the  MdU  of  G  )d,  and  friend  of  man,  240 

1  heron,  the  pureft;  breaft,  and  warmeft  heart, 
Flies  on  the  wii  gs  of  charity  and  love 

To  join  me  in  the  faving  tafk,  and  raife 
My  weaker  pow'rs  with  his  abundant  zeal; 
Pure,  fweet,  and  glowing  as  the  inccns'd  fires. 
Of  Solomon,  thy  golden-aitar,  fann'd 
By  wings  of  cherubims  into  a  flame ; 
Till  on  the  flcies  the  aromatic  gale 
In  pyramids  of  fragrance  fofcly  ftole, 
A  grateful  offering  to  the  tiiroiie  nf  grace,       250 
biill,  though  [  feel  thefe  luccours  from  the  Ikies, 
In  opcation  mighty  .   ftill  remain 
Inferior  aids  behind  ■   terreftrial  ftores 
Medicinal :   the  i^iftruments  of  God. 
For  God  created  the  phyfician  !    God 
Hin.leif  on  earth,  our  great  Phyfician  !  fpread 
O'er  fick  and  weak,  Ihadowing,  his  healing  wings  : 
Each  miracle  a  cure  !  — befo'C  dileafe. 
Offspring  of  fin,  infelled  human-kind, 
.In  Pa.  adife,  the  vegetable  feeds  260 

Sprung  from  their  Maker's  hand,  invigorate  ftrong 
With  med'cine.     He  lorefaw  our  'uture  ills; 
Foreieeing,  he  provided  ample  cure; 

f   B^ci>  Jeremy  Tajlor. 
Vol.  X.  i 


Foffils,  and  fimples  :   Solomon,  thy  theme. 
Nature's  hiftorian  ;  wifeft  of  the  wi''e  ! 
Though  P.<radife  be  loft,  tlit  tree  of  life 
In  med'cire  blooms  ;  then  pluck  its  healing  fruitsj 
And  with  thanklgiving  eat  ,  and,  eating,  live. 

Ev'n  pagan  wifdom  bade  her  fons  adore, 
As  one,  the  God  of  phyfic  and  the  day,  27O 

Fountain  of  vegetation  and  ot  life. 
Apollo,  ever  blooming,  ever  young, 
And  from  his  art  immortal !  thus,  of  yore, 
The  prime  of  human  race  from  heav'n  deduc'd 
The  bright  original  of  phyfic's  pow'r  : 
And,  nor  unjuftly,  drem'd  that  he  whofav'd 
Millions  from  death,  himfelf  fiiou'd  never  die. 

An  inftrument  of  various  pipes  and  tubes. 
Veins,  arteries,  and  fincws,  organiz'd,  372 

Man,  when  in  healthy  tune,  harmonious  wakes 
The  breath  of  melody,  in  vocal  praife. 
Delighting  earth  and  heav'n  !  difcordant,  oft, 
.'is  accident,  or  time,  or  fate  prevail, 
This  human-organ  fcarce  the  bellows  heaves 
Of  vital- refpiration  ;  or  in  pain. 
With  paufes  fad  ;  what  art  divine  fhall  tune 
To  orJer  and  refit  this  fliatter'd  frame  I 
What  fingers  touch  into  a  voice  again  ? 
9r  mufic  reinfpire  ?  who,  but  the  race 
Of  Pxan  .'  who  bntphyfic's  faving  fons  1         290 
A  RatclifT,  Frewin,  Metcalf,  or  a  friend  i" — 
But  fomething  yet,  beyond  the  kindly  flcill 
Of  Psean's  fons,  difeafe,  like  mine,  demands 
Nepenthe  to  the  foul,  as  well  as  life. 

O  for  a  mother's  watchful  tendernefs. 
And  father's  venerable  care  ! — but  *  they. 
In  life  immortal,  gather  endlefs  joys, 
Reward  of  charity,  of  innocence. 
Of  pleafing  manners,  and  a  life  unblam'd  '. 
T'he  tears  of  poverty  and  friendfuip  oft  ,^C0 

Their  modeft  tombs  bedtw,  v^-here  Eden's  flood, 
(Ituna  'clep'd  by  bards  of  old  renown. 
Purpled  with  Saxon  and  with  Britifh  blood) 
Laves  the  fweet  vale,  that  firft  my  prattling  mufe 
Provok'd  to  numbers,  'oroken  as  the  ruins 
Of  Roman  towers  which  deck  its  lofty  banks, 

And  fliine  more  beauteous  by  dec:iy But  hark'  \ 

What  mufic  glads  my  ear  .'  'tis  T'leron's  voice, 
Vheron  a  father,  mother;  both,  a  friend  .'-— 
Pain  flies  before  his  animating  tnuch  :  310 

The  gentle  preffut-e  of  his  cordial  hand, 
A  burning  mountain  from  my  bofom  heaves  I 
What  wonders,  facred  friendfnip,  flov/  from  thee  !, 
One  period  from  a  friend  enlivens  more, 
Than  all  Hippocrates  and  Galen's  tcmhs. 
Than  all  the  med'cincs  they  u.if'>ld.     I  feel 
Myfelf  renew'd  1   not  only  heaich,  but  youth. 
Roll  the  brifk  tide,  and  fparkles  at  my  heart. 
As  the  iive-atoms  of  Camj)ania;i  .wines 
Dance  i;i  the  virgin  crytlal   and  o'erlook  32O 

With  glorifying  foam,  the  nectir'd  brim  ; 
Smiling,  and  lending  fmiles  t^  focisi  wit. 
The  jocund  hearth,  and  1h  fpitahle  boTrd. 

Friendfhip  is  a  religi  )n-,  from  the  firft, 
T"'"e  fecond-befl     it  points,  like  thnt,  to  heav'n. 
And  alinort  ante'ates  on  earth  its  bl.'fs. 


*   Ses.Toms  XJl,p■^ge  1 3 2,  ^_c. 
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But  vice  and  folly  never  friendfhip  knew  ; 
Vhilft  wifJom  grows  by  frieiidlhip  flili  more  wife. 
Her  fetters  are  a  ftrcng  defence;   her  chains 
A  robe  of  glory  ;   Ophir  gold  her  bands  ;  330 

^nd  he  who  wears  them,  wears  a  crown  of  joy. 
Friendfhip's  the  ftcel,  which  flruck,  emits  the 
fparks 
Of  candour,  peace,  benevolence,  and  zeal ; 
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Spreading  their  glowing  feeds. — A  holy  fire 
Where  honour  beams  on  Ininour,  truth  on  truth  ; 
Bright  as  the  eyes  of  angels  and  as  pure. 
An  altar  whence  two  gentle-loving  hearts 
Mount  to  the  Ikies  in  one  confpiring  blaze 
And  fpotlefs  ^nion.     'Tis  the  necftar-ftreatn 
Which  feeds  and  elevates  feraphic  love —         340 
Health  is  difeafe,  life  death,  without  a  friend. 


NOTES  AND  ALLUSIONS  TO  BOOK  IIL 


Ver.  a8.  Cad.mus  is  reported  by  the  poets  to 
hive  flail)  a  monftrous  ferpent  in  Boeotia,  at  the 
cnmnnand  of  Minerva;  and  fowed  its  teeth  in  a 
firid,  which  produced  an  hoft  of  armed  foldiers  ; 
who,  fighting,  flew  one  other.  See  Ovid.  Met. 
1.  iii.  Suidas,  Paufanias,  &c.  It  is  faid,  that  he 
lowed  ferpei'.ts  teeth,  and  that  foldier*  in  armour 
Iprung  up  from  them  ;  becaufe,  as  Bochart  ob- 
fcrves,  in  the  Phoenician  language,  to  expref*  men 
armed  with  brazen  dart.sand  fpears  of  brafj,  they 
made  ufe  of  words,  which  might  he  tranflated, 
"  armed  with  the  teeth  of  a  ferpent." 

Ver  61.  The  following  lines  upon  delirious 
dreams  may  appear  very  extravagant  to  a  reader, 
who  never  experienced  the  diforders  which  fick- 
nefs  caufes  in  the  brain ,  but  the  author  thinks 
that  he  has  rather  fofcened  than  exaggerated  rhe 
real  defcription,  as  he  found  them  operate  on  his 
own  imagination  at  that  time. 

Ver  68  Sir  G.  Wheeler,  in  hi.s  voyages,  has 
given  a  very  beautiful  defcription  of  an  hermitage 
en  the  borders  of  Mount  Helicon,  belonging  to  rhe 
convent  of  Saint  Luke  the  hermit, not  the  Evange- 
lift,  called  btiriotes,  from  his  dwelling  in  thofe  de- 
fcrts.  See  Wheeler's  Journey  into  Greece,  Fol. 
B.  iv.  P.  325. 

Ver.  93.    Thofe  different  inllruments  are  de- 


figned  to  exprefs  the  feveral  parts  of  poetry,  to 
which  they  were  adapted,  viz.  pafloral,  ode,  he- 
roic, &c. 

Ver.  119.  See  Horn.  Ilias,  B.  xviii.     Virg.  .^n. 
B.  viii. 

Ver.  135. 
A  horn,  in  which  if  he  do  once  but  blow, 
rhe  noife  thereof  fhall  trouble  men  fo  forcj 
That  a!!  both  {tout  and  faint  (liall  fiy  therefro. 
So  llrange  a  ncife  was  never  heard  before. 

ylriojia's  Orlando  Furiofo,  tranjlated  by 
Sir  John  Harrington^  .5. XV.  Stan    lO. 

With  this  horn  Aftolphc  affrighted  the  Ama- 
zons. See  B.  XX  Stan.  60,  &c.  and  even  Rogero, 
Bradamant.,  &c.  in  diffolving  the  enchanted  pa- 
lace, B.  xxii.  Stan.  18,  &c.  Drives  away  the  har- 
pies from  Senapo,  B.  xxxiii.  Stan.  114,  &C. 
Ver.  301. 

Eden,  though  but  fmall, 

Yet  often  flain'd  with  blood  of  many  a  band 
Of  Scots  and  Englilh  both,  thar  tined  on  his  ftrand, 
Spciif:r''s  Faery  ^ucen,  B.  iv.  Can.  1 1. 
-_  Ver.  327.  It  was  an  obfervation  of  Socrates,  Ihst 
wicked  men  cannot  be  friends  either  aniongft 
themfclves  or  v.-ith  good  men 

Xenoph.  Memorab.  I.  ii. 


THE  RECOVERY. 

Thou  haft  delivered  my  foul  from  death,  and  my  feet  from  falling,  that  I  may  walk  before  God  in 
the  light  of  the  living.  Ffalms, 
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THE  ARGUMENT. 

Reflections.  Sickntfs  at  the  word.  Hopes  of  recovery  call  on  Heaven  alone.  Profpedl  of  futu- 
rity at  tins  juniflure.  Guardian  Angel'.s  hymn  to  Mercy.  Defcripcion  of  her.  She  lend-  Hygeia 
to  the  well  of  life  ;  both  defcribed.  Her  defcent.  The  cffeds.*  Abatement  of  the  <liae-.iiper. 
Apollrophe  to  fleep.  Recovery  of  fight ;  and  pleafure  flowing  from  thence.  Health  by  degrees 
rcllorcd.     Coniparifon  between  ficknefs  and  health  in  regard  to  the  body  and  mind. 

r5\v!FT  ton,  tby  tale  is  !old  :  a  found,  a  nam",         I  Fantaftic  humour  drop'd  f he  feeling  fenfe. 
No  more  than  i^ucian,  Biitlcr,  oi  SCanon.  I  Her  empire  lefs'uing  by  his  fal^Theihadei 
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Of  frolic  Rabelais,  and  him  of  Spain, 
Madrid's  facetious  glory,  join  hid  (jhoft; 
Triumvirate  of  laughter  ! — Mirth  is  mad  ; 
The  loudeft  languiftiing  into  a  iijh  : 
And  laughter  (hakes  itfclf  into  decay. 

"  Lord  !  what  is  man  ?"  the  prophet  well  might 
alk ;  lo 

We  all  may  afk,  "  Lord  !   what  is  mortal  man?" 
So  changeable  his  being,  with  himfelf 
Diffimilar  ;  the  rainbow  of  an  hour  1 
A  change  of  colours,  tranfient  through  his  life, 
Brightens  or  languidies  ; — tlicn  fades  to  air. 
Ev'n  e'er  an  artful  fpider  fpitis  a  line 
,()f,metaphyfic  texture,  man's  thin  thread 
Of  life  is  broken  :   how  analogous 
Their  parallel  of  lines .'  flight,  fubtle,  vain. 

Man,  in  a  little  hour's  contracted  round  20 

Perplexes  reafon  :   now  to  triumph  fweli'd, 
To  joyous  exultations,  to  a  blaze 
Of  ecftafy  ;   and  now  deprefs'd  again, 
And  drooping  into  fcencs  of  death  and  woe. 

That  fuddei;  flow  of  fi)irits,  bright  and  flrong, 
Which  play'd  in  fprightly  fallics  round  my  heart  ; 
Was  it  a  gleam,  forewarning  me  from  heav'n, 
Of  quick-approaching  fate  .'   As  tapers  mount 
Expiring  into  wide-diffiifive  fl.mie. 
Give  one  broad  glare,  into  the  focket  fink,  30 

And  finking  difappear. — It  mult  be  f)  ! — 
The  foul,  prophetic  of  its  voy'ge,  defcry'd 
The  blifsful  iliore,  exulting  on  the  wing, 
In  a  glad  flutter  :  then,  o'ervvhelm'd  with  joy. 
She  warn'd  her  old  companion  of  her  flight, 
(The  feeble  tenement  of  niould'ring  clay) 
Who  fadden'd  at  their  parting  — Yes, — I  feel 
Thy  leaden  hand,  O  death  !  it  prcfics  hard, 
It  weighs  the  faculties  of  motion  down, 
Inadiive  as  the  foot  of  a  dull  rock,  40 

And  drags  me  to  thy  dufl.y  chains  :  the  wheels 
Of  life  are  faft'ned  to  the  grave,  nor  whirl, 
Longer,  the  fiery  chariot  on.      The  war, 
The  ftruggle  for  eternity  begins. 
Eternity  !   illimitable,  vaft, 
Incomprehenfible  I   For  heav'n  and  hell. 
Within  her  imiverfal  womb,  profound. 
Ate  center'd. — Sleep  or  death  are  on  my  heart  : 
Swims  heavily  my  brain  ; — My  fenfes  reel. 

What  fcenes  difclofe  themlelves !    What  fields 
of  joy!  30 

What  rivers  of  delight !  What  golden  bow'rs  ! 
Sweetly  oppref^'d  with  beatific  vicv\s, 
I  hear'angelic  inflirument';,  I  fee 
Primeval  ardours,  and  efTential  forme; 
The  fons  of  light,  but  of  created  light. 
All  energy,  the  diligence  of  Gid  ! 
Might   I    but  join   them  !    Lend   your  glitt'iing 

wings. 
Waft  me,  O  quickly  waft  me  to  yon  crown,    . 
Bright  with  the  flaming  rofes  of  the  zone 
Sidereal :   Gracious,  they  beck'ning,  fmile,  60 

They  fmile  me  to  the  Ikies  '  Hope  leads  the  way: 
Mounting  1  fpring  to  feize  ! — What  fury"  fliakes 
Her  fiery  fv.'ord,  and  intercepts  the  flatb  ,'    - 
Ha!    Amartia  ?   Confcience,  confcience  fends 
Her  griefly  form,  to  blafl  me  at  my  end. 
Behold  !  fhe  j'oints  to  burning  rocks,  to  waves 


Suli.hiireoiis,  molten  lead,  and  boiling  gulfs, 

Tcmpefluous  with  everlailing  fire. — 

'l"is  horrible  ' — O  fave  me  fr.im  myfelf ! — 

0  fave  me,  Ji^fu  ! — Ha  '  a  burll  of  light  70 
Blends  with  the  empyreum's  azure  tide, 

While  faith,  triumphant,  Ivvells  the  trunipofGod, 
And  fliouting,  "  Where's  thy  victory,  O  grave? 
And  where,  O  death,  thy  fling?"  I  fee  her  fpread 
Her  faving  banner  o'er  my  foul  (the  crofs  ') 
And  call  it  to  its  peers.      Thick  crowds  of  day. 
Immaculate,  invrlveme  in  their  (ti earns. 
And  bathe  my  fpirit,  whiten'd  for  the  flcy. 

While  on  this  ifthmus  of  my  f«;te  I  lie. 
Jutting  into  eternity's  wide  fea,  8s 

And  leaning  on  this  habitable  globe, 
The  verge  of  eithi  r  woilJ  '.  dubious  of  life, 
Dubious,  alike,  of  death;  to  mercy  thus, 
Infpirited  with  fupplieating  zeal. 
My  guardian  angel  rais'd  his  potent  pray'r. 
(For  angels  miniller  to  man,  intent 
On  (  ffices  of  gentlenefs  and  love.) 

"  H;ar,  Mercy     fweeteft  daughter  of  the  C:ics; 
Thnu  hiveliefl  image  of  thy  Faiher's  face, 

1  hou  blefled  fount,  whence  grace   and  goodnefs 


flow, 


90 


Aufpicious,  hear!  extend  thy  helping  arm, 

With  pitying  readinefs,  v>'ith  willing  aid, 

O  lift  thy  fervant  from  the  vale  of  death, 

Now  grovelling  in  the  diift,  into  the  fields 

Of  comfort,  and  the  pafturcs  green  of  health. 

Hear,  Mercy,  fwetteil  daughter  of  the  ikies  1 

U  e'er  thy  fervant  to  the  poor  his  .OduI 

Drew  out,  and  taught  the  facherlefs  to  fing  ; 

If  e'er  by  pity  warni'ii,  and  not  by  ptide, 

He  cloth'd  the  naked,  and  the  hungry  fed  ;      lOO 

If  e'er  diflrefs,  and  mifery,  f  irelorn, 

Deceived  his  cheek,  and  Hole  his  untaught  tear, 

An  humble  drop  of  thy  celeftial  dew  1 

Hear,  M.-rcy,  fweeteft  daughter  of  the  fliies. 

Sprung  from  the  be fom  of  eternal  blifs, 
Thy  goodnefs  reaches  fariher  than  thegrave; 
And  near  the  gates  of  liell  extends  thy  fway, 
Omnipotent  !  Ail,  fave  the  curfed  crew 
Infernal,  and  the  black  rebellious  hofl 
Of  Lucifer,  within  thy  fv.cet  domain  110 

i'eed  on  ambrofia,  and  may  hope  tlie  ftars. 
Hear,  Mercy,  fwcetefl;  daughter  of  the  flcies. 
By  thee,  the  great  Phyfician  from  the  bed        '^ 
Of  dnrknefs  call'd  the  fick,  the  blind,  the  lame  ; 
He  bnrfl  the  grave's  reientlefs  bars  by  thee, 
And  fpoke  the  dead  to  life  and  bloom  again. 
His  miracles,  thy  work;  theij;  giory,  thine  : 
rhein,  O  thou  dearefl:  attribute  of  God  ! 
Tb.y  faving  health  to  this  thy^fervant  lend  ! 
Hear,  Mercy,  fweeteft  dajghtcr  of  the  Ikies  !" 

Inclin'd  upon  a  dewy-fltirted  cloud  121 

Purpled  with  light,  and  dropping  fatnefs  down, 
Plenty  and  blifs  on  man,  with  lor.ks  as  mild 
Ascv'ning  fun'-  (when  flowry-footcd  May 
I,eads  on  the  jocund  hturs,  wlicn  love  himfelf 
Flutters  in  green)  eff"ufing  heart-felt  joy 
Abundant,  iVIeicy  ftione  with  fober  grace, 
And  mrijefty  at  once  witli  fwettnefs  mix'd 
Ineffa'.k.      A  raM:Lovv  i/cr  !ier  head. 
The  covenant  of  God,  bctok'ning  peace  1 3- 

A  a  i  j 
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THE    WORKS   OF   THOMPSON. 


Twixt  Heaven  and  earth,  its  florid  arch  difplay'd, 
Hiijjh  bended  by  th'  Almighty's  glorious  hand; 
The  langviifli  of  the  dove  upon  her  eyes 
In  placid  radiance  melted,  from  the  throne 
Of  frrace  infus'd.  and  fed  with  light :  her  fmiles 
Exp.infive  cheer'd  the  iindetermin'd  tracks 
Of  all  creation,  from  th'  ethereal  cope, 
Augufl  with  moving  fires,  down  to  the  fhadcs 
Infernal,  and  the  reign  of  darknefs  drear. 
Ev'n  men  refine  to  angels  from  her  gaze,         140 
Giaciou?,  invigorating,  full  of  heav'n  I 

This  daughter  of  the  Lamb,  to  fervent  pray'rs 
And  intercefTion,  opes  her  ready  ear, 
Conipafllonate;  and  to  Hygeia  thus  : 
"   Hygeia,  hie  thee  to  the  well  of  life  ; 
There  dip  thy  fingers;  touch  his  head  andbreaft; 
Three  drops  into  his  mouth  infufe,  unfeen, 
Save  by  the  eye  of  faith  :   he  yonder  lies — 
Defcend,  and  take  the  ev'ning's  weftern  wing." 

She  faid,  Hygeia  bovv'd  ;  and  bowing,  fiU'd  150 
The  circumambient  air  with  od'rous  ftreams, 
Pure  effence  of  ambrofia  I   Not  the  breath 
Of  Lebanon,  from  cedar  alleys  blown, 
Of  l.tbanon,  with  aromatic  gales 
Luxuriant,  fpikenard,  aloes,  myrrh  and  balm  ; 
Nor  the  wile  eaftern  monarch's  garden  vy'd 
In  fragrance,  when  his  fair  Circaffian  fpoufe, 
lEnanio'jr'd,  cill'd  upon  the  fouth  to  fan 
Its  beds  of  fpices,  and  her  boConi  cool,  159 

Panting  wiih  languifhment  and  love-fick  fires. 

Forih  from  th'  eternal  throne  the  well  of  life, 
Pouring  its  cryflal,  laves  the  ftreets  of  God, 
(Where  ficknefs  never  comes,  nor  age,  nor  pain) 
Faft-trickling  o'er  the  pebble-gems.     Beneath 
Unfading  Arnarant  and  Afphodel, 
A  rairror  fpreads  its  many-colour'd  round, 
Mi'faic  work,  inhid  by  bards  divine 
In  glirt'ring  rows,  illuminating  each, 
Ea.;h  ihading  :  beryl,  topaz    clialcedon, 
Emrald  and  amethylK     Whatever  hues  170 

The  light  refliffts,  celeflia!  quarries  yield, 
Or  melt  into  the  verrant-fliovvry  bow, 
,  Profufive   vary  here  in  mingling  beams. 
Collccftcd  thus  the  waters,  dimpling,  end 
Their  foft-progreffive  lapfe.     The  cherubs  hence 
Immortal  vig'.ur  quaff  and  blifs  unblam'd. 
Nor  only  flow  for  ynu,  ye  fons  of  li;.;ht. 
The  ftreams  cf  cumfort  and  of  life,  but  flow 
To  heal  the  nations     Wonderful  to  tell, 
'J'he  aged  they  renew,  the  dead  revive,  180 

And  more,  the  ftfters  of  the  wounded  foul,  ' 

Corrupted,  black,  t'>  priftine  white  relume 
And  !aint-l;ke  innocence.     The  myftic  dove 
Broods,  purif/ing  o'er  them,  with  his  wings. 
The  angel,  who  Bethefda'*  troubled  pool 
Stirr'd,  firfl  his  pinions  with  thefc  vital  drops 
Sprinkled  ;  then  pour'd  himfelf  into  the  flood, 
Inflilling  health  and  nutriment  divine, 
Its  waves  to  quicken,  and  exalt  its  pow'rs. 

Here  lights  Hygeia,  ardent  to  fulfil  1^0 

Mercy's  beheft.      The  bloom  of  Paradife 
Liv'd  on  her  youthful  cheek, and  glow'd  the  fprlng. 
The  deep  carnations  in  the  eallern  (kies, 
\Viien  ruddy  morning  walks  along  the  hills, 
llluftrioufly  red,  in  purple  dews, 


Are  languid  to  her  bluflies ;  for  fiie  blufii'd 
As  through  the  op'ning  file  of  winged  flames, 
Bounding,  fhe  ligbt'ned,  and  her  fapphire  eyes 
With  modefl  luflre  bright,  improving  heav'n, 
Caft  fweetly  round,  and  bow'd  to  her  compeers, 
An  angel  amid  angels.     Light  flie  fprung        ZOI 
Along  th'  empyreal  road  :  Her  locks  dift:iird 
Salubrious  fpirit  on  the  ftars.     Full  foon 
She  pafs'd  the  gate  of  pearl,  and  down  the  fky, 
Precipitant,  upon  the  ev'ning  wing 
Cleaves  the  live  ether,  and  with  healthy  balm 
Impregnates,  and  fecundity  of  fweet.s. 

Confcious  of  her  approach,  the  wanton  birds, 
Inftindlive,  carol  forth,  in  livelier  lays. 
And  merrier  melody,  their  grateful  hymn,       aie 
Briflc-flutt'ring  to  the  breeze.     Eftfoons  the  hills. 
Beneath  the  gambols  of  the  lamb  and  kid, 
Of  petulant  delight,  the  circling  maze 
(Brufh'd  off  its  dews)  betray.     All  nature  fmiles, 
With  double  day  delighted.     Chief  on  man 
Ihe  goddefs  ray'd  herfelf :   He,  wond'ring,  feels 
His  heart  in  driving  tumults,  vig'rous,  leap. 
And  gufliing  ecftafy  :  burfts  out  his  tongue 
In  laud,  and  unpremeditated  fong. 
Obedient  to  the  mufic  in  his  veins.  22® 

Thus,  when  at  firit,  the  inftantaneous  light 
Sprung  from  the  voice  of  God,  and,  vivid,  threw 
Its  golden  mantle  round  the  rifing  ball, 
The    cumb'rous  mafs,  (hot   through   with    vital 

warmth 
And  plaftic  energy,  to  motion  roU'd 
The  drowfy  elements,  and  adlive  rule  : 
Sudden  the  morning  ftars,  together,  fang, 
And  fliouted  all  the  fons  of  God  for  joy. 

Enters  Hygeii,  and  her  talk  performs. 
With  healing  fingers  touched  my  breaft  and  head ; 
Three  drops  into  my  mouth  infus'd,  unfeen,    231 
Save  by  the  eye  of  faith  :  Ihen  reafcends. 

As  fnow  in  Salmon,  at  the  tepid  touch 
Of  fouthern  gales,  by  foft  degrees,  diflolves 
Trickling,  yet  flow,  away  ;  and  loofeifd  frofts 
The  genial  impreis  feel  of  vernal  funs, 
Relenting  to  the  ray  ;  my  torpid  limbs 
The  healing  virt'.ie  of  Hygeia's  hand 
And  falutary  influence  perceive, 
Inftant  to  wander  through  the  whole.     My  hearts 
Begins  to  melt,  o'er-running  into  joy,  341, 

Late  froze  with  agony.     Kind  tumults feize 
My'fjirit.s,  confciaiis  of  returning  healih, 
/\nd  dire  difeafe  abating  from  the  ctlls 
And  mazy  haunts  of  life.     The  judging  leech 
Approves  the  I'ymptoms,  and  my  hope  allows. 

Ihe  hoftde  humours  ceafe  to  bubble  o'er 
Their  big-diftended  channels;   quiet  now 
And  finking  into  peace.     The  organs  heave 
Kindlier  with  life  :   And  nature's  fabric  near    aj*- 
»To  difRdation  {battcr'd,  and  its  mould 
To  diift  diffolv'd,  though  not  its  priftine  ftrengtt 
(The  lufty  vigour  of  its  healthy  prime) 
Yet  gentle  force  recovers;   to  maintain 
Againft  the  tyrant-death's  batt'ring  afTaults, 
The  tort  of  life. — But  darknefs,  prefent  ftill. 
And  abfent  fweet  repofe,  beft  med'cine,  fleep. 
Forbid  my  heart. the  full  caroufe  of  joy. 

"  Soft  pow'r  of  flumbers,  dewy-feather'dlleepj 
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Kind  nurfc  of  nature  '.  whither  art  thou  fled,  a6o 

A  flranger  to  my  fenfes,  weary'd  out 

With  pain,  and  aching  for  thy  prefence  ?  Come, 

O  come  !  embrace  me  in  thy  hquid  arms ; 

Exej-t  thy  drowfy  virtue,  wrap  my  limbs 

Izi  downy  indolence,  and  bathe  in  bairn, 

Faft-flowing  from  th'  abundance  of  thy  horn, 

With  nourifliment  replete,  and  richer  ftor'd 

Than  Amalthea's  ;  who  (fo  poets  feign) 

With  honey  and  with  milk  fupply'd  a  god. 

And  fed  the  thunderer.     Indulgent  quit  270 

Thy  couch  of  poppies!  fleal  thyfelf  on  me, 

(In  rory  mifts  fuffus'd  and  clouds  of  gold) 

On  me,  thou  mildcil  <  ordial  of  the  world  ? 

The  fliield  his  pillow,  in  the  tented  field. 
By  thee,  the  foldier,  bred  in  iron  war, 
Forgets  the  mimic  thunders  of  the  day, 
Nor  envies  luxury  her  bed  ef  down. 
Rock'd  by  the  blaft,  and  cabbin'd  in  the  ftorm. 
The  failor  hugs  thee  to  the  doddering  mad. 
Of  fhipwreck  negligent,  while  thou  art  kind.  380 
The  captive's  freedom,  thou  !   the  labourer's  hire  ; 
The  beggar's  ftore ;  the  mifer's  better  gold; 
The  health  of  ficknefs;  and  jhe  youth  of  age  ! 
At  thy  approach  the  wrinkled  front  of  care 
Subfidesinto  the  fmooth  expanfe  of  fmiles. 
And,  ftranger  far  !  the  monarch,  crown'd  by  thee. 
Beneath  his  weight  of  glory  gains  repofe. 

What  guilt  is  mine,  that  1  alone  am  wake, 
Ev'n  though  my  eyes  arc  feal'd,  am  wake  alone  ? 
Ah  feal'd,  but  not  by  thee !    The  world  is  dumb  ; 
Exhal'd  by  air,  an  awful  filence  rules,  291 

Still  as  thy  brother's  reign,  or  fdot  of  time; 
Ev'n  nightingales  are  mute,  and  lovers  refl, 
Steep'd  in  thy  influence,  and  ceafe  to  figh, 
Or  only  figh  in  flumbers.     Fifteen  nights 
The  luoon  has  walk'd  in  glory  o'er  the  fky  ; 
As  oft  the  fun  has  (hone  her  from  the  i'phere, 
bince,  gentle  fleep,  1  felt  thy  cordial  dews. 
Then  liflen  to  my  moaning  ;  nor  delay 
To  footh  me  with  thy  foitnefs ;   to  o'erfhade    300 
Thy  fuppliant  w  ith  thy  pinions  :   or  at  kaft. 
Lightly  to  touch  my  temples  with  thy  wand. 

So,  full  and  frequent,  may  the  crimfon  fields 
With  poppies  blulh,  nor  feel  a  Tarquin's  hand. 
So  may  the  weft  wind's  figh,  th'  murm'ring  brook, 
T'he  melody  of  birds,  lanthe's  lute. 
And  mufic  of  the  fpheres,  be  all  the  founds 
That  dare  intrude  on  thy  devoted  hour. 
Nor  Boreas  blufter,  nor  the  thunder  roar. 
Nor  fcreechrowl  flsp  his  wing,  nor  fpirit  yell,  310 
As  'neath  the  trembling  of  the  moon  he  walks. 
Within  the  circle  of  thy  ftill  domain. 
He  comes !   he  comes  !  the  reconciling  pow'r 
Ot  pain,  vexation,  care,  and  anguilh  comes  ! 
He  hovers  in  the  lazy  air  : — He  melts. 
With  honey  heavinels,  my  feiifes  down. 

— I  than'ii  thee    ilcep  ; — Heav'ns !  is  the  day 
reftoi'd 
To  my  defiring  eyes  .'  their  lids,  unglew'd. 
Admit  the  long-loft  light,  now  iheaming  in 
Painfully  clear! — O  check  the  rapid  gleam      320 
With  fhading  filk,  'till  the  weak  vifual  orb, 
Stronger  and  iironger,  dares  imbibe  the  fun, 
J>Jor,  wat'ring,  twinldes  at  unfolded  day. 


As,  where,  in  Lapland,  night  colleds  her  reign, 
Oppreflive,  over  half  the  rounded  year 
Uninterrupted  with  one  ftruggling  bea'm  ; 
Young  Urra-Mo.ir,  in  furry  fpoils  cnroH'd, 
Shaggtd  and  warm,  firft  fpies  th'  imperfeA  blufti 
Of  op'ning  light,  exulting  ;  fcarce  her  eyes 
The  lurtre  bear,  th..ugh  faint;  but,  wid'ning  fad 
Th'  unbounded  tide  of  fplendour  covers,  fair,  331 
Th'  expanded  hemifphere  ;  and  fills  her  fight 
With  gladnefs,  while   her  heart,  warm-leaping, 
burns. 

Sight,  all  expreflive  !   though  the  feeling  fenfe 
Thrills  from  lanthe's  hand ;   at  Handel's  lyre 
Tingles  the   ear;    though  fmeli   from  bloflbm'd 

beans 
Arabian  fpirit  gathers ;  and  the  draught, 
Sparkling  from  Burgundy's  exalted  vines. 
Streams  nedlar  on  the  palate :    Yet,  O  fight  ! 
Weak  their  fcnfations,  when  compar'd  with  thee. 
Without  thee,  nature  lies  unmeaning  gloom.   341 
Whatever  fmiles  on  earth,  or  fhines  in  heav'n. 
From  ftar  of  Venus  to  Adonis  flow'r  ; 
Whatever  fpring  can  promife  ,  fuii.mer  warm 
To  rich  maiuiity;   gay  autumn  roll 
Into  the  lap  of  pleniy,  or  her  horn  ; 
Winter's  majeiiiic  horrors; — all  are  thine. 
All  varying  in  order's  pleafing  round, 
In  regular  confufiun  grateful  all ! 

And  now  progrefiive  health,  with  kind  repair, 
My  fever-weaken'd  joints  and  languid  limbs  351 
New  brace.     Live  vigour  and  auxiliar'd  nerves 
Sinew  the  frelhen'd  frame  in  bauds  of  fteel. 
As  in  the  trial  of  the  furnace  ore. 
From  bafer  dregs  refin'd,  and  drofTy  fcum, 
Flames  more  refulgent,  and  admits  the  ftamp 
Of  majefty  to  dignify  the  gold, 
Csfar  or  George  !  the  human  body,  thus, 
Enamel'd.  not  dcform'd,  from  ficknefs'  rage 
More  manly  feature^  borrows,  and  a  grace      360 
Severe,  yet  worthier  of  its  fovereign  form. 
The  patriarch  of  Uz,  fon  of  the  morn, 
Envy'd  of  Lucifer,  by  fores  and  blanes 
Sharply  improv'd,  to  fairer  honours  rofe  ; 
Lefs  his  beginning  bleft  than  latter  end. 
How  late  a  tortur'd  lump  of  baleful  pain. 
The  iou!  immerg'd  in  one  inadlive  niafs 
Of  breathing  blanes,  each  elegance  of  f^nfe, 
Each  intcllcdua!  fpark  and  fiery  feed 
Of  reafon,  mem'ry,  judgment,  tafte,  and  wit,  37© 
Extindl  and  fmother'd  in  unwieldy  clay 
Scarce  animated  :  and  (O  bleffing  !)  now 
1  feem  to  tread  the  winds  ,  to  overtake 
The  empty  eagle  in  her  early  chafe. 
Or  nimble-trembling  dove,  from  preyful  beak, 
In  many  a  rapid,  many  a  cautious  round, 
Wheeling  precipitant  :   I  leave  behind. 
Exulting  o'er  its  aromatic  hills, 
'J  iie  bounding  Beher-roe.     The  poet's  mind., 
(EfRuence  efiential  of  heat  and  light !)  3S0 

Not  mounts  a  loftier  wing,  when  fancy  leads 
The  glitt'ring  track,  and  points  him  to  the  Ikie?, 
Fxcurfive  :   He  empyreal  air  inhales. 
Earth  fading  from  his  flight !  triumphant  foaii 
Amid  the  pnmy  of  planetary  worlds, 
Ranging  infinitude,  beyond  the  ftretch 
A  a  ii] 
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Of  Newton's  fecn,  reformer  of  the  fphercs, 
And,  fjaining  on  the  heav'ns,  cnjoyc  his  home  1 

The  winter  of  difcafe  all  pafs'd  away, 
The  fpring  of  health,  in  bloomy  pride,  calls  forth 
Lmboloind  blifs,  of  rofy-winged  praife  391 

'J'he  rifiiig  incenfe,  the  impaflion'd  glance 
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Of  gratitude,  the  pant  of  honour,  quick 

With  Anulating  zeal ;  the  florid  wifti 

For  facred  happinefs,  and  cordial  glow 

From  confcioiis  virtue  felt  :   all  the  fweet  train 

Of  vernal  folitude's  refining  walks, 

Bcfl  gift  of  Heav'n,  and  fource  of  namelefs  joys ! 


NOTES  AND  ALLUSIONS  QN  BOOK  IV. 


Ver.  55.  Light  is  the  firft-born  of  all  creatures, 
and  it  is  ccinmioiily  obferved,  that  the  angels  were 
created  at  the  fame  period  of  time.  St-  Auftin 
thinks  them  meant  under  Jiat  lux,  "  let  there 
be  light :"  De  dviute  Dei,  1.  xi.  c,  9.  This  indeed 
i-  only  conjei51:ura!,  and  v;e  have  no  article  of  the 
^\.pofiles'  treed  which  diretls  upon  any  confider- 
atiop.s  of  angels  ;  becaufe  perhaps  it  exceeds  the 
latuUies'of  nun  to  underft?ind  their  nature,  and 
it  may  not  conduce  much  to  our  praiflical  edifica- 
tion to  know  them.  Yet,  however,  this  obferya- 
tion  may  ferve  to  illuftrate  that  beautiful  paffage 
ill  the  b'  ok  of  Job  :  When  "  the  morning-liars 
lang  together,  and  all  the  fons  of  God  {Iioutcd 
for  joy.'* 

Ver.  i8z.  White  has  been  accounted  in  all  ages 
the  peculiar  tindlttre  of  innocence,  and  white  vt[\- 
nisints  worn  by  perfons  delegated  for  facred  of- 
fices, 5cc.  When  our  Saviour  was  transfigured 
before  his  difciples,  his  raiment  became  Hiining, 
"  exceeding  white  as  fnow,"  Mark,  ix.  3. 
When  he  afcended  into  heaven,  the  angels  de- 
fccnded  in  "  white  apparel,"  Ads  i.  10.  "  And 
to  the  fpoufe  of  the  Lamb  was  granted  that  Ihe 
fhould  be  arrayed  in  fine  linen,  clean  and  white, 
■which'  is  the  righteoufnefs  of  the  faints,"  Rev.  xix. 
8.  14-  Hence  the  cuflom  of  the  primitive 
church  of  clothing  the  perfons  baptized  in  white 
garments. 

Inde  parens  facro  ducens  de  fonte  facerdos 
Iniantes,  niveo  corpcre,  mente,  habitu. 

Paulinus,  Epifl-  xii. 

The  heathens  paid  likewife  a  great  regard  to 
white  : 

Color  albus  praecipue  Deo  charus  efl. 

Cicero  de  Leg.  Lib.  ii, 

Ante  aras  flat  veftc  facerdos 

EifTulgcns  nivca.  Silius  Ital.  Lib.  iii. 

Dellus  hie  longe  candenti  veftc  facerdos 
Occurrit.  Faleritn  Flacc.  Lib.  ii. 

And  not  only  the  priefts,  but  likewife  thofe 
who  attended  at  the  facrifices  and  paid  their  de- 
votions to  their  gods : 


Cernite  fulgentes  nt  eat  facer  agnus  ad  zras, 
Tmiftaque  pofl  oka  Candida  turha  comas. 

Tibull.  Lib.  ii.  £kg.  I. 


And  Otfid  : 
Linguis  Candida  turba  favet. 


Fajt.  Lib-  ii. 


I  fhall  only  add  one  paflage  from  Plautus  : 

Ergo  jEqiiius  -vm  erat 

Candidatas  venire,  hoftiatafqtie  ad  hoc 

Fanum.  Rudenf,  A£i.  i.  Sc.  5, 

Ver.  230.  Hygeia  here  performs  her  cf5ce  in 
the  very  manner  fhe  was  ordered  by  Mercy.  I 
have,  after  the, manner  of  Homer,  ufed  the  fame 
ejcpreffions  over  again,  as  when  »fhe  received  the 
mandate.  The  father  of  poetry  coriftantly  makes 
his  envoys  obferve  this  practice,  as  a  mark  of  de- 
cency and  refpe6l. 

Ver.  268.  Anialthea  the  daughter  of  Melifitis 
King  of  Crete,  and  nurfe  of  Jupiter,  who  fed  him 
with  goat's  milk  and  honey.  But  this  fcory  is 
differently  related.  See  Strabo,  1.  x.  Diodor.  Si- 
cul.  1.  iv.  c.  5.  and  Ovid.  Fafl.  1.  v.  It  is  very 
remarkable,  that  the  tranflation  of  the  Septuagint 
ufes  the  expreffion  .'\malthea's  horn,  for  the  name 
of  Job's  third  daughter,  Kercn-happuc  (fo  called 
fron^  her  beauty),  alluding  to  a  Grecian  fable  in- 
vented long  after.  Job  ch.  the  laft,  ver.  I4.  The 
fame  tranflation  likewife  mentions  Arachne  in 
the  ninetieth  Pfa!m,  and  9th  verfe,  which  image 
is  left  out  in  all  our  late  vcrfions.  A  Chriftlan 
poet,  therefore,  may  furely  be  excufed  for  ufing 
the  word  Ambrofia,  &c.  or  drawing  metaphors 
or  comparifons  from  the  P.agan  mythology  in  a 
fcrious  compofition ;  which  is  the  practice  of 
Milton  and  fome  of  the  beft  poets.  The  fault 
only  is,  wh-in  the  poet  weaves  the  heathen  fables 
with  the  Jev;ifh  and  Chriftian  truths.  As  when 
Sannazanus  int.'-oduces  the  furies,  Cerberus,  &c. 
into  his  poem  (which  is  othcrwife  a  very  fcne 
one)  De  partu  Firginis.  And  likewife  when  Ca- 
moens  bl"ends  the  adventures  of  Bacchus  with  th^ 
miracles  of  Chrifl,  <Scc.  \v.  his  Luliad.  But  this'is 
by  the  by. 
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THE  THANKSGIVING. 

The  grave  cannot  praife  Thee ;  death  cannot  celebrate  Thee. — The  living,  the  living,  he  (hall 
praife  Thee,  as  I  do  this  day.  Jfuiah. 


BOOK   V. 

THE  Argument. 

The  effects  which  the  refloration  of  health  ought  to  have  in  the  folitudes  of  fpring.  Rural  profpedlr. 
txcurfion  to  the  battle  at  Tournay.  Reflcdiions  on  the  abufes  of  modern  poeti  y.  '  Hymn  to  the 
ever-bleffed  and  glorious  Trinity  :  ift.  To  God  the  Father,  as  Creator  and  Prelerver  :  adlv  To 
Ood  the  Son,  as  Mediator  and  Redeemer  ;  3dly,  To  God  the  Holy  Ghoft,  as  Sandificr  and  Com- 
forter.    Conclufion. 


Come,  contemplation  !  therefore,  from  thy  haunts, 
From  Spenfer'a   tomb,   (with  reverent  flcps  and 

flow 
Oft  vifited  by  me  ;  certes,  by  all, 
Touch'd  by  the  mufe  :)   from  Richmond's-green 

retreats, 
Where  *  Nature's  bard  the  feafons  on  his  page 
Stole  from   the   year's  rich  hand  :    or   Welwyn 

groves. 
Where  Young,  the  friend  of  virtue  and  of  man, 
Sows  with  poetic  ftars  the  nightly  fong. 
To  Phoebus  dear  as  his  own  day  I   and  drowns 
The  nightingale's  complaint  in  fadder  drains    lO 
And  fweetcr  elegance  of  woe,  O  ccme  ! 
Now  ev'ning  mildly  ftill  and  fofter  funs 
(  Wliile  every  breeze  is  flowing  balm)  invite 
To  tafte  fhe  fragrant  fpirit  of  tlie  fpring 
Salubrious ;  from  mead  or  hawthorn-hedge 
Aromadz'd,  and  pregnant  with  delight 
No  leis  than  health      And  what  a  profpefl  round 
Swells  greenly  grateful  on  the  cherifh'd  eye  ; 
A  univerfal  blufh  !  a  wafte  of  fweets! 
How  live  the  flow'rs,  and,  as  the  zephyrs  blow. 
Wave  a  foft  luftre  on  their  parent-fun,  21 

And  thank  him  with  their  odnirs  for  his  beams ; 
Mild  image  of  himfelf  !  refledled  fair, 
By  fain^nels  fair,  ai;d  amiably  mild 

Hark  !  how  the  airy  echoes  talk  along 
With  undulating  anfwer,  fot't  or  loud. 
The  mocking  femLiiance  of  the  imag'd  voice, 
Babbling  iiinerant  from  wood  to  hill. 
From  hill  to  dale,  and  wake  their  liilers  round. 
To  multiply  delight  upon  the  ear.  30 

As  float  the  clouds,  romantic  fancy  pours 
The  magazines  of  Proteus  forth,  and  builds 
Huge  caftles  in  the  air;  while  veffelsfail 
Spj.-.ious,  along  the  fluid  element; 
Atid  dragons  burn  in  gold,  with  azure  ftains  - 
Sptclcled  :    Ten  thoufand  inconfiftent  (hnpes 
bhift  on  the  eye,  and  through  the  welkin  roll. 

*  JS'Ir.  "James  Thomfoi;. 


Here  tufted  hills !  there  fhintng  villas  rife 
Circling  ;  and  temples,  folemn,  fill  the  mind 
With  beauty,  fplendour,  and  religious  awe  !      40 
Peace  o'er  the  plains  expands  her  fnowy  wing, 
Dove-ey'd  ;  and  huxnm  plenty  lau^s  around  ! 

Far  different  objtiSls  mortify  the  eye 
Along  thy  borders,  Sheldt  :  (with  William's  tears 
Ennobled,  tears  from  brave  humanity 
And  royal  pity  drawrr !  nor  of  his  blood 
Tefs  prodigal !)  inftead  of  hcrbag'd  plains, 
Of  fields  Vi'ith  golden  plenty  waving  wide. 
Of  lowing  vallies,  and  of  fleecy  hills  : 
MHiat  maj,razines  of  death  !  what  flaming  fwords 
Deflruv'^ion  brandifli;   what  a  burnifli'd  glare  5 1 
Of  horror  wanders  round  ;  what  carnage  vile 
Of  dubitable  limbs  :  what  groaning  piles 
Of  dying  warriors  nn  th'  enfanguin'd  earth    - 
(Ev'n  fons  of  Britain,  chiefs  of  high  renown) 
Grov'iing  in  duft,  and  with  unmartial  fires 
Sheer  blafted !  O  'tis  pitiful  to  fight  ! 
It  fmites  the  honed  brain  and  heart !  The  cloud, 
Belch'd  from  the  brazen   throat  of  war,  would 

hide, 
Induftrious,  the  ruin  which  it  fpreads,  60 

As  if  alham'd  of  maffacre — But  hark  ! 

What  dire  explofion  tear-  th'  embowel'd  flcy. 
And  rumbles  from  th'  infernal  caves  .'    1  he  roar 
Of  iEtna's  troubled  caverns,  when  flie  heaves 
Trinacria  from  her  marble  pillars,  fix'd 
On  the  toundations  of  the  foUd  earth, 
Arid  rheris'  bellows  from  her  diftant  dens, 
O'erwhelm  the  ear  ! — A  mine  with  deadly  flores 
Infuriate,  burft;  and  a  whole  fquadron'd  hnU   b-y 
Whirl'd  through  the  riven  air.     A  human  Ihow'r 
With  fmouldry  fmoke  enroll'd  and  wrapt  in  fire, 
To  cover  earth  with  def  hition  drear  !— - 

Curft  be  the  man,  the  monk,  the  fon  of  hell. 
The  triple  Moloch  !  whole  mechanic  brain, 
Malicioiifly  inventive,  from  its  forge. 
Of  cruel  fteel,  the  fulpliur  feeds  of  wrath 
Flalh'd  on  the  vi  orld,  and  taught  us  how  to  kill  j 
To  hurl  the  blazing  ruin,  to  difgurge 
A  a  iiij 
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From  fmoking  brafs  the  ragged  inflruments 

Of  fa.-e,  in  rf'uuiler,  on  the  mangled  files  8o 

Of  g.alla!it  foes  : — the  cowardice  of  hell  ! 

And,  what  the  barb'rous  nations  never  knew, 

(Thoujjh  nourifh'd  by  the  tijjers.  and  their  tongues 

Red  with  the  gore  of  lions^  to  involve 

The  holy  tenipli-s,  the  religious  fanes, 

To  hallelujahs  lacrcd  and  to  peace, 

With  dreadlef-  fires.     Shudd'ring  -he  angels  weep 

At  man's  impiety,  and  feek  the  (kies  : 

T'hey  weep  !   while  nan,  courageous  in  his  guilt. 

Smiles  at  the  infant  wrirting  i-n  his  fpear  ;  90 

*rhe  hoary  head  pollutes  the  flinty  (Ircets 

With  fcanty  bh^od;  and  vir/ins  pray  in  vain. 

Blufh,  biufh!   or  <'wn  Deucalion  for  thy  fire. 

Yet  Ihould  rebellion,  burfting  from  the  caves 
Of  Erebus,  uprear  her  Hydra  form. 
To  poifon,  liberty,  thy  light  divine; 
If  (he,  audaciou?,  flalk  in  open  day, 
And   hifs   againll  the   throne  by  heav'n's  own 

hand 
Eflablifh'd,  and  religion  heav'n-reform'd, 
Britannia!  refcue  earth  from  fuch  a  bane  :       lOO 
Exert  thy  ancient  fpirit ;  urge  thyfelf 
Into  the  bowels  of  the  glowing  war. 
Sweep  her  fropi  day  to  multiply  the  fiends, 
And   fcare  the  damu'd !— and  thou  !  the  God  of 

hofls, 
Supreme  :   the  I^ord  of  lords,  ai",d  King  of  kings! 
Thy  people,  thy  ai.ointed  with  thy  fiiield 
Cover  and  Ihade  :   unbare  thy  rijjhteous  arm, 
And  fave  us  in  the  hollow  of  thy  hand  ! 
Michael  fend,  as  erft  agamll  the  hofl: 
Of  Lucifer,  and  let  his  fword  be  drimk  IIO 

With  rehel-bl  od.     The  battle  is  thy  own; 
When  virtue,  liberty,  religinn  call  r 
Thiiie  is  the  victory  :   the  j^l-ry  thine  I 

Turn,  conteii  plution,  from  this  lavage  fcene 
Of  viflence  and  wafte  :   my  fwiniming  eyes 
Have  loft  the  beauties  of  rhe  vernal  view  ! 

Sweet  aie  the  beauties  of  the  vernal  view  I 
And  yet  devotion  wafts  to  nobler  themes. 
And  lifts  the  foui  toheav'n  '  for  who,  untouch'd, 
With  mental  aiioratioi]   feeling  laud,  I20 

Beholds  this  liviiig-ve^etable  whole, 
Thi'  univcrlal  witncfsof  a  God  I 
Thi  ugh  filent,  yet  convincing,  uncontrord. 
Which  meets  the  Icufe,  and  triumphs  in  the  foul  ? 
I>et  Kie,  by  llaac's  wile  exa  'iple  hr'd. 
When  medi'ation  led  hiiu  through  the  fields, 
Sweetly  in  pious  n  ufings  loft,  adore 
!My  God  !  for  mediia:ion  is  to"  poor, 
Bel  w  the  facrifice  of  Cbriftiin  hearts  : 
riato  cou'd  meditate;  3  Chriftian,  more;         I30 
C^'T.ft'an-,  fro'i\  nle<iitat;^n.  foar  'o  pray'r, 

Methinks  I  hear,  reprov'd  by  nio  lern  wit, 
Or  lathcr  pai^an  .  "  though  ideal  founds 
Soft-wafted  on  'he  zephyr'^  fancy 'd  Wing, 
Steal  tuTieful  f  othi  ,ps  on  the  cafy  ear. 
New  from  liilTus'  gilt3td  mifts  exhal'd  ; 
Though  gently  o'er  the  academic  rjrovcs. 
The  magic  ech'  es  of  unbodied  thoughts 
Roll  their  light  billows  through  th'  unwounded 
airj 
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In  mildeft  undulations'   yet  a  *  prieft,  T40 

Taftelefs  and  peevifh,  with  hi'  jargon  (hrill. 
Scorns  .Academus;  though  its  flow'rs  beftow 
On  Hybla  netftar,  purer  than  her  own, 
From  Plato's  honey-dropping  tongue  diftill'd 
In  copious  ftreams,  devolving  o'er  the  fenle 
Its  fweet  regalement !"  Philodemus,  yes  : 
(Though    learn'd   Lyceum's   cloifte?'s    lead   the 

mind 
Attentive  on,  as  far  as  nature  leads: 
And  Plate,  for  a  heathen,  nobler  dreams 
Than  dream  fome  modern  poets) .  yes,  a  prieft,  I50 
A  prieft  dares  tell  you,  Salem's  hallow'd  walks, 
And  that  illumin'd  mountain,  where  a  God, 
The  God  of  my  falvation,  and  I  hope 
Of  thine,  unutterable  beauty  beam  d, 
(Though  fhaded  from  excefs  of  deity. 
Too  fierce  for  mortal-aching  eyes  to  prove 
The  rufh  of  glory)  me,  defirous,  draw 
From  Athen's  owis,  to  Jordan's  my'; ic  dove. 
Thou  fing  of  nature,  and  the  moral  charms 
Gild  with  thy  painted  mule  :   my  fingers  lift    160 
The  lyre  to  G'sd     Jehovah  !    tloim  ! 
Truth  is  my  leader,   only  fancy,  thine: 
Sweet  Farinelli  of  enervate  fong)  ! 
I  quit  the  myrtle,  for  a  ftarry  crown. 
And  know,  if  fickiiefs  fti  d  her  bluifh  p'agues 
From  fog,  or  fen,  or  town-infecfled  damps, 
(  And,  lure  I'd  pity  thee)  among  thy  veins  : 
Then,  then  no  PlatoniU  !  thy  inmoft  foul 
Will  thank  me  for  this  preaching ;  nor  difdain 
To  breath  itfelf  in  pray'r,  as  low  as  mine  ;        170 
From  God  begin,  with  God  conclude  the  fong; 
Thusg.oritying  with  a  Ch;iftian  zeal. 

Father  of  hcav'n  ana  earth  1   c<;eval  Son  ! 
And  co-exifling  Spirit  !    J  rinal-One  ! 
Myfterious  Deity,    invifible  ; 
Indefinite,  and  Omniprefent  God, 
Inhabi'ir.g  eternity  1   (hall  duft. 
Shall  afhes,  dare  prefume  to  fing  of  thee  ? 
O  for  a  Divid'b  heart,  and  tongue  of  fire 
To  rival  angels  in  my  praife  and  zeal  '.  l8c 

Yet  love  immenle,  and  gratitude,  with  awe 
Religious  mix'd,  fhall  elevate  the  hymn. 
My  heart  enkindle,  and  infpire  my  tongue. 

IFathcr-Crcator  I  who  beholds  thy  works. 
But  catches  infpiration  !   thou  the  earth 
On  nothing  hun^;,  and  halanc'd  in  the  void 
With  a  magnetic  force,  and  central  poife. 
Ocean  of  brightnel's  thou  !  thy  grand  beheft 
Flui;g  on  thy  orb,  the  fun,  a  fparkling  drop. 
To  light  the  ftars,  and  feed  their  filver  urns     19C 
With  unexhaulkd  flame  ;  to  bid  them  fhine 
Eternal  in  thci-  co  rles,  o'er  the  blue 
Which  mantles  night,  and  woo  us  to  repofe 
With  rofcid  radia'ice.      They  harmonious  roll, 
In  majefty  of  motion,  folemn,  loud. 
The  univerfai  hallelujah  :  Iphere, 
In  lucid  order,  quiring  fweet  to  fphere. 
Deep-felt  and  lof-ier  than  a  feraph'siong ; 
The  fyniphony  of  wcll-acsording  worlds !        199 


crates 


The  very  cxprcjftons  cf  one  of  our  difcifks  of  S3' 
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But  man,  thy  beam,  thy  breath>  thy  image,  fhines 
1  he  crown,  the  glory,  and  the  lord  of  all ; 
Of  all  below  the  liars  !  a  plant,  from  heav'n 
Traduc'd,  to  fpread  the  riches  of  its  bloom 
O'er  earth,  and  water'd  vith  ethereal  dews; 
Incorruptible  aliment !  the  birds 
Warble  among  his  boughs ;  the  cattle,  fafe, 
Pafture  within  his  (hade  ;  and  earth  beneath 
Th'  imperial  umbrage  of  hi?  branches  fmiles. 
The  fmiling  earth,  the  fpangled  fpheres,  and  man 
Their   great    Creator    praife  !     but   praife    how 
long,  aio 

Unlefs  by  thy  Almighty  arm  upheld, 
Preferver  infinite-  ?   by  thee  unlefs 
Upheld,  the  earth  wou'd  from  her  bafis  reel ; 
The  fpheres  forego  their  courfes  (off  their  orbs 
The  fiiver  fofmefs  melted  into  fliade), 
Obfcurely  difTonant;    and  n.ortal  mad 
(Void  of  thy  foftering  fires)  his  ftately  form 
To  duft  be  moulder'd     cha<,<s  wou'd  refume 
Her  ancient  anarcJiy  ;  confufion,  rule; 
And  darknefs  fwp.llow  all.      In  thee  we  live,    220 
In  thee  v:c  move  :   our  beings  in  thy  chain, 
I. inlet  to  eternity,  fallen  on  thee, 
The  pillar  of  our  louls !  for  me,  (how  late 
A  neighbour  of  the  worm)  I  when  I  forget 
"jThe  wonders  of  thy  gondnefs  ra}  'd  on  me, 
And  ceii{e  to  celebrate,  with  mattin-harp 
Or  veiper-fong,  thy  plenitude  of  love. 
And  ht'aling  mercy  ;  may  the  nightly  pow'r. 
Which  whifpers  on  my  Humbert,  ceafe  to  breathe 
Her  modulating  impulfe  through  my  foul;       230 
Untun'd,  unhailow'd  !   difcord,  ftring  my  lyre. 
Idly,  my  finger,  prefs  the  fretted  gold, 
Rebellious  to  the  dictates  of  my  hand, 
When  indolent,  to  fwell  the  noies  for  thee. 
Father  of  heav'n  and  earth  !—  Coeval  Son  ! 
(His  word,  his  ellence,  his  efTulgence  pure  I) 
Not  lefs  thy  filial  likenels  T  adore, 
Nor  from  thy  father's  gloiy  aught  disjoin, 
Redeemer  !   Mediator  !   from  the  birth 
Of  uiicreated  time,  thy  Father's  wrath  240 

(Sprung  from  Oninifcience)  !  to  appeafe,  for  man. 
Upright  as  yet,  to  mediate,  mercy  wak'd 
Unbounded  love  in  thee ;  unbounded  love 
Contra(fted  to  the  meafure  of  a  fpan 
Imnicnfity  of  Godhead,  and  thy  crown 
Reft  from  thy  faded  brow.     Liften,  O  earth  ! 
And  wonder,  O  ye  heav'ns  !  Ihall  he,  whofe  feet 
Are  doth'd  with  liars,  (the  glory  of  his  head 
For  who  can  tell)  ?  whofe  looks  divine  illume 
The  dazzei'd  eyes  of  cherubs,  and  the  youth    250 
Of  faints  with  everlafting  bloom  renew  : 
Shall  he,  whnfe  vital  fmileswith  fplendor  fill 
The  circuits  of  creation,  and  I'uftain 
Th'  abodes  of  all  exiflence,  from  the  depths 
Of  hell  beneath,  above  heav'n's  higheft  orb. 
With  life,  and  health,  and  joy  !  fhall  he,  to  God 
Dear  as  hia  eye  and  heart,  engraven  there 
Deep  from  eternity  ;  'alone  belov'd. 
Alone  begotten  I  iay,  fhall  he  become 
A  man  of  grief — for  man  ?  nay  more  his  foe,  260 
Rebellious  next  the  fiends  ?--aftoni{hn-ient 
Had  chain'd  my  tongue  to  filence,  if  the  pow'rs 
Of  tendlieft  pity  and  of  warnicft  love 


Provok'd  not  penfive  meafures,  fadder  ftralns 
Of  elegiac  forrow,  with  the  theme 
Mournfully  varying.      Take,  my  foul  redeem'd  ! 
O  take  :he  moaning  dove's  dew-dropping  wing. 
Fly,  fly  to  Solyma  !   and  melt  thy  woe 
To  Cedron's  murmurs.    'I'hence,  extend  thy  flight 
To  Golgotha's  accurfed  tree.     Behold!  270 

Clouds  roH'd  on  clouds  of  w-rath   (the  blackeft 

•wrath 
Of  an  oflTeiUied  God)  !  his  beauties  fliade  ; 
But  fhade  not  long  :  it  fooh  in  drops  diflblves. 
Sweet  to  ,the  foul  as  manna  to  the  tafle. 
As  )<ride  of  fummcr-flow'r  to  fight  or  fmell  I 
Behind  this  fhadowing  cloud,  this  myflic  gloom. 
The  Sharon  role,  dy'd  in  the  blood  of  heav'n. 
The  hlly  of  the  valley,  white  from  ftain. 
Bows  the  (air  head,  in  lovclincfs  declines. 
And,  iweetly  laiiguifhing,  it  droops  and  dies.   280 
But  dark;/efs  veils  the  fun  :  a  curtain  draw 
Before  the  paffion  ;   beyond  wonder  great. 
Great   beyond    filence! — (Awc-ilruck  paufe    a- 

while---) 
And  heavy  as  the  burden  of  onr  fins! — 
'Tis  finifh'd  '. — Change    the    lyre,    the   numbers 

change ; 
Let  holy  anthem-airs  infpire  the  hymn. 
Glory  ill  heav'n  !  redrmj.ti.j.n  t,>  mankind. 
And  peace  on  earth  !  dominion  1  blcfling  !  praife ! 
Thankfgiving  :   pow  r  I   falvation  to  our  God  ! 
Salvation  to  our  God,  and  to  the  Lamb  '.  290 

And,  co-exifting  Spirit !  thou,  whofe  breath 
My  voice  informs,  (hall  it  be  mute  to  thee. 
Eternal  Paraclete  ?  in  order,  laft. 
Equal  in  glory  to  Omnipotence 
T  he  firfi,  as  to  the  fecond  ;  and  from  both 
Proceeding;   (O  inexplicable  name  I) 
Myllical  Hnkof  the  unnumber'd  Three! 
To  learning,  night ;   to  faith,  the  noon-tide  day. 
Soul  of  the  univerfe  !   thy  wifdom,  firft, 
I'he  rage  compos'd  of  warring  *  eleme  nts,      300 
(The  fubjedl  of  a  nobler  future  fong) 
Yon  all  furrounding  heav'ns  with  cryftal  orbs 
Garnifh'd,  ard  living  gems,  in  goodly  ranks 
And  difciplin'd  array  ;  dividing  nioht 
From  day,  the:r  ordinances  'flablifti'd  fure. 
Moving  the  waters  faw  thee  o'er  their  face  • 
O  God,  the  waters  (aw  thee,  and,  afraid 
Into  their  channels  ihrunk,  (capricious  bed 
Of  liquid  element)  :  and  own'd  their  bounds 
InipalTable,  as  that  eternal  gulf  -j^ 

'Twixt  blifs  and  woe.— Ihe  Prince  of  peace  thy 

beams  ' 

Largely  imbib'd,  when,  dove) ike,  o'er  his  head 
Fafc  by  the  banks  of  Jordan's  facred  flream        ' 
Thy  mantling  wings  dilfus'd  their  heav'nly  hues- 
And  Abba  glorify'd  his  only  Son,  ' 

Well  pleafed.     From  thy  tongues  of  cloven  fire 
Kindled,  the  nations  burn'd  hi  flaming  zeal 
And  unextinguifh'd  charity,  difpers'd 
And  glowing  as  the  fummer  blaze  at  noon.     319 
The  rufhing  winds  on  all  their  wings  convey'd 
Thy  dodrine,  ilrong  to  fhake  the  guilty  foul; 
As  er/l  the  dome,  low -(looping  to  its  bafe. 

The  Elements.     A  ^oem  :  in  four  bods. 
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B..'fore  thy  migluy  prcfence  learn'd  to  bend. 
Thou,  from  the  morning  womb,  upon  our  fouls, 
Barren  and  dry,  thy  fandlifying  dews 
Abroad  in  filent  foftnefs  fheds  :  the  dews 
Of  love  unfpotted,  uncorrupted  joy, 
Obedient  gnndnefs,  temperance  fubdu'd, 
Unfliaken  faith,  and  meeknefs  without  guile. 
Hence  flow  the  odours  out,  our  pray'rs  perfume, 
Like  incenfe,  riflp.g  fragrant  on  the  throne,      331 
From  golden  vials pciir'd  by  elder  hands! 
Extincfl  thy  influential  radiance  Cn, 
Incumbent  on  the  foul,  as  black  as  hell. 
Holds  godlefs  anarchy  :  by  thee  refin'd, 
Incensed,  fublim'd,  and  fandify'd,  the  foul 
Invite?  the  Holiefl  (O  abyfs  of  h)ve  !) 
To  choofe  a  temple,  purer  than  the  fun, 
Incorruptible,  formed  not  by  hands,  339 

Where  befl;  he  loves  to  dwell  — I'hou  all  my  bed. 


Mod  tioly  Comforter  !   in  ficknefs  fmooth'd. 
And  violet  buds  and  rofes  without  thorn 
Shower'd  round  the  couch.     From  darknefs  and 

the  vale 
Of  fliadowy  death,  to  paftures  fair,  arvd  flreams 
Of  comfort,. thy  refrefhing  right  hand  led 
My  wearied  foul,  and  bath'd  in  health  and  joy  I 

To  light  reftor'd,  and  the  fweet  breath  of  heav'n, 
Beneath  thy  olive  boughs,  in  plenteous  flow, 
The  golden  oil  efFufing  on  my  head, 
Of  gladnefs,  let  me  ever  fit  and  fing,  350 

Thy  numerous  Godht-ad  fyiarkling  in  my  foul, 
Thylelf  inftiliing  praifes,  by  thy  ear 
Not  unapprov'd  I   For  wifdom's  fleady  ray 
Th'  enlight'ning  gift  of  tongues,  the  facred  fires 
Of  poefy  are  thine,  united  Three  ! 
Father  of  heav'n  and  earth  !  coeval  Son  '. 
And  coexifling  Spirit  !   Trinal  One  ! 


NOTES  AND  ALLUSIONS  ON  BOOK  V. 


Ver.  44.  This  was  written  at  the  time  of  the 
liege  of  i'ournay. 

Ver. 130.  Far  be  itfrommetofpeakwithdifrefpeiTt 
of  this.  Pagan  philofcpher.  F^r  my  part,  1  could 
almnft  declare  my  admiration  of  Plat  's  beautiful 
defcriptions,  &c.  in  the  words  of  B.  Johnibn  on 
Shakfpeare  :  "  To  juftify  (fays  he)  my  own  can- 
douK,  I  honour  his  memory  (on  this  fide  idolatry) 
as  much  as  any."  See  his  Difcoverits,  vol.  ii.  foi. 
of  his  works,  p.  98. 

I  or.ly  here  would  oLferve  how  falfely,  not  to 
fay  impioufly,  fome  modern  writers  feem  to  take 
pains  to  recommend  Plato's  ideal  morality,  in  op- 
pofition  to  the  glorious  dodlrines  fo  fully  revealed 
in  the  holy  fcriptures. 

Ver.  146.  Alluding  to  Q^SeAanus's  admirable 
fatires ;  who  introduces  much  fuch  another  cha- 
raifter  under  this  name.  The  true  author,  as  we 
are  informed  by  Monf.  Blainville  in  his  curious 
travel*,  is  Monf.  Sergardi,  one  of  the  fineft  and 
politeft  gentlemen  of  Rome  ;  by  Philodemus,  he 
means  one  Gravina,  an  atheiftical  pretender  to 
philofophy,  t!ie  Greek  language,  &c.  He  thus 
maker,  him  boafl  of  himfelf,  as  if  he  drew  the 
principles  of  his  fyflem  from  Socrates. 

Nos  etenim  (puto  jam  nofti)  dodli  fumus,  et  quos 
Socratici  coepi  tradlandos  moUiter  arte 
Sordibus  emergunt  vulgi,  totaque  probantur 
Urbe. 

SeeQ^SecSani  Satyr,  4to.  vol.  i.  fat.  I.  lib.  I. 
V.  108,  &c. 

Ver  299.  The  Heathens  frequently  give  the  ap- 
pellation ol  Soul  or  Spirit  to  God. 

Thus  Virgil : 

Cosium  et  tcrram  canipofque  liquentes, 
Luccntemque  glolium  lunje,  Tiiaiiiaque  aftra 
Spiritus  intus  agit. 

That  he  means  God  by  Spirit,  appears  from 
another  place. 
I 


Deum  ire  per  omnes 


Terrafque  tradufque  mai-is  ccslumque  profundum. 
And  Zeno's  opinion  is  very  remarkable  ; 

See  Ladaiitius,  B.  vii.  c.  3.  and  Diogenes  Laer- 
tius  in  the  life  of  Zeno. 

Ver.  306.  Cicero  tells  us  that  it  was  Thales's 
opinion  that  God  was  the  Spirit  which  created 
all  things  from  the  water.  Thales  aquam  dixit 
cffe  initium  rercm,  Deum  autem  efic  mentem 
qua  ex  aqua  cun«5la  fingerct.    De  Nat.  Deor.  1.  I. 

Ver.  2)''''^.  I'lie  very  Heathens  imagined  a  com* 
motion  in  nature  at  tlie  prefence  of  the  Deity. 

Vibratus  ab  asthere  fulgor 


Cum  fonitu  venit,  ruere  omnia  vifa  repente. 

JEncU^  lib   %. 
And  in  another  place,  Virgil : 

Vix  ea  fatus  eram,  tremere  omnia  vifa  tepcnte 
Limiiiaquc  laurulque  Dei,  totufquc  moveri 
Mons  circum.  JEneh^  lib.  3. 

So  iikewifc  Statius: 

Mirabur  cur  templa  mihi  tremuere  Dian.-e. 

Ihcb.  lib.  4. 
And  Seneca  : 

Imo  mugit  e  fundo  fohim, 

Tonat  dies  ferenus,  ac  totis  domus 

Ut  frada  tedlis  crepuit.  Thyejlcs,  AB.  2.  - 

Ver.  324.  Pfalm  ex.  3.  This  is  a  noble  metaphor 
to  exprefs  the  beauties  and  graces  of  tlie  rioly 
Spirit.  S  •  that  "  from  the  v/omb  of  the  morn- 
ing" in  the  Pfalmift,  fignijies  this  :  From  the 
heavenly  light  of  the  gofp'.-l,  which  is  the  wing 
or  beam  whereby  the  Sun  of  Righteoiifnefs  re- 
vtaleth  himfelf,  and  breakch  out  upon  the  world, 
the  people  fhall  adorn  thcmfelves  from  the  firft 
I'orming  of  Chrifl  in  them,  with  the  dews  of 
grace,  and  the  gifts  and  emanations  of  the  Holy 
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Ghoft  ;  which  are  love,  joy,  peace,  long-fuffering, 
gentlenefs,  goodnefs,  faith,  meeknef';,  temperance. 
Gal.  V.  22,  &c.  When  the  Spirit  of  Chrift  biow- 
eth  thus  upon  us,  and  the  dews  of  grace  are  pour- 
ed into  our  hearts,  then  the  fpices  flow  out,  which 
arife  from  the  holy  duties  and  fpiritual  infufions 
mentioned  above. 

Ver.  332.  Rev.  v.  8.  The  four  and  twenty  el- 
ders fell  down  before  the  Lamb,  having  every 
one  of  them  harps  and  golden  vials  full  of  odours, 
■which  are  the  prayers  of  the  faints;  that  is,  the 
prayers  of  good  men  are  as  grateful  to  God  as  in- 
cenfe  from  the  tabernacle.  So  David,  Ff.  siv.  2, 
"  Let  my  prayer  be  dire>5led  to  the'e  as  incenfe." 

Ver.  34S.  Alluding  to  the  two  olive  branches 
in  Zechariah,  ch.  iv.  ver.  11.  and  12.  which  emp- 
ty the  golden  oil  out  cf  themfclves.  Amnngfl  o- 
ther  expofitions  of  which  words,  Junius  and  Tar- 
novius  interpret  them  to  mean  the  various  gifts 
and  effufions  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  which  are  by 
Chrifl  derived  upon  the  church.  For  Chrifl  is 
called  the  Mtlliah,  on  account  of  his  being  a- 
nointed  with  the  "  oil  of  gladncfs,"  Pi",  xiv.  8. 
And  St.  Joiin,  fpeaking  thus  of  the  Holy  Ghoft  : 
"  Ye  have  an  undion  from  the  Holy  One,"  i  John 
ii.  20.  "  The  anointing  which  ye  received  Irom 
Jiim  abideth  in  you,"  John  ii.  27. 

To  conclude  ;  a  recovery  from  the  fmall-pox, 
a  few  years  ago,  gave  occafion  to  the  preceding 
poem.  I  only  at  firfL  (in  gratitude  to  the  great 
Phyfician  of  fouls  and  bodies)  defigned  to  have 
publifhed  this  hymn  to  the  Trinity  upon  a  reco- 
very from  ficknefs.  But  the  fubjecft  being  very 
extenfive,  and  capable  of  admitting  ferious  reflec- 
tions on  the  frail  Hate  of  humanity,  I  expatiated 
farther  upon  it.  It  cannot  be  fuppofed  that  I 
fhould  treat  upon  fuknefs  in  a  medicit;al,  but  only 
jrt  a  defcriptive,  a  moral,  and  religious  manner: 
the  verCfication  is  varied  accordingly;  the  defcrip- 
tive parts  being  more  poetical,  the  moral  more 
plain,  and  the  religious,  Jfcr  the  moll  part,  drawn 
from  the  holy  fcriptutes.  I  have  juft  taken  luch 
notice  of  the  progrefs  of  the  fmall-pox,  as  may 
give  the  reader  fome  fmall  idea  of  it,  without  of- 
fending his  imagination.  Thefe  few  notes  are  not 
intended  for  the  learned  reader,  but  added  to  afTift 
thofe  who  may  not  be  fo  well  acquainted  with 
the  clafTical  and  other  allufions.  1  do  not  remem- 
ber to  have  feen  any  other  poem  on  the  fame  fub- 
je<5t  to  lead  me  on  the  way,  and  therefore,  it  is  to 
be  hoped,  the  good-natured  reader  will  more  rea- 
dily excufe  its  blemifhes. 


1  have  here  added,  by  way  of  conclufion  to  the 
notes,  a  Ihort  hymn,  written  (when  very  young) 
in  the  great  epidemical  cold  in  1732. 


A  HYMN  IN  SICKNESS, 

0  Lord  '.  to  thee  I  lift  my  foul, 
To  thee  dirc<Sl:  my  eyes, 

While  fate  in  every  vapour  rolls, 
And  fick'ning  nature  iighs. 

Ev'n  air,  the  vehicle  of  life, 

The  foft  recefs  of  breath, 
Is  made  the  harbinger  of  fate. 

And  poifon'd  dart  of  death. 

No  gentle  (trains  relieve  my  ears  ; 

But  hark  !   the  palling  toil. 
In  a  long  fadly-lolemn  knell, 

Alarms  anew  my  foul. 

No  lovely  prnfpe<fl  meets  my  eye. 

But  melancholy  fear, 
Attended  with  the  hollow  pomp 

Of  ficknefs  and  defpair. 

My  fins  wide-ftaring  in  my  face. 

In  ghaftly  guife  alarm  ; 
The  pleafing  fins  of  wanton  youth, 

In  many  a  fatal  charm. 

1  fink  beneath  their  black  approach : 

My  God  !  thy  mercy  lend  ; 
Let  hope  her  healing  wings  difTufe; 
O  fnatch  me  from  the  fiend  1 

I  feel,  I  feel  thy  faving  health  : 

New  raptures  fill  my  heart  : 
A  fhining  train  of  blifs  fucceeds; 

The  gloomy  fcenes  depart. 

Though  firaining  coughs  this  mortal  frame 

To  diffolution  bring, 
Yct,dreary  death  in  v^in  affrights 

And  points  in  vain  his  fting  : 

If  gracious  Heaven  at  that  fad  hour 

Its  guardian  arm  extend  ; 
If  angels  watch  my  parting  foal, 

And  fave  me  at  my  end. 

O  Lord,  or  let  me  live  or  die, 

Thy  holy  will  be  done  1 
But  let  me  live  alone  to  thee, 

And  die  in  thee  aionc. 


AN    HYMN    TO    MAY. 

Nunc  formofiflTimus  annus.         Virgil,  . 


PREFACE. 

As  Spenfer  is  ihc  moft  defcriptive  and  fiorid  of  j  his  manner,  in   the  following  vernal   poetvi.     I 
^11  our  Engliih  writers,  1  attemj^ted  to  imitate  ■  have  been  very  fparing  of  the  antiquated  words, 
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■which  are  too  frequent  in  moft  of  the  imitations 
of  this  author;  however,  I  have  introduced  a  few 
here  and  there,  which  are  explained  at  the  bot- 
tom of  each  page  where  tney  occur.  Shakfpeare 
ii  the  poet  of  nature,  in  adapting  the  affections 
and  pallions  to  his  characters;  and  Spenfer  in  de- 
fcribing  her  delightful  fcenes  and  rural  beauties. 
His  lines  are  moft;  mufically  fweet,  and  his  de- 
fcriptions  moft  delicately  abundant,  even  to  a 
wantonnefs  cf  painting;  but  ftill  it  is  the  mufic 
and  painting  of  nature.  We  find  no  ambitious 
ornaments  or  epigrammatical  turns  in  his  writ- 
ings, but  a  beautiful  fnnplicity  ;  which  pleafes  far 
above  the  glitter  of  pointed  wit.  I  endeavoured 
to  avoid  the  affeiftation  of  the  one,  without  any 
hopes  of  attaining  the  graces  of  the  other  kind  of 
Wilting. 

Te  fequor,  O  noftrx  gentis  decus  I  inque  tuis  nunc 
Fisa  pedum  pono  preflis  veftigia  fignis  : 
Non  ita  certandi  cupidus,  quam  propter  amorem 
Quodte  imitariaveo :  Quidenimcontendathirundo 
Cycnis  ? —  Lucretius. 

A  modern  writer  has,  I  know,  objedled  againft 
running  the  verfe  into  alternate  and  ftanza  :  But 
Mr.  Prior's  authority  is  fufhcient  for  me,  who 
obferves  that  it  allows  a  greater  variety,  and  fl;ill 
prefcrves  the  digidty  of  the  verfe.  As  I  profeffed 
myfelf  in  this  canto  to  take  Spenfer  for  my  mo- 
del, I  chofe  the  ftanza;  which  I  think  adds  both 
a  fweetnefs  and  folemnity  at  the  fame  time,  to 
fubjefts  of  this  rural  and  flowery  nature.     The 


moft  defcriptive  of  our  old  poets  have  always  ufed 
it  from  Chaucer  down  to  Fairfax,  and  even  long 
after  him.  I  followed  Fletcher's  meafure  in  his 
Purple  Ifland  ;  a  poem  printed  at  Cambridge  in 
twelve  cantos  in  quarto,  fcarce  heard  of  in  this 
age,  yet  the  bed  in  the  allegorical  way  (next  to 
the  Faery  Queen)  in  the  Englifh  language.  The 
Alexandrine  line,  1  think,  is  peculiarly  graceful 
a!  the  end,  and  is  an  improvement  on  ShaklVeare's 
Venus  and  Adonis.  After  all,  Spenfer's  hymns 
will  excufe  me  for  ufing  this  meafure ;  and  Sca- 
liger,  in  the  third  book  of  his  Poetics,  tells  us 
(from  Dydimus)  that  the  hymns  of  the  Athenians 
were  fung  to  the  lyre,  the  pipe,  or  fome  mufical 
inftrisnient :  And  this,  of  all  other  kinds  of  verfe, 
is  certainly  lyrical.  But  enough  of  the  ft;anza: 
For  (as  Sir  William  Davenant  obferves  in  his  ad- 
mirable preface  to  Gondibert)  numbers  in  verfe, 
like  diftinCl  kinds  of  mufic,  are  compofed  to  the 
uncertain  and  different  taftc  of  feveral  ears.  1 
hope  1  have  no  apology  to  make  for  defcribing 
the  beauties,  the  pleafures,  and  the  loves  of  the 
feafon,  in  too  tender  or  too  florid  a  manner.  The 
nature  of  the  fubject  required  a  luxurioufnefs  of 
verfification,  and  a  foftnefs  of  fentiment ;  but  they 
are  pure  and  chafte  at  the  fame  time,  otherwife 
this  canto  had  neither  been  ever  written  or  offer- 
ed to  the  public.  If  the  fentiments  and  verfe  be 
florid  and  tender,  I  fhall  excuse  myfelf  in  the  words 
of  Virgil  (though  not  in  his  fenfe) 

Nunc  moUiffima  fandi 

Tempora ! 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


Subject  propofed.  Invocation  of  May.  Defcription  of  her :  Her  operations  op  nature.  Bounty 
recommended  ;  in  particular  at  this  feafon.  Vernal  apoftrophe.  Love  the  ruling  paffion  in  May. 
The  celebration  of  Venus  her  birth-day  in  this  month.     Rural  retirement  in  fpring.     Conclufion. 


Ethereal  daughter  of  the  hifty  Spring, 

And  fweet  Favonius,  ever  gentle  May  1 

Shall  I,  unblam'd,  prelume  of  thee  to  fiiig, 

And  with  thy  living  colours  gild  my  by  ? 

Thy  genial  fpirit  mantles  in  my  brain  ; 

My  numbers  languiih  in  a  foftcr  vein  : 

I  pant,  too  emulous,  to  flow  in  Spenfer's  flrain. 

Say,  mild  Aurora  of  the  blooming  year, 
With  ftorms  when  winter  blackens  nature's  face  ; 
When  whirling  winds  the  howling  forell  tear. 
And  fhakc  the  folid  mountains  from  their  bafe  : 
Say,  what  refulgent  chambers  of  the  fl:y 
Veil  thy    beloved  glories  from  the  eye, 
'    For  which  the  nations  pine,  and  earth's  fair  chil- 
dren die  ? 

Where  *  Leda'»  twins,  forth  from  their  diamond 

tow'r. 
Alternate  o  cr  the  night  their  beams  divide  ;- 
In  light  embofiim'd,  happy,  and  fecure 
From  winter  rage,  thou  c.hoofcft  to  abide. 


*^Cafior  and  Fallux. 


Bleft  refidence  !   For,  there,  as  poet's  tell, 
f  The  power's  of  poetry  and  wifdom  dwell; 
Apollo  wakes  the  arts  ;  the  mufes  llrike  the  Ihell. 

I   Certes  o'er  Rhedicyna's  laurell'd  mead, 
(For  ever  fpread,  ye  laurels,  green  and  new)  ! 
The  brother  ftars  their  gracious  nurture  Ihed, 
And  fecret  bleffuigs  of  poetic  dew. 
They  bathe  their  horfes  in  the  learned  flood, 
With  flame  recruited  for  the  ethereal  road, 
And  deem   fair  Ifis'   fwans    ||    fair  as  their  fa 

god. 
Nofooner  April,  trimm'd  with  girlands  §  gay. 
Rains  fragrance  o'er  the  world,  and  kindly  Ihow'rs; 
But,  in  the  eafleni  pride  of  beauty,  May, 
'i'o  gladden  earth,  forfakes  her  hcav'nly  bow'rs, 

f  T/je  Gemini  are  fuppofed  to  prejide  over  learned 
men.  See  Pontanus  in  his  beautijul  poem  called  Uraiiia, 
Lib.  a.  de  Geminis. 

\  Surely,  certciinly.  Ibid. — Rhedicyna,&c.  Oxford. 

11  "Jupiter  decei-ved  Leda  in  the  Jhape  of  a  f-wan^  as 
Jhe  ivas  bathing  herfelfjn  the  river  Eumt-u. 

§   Ourlands, 


HYMN  T 

Reftorin*  nature  from  her  palfy'd  ftate. 
April,  retire;  ne  *  longer  nature  wait; 
Soon  may  flie   iflue  from  the  morning's  golden  ■ 
gate. 

Come,  bounteous  May!   in  fulnefs  of  thy  might, 
Lead  briflcly  on  the  mlrth-infnfinjr  hours, 
All-recent  from  the  bofom  of  delight. 
With  nedtar  nurtur'd  ;  and  involv'd  in  flow'rs  : 
Byfpring's  fweet  blufli,  b)' nature's  teeming  womb ; 
By  Hebe's  dimply  fmile,  by  Flora's  bloom  ; 
By  Venus'  felf   (for  Venus'   felf  demands  thee) 
come ! 

By  the  warm  figjhs,  in  dewy  even-tide, 

Of  melting  maidens  in  the  woodbine  groves. 

To  pity  loofen'd,  foften'd  down  from  pride  ; 

By  billing  turtles,  and  by  cooing  doves  ; 

By  the  youth's  plainings  ftealing  on  the  air, 

(For  youths  will  plain,  thoughyielding  be  the  fair) 

Hither  to  blefs  the  maidens  and  the  youths  repair. 

With  dew  befpangled,  by  the  hawthorn  buds, 
With  frefhnefs  breathmg,  by  the  daify'd  plains. 
By  the  mix'd  mufic  of  the  warbling  woods, 
And  jovial  f  roundelays  of  nymphs  and  fwains ; 
Tn  thy  full  energy,  and  rich  array. 
Delight  of  earth  and  heaven  I   O  blefled  May  I 
From  heav'n   defcend  to  earth  :    on  earth  vouch- 
fafe  to  flay. 

She  comes  ! — A  filken  !f  camus,  em'ral'd-green. 
Gracefully  loofe,  adown  her  (boulders  floivs, 
(Fit  to  enfold  the  limbs  of  Paphos'  queen) 
And  with  the  labours  of  the  needle  glows, 
II  Purfled  by  nature's  hand  !     The  amorous  air 
And  mufky  weftern  breezes  fafl:  repair,  [hair. 

Her  mantle  proud  to  fwell,  and  wanton  with  her 

Her  hair  (but  rather  threads  of  light  it  feems) 
With  the  gay  honours  of  the  fpring  entwin'd, 
Copious,  unbound,  in  ne^har'd  ringlets  ftreams. 
Floats  glitt'ring  on  the  fun,  and  fcents  the  wind, 
JLove-fick  with  odours  ! — Now  to  order  roll'd, 
It  melts  upon  her  bofom's  dainty  mould, ' 
Or,  curling  round  her  wafte,  difparts  its  wavy  gold. 

Young  circling  rofes,  blulhing  round  them  throw 
The  fweet  abundance  of  their  purple  rays. 
And  lilies,  dipp'd  in  fragrance,  frefhly  blow, 
With  blended  beauties  in  her  angel  face. 
The  humid  radiance  beaming  frnm  her  eyes 
The  air  and  feas  illumes,  the  earth  and  ikies; 
And  open,  where  flie  fmiles,  the  fweets  of  Paradifc. 

On  zephyr's  wing  the  laughing  goddefs  view, 
DiftiUiiig  balm.     She  cleaves  the  buxom  air. 
Attended  by  the  filver-footcd  dew, 
The  ravages  of  winter  to  repair. 
She  gives  her  naked  bofom  to  the  gales, 
Her  naked  bofom  down  the  ether  fails  ; 
Her  bofom  breathes  delight ;  her  breath  the  fpring 
exhales. 

All  as  the  Phoenix  in  Arabian  Ikies, 

New  burnifh'd  from  his  fpicy  funeral  pyres, 


*  Nor. 

f  A  light gozvn. 


■\    Song!. 
Jj    Flourijhsd  ivlth  a  neidk. 


0    MAY.  3?i 

At  large,  in  rofeal  *  undulation  flies ; 
His  plumage  dazzles  and  the  gazer  tires  : 
Around  their  king  the   plumy  nations  wait, 
Attend  his  triumph,  and  augment  his  ftate  : 
He  t«w'ring,  claps  his  wings,  and  wins  th'  ethe- 
real height. 

So  round  this  phcenix  of  the  gawdy  year 

A  thoufand,  nay,  ten  thoufand  fports  and  fmiles, 

Fluttering  in  gold,  along  the  hemifphere, 

Her  praiies  chaunt  :  her  praifes  glad  the  ifles. 

Confcious  of  her  approach  (to  deck  her  bow'rs) 

Earth  from  her  fruitful  lap  and  bofom  pours 

A  wafte  of  fpringing  fweets,  and  voluntary  flow'rs. 

f  NarcilTus  fair,  in  fnowy  velvet  gown'd  ; 

Ah  foolifh  !  ftill  to  love  the  fountain-brim  : 

\  Sweet  hyacinth,  by  Phoebus  ||  erR  bemoan'd ; 

And  tulip,  flaring  in  her  powder'd  trim. 

Whate'er,  ^  Armida,  in  thy  gardens  blew; 

Whate'er  the  fun  inhales,  or  fips  the  dew  ; 

Whate'er  compofe  the  chaplet  on  lanthes'  brow. 

He  who  ^  undaz'd  can  warder  o'er  her  face. 

May  gain  upon  the  folar  blaze  at  noon  ! — 

What  more  than  female  fweetnefs  and  a  grace 

Peculiar  I   fave,  lanthe,  thine  alone. 

Ineffable  effufion  of  the  day  ! 

So  very  much  the  fame,  that  lovers  fay. 

May  is  lanthe  ;  or  the  dear  lauthe  Alay. 

So  far  as  doth  the  harbinger  of  day 

The  leffer  lamp*!  of  night  in  **  flieen  excel; 

So  far  in  fweetnefs  and  in  beauty  May 

Above  all  other  mouths  doth  bear  the  bell 

So  far  as  May  doth  other  months  exceed. 

So  far  in  virtue  and  in  +|-  goodlihead, 

Above  all  other  nymphs  lanthe  bears  the  \\  mead 

Welcome  I  as  to  a  youthful  poet,  wine. 

To  fire  his  fancy  and  enlarge  his  foul  ; 

He  weaves  the  laurcl-chaplet  with  the  vine, ' 

And  grows  immortal  as  he  drains  the  bowl. 

Welcome  !   as  beauty  to  the  lovefick  fwaln. 

For  which  he  long  had  figh'd,  b'lt  fiijh'd  in  vain; 

He  darts  into  her  arms;  quick  vaniflies  his  pain. 

*  PUny  tells  us,  Lib.  II.  that  the  phcenix  is  O' 
lout  the  hignef  of  an  eagle  :  The  feathers  round  the 
neckjloining  like  gold,  the  holy  of  a  pur ph  colour,  the 
tail  blue,  ivilh  fathers  refembling  rofes.  See  Claudian's 
fine  poem  on  that  fubjeSl,  and  .\iarcellus  Donatus,  ivha 
has  a  fbort  Jijprtation  on  the phanix,  inhis  Ohfr-vatioiu 
on  Tacitus.  Annal.  Lib.  6.  Weftley  on  Job,  and 
Sir  Thomas  Brown's  Vulgar  Errors. 

f  A  beautiful  youth,  luho,  beholding  his  face  in  it 
fountain,  fell  in  love  luitb  himfelf,  and  pinina  aivay 
ivas  changed  into  a  floiuer  ivhich  bears  his  name.  See 
Ovid's  Metam'>rph  fes,  lib.  3. 

\  Beloved  and  turned  into  a  flo"^ver  ly  Apollo.  See 
the  fiory  in  Ovid,  Met  lib.  lO.  There  is  lilcivife  a  cu- 
rious dialogue  in  Lucian  bettvixt  Mercury  and  Apollo  on 
this  fuhjeSi  Serviu! ,  iti  his  notes  on  Firgil's  fecond  Bu- 
colic  takes  the  hyacinth  to  be  the  vacinium  of  the  Latin; ^ 
bearing  foms  fimit'itude  "uiith  the  name. 

II    Formely  :   long  aero 

§    See  Tamo's  II  Gojfrcdo.      Canto.  16. 

\    Uudazzled.  *^   Brightnefs.      Shining^ 

If-   Beauty.      .    ij  I'ri^e,"  1 
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The  drowzy  elements,  arouz'd  by  thee. 

Roll  to  harmonious  inealures,  aiflive  all  I 

Earth,  water,  air,  and  fire,  with  feeling  glee, 

£xult  to  celebrate  thy  fcftival. 

Fire  glows  intenftr  ;  I'of'er  blows  the  air ; 

More  fniooth  the  waters  flow  ;  earth  fmiles  more 

fair  : 
Earth,  water,  air,  and  fire,  thy  glad'ning  impulfe 

ftiare. 

What  boundlefs  tides  of  fplendour  o'er  the  flcies, 
O'orflowing     brightnefs!    Jlream     their    golden 

rays! 
Heav'ns  azure  kindles  with  the  varying  dies, 
RcfleiSs  the  glory,  and  returns  the  blaze. 
Air  whitens;  wide  the  trafls  of  ether  been 
With  colours  damafk'd  rich,  and  goodly  (been, 
And  all  above  is  blue,  and  all  below  is  green. 
At  thy  approach,  the  wild  waves'  loud  uproar 
And  foamy  furges  of  the  mad'ning  main. 
Forget  to  heave  their  mountains  to  the  fnore  ; 
DifFus'd  into  the  level  of  the  plain. 
For  thee,  the  Halcyon  builds  her  fummer's  neft  ; 
For  thee,  the  ocean  fmooths  her  troubled  breaft. 
Gay  from  thy  placid  faiiles,  in  thy  own  purple 

drtft. 

Have  ye  not  feen,  in  gentle  even  tide. 
When  Jupiter  the  earth  hath  richly  fhower'd. 
Striding  the  clouds,  a  bow  *  dilpreddcn  wide 
As  if  with  light  inwove,  and  gayly  flower'd 
With  bright  variety  of  blending  dies  ? 
White,  purple,  yellow  melt  along  the  (kies. 
Alternate  colours  (ink,  alternate  colouis  rife. 

The  earths  embroidery  then  have  ye  ey'd, 
And  fmile  of  blofToms,  yellow,  purple,  white; 
Their  vernal-tindur'd  leaves,  luxurious,  dy'd 
In  flora's  liv'ry,  painted  by  the  light. 
Light*'  painred  children  in  the  breezes  play, 
l,ay  out  their  dtwy  bofoms  to  the  ray, 
1'heir  foft  enamel  fpread,  and  beautify  the  day. 

From  the  wide  altar  of  the  foodful  earth 

'I'he  flow'rs,  the  herbs,  the  plants,  their  incenfs 

roll; 
The  orchards  fwell  the  ruby-tin(5tur'd  birth  ; 
The  vermil  gardens  breathe  the  fpicy  foul. 
Grateful  to  May,  the  nedar-fpirit  flies. 
The  wafted  clouds  of  lavifh'd  odours  rife. 
The   zephyr's    balmy   burthen,   worthy  of  the 

ikies. 

The  bee,  the  golden  daughter  of  the  fpring. 
From  mead  to  mead,  in  wanton  labour,  roves, 
And  loads  its  little  thigh,  or  gilds  its  wing 
With  all  the  cfl'cncc  of  theflulhing  groves : 
Extrads  the  aromatic  fi.ul  of  flow'rs. 
And,  humming  in  delight,  its  waxen  bow'rs 
Fills  wiih  the  lufclous  ipoils,  and  lives  ambrofial 

hours. 
Touch'd  by  thee.  May,  the  flocks  and  lully  droves 
That  low  in  pailures,  or  on  mountains  bleat, 
Revive  their  frolics  and  renew  their  loves, 
Stung  to  the  marrow  with  a  generous  heat. 


The  (lately  coiirfer,  bouiiding  o'er  the  plain, 
Shakes  to  the  winds  the  honours  of  his  mane, 
(High-arch'd  his  neck)  and,  fnuffing,  hopes  the 
dappled  train. 

Tlie  aereal  fongfters  footh  the  lift'ning  groves  : 
The  mellow  thrufli,  the  '  ouzie  fweetly  Ihrijl, 
And  little  linnet  celebrate  their  loves 
In  hawthorn  valley,  or  on  tufted  hill; 
The  loaring  lark,  the  lowly  nightingale, 
A  thorn  her  jiillow,  trills  her  doleful  tale. 
And  melancholy  mufic  dies  along  the  dale. 

This  gay  exuberance  of  gorgeous  fpring. 
The  gilded  mountain,  and  the  herbag'd  v^le. 
The  woods  that  bioffom,  and  the  birds  that  fing, 
The  murmuring  fountain  and  the  breathing  dale  : 
The  dale,  the  fountains,  birds  and  woods  delight. 
The  vales,  the  mountains  and  the  fpring  invite. 
Yet  unadornd  by  May,  no  longer  charm  the  fight. 

When  nature  laughs  around,  fhall  man  alone, 
Thy  image,  hang  (ah  me  !)  the  lickly  head  .' 
When  nature  fings,  fliall  nature's  glory  groan. 
And  languifh  for  the  pittance  poor  of  bread  ! 
O  may  the  man  that  fhall  his  image  fcorn, 
Alive,  be  ground  with  hunger,  mofl  forlorn. 
Die  f  unanell'd,  and   dead,  by  dogs   and  kites  be 
torn. 

Curs'd  may  he  be  (as  if  he  were  not  fo). 
Nay  doubly  curs'd  be  fuch  a  breaft;  of  {leel. 
Which  never  melted  at  another's  woe. 
Nor  tendernefs  of  bowels  knew  to  feci. 
His  heart  is  black  as  hell,  in  flowing  flora 
Who  hears  the  needy  crying  at  his  door. 
Who  hears  them  cry,  |  ne  recks ,  but  I'ufi'ers  them 
be  poor. 

But  bleft,  O  move  than  doubly  bled  be  he! 
Let  honour  crown  him  and  eternal  reft, 
Whofe  boloni'the  fweer  fount  of  charity. 
Flows  out  to  §  nourfle  innocence  diflrcfl. 
His  ear  is  open  to  the  widow's  cries. 
His  hand  the  orphan's  cheek  of  forrow  dries; 
Like  mercy's  teif  he  looks  on  want  with  pity's 
eyes. 

In  this  bleft  feafon,  pregnant  with  delight, 

II  Ne  may  the  boading  owl  with  fcreeches  wound 

The  folemn  fileuci;  of  t!'.e  quiet  night, 

Ne  croaking  raven,  with  unhallow'd  found, 

Ne  damned  ghoft  ^  affray  with  deadly  yell 

The  waking  lover,  rais'd  by  mighty  fpell. 

To  pale  the  ftars,  till  Hefpcr  fliine  it  back  to  hell. 

Ne  witches  rifle  gibbets,  by  the  moon, 
(With  horror  winking,  trembling  all  with  fear) 
Of  many  a  clinking  chain,  and  canker'd  bone  ; 
Nor  imp  in  viGonary  fViipe  appear. 
To  biafi  tiie  thriving  verdure  of  the  plain  ; 
Ne  let  hobgoblin,  ne  the  pcnk,  profane 
With  ftiatlowy  glare  the  light,  and  mad  the  burfl- 
ingbr.uu. 


•  Spread. 


*   Bladoird. 

\   Nor  is  iiincenid, 

\\  Nor, 


f   Without  a  funeral  Luell. 
§    'To  nurfc, 

*:  /{[.hit. 
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Vet  fairy-elves  (fo  *  ancient  cuftoni's  will) 
The  green -gown'd  fairy  elves,  by  (tarry  f  flieen, 
May  gambol  or  in  valley  or  on  hill. 
And  leave  their  footdeps  on  the  circled  green. 
Full  lightly  trip  it,  dapper  Mah,  around  ; 
Full  I  featiy,  Ob'ron,  thou,  o'er  grafs-turf  bound  : 
Mab  brufhes  ofF  no  dew-drops,   Ob'ron   prints  no 
ground. 

§  Ne  bloody  rumours  violate  the  ear, 

Of  city's  fack'd,  and  kingdoms  defolate. 

With  plague  or  fword,  with  peftilcnce  or  war ; 

Ne  rueful  murder  (lain  thy  era-date  ; 

Ne  fhamelcfs  calumny,  for  fell  defpight, 

The  fouleft  fiend  that  e'er  blafphem'd  the  light. 

At  lovely  lady  rail,  nor  grin  at  courteous  knight. 

Ne  wailing  in  our  ftreets  nor  fields  be  heard, 
Ne  voice  of  mifery  affault  the  heart ; 
Ne  fatherlefs  from  table  be  debar'd  ; 
Ne  piteous  tear  from  eye  of  forrow  ftart ; 
But  plenty,  pour  thyfelf  into  the  bowl 
Of  bounty-head;  may  never  want  controul 
That  good,  good-honefc  man,  who  feeds  the  fa- 
mlfli'd  foul. 

Now  let  the  trumpet's  martial  thunders  fleep; 

The  viol  wake  alone,  and  tender  flute  : 

The  Phrygian  lyre  with  fprightly  fingers  fweep, 

And,  Erato,  diffolve  the  Lydian  lute. 

Yet  Clio  frets,  and  burns,  with  honefl  pain, 

To  roufe  and  animate  the  martial  ftrain,      [plain. 

While  Britifli  banners  flame  o'er  many  a  purpied 

The  trumpet  fleeps,  but  foon  for  thee  fhall  wake, 
Illuflrious  chief!   to  found  thy  mighty  name, 
(Snatch'd  from  the  malice  of  Lethean  lake) 
Triumphant  fweliing  from  the  mouth  of  fame. 
Meanwhile,  difdain  no:  (fo  the  virgins  pray) 
This  rofy  crown,  with  myrtle  wove  and  bay  ; 
(Too  humble  crown  I  ween)  :  the  offering  of  May. 

And  while  the  virgins  hail  thee  with  their  voice, 
Heaping  thy  crowded  way  with  greens  and  flow'rs, 
And  in  the  fundncls  of  their  heart  rejoice 
To  footh,  with  dance  and  fong,  thy  gentler  hours; 
Indulge  the  feaf  m,  and  with  fvveet  repair 
Embay  thy  limbs,  the  vernal  beauties  fliare  : 
Then  blaze  in  arms  again,  renew'd  for  future  war 

Britannia's  happy  ifle  derives  from  May 
The  choiceft  bleffings  liberty  bellows: 
When  royal  Charles  (for  ever  hail  the  day)  ! 
In  mercy  triumph'do'er  ignoble  foes. 
Reflor'd  with  him,  the  arts  the  drooping  head 
Gaily  again  uprear'd  ;  the  mufes  (hade     [array'd. 
With  fie(her  honours  bloom'd,  in   greener   trim 

The  Lemur  la^  or  rites /acred  to  the  Lemur  es.  ivere 
celebrated  by  the  Romans  in  May.  See  -Ovid,  Fuji.  I. 
J.  IS'c.  'They  imagined  the  Lemur cs  (in  Engtijh,  Fcti- 
riis)  to  be  like ghojl s  of  deceafed  perfoiis  :  but  our  tradi- 
tional accounts  are  -very  dijferent  in  rejpeci  ta  the  nature 
of  fairies.  Ujaifjjeare'  s  Midfummets  Nioht  s  Dream, 
Drayton  s  Faery  -Tale  and  a  celebrated  Old  Ballad,  are 
Mqfier-pieces  in  their  kind. 

I   Brightntfs,  J   N.imbly.  §    ^'or. 


And  thou,  the  goodliefl  blofTom  of  our  illes! 
Great  Frederick's  and  his  Augufla's  joy, 
Thy  native  month  approv'd  with  infant  fmiles, 
Sweet  as  thefmiling  May,  imperial  boy  ! 
Britannia  hopes  thee  for  her  future  lord, 
Lov'd  as  thy  parents,  only  not  ador'd! 
Whene'er  a  George  is  born,  Charles  is  again  re- 
flor'd. 

O  may  his  father's  pant  for  finer  fame. 
And  boundlefs  bountyhead  to  humankind; 
His  grandfirc's  glory,  and' his  uncle's  riime, 
Renown'd  in  war  !   inflame  hi»  ardent  mind  : 
So  arts  (hall  flouriih  'neath  his  equal  fvvay, 
So  arms  the  hoiUle  nations  wide  affray; 
The  laurel,  viAory  ;   Apollo,  wear  the  bay. 

Through  kind  infufion  of  celeftial  pow'r, 
The  dullard  earth  May  quick'neth  with  delight  : 
Full  fuddenly  the  feeds  of  joy  *  recure 
Elatlic  Ipring,  and  force  within  f  empighc 
If  fcnfelefs  elements  invigorate  prove 
By  genial  May   and  heavy  matter  move, 
Shall  fhepherdelTes  ceafe,  fhall  fhepherds  fail  to 
love  ? 

Ye  (hepherdeffes,  in  a  goodly  rnund, 

Purpled  with  health,  as  in  the  greenwood  fhade, 

Incontinent  ye  thump  the  echoing  ground 

And  \  defftly  lead  the  dance  along  the  glade ; 

(O  may  no  (how'rs  your  merry-makes  affray  !) 

Hail  at  the  op'ning,  at  the  clofing  day,  ^ 

All  hail,  ye  \  bonnibels,  toyour  own  feafon.  May. 

Nor  ye  abfent  yourfelves.  ye  (hepherd-fwains, 
But  lend  to  dance  and  fong  the  liberal  May, 
And  whik  in  jocund  ranks  you  beat  the  plains, 
Your  flocks  fhall  nibble  and  your  lambkins  play, 
Frilking  in  glee.     To  May  your  girlands  bring. 
And  ever  and  anon  her  praifes  fing  :  ["'ig. 

i'he  woods  fhall  echo  May,  with  May  the  vallies 

Your  May-pole  deck  with  flow'ry  coronal ; 
Spriiikle  the  flow'ry  csronal  with  wine; 
And  in  the  nimble-footed  galliard,  all, 
Shepherds  and  fhepherdelTes,  lively  join. 
Hither  from  village  fweec  and  Hamlet  fair, 
From  bordering  cot  and  diftant  ||  glenne  repair 
Let  youth  indulge  its  fport,  to  \  eld  bequeath  its 
care. 

Ye  wanton  dryads  and  light-tripping  fawns, 

Ye  jolly  fatyrs,  full  of  '     luftyhead, 

And  ye  that  haunt  the  hills,  the  brooks,  the  lawns, 

O  come  with  rural  chaplecsgay  difpread  : 

With  heel  fo  nimble  wear  the  Ipringing  grafs, 

To  fhrilling  bagpipe,  or  to  tinkling  brafs ; 

Or  foot  it  to  the  reed  :   Pan  pipes  himfelf  apace. 

In  this  foft  feafon,  when  creation  fmil'd, 
A  quivering  fplendor  on  the  ocean  hung, 
And  from  the  fruitful  froth,  his  fairell  child, 
The  queen  of  blifs  and  beauty,  Venus  fprung. 


*   Reco'ver, 

I  Finely. 

II  A  country  hamUt. 
\  Old  age. 


f   Placed,  fixed. 

§   Pretty  ivomen, 

**    I'ir'iur, 
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The  dolphins  gambol  o"er  the  wat'ry  way. 
Carrol  the  Naiads,  while  the  Triton's  p'ay, 
And  all  the  fea-grecn  fifters  blefs  the  holiday. 

In  honour  of  her  natal-month  the  queen 
Of  blifs  and  bt-auty,  confecrates  her  hours, 
Frefli  as  her  cheek,  and  as  her  brow  ferene. 
To  buxom  ladies^,  and  their  paramours. 
JLove  tips  with  golden  alchemy  his  dart; 
With  rapt'rous  anguifh,  with  an  honey'd  fmart 
Eye  languiihcs  on   eye,   and  heart    difiblves  on 
heart. 

A  foftly-fwclling  bill,  with  myrtles  crown'd, 
(Myrtles  to  Venus  *  algates  facred  been) 
Hight  Acidale,  the  faireft  fpor  on  ground, 
Forever  fragrant  and  forever  green, 
0'erlook«i  the  windings  of  a  (hady  vale, 
By  beauty  form'd  fi>r  amorous  regale. 
Was  ever  hill  fo  fweet,  as  fweetefl.  Acidale  ? 

All  down  the  fide^,  the  fides  profufe  of  flow'rs, 
An  hundred  rills,  in  Ihining  maze;,  flow 
Through  moffy  grotto's  amaranthine  bow'rs, 
And  form  a  laughing  flood  in  vale  below  : 
Where  oft  their  limbs  the  loves  and  graces  f  bay 
(When  fummer  fheds  infuffcrable  day)  [play 

And  fport,  and  dive,  and  flounce  in  wantonnefs  of 

No  roife  o'ercomes  the  filence  of  the  fhades. 

Save  fhort-breath'd  vows,  the  dear  exctfs  of  jny ; 

Or  harmlefs  giggle  of  the  ycauhs  and  maids, 

Who  yield  obeifance  to  the  Cvprian  boy  : 

Or  lute,  foft-fighing  in  the  pnfling  gale  ; 

Or  fountain,  gurgling  dnwn  the  facred  vale. 

Or  hymn  to  beauty's  queen,  or  lover'snendcr  tale. 

Here  Venus  revels,  here  maintains  her  court 
In  light  feftivity  and  gladfome  game  : 
The  young  and  gay,  in  frolic  troops  ref^rt, 
With!;uten  cenfure  and  withouten  blame 
In  pleafiire  fteep'd,  and  daiicirg  in  delight, 
>Iight  deals  upon  the  day,  the  day  on  night  : 
£ach  knight,  his  lady  loves;  each  lady   loves  her 
knight. 

Where  lives  the  man  (if  fuch  a  man  there  be) 

In  idle  wildercefs  or  defart  drear, 

To  beauty's  facred  pow'r  an  enemy  ? 

Let  foul  fiends  \  harrow  him  :  I'll  drop  no  tear. 

1  deem  that  §  carl,  by  beauty's  pow'r  unmov'd. 

Hated  li  Heav'n,  of  none  but  hell  appr^v  d. 

O  may  he  never  love,  C)  never  be  btlov'd  ! 

Hard  is  bis  heart,  unmelted  by  thee,  May  ! 
Unconfcious  of  love's  nedar- tickling  fting. 
And,  unrelenting,  cold  to  beaury*-  ray; 
Ueauty  the  ni'  ther  and  the  child  of  fpring  ! 
Tieauty  and  wit  declare  the  fcxes  even  ; 
Beauty  to  woman,  wit  to  man  is  given  ;  [Heav'n. 
Neither  the  flime  of  earth,  but  each   the  fiie  .  f 

Alliance  fweet  !  let  beauty,  wit  approve. 
As  flow'rs  to  Cunfhine  ope  the  reany  breaft  : 
Wit  beauty  loves,  and  nothing  clfe  can  love: 
The  bell  aloiiC  is  grateful  to  the  bed. 


*   Ever. 
4   I>poy. 


t   Blithe. 
§  A  dozvn. 


Perfedlion  has  no  other  parallel  \ 
Can  light  with  darknefs,  doves  with  ravens  dwell  ? 
As  foon,  *  rerdie,  fhall  heav'n  communion  hold 
with  hell. 

I  fing  to  you,  who  love  alone  for  love  : 

For  gold  the  beauteous  fools  (O  fools  befure)  I 

Can  win ;  tliough  brighter  wit  fhall  never  move  : 

But  folly  is  to  wit  the  certain  cure. 

Curs'd  be  the  men  (or  be  they  young  or  old), 

Curs'd  be  the  women,  who  themfelves  have  fold 

To  the  detefted  bed  for  lucre  bafe  of  gold. 

Not  Julia  fuch  ;   fhe  higher  honour  deem'd 

To  languifh  in  the  Sulmo  poet's  arms, 

Than   by  the  potentates  of  earth  efleem'd, 

To  give  to  fceptres  and  to  crowns  her  charms. 

Not  Laura  fuch  :   in  fweet  Vauclnfa's  vale 

She  lift'ned  to  her  Petrarch's  amorous  tale. 

But  did  poor  ■{■  Colin  Clout  o'er  Rofalind  prevail  ? 

Howc'er  that  be  ;  in  |  Acidalian  fhade. 
Embracing  Julia,  Ovid  melts  the  day  : 
No  dreams  of  banifhment  his  loves  invade  j. 
Encircled  in  eternity  cf  May. 
I  Here  Petrarch  with  his  Laura,  foft  reclin'd 
I   On  violets,  gives  forrow  to  the  wind  : 
And  Colin  Clout  pipes  to  the  yielding  Rofalind. 

Pipe  on,  ihou  fweeteft  of  th'  Arcadian  traih, 

That  e'er  with  tuneful  breath  inform'd  the  quill : 

Pipe  on,  of  lovers  the  mofl  loving  fwain  ! 

Of  blifs  and  melody  O  take  thy  fill. 

Ne  cnyy  I,  if  dear  lanthe  fmile, 

Though  low  my  numbers,  and  though  rude  my 

ftyle; 
Ne  quit  for  Acidale,  fair  Albion's  happy  ifle. 

Come  then,  lanthe  1  milder  than  the  fpring, 
And  grateful  as  the  rofy  month  of  fvTay, 
O  come  ;   the  birds  the  hymn  of  nature  fing, 
Inchanting  wild,  from  every  bufli  and  fpray  ; 

*   An  old  -word  for  ajferting  aily  thing, 

\   Spetifcr. 

\  Theje  three  celebrated  poets  and  lovers  ivere  all  of 
them  unhappy  in  their  amours.  Ovid  -was  banifhed  on 
account  of  his  piffion  for  Julia.  De.ith  depiived  Pe- 
trarch of  his  beltved  Laura  iicry  early ;  as  he  himflf 
tells  us  in  his  account  of  his  cwn  life  :  Thefe  are  his 
tcnrds,  "  Amorc  acerrimo,  fed  unico  it  horifflo,  in  Ado- 
lefcentia  laboravi,  et  diutiu)  laborajfem^  nfi  jam  tepef- 
centcm  ignem  mors  accrba,fdd  utilis,  extinxijjet.  See 
his  ivorkss  tSafil,  >o/.  Tom  I.  Yet  others  fiy,  fhe 
married  another  perfon  ;  -which  is  fcarcc  probable,  pncc 
Petrarch  lamented  her  death  for  ten  years  afterivurds, 
as  appears  from  Sonetto  3  1 3,  ivith  a  mof  ancommon  ,ir- 
dour  of  piifJliiH.  Thomafnius  in  Lis  curious  boot.  :r"  d 
Petrorcha  Redivivus,  has  given  us  tivo prints  ofLaura'y 
tvith  an  account  'f  her  family,  their  loves  and  bisfiue;t 
retirement  in  I'audufe.  As  for  Spenfer ,  ■«•<?  muy  ,--ii- 
cliide  that  his  love  for  RofijlinJa  proved  unfi!cce;sfu!,Jiorn 
hi-  pathetical  complaints,  in  fcveral  of  his  poems ^  of  her 
cru,  Ity  The  author,  therefore  thought  it  only  a  poeti- 
ca'  kind  of  hfiice,  to  rcivard  them  in  this  imaghi.iry  re- 
'.if.'.t  of  hvrs,  for  tie  misfortunes  they  really  ufferei 
here,  on  account  of  their  pafftan% 
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Swell  the  green  ^ems  and  teem  along  the  vine, 
A  fragrant  promife  of  the  future  wine, 
The  fpirits  to  exalt,  the  genius  to  refine  ! 

Let  us  our  fteps  direA  where  Father  Thames. 
In  filver  windings  draws  his  humid  train, 
And  pours,  where'er  he  rolls  his  naval  ilream, 
I'omp  on  the  city,  plenty  o'er  the  plain. 
Or  by  the  banks  of  Ifis  fhall  we  flray, 
(Ah  why  fo  long  from  His  baiik>.  away)  ! 
Where    thoufand    damfeis   dance,  and   thoufand 
fhcpherds  play. 

Or  choofe  you  rather  Theron's  calm  retreat, 

Embofom'd,  Surrey,  in  thy  verdant  vale, 

At  once  the  niufes  and  tlie  graces  feat ! 

There  gently  liften  to  my  faithful  tale. 

Along  the  dew- bright  parterres  let  us  rove, 

Or  tafte  the  odours  of  the  mazy-grove  :         [love. 

Hark  how   the  turtles  coo  :   i  languifh  too  with 

Amid  the  pleafaunce  of  Arcadian  fcenes, 
Love  flealshis  filent  arrows  on  my  bread; 
Nor  falls  of  water,  nor  enamell'd  greens, 
Can  footh  my  anguilh,  or  invite  to  reft. 
You,  dear  lanthc,  you  alone  impart 
Bilni  to  my  wounds,  and  cordial  ro  my  fmart  : 
The  apple  of  my  eye,  the  life-blood  of  my  hyart. 

"With  line  of  filk,  wirh  hook  of  barbed  fteel. 

Beneath  this  oaken  umbrage  let  us  lay. 

And  from  the  water'^  cryft^l  borom  ileal 

Up-''n  the  graffy  bank  tiie  finny  prey  : 

The  perch,  witi:  purple  fpeckled  manifold  ; 

The  eel,  in  filver  labyrinth  felf  roll'd,  [gold 

And  carp,  all-burnifti'd  o'er  with  drops  of  fcaly 

Or  faall  the  meads  invite,  with  tris  hues 
And  nature's  pencil  gay  diverfify'd, 
(For  now  the  I'un  has  lick'd  away  the  dews) 
Fair  flufhing  and  bedeck'd  like  virgin  bride  ? 
Thither  (for  they  invite  us), we'll  repair, 
CoUedl  and  weave  (whate'er  isfweet  and  fair) 
A  pofy  for  thy  breaft,  a  garland  for  thy  hair. 

Fair  is  the  Jily,  clad  in  balmy  fnow  ; 

Sweet  is  the  rofe,  of  fpring  the  fmiling  eye; 

Mipt  by  the  winds,  their  heads  the  lilies  bow  ; 

Cropc  by  the  hand,  the  rofes  fade  and  die. 

Though  now  in  pride  of  youth  and  beauty  dreft, 

O  think,  lanthe,  cruel  time  lays  wafte 

The  rofes  of  the  cheek,  the  lilies  of  the  breaft. 

Weep  not ;  but,  rather  taught  by  this,  improve 

The  prcfent  frefhnefs  of  thy  fpringing  prime  : 

Beiiow  thy  graces  on  the  govi  of  love. 

Too  precious  for  the  wither'd  arms  of  time. 

In  chafte  endearments,  innocently  gay, 

lanthe  !  now,  now  love  thy  fpring  away  ; 

Ere  cold  Oiftober  blafts  defpoil  the  bloom  of  May. 

Now  lip  the  chalky  mazes  of  yon  hill, 
With  grateful  diligence,  we  wi'id  our  way; 
What  op'ning  feenes  our  ravifh'd  fenfes  fill. 
And,  wide,  their  rural  luxury  dsiplay  !         [fpires, 
W  -ods,  dales,  and  fl.icks,  and  herds,  and  cots  and 
Villa's  of  learned  clerks,  and  gentle  fquires  ; 
The  Villa  .'f  a  friend  the  eye-fight  never  tires. 
Vol.  X. 


If  e'er  to  thee  and  Venus,  May,  I  ftrung      [veins 
The  gladfome  lyre,  when  ^  livelood  fwell'd  my 
And  Eden's  nymphs  and  ifis  damfeis  fung 
In  tender  f  elegy,  and  |  paftoral-ftrains ; 
Colled:  and  filed  thyfelf  on  Theron's  bowr's, 
O  green  his  gardens,  O  perfume  his  flow  rs, 
O  blefs  hi>  morning  walks  and  footh  his  ev'ning 
hours. 

Long,  Theron,  with  thy  Annabell  enjoy 
The  walks  of  nature,  ftill  to  vircue  kind. 
For  facred  folitude  can  never  cloy; 
The  wifdom  of  an  uncorrupted  mind  ! 
O  very  long  may  Hymen's  golden  chain 
To  earth  confine  you  and  the  rural  reign  ; 
Then  foar,  at   length,  to  heaven  1  nor  pray,  O 
mufe,  in  vain. 

Where'er  the  mufes  haunt,  or  poets  mufe, 

III  folitary  filence  fweetly  ti-'d, 

Unloofe  thy  bofnm.  May  !  thy  ftores  effufe. 

Thy  vernal  ftores,  by  p.  ets  moft  defir'd, 

Of  living  fountain,  of  the  woodbind  ihade. 

Of  Philomela,  warbling  from  the  gl.ide. 

Thy  bounty,  in  his  verfe,  fhall  certes  be  repay'd. 

OnTwit'nani  bow'rs  (  Aonian- rwit'nam  bow'rs)! 

Thy  fofteft  plenitude  of  beauties  fhed, 

Thick  as  the  winter  ftars,  or  fummer  flow*rs; 

§  Albe  the  tuneful  mailer  (ah  !)  be  dead. 

To  Colin  next  he  taught  my  youth  to  fi;ig, 

My  reed  to  warble,  to  relound  my  firing  : 

The  king  of  fhepherd's  he,  of  poet's  he  the  king. 

Hail,  happy  fcenes,  where  joy  wou'd   choofe  to 

dwell ; 
Hnl,  g.ih'en  days,  which  Saturn  deems  his  own  ; 
Hail  mufic,  which  ihe  mufe-  |)  fcant  excel ; 
Hail  flovvrets,  not  unworthy  Venus'  crown. 
Ye  linnets,  larks,  ye  thrufhes,  nigluingales  ; 
Ye  hills   ye  plains,  ye  groves,  ye  ftreams   yc  valeSj 
Ye  ever  happy  fcenes !  all  you,  your  peet  hails. 

All  hail  to  thee,  O  May  !  the  crown  of  all! 
The  recompence  and  glory  of  my  fung  : 
Ne  fmail  the  recompence,  ne  glory  fmall. 
If  genth-  ladies,  and  the  tunefui-throng, 
Witl^  lovers-myrtle,  and  with  pnet's-bay 
Fairly  ^  bedight,  a;jpr''vc  the  fimple  by, 
And  think  on  rhomalin  whene'er  they  hail  thee. 
May! 

EPITHALAMIUM 

On  the  Royal  Nuptials,  in  May  1 736. 

On  Thamis'  banks,  where  many  a  flow'ry  gem 
Blooms  wanton-wild,  advanc'd  a  jovial  crew. 
Thick  as  the  daifies  which  his  meadows  hem. 
And  with  fweet  herbb  the  liquid  cryftal  ftr<w; 


*    Ltvelinefs. 

\   Stella  :  Jtve   Ambres :    Elegiarum    Tres   Liin, 
Written  in  the  year  I  7  ,'^  6 

\    Six  pajlorals  :   "written  in  the  year  I  J  24' 
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For  on  the  liquid  cryflal  gaily  flew 
A  painted  *  gondelay,  bedecked  fair 
With  gold  and  purple,  gorjjeous  to  the  view  ! 
While  loud  approving  {liouts  divide  the  air, 
"  Hail,  happy  future  bride  of  Albion  s  worthy 
"  heir." 

t  Eftfoons  the  father  of  the  filver  flood, 
The  noble  Thames,  his  azure  head  uprais'd, 
And  fhook  his  dewy  locks,  worthy  a  God  ! 
A  lambent  glory  round  his  temples  blaz'd, 
On  which  the  Naiads  all  with  wonder  gaz'd. 
So  fparkle  Thetis  purple-trembling  ftreams, 
When  Piicebus,  for  his  golden  car  yprais'd, 
Strikes  the  calm  furface  with  his  morning  beams. 
Aild  fprinkles  fpangles  round,  and  the  wide  blue 
inflames. 

The  wanton  Naiads,  Doris'  daughters  all, 
Kange  in  a  ring  :   Pherufa,  blooming-fair, 
Cyniodoce  dove-cy'd,  with  Florimal  [hair, 

Sweet-fmeliing  flowrets  deck'd  their  long  green 
And  Erato,  to  love  to  Venus  dear, 
Galene  drefl  in  fmiles  and  lily-white, 
And  Phao,  with  her  fnowy  bofom  bare, 
All  thcfe,  and  more  than  thele,  a  dainty  fight  I 
In  daunce  and  merriment  and  fvveet  |  belgards 
delight. 

Around  the  bark  they  daunce,  wherein  their  fat 
A  lady  frefli  and  fair,  ah  '   fuch  a  one, 
So  frcfh  and  fair,  fo  amiably  great. 
So  goodly-gracious  feem'd  as  never  none. 
And  like  thy  fweet-beam'd  planet,  Venus,  fiione. 
They  much  admire,  O  very  much  her  face, 
Her  fhape,  her  breaft.  for  love  a  downy  throne  1 
Her  beauty's  glorious  flilne,  her  every  grace ; 
An  angel  fhe  appeat'd,  at  leafl  of  angel  race. 

Her  Thamis  (on  his  golden  urn  he  lean'd) 
Saluted  with  this  Hymeneal  fong, 
And  hail'd  her  fafe.     Full  filent  was  the  wind. 
The  river  glided  gently-foft  along, 
§  Ne  wbifpered  the  breeze  the  leaves  among, 
Ne  love-learn'd  Philomel  out-triU'd  her  lay  ; 
A  ftillncfs  on  the  waves  attentive  hung, 
A  brighter  gladnefs  bled  the  face  of  day. 
All  nature  gan  to  fmile,   her  Imiks  diffus'd  the 
May. 

"  Ah  facred  (hip,  to  Albion  wafring  good. 
Cur  wifh,  our  hope,  our  joy      wlio  lufe  coMvey'd 
'J'hrough  peiilous  fea,  from  lla'b  little  flood, 
This  beauty's  paragon,  this  royal  maid, 
Ifprung,  iwift,  of  high  tmpyreal  feed  ; 
The  child  of  heaven,  the  daugluer  of  delight, 
Nurft  by  a  grace,  with  milk  and  honey  fed  ! 
Oh  Frederick!  oh,  U  ctrtes,  blcITed  wght. 
To  whom  the  gods  confign  the  nymph  Augufta  ^ 
hight. 

Ah  facred  fliip  1  may  favourable  gales. 
The  kindeft  breath  of  heav'n  attend  thy  way, 
And  fwell  the  winged  canvafs  of  thy  fails  , 
May  calmnefs  be  thy  parh,  and  pleafaunce  lay 


*  A  Boat. 
'%  Nor. 


t  Prefat/y. 


\  Beautiful  looks. 
^  NamiJ. 


On  the  foft  bofom  of  the  yielding  fea, 
Where'er  thou  wind  ,  or  to  the  fpicy  fhorC 
Of  Araby  the  bleft,  or  Indtas  bay, 
Whe;v  diamonds  kindle,  and  the  golden  ore 
Flames  into  purity    to  deck  AugulVa  more  '. 

Augufta,  faireft  princef^  under  flcy, 
Welcome  to  Aibion'>  renowned  land, 
Albii  n  well  known  to  thy  great  anceflry, 
Made  dearer  far  to  'hee  by  Hymen's  band, 
i'he  bind  of  love,  of  honour  and  command  ! 
D  ign  to  receive  the  nation's  public  voice, 
Of  heartincfs  unfeign'd,  \Yho  gleeful  fland 
In  meet  array,  and  thus  exprefs  thfir  joys 
In  peals  of   loud  acclaim,   and   mirth's  confufei 
noifc. 

With  warmer  raptures,  and  more  pafllonate, 
Though  Hard  to  be  !  the  Royal  Youth,  I  trow 
Shall  thee  em!)r2ce:  him  tcnfolJ  fires  ela-^c, 
And  fat  red  pafiions  in  his  bofom  glow, 
Which  from  thy  pidlure  erft  began  to  flow. 
F'-.r  thee  he  burns,  for  thee  he  lizis  and  prays, 
Pours  out  his  foul  to  thee,  nor  relt  car  know  ; 
But  dreams  of  thee  long,  livelong  nights  and  days. 
By  beauty  led  ihrough  all  love's  rofy  thorny  ways* 

To  heal  his  pains  foft  mufic  does  divide 
Mod  heavenly  melody  in  loothing  ftrains; 
Nor  heavetily  melody,  nor  aught  belide. 
Save  ihee,  ah  deareft  dread     can  heal  his  pains; 
Thy  form  too  deeply  in  hi-  breail  lemains. 
So  ever  and  anon  he  chities  the  gales, 
That  flowiy  leem  to  bruih  the  liquid  plains; 
Oh  !  fly  on  all  the  wnigs  of  heav'n,  ye  fails, 
Oh  fly  !  he  cries;  .and  lo  !  a  lov^r  s  pray'r   pre- 
vails 

Now  ceafi-  thy  fighs.     She  com:s,  (oh  blelTed 

day)! 
She  comes,  by  all  the  lo';.es  and  graces  drefl:. 
In  proud  humility  -   See,  Hynien  play 
Withfdffron  robe  and  flame  enibroidtr'd  veil, 
(Such  colours  *  fikerly  fuit  Hynien  beft  ) 

■  nd  Cupid  catches  roiy  wafts  of  air 
To  ftreich  the  fails  and  fan  the  royal  gueft. 
Nor  chaflity,  meek  ey'd,  is  wanting  there, 
tor  fhe,   and  modefty,  fweet  blufliing,  guide  the 

fleer. 

Not  Venus,  queen  of  beauty  and  of  blifs 
So  gooiily  fhone,  when  "  erft  the  goddefs  fprung 
1-rom  ocean's  I'parkling  foam,  fweet  nakedncfs! 
A  thoufand  fmiles  and  loves  upon  her  hung, 
And  all  the  gods  for  joy  and  woider  fung. 
The  waves  fo  proud  the  beamy  burden  bore 
Exultinsr     file,  around  her  odours  flung, 
And  'nade  fhe  billows  laugh  and  ceafe  to  roar; 
rhey  gladly  her  obey,  and  gently  kifs  the  ftiore. 

So  fair  fhe  looks,  nay  fairer  could  it  be  ; 
Did  never  moital  man  fuch  charns  behold 
In  bow'r  or  hall      Spring  waiis  upon  her  eye; 
Lo  '■   Flora  has  her  richcft  ftores  ou-^  roU'd 
Of  variable  flow'rs  and  blooming  gold. 


Surely. 


f  lonnerly. 
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lie  meaSbws  fmlle,  the  birds  renew  their  love, 
And  throw  themfelves  in  pairs  the  young  and  old; 
All  nature  glows  where'er  her  glances  iixrve, 
And  beauty  paints  each  field,  and  mufic  fills  each 
grove. 

But  who  is  yon,  each  other  youth  excelling 
As  much  as  orient  gold  furmounteth  brafs  ? 
Sure  honour  in  his  vifago  chofe  her  dwelling, 
And  facred  truth,  '*  pcidie,  adorns  his  face; 
Such  goodlihead  and  humblenefs  never  was. 
Bled  he  the  light     full  well  whofe  looks  I  kenn. 
Where  joyaunce  fits  and  ever-fniling  grace  ; 
Frederick  !   'tis  he  !  the  firft  and  bell  of  men, 
Our  dearling  prince   to   meet  Augulla  f  well-bc- 
feen. 

And  lo !  what  medled  paflions  in  him  move. 
He  gazes — wonders — (great  is  beauty's  pow'r)! 
And,  fweetly  loft  in  ecftafy  and  love, 
His  eyes  her  whole,  his  lips  her  lips  devour, 
Which?Venus  had  befprent  v/ith  nedlar-fhow'r. 
Her  flippery  charms  allow  his  eyes  no  reft, 
But  thoufand  arrows,  nay  ten  thoiifand  pour 
Into  his  wounded  and  tranfported  brcaft  ; 
Sure  none  like  her  is  fair,  fure  none  like  him  is 
bleft : 

O  bleffed  youth  !  receive  thy  ^  bonnibel, 
Eternal  fount  of  virtue,  love,  and  grace ! 
O  kneel  to  all  the  gods  and  pray  to  all. 
Who  fparkle  fo  divinely  in  her  face. 
And  with  celeftial  fires  her  bofom  blefs. 
So  ftiincs  Aurora  in  her  rich  attire. 
When  fhe  Hyperion  would  fain  carefs : 
Gaze  all  the  hoft  of  ftars,  and  all  admire. 
Then  twinkle  in  their  urns,  and  into  night  retire. 

■  O  bleiTed  maid  !   receive  thy  §  belamour, 
With  glee  receive  him  and  o'crflowing  heart : 
Ne  in  high  monarch's  court,  ne  lady's  bow'r, 
A  youth  fo  form'd  by  nature  and  by  art, 
Confpiring  both,  ere  cheriih'd  Cupid's  dart. 
So  Phcebus,  lufty  bridegroom  of  the  Iky, 
With  native  fplendours  fhine  on  every  part ; 
From  eaft  to  weft  hi^pointed  glories  fly. 
He  warmeth  every  heart,  he  dazzleth  every  eye." 

Here  Themis  ended.  Now  the  goodly  train 
Of  all  the  Naiads,  in  moft  comely  wife, 
A  prefem  make  of  myrtle-girland  green, 
.'Entiail'd  with  flow'rets  and  with  rare  device. 
The  graces  eke,  with  laughter  fwelling  eyes, 
A  rofy  chaplet,  fteep'd  in  nedar  bring, 
(The  rofes  gather'd  in  the  morning  ikies) 
Then,  joining  with  the  Naiads,  form  a  ring. 
And  round  them  deftly  daunce,  and  round  them 
blithely  fing. 

"  As  rofes  and  as  myrtles  kindly  weave 
Their  fwetts  in  one,  much  fweeter  as  they  blend ; 
Emblem  of  marriage-love  I      So  you  receive 
Sweets  interchang'd,  and  to  each  other  lend  ; 
Then,  in  a  bleft  perfun.e  to  heav'n,  afcend. 


*   An  a^rmation. 
I  Beautiful  virgin. 


\    Havdfomc. 
II    Charming  lever. 


And  mingle  with  the  gods !  While  here  below. 
New  myr?Ie<i,  rofes  new,  withouren  end, 
From  your  h  xuri.iU'*  ft  ck.  full  plfnteou"!  grow. 
And  with  thfit  parent-fweets,  and  parent  beauty 
glow." 

Next  Alhion's  genius  came,  bedite  in  gold. 
An  oaken  chaple:  nodded  oil  his  head  ; 
'I'he  crown  he  held  wa->  glorious  to  behold, 
'Vnd  royally  he  taught  his  feet  to  tread. 
Soon  as  he  fpy'd  the  prince'''  goodlihi.ad. 
He  pointed  ro  the  crown,  and  rais'd  his  voice 
To  hail   he  royal  pair  and  bleis  their  bed  ; 
rhe  jolly  chorus  catch  the  grateful  ijoife. 
Echo  the  wonds   and  vales,  and  heav  n  and  earth 
rejoice. 

Next  liberty,  the  faireft  nymph  on  ground; 
The  flowing  plenty  of  her  golden  hair 
Dlff'ufing  laviihly  ambrofia  round  ; 
Her  hands  a  flow'ry  cornucopia  hear, 
Which  fcattersjoy  and  pleafaunce  through  the  air. 
Earth  fmil'd,  and  gladnefs  danc'd  along  the  Iky  ; 
Before  her  vanifti'd  grief  and  palc-ey'd  care. 
And  *  eft,  in  courteous  guife,  fhe  caft  her  eye 
On  that  fame  gentle  twain,  her  glory  and  her  joj* 

And  thefe  befidg,  a  facred  perf 'nage  came. 
Immaculate  andfweet  as  Sharon-rofe  : 
Upon  her  breaft  a  bloody  crofs  did  flame, 
Aumail'd  with  gold  and  gems  in  goodly  rows  : 
A  pall  of  lawn  adown  her  flioulders  flows  : 
f  'i'clcp'd  Eufebia.     She  pray'd  aloud, 
Then,  bkffing  both,  for  her  defenders  chofe, 
And  fpread  her  glories  in  a  purple  cloud  : 
Softly  Augufta  fmil'd,  full  lowly  Frederick  bdw'i 

Fair  Fame  belilnd  a  filver  trumpet  blew, 
Sweet  to  the  earth,  and  fragrant  to  the  fky  ! 
Her  mantle  of  a  many-colour'd  hue. 
Her  rainbow-wings  powder'd  with  many  an  eye, 
And  near  her  jonour,  pow'r,  and  courtcfy  : 
Honour,  of  open  frcnt.  and  fteady  grace; 
Pow'r,  clad  in  ftt-*!,  a  fauU    ion  brandifti  ■.;  high  ; 
Ctiurtefy   drelt  in  fmiles  hT  bounteo:)*  fate:  [cafe! 
When  thefe  attend  a  prince,  thrice  happy  fuhjed'a 

The  mufes  clos'd  this  intene(f>u3l  fcene 
From  Helicon;   who  knows  not  ri-.'icon  ? 
Gold  were  their  lyre     their  laurels  evergreen. 
Soon  Clio  tu  the  prince  a  ftarry  crown 
Pri  f'  pt',  anc'her  to  his  \  bellibone. 
Thtn  all  in  lofty  chorus  [well  the  fong, 
B'g  with  their  har^py  U'.ve-  and  great  rer.own, 
Prophetic  numbers  float  the  woi4s  emong. 
For  fhcpherri  lad  too  high,  for  memrry  too  long, 

II  Nathlef*  thy  tuneful  fen?,   O  Oxford  dear  1 
Bv  midV'-  vlfited.  may  catch  the  lay-, 
Swcet  pouring  ftreams  of  nt.  (Star  on  the  ear. 
And  fiom  their  lirs.  in  v;fiim,  learn  to  raife 
1  heir  loves  and  f.ime,  to  brighten  fu  urc  days. 
Thee  fi's  not,   Fh'  malin.  a  fimpie  twain. 
High  deeds  to  fing,  but  gentle  roundelays; 
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Go  feed  thy  flock,  renew  the  rural  flrain 

Ob  oaten  pipe,  content  to  pleafe  the  humble  plain. 

BEAUTY  AND  MUSIC. 


O  SOFTLY  fieh  into  the  flute, 
While  dear  lanthe  breathes  the  love-fick  lay: 

Now  teach  the  melancholy  lute 
In  tender  trills  to  melt  the  notes  away, 
Melodious  in  decay  ! — 
But  hark,  flie  louder,  louder  fings. 
Pink,  boldly  fir.k  into  the  flreams  : 
Shake,  O  fliake  the  numerous  wire, 
Fire  the  blood,  the  fpirits  fire 
With  mufical  thunder  and  burning  defire ! 

AIR  II. 

Our  fouls  divided  with  a  fond  furprife  ! 
Diflolve  in  woe ; 
With  rapture  glow  ; 
Fall  with  her  notes  ;  or  with  her  hofom  rife  ; 
Rais'd  with  hopes  ;  with  fears  dcprefl ; 
Sweetly  tortur  d  fweetly  bleft  ; 
Sav'd  by  her  voice,  and  vanquifh'd  by  her  eyes, 

RECITATIVE. 

The  god  of  love,  to  her  drains 
Leaves  his  Acidalian  plains. 

And,  asth*  harmonious  charmer  fings, 

In  triumph  points  his  darts  and  waves  his  wings. 

Th'  harmonious  charmer  paus"d  to  fee 
A  lifl-'ning  wondering  deity; 
While  filence  foftly  chain'd  her  tongue. 
The  god  refpoiifive  rais'd  the  fong, 
Tn  flrains  like  thefe,  if  flrains  can  be 

Rais'd  to  the  raptures  of  a  deity, 

The  raptures  of  a  wond'ring  deity  ! 

AIR  III. 

Beauty,  facred  beauty  fing, 
Flowing  from  the  woiid'rous  fpring 
Of  uncreated  and  primeval  light '. 

Beauty,  facred  beauty  fmg, 
Spoke  into  being  in  hi";  high  abode, 
And  next  his  own  eternal  effencc  bright  I 

AIR  IV. 

With  beauty  mufic  join. 

The  breath  of  heav'n 

To  mortals  given 
To  fwell  their  blifs  to  bhfs  divine! 
With  beauty  mufic  joiii. 

CH0KU3. 

Beauty,  filent  harmony  ! 
Softly  ftealing  through  the  eye 

Smiles  into  the  bread:  a  dart. 
Mufic  fine-proportion'd  founds  1 
Pours  balm  upon  the  lover's  wounds 

Through  the  ear  into  the  heart. 

RECITATIVE. 

Thus  once  Cecilia  (tunefal  Dryden  fings), 
To  fire  with  facred  rage  her  foul, 
Touch'd  into  voice  the  fprightly  ftrings, 

And  bade  the  filver  tides  of  mufic  loU, 
An  angel,  lift'ning  to  her  lyre. 
To  lift  the  modulations  higher, 


Apply'd  the  aiding  graces  of  his  tongue  ; 
And  while  the  virgin  play'd,  the  feraph  fung. 
AIR    v. 
Sweeteft  mortal,  to  befriend  thee, 
Angels  from  their  qaires  attend  thee, 
Angels  leave  their  thrones  to  hear 
Mi'fic  with  devotion  glowing, 
Mufic  heavenly  joys  beftowing, 
Worthy  a  feraphic  ear  ! 

RECITATIVE. 

Again  fhe  trembles  o'er  the  filver  ftrings, 
The  filver  firings,  exulting  to  her  hand, 
Obey  the  fweet  command. 
And  thus  again  the  angel  fings. 
(While  filence  wav'd  her  downy  wings  around. 
And  gladnefs  fmil'd  along  the  purple  flcies; 
All  nature  foft'ned  at  their  flows  of  found, 
And  bright'ned  at  the  radiance  of  their  eyes.) 

AIR    VI. 

Harmony,  the  foul  refining ! 
Beauty,  fenfe,  and  virtue,  joining 

In  a  form  and  mind  like  thine. 
Nobly  raife  a  mortal  creature 
To  a  more  exalted  nature; 

We  alone  are  more  divine ! 

RECITATIVE. 

Rapt'rous  thus  the  angel  fung, 

Manna  melting  from  his  tongue, 
Attemper'd  to  Cecilia's  golden  lyre  : 

Ihe  blended  pow'rs of  harmony 

Trembled  up  the  willing  fky, 
And  mingled  with  the  feraph's  flaming  quire. 

CHORUS. 

How  fweet  the  mufic,  how  divine, 
When  heaven  and  earth  in  confort  join  ! 
O  fweet  the  mufic !  O  divine  ! 

AIR    VII. 

SkiU'd  the  fofteft  notes  to  fing, 
Skill'd  to  wake  the  fweeteft  firing, 

Dear  lanthe  both  fupplies  : 
Thee,  Cecilia,  thee  we  find 
In  her  form  and  in  her  mind, 

The  angfcl  in  her  voice  and  eyes! 

CHORUS. 

Happy,  O  beyond  exprefling  ! 

He  who  taftes  th'  immortal  blefiing 

Dear  lanthe  may  befiow  ! 
Beauty,  in  its  pride,  poffefling, 
Ever  loving  and  carefllng, 

Mufic  moving, 

Blifs  improving  ! — 
He'll  enjoy  a  heav'n  below! 
Happy  he,  beyond  exprefling  I 

THE  DESPAIRING  M.-\IDEN. 

Within  an  unfrequented  grove. 

As  late  1  laid  alone, 
A  tender  maid  in  deep  diftref«, 

At  diftance,  made  her  moan. 

She  crept  the  blue  ey'd  violet, 

Bcdew'd  with  many  a  tear; 
And  ever  and  anon  her  fighs 

Stole  fadly  on  my  ear." 
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"  Ah  faithlefs  man  !  how  could  he  leave 
So  fond  and  true  a  maid  > 

Can  fo  much  innocence  and  truth 
Deferve  to  be  betray'd  ? 

Alas,  my  mother !  (if  the  dead 

Can  hear  their  children  groan) 

What  ills  your  helplefs  orphan  feels, 
To  forrow  left  alone. 

To  forrow  left  by  him  I  lov'd ; 

Ah  perjur'd  and  ingrate  !  — 
Ye  virgins,  learn  the  wiles  of  men, 

And  learn  to  ftiun  my  fate. 

For  whom  do  I  thefe  flourets  crop. 
For  whom  this  chaplet  twine  ? 

Say,  Ihall  they  glow  on  Damon's  brow. 
Or  fade  away  on  mine  ? 

But  he  the  blooming  wreath  will  fcorn, 
Who  fcorn'd  my  virgin-bloom  : 

And  me — alas !  they  fuit  not  me, 
Unlefs  to  deck  my  tomb. 

How  oft  the  dear  perfidious  youth 
Invok'd  each  pow'r  above  ! 

How  oft  he  languifii'd  at  my  feet, 
And  vow'd  eternal  love  ! 

How  fweet  the  minutes  danc'd  away. 

All  melted  in  delight  ' 
With  him  each  fummer-day  was  fhort, 

And  fhort  each  winter-night. 

'Twas  more  than  blifs  I  felt  : — and  now 
Alas !  'tis  more  than  pain. — 


Ye  foft,  ye  rofy  hours  of  love. 
Return — return  again. 

Ah  no  ! —  Let  blacknefs  (liade  the  night. 
When  firft  he  breath'd  his  vows  : 

The  fcene  of  pleafure  then — but,  ah  ! 
The  fource  of  all  my  woes. 

How  could  I  think  fo  fweet  a  tongue 

Could  e'er  confent  to  lie?^ 
'Twas  eafy  to  deceive  a  maid 

So  foft  and  young  as  I. 

And  yet  he  lays  the  fault  on  me 

( Where  none  could  e'er  be  laid, 
Unlefs  my  loving  him  too  well). 
And  calls  me  perjur'd  maid. 

The  nymphs,  who  envious  faw  my  charms, 

Rejoice  to  fee  my  woe, 
And  taunting  cry,  "  why  did  you  leave 

The  youth  that  lov'd  you  fo  I" 

But  oh,  believe  me,  lovely  youth. 

Far  dearer  than  my  eye, 
I  love  you  fiill,  and  Hill  v.'jU  love, 

Till  oh,  for  you,  I  die  1 

Ev'n  though  you  hate,  I  doat  to  death  ; 

My  death  my  truth  flial!  prove. 
My  lateft  pray'rs  are  pray'rs  for  you. 

And  Cghs  arc  fighs  of  love." 

She  ceas'd  : — (while  pity  from  the  clouds 

Diffolv'd  in  fdent  fhow'rs  : — ) 
Then  faintly  "  Damon  !"  cry'd  : — and  breath'd 

Her  foul  amid  the  flow'rs. 


CORESUS  AND  CALLIRHOE ;  A  TALE. 


Veteres  Renovamus  Amores. 


Catullus. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  following  tale  is  related  by  Paufanias,  in  Achaicis,  Grascias,  Lib.  7.;  but  inftead  of  giving  the 
original,  or  the  Latin  verfion  by  Romulus  AmafseUs  (both  which  the  learned  reader  may  find  in  the 
edition  publifhed  by  Joach.  Kuhnius  in  fol,  Liplise,  1696,  p.  575-),  I  fhall  content  myfelf  with  the 
tranilation  of  the  ftory  into  Englifli,  as  it  is  done  from  the  Greek  in  the  learned  and  ingenious  tra- 
vels of  Sir  G.  Wheler  :  which  book,  upon  many  accounts,  delerves  to  be  reprinted,  and  made  more 
common. 

"  Corefuj,  the  prieft  of  Bacchus,  fell  in  love  with  a  fair  virgin  of  Calydon,  called  Callirhoe  •  who 
the  more  (he  was  courted,  the  more  flie  dcfpifed  the  prieft; ;  fo  that  neither  his  rich  prefents  vows 
nor  tears,  couid  move  her  to  the  leaft  compaffion.  This,  at  lafl,  made  the  prieft  run  in  defpair  to 
the  image  of  Bacchus  for  fuccour,  imploring  vengeance  from  him.  Bacchus  made  it  appear  that  he 
heard  his  prayers,  by  a  difeale  he  fent  on  the  town;  whicli  feemed  a  kind  of  drunken  madnefs-  of 
which  mad  fit  people  died  in  abundance.  Whereupon  they  lent  de},uties  from  Calydon  t»  the  ora- 
cle of  Jupiter  of  Dodona,  to  know  what  they  fliould  do  to  be  freed  from  that  woeful  malady.  An- 
fwer  was  given,  that  Corefus  mufl  facrifice  Callirhoe,  or  fome  other  perfon,  that  would  dedicate 
himfelf  in  her  ftead,  to  appeafe  the  anger  of  Bacchus.  The  virgin,  when  flie  could  no  way  obtain 
her  life  of  her  relaticns,  was  brought  to  the  altar,  adorned  as  vidinis  uled  to  be,  to  be  facrificed  by 
her  lover  Corefus  :  Whofe  wonderful  love,  even  at  that  prefent,  fo  conquered  all  pafl^  thoughts  of 
revenge,  that  inflead  of  her  he  flew  himfelf:  The  virgin  r.Hb,  relenting  of  her  cruelty  to  him,  went 
and  flew  heifelf  at  a  fountain  near  the  town  ;  from  thence  called  by  her  name,  Callirhoe." 

B  b  iij    ' 
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Thus  far  Sir  Georpe  Wheler.     See  his  Journey  into  Greece,  fol.  book  4th,  p,  292. 
1  {hall  only  add,  that  the  arcient  cufloms,  particularly  of  the  Orgia  or  Rites  of  Bacchus,  and  of  thcff* 
crifice,  are  alluded  to,  and  carefully  obferved,  in  thefeveral  parts  of  this  little  poem. 


High  in  Achala,  fplendid  from  afar, 
A  city  flourifh'd;  Cal^don  its  name, 
Wafh'd  by  Evenus*  chalky  flood  ;  the  feat 
Of  Meleager,  from  the  fiaughter'd  boar 
Glorious.   A  virgin  here,  amazing,  flione, 
Callirhoe  the  fair  :  her  father's  boaft  1 
For,  ah  !   fhe  never  knew  a  mother's  fmile ; 
Nor  learn'd  what  happinefb  from  marriage  fprlngs 
In  flow'r  of  youth,  and  purer  than  the  fnow, 
Which,  with  a  filver  circle,  crov.T.'d  the  head 
Of  the  fleep  neighbour  mountain ;  hut  averfe 
To  Hymen's  rites,  the  lovely  foe  of  man. 
O  why  will  beauty,  cruel  to  itfelf, 
No  lefs  than  others,  violate  the  laws 
Which  nature  didates,  and  itftlf  infpires ! 
A  thoufand  lovers  from  th'  Olenian  hiil, 
From  rou  rh  Pykne,  and  froni  Pleuron's  tow'rs, 
Their  paffion  pleaded.     B'U  Corefus,  chief, 
The  C^.lydonian  prieft  of  Bacchus,  form'd 
By  Venus"  fell  fr^r  love  ;  in  beauty's  pride  ; 
Voung,  bi'unreous,  affable.  What  tender  arts, 
What  vk-inning  carriage,  and  refpedtful  fuit, 
Almoft  to  zealous  adoration  fwcll'd, 
Did  he  not  prafSife  ?   But  in  vain,   .'^nd  now 
Drew  near  the  f)rgial  feftival,and  rites 
Lysean.     Poor  C'.refus,  to  approve 
The  wonders  of  h's  love  and  dear  regard, 
By  fcoin  unquench'd,  and  growing  by  neglcft 
(In  hopes  to  ioften  her,  at  leaft  adorn), 
Prefented  to  this  murdrefs  of  his  peace 
The  ritual  ornaments,  by  virgins  worn 
Upon  the  folcmn  feaft.     The  ivy  fpear, 
wfth  winding  green,  and  viny  foliage  gay, 
Curl'd  by  his  hand  :  a  mitre  for  hi-  head, 
Curious  aumail'd  with  imitated  grapes. 
Of  blufliing  rubie<  form'cl  ;  the  pall  of  lawn, 
Flower'd  with  the  corquefts  of  the  purple  god  : 
The  cida,  filver;  and  the  cymbals,  gold  : 
And  piny  torch  (O  were  it  Hymen's)  tng'd 
"V'ith  fpicy  gums,  to  feed  the  ready  flame. 
Open'd  the  feftival--l(!ofe  to  the  winds, 
Diflieveil'd,  bare,  the  virgins  give  their  ntcks 
And  wanton  hair.     Evoe  I   they  niad'iiirg  try, 
And  ihake  their  t'liches.     Evoe  !   lo  !  rends 
The  air,  and  beats  the  echoing  vault  of  htav'n. 
The  h\\U,  the  vales  with  lo     l\ct  1   ring. 

The  temple  <  pens  to  tl>c  facrcd  throng; 
When  foiemod  enrtr'--.  £f  in  dref^  and  ch-.srnis, 
Callirhoe,  fo  in  fpeed.     Their  lovers  wait. 
With  burning  exp'iSlatioij,  to  enfold 
His  beauteous  n-.iftrefs  each.     High  on  a  throne 
Corefu-  blaz'd  in  jcweU  ancj  in.g>ld, 
J^lore  charming  in  himfelf  '    Quick  with  liis  eye 
He  catch'd  Callirhoe,  and,  deiLcnding.  clafp  d 
With  eager  tranfport  her  relu<5lant  waift. 
A  thcufand  vows  he  'ortath'd,  ai.il  mtlting  things 
He  fpoke  i.v.d  look'd;  but  to  the  roc^^s  and  v/ind. 
What  cou'd  he  more  .'  yi.s  more  he  I'.if'i  ;  i'jr  what, 
What  can't  a  lover,  like  Corefus,  doi  ' 
Wegleilful  of  his  dignity  he  funk 
(Ziiil  love  difdaiBS  what  dignity  deTar.ds, 


O'er  Jupiter  himftlf  fuprcme)  he  funk, 
And  trembled  at  her  feet,  with  proftrate  zeal, 
As  to  his  God.     He  dy'd  upon  her  hand 
With  fighing  languilhment :  he  gaz'd  his  foul 
.'\.t  every  ardent  glance  into  her  eyes; 
Moft  eloquently  filent !   o'er  his  cheek 
The  gufhing  tears,  in  big,  round  drops,  diffu^'d 
The  dews  of  paflion,  and  the  brain's  foft  fhow'r, 
Potent  to  warm  the  moft  obdurate  breaft, 
Though  cold  as  marble.     Idle  were  his  tears. 
His  glances,  languifliment,  and  proftrate  zeal. 
Difdainful — frowning :    "  Hence,    (fhe   cry'd) 
nor  dare 
To  interrupt  my  progrefs  in  the  rites 
With  thy  capricious  rudenefs.     Shall  the  pried 
The  myfteries  of  Bacchus  thus  profane, 
In  his  own  temple  too  .'  and  rather  pay 
To  Venus  his  devotion,  than  his  God  ?" 
Then,  haughty  as  away  flie  turn'd,  he  grafp'd 
Her  knees;  upnn  her  garments  flowing  train 
bhivering  he  hung  :  and  with  bcfeeching  eyes. 
Thus,  from  th'  abundance  of  his  heart,  complain'd^ 

"  If  pity  be  no  llrangcr  to  thy  bteaft, 
(As  fure  it  fhoulJ  not  to  a  bread  like  thine. 
Soft  as  the  fvvsiiny  down  '. )  relenting,  hear ; 
In  feelingnefs  of  fpirit,  mildly  lend 
Attention  to  the  language  of  my  heart. 
Sick  with  o'erll owing  tenderncis  and  love. 
I  love  thee  with  that  innocence  of  ttuth, 
rhat  purity  of  paffMn,  and  deiire 
Unutterabie,  of  bequeathing  up 
My  heart,  my  liie,  my  all  into  thy  han  's. 
Into  thy  gentle  cuftody  ,— that  all. 
My  heart,  my  life,  are  bitteniels  and  weight 
Of  agony  without  thee.     Since  I  firft, 
'By  Bacchus'  ielf  I  Ivvear),  beheld  that  face. 
And  namelefs  magic  of  thofe  radiant  eyes. 
All  tiie  foundation  of  my  peace  gave  way  : 
While  hopes  and  fears  rofe  up  in  bi^fom-war 
To  defolate  the  quiet  of  my  days. 
1  by  dear  idea  was  my  fancy's  dream  ; 
It  mingied  with  my  blood  ;  and  in  my  veins 
Throbb'd,  undulating,  as  my  life  were  fiung. 
I  live  but  on  the  thought  of  thee  ;  my  breaft 
Bleeds  in  me,  with  diftrefs  to  fee  thcc  frown. 

0  fmile  !  by  thy  dead  mother's  reverend  duft. 
By  all  thy  bowels  are  m<;fl  fond  of,  fmile, 
Ard  chafe  iLcfe  heavy  clouds  of  grief  av.-ay. 

1  beg  by  Bjcclai^;  for  his  fake  be  kind." 

Here,  inttnupted  by  the  fwelling  llorm 
Of  paflion  labouring  i»)  his  breaft,  his  words 
Gave  way  for  fighs  und  tears  to  fpeak  the  left. 
She,  in  contcmpt'ousderifion,  fniil'd, 
To  which  her  frowns  were  innocent :  and  thus : 
•'  Thy  ftaggcring  povv'r,  and  thee  I'fccrn  alike; 
Him  I  ilcfpifej  for  choofing  thee  his  prieft  ; 
rhee,  for  thy  arrogance,  and  tourtfliip  vile." 

Indignant  he,  in  wrathful  mood  (alami'd 
More  at  his  God  revil'd,  than  I'corn  for  him) 
rirft  cafting  on  tlie  ground  his  mirrcd-crown,        ' 
With  haadaar.U  eyes  uplifted,  ardent,  fray'(^ 
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''  Offspring  of  Jove,  Evac  Lyatus,  hear  ' 
If  e'er  thcfe  hands  with  ivy  wreaths  thy  brow 
Circled,  and  twining  tendrils  of  the  vine  : 
It  e'er  my  grateful  tongue,  big  with  thy  praife, 
£vcc,  Lysus      lo  Bacchus      fung : 
If  e'er  thy  fervant  on  thy  altars  pour'd, 
Copious,  the  purple  wave  of  offtr'd  wine, 
And,  bufy,  fed  the  confecrated  fire 
With  fat  of  afs,  or  hog,  or  n.ountain  goat ; 
Devoutly  lavifh  in  the  facrifice  : 
Avenge  thy  prieft  ;  thiicurfed  race  deflroy  : 
Thy  honours  violated  thus,  avow  ; 
Till  they  confefs  this  (taggrring  pow'r  a  God." 

He  pray'd. — Loud  peals  of  thunder  fhook  the 
fane ; 
The  image,  nodding,  his  petition  feal'd  ; 
And  Bacchus  gave  the  Caledonian  race 
To  niadnefs,  and  iitiutterable  viroes. 

The  frantic  crowd,  as  if  with  wine  poffert;, 
Atid  the  llrong  fpirit  of  the  flaniiug  grape, 
To  and  fro'  reel,  and  ftagger  to  and  fro'. 
In  dithyrambic  meafures,  wild,  convolv'd. 
They  tofs  their  cymbals,  and  their  torches  (hake. 
Shrieking,  ar,d  tear  their  hair,  and  gafli  their  llefh. 
And  howl,  and  foam,  and  wheel  the  rapid  dance 
III  giddy  maze  :   with  fury  then  o'erborn, 
EnLhufiaflic,  whirling  in  defjiair, 
Flat,  drop  down  dead;  and  heaps  on  heaps  expire. 

Amaz'd  confounded  at  the  raging  peft, 
The  venerable  fathers,  in  deliate, 
To  fpeed  inquiring  deputies,  refolv'd. 
To  high  Dodona's  grove ;   with  vocal  oaks 
Umbrageous,  aged,  vaft,  the  ftruggling  day 
Excluding  :   the  prime  oracle  of  Greece  ! 

OMequious,  they  hafte  :  inquire  :   return  : 
And  thus  the  counfels  of  the  god  difclofe. 

"  The  rage  of  Bacchus  for  his  injur'd  prieft, 
Corefus,  by  Callirhne's  fcorn  repuU'd, 
Your  city  waftcs :   and  with  funereal  fires 
Your  ftreets  fliall  redden,  formidably  bright, 
Till  by  Corefus'  hand  the  cruel  maid 
A  facrifice  be  offer'd  up  :  or  one. 
Free,  uncompell'd,  embrace  the  deftin'd  (leel, 
Devoted  in  her  flcad  ;  and  bleed  for  her. 
JSo  you'll  apj-eafe  the  Gr.d ;   the  plague  be  ftay'd." 

I'hey  faid.     .Staring  affright,  and  dumb  amaze 
The  fathers  feize  :   but  chief,  iEneiis,  thee, 
CaUirhoe's  old  miferable  fire  ! 
1'enfold  affli^ition  to  the  grave  weighs  down 
Thy  filver'd  hairs.     But  fate  and  heav'n  require. 

Soon  through  the  city  fpread  the  news,  and  loon 
Wounded  CaUirhoe's  ear.     Her  fpindle  drops 
JNeglefied  from  her  hand.     Prone  on  the  floor, 
She  falls,  {he  fair.ts;  her  breath,  her  colour  fled  : 
Pale,  cold  and  pale.     Till,  by  affifting  care, 
The  fragrant  fpirit  hovers  o'er  her  lips, 
Aiid  life  returning  ftreams  in  rofy  gales ; 
Rekindled  only  to  defpair.     She  kncf/ 
I'he  virgins  envjr'd;  and  the  injur'd  youth 
Stung  with    her  fcorn,   wou'd    wanton    ia    her 

wounds, 
Nor  one,  one  <  ffer  up  the  willing  breaft 
A  victim  ftir  her  life.     And  now  the  crowd, 
Impatient  of  their  mifenes,  beiiege 
'fht  aiarble  portal ;  buiil  the  bolted  gates; 
.3' 
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Dcnand  Callirhoe  ;  furious  to  obey 
The  oracle,  and  pacify  the  god. 

What  pangs,  unhappy  maid,  thy  bofom  tear, 
Sleeplefs,  and  fad  ?  relenting  now  too  late. 
Thy  Ifubborn  cruelty.  Corefijs'  charms 
Blaze  on  thy  mind.;  his  unexampled  love, 
His  every  virtue  rifing  to  thy  thought. 
Juft  in  his  fury,  fee  the  pointed  fteel 
Waves,  circling  o'er  thy  throbbing  breafl:  :  He 

ftrikes; 
He  riots  in  thy  blood  with  dire  delight; 
Infatiare  !   He  gluts  his  heart  of  rage 
With  thy  warm  gufhing  life;  and  death  enjoys, 
Redoubling  wound  on  wound,  and  blow  on  blow. 

Thus  paG'd  her  hours.     And  now  the  dewy 
morn 
The  mountains  tip'd  with  gold,  and  threaten'dday. 
Without  the  city  gates,  a  fountain  wells 
Its  living  waters,  clear  as  fiiining  glafs  : 
Haunt  of  the  nymphs  !  A  cyprefs'  aged  arms 
Threw  round  a  venerable  gloom,  and  feem'd 
Itfelf  a  grove.   An  altar  on  the  brink 
Convenient  rofe  :  for  holy  cuftom  wills 
Each  vi(5lim  to  be  fprinkled  with  its  ftream?, 
New  from  pollution,  worthier  of  the  god. 
Fierce  for  the  facrifice  Corefus  here 
Waited  ;   and,  flimulated  with  reverge, 
He  curs'd  and  chid  the  lazy-circling  hours 
Ton  flow,  as  if  injurious  to  his  hate.  [claim 

But  foon  the  gath'ring  crowd  and  fhouts  pro- 
Callirhoe  near    Her  weeping  damfels  lead 
The  dertin'd  offering,  lovely  in  difl.refs, 
And  fparkling  through  her  tears.  A  myrtle  crowil 
With  rofes  glowing,  and  feleAed  green, 
Th'  ambrofial  plenty  of  her  golden  hair 
Entwine  :  in  looks,  a  Venus;  and  a  Grace 
In  motion.  Scarce  the  flow'rs  of  fixteen  fprings 
The  fields  had  painted,  fince  iEneus  firft 
Fondled  his  babe,  and  blefl  her  on  his  knee. 
Ev'n  mountain  clowns,  who  never  pity  knew. 
Relented,  and  the  hardeft  heart  wept  blood, 
Subdu'd  by  beauty,  though  the  fatal  fourcc 
Of  all  their  mifery.   What  tumults  then 
Roll  in  thy  bread,  C'Tefus!  while  thy  hand* 
'J'he  purifying  waters  on  her  head 
Pour'd  trembling,  and  the  facred  knife  unflieath'di 

Wiping  the  filver-flreaming  tears  away. 
She  with  a  K)ok  nor  cheerful,  nor  difmay'd. 
But  languiftiiiigly  fweet,  her  ruby  lips 
Soft  op'ning,  thus  began  :  "  Father  and  friends, 
Wi  und  me  not  doubly  with  your  tender  grief  : 
I  vva'!  not  born  alone  for  you.  My  life 
I  gladly  offer  for  my  country's  weal  : 
'Tis  glory  thus  to  die      Receive  my  blood. 
Dear  native  foil  I  O  may  it  health  reftore 
And  peace  ;  and  Bacchus'  wrath  be  now  appeas'd  I 
And  thou,  Corefus,  whom  I  n^oft  have  wrong'd. 
Look  not  fo  fiercely  on  me,  while  the  ftcel 
Aly  once-lov'd  bofom  lances ;   drop  a  tear  ; 
One  figh  in  mercy  heave,  and  drop  one  tear, 
And  I  will  thank  thee  for  thy  blow.  For  oh, 
I  never  hated  thee  !  but  female  pride, 
Our  lex's  curfe  .  forbade  me  to  comply; 
Too  eafy  won  ! — Then  pity  me,  Corefus  j 
O  pity,  and,  if  poITible.  forgive  i" 
'  B  b  iiij 
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He  anfwcr'd  not:    but,   ardent,  fnatch'd  the 
knife 
And  running  o'et  her  beauties,  ftrangely  wild, 
With  eyes  w  hich  witnefs'd  huge  difmay  and  love, 
"  I'hus,  thus  1  fatisfy  the  gods  1"  he  cry'd. 
And  bury'd  in  his  heart,  in  hi«  own  heart, 
The  guilty  blade.      Then,  reeling  to  her  arms. 
He  furk  and  groaning,  "  O  Callirhoe  !" — dy'd. 

Heav'n  rings  with  {bouts,  "  Was  ever  love  like 
"  thisr" 
Callirhoe  Ihriek'd  ;  and  from  the  gaping  wound, 
Quick  as  the  lightning's  wing,  the  reeking  knife 
Wrench'd    In  an  agony  of  grief  and  love. 
Her  bofcitn  piercing,  on  his  bofom  fell, 
And  figh'd  upon  his  lips  her  life  away. 
Their  blood  uniting  in  a  friendly  ftream. 
With  bubbling  purple  ftain'd  the  Olver  flood, 
Which  to  the  fountain  gave  Callirhoe's  name. 

THE  DESPAIRING  LOVER. 

When  gloomy  November,  to  nature  unkind. 
Both  faddens  the  fkic.  and  oipreffes  t!ie  mind, 
By  beauty  undone,  a  difconfolate  fwain 
Thus  figh'd  his  defpair  to  the  winds  and  the  rain. 

"  In  vain  the  wind  blows,  and  in  vain  the  rains 
beat,  [teat 

They  fan  but  my  flame,  without  quenching  the 
For  fo  fierce  is  the  paflion  wrich  Stella  infpires. 
Not  the  ocean  itfelf  could  extinguifh  its  fires. 

Why  paz'd  ye,  my  eyes,  with  fuch  aching  delight, 
'I  i!!  p-.iradife  open'd  and  fwam  in  my  light : 
Yes,  paradife  open'd,  and,  oh  I   to  my  coft, 
The  ferpent  I  fi>und,  but  the  paradife  lofl. 

Heav'n  knows  with  what  fondnefs.  her  heart  I 

addrefl. 
What  paflionatc  tendernefs  bled  in  my  breaft  : 
Yet  fo  far  was  my  truth  from  engaging  belief, 
That  fhe  frown'd  at  my  vows,  though  ftie  fmil'd 

at  my  grief. 

Sure  never  was  love  fo  ill-fated  as  mine;   [fign? — 
If  a  friend   fhall   demand   her,  what,  mufl  I  re- 
Yes,  yes,  O  rcfign  her,  be  bravely  diitreft; 
And  though  1  die  unhappy,  yet — may  he  be  bleft  ! 

And  how  bleft  muft  he  be  ? — O  to  live  on  her 
charms. —  [arms:  — 

At  her  wit   while    he  wonders  to  fink  in   her 
But  yet,  O  my  fc ul,  to  his  friendlhip  be  juft  : 
Lei  him  live  on  her  charms; — I'll  go  down  to  the 
dun. 

To  the  chambers  of  darknefs  1  gladly  will  go. 
For  the  light  without  her  is  the  colour  of  woe  : 
Come,  death,  then  relieve  me,  my  life  I  refign. 
Since  the  arrows  of  love  arc  lefs  friendly  than  thine. 

Ye  virgin?  of  Ifis,  the  fair  and  the  young, 
Whof'i  praifesfo  often  have  fweet'ned  my  tongue, 
In  pity,  when  (f  my  fad  fate  you  fhall  hear. 
Oh,  honour  my  grave  with  a  rofe  and  a  tear! 

Perhaps  the  dear  beautiful  caufe  of  my  doom 
May  ileal,  by  the  ftar- light,  and  viiit  my  ton.b  : 
Wy  g'noft,  if  one  figh  lha;l  but  heave  in  her  brealt. 
Though  refllefs  without  it,  contented  will  reU. 
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Warm'd  with  thy  verfe,  which  liberty  infpires. 
Which  nature  forms,  and  facred  rcafon  fires, 
i  pour  a  tributary  lay.     Receive 
The  honett  praife  a  friend  may  dare  to  give. 

Moft  of  our  poets  choofe  their  early  theme 
A  flow'ry  meadow,  or  a  p:rling  ffream. 
'J  hy  genius  t<5ok  a  flight  above  the  groves. 
The  pipe  neglt(5ted,  and  'he  rural  loves  ; 
To  godlike  Newton's  praifes  fwell'd  thy  lyre, 
Play'd  with  the  light,  and  grafp'd  erherial  fire. 
So  the  young  lyric-laik,  on  trembiing  wings, 
O'er  meadows  warbles,  and  to  (hephcrds  hngs; 
The  youthful  eagle,  born  to  nobler  Iway, 
Enjo)s  the  fun,  and  boldly  faces  day. 

Next  brave  Leonidas,  with  virtue  warm'd. 
The  child  of  heav'n  and  thee!  our  wonder  charm'd: 
Our  wonder  and  our  filence  heft  can  tell 
How  much  he  iov'd  his  Greece,  how  great  he  felL 
His  arm  how  dreadful,  how  compos'd  his  mien  '. 
fierce  as  a  god,  and  as  a  god  fcrtnc. 
Horrid  with  gold,  and  formidably  bright. 
He  lighten'  and  he  thunders  through  the  fight ; 
With  bleeding  hills  he  heaps  the  groaning  plain, 
And  crimfon  torrents  mingle  with  the  main. 
At  lafl,  colleiSing  all  his  patriot-fires. 
In  the  full  blaze  of  liberty  expires. 

If  blefl  immortal.s  bend  their  thoughts  below, 
(And   verfe    like    thine    may   litl'ning   angels 

draw), 
What  new  felt  raptures  through  the  hero  roll. 
To  find  his  deeds  immortal  as  his  foul  ! 
To  fhine  above  each  patriot's  honour'd  name, 
Thron'd  in  thy  verfe,  the  temple  of  his  fame  ! 
Rich  as  the  pillars  which  fupport  the  fkics, 
And  bright  with  wit  as  heav'n  with  {harry  dyes : 
As  virtue,  fiim  ;  as  liberty,  foblime; 
A  monument  to  mock  the  rage  of  time. 

Did  Homer,  fay,  thy  glowing  breaft  infpirc 
To  fing  the  Spartan  with  Athenian  fire  ? 
Or  Homer's  felf  revives  again  in  thee  : 
For  Grecian  chiefs  and  Grecian  wit  I  fee. 
His  mighty  fpirit  all  thy  genius  guides, 
And  o'er  tliy  b.)fon\  roll  his  golden  tides. 

Bleft  i^  thy  fancy,  which  durft  firft  defpifi: 
Gods  in  machines,  and  bullies  from  the  ikies. 
Nor  Ariofto's  fables  fill  thy  page, 
Nor  Taffo's  points,  but  Virgil's  lober  rage. 
Pure-temper'd  fires  an  equal  light  maimain. 
To  warm  the  reafon,  not  to  fcorch  the  brain. 
H-w  loft,  how  ftrong,  thy  vaiied  numbers  move, 
Or  fwell'd  to  glory,  or  diflblv'd  to  love. 
C'lrredl  with  eal'e,  where  all  the  Graces  meet, 
Nervoufly  plain,  majeflicaily  fweet. 
The  mufes  well  thy  facrifice  repay, 
Attendant  warbling  in  each  heavenly  lay! 

When  Ariana  grafps  th'  abhoried  dart, 
Each  lover  bleeds,  and  feels  it  in  his  heart. 
Ah  fai:liful  pair  !   by  mifery  improv'd  : 
Who  would  not  die  to  love  as  you  have  Iov'd  ? 
Like  Teribazus  gladly  I  could  die, 
To  draw  one  tear  from  dear  lanthe's  eye. 
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One  figh  oF  hers  would  recompence  my  breath, 
Would  f«eeteu  (ain,  and  iundify  my  death. 
O  nuoht  I,  while  her  eyes  iiiflid:  the  wound, 
Or  herfoft  lute  diffolves  a  plaintive  f(  und. 
Might  I,  while  ftie  inhales  my  latell  breath, 
Sink  from  her  arms  into  the  arms  of  death  ! 
Then  rife  (fo  pure  a  wifh  may  be  forgiven), 
O  Iweet  tranfitron,  from  her  bread  to  heav'n  ! 

Korgivt  this  fond  excurfi'in  of  my  woe  ; 
Forgive  thcf-  tears,  tha'  will,  rebellious,  flow  ; 
Forofive  thefe  fifihs,  that  will,  unbidden,  rife, 
Till  death  for  '-ver  clo.'e  her  from  my  syes. 
B  It  thou,  blell  youth,  may  thou  for  ever  know 
Thr  chafte  endearment,  and  paternal  glow  : 
The  ftill,  the  I'arred,  the  melodious  h'lur, 
The  mor-  i.ig  clofet,  and  the  ev'ning  bow'r. ' 
There,  when  rhv  mufe  fhall  let  her  eagle  fly, 
Ano  nobly  lift  a  mortal  to  the  Iky, 
When  all  th'  infpiring  god  diLtei  thy  foul, 
And  quick  idea-  kindle  as  they  roil, 
Ltt  Britifh  vaiour  thy  brave  care  engage, 
Wj.'t;  Bntifli  valour  fire  the  glorious  .lage. 
Bid  Henr)'s  hono-.irs  in  thy  ('Oem  glow, 
On  Edward'-  immcnality  beftow. 
Let  Agincourt,let  CrcfTy's  well-f  •ught  plain 
Run  purple  in  thy  lines  and  bkcd  again  ; 
Eiitannia  then,  no  more  iier  Ions  fhall  mourn, 
Exfiiid,  forgotten  in  the  filent  urn  : 
Burne  on  the  wings  ol  verfe  their  names  fhall  rife, 
Dear  to  the  earth   aid  gr^rrf.  1  v    the  fkies. 
Hail,  poetry  '   whofe  life  infufing  lays 
Bid  iim.e  roll  back  and  fl'  cjiing  ato.»  s  raife ; 
Duft  into  being  wake,  expand  the  tomb, 
Dead  glory  quicken,  and  reflore  loll  bloom  : 
As  God,  from  mortals  heighten  to  divine, 
And  give  us  rhrough  eternity  to  fliine  ! 

Glover  '.  thy  mind,  in  various  virtue  wife, 
Each  Icience  claims,  and  makes  each  art  thy  prize. 
With  Newton  foars,  familiar  to  the  fky. 
Looks  nature  through,  fo  keen  thy  mental  eye. 
Or  down  defcer.ding  on  the  globe  below. 
Through  humbler  realms  of  knowledge  loves  to 

flow. 
Promifcuous  beauties  dignify  thy  breaft, 
By  nature  happy,  as  by  fliidy  bleft. 
Thou,  wit's  Columbus  I  from  the  epic  throne 
New  worlds  defcry'd,  and  made  them  all  our  own  : 
Thou  firft  through  real  nature  dar'd  explore, 
And  waft  her  facred  trcafures  to  our  fh.  ire. 

The  merchant  thus,  by  hcav'nly  wifdom  led 
(Each  kingdom  noted,  and  each  law  furvey'd). 
On  Britain  pours  whate'er  can  lerve  mankind, 
Adorn  the  body,  or  delight  the  mind. 
Spices  which  blovv'd  in  Araby  the  bleft. 
And  breath'd  a  paradife  around  the  eafl. 
Unclouded  fapphires  iTiow  their  azure  Iky, 
lim'ralds  with  Imillng  green  refrefli  the  eye  : 
Here  bleeds  the  ruby,  diamonds  fparkle  there, 
To  tremble  on  the  bofoms  of  our  fair 
Yet  ihould  the  fun  with  tenfold  luitre  fhiiie. 
Exalt  with  deeper  dyes  the  flaming  mine. 
Should  lofcer  breezes  and  more  genial  ikies 
Bid  fwccter  fpice,  in  blooming  order,  rife, 
Mor  gems,  nor  fpice,  could  nature  know  to  name, 
Bright  as  thy  wit,  or  fragrant  as  thy  fame. 


THE  NATIVITV. 

A    COLLEGE-EXERCISE.      I736. 

'TwAS  morn  !  the  fields  were  fprinkled  o'er  with 

light. 
The  folds  unpent  fent  out  their  flocks  to  feed  : 
A  fhepherd  boy  (young  Thomalin  he  *  hight). 
With  flying  fingers  deltly  tun'd  his  reed  ; 
Where  ancient  Ifis  laves  the  mufes*  mead 
(Forever  i'mile  the  mead  and  flow  the  ffream)! 
He  fung  the  birth  .of  David's  holy  feed  : 
Though  low  his  voice,  full  lofty  was  his  theme; 
f  Wightly  his  lenfes  all  were  rapt  into  a  dream. 

I  Eff foons  he  fpy'd  a  grove,  the  feafon's  pride^ 
All  in  the  centre  of  a  pleaiant  glade, 

Where  nature  llourifli'd  like  a  virgin-bride; 
Mantled  with  green,  with  hyacinths  inlay'd. 
And  cryftal  rills  o'er  beds  of  lilies  ftray'd  ; 
rhe  bluc-ey'd  violet  and  king-cup  gay. 
And  new  blown  rofes,  fmiling  fweetly  red, 
Outglow'd  the  blufhing  infancy  of  day. 
While  amorous  weft  winds   kift    their  fragrant 
fouls  away. 

A  rich  pavilion  rear'd  within  its  height. 
The  capitals  and  freezes  gold  entire, 
Gliit'ning  with  carbuncles ;   a  various  light 
^Vav'd  tremulous,  and  fet  the  eye  on  fire, 
A  filken  curtain,  drawn  on  filver  wire, 
And  ting'd  with  colours  of  the  fummer  fky, 
Flow'd  round,  and  bade  the  ruder  gales  retire. 
Four  form-  attendant  at  the  portals  lie, 
rhe  fame  Ezekiel  faw  with  keen  prophetic  eye# 

Unlike,  O  much  unlike  the  ftrawy  fhed. 
Where  Mary,  queen  of  Heaven,  in  humblefs  §  lay, 
Where  ||  eift  the  infant  God  repos'd  his  head, 
And  deign'd  to  dwell  in  tenement  of  clay  ; 
The  clouded  tabernacle  of  the  day  ! 
The  Ihepherd's  dream  was  myftical,  ^  I  ween, 
Ifaiah  on  his  bofom  pour'd  a  ray. 
And  painted  to  his  eyes  the  gentle  fccne. 
Where  lions  dandled  lambs;  O  peace,  thy  goldej) 
reign  I 

High  fmiling  in  delight  a  lady  fate. 
Young  as  the  dav/ning  morn,  on  iv'ry  throne  j 
Upon  her  looks  the  virgin-virtues  wait, 
The  virgin-virtues  wait  on  her  alone  ! 
Her  fapphireeyes  with  gentle  fpirit  (hone: 
Fair  bountyhead  was  open'd  in  her  face. 
Of  honour  and  of  love  the  **  paragon  ! 
A  fweet  regard  and  moft  aufpicious  grace 
Befpoke  her  lineage  high :  She  was  of  Davld'fl 
race. 

Upon  her  lap  a  lovely  infant  lay. 
And  ken'd  the  mother  by  her  fmiling  grace. 
His  looks  were  radiant  as  the  bloom  of  day. 
And  angel  fwectnefs  purpled  in  his  face. 

*  learned  or  called.  ^  Quickly, 

\  Immediately.  §  liumilitym 

II  ormerly,fgmethf!eftnce. 

*l  I  thlnf:,  *•  The  pattern  or  mudet* 
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Oh  !  how  the  tr.other  did  the  babe  embrace 
With  tender  blandifhmcnt  and  fondling  care! 
She  gaz'd.  and  gaz'd,  *  nc  could  enough  carefs 
His  cheeks,  as  rofes  red,  as  lilies  fair,  [heir  ! 

The  holy  day-fpring   highr,  heav'ns  everlafting 

Near  him  a  goodly  pers'nage  mildly  fhone, 
"With  looks  of  lovE,  and  (hedriing  peace  and  joy  : 
Her   looks   were   love,   foft-ftreaming  from   the 

throne 
Of  grace,  and  fweetly  melted  on  the  boy  :    [dor. 
Her  tongue  drnpp'd   honey,  which   wou'd  never 
Mercy  t  ydep'd.     All  nature  vn  her  huny, 
To  drink  her  manna  and  her  fmiles  enjoy  ; 
Young  laughing  angels  "  mercy,  mercy,*  fung' ; 
Heav'n  echo'd  "  mercy"  back,  the  fpheres  with 
"  mercy"  rung. 

Thus  if  the  clouds,  enroll'd  with  deadly  food, 
Forgot  to  thunder  m  the  ethereal  row'rs, 
But  filcntly  diffolve  in  kindly  mood. 
In  fettering  dews,  and  balm,  and  hof-ey  fhow'rs ; 
Laugh  all  the  fields  for  joy,  and  all  the  bow'rs. 
Ihe  fhrubs  and  herbs  frelh  odours  round  them 

fling. 
Pop  up  their  fmlHng  heads  the  little  flow'rs, 
Warble  the  birds,  exuhing  on  the  v/mg,         [fing- 
lAsid  all  the  wild-wood  notes  the   genial  bleffings 

High  o'er  his  head  was  held  a  ftarry  crown. 
Emblem  of  royalty  and  princely  might  : 
His  priefthood  was  by  golden  mitre  Ihown  ; 
An  eagle  young,  with  ey'n  moft  piercing  bright, 
To  prove  the  prophet  drink  the  diftant  light. 
But  ftrangell  was  to  fee  a  bloody  ha';d 
Uprear  a  crofs.  the  crofs  with  blor)d  ^  bedight : 
Ten  thoufand  angels,  flutt  ring  in  a  band, 
Admir'd  the  myilic  fign  but  could  not  underftand. 

Now  dulcet  fymphonies,  and  voices  meet, 
Mellifluous  ftole  upon  the  (hepherd's  ear 
Which  fweird  fo  high,  and  di'd  away  fo  fweet. 
As  might  have  charm'd  a  f  raph  from  his  fphere. 
Happy  the  fwain  that  §  mote  fuch  mufic  hear  ! 
£ftfoons  a  joyous  fcllowfhip  wa'^  feen 
Of  ladies  |  gent,  and  beauties  without  ^  peer, 
As  they  a  train  of  goddefles  had  been, 
In  manner  of  a  mailc,  radiant  along  the  green. 

Faith  led  the  van,  her  mantle  dipt  in  blue, 
Steady  her  ken.  and  gaining  on  the  fkicb ; 
Obedient  miracles  around  her  flew  : 
She  pray'd,  and  heav'n  burft  open  on  her  eyes. 
And  golden  valves  roU'd  back  in  wondrous  wife  : 
And  now  fome  hill,  with  all  its  Ihaggy  load 
Of  trees  and  flocks,  unto  the  ocean  *•  hies: 
Kow  wings  of  cherubs,  flaming  all  abroad. 
Careering  on  the  winds  in  fight  upbear  their  God. 

Next  hope,  the  gay^ft  daughter  of  the  Iky  ! 
Her  ne<Slar-dewed  locks  with  rofcs  bound  j 
An  Edsn  flourifh'd  where  (he  caft  her  eye, 
Aud  flocks  of  fpons  and  j'lys  their  temples  crown'd, 


Plum'd  their  bright  wings,  and  thampM  the  hotd 

low  ground. 
Grief  gladden'd,  and  forgot  to  drop  a  tear 
At  her  approach ;  ne  forrow  *  mote  be  found, 
Nc  rueful  looking  f  drad,  ne  pale-ey'd  care  ;  J 

And  'neath  her  chariot  wheels  (he  crufh'd  hell-     I 

black  defpair. 

Then  charity  full  zon'd,  as  her  befeems. 
Her  breafls  were  fofter  ivory,  her  hair 
Play'd  with  the  funny  rays  in  amber  ftreams, 
And  floated  wanton  on  the  buxom  air  ; 
As  mercy  ki;id,  as  hope  divinely  fair. 
Her  foul  W!L.<  flame,  and  uith  prolific  rays 
The  nations  wariii'd,  all  bright  withouten  glare. 
Both  men  and  angels,  as  fhe  pjfTes,  gaze, 
But  chief  ^he  poor,  the  lame,  the  blind,  the  naked, 
praife. 

The  train  of  virtues  next,  a  dainty  train  ! 
Advance  their  llt-p<,  fweet  daughters  of  delight, 
.'\wfull}  fwett    maj;;itically  plain 
C  lellial  love,  as  ey'n  of  feraphs  bright, 
.\nd  fporicfs  as  their  robes  rf  ncwipun  light. 
Truth,  fi.nple  as  the  iovefick  villagr  maid  ; 
Health  blooming  temperance,  a  comely  ^wight;if> 
Humility,  in  homely  weeds  array'd, 
And  by.her,  in  a  line,  an  afi"es  colt  fhe  led. 

But  hark,  the  jolly  p'pe,  and  rural  lay  1 
And  fee,  the  (htphtrd  clad  in  mantle  blue, 
And  fhepherdeJs  in  ruffet  kirtle  gay. 
Come  dancing  on  the  fiiepherd  lord  to  view. 
And  pay,  in  decent  v.-ife,  obeyfance  due. 
Sweet  fm'  Uing  flow'rs  the  gentle  votaries  brinj, 
Primrofe.-*,  violets,  wet  w  th  morning  dew, 
The  fwecteil  incenfe  of  the  early  fpiing; 
A  humble,  yet  1  weet,  a  grateful  offering. 

Jocund  to  lead  the  way,  wi-h  fparkling  rays, 
Danc'd  a  ftar-errant  up  the  orient  iky; 
The  new-born  fplendour  ftreaming  o'er  the  place. 
Where  Jcfus  lay  in  bright  humility, 
Seem'd  a  fix'd  ftar  unto  the  wondVing  eye  : 
Three  fters  §  un^vift  the  captain-glory  led. 
Of  awful  II  femblance,  but  of  ^  fable  dye. 
Full  royally  along  the  lawn  they  tread. 
And  each  with  circling  gold  **cmbraved  had  his 
head. 

Low,  very  low  on  bended  knee  they  greet 
The  virgin  mother,  and  the  Son  adore. 
The  Son  of  Love  '  and  kifs  his  blelTed  feet; 
Then  ope  the  vafes  and  prefent  their  (lore. 
Gold,  frankincenfe,  and  myrrh  ;  what  could  they 

more  ! 
For  gold  and  myrrh  a  dying  king  f f  divine ; 
The  frankincenfe,  from  Arab's  fpicy  fliore, 
Confefs'd  the  God  ;  for  God  did'  in  him  (hine ; 
Myrrh,  frankincenfe,  and  gold,  God-man,  were 

meetly  thine. 


*  A'or.  f 

i  Stained  or  adorned. 
IJ   Gentle  or  bandfoms. 


Called  or  named. 

§  Mi^ht  or  mxijl. 

•^  Wttbuut  eijual. 


f  Fcjr  or  terror. 
§  Unknown,  unloof  d for. 


*  Might. 

\  Pcrfin. 

II  Appearance, 

\  (j..nmonly  painted  Had  ;  but  a  vuli^ar  error. 

»  »  Adormd  or  made  brave.  ft  Foreti(l. 
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And  laft,  triumpliant  on  a  purple  cloud. 
Fleecy  with  gold    a  band  of  angels  ride  : 
They  boldly  fwe(  p  their  lyres,  and.  hymning  loud, 
The  ncheft  notes  of  harmony  divide  ; 
Scarce  Thomalin  the  rapture  could  abide  : 
And  ever  and  anon  the  babe  they  eye. 
And  throug^h  the  fl^flilv  veil  the  God  defcry'd, 
Shrill  hallelujahs  tremble  up  the  Iky : 
*'  Gord-will  and  peace  to  man,"  the  choirs  in 
heav'n  reply. 

They  ended  :  and  all  nature  foon  was  chang'd  ! 
O'er  diamond  pebble?  ran  the  liquid  gold  : 
And  fide  by  fide  the  lamb  and  lion  rang'd 
The  flow'ry  lawn.     The  ferpent  gently  roll'd 
His  glifVering  fpires,  and  playful  tongue  outloU'd 
To  lick  the  infant  hand.     Together  fed 
The  wolf  and  kid,  together  fought  a  fold. 
The  rofes  blulh'd  with  more  celeftial  red  ; 
Hell  groan'd  through   all   her  dens ;    and  grim 
death  dropp'd  down  head. 

*  Whilome  thefe  fcenes  the  tuneful  Twick'nham 

fwain, 
With  Efay's  heav'nly  pencil  taught  to  glow  : 
Then  ceafe,  O  ceafe,  the  antiquated  (train ; 
Nor  f  marr  his  fong  :  but  reverently  go, 
And  in  the  temple  of  his  niufes  bow. — 
Delight  and  wonder  broke  the  fliepherd's  dream; 
Faded  the  fcenes  :   and,  in  a  goodly  rov/, 
Rufh'd  on  his  eyes  the  mufes  well-lovM  theme, 
Fair  Rhedicyna's  tow'rs,  and  Ifis'  facred  Ilream  ! 

THE  BOWER. 

Blow  blow,  thou  fummcr  breeze, 
O  gently  fan  the  trees, 

That  form  yon  fragrant  bow'r  ; 
Where  Sylvia,  lovelieft  maid  ! 
On  nature'e  carpet  laid, 

Enjoys  the  ev'ning  hour. 

Kence,  hence,  ye  obje(5ls  fcul, 
The  beetle  bat,  and  owl. 

The"" hag- worm,  neute,  and  toad  ; 
But  fairy  elves,  unfeen, 
May  gambol  o'er  the  green, 

And  circle  hsr  abode. 

Breathe,  breathe  thy  incenfe,  May; 
Ye  flow'rs,  your  homage  pay. 

To  one  more  fair  and  fweet : 
Ye  op'ning  rofe-buds,  ftiade, 
With  fragrant  twine,  her  head, 

Ye  liiics,  kifs  her  feet. 

Shed,  filed  thy  fweeteft  beams, 
Jn  particolour'd  ftreams. 

Thou  fount  of  heat  and  light '. 
No,  nu,  withdraw  thy  ray, 
Her  eyes  effufe  a  day, 

As  mild,  as  warm,  as  bright. 

Flow,  flow,  thou  cryftal  rill, 
Wfth  tinkling  gurgles  fill 


JFermerly  ,/ometlmi  ago. 
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The  mazes  of  the  grove  : 
And  if  thy  murmuring  ftream 
Invite  my  love  to  dream, 

O  may  fhe  dream  of  love  \ 

Sing,  fing  ye  feather'd  quires. 
And  melt  to  foft  defires 

Her  too  obdurate  breafl : 
Then,  in  that  tender  hour, 
I'll  fteal  into  her  bow'r. 

And  teach  her — to  be  bleft.  . 

THE  LOVER. 

Since  Stella's  charms,  divinely  fair, 
Firtl  pour'd  their  luftre  on  my  heart, 
Ten  thoufand  pangs  my  bof.m  tear, 
And  ev'ry  fibre  feels  the  fmurt. 
If  fuch  the  mournful  moments  prove, 

0  who  would  give  his  heart  to  love  1 

1  meet  my  bofom  friends  with  pain. 
Though  friendfhip  us'd  to  warm  my  foul  j 
Wine's  generous  fpirit  flames  in  vain, 

I  find  no  c  >rdial  in  the  bow! 

If  fuch  the  mournful  moment-,  prove, 

O  who  would  give  his  heart  to  love ! 

Though  nature's  volume  open  lies, 
V\''hich  once  with  wonder  I  have  read, 
No  glories  tremble  from  the  (kies, 
No  beairies  o'er  the  earth  are  fpread. 
If  fuch  the  mournful  moments  prove, 
O  who  would  give  his  heart  to  lovei, 

Ev'n  poetry's  ambrofial  dews 
With  joy  no  longer  fted  my  mind, 
To  beauty,  mufic,  and  the  mufe. 
My  fuul  is  dumb,  and  deaf,  and  blind. 
Though  fuch  the  mournful  moments  provcg 
Alas !   I  give  my  heart  to  love. 

But  fliould  the  yielding  virgin  fmile, 
Dreft  in  the  fpr.tlef*  marriage  robe, 
I'd  look  upon  this  world  as  vile, 
The  mafter  of  a  richer  globe. 
If  fuch  the  rapt'rous  moments  prove, 
O  let  me  give  my  heart  to  love  1 

The  bufinefs  of  my  future  days, 
My  every  thoi'ght,  my  every  prayV, 
Sliali  be  employ'd  to  fing  her  praife. 
Or  fent  to  bounteous  heav'n  for  her. 
If  fuch  the  rapt'rous  moments  prove, 
O  let  me  give  my  heart  ro  love  1 

Poets  fliall  wonder  at  my  love, 
Painters  (hall  crowd  her  face  to  fee, 
And  when  they  would  the  paflions  move^ 
Shall  copy  her,  and  think  of  me. 
If  fuch  the  rapt'rous  moments  prove, 
O  let  me  give  my  heart  to  love. 

Old  age  fliall  burn  as  bright  as  youth. 
No  refpite  to  our  blifs  be  given  : 
Then  mingled  in  one  flame  of  truth. 
We'll  fpurn  at  earth,  and  foar  to  heav'n. 
Since  fuch  the  rapt'rous  moments  prove^ 
W?  bo^h  will  givs  cur  h^?rts  to  love* 
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THE  LOVER'S  NIGHT. 


L.ull'»  in  the  arms  of  him  (he  lov'd 

lanthe  figh'd  the  kindefl  things: 

Her  fond  furrender  he  approv'd 

With  fmilss;  and  thus,  enamour'd,  fings. 

**  How  fweet  are  lover's  vows  by  night, 
Lap'd  in  a  honc-yfuckle  grove ! 
When  Venus  fheds  her  gentle  light. 
And  fooths  the  yielding  foul  to  love. 

Soft  as  the  filent-footed  dews 
That  fteal  upon  the  ftarlight-hours  ; 
Warm  as  a  love-fick  poet's  niufe  ; 
And  fragrant  as  the  breath  of  flow'rs. 

To  hear  our  vows  the  moon  grows  pale, 
And  pants  Endymion's  warmth  to  prove  : 
While,  emulous,  the  nightingale. 
Thick-warbling  trills  her  lay  of  love. 

The  filver-founding  fliining  fphercs, 
Thar  animate  the  glowing  ficies, 
Nor  charm  fo  nuich,  as  thou,  my  ears, 
Nor  blefs  fo  much,  as  thou,  my  eyes. 

Thus  let  me  elafp  thee  to  my  heart. 
Thus  fink  in  foftnefs  on  thy  breaft ! 
No  cares,  fhall  haunt  us;  danger,  part, 
lor  ever  loving,  ever  blcft, 

Cenforious  envy  dares  not  blame 
The  paflion  which  thy  truth  infpires: 
"^e  ftars,  bear  wimefs  that  my  flame 
Is  chafte  as  your  eternal  fires." 

Love  faw  them  (hid  ahiong  the  boughs) 
And  heard  him  fing  their  mutual  blifs  1 
**  Enjoy,  cry'd  he,  lanthe's  vows; 
But,  oh! — 1  envy  thee  her  kifs." 

TO  A  FRIEND  ON  HIS  MARRIAGE. 


Auspicious  fprung  the  morning  into  light, 
By  love  feledled  from  the  golden  tide 
Of  time,  illullrious  with  peculiar  white. 
And  mended  from  the  blulhes  of  the  bride. 

The  mufe  obferv'd  the  fond-approaching  hour. 
And  thus  her  Philo's  gentle  ear  addreft. 
"  Behold,  dcfcending  from  yon  maiden  tow'r 
The  beauteous  objeiSl  of  thy  eyes  and  breaft. 

Fair  ifTuing,  down  the  hill  I  fee  her  move, 
Like  the  fvveet  morn,  in  dews  and  blufhes  gay  : 
You,  like  the  bridegroom  fun,  her  charms  approve; 
And  warm  her  dawning  glories  into  day. 

I  own  the  radiant  magic  of  her  eyes. 
But  more  the  graces  of  her  foul  admire; 
Thofe  may  lay  traps  for  lovers,  fops,  and  flies. 
But  thefe  the  hulband  and  the  mufc  infpirc. 

A  h'.jfband  is  a  venerable  name  ! 
O  happy  ftatt,  when  heart  is  link'd  to  heart ! 
Nor  ]tU  the  honour  of  the  wedded  dame  : 
Sweet  iuterchangs  !  which  only  death  can  part. 
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O  bleft  with  gentle  manners,  graceful  cafe; 
Gay,  yet  not  trifling  ;  ferious,  yet  not  grave; 
bkillful,  to  charm  the  wits;  the  wife,  to  pleafe; 
Though  beauteous,  humble ;  and  though  tender, 
brave. 

Riches  and  honours  wait  on  either  name  : 
Biit  they  in  life  are  but  the  laft  defert ; 
Your  richer  happinefs  and  fairer  fame. 
Shall  be  the  good  behaviour  of  the  heart. 

When  fuch  the  wonders  both  of  form  and  mind. 
What  rapture  fancy'd,  reafon  will  approve  ; 
By  time  your  inclinations  be  refin'd; 
And  youth,  be  fpcnt  in  palTion ;   age  in  love  ?" 

Thus  far  the  mufe.    When  Hymen,  from  the  fky, 
The  lovers  in  the  band  of  concord  ty'd  ; 
The  Virtues  and  the  Graces  too  were  by. 
And  Venus  left  her  ceftus  with  the  bride. 

TO  DR.  LINDEN, 

ON   HIS  TREATISE  ON   CHALYBEATE  WATERS, 

With  healing  wings,  intent  on  doing  good. 
An  angel  vifited  Bethefda's  flood ; 
Q^ick  as  the  morning  ray,  or  ev'ning  beam, 
Himfelf  diff'ufing  through  the  vital  ftream  : 
The  fick  who  drink,  the  impotent  who  lave. 
Dive  from  difeafcs,  and  deceive  the  grave. 

Though  miraclss  are  ceas'd,  yet  all  confefs. 
Your  work,  and  you,  are — only  fomething  lefs. 
So  much  is  to  your  worth  and  learning  due, 
Bath  is  Bethefda ;  the  good  angel,  ycu. 

PARADISE  REGAINED: 
to  a  friend. 

I.ORD  of  himfelf,  and  fole  of  humankind. 
In  rediitude  of  reafon  Adam  fhone  : 
Till  the  fliil-voice  infus'd  into  his  mind, 
"  It  is  not  good  for  man  to  be  alone." 

By  God's  own  hand  his  Virgin-Eve  was  led. 
Now  Paradife  with  frelher  beauties  glows  : 
The  coiifcious  roics  form  a  blufhing  bed: 
Confenting  nature  fooths  them  to  repofe. 

A  fingle  is  an  inconfiftent  life  : 

Completely  bleft,  O  friend  '  to  thee  is  given, 

A  fvveet,  a  fair,  a  wife,  a  modeft  wife, 

'I'he  bloom  of  innocence,  and  blufh  of  heav'n  ! 

May  Eden-life  in  bright  fucceflion  flow, 
When  all  was  happinefs,  for  love  v/as  all : 
Her  beauties  will  a  Paradife  bellow. 
And  both  your  virtues  guard  you  from  a  fall. 

TO  MISS  ADDISON. 

ON     SEEING     MR.  ROWe's    MONUMENT    IN    WEST- 
MINSTER ABBEY. 

ErsUed  at  the  Expence  of  his  fVit/oiv. 

Late  an  applauding  people  rear'd  the  (tone 
To  Shakfpcare's  honour,  and  alike,  their  own. 
A  perfefc  whole,  where  part  confents  to  part ; 
The  wonder  he  of  nacure,  this  of  art. 
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And  now  a  wife  (ye  wits,  do  more  defpife 
The  name  of  wife)  bids  Rovve  in  marble  rife. 
Smiling,  he  views  her  conju}ral  regard ; 
A  ration's  coft  had  been  a  Icfs  reward  : 
A  nation's  praile  may  vulgar  fpirits  move, 
Rowe  more  dtferv  d  and  gain'd, — a  fponlal  love 

O  Italy  !  thy  injur'd  marble  keep 
Deep  in  thy  bowels,  providently  deep, 
When  fools  wou'd  force  it  over  knaves  to  weep. 
But  when  true  wit  and  merit  claim  a  fhrine, 
Pour  forth  thy  (lores  and  beggar  every  mine. 
They  claim  them  now  :  for  virtue,  fenfe  and  wit 
Have  long  been  fled,  and  want  thy  fuccnurs — yet : 
They  claim  them  now  for  one,-— yes,  one  1  fee  :— 
Marble  wou'd  weep--if  Addifon  be  he. 

O  crown'd  with  all  the  glories  of  thy  race. 
The  father's  candour,  and  the  mother's  grace  I 
With  Rowe,  Charlotta  !  vie,  in  generous  llrifc, 
And  let  the  daughter  emulate  the  wife. 
Be  juftly  pious  ;  raife  the  honour'd  ftone, 
And  fo — defcrve  a  Rowe,  or— Addilon  I 

THE  MILKMAID. 

'TwAS  at  the  cool  and  fragrant  hour, 
When  ev'ning  (teals  upon  the  (ky. 
That  Lucy  fought  a  woodbine  grove, 
And  Colin  taught  the  grove  to  figh  ; 
The  fweeteft  damfel  (he,  on  all  the  plains; 
The  fofteft  lover  he,  of  all  the  fwains. 

He  took  her  by  the  lily  hand, 

Which  oft  had  made  the  milk  look  pale; 

Her  cheeks  with  modeft.  rofes  glow'd. 

As  thus  he  brfath'd  his  tender  tale: 

The  lift'ning  ftreams  awhile  forgot  to  flow, 

The  doves  to  muionur,  and  the  breeze  to  blow. 

*'  O  fmile  my  love !  thy  dimply  fmiles 

Shall  leiigthen  on  the  fetting  ray : 

Thus  let  us  melt  the  hours  in  blifs, 

Thus  fweetly  languifh  life  away  : 

Thus  figh  our  fouls  inte  each  other's  breaft. 

As  true  as  turtles,  and  as  turtles  bleft  '. 

So  may  thy  cows  for  ever  crown 

With  floods  of  milk  thy  brimming  pail ; 

So  may  thy  cheefe  all  cheefe  furpafs, 

So  may  thy  butter  never  fail : 

So  may  each  village  round  this  truth  declare, 

That  Lucy  is  the  faired  of  the  fair. 

Thy  lips  with  ftreams  of  honey  flow, 

And  pouring  fweil  vvith  healing  dews  : 

More  fweets  are  blended  in  thy  breath, 

Than  all  thy  father's  fields  difTulTe  : 

Though  thoufandflow'rs  adorn  each  blooming  field, 

Thy  lovely  cheeks  more  blooming  beauties  yield. 

Too  long  my  erring  eyes  had  rov'd 
On  city  dames  in  fcarlet  dreft  ; 
And  fcorn'd  the  charmful  village-maid, 
With  innocence  and  grogram  bleft  : 
Since  Lucy's  native  graces  fill'd  my  fight, 
The  painted  city  dames  no  more  delight. 

The  fpeaking  purple,  when  you  blulh, 
Out-glowa  the  feat  let's  deeped  dye ; 


No  diamonds  tremble  on  thy  hair, 
But  brighter  fparkle  in  thy  eye. 
Truft  me,  the  fmiling  apples  of  thy  eyes. 
Are  tempting  as  were  thofe  in  Paradife. 

The  tuneful  linnet's  warbling  notes. 
Are  grateful  to  the  fiiepherd-fwain  ; 
To  drooping  plants,  and  thirity  fields 
The  filvcr  drops  of  kindly  rain  ; 
To  blolToms,  dews,  as  bloffoms  to  the  bee ; 
And  thou,  my  Lucy  I  only  art  to  me. 

But  mark,  my  love  !  yon  weftern  clouds: 
With  liquid  gtdd  they  feem  to  burn: 
The  ev'ning  ftar  will  foon  appear. 
And  overflow  his  filver  urn. 
Soft  ftillnefs  now,  and  falling  dews  invite 
To  tafte  the  balmy  bleflings  of  the  night. 

Yet  e'er  we  part,  one  boon  I  crave, 

One  tender  boon  !  nor  this  deny  : 

O  promife  that  you  ftill  will  love, 

O  promife  this!  or  elfe  I  die  : 

Death  elfe  my  only  remedy  muft  prove ; 

I'll  ceafe  to  live,  whene'er  you  ceafe  to  love." 

She  figh'd  and  blufh'd  a  fweet  confent; 

Joyous  he  thank'd  her  on  his  knee. 

And  warmly  prefs'd  her  virgin-lip. — 

Was  ever  youth  fo  bleft  as  he  !— 

The  moon,  to  light  the  lovers  homeward,  rofe;. 

And  Philomela  luU'd  them  to  repofe. 

THE  HAPPY  LIFE. 

A  BOOK,  a  friend,  a  fong,  a  glafs, 
A  chafte,  yet  laughter-loving  lafs 
To  mortals  various  joys  impart. 
Inform  the  fenfe,  and  warm  the  heart. 

Thrice  happy  they,  who  carelefs  laid 
Beneath  a  kind-embow'ring  (hade. 
With  rofy  wreaths  their  temples  crown, 
In  rofy  wine  their  forrows  drown. 

Mean  while  the  Mufes  wake  the  lyre. 
The  Graces  modeft  mirth  infpire, 
Good  natur'd  humour,  harmlefs  wit ; 
Well  temper'd  joys,  nor  grave,  nor  light. 

Let  facred  Veipus  v/ith  her  heir. 
And  dear  lanthe  too  be  there. 
Mufic  and  wine  in  concert  move 
With  beauty,  and  refining  love. 

There  Peace  (hall  fpread  her  dove  like  wing, 
And  bia  her  olives  round  us  fpring. 
There  Truth  (hall  reign,  a  facred  gueft  '. 
And  Innocence,  to  crown  the  reft. 

Begone,  ambition,  riches,  toys. 

And  fplendid  cares,  and  guilty  joys 

Give  me  a  book,  a  friend,  a  glals, 
And  a  chafte,  laughter-loving  lafj. 

THE  BEE. 

Leave,  wanton  bee,  thofe  blolToms  leave. 
Thou  buzzing  ha:binger  of  (pring, 
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To  Stella  fly,  and  fwesfer  fpoils 

Shall  load  thy  thigh,  and  gild  thy  wing. 

Her  cheeks,  her  lips  with  rofes  fwell, 
Not  Paphian  rofcs  deeper  glow; 
And  lilies  o'er  her  bofom  fpread 
Their  fpotlefs  fweets.  and  balmy  fnow. 

Then,  grateful  for  the  facred  dews, 
Invite  her,  humming  round,  to  reft; 
Soft  dreams  may  tune  her  foul  to  love, 
Though  coldnefs  arm  her  waking  breaft. 

But  if  (he  ftill  obdurate  prove, 

0  Ihoot  thy  fling The  little  fmart 

May  teach  her  then  to  pity  me 
Transfix'd  with  love's  and  beauty's  dart. 

Ah  no,  forbear,  to  fling  forbear; 
Go,  fly  into  thy  hive  again. 
Much  rather  let  me  die  for  her, 
Than  ftie  endure  the  leaft  of  pain. 

Go  fly  into  thy  hive  again, 
"With  more  than  Hybla  honey  bleft  r 
For  Pope's  fweet  lips  prepare  the  dew. 
Or  elfe  for  love  a  nedar  feafl. 

THE  MORNING  LARK. 

ANACREONTIC. 

Feather'd  lyric!  warbling  high, 
Sweetly  gaining  on  the  Iky, 
Op'iiing  with  thy  matin  lay 
(Nature's  hymn)  !  the  eye  of  day. 
Teach  my  foul,  on  early  wing, 
Thus  to  foar,  and  thus  to  fing. 

While  the  bloom  of  orient  light 
Gilds  thee  in  thy  tuneful  flight. 
May  the  day  fpring  from  on  high. 
Seen  by  faith's  religious  eye, 
Cheer  me  with  his  vital  ray, 
Promife  of  eternal  day ! 

ANNA  MARIA  W**DF<«*RD  *  ! 

*'  Go  Anna!   (nature  faid)  to  Oxford  go  : 

(  Anna !  the  faircfl  form  and  mind  below, 

Bleft  with  each  gift  of  nature  and  of  art 

To  charm  the  rcafon,  or  to  fix  the  heart.) 

Go  with  a  fprightly  v/It  and  eafy  mien, 

To  prove  the  Graces  four,  the  Mufes  ten. 

J  fee  the  wit5  adore,  the  wife  approve, 

Ev'n  fops  themfclves  have  almoft  fenfe  to  love. 

When  poets  would  defcribe  a  lip  or  eye, 

They'll  look  on  thee  and  lay  their  Ovids  by. 

1  fee  a  love  fick  youth,  with  paflion  fir'd, 
Hang  on  thy  charms,  and  gaze  to  be  infpir'd. 
With  alking  eyes  explain  his  filent  woes. 
Glow  as  he  looks,  yet  tremble  as  he  glows  : 
Then  drunk  with  beauty,  with  a  warmer  rage, 
Pour  thy  foft  graces  through  the  tragic  page. 
He  fighk; — he  blreds  ; — to  twilight  fliades  he  flies: 
Shakfpeare  he  drops,  and  with  his  Otv/ay  dies. 

*  Written  in  a  zrinJow  at  ttf  T/ji-et  Tunj  Tawrn, 
Qxford,  May  a^.  1 7 38. 


F  THOMPSON. 

This  pomp  of  charms  you  owe  to  me  alone, 

The  charms  which  fcarce  fix  thoufand  years  haVfi 

known. 
That  face,  illumin'd  foftly  by  the  mind  ; 
That  body,  almoft  to  a  foul  refin'd  ; 
That  fweetnefs,  only  to  an  angel  giv'n; 
That  blufli  of  innocence,  and  fmile  of  heav'n  \ 
I  bade  thy  cheeks  with  morning  purple  glow  ; 
I  bade  thy  lips  with  neftar  fpirit  flow; 
I  bade  the  diamond  point  thy  azure  eyes, 
Turn'd  tb*>fine  waift,  and  taught  the  brcail  to  rife. 
Whether  thy  filvcr  tides  of  muCic  roll, 
Or  pencil  on  the  canvas  ftrikes  a  foul, 
Or  curious  needle  pricks  a  band  or  heart, 
At  once  a  needle,  and  at  once  a  dart  ! 
All  own  that  nature  is  alone  thy  art. 
U  by  thus  I  form'd  thy  body  and  thy  mind 
With  fumlefs  graces,  predigally  kind  : 
The  reafon  was, — but  you  in  time  will  know  it ;— - 
One  is,  but  that's  the  Icaft — to  make  a  poet. 

THE  MAGI. 

A  SACaED   ECLOSUE. 

No  mere  in  beauty's  praife  my  numbers  more, 
Nor  melt  away  in  dyii>g  falls  of  love  : 
A  Child  on  earth,  yet  heaven's  Kte.'nal  King, 
The  manger'd  God,  the  Virgin's  Son  I  fing. 
Thou  Fountain-good,  with  light  my  foul  o'erflow, 
Wirh  hailow'd  ardour  bid  my  bofom  glow! 
Fir'd  at  the  promife  of  thy  dawning  ray. 
The  eaftern  fages  found  cekftial  day. 

Drawn  by  a  leading  flame,  with  fweet  furprifq^ 
The  infant  Deity  falutes  their  eyes. 
The  Heir-eleeft  of  Love  his  mother  preft, 
Smil  d  in  her  arms,  and  wanton'd  on  her  brcafta 
No  jewels  fj^arkle  here,  nor  India's  ftores 
The  portals  brighten  or  emblaze  the  door.=.  _ 
But  young  ey'd  feraphims  around  him  glow. 
And  Mercy  fpreads  her  many  coh^ur'd  bow  ! 
Her  bow,  compos'd  of  new  created  light, 
How  fvveetly  lambent  and  how  foftly  bright  I 
The  facred  circle  of  embodied  rays 
The  cradle  crown',  and  round  his  temples  plays. 
So  fhines  the  rainbow  round  th'  eternal  throne 
To  ftiade  the  Holy.  Holy,  Holy  One. 
By  turns  the  ruby  bleeds  a  beam,  by  turns. 
Smiles  the  green  em'rald,  and  the  topaz  burns  J 
'J  he  various  opal  mingles  every  ray, 
Fades  into  faintnefs,  deepens  into  day  : 
Promifcnous  luftre  kindles  half  the  flcics, 
Too  flippery  bright  for  keen  fcraphic  eyes. 
The  venerable  1  hree,  low  bending  down. 
Extend  their  offerings  and  the  Godhead  own. 

MAG.  I. 

From  eaftern  realm?,  where  firft  the  infant  Cght 
Springs  into  day  and  ftreaks  the  fading  night, 
To  thee  we  bend,  before  the  morning  rife; 
A  purer  morning  trembles  from  thy  eyes. 

MAC.   II. 

fn  vain  the  fun  with  light  his  orb  arrays, 
Our  fenfe  to  dazzle,  and  as  God  to  blaze ; 
Through  his  tranlparent  fallacy  we  fee, 
Aud  own  the  Tun  is  but  a  flar  to  Thce> 
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UAG.  III. 

Thou  fpotlefs  Effencc  of  primeval  Ught, 
Thy  vaffals  own,  and  wafh  thy  iEthiops  white. 
Thy  cloud  of  fable  witnrffes  adorn 
With  the  firft  rofcs  of  (hy  Imiling  morn. 

M  .G     I 

By  bards  foretold  the  ripen'd  years  are  come, 
Gods  fall  to  dull  and  oracles  are  dumb. 
Old  ocean  murmurr  from  his  oozy  bed, 
"  A  maid  has  born  a  Son,  and  Pan  is  dead." 

MAG     II. 

The  n\mphs,  their  flow'r -inwoven  treffes  torn. 
O'er  fountains  weep,  in  twilight  thickets  moum. 
Long,  hollow  groans,  deep  fobs,  thick  fcreeches 

fills 
Each  dreary  valley,  and  each  ihaded  hill. 

MAG.   III. 

No    more    fhali    Memphian    timbrels   wake    the 

morn. 
No  more  fliall  Hammon  lift  his  gilded  horn. 
From  hence  in  vain  fhall  Bclzebub  rebel, 
Anubis  howls,  and  Molnch  fmks  to  helh 

MAG.    I. 

Here  lows  a  bull ;  a  golden  gleam  adorns 
The  circling  honours  of  his  beamy  burns. 
He  fafely  lows,  nor  fears  the  holy  knife. 
No  facrifice  from  hence  fhall  drink  his  life. 

MAG-    II. 

Ye  gardens,  blufh  with  never  fading  flow'rs. 
For  ever  fniile  ye  meads,  and  blow  ye  bow'rs  : 
Bleat  all  ye  hills,  be  whiten  d  all  ye  plains  ; 
O  earth  rejoice  '    th'  Eternal  Shepherd  reigns. 

MAC    III. 

Ye  hlies,  dip  your  leaves  in  falling  fnow, 
Ye  rofes,  with  the  eaflern  fcarlet  glow, 
To  ctown  the  God  :   ye  angels  hafle  to  pour 
Your  rain  of  nedlar,  and  your  ftarry  fhow'r. 

MAG    I        OJfirs  Cold. 
The  ore  of  India  ripens  into  gold. 
To  gild  thy  courts,  thy  temple  to  infold. 
Accept  the  emblematic  gift  ;   again 
Saturnian  year;  revolve  a  gulden  reign  I 
MAG.  II        Offers  Fiankincenfe. 
For  thee  Arabia's  happy  forefts  rife. 
And  clouds  of  odours  fweetly  flain  the  fkies. 
While  fragrant  wreaths  of  fmoaking  incenfe  roll, 
Receive  our  pray'rs,  the  incenfe  of  the  foul '. 

MAG    III.       Offers  Myrrh. 
The  weeping  myrrh  with  balmy  forrow  flows, 
Thy  cup  to  fvveetcn  and  to  fooLh  thy  woes; 
So  prophets  fing  ;  for  (human  and  divine) 
The  Man  was  born  to  grieve,  the  God  to  fhin,'. 

MAG.  1. 

Smile,  Sacred  Infant,  fmile  :  thy  rofy  breaft 
Excels  the  udours  of  the  fpicy  eaft  ; 
The  burnifh'd  gold  is  drofs  before  thy  eye, 
Thou  God  of  fweetnefs.  God  of  purity  1 

MAG    II 

Ye  planets,  unregarded  walk  the  fkies, 

Y  lur  glories  Itffen  as  his  glories  rife  , 

His  radiant  word  with  gold  the  fun  attires, 

The  moon  illumes,  and  lights  the  flarry  fires. 

MAG   m. 
Hail,  Lord  of  Nature,  hail !    To  thee  belong 
My  long,  my  life, — I  give  my  life,  my  fong : 


Walk  in  thy  light,  adore  thy  day  alone, 
Confefs  thy  love,  and  pour  out  all  my  own. 

ON  MR.  POPE'S  WORKS. 

WRITTEN   SOON  AFTER   HIS  DEATH. 

Man  not  alone  hath  end  :   In  meafur'd  time, 
(So  Heav'n  his  will'd)  together  with  their  fnows. 
The  ever  lading  hills  (ball  niel-  away  : 
I'hi-  folid  globe  difiolve,  as  dudile  wax 
Bcfiire  the  breath  of  Vulcan  ,  like  a  fcroU 
Shrivel  th'  unfolded  curtain^  of  the  Iky; 
rhy  planets,  Newton,  tumble  from  their  fpheres. 
That  lead  harm  nious  on  their  myflic  rounds  : 
The  moon  be  perifh'd  from  her  bloody  orb ; 
The  fun  himfclf    in  liquid  ruin,  rulh 
And  deluge  with  deftroyiiig  flames  the  globe — 
Peace  then,  my  foul  nor  grieve  that  Pope  is  dead. 

If  e'er  ihe  tuneful  fpirit,  fweetly  ftrong, 
Spontaneous  numbers,  teeming  in  my  breafl. 
Enkindle;   O,  at  that  exalting;  name, 
B-  favourable,  be  propitious  now. 
While  in  the  gratitude  of  praife,  I  fing 
Ihe  works  and  wonders  of  this  man  divine. 

I  tremble  while  I  write. — His  lifping  mufe 
Surmounts  the  loftiell  efforts  of  my  age. 
Wnat  wonder .'  when  an  infant,  he  apply'd 
Ihe  loud  *  Papinian  trumpet  to  his  lips, 
Fir  d  by  a  facred  fury,  and  infpir'd 
With  all  the  god,  in  founding  numbers  fung 
"   Fraternal  rage,  and  guilty    I  hebes' alarms." 

Sure  at  his  birth  (things  not  unknown  ot  old) 
The  Graces  round  his  cradle  wove  the  dance. 
And  led  the  maze  of  harmony  :  the  Nine, 
Prophetic  of  his  future  honours,  pour'd 
Plenteous,  upon  his  lips  Cailalian  dcvf s ; 
And  Attic  bees  their  golden  (lore  diftill'J. 
riie  foul  of  Homer,  Hiding  from  its  flar,  , 
Where,  riidi  mt,  over  the  poetic  world 
It  rules  and  Iheds  its  influence,  for  joy 
Shouted,  and  blcfn'd  the  birth  :  the  (acred  choir 
Of  poets,  born  in  elder,  better  times, 
Enraptur'd,  catch'd  the  elevating  found, 
And  rcli'd   the  glad'ning  news  from  fphere  t« 
fpheie. 

O  lifttn  to  f  Alexis'  tender  plaint ! 
How  gently  rural!   without  coarfenefs,  plain; 
How  fimple  in  his  elegenec  of  grief 
A  fhepherd,  but  no  clown.     His  every  lay 
Sweet  as  the  early  pipe  along  the  dale. 
When  hawthorns  bud,  or  on  the  thymy  brow 
When  all  the  mountains  bleat,  and  vallies  fing. 
Soft  ai  the  nightingie's  harmonious  woe. 
In  dewy  even  tide,  when  cowflips  drop 
Their  fleepy  heads,  an,)  langujfli  in  the  breeze. 

\  Imperial  Windfor  !  en  thy  brow  auguft, 
.uperbly  gay,  exalt  thy  tow'ry  head  ; 
(Much  prouder  of  his  verfe  than  of  thy  ftars) 
\nd  bid  thy  forefts  dance,  and  nodding,  wave 
A  verdant  teflimony  of  thy  joy  : 
•A  native  Orpheus  warbling  in  thy  fhades. 

*    Tianjlation  of  the  Jirjl  book  of  Statius'i   Tbehaii. 

f    Puforals. 

\  IVindfor  Foreji.     Mr.  Pope  born  there. 
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•  Next,  in  the  critic  chair  furvey  him  thron'd, 
Imperial  in  his  art,  prefcribing  laws 
Clear  from  the  knitted  brow,  and  fquinfed  fncer; 
liearn'd,  without  pedantry  ;  correctly  bold, 
And  regularly  ealy.     Gentle,  now, 
As  riling  incenfe,  or  defceiiding  dews. 
The  Vciriegated  echo  of  his  theme  : 
Now,  animated  flame  commands  the  foul 
To  glow  with  facred  wonder.     Pointed  wit 
And  keen  difccrnment  form  the  certain  page. 
Juft,  as  the  Stagyrite  ;  as  Horace,  free; 
As  Fabian,  clear;  and  as  Petronius  gay. 

f  But  whence  thofe  peals  of  laughter  (hake  tlie 
Odes 
Of  decent  mirth  ?  Am  1  in  Fairy-land  ? 
Young,  erancfcent  forms,  before  my  eyes. 
Or  ikim,  or  feem  to  fkim ;  thin  effcnces 
Of  fluid  light,  fylphs,  fyiphids,  elves  and  gnomes; 
Genii  of  Roficruce,  and  ladies'  gods!  — 
And  lo,  in  fhining  trails,  Belinda  s  hair, 
Befpangling  with  diihevel'd  beam*  the  fkies, 
flames  o'er  the  night.    Behind,  a  fatyr  grins 
And,  jocund,  holds  a  glafs,refled;ingfair, 
Hoops,  croffes,  mattadores;    beaux,  fhocks,  and 

belles, 
Promifcuoufly  whimfical  and  gay. 
Tafliini,  hiding  his  diniinifli'd  head,  [Ikulks, 

Droops  o'er  the  laughing  page :    while   Boileau 
With  bluflies  cover'd,  low  beneath  the  deflc. 

\  More  mournful  fcenes  invite.    The  milky  vein 
Of  amorous  grief  devolves  its  placid  wave 
Soft  ftreaming  o'er  the  foul,  in  weeping  woe 
And  tendernefs  of  anguifn.     Wiii'.e  we  rtad 
Th'  infe(ftious  page,  we  ficken  into  love. 
And  languifh  with  involuntary  fires. 
The  zephyr,  panting  on  the  filken  buds 
Of  breathing  violets ;  the  virgin's  figh, 
Rofy  with,youth,  are  turbulent  and  rude. 
To  Sappho's  plaint,  and  Eloifa's  moan. 

Heav'ns  !  what  a  flood  of  empyreal  day 
My  aching  eyes  involves !  a  §  temple  foars, 
Rifing  like  exhalations,  on  a  mount. 
And,  wide,  its  adamantine  valves  expands. 
Three  monumental  columns,  bright  in  air, 
Of  figur'd  gold,  the  centre  of  the  quire 
With  luflre  fill.     Pope  on  the  midmoft  Ihincs 
Betwixt  his  Homer  and  his  Horace  plac'd, 
Superior  by  the  hand  of  juftice.     Fame, 
With  all  her  mouths  th'  eternal  trumpet  fwelb, 
Exulting  at  his  name  ;  and,  grateful,  pours 
The  lofty  notes  of  never-dying  praife, 
Triumphant,  floating  on  the  wings  of  wind, 
Sweet  o'er  the  world  :  th'  ambrofial  fpirit  flies 
Diffufive,  in  its  progrefs  wid'ning  Ihil, 
•*  Dear  to  the  earth,  and  grateful  to  the  fky." 
Fame  owes  him  more  than  e'er  flie  can  repay  : 
She  owes  her  very  temple  to  his  hands  ; 
Like  Ilium  built ;  by  hand?  no  kfs  divine  ! 

Attention,  roufe  thyfelf  !  the  mailer's  hand, 
(The  mailer  of  our  fouls ')  has  chang'd  the  key, 
And  bids  the  thunder  of  the  battle  roar 

*   EJpiy  on  Criticifm.  \   Rape  of  the  Loci. 

\   Ovid' I   '  afpho  to  Fhaon,     And  £loi/e  to  Abelard. 
§  Icmfle  of  lame. 


Tumultuous  *.     Homer,  Homer  is  our  own ! 
And  Grecian  heroes  flame  in  Brit'fli  lines. 
What  pomp  of  words  !  what  namelcl's  energy 
Kindles  the  verfc  ;  invigour^  every  line  ; 
Aftonifhes  and  overwhelms  the  foul 
In  tranfport  toft  !    When  fierce  Acliilies  raves. 
And  flalhes,  like  a  comet,  o'er  the  field. 
To  wither  armies  with  his  martial  frown; 
I  fee  the  battle  rage     1  hear  the  wheels 
Careering  with  their  brazen  orbs  !  the  fliout 
Ot  nations  rolls  (the  labour  of  the  winds; — 
Full  on  my  ear,  and  fliakes  my  inmnft  foul. 
Description  never  could  fo  well  deceive  : 
'Tis  real !  Troy  is  here,  or  I  at  Troy 
Enjoy  the  war.      .Vly  foirits,  all  on  fire. 
With  unextinguifli'd  violence  are  borne 
Above  the  world,  and  mingle  with  the  gods. 
Olympus  rings  with  arms  !   the  firmament. 
Beneath  the  light'ning  of  Minerva's  fhield, 
Burns  to  the  centre  :    rock  the  tow'rs  of  heav'n. 
All  nature  tren-;bles  !  fave  the  throne  of  J"Ve  !— 
Have  mercy.  Pope,  and  kill  me  not  with  joy  : 
Tis  tenfold  rage,  an  agony  of  blifs 
Be  kfs  a  god,  nor  force  me  to  adore. 

f   To  root  excefl"es  from  the  human  bread. 
Behold  a  beauteous  pile  of  Ethic's  rife  ; 
Senfe  the  foundation  ;  harmony  the  walls 
(The  D.)ric  grave,  and  gay  Corin'hian  join'd) 
Where  Socrates  and  Horace  jointly  reign. 
Befc  of  philofophers  !  of  poets  too 
The  b?fl !    He  teaches  thee  thyfelf  to  know  : 
That  Virtue  is  the  nobleft  gif'  of  heav'n  : 
"    .'\nd  vindicates  the  w.;ys  of  God  to  man." 
O  hearken  to  the  moralifl  polite  ! 
Enter  his  fchool  of  truth,  where  Plato's  felf 
Mijht  preach,  and  Tully  deign  to  lend  an  ear. 

I  Laft  fee  hiiii  waging  with  the  fools    I  rhxmc 
A  wanton,  harmlefs  war.     Dunce  after  dunce. 
Beaux,  dodlor-.,  templars,  courtiers,  fophs,  and  cits, 
Condemn'd  to  fuffer  iife      The  motley  crew. 
Emerging  from  oblivion  ^  muddy  pool. 
Give  the  round  face  to  view,  and  fhamelefs  front 
Proudly  cxp  fe,  till  laughter  have  her  fill 

Born  to  improve  the  age,  and  cheat  mankmd 
Into  the  road  of  honour  ! — Vice  again 
The  gilded  chariot  drives: — for  he  is  dead  I 

I  faw  the  fable  barge,  along  his  Thames, 
In  flow  foieninity  beating  the  tide. 
Convey  his  facred  duft  ! — Its  fwans  cxpir'd, 
Wither'd  in  Fwit'nam  bowVs  the  laurel  bough  ; 
Silent  the  mufes  broke  their  idle  lyres: 
Til'  attendant  graces  check'd  the  fprightly  dance, 
Their  armsunlock'd,  and  catch  d  t.heftarting  tear, 
And  virtue  for  her  loft  defender  mourn'd  ! 

EPI  TAPH  ON  MY  §  FATHER. 

IN   THE   PARlSa-ClIURCH  OF  BROUGH,  WEST- 
MORELAND. 

Dear  to  the  wife  and  good,  by  all  approv'd, 
I'he  joy  X>i  virtue,  and  heaven's  wcUbtlov'd  I 

*•  Tranflallcn  of  Homer     +  Ethic  Epifles.    \  Dunciad. 
§  Fiaiicii  'TLompfon,  B.  Dfen.  Fethtu  of  ^cenr 
College,  Oxford^  and  l^icar  of  Brough  J  Z  years.      Ht 
depatted  this  life.  Jug.  31.  I735.  aged  70. 
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His  life  infpir'd  wlih  every  better  art, 

A  learned  head,  clear  foul,  and  honeft  heart. 

Each  fcience  chofe  his  bread  her  favourite  feat, 

Each  language,  but  the  language  of  deceit. 

Severe  his  virtues,  yet  his  mantier.i  kind, 

A  manly  form,  and  a  feraphic  miod. 

So  long  he  walk'd  in  virtue's  even  road, 

In  him  at  length,  'twis  natural  to  do  good. 

Like  '  Eden,  his  old  age  (a  Sabbath  reft)  I 

Flow'd  without  noife,  yet  all  around  him  blefl ! 

His  patron,  Jefus !  with  no  titles  grac'd, 

But  that  heft  title,  a  good  parifh  prieft. 

Peace  with  his  afhes  dwell      And,  mortals,  know, 

The  faints  above  ;  the  duft  alone  below. 

Trhewife  and  good  (hall  pay  their  tribute  here, 

The  modeft  tribute  of  one  thought  and  tear, 

Then  penfive  figh,  and  fay,  "  To  me  be  given 

By  living  thus  on  earth,  to  I'eign  in  heaven." 

EPITAPH  ON  MY  f  MOTHER. 

Jn  the  Parljh  Church  of  Brougb,  Wiflmortlaml. 

Here  refts  a  pattern  of  the  female  life. 
The  woman,  friend,  the  mother,  and  the  wife. 
A  woman  form'd  by  nature,  more  than  art,    ■ 
With  fmiling  eafe  to  gain  upon  the  heart. 
A  friend  as  true  as  guardian-angels  are, 
Kindnefs  her  law,  humanity  her  care. 
A  mother  fweetly  tender,  juftly  dear, 
Oh  !   never  to  be  nam'd  without  a  tear. 
A  wife  of  every  focial  charm  poffeflr, 
Bleffing  her  \  hufbands — !n  her  hufbands  bleft. 
Love  in  her  heart,  compaffion  in  her  eye. 
Her  thoughts  as  humble,  as  her  virtues  high. 
Her  knowledge  ufefu!,  nor  too  high,  nor  low. 
To  ferve  her  maker,  and  herfelf  to  know. 
Born  to  relieve  the  poor,  the  rich  to  pleafe, 
To  live  with  honour,  and  to  die  in  peace. 
So  full  her  hope,  her  wifhes  fo  refign'd. 
Her  life  fo  blamelefs,  fo  imdain'd  her  mind, 
Htav'n  fmil'd  to  fee,  and  gave  the  gracious  nod, 
Nor  longer  wou'd  detain  her  from  her  God. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  HOLY  BIBLE. 

Ye  facred  tomes,  be  my  unerring  guide, 
Dnve-hearted  faints,  and  prophets  eagle-ey'dl 
1  fcorn  the  moral  fop,  and  ethic  fage. 
But  drink  in  truth  from  your  illuniin'd  page  : 
Like  Mofes-bufti  each  leaf  divinely  bright, 
Where  God  inverts  himfelf  in  milder  light ! 
Taught  by  your  dodlriiies  we  devoutly  rife. 
Faith  points  the  way,  and  hope  unbars  the  Ikies. 
You  tunc  our  palTions,  teach  them  hi.w  to  roll. 
And  fink  the  body  but  to  raife  the  foul ; 
To  raife  it,  bear  it  to  myfteriou«  day, 
l>lor  want  an  angel  to  direct  the  way  ! 

*  The  river  Eden  runs  near  Brouab. 

f   She  defarfedthis'life,  OSiober  25    I737,  aged  65. 

:j:  Her  former  hijband  ivas  Jof.  .  ijher,  M  A.  L  cl- 
lo-w  of  ^teen'i  College,  Oxford,  Hear  of  Brougb, 
mnd  Archdeacon  of  Carl'Jle ;  by  ivbcm  Jkt  bad  !i9  tbil- 
dren 
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ON  A  PRESENT  OF  THREE  ROSES, 

FROM  lANTHE. 

Three  rofes  to  her  humble  flave 
The  miftrefs  of  the  Graces  gave  : 
Three  rofes  of  an  eaftern  hue, 
Sweet-fwelling  with  ambroCal  dew. 
How  each,  with  glowing  pride,  difplays 
The  riches  of  its  circling  rays  ! 
How  all,  in  fweet  abundance,  (lied 
Perfumes,  that  might  revive  the  dead  ! 
Now  tell  me,  fair  one,  if  you  know, 
Whence  tbefe  balmy  fpirits  flow  ? 
Whence  fprings  this  modeft  blufh  of  light 
Which  charms  at  once  and  pains  the  fight  \ 

The  fair  one  knew,  but  wou'd  not  fay. 
So  blufh'd  and  fmiling  went  her  way. 
Impatient,  next  the  mufc  1  call  ; 
She  comes,  and  thus  wou'd  anfwer  all. 

"   Fool  (and  I  fure  dcferv'd  the  name), 
Mark  well  the  beauties  of  the  dame, 
And  can  you  wonder  why  fo  fair. 
And  why  fo  fweet  the  rofes  are  ? 
Her  cheek  with  living  purple  glows 
Which  blufh'd  its  rays  on  every  rofe  ; 
Her  breath  exhai'd  a  fvveeter  fmell 
Than  fragrant  fields  of  afphodel; 
The  fparkling  fpirit  in  her  eyes 
A  kindlier  influence  fupplies 
Than  genial  funs  and  fummerfkleg. 
Now  can  you  wonder  why  fo  fair. 
And  why  fo  fweet  ihe  rofes  are  ?" 
"   Hold,  tuneful  trifler,  I  reply'd, 
The  beauteous  caufe  I  now  dr-fcry'd. 
Hold,  talk  no  more  of  fummer  fkies. 
Of  genial  funs  and—filendid  lies; 
Of  fragrant  fields  of  afphodel. 
And  brighteft  rays  and  fwteteft  fmell ; 
Whatever  poetry  can  paint. 
Or  mufe  can  utter — all  is  faint  : 
Two  words  had  better  all  expreft  ; — 
"  She  took  the  rofes  from— her  breait, 

THE  WEDDING  MORN. 

A  DREAM. 

'TwAS  morn  :   But  Theron  ftill  his  pillow  preftff 
(His  Aniiabella's  charms  improv'd  his  reft  ) 
An  angel  form,  the  datightcr  cf  the  Ikies. 
Dt-fcending  bleft  ;  or  fcem'd  to  blefs  his  eyes; 
White  from  her  breafta  dazzling  velfment  roli'd, 
.With  ftars  belpangled  and  celcftial  gold. 
She  mov'd,- and  odours,  wide,  the  circuit  fiU'd; 
She  (pake  and  honey  from  her  lips  diftilld. 
"  Behold,  illuftrious  comes,  to  blefs  thy  arms. 
Thy  Annabella,  breathing  love  and  ckarms  I 
O  melting  mildnefs   undiffcniblcd  truth  ! 
Fair  flow'r  of  age,  yet  blnfliing  bloom  of  youth  I 
Fair  without  art,  without  defign  admir'd, 
Frais'd  by  the  good,  and  by  the  wife  defir'd. 
By  art  and  nature  taught  ana  form'd  to  pleafe, 
U'ith  all  the  fweet  fimplicity  of  eafe. 
In  public  courteous — for  no  private  end  ; 
At  home — a  fervant;  and  abroad — a  fncnd. 
Cc 
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ies  roll,  T 

fire  the  pole,       > 
lutiesof  her  foul,  j 


Her  gentle  manners,  uiraffedled  "race. 
And  animated  fweetnefs  of  her  fnce. 
Her  faulrlefs  form,  by  decency  refin'd, 
yknd  hright,  unfiillied  fendity  of  mhid. 
The  Chriftian  graces  breathing  in  hsr  bread. 
Her — whole  ihall  teach  the3  to  be  more  than 
bleft. 

'Tis  vhtue's  ray  that  points  her  fparkling eyes, 
Her  face  is  l)eauteoii<i  for  her  foul  is  wife. 
As  from  the  fun  refulgent  glories  roll, 
"Vhich  feed  the  {tarry  hoft  and 
So  ftream  upon  her  face  the  beau 
Though  the  dove's  languilh  melts  upon  her  eye, 
And  her  cheeks  mantle  with  the  eaftern  flcy. 
When  feventy  on  her  temples  fheds  its  fnow, 
Dim  grow  her  eyes  and  cheeks  forget  to  glow, 
Good  nature  (hall  the  purple  lofs  fupply, 
Good  fenfe  fhine  brighter  than  the  fparkling  eye  : 
In  beauteous  order  round  and  round  fhall  move, 
L,ove  cool'd  by  reafon.  reafon  waim'd  by  love. 

Receive  Heav'n'skindeft  bleiTingl   And  regard  i 
This  blefliHg  as  thy  virtue's  bed  reward.  | 

When  beauty  wakes  her  faired  forms  to  charm, 
When  mufic  all  her  pow'rs  of  found  to  warm, 
Htr  golden  floods  when  wanton  freedom  rolls, 
And  plenty  pours  herfelf  into  our  bowls; 
When  with  tumultuous  throbs  our  pulfes  beat, 
And  dubious  reafon  totters  on  her  feat, 
The  youth  how  fteady,  how  reiolv'dthe  guide 
Which  flems  the  full  luxuriant,  pleafing  tide! 
F'lr  tl.efe,  and  virtues  fuch  as  thefe  is  giv'n 
Thy  Annabella  !   O'belov'd  of  Heav'n  ! — 
Hail  marriage  !   everlafting  be  thy  reign  I 
The  chain  of  being  is  thy  golden  chain. 
From  hence  mankind,  a  growing  race  depend. 
Began  with  nature,  fhall  wiih  nature  end. 
The  mills,  which  flain'd  thy  luftre,  break  away, 
In  glory  lefTen,  and  refine  to  day: 
JJo  more  the  jcd  of  wits,  of  fools  the  fcorn. 
Which  God  made  facred,  and  which  priefts  adorn. 

Afceiid  the  bed,  while  genial  nature  pours 
Her  balmy  bit  ITings  round  and  nedar  fhow'rs. 
And  lo  I  the  future  opens  on  my  eyes, 
1  lee  foft  buds  and  fmiling  flow'rs  arife  : 
The  human  blolToms  every  charm  difplay, 
Unfold  their  fweets,  and  beautify  the  day. 
The  father's  virtues  in  the  fons  combine  ; 
The  mother's  graces  in  the  daughters  fhine. 
So  where  an  angel  fprtads  his  dovelike  wing. 
Young  laurels  fprout,  and  tender  myrtles  fpring; 
Sweet  dews  defcending  confecrate  the  ground. 
And  opens  a  new  Paradife  around  ! 
I  fee  !  — But  here  the  fcenes  which  blaz'd  behind 
Her  fancy  dazzled,  and  diffolv'd  his  mind. 
He  woke  :  yet  ftill  he  thinks  he  fees  and  hears ; 
Till  real  founds  falute  his  raviih'd  ears  : 
•'  — Arife!  the  bride  invites  thee  to  be  bleft  ?" 

He  rofe. — But  filence  only  fpeaks  the  reft. 

ODE  BRUMALIS  : 

AD  AMICUM  OSONIENSEM. 

Eheu  !  fereni  mollia  tempora 
(Conduntur  anni.    Filia,  puer,  lyrs 


Lafcivientes  frange  :  Brunii 
Flebilis  ofTicium  camoenae 

Puilata  pofcit;  ncn  falis  Attici 
Ha^c  flore  gaudet.     Prseterit  ocyor 
Equo  Maronis,  nee  fcit  uno 
Stare  loco  fallens  voluptas. 

Quo  cefilt  umbrae  gloria  frondex  ? 
Quo  ferta,  mistis  viva  coloribus, 
Ornare  non  indigna  Popi 

Marmora,  five  comas  lanthac. 

Heu  veris  xtas  occidit  aurea, 
.^dati"!  atque  argentea,  et  serea 
Receipt  autumni,  feverx       « 
Ferrea  fola  Hyemis  remanfit. 

Sic  vita  tranfit  noftra!  volantibus 
Urgetiir  horis.  Quid  fapiens  aget, 

Qyid  ergo  prudens  ?     Ille,  certe, 
Dona  rapit  fugientls  horse, 

Gratus  deoruni  culfor.     Hyems  virum, 
Queni  lavit  Ifis,  flumen  Apoliinis, 
Qjiem  Suada  puro  melle  fovit, 
Intrepidum  feriet  procellis. 

Nigrefcat  asther,  pedtore  candldo 
Pax  alba  ridet :  mugiat  Africus, 

Eurufque  ;  tu,  tranquilla  rirtus, 
Vere  tumens,  zephyros  reduces. 

Tranquilla  virtus,  nefcia  criminis, 
Tc,  amice,  munit,  tedium  adamantino 
Thorace;  te  non  atra  bilis 

Mente  quatit  placida  Novembris. 

Nee  me  November  mente  hilari  quatit, 
Triflefque  menfes:  fallitur  improba 
Vel  cura  mufis,  vel  choreis, 
Dulce  vices  fubeunte  Baccho. 

Horatiani  pocula  nunc  Meri 
Grato  ore  libo,  digna  labris  Jovis ! 
Nunc  intimas  et  fuave  nedlar 
Ovidii  iluit  in  medullas. 

Si  grandis  inflet  Calliope  tubani, 
Mentcm  ilia  Temper  cantu  Heliconio- 
Accendit:   lo!   mejamapcrto 
Virgilius  dedit  ire  c«Io. 

Pompam  theatri  vifere  fxpius 
Garrickus  urget,  dramatis  arbiter  ! 
Decore,  geftu,  voce,  vultu 
lUe  oculos  capit,  ille  meotes. 

Odi  profanes,  pace  tua,  j'>cos, 
Vanburge, — odi :   me  gravis  attrahit 
Shakfpeare,  Cothwrnati  per  xvum 
Omne  pater,  colunienque  rcgni. 

Heus  !— deme  foccos  : — alta  tragcedia 
Jubct ; — Cothurnos  induit  aureos.  :— 
Orcheftra,  majcftate  adauda, 
Sub  pcdibus  Gradientis  horret. 

Quod  fulmen  aures  non  imitabile 
tt  corda  flemit :  Terror  amabilis 

Pervadit  ihtus  nos:— Othello  1— -   . 
En  rabido  tonat  ore  Othello  ! 
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Prohl  quantus  iraa  gurges  injeftuat 
Spumatquc  venis  1   ut  tumet  in  minas  '. 
Quam  fplendide  bacchatur  excors  I 
Ah  !  gemit — ah  !  trepidat — ruenfque, 

Procumbit  heros  I — Gaudla  funt  ninns 
HaEC  faeve,  Shakfpeare  1  Turbinlbus  finus 
Ferflas  voluptatis  micantes  : — 
Ferre  animus  timet  hos  tumultus. 

Mutare  fcenam  jam  lubet. — Ibinius, 
Qjo  fuavis  Otway  nos  vocat.  ibimus, 
lantha  !  quanivis,  pulchra  fletu, 
Turgidulis  redeas  ocellis. 

Planiflus  gementum  plandlibus  addere 
Eft  duke  femper.     Monimix  dolor. 
Me  tefte,  gutta  molliore 
ijape  genas,  tacite,  fefellit. 

O  quas  paventum  murmura  virginum 

Q^eflufque  mulcent  aera  odoribus  !  — 

Tu  vincis,  Otway  !   corda  vincis  ; 

Euripidis  renovans  triuniphos. 

Plaufis  ovantuni  fint  allis  viruni 
Quaefita  merces  :  fat  tibi  glorise, 
Te  urgente,  vates  invidende, 
Virgineos  maduifle  vultus. 

ODE  VERNALIS  : 

AT)  AMICUM  OXONIENSEM, 

CuRAS  Lyasus  jam  mihi  difcutit 
Raptim ;  nee  aurum  (fuaviter  infolens) 
Voeale  de  myrto  recufo 
Vellere  liberiore  dextra. 

Et  quis  vetabit  quo  minus  audeam 
Lulus  amico  mittere  cum  joco  1 

Ridere  mens  eft ;  terra  ridet ; 
Ipfa  Venus  negat  effe  triftes, 

Jucunda  vcris  diva.     Quid  ampliiis 
Rugx  juvabunt  ?  Verficoloribus 
En  mains  alis  raptus  afflat 
Lsetitiam  genialis  aurx. 

Amice  !   (blando  hoc  nomine  te  vocein, 
O  Woode)  ?  cum  quo  faepe  per  Ifidis 


Errare  fylvas,  nuncque  canta 
Nuncque  mero  licuit  morantes 

Duxiffe  foles  in  Thetidis  tofos, 
Amice  !  quae  te  gaudia  floreis 

Cingunt  coronis  ?  Quaeque  molles 
Nympha  caput  lepidum  remuicct 

Inter  lacertos  ?  Num  charitum  chorus, 
Choriifve  Pindi  tempora  dividit  ? 
Sunt  umbo  grati ;  menfe  Maii 
Q^in  charitcs  melius  colantur. 

Nunc  duke  pi>5lis  defipere  in  toro 
Herbis  tumenti,  vivus  ubi  tremor 
Splendefcit  undre  ;  fi  poets, 
Sique  aderint,  tua  cura,  mufaSi 

Adfit  jocorum  grata  protervitas, 
Thalia  pleno  quos  tibi  depluit 

Cornu  :  nee  abfit  Bacchus,  uvas, 
Evohc  !  purpureus  magiftcr. 

Handalus  omnes  tendere  barbiti 
Nervos  laboret ;  nee  fileat  placens 
lantha  cantu,  dum  jocofo 
Tangit  ebur  geniale  pletSro. 

Audita,  coeli  1  nura  modulaminis 
Tales  triumphos  aula  refert  Jovis 
Stellata  ?  Spherarumve  tales 
Lucidus  et  numerofus  ordo  ? 

O  lene  murmur  !  cum  Venus  aurea 
Inire  fomnos,  ftrata  rofis,  parat, 
Melofque  pofcit ;  talis  Aura 
Idalias  tremit  inter  umbras. 

Quse  flamma  venis  pafta '.  protentibus 
Seccumbo  vidtus  blanditiis  lyrae  : 
Succumbo  vidtus  voce,  vultu, 
Crine  nigro,  niveoque  collo, 

Sic  prata  fasvis  florea  folibus 
Opprefl'a  languent.     Ferte,  cito,  precor, 
Lenimen  aegro  ;  ferte  rores 
Metcaffi  medicos,  fodales  I 

Fniftra  :  nee  unquam  metcaffi  Manua 
Extinguet  ignes,  dotfta  licet,  meos ; 
Nee  flumen,  ah  !  veftri  benignis 
Ingenii  recreabic  undis. 

.Ccij 
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JAMES     CAWTHORN. 


Contaiolng 


ABCLARD  TO  ELOISA, 

PRUSSIA, 

i^OXAL  ESSATSj 


ELECIES, 

£FISTL£S) 

TALES, 


iSfc.    I2^f.    Wf. 


To  which  Is  prefixed^ 

THE    LIFE    OF    THE    AUTHOR, 


Sick  of  the  world's  applaufe.  yet  fond  to  warm 
Each  maid  that  knows  with  Eloife  to  charm. 
He  alks  of  Verfe  to  aid  his  native  fire, 
Refines,  and  wildly  lives  along  the  lyre ; 
Bids  all  his  various  paflions  throb  anew. 
And  hopes,  my  fair,  to  Ileal  a  tear  from  you. 


EPISTLE  TO  MISS  ' 


•,  WITH  ABELARS  TO  ELOISA. 


EDINBURGH: 

fWNTED  BY  MUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE. 
Anno  I  y  ^4, 


THE  LIFE  OF  C AWT  HORN. 


James  Cawthorn  was  born  at  or  near  Sheffield,  in  Yorlcdilre,  in  i^ai.  Of  the  circumftances 
and  profcffion  of  his  father,  there  is  no  account.  He  received  his  education  partly  at  Rotheram  in 
Yorkfhire,  and  partly  at  Kirkby-Lonfdale  in  Wcftmoreland.  Whether  he  was  indebted  to  either  of 
the  univerfities  for  any  part  of  the  literature  he  poffeffed,  is  uncertain.  His  epitaph  gives  him  the 
degree  of  Matter  of  Arts;  but  his  name  does  not  appear  in  either  of  the  lifts  of  graduates. 

His  firft  employment  was  that  of  Uiher,  at  the  fchool  of  one  Mr.  Clare,  in  the  city  of  London, 
whofe  fifter  he  married.     His  wife  died  before  him. 

In  1743,  he  was  chofen  Mafter  of  Tunbridge  School,  by  the  Skinner's  Company  of  London  ;  of 
which  the  founder.  Sir  Andrew  Judd,  a  native  of  Tunbridge,  and  Lord  Mayor  of  London,  in  the 
reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  was  a  freeman. 

It  muft  always  afford  fatisfailion  to  fee  thofe  public  eftablifliments,  which  the  piety  of  former  times 
has  provided  for  the  education  of  youth,  conducted  in  fuch  a  manner  as  to  anfwer  the  intention  of 
the  donors. 

In  this  refpe6l,  the  Company  of  Skinners  dcferve  particular  commendation  ;  as  a  retrofpedion  for 
many  years  will  fhow,  that  their  choice  has  generaUy  fallen  on  men  of  very  diftinguiflied  and  emi- 
nent abilities. 

Cawthorn  is  very  advantageoufly  known  to  the  world  by  his  poetical  compofitions ;  and  Dr. 
Knox,  the  prefent  refpedtaLle  Mafler  of  Tunbridge  School,  ranks  as  a  writer  of  popular  effays,  mo- 
ral and  critical,  ferious  and  humorous,  with  Addifon,  Steele,  Johnfon,  Mogre,  Hawkefworth,  and 
Goldfn^ith. 

It  is  equally  honourable  to  Cawthorn,  and  to  the  Company  of  Skinners,  that,  in  conjundllon  with 
his  patrons,  he  founded  a  library,  which  is  annexed  to  that  feminary. 

Before  his  appointment  to  the  mafterfliip  of  Tunbridge  School,  he  appears  to  have  taken  orders; 
but  neither  the  time  of  his  ordination,  nor  the  place  where  he  was  beneficed,  have  been  afcertained. 

He  had  an  early  turn  for  poetry  ;  and  as  it  was  his  cuftom  to  affix  to  his  juvenile  pieces  the  place 
where,  and  the  year,  day,  and  age  of  his  life  when  they  were  written,  fome  of  them  are  dated 
Kirkby-Lonfdale,  in  1735. 

In  1746,  he  wrote  The  Equality  cf  Human  Csndiihns,  a  poetical  dialogue,  fpokcn  at  the  vifitation  of 
Tunbridge  School. 

The  fame  year,  he  publifhed  his  poem  of  Ahelard  to  Eloifa,  with  fome  introdudlory  verfes,  addreffed 
to  a  young  lady ;  which,  with  two  fermons,  was  all  that  -he  printed  in  his  life  time. 

In  1749,  he  addrefled  an  ethic  epiftle,  on  the  Vamty  of  Human  Enjoyments,  to  Lyttleton,  whofe 
patronage  he  courted,  with  the  other  poets  of  that  time. 

Of  the  following  twelve  years  of  his  hfe,  little  is  known  that  can  be  related  with  certainty. 

He  was  killed  by  a  fall  from  his  horfe,  as  he  was  going  to  befpcak  the  mufic  on  fome  occafion,  from 
Tunbridge  Wells,  April  15.  1761,  in  the  4fcth  year  of  his  age;  and  was  buried  in  Tunbridgq 
Church. 

Over  his  remains  is  the  following  infcription  : 

Hie  fitus  eft 

Jacobus  Cawthorn,  A.  M. 

Schoias  Tunbrigienfisniagiftcr 

Qui  juventuti  turn  moribus,  tum  Uteris  inftituenda; 

Operam  magno,  non  fine  honore  dedic 

Opibus,  quas  largamanu  diftribuit 

Fruitur,  &  in  a;ternuni  fruetur 

Obiit,  heucitius!   Aprilis  15.  1761, 

^tatis  40. 
Sorer  mccfta  ex  grato  animo  hoc  pofuit. 

C  c  iii] 


^^^  THE    LIFE    OF   CAWTHORN. 

His  Peems  were  colleded  and  publiflied  in  one  volume  4to,  1771 ;  but,  by  an  unpardonable  as- 
gleet  in  the  editor,  without  any  information  concerning- his  life,  family  connexions,  or  even  the 
times  and  places  of  hi«  birth  and  death.  , 

This  indifference  towards  a  perfon  fo  refpedtable  as  an  author,  and  fo  deferving  as  a  man,  is 
much- to-be  lamenred ;  and,  for  the  fake  of  poflerity  as  well  as  the  prefent  rimes,  it  is  to  be  wilhed, 
that  thole  who  are  acquuinted  with  any  particular-  concerning  him,  would  communicate  them  to 
jfoma  rcpofitory  where  they  might  be  referved  for  the  ufe  of  future  biographers. 
,y  An  anonymous  writer  in  the  "  St.  James's  Chri-nicle,"  of  April  25.  177 r,  informed  the  public, 
-  that  the  f.rft  piece  in,  this  coliedion  was  not  originally  compofed  by  Cawthorn,  but  by  Pitt,  the 
.tfau^ator  of  Virgil ;  and  is  to  be  found  at  page  izo,  6£  the  poems  publilhed  by  him  in  1727. 

To  this  charge  of  unfair  dealing,  the  edi  or  affcrted.  in  his  own  vindication,  that  the  poem  was 
j-eally  fele>3:ed  from  a  number  of  Cawthorn's  juvenile  pieces  in  his  pofTcffion,  in  his  own  hand- 
writing. '•  So,  I  had  not,"  fay  he,  "  the  leafl  reafon  to  fuppofe  that  it  was  copied,  efpecially  at 
there  are  fcveral  others,  in  the  fame  coUedlion,  which  (if  we  may  believe  Mr.  Cawthorn)  can 
belong  to  no  other  author  :  For,  at  the  clofe  of  one  poem,  which  is  called  A  Meditation,  dated 
Ki^kby-LonfJale,  January  30.  1735,  he  fays,  "  this  effay,  as  well  as  the  other  pieces  of  divine 
poetry,  was  compofed  in  the  hurry  of  imagination,  without  any  regard  to  connexion,  which  is  ex- 
cufublc  in  a  perfon  whofe  judgment,  by  rea'.on  of  his  years,-  is  deficient.  I  chofe  rather  this  kind 
of  poetry,  fince  the  pens  of  the  moft  celebrated  writers  have  been  employed  in  other  matters. 
They  were  dtfigned  for  my  private  EmufeiTient,  and  to  unbend  the  mind  when  engaged  in  works  of 
^ot  fo  agreeable  a  nature." 

According  to  this  account,  the  editor  dees  not  pofitively  deny  the  piece  in  quefticn  to  be  Pitt's; 
he  only  declares  his  having  known  nothing  of  the  matter  previoufly  to  the  publication  of  Cawthorn's 
poems  ;  and  confequently,  if  the  poem  proved  to  be  Pitt's,  the  infertion  of  it  among  Cawthorn's 
pieces,  is  3  circumilacce  very  different  from  intentional  plagiarifm. 

The  poems  contained  in  that  colledlion,  have  been  reprinted,  together  with  fome  pieces  which 
bad  been  omitted,  in  the  edition  of  "  The  Englifh  Poets,"   1790. 

Cawthorn  is  faid  to  have  been  in  the  general  iiitercourfe  of  life,  generous  and  friendly ;  but,  ia 
the  condudb  of  his  fchool,  Angularly  harfh  and  fevere.  He  had  fome  extraordinary  foibles.  With 
lifile  fkill  in  horfemanfhip,  he  was  fond  of  hunting ;  and  with  no  acquaintance  with  mufic,  he  wa3 
an  admirer  of  concerts  and  operas.  He  has  been  known  to  ride  to  London  from  Tunbridge,  in 
order  to  be  prefent  at  a  mufical  performance,  though  he  was  under  the  nectfiity  of  being  back  by 
fevcn  o'clock  the  next  morning. 

As  a  poet,  his  conipofitions  arc  charaderifed  by  energy,  enthufiafm,  and  melody,  more  than  cafe, 
elegance,  and  corredtnefs.  He  had  a  lively  imagination  ;  but  his  judgment  was  not  equal  to  his 
fancy  ;  and  his  moft  fiuilhed  productions  difcover  an  incorrednefs  of  tafte.  He  formed  himfelf  up- 
on Pope,  as  a  model  of  heroic  verfe  ;  and,  it  is  faying  much  for  him,  that  he  frequently  wrotp 
like  his  mailer.  He  has  copied  his  paufes,  cadence,  caft  of  diction,  and  the  mechanifm  and  con- 
ilrndion  of  his  verfe,  with  a  felicity  of  imitation  that  has  few  examples. 

But  he  could  not  long  maintain  Pope's  eafy  elegance,  nor  keep  up  to  the  free  and  unwearied  fpirlt 
that  he  breathed.  He  has  the  faults  of  his  mafter  ;  but  not  all  his  fablime  beauties,  and  more  ani- 
mated graces.  His  verfification,  though  flowing  and  harmonious,  is  too  artificial  and  uniform,  and 
fometimes  elaborated  into  obfcurity.  His  paufes  are  anticipated  by  the  ear;  and  the  regular  recur- 
rence of  the  words  every  and  all,  efpecially  the  latter,  in  almoft  every  line,  produces  a  tirefome  mo- 
notony. 

His  Ep'fUfrom  Ahelardto  Eloifa,  is  the  moft  popular  of  his  produdlions.  It  is  reckoned  little  inferior 
to  Pattilon's  celebrated  letter,  or  Pope's  admirable  "  Lloifa."  It  certainly  contains  many  ftrong  lines, 
much  paffion,  and  animated  expreflion;  but  the  hand  of  the  perfecS  maftcr  was  wanting  to  difpofe 
the  colours  and  cnaftife  the  piece.  A  third  "  epiftle  from  Abelard  to  Eloifa,"  was  publiflied  by  Mr. 
Warwick  in  1782,  which  is  not  a  mere  copy;  and  could  the  exquifite  "  Epiftle  from  Eloifa  to  Abe- 
lard," be  for  a  while  forgotten,  it  might  be  thought  not  a  fecond-rate  performance.  His  Lady  Jane 
Grey  to  Lord  Guilford  Dudley,  is  another  beautiful  example  of  that  fpecies  of  writing  epiftles  under 

feigned  chara^ers,  which  it  is  po  foaaU  in?rit »»  Ov^d  w  have  invsotcd,    The  Cubjc^  is  one  of  thsr 
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Kioft  ftriking  in  the  Englifli  annals  ;  and  the  circumftances  of  diftrefs,  the  various  turns  of  paflion, 
and  the  different  fentiments.  with  which  Lady  Jane  is  agitated,  are  finely  worked  up,  without  any- 
remarkable  deviation  from  hiftory. 

The  Elegy  on  Captain  Hughes,  is  one  of  the  moft  highly  finiflied,' and  certainly  the  mod  interefting 
of  his  fhorter  pieces.  It  is  exquifitely  animated  and  tender,  but  not  without  fome  pretty,  rather 
than  pathetic  fenfiments.  and  fome  obfcure  and  fome  carelefs  lines.  ^  The  prefent  writer  thinks  he 
has  feen  a  more  corredl  copy  of  this  elegy,  than  that  which  is  printed  in  the  colledlion  of  "  The 
Englifti  Poets,"  in  fome  of  the  Mifcellanies ;  and  has  ventured,  fi  6m  memory,  to  mark  the  variations, 
which  appear  to  him  to  be  cfTential  improvements.  Tlic  iixch  line  from  the  beginning,  in  particular, 
feems  to  him  to  be  quite  unintelligible. 

Forgets  the  fort  before  he  grafps  the  lyre, 
He  thinks  it  fhnuld  be 

Forgets  the  f,oet  ere  he  grafps  the  lyre. 

The  apoftrophe  to  Nature,  in  the  line  immediately  following,  he  thinks  fliould  be  to  Friendjhip, 
The  fublequent  alterations  are  too  num.erous  to  be  fpecified. 

His  Regulation  of  the  Fajfions,  a  moral  effay,  has  great  merit  in  many  places.  The  end  of  Suffolk 
ilrongly  reminds  us  of  F<jpe*s  Buckingham.  The  idea  of  a  moral  economy  from  painting,  exemplU 
£ed  in  Rembrandt,  is  happily  imagined.     The  concluding  images  are  beautiful  and  juft. 

l^et  all  thy  paffions  like  his  colours  play, 
Strong  without  harfhnels,  without  glaring,  gay, 
'  Contraft  them,  curb  'hem,  ipread  them,  or  confine^ 

£nnoble  thefe,  and  thole  forbid  to  fliine. 
With  cooler  (hades,  anibition's  fire  allay, 

And  mildly  melt  the  pomp  of  pride  away  ;  '* 

Her  rainbow  robe  from  vanity  remove, 
And  foften  malice  with  the  fmile  of  love  : 
Bid  o'er  revenge,  the  charities  prevail, 
N'T  let  a  grace  be  feeii  withou'  a  veil; 
So  fhalt  'hi'U  live  as  Heaven  itfclf  defign'd, 
Each  pulfe  congenial  with  th'  informing  mind; 
Each  adlion  ftation'd  in  its  prt  per  place, 
Each  VJitue  blooming  with  its  native  grace, 
Each  paffion  vig'rous  to  its  jufl  degree; 
And  the  fair  whole  a  perfeft  fymmetry. 

In  his  EJay  on  Tajle,  many  of  our  modern  follies,  particularly  the  Chinefe  tafte  in  building  z.rA 
laying  out  grounds,  are  ridiculed  with  no  lefs  propriety  than  poetry.  To  avoid  thefe  follies,  he  adi 
yifes  us  to  follow  nature  in  our  improvements. 

Examine  nature  with  the  eye  of  tafte, 

Mark  vhere  fhe  fpreads  the  lawn,  or  pours  the  rill, 

Falls  in  the  vale,  or  breaks  upon  the  hill ; 

Plan  as  fhe  plans  ;  and  where  her  genius  calls. 

There  fink  your  grottos,  and  there  raife  your  walls. 

In  his  Life  Unhappy,  lecaife  -we  ufe  it  improperly,  a  moral  effay,  he  draws  the  idea  of  a  moral  ec«» 
npmy,  from  mufic,  as  he  had  done  before  from  painting,  which  is  finely  exemplified  in  Handel. 
The  EJfay  on  Nobility,  fpoken  at  the  vifitation  of  Tunbridge  School,  in   1 75  3,  is  replete  witk 
\  pianly  fcntiments,  and  indignant  fatire.     It  is  a  pleafure  to  find 

-amidft  the  titled  crew, 


Unknown  to  all  but  Collins  and  the  ftew  ;" 
the  name  of  a  late  illuftrious  and  lamented  flatefman,  who  was  more  ennobled  hy  his  private  vir- 
tues and  conftitutional  principles,  than  by  his  hereditary  titles.  Twelve  years  of  unfortunate  poli- 
.|ical  diffenfion,  fince  his  death,  have  already  written  his  eulogium. 

"  Admire  how  innocence  can  lend  to  truth. 
Each  grace  of  virtue,  and  each  charm  of  youth  1 
.And  then  enraptur'd  bend  the  fuppliant  knee 
To  heav'n's  high  throne,  0  RakingbiimJ  for  the§,'* 
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His  Epljlle  en  tie  Vanity  of  Human  Enjoyments^  is  written  with  liis  ufual  flow  of  melodious  verfifica- 
tion,  and  pJesCng  illuftration.  The  diftiiiguiflied  names  of  Cudworth,  Halhy,  and  Defa^uHcrs,  are  pro- 
duced as  examples  of  the  inutility  of  genius  and  fcience  to  their  poffeffors.  The  lines  which  record 
their  glory,  and  their  country's  fhame,  are  feledted ;  becaufe  the  faifts,  particularly  thofe  relating  to 
Dr.  Defaguliers,  are  little  known,  and  are  equally  intereftingto  curiofity,  learning,  and  benevolence. 

"  A(k  at  yon  tomb,  where  Cud-iuortl/s  mighty  name 

Weeps  o'er  the  ruins  of  his  wit  and  fame ; 

Cudzuortb,  whofe  fpirit  flew,  with  fails  unfurl'd. 

Through  each  vaft  empire  of  th'  ideal  world, 

Pierc'd  through  the  myftic  (hades  o'er  nature  thrown. 

And  made  the  foul's  immenfity  his  own. 

Yet  though  his  fyftem  wit  and  fcience  fir'd, 

Though  Wilmot  trembled,  and  though  Hobbes  expir'd, 

Miftaken  zeal,  mad  bigotry  confpire, 

All  Turner's  dullnefs,  and  all  Oxford's  fire, 

All  envy's  poifons,  all  a  nation's  rage. 

And  all  hell's  imps  to  blafl  th'  unfinifh'd  page. 
Much  ifijur'd  fliade,  to  truth,  to  virtue  dear, — 

Be  calm,  ye  witlings  !  and,  ye  zealots!  hear  : 

And,  while  this  bright  intelligence  pervades 

Th'  ideal  world,  and  rifes  o'er  the  (hades, 

His  mines  of  wifdoni,  if  you  can  explore, 

Then  fhut  the  volume,  and  be  vain  no  more.—  ' 
Immortal  Hallcy  !  thy  unwearied  foul 

On  wifdom's  pinion  flew  from  pole  to  pole, 

Th'  uncertain  compafs  to  its  talk  reftor'd. 

Each  ocean  fathom'd,  and  each  wind  explor'd, 

Commanded  trade  with  ev'ry  breeze  to  fly. 
And  gave  to  Britain  half  the  Zemblian  fky. 
And  fee,  he  comes,  diftinguifli'd,  lov'd,  careft, 

Mark'd  by  each  eye,  and  hugg'd  to  ev'ry  breaft; 

His  godlike  labours  wit  and  fcience  fire, 

All  fa<3;ions  court  him^  and  all  feiSls  admire  : 

While  Britain,  with  a  gratitude  unknown 

To  ev'ry  age  but  Nero's  and  our  own, 

A  gratitude  that  will  for  ever  fhame 

The  Spartan  glory,  and  th'  Athenian  name — 

Tell  it,  ye  winds  !  that  all  the  world  may  hear-— 

Bleft  his  old  age  with — ninety  pounds  a  year. 

Are  thefe  our  triumphs?  thefe  the  fumswc  gire 
To  ripen  genius,  and  to  bid  it  live  ?  ' 

Can  Britain  in  her  fits  of  midncfs  pour 
One  half  her  Indies  on  a  R.oman  whore, 
And  flill  permit  the  weeping  mufe  to  tell 
-    How  poor  neglcdtcd  Defagulicrs  fell  ? 

How  lic,  who  taught  two  gracious  kings  to  view 
All  Boyle  ennobled,  and  all  Bacon  knew. 
Died  in  a  cell,  without  a  friend  to  fave, 
Withoutaguinca,  and  without  a  grave  ?" 

If  the  merit  of  this  Epijlk,  and  his  Moral  EJfays,  is  to  be  eflimatcd  by  the  juft  information  they 
contain,  and  the  important  truths  they  eflablilh,  it  is  unqueftionably  very  confiderable.  They  abound 
alfo  in  beautiful  imagery,  and  fplendid  poetical  embeilifliments  of  many  kinds;  but  they  are  fuller  of 
delicate  fcntiment,  philofophicalrefle<aion,  and  moral  fatire,  than  of  imagery,  fignrea,  and  poetry. 

His  Erujfia  is  a  fpirited  panegyrical  poem,  on  the  vidories  of  the  late  King  of  Pruffia,  whofe  lite- 
rary, legiflative,  and  warlike  accomplifhments,  are  the  boafl  and  admiration  of  the  prefent  age.  His 
Tales  have  a  confiderable  portion  of  the  eafe,  humour,  and  familiarity  which  diftinguifh  the  produc- 
tions of  Prior  ;  but  do  not  add  much  to  his  reputation. 

Cawthorn,  it  muft  be  acknowledged,  has  beftowed  too  much  attention  on  inferior  poetical  orna- 
ments; but,  when  every  dedudion  is  made  which  criticifm  requires,  his  compofitions  will  be  found 
to  difplay  that  pregnancy  of  invention,  that  exquifite  fenfibility,  and  that  geimlne  enthuQafm,  whish 
^rc  the  invaluable  fandlions  bellowed  by  nature  on  every  real  poet.  4 
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TO  MISS 


or    HORSEMANDEN,   IN    KENT. 

"When  wit  and  fcience  trimm'd  their  wither'd 
bays,  [rays, 

At  Petrarch's  voice,  and  beam'd  with  half  their 
Some  heaven-horn  genius,  panting  to  explore 
The  fcenes  oblivion  wifti'd  to  livt  no  more, 
Found  Abelard  in  grief's  fad  pomp  array 'd. 
And  call'd  the  melting  mourner  from  the  fiiade. 
Touch'd  by  hi?  woes,  and  kindling  at  his  rage, 
Admiring  nafi'.ns  glcw'd  from  age  to  age  ; 
From  age  to  age  the  foft  infection  ran. 
Taught  to  lament  the  hermit  in  the  man  ; 
Pride  dropt  her  creft,  atnbition  learn 'd  to  figh. 
And  dove-like  pity  ftream'd  in  ev'ry  eye. 

Sick  of  the  world's  applaufe,  ye:  fond  to  warm 
Each  maid  that  knows  with  Eloife  to  charm. 
He  alks  of  verfe  to  aid  his  native  fire. 
Refines  and  wildly  live'-  along  the  lyre  ; 
Bids  all  his  various  paflions  throb  anew, 
And  hopes,  my  fair,  to  fleal  a  tear  fn  m  you. 

O  bleft  with  temper,  bleft  with  fkill  to  pour 
Life's  ev'ry  comfort  on  each  fecial  hour  ! 
Chafte  as  thy  blufhes,  gentle  as  thy  mien, 
Too  grave  for  folly,  and  too  gay  for  fpleen  ; 
Indulg'd  to  win,  to  foften,  to  infpire. 
To  melt  with  mufic.  and  with  wit  to  fire; 
To  blend,  as  judgment  tells  thee  how  to  pleafe, 
Wifdom  with  fmiles,  and  majefly  with  eafe; 
Alike  to  virtue  as  the  graces  known, 
And  proud  to  love  all  merit  but  thy  own  \ 

Thefe  are  thy  honours,  thefe  will  charms  fupply, 
■When  thofe  dear  funs  fhall  fet  in  either  eye  ; 
While  flie,  who,  fond  of  <lrefs,  of  paint,  and  place, 
Aims  hut  to  be  a  goddefs  in  the  face ; 
Born  all  thy  fex  illumines  to  defpife, 
Too  mad  for  thought,  too  pretty  to  be  wife, 
Haunts  for  a  year  fantaftically  vain, 
With  half  our  fribbles  dying  in  her  train  ; 
Then  finks,  as  beauty  fades  and  paflion  cools. 
The  fcorn  of  coxcombs,  and  the  jefl  of  fools. 

ABELARD  TO  ELOISA. 

FIRST  PUBLISHED  1747- 
ARGU.MENT. 

Apf.lard  and  Eloifa  flouriflied  in  the  twelfth 
century  :  they  were  two  of  the  mod  diftinguifli- 
ed  perfons  of  their  age,  in  learning  and  beauty  ; 
but  lor  nothing  mort  famous  than  foi  their  un- 


fortunate pafiion.  After  a  long  courfe  of  cala- 
mities, they  retired  each  to  a  feveral  convent, 
and  confecrated  the  remainder  of  their  days  to 
religion.  It  was  many  years  after  this  fepara- 
tion,  that  a  lerter  of  Abelaid's  to  a  friend,  which 
contained  thehiftory  of  hismiifonunes,  fell  into 
the  hands  of  Eloifa  :  this  occafioned  thofe  cele- 
brated letters  (out  of  which  the  following  is 
partly  extraded),  which  give  fo  lively  apidlure 
of  the  ftruggles  of  grace  and  nature,  virtue  and 
paffion.  Pope. 

Ah  !  why  this  boding  ftart  ?  this  fudden  pain, 
That  wings  my  pulfe,  and  fhoots  from  vein  to 

vein  ! 
What  mean,  regardlefs  of  yon  midnight  bell,  , 

Thefe  earth-born  vifions  faddening  o'er  my  cell ! 
What  ftrange  diforder  prompts  thefe  thoughts  to 

glow, 
Thefe  fighs  to  murmur,  and  thefe  tears  to  flow  I 
'Tis  {he,  'tis  Eloifa's  form  reflor'd, 
Once  a  pure  faint,  and  more  than  faints  ador'd  : 
She  comes  in  all  her  killing  charms  confefs'd. 
Glares  through   the  gloom,  and  pours  upon  my 
breaft,  [move. 

Bids  heaven's  bright  guard  from  Paraclete  re- 
And  drags  me  back  to  mifery  and  love. 

Enjoy  thy  triumphs,  dear  illufion  !  fee 
This  fad  apoftate  from  his  God  to  thee ; 
See,  at  thy  call,  my  guilty  warmths  return, 
Flame  through  my  blood,  and  Ileal  me  from  mf 

urn. 
Yet,  yet,  frail  Abelard  1  one  effort  try, 
Ere  the  lad  lingering  fpark  of  virtue  die ; 
The  deadly  charming  forcerefs  controul. 
And,  fpite  of  nature,  tear  her  from  thy  foul. 

Long  has  that  foul,  in  thefe  unfocial  woods, 
Where  anguifh  mufes,  and  where  forrow  broods, 
From  love's  wild  vifionnry  wifhes  ftray'd. 
And  fought  to  lofe  thy  beauties  in  the  ftiade. 
Faith  dropp'd  a  fmile,  devotion  lent  her  fire. 
Woke  the  keen  pang,  and  fandlified  defire  ; 
Led  me  enraptur'd  to  the  blefl  abode, 
And  taught  my  heart  to  glow  with  all  its  Go^. 
But  O,  how  weak  fair  faith  and  virtue  prove. 
When  Eloifa  melts  away  in  love  ! 
When  her  fond  foul,  impafiion'd,  rapt,  unveil'dj, 
No  joy  forgotten,  and  no  wifh  conceal'd, 
Flows  through  her  pen  as  infant-f'iftnefsfree, 
And  fiercely  fprings  in  ecftacies  to  me  I 
Ye  heavens !  as  walking  in  yon  facred  fane. 
With  every  feraph  warm  in  every  vein, 
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Jufl  as  remorfe  had  rous'd  an  aching  figh, 
And  my  torn  foul  hung  trembling  in  my  eye, 
In  tha-  kind  hour  thy  fatal  letter  came, 
1  faw,  I  gaz'd   I  fhivcr  d  at  the  name  ; 
The  confcious  lamps  at  once  forgot  tofliine, 
prophetic  tremors  fliook  the  hallow'd  (hrine; 
Piiefts,  cenfcrs,  altars,  from  thy  genius  fled. 
And  heav'n  itltlffliut  on  me  while  I  read. 

Dear  I'miling  milchief  !  art  thoii  frili  the  fame, 
The  fill  pale  viiflim  of  too  foft  a  flame  ? 
Warm  as  when  firft.with  more  than  mortal  (hine, 
Each  melting  eye-ball  mix'd  thy  foul  with  mine  ? 
Have  not  thy  tears,  for  ever  taught  to  flow, 
The  glooms  of  abfence,  and  the  pangs  of  woe, 
The  pomp  of  faciifice,  the  whifper'd  tale, 
The  dreadful  vow  yet  hov'ring  o'er  thy  veil, 
Drove  this  bewitching  fondnefs  from  thy  breafl, 
Curb'd  the  loofe  wifh,  and  form'd  each  pulfe  to 

reft  ? 
And  canft  thou  ftill,  ftill  bend  the  fuppHant  knee 
To  love's  dread  fhrine,  and  weep  ard  figh  forme? 
Then  take  me,  take  me,  lock  tne  in  thy  arms, 
Spring  to  mj  lips,  and  give  me  all  thy  charms. 
No — fly  me,  fly  me,  fpread  th'  impatient  fail. 
Steal  the  lark's  wing,  and  mount  the  fwiftcftgale  ; 
Skim  the  vaft  ocean,  freeze  beneath  the  pole, 
llenounce  me,  curfe  me,  root  me  from  thy  foul; 
Fly,  fly,  for  juftice  bares  the  arm  of  God, 
And  the  graip'd  vengeance  only  waits  his  nod. 
Are  theie  thy  wiflies  ?  can  they  thus  infpire  ? 
poes  frenzy  form  them,  or  dots  grace  afpire  ? 
Can  Abelard,  in  hurricanes  of  zeal, 
Betray  his  heart,  and  teach  thee  not  to  feel  ? 
Teach  thy  enamour'd  fpirit  to  difown 
Each  human  warmth,  and  chill  thee  into  (lone  ? 
Ah  !  rather  let  my  tendereft;  accents  move 
The  lail  vi^ild  accents  of  unholy  love  ; 
On  that  dear  bofom  trembling  let  me  lie, 
Pour  out  my  foul,  and  in  fierce  raptures  die, 
Roufe  all  my  paffions,  a<5l  my  joys  new. 
Farewell,  ye  cells  :   ye  martyr'd  faints,  adieu  ! 
Sleep,  confcience  I  fleep,  each  awful  thought  be 

drown'd, 
Jlnd  fevenfold  darknefs  veil  the  fcene  around. 

What  means  this  paufe,  this  agonizing  ftart. 
This  giimpfe  of  heav'n  quick  ruihing  through  my 

heart .' 

Methinks  I  (ee  a  radiant  crofs  difplay'd . 

A  wounded  Saviour  bleeds  along  the  ftiade  ; 
Around  th'  expiring  God  bright  angels  fly, 
Swell  the  loud  hymn,  and  open  all  the  Iky. 
6  fave  me,  fave  me,  ere  the  thunders  roll. 
And  hell's  black  caverns  fwallow  up  my  foul  1 
Return,  ye  hours  1  when,  guiltltis  of  a  ftain, 
My  flrong-phim'd  genius  throbb'd  in  every  vein  ; 
When,  warm'd  with  all  th'Egyptian  fanes  infpir'd, 
AU  Athens  boafted.  and  all  Rome  admir'd; 
Tvly  nicrit  in  its  full  meridian  flior.e, 
Each  rival  blufliing,  and  each  heart  my  own. 
Return,  ye  fccnes '. — Ah  no  1  from  fancy  fly. 
On  time's  ftretch'd  wing,  till  each  idea  die, 
'  Eternal  fly  ;  fince  all  that  learning  gave, 
'I'oo  v/eak  to  conquer,  and  too  fond  to  lave, 
To  love's  foft  empire  cvtry  wifU  beiray'd. 
And  left  my  laurels  wilh'ring  in  the  fliade. 
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Let  me  forger  that,  while  decitful  fame 

Grafp'd  herftiriil  trump,  and  fill'd  itwithmynamCj 

Thy  ftronger  charms,  empower'd  by  heaven  f 

move 
Each  faint,  each  bleft  infenfible  to  love, 
At  once  my  foul  from  bright  ambition  won, 
I  hugg'd  the  dart,  I  wilh'd  to  be  und>.ne : 
No  more  pale  fcience  durft  my  thoughts  engage 
Infipid  dulnefs  hung  ou  every  page; 
The  midnight-lamp  no  more  enjoy'd  its  blaze, 
No  more  my  fpirit  flew  from  maze  to  maze  : 
Thy  glances  bade  philofophy  refign 
Her  thr(^>ne  to  thee,  and  every  fenfe  was  thine. 

But  what  could  all  the  frofts  of  wifdom  do, 
Oppos'd  to  beauty,  when  it  melts  in  you  ? 
Since  thefe  dark,  cheerlels,  folitary  caves, 
Death-breathing  woods,  and  daily. opening  gravcy^, 
Misfliapt  n  rocks,  wild  images  of  woe. 
For  ever  howling  to  the  deeps  below ; 
Ungenial  deferts,  where  no  vernal  fl:ow'r[flowV; 
Wakes  the  green   herb,  or   paints  th'  unfolding 
Th"  embrowning  glooms  thefe  holy  manfionsfhedj 
The  night-born  horrors  brooding  o'er  my  bed, 
The  difmal  fcenes  black  melancholy  pours 
O'er  the  fad  vilionsof  enanguifli'd  hours; 
I^ean  abftinence,  wan  grief,  low-thoughted  care, 
DiGrading  guilt,  and,  hell's  worft  fiend,  defpair, 
Confpire  in  vain,  with  all  the  aids  of  art. 
To  blot  thy  dear  idea  from  my  heart. 

Delufive.  fightlefe  God  of  warm  defire  ! 
Why  woiildft  thou  wi(h  to  fet  a  wretch  on  fire? 
Why  lives  thy  foft  divinity  where  woe 
Heaves  the  pale  fi){h,  and  anguiih  loves  to  glow  '. 
Fly  to  the  mead,  the  daify-painted  vale, 
Breathe  in  its  fweets,  and  melt  along  the  gale  ; 
Fly  where  gay  fcenes  luxurious  youths  employ. 
Where  ev'ry  moment  ft;eals  the  wing  of  joy  : 
There  may'ft  thou  fee,  low  proftrate  at  thy  throne, 
Devoted  flaves,  and  viiStims  all  thy  own  ; 
Each  village-fwain  the  turf-built  ftirine  fliall  raifc. 
And  kings  command  whole  hecatombs  to  blaze. 

O  memory  !  ingenious  to  revive 
Each  fleeting  h<ur,  and  teach  the  paft  to  live, 
Witnefs  what  conflicts  this  frail  bofom  tore  ! 
What  griefs  I  fiiffer'd  !  and  what  pangs  I  bore  ! 
H<w  long  I  ftruggled,  labour'd,  f>rovetofave 
An  heart  that  panted  to  be  flill  a  flave  1       [flame. 
When  youth,  warmth,  rapture,  fpirit,  love,  and 
Seiz'd  every  fcnfe,  and   burnt   through  all  my 

frame ; 
From  youth,  warmth,  rapture,  to  thefe  wilds  I  fled, 
My  food  the  herbage,  and  the  ro'ck  my  bed. 
There,  while  thefe  venerable  cloifters  rife 
O'er  the  bleak  furge,  and  gain  upon  the  flcies, 
My  wounded  foul  indiilg'd  the  tear  to  flow 
O'er  all  her  lad  viciflitudes  of  woe  ; 
Profufe  of  life,  and  yet  afraid  to  die. 
Guilt  in  my  heart,  and  horror  in  my  eye, 
With  ceaftlefs  pray'rs,  the  whole  artill'ry  giv'll 
To  win  the  mercies  of  offended  Heav'n, 
Each  hill,  made  vocal,  echoed  all  around. 
While   my   torn  brcaft  knock'd  bleeding  on  thfe 

ground. 
Yet,  yet,  alas !  though  all  my  moments  fly, 
Stain'd  by  a  tear,  and  darken'd  in  a  figh, 
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Though  ftieagre  fafts  have  on  my  cheeks  difplay'd 
The  duflc  of  death,  and  iuuk  mc  to  a  (hade, 
Spite  of  niyfelf  the  (lill-impoifoiiing  dart 
Shoots  through  ny  blood,  and  drinks  up  all  my 

heart : 
My  vows  and  wifties  wildly  difagree, 
And  grace  itfelf  miftakcs  my  God  for  thee.    [Iky, 
Athwart  the  glooms  that  wrap  the  midnight- 
My  Eloifa  fteals  upon  my  eye  ; 
For  ever  rifes  in  the  folar  lay, 
A  phantom  brighter  than  the  blaze  of  day. 
where'er  I  go,  the  vifionary  gueft 
Pants  on  my  lip,  or  finks  upon  my  breaft  ; 
Unfolds  her  fwcets,  and.  throbbing  to  deftroy, 
Winds  round  my  heart  in  luxury  of  joy ; 
While  loud  hofannasfhake  the  {brines  around, 
I  hear  her  lofter  accents  in  the  lound  ; 
Her  idol-beauties  on  each  altar  glare. 
And  heav'n  much  injur'd  has  but  half  my  pray'r  ; 
No  tears  can  drive  her  hence,  no  pangs  controul, 
For  ev'ry  objecft  brings  her  to  my  foul. 

Laft  night,  reclining  on  yon  airy  fteep. 
My  bufy  eyes  hung  brooding  o'er  the  deep  ; 
The  breathlefs  whirlwinds  flept  in  ev'ry  cave, 
And  the  foft  moon-beam  danc'd  from  wave  to 

wave  ; 
Sach  former  blifs  in  this  brlffht  mirror  feen, 
With  all  my  glories,  dawn'd  upon  the  fcene, 
Recall'd  the  dear  aufpicious  hour  anew, 
When  my  fond  foul  to  Eloifa  flew ; 
When,  with  keen  fpeechlcfs  agonies  opprefs'd, 
Thy  frantic  lover  fnatch'd  thee  to  his  breaft, 
Gaz'd  on  thy  blulhes,  arm'd  with  ev'ry  grace, 
And  faw  the  goddefs  beaming  in  thy  face ; 
Saw  thy  wild,  trembling,  ardent  wilhes  move 
Each  pulfe  to  rapture,  and  each  glance  to  love. 
But  lo  I  the  winds  defcend,  the  billows  roar, 
Foam  to  the  clouds,  and  burft  upon  the  (bore, 
Vaft  peals  of  thunder  o'er  the  ocean  roll, 
The  flame-wing'd  lightning  gleams  from  pole  to 

pole. 
At  once  the  pleafing  images  withdrew, 
And  more  than  horrors  crowded  on  my  view  : 
Thy  uncle's  form,  in  all  his  ire  array'd, 
Serenely  dreadful,  ftalk'd  along  the  Ihade  ; 
Picrc'd  by  his  fword  I  funk  upon  the  ground. 
The  fpe(3re  ghaftly  fmil'd  upon  the  wound  ; 
A  group  of  black  infernals  round  me  hurg, 
And  tofs'd  my  infamy  from  tongue  to  tongue. 

Detefted  wretch  !  bow  impotent  thy  age  ! 
How  weak  thy  malice  '   and  how  kind  thy  rage  ! 
Spite  of  thyfelf ,  inhuman  as  thou  art. 
Thy  murderii'g  hand  has  left  me  all  my  heart ; 
Left  me  each  tender,  fund  affe«Sioii  warm, 
A  nerve  to  tremble,  and  an  eye  to  charm. 
No,  cruel,  cruc!,  exqu.Cte  in  ill 
1  hou  though' 'ft  it  di.ll  barbarity  to  kill; 
My  death  hath  robb'd  loft  vengeano  of  her  toil, 
And  fcarcely  warm'd  a  Scythian  to  a  fuulc  : 
Sublimer  furies  taught  thy  foul  t^  glow 
With  all  their  favage  myfteric  of  woe  ; 
Taught  thy  unfeel  ng  poniard  to  deftroy 
The  pr.wer!' of  nature    and  the  fourcc  ol  joyj 
To  ftrttch  me  on  the  racks  of  van  defi  e, 
X»ch  pa&^o  (brcbbing,  aod  each  wilh  on  fire ; 
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Mad  to  enjoy,  unable  to  be  bleft, 

Fiends  in  my  veins  aud  hell  within  my  breaft. 

Aid  me,  fair  f;iith  !   aflill  me   grace  divine! 
Ye  martyrs!  blefs  me,  and,  ye  faints  !  refine:  ..vill 
Ye  facred  groves  1   ye  heav'n-devoted  walls! 
Where  felly  fickens,  and  where  virtue  calls;  '. 

Ye  vows !  ye  altars  I   from  thisbofom  tear 
Voluptuou -^  love  and  leave  no  auguifti  there  : 
Oblivion  !  be  thy  blacked  plame  difplay'd 
O'er  all  my  griefs,  and  bide  me  in  the  fhade; 
And  thou,  too  fondly  idoliz'd  I  attend 
While  awful  reafon  whifpers  ;n  the  friend. 
Friend,  did  I  fay  1  Immortals!   what  a  name  ! 
Can  dull,  cold  friendfhip  own  fo  wild  a  flame  ? 
No  ;  let  thy  lover,  whofe  enkindling  eye 
.Shot  all  his  foul  between  thee  and  the  fky, 
Whofc  warmth  bewitck'd  thee,  whofe  unhallow'i 

fonkj 
Call'd  thy  rapt  car  to  die  upon  his  tongue, 
Now  ftronglyroufe, while  heav'n  his  ztal  infpireia 
Diviner  tranfports,  and  more  holy  fires; 
Calm  all  thy  pafGonn,  all  thy  peace  reftore. 
And  teach  that  (nowy  breaft  to  heave  no  more. 

Torn  from  the  world, within  dark  cellsimmur'dj 
By  angels  guarded,  and  by  vows  fecur'd, 
1  o  all  that  once  awoke  thy  fondnefs  dead. 
And  hope,  pale  forrow's  laft  fad  refuge,  fled  ; 
Why  wilt  thou  weep,  and  Cgh,  and  melt  in  vain. 
Brood  o'er  falfe  joys,  and  hug  th'  ideal  chain  I 
Say,  canft  thou  wiih  that  madly  wild  to  fly 
From  yon  bright  portal  opening  in  the  fky, 
Thy  Abelard  fhould  bid  his  God  adieu, 
Pant  at  thy  feet,  and  tafte  thy  charms  anew  ? 
Yeheav'ns  !  if,  to  this  tender  bofom  woo'd. 
Thy  mere  idea  harrows  up  my  blood ; 
If  one  faint  gliinpfe  of  Eloife  can  move 
The  fierceft,  mildeft  agonies  of  love  ; 
What  (hall  I  be,  when,  dazzling  as  the  light. 
Thy  whole  effulgence  flows  upon  my  fight  i 
l.ook  on  thyfelf,  confidcr  who  thou  art, 
And  'earn  to  be  an  abbels  in  thy  heart. 
See,  while  devotion's  ever  melting  ftra'n 
Pour'^  the  loud  organ  through  the  trembling  fane, 
Yon  pious  maids  each  earth'y  ^wifh  difown, 
K'fsthc  ('readcrofs,  and  crowd  upoi-  the  throne: 
O  let  thy  ioul  the  facred  chirge  attend. 
Their  warmths  infpirit,  and  their  virtues  mend  : 
Teach  eve;  y  breaft  fr.jni  every  hymn  to  ftcal 
The  cherub's  n;ecknef .,  ar.d  the  feraph's  zeal  ; 
To  rife  to  rapture,  to  diffolve  away 
In  dreams  of  heav'n,  and  lead  thyfelf  the  way; 
IMl  all  the  glories  of  the  blcft  abode 
Blaze  on  the  (cene,  and  every  thought  is  God. 
Wlule  thus  thy  extmplary  cares  prevail, 
And  make  each  veftal  fpotlefs  as  her  veil, 
Th'  eternal  fpirit  o'er  thy  cell  (hall  move 
In  the  foft  image  of  the  myftic  dove  . 
The  longeft  gleams  of  heavenly  comfort  bring, 
Peace  in  his  fmile,  and  healing  on  his  wing  ; 
At  once  remove  afflicftinn  from  thy  breaft. 
Melt  o'er  thy  foul    and  huih  her  pangs  to  reft. 

O  that  my  foul,  from  h>ve's  cur'.t  bondage  free. 
Could  catch  the  traniports  that  1  urge  to  thte  i 
O  that  fome  angel's  more  than  n.agic  art 
Would  kindly  tear  the  hermit  from  his  heart  I 


4U 


THE   WORKS  OF  CAWTttORN. 


Extingr.ini  evefy  guilty  fenfe,  and  leave 

No  puHe  to  riot,  and  no  fi^h  to  heave. 

Vain,  fruitlefs  wifti !  ftill,  ftill  the  vig'rous  flame 

Bnrfts,  like  an  earthquake,  through  my  fliatter'd 

frame ; 
Spite  of  the  joys  that  truth  and  virtue  prove, 
I  feel  but  thee,  a.id  hrea'he  not  but  to  love  ; 
Repent  in  vain,  fcarcc  wifti  to  beforgiv'n, 
Thy  form  my  idol,  and  thy  charms  my  heav'n. 

Yet,  yet,  my  fair  '.  thy  nobler  efforts  cry, 
Lift  me  from  earth  and  give  me  to  the  Iky  ; 
Let  my  loft  foul  thy  brighter  virtues  feel, 
Warm'd  with  thy  hopes,  and  wing'd  with  all  thy 

zeal. 
And  when,  low-bending  at  the  hallow'd  Ihrine, 
Thy  contrite  heart  (hall  Abclard  refign  ; 
When  pitying  Heav'n,  impatient  to  forgive. 
Unbars  the  gates  of  light  and  bids  thee  live  ; 
Seize  on  th'  aufpicious  nrifoment  ere  it  flee, 
And  aflc  the  fame  immortal  boon  for  me.« 

Then  when  thefe  black  jerrific  fcenes  are  o'er, 
And  rebel  nature  chills  the  foul  no  more  ; 
When  on  thy  cheek  th'  expiring  rofes  fade, 
And  thy  laft  luftres  darken  in  the  fhade  ; 
When  arm'd  with  quick  varieties  of  pain, 
Or  creeping  dully  flow  from  vein  to  vein. 
Pale  death  (hall  fet  my  kindred-fpint  free. 
And  thefe  dead  orbs  forget  to  doat  on  thee  ; 
Some  pious  friend,  whofe  wild  affs(5tions  glow- 
Like  ours  in  fad  fimilitude  of  woe, 
Shall  drop  one  tender,  fympathizing  tear 
Prepare  the  garland,  and  adorn  the  bier; 
Our  lifelefs  relics  in  one  tomb  enlhrine. 
And  teach  thy  genial  dud  to  mix  with  mine. 

Meanwhile,  divinely  purg'd  from  every  ftain, 
Our  aflive  fouls  ftiall  climb  th'  ethereal  plain, 
To  each  bright  cherub's  purity  afpire, 
Carch  all  his  zeal,  and  pant  with  all  his  fire  ; 
There,  where  no  face  the  glooms  of  anguifli  wears, 
No  uncle  murders,  and  no  paflion  tears, 
Enjoy  with  heav'n  eternity  of  reft, 
For  ever  blefling,  and  fo    ever  blcft. 

AN    JiLEGY 

TO    THE    MEMORT    OE    CAPTAIN    HUGHES, 

jI  particular /riend  of  ihs  ^luthor^s. 

Vain  were  the  talk  to  give  the  foul  to  glow, 
The  nerve  to  kindle,  and  the  verfe  to  A.jw  ; 
When  the  fond  mourner,  hid  from  ev'ry  eye, 
Bleeds  in  the  anguifti  of  too  keen  a  figh; 
And,  loft  to  glory,  loft  to  all  his  fire. 
Forgets  the  port  before  he  grafps  the  lyre. 

Nature !  'tis  thine  with  manly  warmth  to  mourn: 
Expiring  virtue,  and  the  clofing  UxU  ; 
To  teach,  dear  fcraph  !  o'er  the  good  and  wife 
The  dirge  to  murmur,  and  the  buft  to  rife.         10 
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Ver.  6,  7. 
Forgets  the  poet  ere  he  grafps  the  lyre. 
Fricndfliip !  'tis  thine  with  manly  warmth  to 
mourn ; 


Come  then,  O  guiltlef*  of  the  tear  of  art ! 
Sprung  from  the  fky,  and  thron'd  witliin  the  heart! 
O  come,  in  all  the  pomp  of  grief  array'd, 
And  weep  the  warrior,  whilft  1  grace  the  fhade. 

'Tiso'er — the  bright  delufive  fcene  is  o'er. 
And  war's  proud  vilions  mock  the  foul  no  more; 
The  laurel  fades,  th'  imperial  car  retires. 
All  youth  ennobles,  and  all  worth  admires. 

Aias  !  my  Hughes!  and  muft  this  mourning  verfe 
Refign  thy  triumph  to  attend  thy  hearfe !  ao 

Was  it  for  this  that  f  iendfhip's  genial  flanie 
Woke  all  my  wifties  from  the  trance  of  fame  ? 
Was  it  for  this  [  left  the  hallow'd  page. 
Where  ev'ry  fcience  beams  of  ev'ry  age  ;    [fcene, 
Oa  thought's  ftr^ng  pinion  rang'd  the  martial 
Fro.ii  Rome's  firft  Cxfar  to  the  great  Eugene ; 
Explor'd  th'  embattled  van,  the  deep'ning  line, 
rh'  enambufli'd  phalanx,  and  the  fpringing  mine; 
Then,  pa!e  with  ht.rror,  bent  the  fuppliant  knee, 
And  heav'd  the  figh,  and  dropp'd  the  tear  for 
thee !  %o 

What  bootsit  now,that  when,  with  hideousroar. 
The  gath'ring  tempefl  howl'd  from  ev'ry  fhore. 
Some  pitying  angel,  vigilant  to  fave,  [wave  ? 

Spread  all  his  plume*,  and  fnatch'd  thee  from  the 
Preferv'd  thee  facred  from  the  fell  difeafe,  [breeze  ? 
When  the  blue  plague  had  fir'd   th'    autumnal 
Ah!  when  my  hero  panted  to  engage 
W'here  ail  the  battle  burft  in  all  its  rage ; 
Where  dreadful  flew  the  miflive  deaths  around, 
And  the  mad  faulchion  blufli'd  from  wound  to 
wound ;  4*5 

Was  he  deny'd  the  privilege  to  bleed, 
Sav'd  on  the  main  to  fall  upon  the  Tweed  ? 

Ye  Graces  !   tell  with  what  addrefs  he  ftole 
The  lift'ning  ear,  and  open'd  all  the  foul,      [rife. 
What  though  rough  winter  bade  his  whirlwind* 
Hid  his  pale  funs,  and  frown'd  along  his  fldes, 
Pour'd  the  big  deluge  on  the  face  of  day. 
My  Hughes  was  here  to  fmile  the  glooms  away. 
With  all  the  luxuries  of  found  to  move 
The  pulfe  of  glory,  or  the  figh  of  love,  5« 

And,  fpite  of  winter,  laflltude,  or  pain. 
Taught  life  and  joy  to  throb  in  ev'ry  vein. 

Fancy  I  dear  artift  of  the  mental  pow'r  \ 
Fly, — fetch  my  genius  to  the  focial  hour ; 
Give  me  again  his  glowing  fwnfe  to  warm, 
His  fong  to  warble,  and  his  wit  to  charm. 
Alas  1  alas  1  how  impotently  true 
I'h'  aerial  pencil  forms  the  fcene  anew  ! 
E'en  now,  when  all  the  vifion  beams  around. 

And  my  ear  kindles  with  th'  id-^al  found 6« 

Juft  as  the  Smiles,  the  Graces  live  imprcft, 
And  all  his  image  takes  up  all  my  breaft 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  14. 
And  weep  the  warrior,  while  I  grace  hisfliadc 

Ver.  40. 
And  the  keen  faulchion  blufli'd  from  wound  to 
wound ; 

Ver.  4ii- 
My  Hughes  was  here  to  fmile  the  gloom  away, 

Ver.  bl. 
Jua  as  the  Smiles,  the  Graces  are  impreft, 
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Some  gloomy  phantom  brings  the  awful  bier, 
And  the  fhort  rapture  melts  into  a  tear. 

Thus  in  the  lake's  clear  cryftal  v/e  defcry 

The  bright  diffufion  of  a  radiant  fky 

Reflecfled  nature  (beds  a  milder  green; 

While  half  her  forefts  float  into  the  fcene. 

Ah  !  as  we  gaze  the  lucklefs  zephyr  flies. 

The  furface  trembles,  and  the  piflure  dies.  70 

O  blefl;  with  all  that  youth  can  give  to  pleafe, 
The  form  majeftic,  and  the  mien  of  eafe. 
Alike  empower'd  by  nature,  and  by  art, 
To  florm  the  rampart,  and  to  win  the  heart; 
C'orredt  of  manners,  delicate  of  mind, 
With  fpirit  humble,  and  with  truth  refin'd; 
For  public  life's  meridian  funfhine  made, 
Yet  known  to  ev'ry  virtue  of  the  fbade  ; 
In  war  while  all  the  trumps  of  fame  infpire. 
Each  paflion  roving,  and  each  wifli  on  fire  ;       80 
At  home,  without  or  vanity,  or  rage  ; 
As  foft  as  pity,  and  as  cool  as  age. 

Thefewere  thy  virtue? — thefe  will  ftill  be  juft. 
Light  all  their  beams,  and  blaze  upon  thy  duft; 
While  pride  in  vain  folemnity  bequeaths 
To  pow'r  her  ftatues,  and  to  guilt  her  wreathes  : 
O,  warm'd  by  faiftion,  impudently  flings 
The  price  of  nations  on  the  urns  of  kings. 


VARIATiONS. 

Ver.  63. 
Some  envious  phantom  points  the  awful  bier, 

Ver.  66.  , 

The  bright  diffufion  of  another  flcy — 

Ver.  75,  76. 
Correft  of  manners,  elegant  of  mind, 
With  fpirit  mcdeft,  and  with  truth  refin'd ; 

Ver.  68,  69. 
The  dazzling  fun  with  fofter  beanvs  is  feen  : 
Juft  as  we  gaze  the  lucklefs  zephyr  flies. 

Ver.  78. 
Yet  known  to  all  tlie  virtues  of  the  fbade ; 

Ver.  80. 
Each  paflion  raging,  and  each  wifh  on  fire; 

Ver.  87. 
Or,  fir'd  by  facSlion,  impudently  flings 


EQUALITY  OF  HUMAN  CONDITIONS  : 

A  POETICAL  DIALOGUE  : 

Spoken  at  the  Annual  yifiljtion  of  tunbridge  School, 
1746, 

BY  MESSRS.  M AND  A . 

M— . 
While  airy  Belville,  guiltlefs  of  a  fchool, 
Shines  out  a  French  edition  of  a  fool. 
Studies  his  learned  tailor  once  a  vi'eek. 
But  curfes  ev'ry  fyllahle  of  Greek; 
I  fit,  and  think  o'er  ail  that  Sparta  fir'd, 
That  Athens  boafud,  and  that  Rome  adniir'd. 
Enraptur'd  fancy,  buficd  with  the  theme. 
Forms  ev'ry  bright  idea  to  a  dream. 
Paints  all  the  charming  pageantry  anew. 
And  brings  at  once  each  claffic  to  my  view. 


Now,  fondly  wild,  T  thunder  in  the  war, 

Shake  the  keen  fpear,  and  mount  th'  imperial  car; 

With  daring  Regulus  to  Carthage  run, 

Or  nobly  bleed  with  Brutus  in  a  fon  ; 

Seize,  Cafca-like,  on  Cxfar's  gorgeous  veil, 

And  boldly  plant  a  dagger  in  his  breaft. 

Now,  fofily  breathing  all  the  Mufe's  fire, 

I  drop  the  faulchion,  and  I  grafp  the  lyre; 

With  Pindar's  pinion  Ikim  the  bleU  abode, 

Or  ftrive  to  charm  Auguftus  with  an  ode. 

Come  then,  my  Lelius  I  come,    my  joy   and 

pride  !  [guide ; 

.  Whofc  friendfhip  foothes  me,  while  thy  precepts 

Thou,  whofe  quick  eye  hasglanc'd  through  every 

age.  ... 

View'd  ev'ry  fcene,  and  ftudied  ev'ry  page  ; 
Teach  me,  like  thee,  with  ev'ry  virtue  blefl:. 
To  catch  each  eye,  and  Ileal  to  ev'ry  breaft ; 
To  rife  to  all  tbat  in  each  patriot  flione. 
And  make  each  hero's  happinefs  my  own. 

Say,  ftiall  I,  with  a  triumph  in  my  view,     [fue  ; 
Fame's  air-drefs'd  goddefs  through  each  fcene  pur- 
Ambitious  court  her  in  the  pomp  of  war, 
Aud  number  every  trophy  by  a  fear  ? 
Shall  I,  with  Solon,  form  the  moral  plan, 
And  aim  to  mould  a  falvage  to  a  man  ? 
Qr,  pleas'd  to  rival  every  Grecian  fagc. 
Glean  Plato's  fenfe,and  copy  Homer's  rage. 
A—. 

You  afk  me.  Sir  1  what  few  would  care  to  give. 
Some  grave  inllruftionshow  you  ought  to  live. 
You  wi!b  that  envied  blifsful  fcene  to  find. 
That  charms  the  talle,  and  dignifies  the  mind  ; 
That  nobly  mingles  every  art  to  pleafe. 
And  joins  the  majefly  of  life  to  eafe. 

Hear  then,  my  friend  1  the  do(Strine  I  difclofe, 
As  true  as  if  difplay'd  in  pompous  profe ; 
As  if  Locke's  facred  hand  the  page  had  wrote, 
And  every  dcdlor  flamp'd  it  with  a  vote. 

All  lots  are  equal,  and  all  dates  the  fame. 
Alike  in  merit,  though  unlike  in  name. 
In  reafon's  eye  no  difference  lies  between 
L/fe's  nnon-day  luftres  or  her  milder  fcene. 
'Tisfif^t  the  plate  that  dignifies  the  b«ard, 
Nor  all  the  titles  blazing  round  a  lord  ; 
'Tis  not  the  fplendid  plume,  th'  embroider'd  veft. 
The  gorgeous  fword-knot,  or  the  martial  creft. 
That  lends  to  life  the  fmile  the  jeft,  the  glee. 
Or  makes  his  honour  happier  thap  me. 
When  Florio's  acres  ftretch'd  o'er  half  the  land, 
A  gilded  chariot  roU'd  him  through  the  ftrand: 
Reduc'd  at  laft  with  humbler  fcenes  to  mii, 
He  fmok'd  a  fpeculative  pipe  at  Dick's. 
The  fame  great  genius,  in  or  out  of  pow'r — 
Eafe  fmooth'd  his  brow,  and  fofcen'd  ev'ry  hour; 
Taught  him  to  live  as  happy  in  a  fbed. 
As  when  a  duchefs  grac'ti  his  nuptial  bed. 

Content's  the  port  all  mortals  wifii  to  hail : 
She  points  the  compafs,  and  flie  guides  the  fail. 
To  her  alone  our  leaky  veflels  roll 
Through  all  the  feas  that  rage  from  pole  to  pole. 
What  boots  it  then,  when  gath'ring  Iti  rms  faeliind 
Rife  black  in  air,  aud  howl  in  ev'ry  wiiid. 
That  thy  rich  fliip  a  pomp  of  pride  difplay'd,      >. 
Ker  mails  all  cedar,  and  litr  fails  brocade  1 
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Say,  canft  thou  think  the  tempeft  will  dil'cern 
A  fi'.fcen  cahle,  or  a  painted  Item ; 
,  Hufh  the  wild  tumult  that  tornados  bring, 
And  kindly  fpare  the  yacht  that  holds  a  king? 
No,  no,  my.  friend  '   if  ficilful  pilots  guide, 
And  Heav'n  aufpicious  calm?  the  whirling  tide, 
No  winds  diftrels  you,  and  no  ftorm  deilroys, 
"Whether  Jrou  fail  in  gondolas  or  hoys. 

■;■■'.        M— . 

What,' has  juflKeav'n  no  flight  diftindion  made 
Betwixt  a  life. of  funfhine  and  of  fliade  ? 
Muft  I,  in  filence,this  wildfyflem  own, 
And  think  a  cottage  equal  to  a  throne  ? 
Sure  if  I  did,  my  friends  would  foon  beftow 
A  few  ftout  cords,  and  fend  me  to  Monro. 

Your  tailor,  ikill'd  in  fafhion's  ev'ry  giacCj 
Decks  you  in  all  the  pageantry  of  lace, 
Lives  in  a  cell,  and  eats- from-  week  to  week, 
An  homely  meal  of  cabbage  and  ox-cheek. 
You  walk  majeftic  ii\,a.  nobler  fcene, 
Guiltlefs  of  ev'ry  anguifh,  but  the  fpleen; 
With  all  the  luxury  of  ftatefmcn  dine 
On  daily  feafts  of  ortolans  and  wine. 
Then  tell  me,  Gr  !  if  this  defcription's  true, 
Is  not  your  tailor  lefs  at  eafe  than  you  ? 

Hardwicke,  great  patriot!  envy'd,  lov'd,  careft, 
3»/Iark'd  by  each  eye,  and  hugg'd  to  ev'ry  breaft; 
Whofe  bright  example  learns  us  to  admire 
All  Cowper's  graces,  and  all  Talbot's  fire — 
pirm  to  his  truft,  whatever  bribes  affail, 
Ttuth  guides  bis  fword,  and  juflice  holds  his  fcale. 
Say,  is  not  he  more  happy  than  the  throng 
Of  beardlefs  templars  melting  o'er  a  fong  ? 
Than  him,  who,  buried  in  a  country  town, 
EngrofTes  half  a  folio  for  a  crown. 

Heroic  glory  in  the  martial  fcene 
Spread^v'ry  plume  to  dignify  Eugene^ 
On  Marlbro's  helmet  fat,  in  all  her  pride, 
And  proudly  frown'd  at  all  the  world  befide. 
And  fure  you'd  think  it  a  moft  fad  difgrace 
If  enfigns  liv'd  as  eafy  as  his  grace. 
A—. 

Dear  Sir!  reftrain  the  prejudice  of  youth, 
And  calmly  liften  to  the  voice  of  truth. 
When  firft  th'  Almighty  fire  his  work  began, 
And  fpoke  the  mingling  atoms  into  man, 
To  all  the  race  with  gracious  hand  was  giv'n 
One  common  foreft,  and  one  equal  heav'n  ; 
They  fliar'd  alike  this  univcrfal  ball. 
The  fons  of  freedom,  and  the  lords  of  all. 
The  poets  too  this  (acred  tru;h  difphy'd, 
From  tloud-topt  Pindus  to  the  Latian  fhade. 
They  fung  that  ere  Pandora  fond  of  llrife, 
Let  look  each  embryo-mifery  of  life, 
All  nature  brighttn'd  in  one  golden  age. 
Each  fire  a  monarch,  and  each  fon  a  fage; 
Eternal  bit  flings  flovvr'd  to  all  the  race, 
Alike  in  riches,  asalike  in  place. 

Suppofe  then.  Sir,  that  new  diftinftions  fince 
Have  plac'd  a  flave  fume  leagues  below  a  prince  ; 
Yet  eafe  and  joy,  difpadion'd  realon  own«, 
As  often  vifi  coitagts  as  thrones. 

See  !  in  yon  valley,  while  the  mellowing  grain 
Embrowns  the  flopc,  and  nods  along  the  plain, 
A  crowd  of  rallies   d'.-om'd  to  daily  toil, 
l^ifarni  the  foreft,  or  eciich  the  foil : 


F   CAWTHORN. 

Not  in  that  elegance  of  drefs  arrayM 

That  charm'd  Arcadia's  h\]U,  and  Tempe's  fliadej 

Where  -fhyrfis,  fhelter'd  in  fome  happier  grove, 

The  lonely  fcene  of  folitude  and  hive, 

His  breaft  all  rapture,  and  his  foul  on  fire, 

Now  wove  the  garland,  and  now  fwept  the  lyre : 

No, — 'tis  plain  Colin,  Hobbinol,  and  Ned, 

UnfkiU'd  in  numbers  as  in  books  unread. 

Who  fcorn  the  winter's  deadly  blaft  to  ftiun. 

But  face  rheftorm,  and  drudge  through  ev'ry  fun;! 

Then  feeh  the  cottage,  where  the  homely  bowl    .\ 

Smooths  ev'ry  brow,  and  opens  ev'ry  foul ; 

Speeds  the  fame  focial  warmth  from  breafl  t* 

breafl:. 
And  bids  them  laugh  at  Verres  and  his  crefl. 

When  honeft  Colin  fees  the  Ihining  all 
That  gilds  the  'Change,  and  dignifies  Whitehall, 
Loft  in  the  fcenes  of  turbulence  and  ftrife, 
The  farce  of  grandeur,  and  the  pomp  of  life, 
He  fteals  impatient  to  his  native  fliade, 
And  longs  to  grafp  his  waggon  and  his  fpade; 
Heedlefs  of  ev'ry  charm,  of  ev'ry  grace, 
That  forms  the  goddels  in  Fitzwalter's  face, 
That  lends  to  Finch  her  majefty  of  mien — 
He  would  not  change  his  Sufan  for  a  queen. 

Believe  me.  Sir  !  diftincftion,  pomp,  and  noifc. 
Corrupt  our  tempers,  as  they  cloud  our  joys :, 
And  furely,  when  the  focial  fpirit's  broke, 
A  ftar's  a  gewgawr,  and  a  lord's  a  joke. 
Without  thofe  robes,  thofe  gorgeous  bagatelles, 
That  deck  our  nobles,  and  that  charm  our  belles  j 
Without  a  crane-neck'd  chariot's  fmodth  career ; 
Without  the  wealth  of  Indus  in  your  ear  ; 
Without  a  group  of  pidlures  dearly  bought. 
Where  Titian's  colours  vie  with  Guido'.s  thought ; 
Without  the  fruits  of  Spain,  the  wines  of  France; 
Without  an  opera,  and  without  a  dunce  ; 
You  may  live  happy,  as  grave  dodlors  tell, 
\t  Rome,  at  Tunbridge,  in  a  grot  or  cell. 

From  fky  to  Iky  th'  imperial  bird  of  Jove 
Spreads  his  broad  wing,  and  thund'ring  grafps  hii 
The  mighty  bull,  by  genial  zephyr  fway'd,  [love,; 
Enraptur'd  courts  his  heifer  to  the  fhade; 
Vhe  feather'd  warblers  pair  on  ev'ry  fpray. 
The  grove  re-echoing  with  the  fprightly  lay; 
While  the  gay  tribe  of  infedis  blifsful  {hare 
The  joys  of  love,  and  people  all  the  air. 
All,  all  that  in  the  depths  of  ocean  lie, 
Graze  on  the  plain,  or  Ikim  along  the  Iky, 
Fondly  puirfue  the  end  by  nature  giv'n. 
Life  all  their  aim,  and  quiet  all  their  heav'n. 
•  If  then  no  fongfters  grudge  the  bear  his  thigh, 
The  hound  his  noflril.  or  the  lynx  his  eye  ; 
Nor  feel  a  pang  though  Afric's  ftiaggy  brood 
Majeftic  ftalk  the  monarths  of  the  wood  ; 
Why  fhould  you  think  your  folitude  a  tomb, 
If  Pulteney  ba^  a  title  and  a  plumb? 
M— . 

But  foft — reftrain  this  turbulence  of  war, 
This  mimic  image  of  the  wrdy  bar ; 
Left  you  fhould  feem  to  copy  Henly's  lore, 
Who  gravely  kills  objedlions  by  the  fcore. 

Behold  that  wretch,  by  every  woe  diftrefs'd. 
Want  in  his  eye,  and  horror  in  his  breaft; 
A  thouiand  namelcfs  agonies  of  pain 
Rack  ev'r7  nerve,  and  burn  Uirough  ev'ry  vela  j 
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He  lives  to  fufFer,  and  but  fpeaks  to  moan, 
And  numbers  every  minutt  by  a  groan. 
Is  he  then  happy  ?  bleft  with  every  juy 
That  glows  on  Cecil's  cheek,  or  Dorfet's  eye  ? 
Shall  we  proclaim  him  bleft,  without  rebuke, 
And  rank  a  martyr'd  beggar  with  a  duke  ? 
A—. 

Believe  me,  Sir,  each  mortal  has  his  fear, 
Each  foul  an  anguifh,  and  each  eye  a  tear; 
Aches,  pains,  and  fevers,  every  breaft  affail. 
And  haunt  alike  the  city  and  the  vale. 

What  though  in  pomp  your  painted  veffels  roll, 
Fraught  with  the  gems  that  glare  from  pole  to 

pole, — 
Though  health  aufpicious  gilds  your  every  grace, 
Merves  the  ftrong  limb,  and  blufhes  o'er  the  face; 
Though  grac'd  with  all  that  dignity  of  wit 
That  charm'd  in  Villars,  and  now  charms  in  Pitt ; 
Poflcfs'd  of  all  the  eloquence  that  hung 
On  Tully's  lip,  and  drop.s  from  Murray's  tongue; 
Though  all  the  titles,  coronets  and  ftars. 
That  ftatefmen  aim  at,  and  that  Malton  bears, 
Enrich  your  Tcutcheon,  digr  ify  ycur  creft, 
Beam  oil  yi'ur  each,  and  blaze  upon  your  breaft ; 
Can  they  forbid  the  fecret  ill  to  glow, 
The  pang  to  torture   or  the  tear  to  flow  ? 

Confefs  we  then  that  all  the  ilK  of  life, 
Difcafes,  grief,  vexations,  follies,  ftrife 
Without  diftindlion  every  foul  perplex. 
Haunt  ev'ry  fceiie,  and  prey  on  all  the  fex. 
Yet  kt  us  own  that  every  pleafure  too 
Thaf  glads  the  a<Sive,  and  that  wings  the  flow. 
Alike  indulgent  to  the  rich  and  poor, 
Glides  through  the  land,  and  knocks  at  ev'ry  door. 

Hear  then,  without  the  fpecious  pride  of  art, 
A  truth  that  ftrikes  the  moral  to  the  heart ; 
A  truth  that  liv'd  in  Cato's  patriot  breaft, 
And  bade  a  dyii  g  Socrates  be  bleft  : 
AH,  all  but  virtue  is  a  fchool  boy's  theme, 
The  air-dref-'d  phantom  of  a  virgin's  dream; 
A  gilded  toy   that  homebred  fools  defite, 
That  coxcombs  boaft  of,  and  that  mobs  admire  : 
Her  radiant  graces  every  blifs  unfold, 
And  turn  whate'cr  ihe  touches  into  gold. 


3IRTH  AND  EDUCAl  ION  OF  GENIUS. 


Yes  Harriet !  fay  whate'er  yiu  can, 
'Tis  education  makes  the  man  : 
AVhate'er  of  genius  we  inherit, 
Exalted  fenfe,  and  livelv  Ipirit, 
]Vluft  all  be  difcifrlin'd  by  rules. 
And  take  their  c.  h  ur  from  the  fchools. 

'Twas  nature  gave  that  cheek  to  glow, 
That  breaft  to  rife  in  hills  of  fnow, 
Thofe  fw  eetly.  temper  d  eyes  to  ftiine 
Ab'.  ve  the  fapphires  of  the  mine. 
But  .ill  your  more  majeftic  charms, 
Where  grace  irtfides  where  fpirit  warms; 
That  ftiape  which  falls  by  juft  degrees. 
And  flows  into  the  pomp  ef  eafe ; 
That  Itcp,  whofe  motion  feems  to  fwim, 
That  melting  harmony  of  limb. 
Vol.  X. 


Were  form'd  by  Glover's  Ikllful  glance, 
At  Chclfea,  when  you  learnt  to  dance. 

Tis  fo  with  man. — His  talents  reft 
Mi^fliapen  embryos  in  his  breaft  ; 
Till  education's  eye  explores 
Ihe  fleeping  intelledual  pow'rs, 
Awakes  the  dawn  of  wit  and  fenfe, 
And  lights  them  into  excellence. 
On  this  depends  thd  patriot  flame, 
The  fine  ingenuous  feel  of  fame. 
The  manly  fpirit,  brave  and  bold, 
Superior  to  the  taint  of  gold, 
The  dread  of  infamy,  the  zeal 
Of  honour,  and  the  public  weal, 
And  all  thufe  virtues  which  prefage 
The  glories  of  a  rifing  age. 

But,  leaving  all  thefe  graver  things 
To  ftatefmen,  moralift's,  and  kings, 
Whofe  bufincfs  'tis  fuch  points  to  fettle— 
Ring — and  bid  Robin  bring  the  kettle. 
Meanwhile  the  mufe,  whofe  fportive  ftrain 
Flows  like  her  voluntary  vein. 
And  impudently  dares  afpire 
To  {hare  the  wreath  with  Swift  and  Prior, 
Sliall  tell  an  allegoric  tale, 
Where  truth  lies  hid  benearh  the  veil. 

One  April  morn,  as  Pheebus  play'd 
His  carols  in  the  Delphic  ftiade, 
A  nymph,  call'd  Fancy,  blithe  and  free. 
The  fav'ritc  child  of  Liberty, 
Heard,  as  fhe  lov'd  about  tbe  plain, 
The  bold  enthufiaftic  llrain  ; 
Stie  heard,  and  led  by  warm  defire, 
Vo  know  the  artifl;  of  the  lyre,    ' 
Crept  foftly  to  a  fweet  alcove. 
Hid  in  the  umbrage  of  the  grove. 
And,  peeping  through  the  myrtle,  faW 
A  handfome,  young,  celeftial  beau, 
On  nature's  fopha  ftretch'd  along. 
Awaking  harmony  and  fong. 

Struck  with  his  fine  majeftic  mien, 
As  certain  to  be  lov'd  as  fcen. 
Long  ere  the  malting  air  was  o'er 
She  cry'd,  in  ecftacy,  Encore; 
And,  what  a  prude  will  think  but  odd, 
Popp'd  out,  and  curtfey'd  to  the  god. 
Phcebus,  gallant,  polite,  and  keen  as 
Each  earth-born  votary  of  Venus, 
Rofc  up,  and  with  a  graceful  air 
Addrcfs'dthe  vilionary  fair; 
Excus'd  his  morning  diftiabilb, 
Coniplain'd  of  late  he  had  been  ill. 
I:i  fhort,  he  gaz'd,  he  bow'd,  he  figh'd, 
He  fung,  he  flatter'd,  prefs'd,  and  ly'd. 
With  fuch  a  witchery  of  art, 
That  Fancy  gave  him  all  her  heart, 
Her  catechifm  quite  forgot, 
And  waited  on  him  to  his  grot. 

In  length  of  time  ftie  bore  a  fun, 
As  brilliant  as  his  fire  the  Sun. 
Pure  ether  was  the  vital  ray 
That  lighted  up  Jiis  finer  clay; 
Ihe  nymphs,  the  rol'y-finger'd  hours, 
The  dryads  of  the  woods  and  bow'rs, 
The  graces  with  their  loofen'd  zones, 
The  mufeswith  their  harps  and  crowns, 
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Yotng  zephyrs  of  the  fofteft  \Ying, 
The  loves  that  wait  upon  the  Ipriiig, 
Wit  with  his  gay  affociate  mirth, 
Attended  at  the  infant's  birth, 
And  faid,  let  Genius  be  his  name, 
And  his  the  faireft  wreath  of  fame. 

The  goflipsgone,  the  chrift'ning  o'er, 
And  Genius  now  'twixt  three  and  four, 
Phoebus,  according  to  the  rule, 
Refolv'd  to  fend  his  fon  to  fchool : 
And,  knowing  well  the  tricks  of  youth, 
Refign'd  him  to  the  matron  Truth, 
"Whofe  hut,  unknown  to  pride  and  pelf,  was 
Near  his  '^wn  oracle  at  Delphos. 
The  rev'rend  dame,  who  found  the  child 
A  little  mifchievous,  and  wild, 
Taught  him  at  firft  to  fpell  and  read, 
To  fay  his  prayers,  and  get  his  creed- 
Would  often  tell  him  of  the  fky. 
And  what  a  crime  it  is  to  lie. 
She  chid  him  when  he  did  amifs. 
When  well,  fhe  blefs'd  him  with  a  kifs. 
Her  fifter  temp'rance,  fage,  and  quiet, 
Prefided  at  his  meals  and  diet  : 
She  watch'd  him  with  religious  care. 
And  fed  him  with  the  fmipleft  fare ; 
Would  never  let  the  urchin  eat 
Of  pickled  pork,  or  butcher's  meat. 
But  what  of  aliment  earth  yields 
In  gardens,  orchards,  woods,  and  fields ; 
Whate'er  of  vegetable  wealth 
Was  cultur'd  by  the  hand  of  health, 
8he  cropp'd  and  drefs'd  it,  as  (he  knew  well, 
In  many  a  niefs  ot  foup  and  gruel  ; 
And  now  and  then,  to  cheer  his  heart, 
Indulg'd  him  with  a  Sunday's  tart. 
A  lufty  peafant  chanc'd  to  dwell 
Hard  by  the  folitary  cell ; 
His  name  was  Labour. — Ere  the  dawn 
Had  broke  upon  the  upland  lawn, 
He  hied  him  to  his  daily  toil. 
To  turn  the  glebe,  or  mend  the  foil. 
With  him  young  Genius  oft  would  go 
O'er  dreary  waftes  of  ice  and  fnow, 
"With  rapture  climb  the  doud-topt  hill, 
Or  wade  acrofs  the  fhallow  rill ; 
Or  through  th'  entangled  wood  purfue 
The  footflepsof  a  flraggling,  ewe. 
By  thefe  fatigues  he  got  at  length 
Robuftncfs,  and  athletic  flrength. 
Spirits  as  light  as  flies  the  gale 
Along  the  lily-filver'd  vale. 
The  cherub  health,. erf  dimple  fleek, 
Sat  radiant  on  his  rofy  cheek. 
And  gave  each  nerve's  elaftic  fpring 
The  vigour  of  an  eaglet's  wing. 

Time  now  had  roU'd,  with  fmooth  career. 
Cur  hern  tlirough  his  feventh  year.    . 
Though  in  a  ruftic  cottage  bred, 
The  bufy  imp  had  thought  and  read  : 
He  knew  th'  adventures,  one  by  one, 
Of  Robin  Hood  and  Little  John; 
Could  fing  with  ipirit,  warmth,  and  grace, 
The  woeful  hunt  of  Chevy  Chace  ; 
And  how  St.  George,  his  fiery  nag  on, 
©eftroy'd  the  vaft  JEgyptian  dragon. 


Chief  he  adn.ir'd  that  learned  piece 

Wrote  by  the  fabulift  of  Greece, 

Where  wifdom  fpeaks  in  crows  and  cocks, 

And  cunning  fneaks  into  a  fox. 

In  fhort,  as  now  his  op'ning  parts, 

Ripe  for  the  culture  of  the  arts, 

Became  in  ev'ry  hour  acuter, 

Apollo  look'd  out  for  a  tutor; 

But  had  a  world  of  pains  to  find 

This  artill  of  the  human  mind. 

For,  in  good  truth,  full  manj'  an  afs  was 

Among  the  dodlors  of  Parnaflus, 

Who  fcarce  had  fkill  enough  to  teach 

Old  Lilly's  elements  of  fpeech  ; 

And  knew  as  much  of  men  and  morals 

As  doftor  Rock  of  ores  and  corals. 

At  length,  with  much  of  thought  and  care, 

He  found  a  mailer  for  his  heir  ; 

A  learned  man,  adroit  to  fpeak 

Pure  Latin,  and  your  attic  Greek  ; 

Well  known  in  all  the  courts  of  fame. 

And  Criticifm  was  his  name. 

Beneath  a  tutor  keen  and  fine  as 
Or  Ariftotle,  or  Longinus, 
Beneath  a  lynx's  eye  thatfaw 
The  llightell  literary  flaw, 
Young  Genius  trod  the  path  of  knowledge^ 
And  grew  the  wonder  of  the  college. 
Old  authors  were  his  bofom  friends — 
He  had  them  at  his  finger's-ends — 
Became  an  acc'rate  imitator 
Of  truth,  propriety,  and  nature; 
Difplay'd  in  every  juft  remark 
The  ftrong  fagacity  of  Clark; 
And  pointed  out  the  fatfe  and  true 
With  all  the  fun  beams  of  Boffu. 

But  though  this  critic  fage  refin'd 
His  pupil's  intelleiftual  mind. 
And  gave  him  all  that  keen  difccrning 
Which  marks  the  charaderof  learning  ; 
Yet,  as  he  read  with  much  of  glee 
The  trifles  of  antiquity. 
And,  Bentley  like,  would  write  eplftlcs 
About  the  origin  of  whittles  ; 
The  fcholar  took  his  mafter's  trim. 
And  grew  identically  him  ; 
Employ'd  a  world  of  pains  to  teach  U3 
What  nation  firft  invented  breeches ; 
Aflerted  that  the  Roman  focks 
Were  broider'd  with  a  pair  of  clocks ; 
That  Capua  ferv'd  up  with  her  viduals 
An  olio  of  Venafran  pickles; 
That  Sifygambis  drefs'd  in  blue, 
And  wore  her  treffes  in  a  queue. 
In  llinrt,  he  knew  what  Paulus  Jovius, 
Salmafius.  Grasvius,  and  Gronovius, 
Have  faid  in  fifty  folio  volumes, 
Printed  by  Elzevir  in  columns. 

Apollo  faw,  with  pride  and  joy, 
The  vaft  improvement  of  his  boy  ; 
But  yet  had  more  than  llight  fufpicion, 
That  all  this  load  of  erudition 
Might  overlay  his  parts  at  once, 
And  turn  him  out  a  letter'd  dunce. 
He  faw  the  lad  had  fill'd  his  fenfc 
With  things  of  little  confequencc  j 
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That  though  he  read,  with  application, 

The  wits  of  every  age  and  nation, 

And  could,  with  nice  precifion,  reach 

The  boldeft  metaphors  of  I'pecch  ; 

Yet  warp'd  too  much,  in  truth's  defiance, 

From  real  to  fidtitious  I'cience, 

He  was,  with  all  his  pride  and  parts, 

A  mere  mechanic  in  the  arts. 

That  meafures  with  a  rule  and  line 

What  nature  meant  for  G;reat  and  fine. 

Phoebus,  who  faw  it  rig^ht  and  wife  was, 
To  counteract  this  fatal  bias. 
Took  home  his  fan  with  mighty  hafte. 
And  feiit  him  to  the  fchool  <jf  talle. 
This  fchool  was  built  by  wealth  and  peace. 
Some  ages  fmce,  in  elder  Greece, 
Juft  when  the  Stagyrice  had  writ 
His  ledures  on  the  pow'rsof  wit. 
Here,  flufli'd  in  all  the  bloom  of  youth. 
Sat  beauty  in  the  fhrine  of  truth. 
Here,  all  the  finer  arts  were  feen 
Afiemhled  round  their  virgin  queen. 
Here,  fculpture  on  a  bolder  plan 
Ennobled  marble  into  man. 
Here,  mufic,  with  a  foul  on  fire, 
ImpafTion'd,  breath'd  along  the  lyre  ; 
And  here,  the  painter  mule  difplay'd 
Diviner  forms  of  light  and  fhade. 

But,  fiich  the  fate,  as  Hefiod  fings. 
Of  all  our  fublunary  things. 
When  now  the  Turk,  with  fword  and  halters, 
Had  drove  religion  from  her  altais. 
And  delug'd  with  a  fea  of  blood 
'i"he  academic  dome  and  wood  ; 
Affrighted  tafle,  with  wings  unfurl'd. 
Took  refuge  in  the  wellern  world  ; 
And  fettled  on  the  Tulcan  main, 
With  all  the  mtifes  in  his  train. 

In  this  calm  fcene,  where  tafte  withdrew. 
And  fcience  trimm'd  her  lamp  anew  ; 
Young  Genius  rang'd  in  every  part 
The  vifionary  worlds  of  art. 
And  from  their  finilh'd  forms  refin'd 
His  own  congenial  warmth  of  mind, 
And  learn'd  with  happy  {kill  to  trace 
The  magic  powers  of  eafe  and  grace  : 
His  ftyle  grew  delicately  fine, 
His  numbers  flow'd  along  his  line, 
His  periods  manly,  full,  and  ftrong. 
Had  all  the  harmony  c.f  fong. 
Whene'er  his  images  betray'd 
Too  ftrong  a  light,  too  weak  a  (hade. 
Or  in  the  graceful  and  the  grand 
Confefs'd  inelegance  of  hand. 
His  noble  mafter,  who  could  fpy 
The  flighteft  fault  with  half  an  eye. 
Set  right  by  one  ethereal  touch. 
What  feem'd  too  little  or  teo  much  ; 
Till  every  attitude  and  air 
Arofe  fupremely  full  and  fair. 

Genius  was  now  among  his  betters 
Di(tinguifli"d  as  a  man  of  letters. 
There  wanted  llill,  to  make  him  pleafe, 
The  fplendour  of  addrefs  and  eafe, 
The  foul-enchanting  mien  and  air. 
Such  as  we  fee  in  Grofvenor-Stjuarc 


When  l.ady  Cliarlottc  fpealcs  and  moves, 
Attended  by  a  fwarni  ot  loves. 

Genius  had  got,  to  fay  the  truth, 
A  manner  awkward  and  uncouth; 
Sure  fate  of  all  who  hive  to  dwell 
In  wifdom's  folitary  cell : 
So  much  a  clown  in  gait,  and  laugh. 
He  wanted  but  a  fcrip  and  flaff; 
And  fuch  a  beard  as  hung  in  candles 
Down  to  Diogenes's  fandal». 
And  planted  all  his  chin  thick, 
To  be  like  him  a  dirty  cynic. 

Apollo,  who,  to  do  him  right, 
Was  always  perfe(5i:ly  polite, 
Chagrin'd  to  fee  his  fon  ai\d  heir 
Difhonour'd  by  his  gape  and  fl:are, 
Rtfolv'd  to  lend  him  to  Verfailles, 
To  Ir-arn  a  minuet  of  Marfcilles  : 
But  Venus,  who  hud  deeper  reading 
In  all  the  myfterics  of  brtcdLng, 
Ohferv'd  to  Plitehus,  that  the  name 
Of  fop  atid  Frenchman  was  the  fame. 
French  manners  were,  {lie  faid,  a  thing  which 
Thofe  grave  mifgulded  fools,  the  Englilll, 
Had,  in  defpite  of  common  fenfe, 
Miflook  for  manly  excellence  ; 
By  which  their  nation  flrangely  funk  is. 
And  half  their  nobles  turn'd  to  monkeys. 
She  thought  it  better,  as  the  cafe  was, 
To  fend  young  Genius  to  the  graces  : 
Thofe  fwcet  divinities,  fhe  faid, 

Would  form  him  in  the  myrtle  (hade  ; 

And  teach  him  mote,  in  half  an  hour. 
Than  Lewis  br  his  pompadour. 

Phoebus  agreed — the  graces  took 
Their  noble  pupil  from  his  book, 

Allow'd  him  at  their  fide  to  rove 

Along  their  own  domeftic  grove, 

Amidft  the  found  of  melting  lyres. 

Soft- wreathing  fmilcs,  and  young  defire^: 

And  when  confin'd  by  winds  or  fhow'rs. 

Within  their  amaranthine  bov^r'rs. 

They  taught  him  with  addrefs  and  flilll 

To  fhine  at  ombre  and  quadrille; 

Or  let  him  read  an  ode  or  play, 

To  wing  the  gloomy  hour  away. 

Genius  was  charm'd— divinely  p1ac'4 

'Midft  beauty,  wit,  politenefs,  tafte  ; 

And,  having  every  hour  before  him 

The  fineft  models  of  decorum, 

His  manners  took  a  fairer  ply, 

Expreflion  kindled  in  his  eye  ; 

Hisgellurc  difengag'd,  and  clean, 

Set  off  a  fine  majeftic  mien  ; 

And  gave  his  happy  pow'r  to  pleafe 

1  he  noblefl  elegance  of  eafe. 
Thus,  by  the  difcipline  of  art. 

Genius  fhone  out  in  head  and  heart. 

Form'd  from  his  firfl  fair  bloom  in  youth. 

By  Temp'rance  and  her  fifler  Truth, 

He  knew  the  fcicntific  page 

Of  every  clime  and  every  age  ; 

Had  learnt  with  critic  ikill  to  rein 

The  wildnefs  of  his  native  vein  ; 

That  critic-fkill,  though  cool  and  chafiCj 

Refin'd  beneath  the  eye  of  Tafte  ; 
Ddij 
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His  unforbidding  mien  and  air, 
His  awkward  gait,  his  haughty  flare, 
And  every  ftain  thai  wit  debafes, 
Were  melted  off  among  the  Graces  ; 
And  Genius  rofe,  in  form  and  mind, 
The  firft,  the  greateft;  of  mankind. 

A  LETTER  TO  A  CLERGYMAN, 

Oecafioned  by  a  report  of  his  Patron  s  being  made  one  of 
the  Lotds  Commijponers  of  the  Great  Seal,  1  75  6' 

If  fame,  dear  Mun  !  the  truth  reveals, 
Your  friend,  the  baron,  has  the  feals. 
With  two  compeers,  his  reverend  brothers,— 
Willes  and  Sir  Eardly,  are  the  others. 
Juflice,  who  long  had  feen  imprefl 
Her  fairefl  image  on  his  breafl, 
Plac'd  him  her  f'ubflitute,  to  awe 
The  nation  on  her  bench  of  law  ! 
And  now,  to  make  her  work  complete, 
Hasthron'd  him  on  her  mercy-feat. 

I'll  hold  you,  Mun  !  an  honefl:  guinea. 
That  pefl  ambition's  bufy  in  you  ; 
You  mind  no  more  your  little  crops, 
Nor  ever  afk  the  price  of  hops ; 
Nor  grieve  about  fuch  idle  things 
As  half  the  trumps,  and  all  the  kings  : 
But,  bleft  each  night  with  ohjedts  brighter. 
Behold  a  vifionary  mitre  ; ' 
And  fee  the  verger  near  you  fland 
Majeftic  with  his  filver  wand. 

Well— if,  as  matters  now  foretel  it, 
It  is  your  fate  to  be  a  prelate  ; 
Though  loth  to  lofe  the  comic  flrain. 
The  fling,  and  ev'ry  mirthful  vein. 
Which  oft  have  made  me  full  of  glee, 
And  kept  my  fpirits  up  till  three ; 
Yet,  fond  to  lee,  when  pray'rs  begin, 

E d,  thy  heteroclite  chin. 

With  all  that  venerable  bufli  on, 

Repofing  on  a  velvet  cufhion  ; 

I  would  the  man  of  humour  quit, 

And  think  the  bifhop  worth  the  wit. 
But,  hark  you,  L r  1  as  you  mean 

To  be  a  bifhop,  or  a  dean. 

And  mufl,  of  courfe,  look  grave,  and  big, 

I'd  have  you  get  a  better  wig  : 

You  know  fill  well,  when  cheek  by  jole, 

We  waited  on  his  Grace  at  Knowl ; 

Though  that  trimartift,  barber  Jackfon, 

Spent  a  whole  hour  about  your  caxon. 

With  irons  hot,  and  fingers  plaftic, 

To  make  it  look  ecclefiaftic  ; 

With  all  his  pains,  and  combs,  and  care, 

Hefcarce  could  curl  a  fingle  hair. 

It  would  be  right  too,  let  me  tell  you. 

To  buy  a  gown  of  new  prunella ; 

And  bid  your  maid,  the  art  who  knows, 

Repair  your  cafToc  at  the  elbows. 
Lord  !  what  a  fudden  alteration 

Will  wait  on  your  exalted  flation  ! 

Ca'vthorn,  too  proud  a  prince  to  flatter. 

Who  calls  thee  nought  but  Mun  and  L— r, 

Will  now  put  on  a  fofier  mien, 

And  leara.to  lifp  out  Mr.  Dean ; 


Or,  if  you're  made  a  mitred  peer, 
Humbly  entreat  your  grace's  ear. 

Poor  Adams  too,  will  funk  and  flare. 
And  trembling  fteal  behind  your  chair ; 
Or  elfe,  with  holy  zeal  addrefhng. 
Drop  on  his  knees,  and  afk  your  bleffing. 

And  now,  my  worthy  friend  1  ere  yet 
We  read  it  in  the  next  Gazette, 
That  Tuefday  laft  a  royal  writ 
Was  fent  by  Secretary  Pitt 
To  all  and  Angular  the  flails 
Prebendal  in  the  church  of  Paul's, 
Commanding  them  to  choofe  and  name 
A  bifhop  of  unfpotted  fame  : 
And  warmly  recommending  thee 
As  prelate  of  the  vacant  fee; 
It  will  not  be  amifsto  know 
Beforehand  what  you  have  to  do. 

Firfl,  as  you'll  want  a  grave  divine 
To  wait  upon  you  when  yoq  dine. 
To  guard  your  kitchen  from  diforders, 
And  fchool  the  youths  who  come  for  orders; 
Take  not  an  academic  faplin, 

But,  for  your  life,  make  S n  chaplain. 

He's  tall,  and  folemn,  foft,  and  lleek, 
Well  read  in  Latin,  and  in  Greek; 
A  proper  man  to  tell  the  clerum 
About  Eufebius,  and  St.  Jerom  ; 
And  would  as  foon  a  fiend  embrace  as 
Give  up  a  jot  of  Athanafius. 

Then,  as  to  what  a  bifhop  fleeces, 
In  procurations,  fines,  and  leafes, 
And  hoarding  up  a  world  of  pelf. 
You'll  want  no  fleward  but  yourfelf : 
For,  faith  !  your  lordfhip  has  great  fkill  in 
The  virtues  of  a  fplendid  Ihilling; 
And  knowj  as  well  as  Chdd  and  Hoare  *, 
That  two  and  two  will  make  up  four. 

THE  REGULATION  OF  THE  PASSIONS 

THE   SOURCE   OT  HUMAN   HAPPINESS. 
A  Maral  PJay. 

Dunque  ne  1'  Ufo  per  cui  fur  concefTe 
L'  inipieghi  il  foggio  Duce,  e  le  governi : 
Et  a  fuo  Senno  or  tepide,  or  ardenti, 
Le  iaccia  :  et  or  le  affretti,  et  or  le  allenti. 

Tassc. 

Yes,  yes,  dear  Stoic  !  hide  it  as  you  can, 
The  fphcre  of  pleafure  is  the  fphere  of  man  : 
This  warms  our  wifhes,  animates  our  toil, 
And  forms  alike  a  Newton,  or  an  Hoyle  ; 
Gives  all  the  foul  to  all  the  foul  regards, 
Whether  fhe  deal  in  planets,  or  in  cards. 

In  every  human  bread  there  lives  enfhrin'd 
Some  atom  pregnant  with  th*  ethereal  mind; 
Some  plallic  pow'r,  fome  intclledlual  ray. 
Some  genial  fun-beam  from  the  fourcc  of  day; 
Something  that,  warm  and  reftlefs  to  afpire. 
Works  the  young  heart,  and  fets  the  foul  on  fire, 
And  bids  us  all  our  inborn  pow'rs  employ 
To  catch  the  phantom  of  ideal  joy. 

*  Two  bankers^ 
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Were  It  not  fo,  the  foul,  all  dead  and  loft, 
Like  the  tall  cliff  beneath  th'  impaflive  froft, 
Form'd  for  no  end,  and  impotent  to  pleafe, 
Would  lie  inaSive  on  the  couch  of  eafe ; 
And,  heedlefs  of  proud  fame's  immortal  hy, 
Sleep  all  her  dull  divinity  away. 

And  yet,  let  but  a  zephyr's  breath  begin 
To  ftir  the  latent  excellence  within — 
Wak'd  in  that  moment's  elemental  ftrife, 
ImpaJlion'd  genius  feels  the  breath  of  life  ; 
Th'  expanding  heart  delights  to  leap  and  glow. 
The  pulfe  to  kindle,  and  the  tear  to  flow  : 
Stronij  and  more  ftrong  the  light  celeftial  fhines, 
Each  thought  ennobles,  and  each  fenfe  refines, 
Till  all  the  foul,  full  op'ning  to  the  flame, 
Exalts  to  virtue  what  ftie  felt  for  fame. 
Hence,  juft  as  nature  points  the  kindred  fire, 
One  plies  the  pencil,  one  awakes  the  lyre  ; 
This,  with  an  Halley's  luxury  of  foul, 
Calls  the  wild  needle  back  upon  the  pole. 
Maps  half  the  winds,  and  gives  the  fail  to  fly 
In  ev'ry  ocean  of  the  arcSlic  fky  ; 
While  he  whofe  vafl  capacious  mind  explores 
All  nature's  fcenes,  and  nature's  God  adores, 
Skill'd  in  each  drug  the  varying  world  provides, 
All  earth  embofoms,  and  all  ocean  hides ; 
Expels,  like  Heberden,  the  young  difeafe, 
And  foftens  anguifli  to  the  fmile  of  eafe. 

The  paffions  then  all  human  virtue  give. 
Fill  up  the  foul,  and  lend  her  ftrength  to  live. 
To  them  we  owe  fair  truth's  unfpotted  page, 
The  gen'rous  patriot,  and  the  moral  fage; 
The  hand  that  forms  the  geometric  line, 
The  eye  that  pierces  through  th'  unbow'll'd  mine, 
The  tongue  that  thunder?  eloquence  along. 
And  the  fine  ear  that  melts  it  into  fong. 

And  yet  thefe  palTions  which,  on  nature's  plan, 
Call  out  the  hero  while  they  form  the  man, 
Warp'd  from  the  facred  line  that  nature  gave. 
As  meanly  ruin  as  they  nobly  fave. 
Th'  ethereal  foul  that  heav'ii  itfelf  infpires 
With  all  its  virtues,  and  with  all  its  fires. 
Led  by  thefe  fyrens  to  fome  wild^cxtreme. 
Sets  in  a  vapour  when  it  ought  to  beam ; 
Like  a  Dutch  fun  that  in  the  autumnal  flcy 
Looks  through  a  fog,  and  rifes  but  to  die. 
But  he  whofe  aiStive,  unencumber'd  mind 
Leaves  this  low  earth,  and  all  its  mifts  behind, 
Fond  in  a  pure  unclouded  fky  to  glow, 
Like  the  bright  orb  that  rifes  on  the  Ho, 
O'er  half  the  globe  with  fteady  fj:lendour  flilnes, 
And  ripens  virtues  as  it  ripens  mines. 

Whoever  thinks,  niufl  fee  that  man  was  made 
To  face  the  llorni,  not  languifh  in  the  fhade  : 
A61ion's  his  fphere,  and,  for  that  fphere  defign'd, 
Eternal  pleafures  open  eg  his  mind. 
For  this,  fair  hope  leads  un  th'  impafTion'd  foul 
Through  life's  wild  labyrinths  to  her  diflant  goal; 
Paints  in  each  dream,  to  fan  the  genial  fame. 
The  pomp  of  riches,  and  the  pride  of  fame  ; 
Or  fondly  gives  refledlion's  cooler  eye 
A  glance,  an  image  of  a  future  fky. 

Yet,  though  kind  Heav'n  points  out  th'  unerring 
road. 
That  leads  through  nature  up  to  blifs  and  God  ; 


Spite  of  that  God,  and  all  his  voice  divine, 
Speaks  in  the  heart,  or  teaches  from  the  fhrine, 
Man,  feebly  vain,  and  impotently  wife, 
Difdainsthe  manna  lent  him  from  the  fkies; 
Taflelefs  of  all  that  virtue  gives  to  pleafe. 
For  thought  too  acSlive,  and  too  mad  for  eafe, 
From  wifh  to  vvifli  in  life's  mad  vortex  toft, 
For  ever  ftruggling,  and  for  ever  loft  ; 
He  fcorns  religion,  though  her  feraphs  call, 
And  lives  in  rapture,  or  not  lives  at  all. 

And  now,  let  loofe  to  all  our  hopes  and  fears, 
As  pride  infpirits,  or  ambition  tears, 
From  ev'ry  tie,  from  ev'ry  duty  freed. 
Without  a  balance,  and  without  a  creed, 
Dead  ev'ry  fenfe,  each  particle  divine, 
And  all  the  man  embruted  in  the  fwine; 
Thefe  drench  in  luxury's  ambrofial  bowl 
Reafon's  laft  fpark,  and  drain  off  all  the  foul. 
Thofe  for  vain  wealth  fly  on  from  pole  to  pole. 
Where  winds  can  waft  them,  and  where  feas  can 

roll. 
While  others,  wearied  with  the  farce  of  pow'r. 
Or  mad  with  riot  in  the  midnight  hour. 
With  Spain's  proud  monarch  to  a  cell  retire. 
Or,  Nero  like,  fet  half  the  globe  on  fire.  ■ 

Stretch'd  on  higli-tow'ring  Dover's  fandy  bed. 
Without  a  coffin,  and  without  a  head; 
A  dirty  fail  cloth  o'er  his  body  thrown. 
By  marks  of  mifcry  almoft  unknown. 
Without  a  friend  to  pity,  or  to  fave. 
Without  a  dirge  to  confecrate  the  grave, 

Great  Suffolk  lies he  who  for  years  had  flione, 

England's  fixth  Henry  !  neareft  to  thy  throne. 
What  boots  it  now,  that  lill'ning  fenatcs  hung 
All  car,  all  rapture  on  his  angel  tongue  ? 
Ah  !   what  avails  th'  enormous  blaze  between  i*.' 
His  dawn  of  glory,  and  his  cloCng  fcene!  ''"'' 

When  haughty  France  his  heav'n-born  pow'rs  a- 

dor'd, 
And  Anjou's  princefs  fheath'd  Britannia's  fword  i 
Afk  ye  what  boldconfpiracy  oppreft 
A  chief  fo  honour'd,  and  a  chief  fo  bleft  ? 
Why,  liifl  of  power,  that  wreck'd  his  rifing  fame 
On  courts'  vain  ftiallows,  and  the  gulf  of  ihame  : 
A  Glo'fter's  murder,  and  a  nation's  wrongs, 
Call'd  loud  for    vengeance    with    ten    thoufand 

tongues  ; 
And  haften'd  death,  on  Albion's  chalky  ftrand,  ' 
To  end  the  exile  by  a  pirate's  hand. 

Pleafure,  my  frier.d  !  on  this  fide  folly  lies;  ' 
It  may  be  vig'rous,  but  it  muft  be  wife  : 
And  when  our  organs  once  that  end  attain. 
Each  ftep  beyond  it  is  a  ftep  to  pain. 
For  afii  the  man  whofe  appetites  purfue 
Eiich  loofe  Roxana  of  the  ftew  ; 
Who  cannot  eat  till  luxury  refine 
His  tafte,  and  teach  him  how  to  dine  ; 
Who  cannot  drink  till  Spain's  rich  vintage  flow, 
Mix'd  with  the  coolnefsof  Dc-cember's  fnow: :   '- 
Afk  him,  if  all  thofe  ecftafies  that  move  ■>;  «/ 

The  pulfe  of  rapture,  and  the  rage  of  love,       I  '■•''■' 
When  wine,  wit,  woman,  all  their  pow'rs amployj 
And  ev'ry  ferfe  is  loft  in  ev'ry  joy. 
E'er  fill'd  his  heart,  and  beam'd  upon  his  brezft; 
Content's  full  funihine,  with  the  ca.m  of  reft  ? 
D  d  U[ 


AIJ 


THE    WORKS    OF   CAWTHORN. 


No virtue  only  gives  fair  pc-ace  to  fliinc 

And  health,  O  facred  teiMperance  !  is  thine. 
Hence  the  poor  peafant,  whofc;  laborious  fpade 
Rids  the  rough  crag  ot  half  its  heath  and  fhade, 
Feels  m  the  quiet  of  his  genial  nights 
A  blifs  more  genuine  than  the  club  at  White's  : 
And  has  in  full  exchange  for  fame  and  wealth, 
llerculean  vigour,  and  eternal  health. 

Of  blooming  genius,  judgment,  wir,  pofTefs'd, 
By  poets  envied,  and  by  peers  carefs'd; 
By  royal  mercy  fav'd  from  legal  doom, 
With  royal  favour  crowii'd  for  year*  to  come, 
O  hadtl  thou.  Savage  '   known  thy  lot  to  prize, 
An.l  facred  held  fair  friendfiiip's  gen'rous  ties  ; 
Hadft  thou,  ilncere  to  wifdom,  virtue,  truth, 
Curb'd  the  wild  lallies  of  impe.uous  youth  ; 
Had  but  thy  life  been  equal  to  thy  lays, 
111  vain  had  envy  Itrove  to  blall  thy  bays; 
In  vain  thy  mother's  unrelenting  pride 
Had  flrove  to  pufh  thee  heiplefs  from  her  fide  ; 
fair  competence  had  knt  her  genial  dow'r. 
And  fmiiing  peace  adorn'd  thy  evening-honr  ; 
True  pleafure  would  have  led  thee  to  her  fhrine, 
And  every  friend  to  merit  had  been  thine. 
Blefs'd  with  the  choiceft  boon  that  heav'n  can  give, 
Thou  then  hadft  learnt  with  dignity  to  live  ; 
The  fcorn  of  wealth,  the  threats  of  want  to  brave, 
Nor  fought  from  prifon  a  refuge  in  the  grave. 

Th'  immortal  Rembrandt  all  his  piAures  made 
Soft  as  their  union  into  light  and  fhade  : 
Whene'er  his  colours  wore  too  bright  an  air, 
A  kindred  fhadow  took  off  all  the  glare; 
Whene'er  that  fhadow,  carelefsly  embrovvn'd. 
Stole  on  the  tints,  and  breath'd  a  gloom  around, 
Th*  attentive  artlft  threw  a  warmer  dye, 
Or  call'd  a  glory  from  a  pidlur'd  fky  ; 
Till  both  th'  oppofing  powers  mix'd  in  one, 
Cool  as  the  night,  and  briUiant  as  the  lun. 

PalTions,  like  colours,  have  their  flrength  and 
eafe, 
Thofe  too  infipid,  and  too  gaudy  thefe  : 
Some  on  the  heart,  like  Spagnoletti's,  throw 
Fi<flitious  horrors,  and  a  weight  of  woe  ; 
Some,  like  Albano's,  catch  froni  ev'ry  ray 
Too  ftrong  a  funfhine,  and  too  rich  a  day ; 
Others,  with  Carlo's  Magdalens,  require 
A  quicker  fpirit,  apd  a  touch  of  fire  ; 
Or  want,  perhaps,  though  cf  celeftial  race, 
Corregio's  foftnefs,  and  a  Guido's  grace. 

Wou'dft  thou  then  reach  what  Rembrandt's  ge- 
nius knew. 
And  live  the  model  that  hU  pencil  drew, 
Form  all  thy  life  with  all  his  warmth  divine. 
Great  as  his  plan,  and  faultlefs  as  his  line  ; 
Let  all  thy  paflions,  like  his  colours,  play, 
Strong  without  harfhnefs,  without  glaring  gay  : 
Contrail  them,  curb  them,  Tpread  them,  or  con- 
fine, 
Bnnoble  thefe,  and  thofe  forbid  to  fhine ; 
With  cooler  fhades  ambition's  fire  allay. 
And  mildly  melt  the  pomp  of  pride  away; 
Her  rainbow-robe  from  vanity  remove. 
And  foften  malice  with  the  fmile  of  love; 
Bid  o'er  revenge  the  charities  prevail. 
Nor  let  a  grace  be  fcen  withuuc  a  vail : 


So  {halt  thou  live  as  heav'n  itfelf  defign'd. 
Each  pulfe  congenial  with  th'  informing  min^, 
Each  adlion  flation'd  in  its  proper  place. 
Each  virtue  blooming  with  its  native  grace, 
Each  pjITion  vig'rous  to  its  juft  degree. 
And  the  fair  whole  a  perfect  fymmetry. 

THE  LOTTERY. 

INSCRIBED  TO  MISS  H . 

C  \wTHOBN  had  once  a  mind  to  Cx 
His  carcafc  in  a  coach  and  lix, 
And  live,  if  his  eftate  would  bear  it. 
On  turtle,  ortolans,  and  claret  : 
For  this  he  went,  at  fortune's  call, 
'J"o  wait  upon  her  at  Guildhall  ; 
That  is,  like  many  other  thick  wits. 
He  bought  a  fcore  of  lottery  tickets, 
And  faw  them  rife  in  dreadful  ranks 
Converted  to  a  fcore  of  blanks. 

Amaz'd,  and  vex'd  to  find  his  fcheme 
Delufive  as  a  midnight  dream. 
He  curs'd  the  goddefs  o'er  and  o'er, 
Call'd  her  a  mercenary  whore  ; 
Swere  that  her  dull  capricious  fenfe 
Was  always  dup'd  by  impudence, 
That  men  of  wit  were  but  her  tools. 
And  all  her  favours  were  for  fools. 

He  faid,  and  with  an  angry  gripe 
Snatch 'd  up  his  fpeculative  pipe; 
And,  that  he  might  his  grief  allay, 
Read  half  a  page  in  Seneca. 

When,  lo  1  a  phantom,  tall,  and  thin, 
Knock'd  at  the  door,  and  entcr'd  in  ; 
She  wore  a  party-colour'd  robe. 
And  feem'd  to  tread  upon  a  globe — 
Whifk'd  round  the  room  with  haughty  air. 
And  tois'd  into  an  elbow  chair. 
Then  with  a  bold  terrific  look, 
Which  made  the  doAor  drop  his  book, 
Addrefs'd  him  thus  :   Thou  wicked  varlet ! 
Art  not  afham'i  to  call  me  harlot  ? 
Why,  what's  thy  confequence  and  parts. 
Thy  fkill  in  letters,  or  m  arts. 
That  I,  poor  fortune  !  muft  be  leiflur'd, 
Kick'd,  bully'd,  curs'd,  abus'd,  and  hedor'tj^ 
Becaufe,  forfooth — a  fever  roaft  thee, — 
Thou'rt  not  fo  wealthy  as  Da  Colla  ? 

However,  as  thou  haft  fome  virtues, 
And  know'ft  my  fav'rite  Tom  Curtcis, 
I'll  point  thee  out  a  way  to  be 
Almoft  as  rich  a  man  as  he. 

Send  to  the  bank  this  day  and  buy 
Ten  tickets  in  the  lottery  ; 
And  bid  your  honeft  friend,  the  broker, 

Endorfc  the  name  of  M —  H ; 

The  facred  numbers  then  confign 
Devoutly  to  the  fair-one's  flirine  : 
That  is,  in  humbler  rhetoric, 
Prefent  them  by  your  footman  Dick, 
And  tell  her,  in  a  billet-doux, 
"  My  dear,  thefe  tickets  are  for  you, 
"  An  offering  from  an  heart  that's  ipl»( 
"  Afuuder  by  your  I'enfe  and  wit. 
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"  Yet  has  the  grace,  to  tell  you  true, 
"  To  keep  its  own  dear  ends  in  view, 
"  And  therefore  hopes  you'll  not  forget 
*'  To  give  me  half  of  what  you  get." 

My  life  on't,  Jemmy,  thou'lt  be  great — 
Five  thoufand  pounds  !  a  good  eftate  : 
For  be  afTur'd,  that  though  the  poets, 
The  fmall  philofophers,  and  no-wite, 
Pretend  that  I'm  to  worth  unkind, 
And  impudently  paint  me  blind, 
I  yet  can  fee  thy  charmer's  merit, 
Her  tafte,  her  dignity,  and  fpirit ; 
Have  often  liften'd  to  her  fong, 
And  Role  perfuafion  from  her  tongue ; 
And  am  refolv'd,  though  all  the  fhrews, 
Siock-jobbers,  brokers,  pimps,  and  Jews, 
Frown,  curfe,  expollulate,  and  rally. 
With  all  the  tongues  of  all  the  alley. 
To  give  her,  out  of  love  and  zeal. 
The  richeft  number  in  the  wheel. 

LADY  JANE  GREY  TO  LORD  GUILFORD 
DUDLEY. 

AN   EPISTLE. 
Jn  ibe  Manner  of  Ovid. 

From  thefe  dark  cells,  in  fable  pomp  array'd. 
Where  night's  black  horrorsbreathea  deeperfliade. 
Where  ev'ry  hour  fome  awful  vifinn  brings 
Of  pale  affaffins  and  the  Ihrouds  of  kings, 
What  comforts  can  a  wretched  wife  afford 
The  laft  fad  moments  of  her  dying  lord  ? 
With  what  fond  tear,  what  love-impalUon'd  figh. 
Sooth  the  dear  mourner  ere  he  reach  the  iky  ? 

Ye  pow'rs  of  fong  that  ev'ry  chord  inlpire 
When  Rome's  foft  Ovid  vxeps  along  his  lyre; 
Ye  angel-founds  that  Troy's  great  Hedlor  mourn. 
When  his  loft  confort  bleeds  upon  his  urn  ! 
Teach  nie,  ye  warblers  '.  teach  this  (train  of  wee 
Like  you  to  kindle,  and  like  you  to  flow. 

Alas  1   in  vain  ye  bid  your  warmths  divine 
Wake  all  the  ftring,  and  live  th.'ough  all  the  line. 
Spite  of  thole  warmths,  th'  immortal  numbt-rs  roll 
Cool  from  my  hand,  ami  faithlefs  to  my  foul; 
Too  faint  a  wifh,  too  calm  a  lt;i;h  impart, 
Hide  half  m-y  grief,  and  tell  but  half  my  heart ; 
Lofe  the  fond  anguiih  of  this  flowing  tear, 
And  the  keen  pang  that  tears  and  tortures  there. 

'Tis  faid  that  fouls,  to  love's  foft  union  wrought, 
Converfe  by  lllent  fympathy  of  thought  : 
O  !   then  with  that  myfteiious  art  divine 
The  fierce  impatience  of  my  breail  be  thine  : 
And  when  fome  tender,  recoUedling  figh 
Pours  the  big  paflion  from  each  weeping  eye. 
When  wrapt,  and  wild,  thy  fond  ideas  roll, 
And  all  my  image  takes  up  all  thy  foul ; 
Think  that  my  bread  the  fame  dear  tumults  move, 
As  keen  an  anguifh,  and  as  foft  a  love  ; 
Think  that  I  hear  thy  pray'rs,  e.xplore  thy  fears, 
Sigh  to  thy  iigh«,  and  weep  with  all  thy  tears  ; 
From  all  thy  wifhes,  all  thy  phrenzies  fee, 
And  feel  for  Guilford  all  he  feels  for  me. 

Ah  !  where  are  now  the  joys  my  fancy  drew 
For  ever  blooming,  and  for  ever  new  ! 


Where  the  dear  fcenes  that  meditation  aid. 

The  rill's  foft  murmur,  and  th' embow'ring  fhade; 

Where  all  the  heartfelt  charities  that  move 

T  he  warmths  of  rapture  in  the  pulfe  of  love! 

Loft,  loft  for  ever,  like  th'  ethereal  fire 

Shot  through  the  fky  to  glitrer  and  expire. 

Hide  it,  ye  pow'rs  !  the  fad,  the  folemn  day 
That  gave  a  Dudley  to  the  houfe  of  Grey  : 
For,  O  !  when  to  the  altar's  foot  we  came. 
And  each  fond  eye  confefs'd  the  kindling  flame ;' 
Jift  as  the  prieft  had  join'd  my  hand  to  thine 
An  awful  tremor  ftiook  the  hallow'd  flirine, 
A  fiidden  gloom  the  facred  walls  array'd, 
And  round  the  tapers  threw  an  azure  fhade  ; 
The  winds  blew  hollow  with  the  voice  (-f  pain, 
Aeiial  echoes  figh'd  thiough  all  the  fane  : 
'Twas  God  hinii'elf,  that  from  th'  empyreal  fky, 
Look'd  unaufpicious  on  the  nuptial  tie, 
And  pitying  taught,  as  prophecies  of  woe, 
The  fh:  ines  to  tremble,  and  the  wind  to  blow. 

(J  !  had  'hy  blood  drunk  in  fome  fell  difeafe, 
From  each  chill  pini<  n  of  ih'  autumnal  breeze. 
Had  yon  keen  fun,  wirh  all  the  rage  of  pain, 
Wing'd  every  pulfe,  and  fcorch'd  up  every  vein, 
Extiiiguifli'd  Guilford  ere  he  liv'd  his  fpan. 
It  had  been  nature  and  the  fate  of  man. 
Heav'ns!    had  my  cares  but  ceas'd  thy  parting 

breath. 
In  life's  laft  moment,  and  the  gafp  of  death, 
Explor'd  the  dear  imperfedt  founds  that  hung 
Loofe  on  each  fibre  of  the  fault'ring  tongue, 
Cool'd  the  fond  phrenzies  of  thy  parting  figh, 
Wip'd  the  warm  drop  from  each  expiring  eye  ; 
I  had  but  known  what  many  a  virtuous  pair 
Are  doom'd  to  fufPer,  and  are  doom'd  to  bear  : 
But,  O  !  in  thought's  wild  images  to  fee 
My  glories  fall,  proud  infamy  !   like  thee; 
See,  'midft  the  murmur  of  a  million  fighs, 
The  fabre  glitter,  and  the  fcafTold  rife  ; 
I'o  fee  my  Guilford  moving  fadiy  flow 
Through  ranks  of  warriors,  and  the  pomps  of 

woe; 
See  him,  while  bending  o'er  his  awful  bier. 
Shed  the  liten  anguifli  of  too  warm  a  tear, 
A  tear  tliat  from  the  warmths  of  love  proceeds. 
And  melts  the  hufband,  while  the  hero  bleeds — 

Bleed,  did  I  fay  ! — Tear,  tear,  ye  pow'rs  of  art! 
Senle,  nature,  memory,  from  my  tortur'd  heart: 
And   thou, — beneath    the   pole's  tlack  umbrage 

laid, 
Oblivion  !  daughter  of  the  midnight  fhade  ! 
With  all  thy  glooms,  and  all  thy  niifts,  remove 
Each  fweet  idea  of  connubial  love  : 
Hide  the  dear  man  whofe  virtues  firft  imprcii 
Too  fond  an  image  on  my  virgin  breaft  ; 
From  all  the  foftnefs  of  my  foul  efface 
His  every  beauty,  and  his  every  grace  ; 
And  force  that  foul  with  patierice  to  refign 
All  the  dear  ties  that  bound  her  faft  to  thine. 

Alas !  vain  effort  of  mifguided  zeal ! 
What  pow'r  can  force  afflidlion  not  to  feel? 
What  faint  forbid  this  throbbing  breaft  to  glow^ 
This  figh  to  murmur,  and  this  tear  to  flow  i 
Still  honeft  nature  lives  her  anguifh  o'er. 
Still  the  fond  woman  bleeds  at  every  pore,. 
D  d  iiij 
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Ah  !  when  my  foul,  ail  panting  'o  afpire. 
E^^ch  fetifc  eiitaptur'd,  and  each  wifh  on  fire, 
On  all  the  wings  of  heav'n-born  virtue  flies 
Tn  yon  bright  funfhine,  yon  unclouded  flcies ; 
Spite  of  the  joy?  that  hcav'n  and  blifs  iir.part, 
A  foftcr  image  heaves  within  my  heart ; 
Impaflions  nature  in  the  fprings  of  life, 
And  calls  the  feraph  back  into. the  wife. 

Yet  fay,  my  Guilford  f    fay,  why  wilt  theu 

move 
Thefe  idle  vifion?  of  defpairirg  love  ? 
Why  wilt  thou  Itill,  with  every  grace  and-art, 
Spread   through  my   veins,  and   kindle  in    my 

heart  ? 
O  let  my  f  ul  far  other  tranfports  feel, 
"Wing'd  with  thy  hopes,  and  warm'd  with  all 

thy  zeal. 
And  thou,  in  yon  imperial  heav'n  enlhrin'd, 
Eternal  effluence  of  th'  eternal  mind  ! 

0  grace  divine  !  on  this  frail  bofom  ray 

One  gleam  of  comfort  from  the  fource  of  day — 
Sfee  comes,  and  all  my  opening  breaft  infpires 
"With  holy  ardours,  and  feraphic  fires  : 
Rapt,  and  fublime,  my  kindling  wiflies  roll, 
A  brighter  funlhine  breaks  upon  my  foul ; 
Strong,  and  more  flrong  the  light  celeftial  fliines, 
Each  thought  ennobles,  and  each  fenfe  refines  : 
Each  human  pang,  each  human  blifs  retires, 
All  earth-born  wifhe«,  and  all  low  defires. 
The  primps  of  empire,  grandeur,  wealth  decay, 
And  all  the  world's  vain  phantoms  fade  away. 

Rife,  ye  fad  fcenes  1   ye  black  ideas  rife. 
Rife,  and  difpiite  the  empire  of  the  Ikies: 
Ye  horrors  !   come,  and  o'er  my  fenfes  throw 
Terrific  vifions  and  a  pomp  of  woe  ; 
Call  up  the  fcafTold  in  its  dread  parade, 
Eid  the  knell  echo  through  the  midnight  fhade ; 
Full  in  my  fight  the  robe  funereal  wave. 
Swell  the  Icud  dirge,  and  open  all  my  grave ; 
Yet  fhali  ir.y  foul,  all-confcious  of  her  God, 
Refign'd  and  fainted  for  the  blcfl  abode, 
The  lad  fad  horrors  of  her  exit  eye. 
Without  a  tremor,  and  without  a  figh. 

Ah  ;   no — while  heav'n  fhall  leave  one  pulfe  of 
life 

1  ftill  am  V-  oman,  and  am  fliU  a  wife ; 

My  hov'ring   foul,   though   ras'd  to   heav'n    by 

P  ay'r. 
Still  bend-  to  earth,  and  finds  one  forrow  there  : 
There,  there,  alas  !  the  voice  of  nature  calls, 
A  nation  t'emhle«,  and  a  hi  fband  fails. 

O :    would  to  Heav'ii  I  could  like  Zeno  boaft 
A  hrcaft  of  marble,  and  a  foul  (f  froft. 
Calm  as  old  Chaos,  ere  his  waves  begun 
To  know  a  zephyr,  or  to  feel  a  fun. 
Romantic  wifh  '.   for  O,  ye  p')w'rs  divine  1 
Wis  ever  n  ifery,  evrr  grief  like  mine  .* 
For  ever  round  me  glares  a  tragic  fcene. 
And  now  the  woman  bleeds,  and  now  the  queen: 
Now  back  to  hdward's  recent  grave  conveyd. 
Talk  with  fond  phrenzy  to  his  Cpotlefs  (haue; 
Now  wiliily  image  all  his  fifler's.  rage, 
The  baleful  fury  of  the  rifing  age  ; 
Behold  her  fanguinary  banners  fly 
ioofc  to  th:  breezes  of  a  Biitifh  Iky ; 


See  England's  genius  quit  th'  imperial  d^me 
To  Spain's  proud  tyrant,  artd  the  flaves   .f  Rome; 
See  all  the  land  the  laft  fad  horrors  fed 
Of  cruel  creeds,  and  vifionary  zeal. 
Mad  bigotry  her  every  fon  infpires, 
Breathe-  all  her  plagues,  and  blows  up  all  her  fireo. 
Points  the  keen  faulchion,  waves  th'  avenging  rod, 
And  murders  virtue  in  the  name  of  God. 

May  He,  who  firft  the  light  of  heav'n  dif, 
play'd, 
The  dear  Redeemer  of  a  world  in  (hade. 
He  who  to  man  the  blifs  of  angels  gave, 
Who  bled  to  triumph,  and  who  died  to  fave, 
Beam  all  his  g"fpel,  facred  and  divine, 
On  ev'ry  bofom,  and  on  ev'ry  fhrine ; 
Relieve  th'  expiring  eye,  and  gafping  breath. 
And  refcue  nature  from  the  arm  of  death. 

And  now  refign'd,  my  bofom  lighter  grows. 
And  hope  fofr-beaming  brightens  all  my  woes. 
Hark  !  or  delufion  charms,  a  feraph  fings. 
And  choirs  to  waft  us  fpread  their  filver  wings  : 
Th'  immortals  call,  heav'n  opens  at  the  found, 
And  glories  blaze,  and  mercy  ftreams  around. 
Away — ere  nature  wake  her  pangs  anew. 
Friend,  father,  lover,  hufband,  faint,  adieu  ! 
Yet  when  thy  fpirit,  taught  from  earth  to  fly. 
Spreads  her  full  plume,  and  gains  upon  the  fky. 
One  moment  paufe  till  thefe  dead  orbs  rcfijjn 
Their  laft.  faint  beam,  and  fpeed  my  foul  to  thine  j 
Then,   while  the  priefl,    in  hallow'd  robes  ar- 
ray'd,  - 
Pays  the  lail  honours  to  each  parting  fhade; 
While  o'er  our  afhes  weeps  th'  attending  train, 
\nd  the  fad  rtquiem  flows  along  the  fane ; 
Our  kindred  fouLs  ihall  wing  th'  ethereal  way. 
From  earth  and  anguiHi  to  the  fource  of  day— — 
To  all  the  blifs  of  all  the  Ikies  afpire. 
And  add  new  raptures  to  th'  angelic  choir. 

And,  O  .   if  aught  we  knew,  or  left  behind, 
Can  wake  one  image  in  the  fainted  mind  ; 
If  yet  a  friend,  a  parent,  child,  can  move 
Departed  fpirits  to  a  fenfe  of  love  ; 
Still  ftiall  our  fouls  a  kind  connedlion  feel 
With  England's  fenate,  and  with  England's  weal ; 
And  drive  from  all  its  fhore^,  with  watchful  care, 
The  flame  of  difcord.  and  the  rage  of  war. 

Perhaps,  when  \hefe  fad  fcenes  of  blood  are 
o'er. 
And  Rome's  proud  tyrant  awes  the  foul  no. more; 
Whtn  anguilh  throws  off  all  the  veils  of  art. 
Bares  all  her  wounds,  and  opens  all  her  heart ; 
Our  hoplefs  love;-  fliall  grace  th'  hiftoric  page. 
And  charm  the  nati-  ns  of  a  future  age: 
Perhaps  fomt  bard,  whofe  tears  have  learnt  to  flow 
For  injur'd  nature,  and  to  feel  for  woe. 
Shall  tell  the  tender  melancholy  tale, 
T.I  the  foft  zephyrs  of  the  weftern  vale  ; 
Fair  truth  (hall  blefs  him,  virtue  guard  his  caufe. 
And  every  widow'd  matron  weep  applaufe. 

OF  TASTE. 

AN   ESSAY. 

Well — though  our  paffions  riot,  fret,  and  rave, 
Wild  and  capricious  as  the  wind  and  wave, 
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One  common  folly,  fay  wliafe'er  we  can, 
Has  fix'd  at  lafl  the  mercury  of  man  ; 
And  rules,  asfacred  as  hi?  father's  creed. 
O'er  every  native  of  the  Thames  and  Tweed, 
\{k  ye  what  pow'r  it  is  that  dares  to  claim 
So  vaft  an  empire,  and  fo  wide  a  fame  ? 
What  God  unfhrin'd  in  all  the  ages  part  ? 
I'll  tell  you,  friend  !  in  one  fliort  word — 'tis  Tafte; 
Tafte  that,  without  or  head,  or  ear,  or  heart, 
One  gift  of  nature,  or  one  grace  of  art. 
Ennobles  riches,  fancftiiies  escpence, 
And  takes  the  place  of  fpirit,  worth,  and  fcnfe. 
In  elder  time,  ere  yet  our  fathers  knew 
Rome's  idle  arts,  or  panted  for  Virtu, 
Or  fat  whole  nights  Italian  fongs  to  hear, 
Without  a  genius,  and  without  an  ear; 
Exalted  fenfe,  to  warmer  climes  unknown. 
And  manly  wit,  was  nature's  and  our  own. 
But  when  our  virtues,  warp'd  by  wealth  and  peace, 
Began  to  flumber  in  the  lap  of  eafe — 
When  Charles  return'd  to  his  paternal  reign, 
With  more  than  fifty  tailors  in  his  train. 
We  felt  for  Tafte — for  then  obliging  France 
Taught  the  rough  Briton  how  to  drefs  and  dance  ; 
Politely  told  him  all  were  brutes  and  fools. 
But  the  gay  coxcombs  of  her  happier  fchools; 
That  all  perfe61:ion  in  her  language  lay. 
And  the  beft  author  was  her  own  Rabelais. 
Hence,  by  fome  flrange  malignity  of  fate, 
We  take  our  fafhions  from  the  land  we  hate  : 
Still  flaves  to  her,  howe'er  her  tafte  inclines, 
We  wear  her  ribbands,  and  we  drink  her  wines ; 
Eat  as  (he  eats,  no  matter  which  or  what, 
A  roafted  lobfter,  or  a  roafled  cat; 
And  fill  our  houfes  with  an  hungry  train 
Of  more  than  half  the  fcoundrels  of  the  Seine. 

Time  was,  a  wealthy  Englifliman  would  join 
A  rich  plumb-pudding  to  a  fat  firloin  ; 
Or  bake  a  pafly,  whofe  enormous  wall 
Took  up  a'.moft  the  area  of  his  hall : 
But  now,  as  art  improves,  and  life  refines. 
The  demon  Tafte  attends  him  when  he  dines  ; 
Serves  on  his  board  an  elegant  regale. 
Where  three  ftew'd   mufhrooms  flank  a  larded 

quail ; 
Where  infant  turkeys,  half  a  month  reCgn'd 
To  the  ft)ft  breathings  of  a  fouthern  wind, 
And  fmother'd  in  a  rich  ragout  of  fnails, 
Ou'flink  a  lenten  fupper  at.  Vcrfailles. 
Is  there  a  faint  that  would  not  laugh  to  fee 
The  good  man  piddling  with  his  fricafTee; 
Forc'd  by  the  luxury  <;f  tafte  to  drain 
A  flafk  of  poifon,  which  he  calls  champagne  ! 
While  he,  poor  idiot  '   though  he  dare  not  fpeak. 
Pines  all  the  while  for  porter  and  ox-cheek. 

Sure  'tis  enough  to  ftarve  for  pomp  and  fliow. 
To  drink,  and  curfe  the  clarets  of  Bourdeaux  : 
Yet  fuch  our  humour,  fuch  our  ficill  to  hit 
Excef-  of  folly  through  exccfs  of  wit. 
We  plant  the  garden,  and  we  build  the  feat, 
Juft  as  abfurdly  as  we  drink  and  eat. 
J?or  is  there  aught  that  nature's  hand  has  fown 
To  bloom  anrf.  ripen  in  her  hntti-ft  zone  ? 
Is  there  a  flirub  which,  ere  its  veidures  blow, 
Alks  all  the  funs  that  beam  upon  the  Po  ? 
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Is  there  a  flowret  whofe  veroiiUion  hue 
Can  only  catch  its  beauty  in  Peru  ? 
Is  there  a  portal,  colonnade,  or  dome. 
The  pride  of  Najiles,  or  the  boaft  of  Rome  ? 
We  raife  it  here,  in  ftorms  of  wind  and  hail. 
On  the  bleak  bnfom  of  a  funlefs  vale  ; 
Care lefs  alike  of  climate,  foil,  and  place, 
The  caft  of  nature,  and  the  fmiles  of  grace. 

Hence  all  our  ftucco'd  walls,  Mofaic  floors, 
Palladian  windows,  and  Venetian  doors; 
Our  Gothic  fronts,  whofe  Attic  v^rings  unfold 
Fluted  pilafters  tipp'd  with  leaves  of  gold ; 
Our  moffy  cielings,  grac'd  with  gay  feftoons. 
The  weeping  marbles  of  our  damp  falcons, 
Lawns  fring'd  with  citrons,  amaranthine  bow'rs, 
Expiring  myrtles,  and  unop'ning  flow'rs. 
Hence  the  good  Scotfman  bids  th'  anana  blow 
In  rocks  of  cryftal,  or  in  Alps  of  fnow ; 
On  Orcus'  fteep  extends  his  wide  orcade, 
And  kills  his  fcanty  funftiine  in  a  (hade. 
One  might  expefl:  a  fandity  of  ftyle 
Auguft  and  manly  in  an  holy  pile. 
And  think  an  architedl  extremely  odd 
To  build  a  playhoufe  for  the  church  of  God ; 
Yet  half  our  churches,  fuch  the  mode  that  reio-ns, 
Are  Roman  theatre?,  or  Grecian  fanes; 
Where  broad-arch'd  windows  to  the  eye  convey 
The  keen  diftufion  of  too  ftrong  a  day; 
Where,  in  the  luxury  of  wanton  pride, 
Corinthian  columns  languifii  fide  by  fide, 
Clns'd  by  an  altar  cxquifitely  fine, 
Loofe  and  lafcivious  as  a  Cyprian  flirlne. 

Of  late,  'tis  true,  quite  fick  of  Rome  and  Greece, 
We  fetch  our  models  from  the  wife  Chinefc  : 
European  artifts  are  too  cold  and  chafte. 
For  Mand'rin  only  is  the  man  of  tafte  ; 
Whofe  bolder  geniu?,  fondly  wild  to  fee 
His  grove  a  forcft,  and  his  pond  a  fea, 

Breaks  out and,  whimfically  great,  deCgns 

Without  the  fhackles  or  of  rules  or  lines. 

Form  d  on  his  plan?,  our  farms  and  feats  begin 

To  match  the  boafted  villas  of  Pekin. 

On  every  hill  a  fpire-crown'd  temple  fwelis, 

Hung  round  with  ferpents,  and  a  fringe  of  bells: 

Junks  and  balons  along  our  waters  fail. 

With  each  a  gilded  cock-boat  at  his  tail; 

Our  choice  exotics  to  the  breeze  exhale 

Within  th'  enclofure  of  a  zig-zag  rail; 

In  Tartar  huts  our  cows  and  horfes  lie. 

Our  hogs  are  fatted  in  an  Indian  ftye  ; 

On  ev'ry  fhelf  a  jofs  divinely  flares. 

Nymphs  laid  on  chintzes  fprawl  upon  our  chairs; 

While  o'er  our  cabinets  Confucius  nods, 

'Midft  porcelain  elephants,  and  China  gods. 

Peace  to  all  fuch — but  you  whofe  chafter  fires 
I'rue  greatnefs  kindles,  and  true  fenfe  infpires. 
Or  ere  you  lay  a  ftone,  or  plant  a  (bade. 
Bend  the  proud  arch,  or  roll  the  broad  cafcade. 
Ere  all  your  wealth  in  mean  profufion  wafte, 
Examine  nature  with  the  eye  of  tafte  ;  [rill, 

Mark  where  fhe  fpreads  the  lawn,  or  pours  the 
Falls  in  the  vale,  or  breaks  upon  the  hill; 
Plan  as  flie  plans,  and  where  her  genius  calls. 
There  fink  your  grottos,  and  there  raife  your 
walls. 
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Without  tills  taflp,  liencath  whofe  magic  wand 
Truth  and  corred:ne('s  guide  the  artift'shand, 
Woods,  lakes,  and  palaces,  are  idle  things, 
The  fhame  of  nations,  and  the  blufli  of  kings. 
Expence  and  Vanbrugh,  vanity  and  fhow, 
May  build  a  Blenheim,  but  not  make  a  Stowe. 

But  what  is  Tafte,  you  afk,  this  heav'n-born  fire 
We  all  pretend  to,  and  we  all  admire  ? 
Is  it  a  cufual  grace  ?  or  lucky  hit  ? 
Or  the  cool  efFort  of  refltding  wit  ? 
Has  it  no  lavr  but  mere  mifguided  will  ? 
No  juft  criterion  fix'd  to  good  and  ill  ? 

It  has True  talle,  when  delicately  fine, 

Is  the  pure  funfhine  of  a  foul  divine, 
The  full  perfedion  of  each  mental  pow'r — 
'Tis  fenfe,  'tis  nature,  and  'tis  fomething  more. 
Twin-born  with  genius,  of  one  common  bed, 
One  parent  bore  them,  and  one  mafter  bred. 
It  gives  the  lyre  with  happier  founds  to  flow. 
With  purer  blufhes  bids  fair  beauty  glow ; 
From  Raphael's  pencil  calls  a  nobler  line, 
And  warms,  Corregio  '   every  touch  of  thine. 

And  yet,  though  iprung  from  one  paternal  flame. 
Genius  and  Tafle  are  different  as  their  name  : 
Genius,  all  funbeam,  where  he  throws  a  I'mile, 
Impregnates  nature  fafter  than  the  Nile; 
Wild  and  impetuous,  high  as  heav'n  afpires, 
All  fcience  animates,  all  virtue  fires ; 
Creates  ideal  worlds,  and  there  convenes 
Aerial  forms  and  vifionary  fcenes. 
But  tjrfle  corredls,  by  one  etherial  touch. 
What  feems  too  little,  and  what  feems  too  much ; 
Marks  the  fine  point  where  each  confenting  part 
filides  into  beauty  with  the  eafe  of  art ; 
This  bids  to  rife,  and  that  with  grace  to  fall, 
And  i)ounds,  unites,  refines,  and  heightens  all. 

LIFE  UNHAPPY,  BECAUSE  WE  USE 
IT  IMPROPERLY. 

A  MORAL  ESSAY. 

I  OWN  it,  Eelmour  !  fay  whate'er  we  can, 
The  lot  of  forrow  feems  the  lot  of  man  ; 
Afflidion  feeds  with  all  her  keencft  rage 
On  youth's  fair  hh  iToms,  and  the  fruits  of  age  ; 
And  wraps  alike  beneath  her  harpy  wings 
The  cells  of  peafants,  and  the  courts  of  kings. 

Yet  fure  unjuftly  we  afcribe  to  fate 
Thofe  ills,  thofe  mifchiefs,  we  ourfelves  create; 
Vainly  lament  that  all  the  joys  we  know 
Are  more  than  number'd  by  the  pangs  of  woe  ; 
And  yet  thofe  joys  in  mean  profufion  wafte, 
Without  reflection,  and  v^'ithout  a  tafle  ; 
Carelefs  of  all  that  virtue  gives  to  plcafe, 
For  thought  too  adtive,  and  too  mad  for  eafe, 
We  give  each  appetite  too  luofe  a  rein, 
Pufh  ev'ry  pleafure  to  the  verge  of  pain  ; 
Impetuous  follow  where  the  pafTions  call. 
And  live  in  rapture,  or  not  live  at  all.  [flrife 

Hence  half  the  plagues  that  fill  with  pain  and 
Each  fofter  moment  of  domeftic  life  ; 
The  palfied  hand,  the  vifionary  brain, 
Th'  infeifled  fluid,  and  the  torpid  vein  ; 
The  ruin'd  appetite,  that  loathing  flights 
'l"hc  richeft  olio  of  the  cook  at  White's ; 


The  aching  impotence  of  loofedefire, 
A  nervelefs  body,  with  a  foul  on  fire  ; 
Th'  eternal  blufh  that  lights  the  cheek  of  ftiame 
For  wafled  riches, and  unheeded  fame; 
Unhallow'd  revtries,  low-thoughtcd  cares, 
'I'he  wifh  that  riots,  and  the  pang  that  tears ; 
Each  awful  tear  that  weep?  tlie  night  away, 
Each  heartfelt  figh  of  each  rellciling  day ; 
All  that  around  the  low'ring  eye  of  fpieen 
Throws  the  pale  phantom,  and  terrific  fcene  ; 
Or,  direr  ftill,  calls  from  th'  abyfs  below 
Defpair's  dread  genius  to  the  couch  of  woe, 
Where,  loft  to  health,  and  hope's  all  cheering  ray. 
As  the  dead  eye-ball  to  the  orb  of  day, 
Pale  riot  bleeds  for  all  his  mad  expence 
In  each  rack'd  organ,  or  acutcr  fenfe; 
Where  fad  rcmorfc  beholds  in  every  (hade 
The  murder'd  friend,  or  violated  maid  ; 
And  (lung  to  madnefs  in  his  inmofl  foul, 
Grafps  the  keen  dagger,  or  empoifon'd  howl. 
Impious  it  were  to  think  th'  Eternal  Mind 
Is  but  the  fcourge  and  tyrant  of  mankind. 
Sure  he  who  gives  us  funfliine,  dew,  and  Ihow'r, 
The  vine  ambrofial,  and  the  blooming  flow'r, 
Whofe  own  bright  image  lives  on  man  impreft. 
Meant  that  that  being  fhould  be  vvife  and  blcft, 
And  taught  each  inflindt  in  his  heart  enflirin'd 
To  feel  for  blifs,  to  fearch  it,  and  to  find. 

But  where's  this  blifs,  you  aJk,  this  heav'n-bora 
fire 
We  all  pretend  to,  and  we  all  admire  ? 
Breathes  it  in  Ceylon's  aromatic  ifle  ? 
Flows  it  along  the  waters  of  the  Nile  ? 
Lives  it  in  India's  animated  mould. 
In  rocks  of  cryftal,  <r  in  veins  of  gold  ? 
Not  there  alone,  but,  boundlef?,  unconfin'd. 
Spreads  through  all  life,  and  flows  to  all  mankind ; 
Waits  on  the  winds  that  blow,  the  waves  that  roll. 
And  warms  alike  the  Equator  and  the  Pole, 
l^or  as  kind  nature  through  the  globe  infjjires 
Her  parent  warmths,  and  elemental  fires, 
Forms  the  bright  gem  in  earth's  unfathom'd  caves. 
Bids  the  rich  coral  blufii  beneath  the  waves. 
And  with  the  fame  prolific  virtue  glows 
In  the  rough  bramble,  as  the  daniafk  rofe; 
So,  in  the  union  of  her  moral  plan, 
The  ray  of  blifs  fhines  on  from  man  to  man, 
VVhether  in  purples  or  in  Ikins  arry'd. 
He  wields  the  fceptre,  or  he  plies  the  fpade, 
Slaves  on  the  Ganges,  triumphs  on  the  Rhone, 
Hides  in  a  cell,  or  beams  upon  a  throne. 

In  vain  the  men  whofe  loul  ambition  fires, 
Whom  birth  ennobles, and  whom  wealth  infpircs, 
Infifls  that  happinefs  for  courts  was  made. 
And  laughs  at  every  genius  of  the  fhade. 
As  much  miftakes  the  fage,  who  fain  would  prove 
Fair  pleafure  lives  but  in  his  grot  and  grove. 
Each  fccne  of  life,  or  open  or  confin'd. 
Alike  congenial  to  its  kindred  mind. 
Alike  ordain'd  by  heav'n  to  charm  or  pleafe 
The  man  of  fpirit  and  the  man  of  eafe  ; 
Juft  as  our  tafte  is  better  or  is  woifc. 
Becomes  a  bkffing,  or  becomes  a  curfe. 
When  luft  and  envy  ftiare  the  foul  by  turns, 
When  fear  unnerves  her,  or  mad  vengeance  burnj; 
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When  luxury  brutes  her  in  the  wanton  bow'r, 
And  guilt's  black  phantoms  haunt  her   midnight 

hour; 
Not  all  the  wealth  each  warmer  fun  provides. 
All  earth  embofoms,  and  all  ocean  hides, 
Not  all  the  pomps  that  round  proud  greatnefs  (hinc. 
When  fuppliant  nations  bow  before  her  (brine, 
Can  eafe  the  heart,  or  ray  upon  the  breall 
Content's  full  funflime,  and  the  calm  of  reft. 
No— all  the  blifs  that  nature  feels,  or  knows, 
Of  heartfelt  rapture,  or  of  cool  repofe, 
Howe'er  improv'd  by  wifdom,  and  by  art, 
Lives  in  ourfelvcs,  and  beams  but  from  the  heart. 
<Qnite  independent  of  thofe  alien  things, 
Applauding  lenates,  and  the  fmiles  of  kings, 
Of  empty  purfes,  or  of  wealthy  bags, 
A  robe  of  ermines,  or  a  coat  in  rags. 

Conclude  we  then  that  Heav'n's  fupreme  decree 
Gives  eafe  and  joy  to  monarchs  and  to  me  : 
Yet,  fuch  the  fate  of  all  that  man  obtains. 
Our  pleafures  muft  be  purchas'd  by  our  pains, 
And  coll  us  every  hour  fome  fmall  expence, 
A  little  labour,  and  a  little  fenfe. 
That  heav'n-born  blifs,  that  foul-illumin'd  joy. 
Which  madmen  fquander,  and  which  fools  de- 

ftroy, 
To  half  the  nations  of  the  globe  unknown, 
Refledling  wifdom  makes  it  all  her  own ; 
Coolly  explores,  in  every  fcene  and  fphere, 
What  nature  wants,  what  life  inherits  there; 
What  lenient  arts  can  teach  the  foul  to  know 
A  purer  rapture,  and  a  fofter  woe; 
What  mek  her  idle  vanities  away. 
And  make  to-morrow  happier  than  to-day. 
Without  this  cheap,  this  economic  art, 
This  cool  philofophy  of  head  and  heart, 
A  peer's  proud  bofom,  rack'd  by  pangs  and  cares, 
Feels  not  the  fplendor  of  the  ftar  he  wears  : 
With  it  the  wretch  whom  want  hasforc'd  to  dwell 
In  the  laft  corner  of  her  cheerlefs  cell, 
In  fpite  of  hunger,  labour,  cold,  difeafe, 
Lits,  laughs,  and  {lumbers  on  the  couch  of  eafe. 

A  coxcomb  once  in  Handel's  parlour  found 
A  Grecian  lyre,  and  try'd  to  make  it  found; 
O'er  the  tine  (lops  his  awkward  fift  he  flings. 
And  rudely  preffes  on  th'  elaftic  firings  ; 
Awaken'ddil'cord  (hrieks,  and  fcolds,  and  raves, 
Wild  at  the  diffonance  of  winds  and  waves, 
Loud  as  a  Wapping  mob  at  midnight  bawls, 
Harlh  as  ten  chariots  rolling  round  St  Paul's, 
And  huarfcr  far  than  all  th'  ecftatic  race 
Whofc  drunken  orgies  flunn'd  the  wilds  of  Thrace. 
Friend  !  quoth  the  fage,  that  fine  machine  con- 
tains 
Exader  numbers,  and  diviner  ftrains; 
Strains  fuch  as  nftce  could  build  the  Theban  wall, 
And  flop  the  mountain  torrent  in  its  fall  : 
But  yet,  to  wake  them,  roufe  them,  and  infpire, 
Aiks  a  fine,  finger,  and  a  touch  of  fire, 
A  feeling  foul,  whofe  all  expreflive  pow'rs 
Can  copy  nature  as  fhe  links  or  foars  ; 
And,  juft  alike  to  paflion,  time,  and  place, 
Refine  correiflnefs  into  eafe  and  grace. 
Jie  fatd — and.  Hying  o'er  each  quiv'ring  wire, 
Spread  his  light  hand,  aad  fwept  it  on  the  lyr*;. 


Qnick  to  his  touch  the  lyre  began  to  glow, 
'I'hc  found  to  kindle,  and  tliL'  air  to  flow. 
Deep  aa  the  murmurs  of  the  falling  floods. 
Sweet  a«  the  warbles  of  the  vocal  woods: 
Th(?  lift'ning  palTions  hear,  and  fink,  and  rife. 
As  the  rich  harmony  or  fwclU  or  dies; 
The  pulfe  of  avarice  fi'rgcts  to  move, 
A  purer  rapture  fills  fhe  breall  of  love ; 
Devotion  lifts  to  heav'n  a  holier  eye. 
And  bleeding  pity  heaves  afott-r  figh. 
Life  has  its  eafe,  amulement,  joy,  and  fire, 
Hid  m  itfelf,  as  mafic  in  the  lyre  , 
And,  like  the  lyre,  with  al!  its  pow'rs  impart. 
When  touch'd  and  manas;M  by  the  hand  of  art. 
But  half  mankirul,  like  Handci's  fool,  deftroy. 
Through  rage  and  ignorance,  the  ftrain  of  joy ; 
Irregularly  will  their  pafTions  roll 
Through  nature's  fiiicll  inftrument,  the  foul : 
While  men  of  fenfe,  with  Handel's  happier  (kill, 
Corredt  the  tafte,  and  harmonize  the  will ; 
Teach  their  affedions  like  his  uutes  to  flow. 
Not  rais'd  too  high,  nor  ever  funk  t.>o  low  ; 
Till  every  virtue,  meafur'd  and  refin'd. 
As  fits  the  concert  of  the  mailer-mind. 
Melts  in  its  kindred  founds,  and  pours  along 
Th'  according  mufic  of  the  moral  fong. 

PRUSSIA :    A  POEM. 

Awake,  Voltaire  1    with  warmth,  with  rapture 

raife 
Th'  applauding  poean,  and  the  fong  of  praife  : 
Again  thy  Fred'ric  mounts  the  vidtor's  car, 
Again  he  thunders  in  the  front  of  war; 
Back  to  the  defcrt  flies  the  routed  Gaul, 
And  proud  Vienna  fnakes  from  wall  to  wall. 
He  hears  me  not — thy  genius^   France !   pre- 
vails, 
'J'he  poet  feels  but  for  his  own  Verfailles; 
With  fecret  curfes  eyes  the  hero's  fword, 
And  hates  that  virtue  which  he  once  ador'd. 

And  fliall  a  king  whofe  triumphs  far  exceei 
The  boalted  glories  of  the  Greek  and  Swede  ; 
Who  more  than  Cselar,  with  a  brighter  ray 
Afccnds,  and  (bines  imperial  Rome  away — 
Shall  he  through  ages  Ipread  his  mighty  name 
Without  a  verfe  to  wait  upon  his  fame  ? 
Has  Britain  loft  her  fpirit,  foul,  and  fire  ? 
Has  fhe  no  patriot  who  dare  touch  the  lyre.' 

Yes while  I  live,  thy  virtues, prince!  fliall  be 

For  ever  (acred  to  the  mufe,  and  me. 

What  though  i  herd  but  with  the  vulgar  throng, 

The  laft,  the  loweft  of  the  fons  of  fong. 

Thy  bold  exploits  (hall  give  my  foul  to  glow, 

My  pulfe  to  kindle,  and  my  vein  to  flow; 

Exalt  my  fpirit,  animate  my  line, 

And  lend  my  numbers  all  the  ftrength  of  thine. 

Now  had  pale  fury  drove  her  iron  car 
From  fields  of  flaughter,  and  from  waftes  of  war; 
Returning  peice  led  on  the  vernal  year, 
Sheath'd  the  keen  fword, and  broke  the  lifted  fpear, 
Wide  o'er  the  world  her  olive  branch  difplay'd, 

I  And  call'd  the  nations  to  its  hallovv'd  fliadc. 

j  And  now  the  arts,  inflam'd  with  gen'rous  ftrife, 

I  Kofc  in  the  foftnefs  of  domeftic  life; 
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Exulting  Jabour  tam'd  the  ftubborn  plain, 
The  fail  of  commerce  took  up  all  the  main, 
With  bolder  wings  th'  immortal  Mufes  flew. 
And  fcience  trimm'd  her  faded  wreath  anew. 

Ambition  figh'd — for  now  (he  heard  no  more 
The  war's   loud   thunder   break   from    fhore   to 

fhore  ; 
No  more  beheld  proud  monarchs,  meanly  vain, 
Rank'd  in  her  files,  or  number'd  in  her  train ; 
Loft  to  the  glare  of  life,  fte  lay  unbleft 
In  the  lone  cell  of  ^  litary  reft, 
Where  fpleen's  pale  vifions  round  her  flumbers 

throw 
Eternal  fadnefs,  and  a  pomp  of  woe. 
In  vain  kind  nature  pours  upon  her  eye 
A  fofter  funftiine,  and  a  richer  fky. 
Spreads  the  wild  foreft,  heaves  the  cloud-topt  hill. 
Waves  in  the  wood,  and  flows  along  the  rill  : 
Woods,  wilds,  and  waters,  to  her  fenfe  decay, 
The  warblers  languifh  on  the  vocal  fpray ; 
Unclouded  funs  in  heav'n's  clear  azure  fade, 
And  night's  black  horrors  wear  a  deeper  ftiade. 

At  length  arous'd  flie  feels  her  wonted  flame. 
Revives,  3nU  open?  to  the  voice  of  fame  : 
See  fees  new  triumphs  rifing  to  her  view, 
And  wing'd  by  raprure,  to  Vienna  flew. 
'Twas  night — liill'd  foftly  by  the  weftern  breeze, 
Fair  Auftria  flumber'd  on  the  couch  of  eafe  : 
When  as  of  old  the  firft  infernal  pow'r 
Stole  on  the  fweets  of  Eden's  nuptial  bow'r. 
And  fkiil'd  alike  to  flatter  and  deceive, 
Crept  in  a  reptile  to  the  ear  of  Eve 
So  now  ambition,  with  a  nobler  mien, 
Approach'd,  andwhifper'd  thus  the  fleeping  queen. 

"  Canft  thou,   O  princefs !   thou,  whole  glory 
fprings 
From  heas'n-born  heroes,  and  a  race  of  kings, 
Refign'd,  and  cool,  to  yonder  PruiTian  yield 
Silefia's  fceptre,  and  her  fruitful  field  ? 
Rife  to  thy  wrongs,  aflert  thy  injur'd  reign. 
And  bid  the  fword  of  vengeance  rage  again  ; 
Tear  from  his  hand  the  empire  he  hath  won. 
This  moment  crulh  him,  or  thou  art  undone. 
Secret  and  ftrong,  beneath  his  native  fires. 
The  haughty  genius  of  hi';  foul  afpires  ; 
His  realms  enlarge,  his  fails  begin  to  fly 
O'er  ev'ry  ocean  of  the  polar  Iky. 
Rich  harvefts  rife  upon  his  barren  v.'afte. 
His  crowded  cities  are  the  feats  of  tafte; 
Another  year's  autumnal  fun  fliall  fee 
His  broad  dominions  ftretch  from  fea  to  fea; 
Perhaps  fliall  fee  him  on  th'  imperial  throne, 
Europe  enflav'd,  and  half  the  world  his  own." 

Thus  ipoke  the  fiend,  and,  •with  delufive  art, 
Breath'd  htr  black  fpirit  through  Terefa's  heart  : 
Rapt  into  future  fcenes  fhe  minds  no  more 
The  faith  fhe  piightcd,  and  the  oatli  flie  fwore  ; 
Strong,  and  more  ftrong,  the  vifion  lives  impreft, 
Conqucft's  dread  genius  takes  up  all  her  brcaft ; 
Paints  on  her  foul,  in  luxury  of  thought, 
Th'  ideal  glories  of  a  war  unfoughr, 
The  laurel  wreath,  the  military  fhcw, 
The  car  of  triumph,  and  the  captive  foe. 
And  now  the  queen,  unfeeling,  faUe,  and  vain, 
Plans  the  wide  ruin  of  a  bold  campaign  ; 


Through  all  the  north  witli  all  her  fpirit  raves. 
And  wakes  the  nations  in  their  huts,  and  caves; 
With  wild  barbarians  crowds  her  wanton  war, 
The  favage  Croat,  and  the  fierce  huflar;* 
Fires  the  proud  Saxon's  fanguinary  vein. 
And  roufes  all  the  dimon  of  the  Seine ; 
Leagues  kings  with  kings,  fills  Europe  with  alarmg, 
Shakes  heav'n  and  earth,  and  fets  the  world  ia 
arms. 

O  curft  ambition  !  to  each  vice  allied. 
Begot  by  mifchief  in  the  womb  of  pride, 
What  ills,  dread  fury  !  from  thy  genius  flow  ! 
What  awful  fcenes  of  unimagin'd  woe  ! 
Before  thy  footfteps,  wrapp'd  in  flames  of  fire. 
Sinks  the  tali  column,  and  majeftic  fpire. 
Ciofe  at  thy  fide  her  fword  fell  flaughter  waves, 
'Mid.O:  bleeding  piles,  and  ever-op'ning  graves; 
The  plague  behind  thee,  with  her  tainted  breath. 
Sweeps  through  the  nations  on  the  wing  of  death  j 
Negledled  genius  in  his  cell  expires. 
To  other  worlds  fair  liberty  retires; 
The  patriot  mufe  forgets  her  voice  divine, 
Religion  leaves  her  violated  flirine  ; 
And  ev'ry  meek  ey'd  virtue  pines  and  mourns, 
'Midft  falling  temples,  and  fepulcliral  urns. 

The   Pruffian   faw  at  one  keen   glance   from 
far 
The  gath'ring  tempeft,  and  impending  war  : 
He  faw,  and  iaftant  bids  his  armies  form. 
Heads  the  bold  march,  and  bears  upon  the  ftorm* 
In  vain  the  foreft  big  with  death  estei^ds, 
The  rampant  thunders,  and  the  flood  defcends; 
!n  vain  the  foe  each  open  field  declines. 
Hides  in  the  trench,  or  lurks  within  his  lines; 
He  ftorms  the  rampart,  fords  the  rapid  flood, 
I-caps  the  broad  trench,  and  clears  th'  enambufti'd 

wood  ; 
Now  prefles  on,  now  reins  his  dread  career, 
Pours  on  the  van,  or  fteals  upon  the  rear; 
Marks  ev'ry  crifis,  fiiines  in  ev'ry  fcere, 
And  is  at  once  a  Marlbro',  and  Eugene. 
At  length,  in  all  the  pomp  of  war,  advance 
Th'  imperial  eagles  with  the  arms  of  France  • 
A  mighty  hoft,  whofe  awful  file?  contain 
The  vet'raii  warriors  of  the  Marne  and  Maine. 
And  will  he  yet,  when  nations  round  him  clofe, 
And  his  thin  ranks  fcarce  number  half  liis  foes; 
Will  he,  ye  heav'ns  !   th'  unequal  conflidl  try, 
And  brave  his  fate  when  glory  bids  him  fly  ? 
Ah  !  aught  avails  it  that  immortal  fame 
Fill'd  her  fond  clarion  with  her  Fred'ric's  name  ? 
Avails  it  aught  that  juftice  learn'd  to  awe 
ATifguided  nature  from  his  code  of  law  ? 
That  warm'd,  and  fofter'd  by  hi<  genial  eye, 
Tranfplantcd  fcience  own'd  the  polar  flcy  ? 
That  Greece  and  tafte  upon  the  Baltic  fniil'd. 
And  new  Lyceums  open'd  in  tlic  wild  ? 
Alas!  one  moment — the  bright  fcene  is  o'er— 
He  fall" — he  dies — and  Prufiia  is  no  more. 
Yet  fliall  not  France,  in  this  her  blifsful  hour, 
Her  dream  of  empire,  and  her  pride  of  pnwr, 
An  cafy,  cheap,  UDhleeding  conqueft  know. 
Or  rear  her  trophies  o'er  a  flying  foe : 
For  now  the  monarch,  ere  lie  gives  the  fign, 
Serenely  dreadful  moves  along  the  line  ; 
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The  legions,  far  as  each  keen  glance  can  fly, 
Mark  his  firm  ftep,  and  hang  upon  his  eye  ; 
That  eye  whofc  lightning  terror  round  iiim  flings; 
That  ftep  which  feems  to  tread  on  thrones,  and 

kings. 
At  every  look  through  all  th'  embattled  van 
The  pulfe  of  glory  beats  from  man  to  man  : 
The  ibldier  kindling  at  his  prince  afpires, 
Swells  with  his  hopes,  and  burns  with  all  his  fires; 
Yet,  'midft  his  ardours,  owns  a  fofter  flame, 
And  feels  for  Fred'ric  while  he  feels  for  fame. 

And  now  the  fun,  whofe  orb  fliall  fet  in  blood. 
Paints  on  the  umbrage  of  the  weflern  wood ; 
The  diftant  hills  in  each  horizon  fade, 
And  night  comes  on  in  all  her  gloom  and  fhade  : 
And  now  tjie  trumpet's  animating  found 
Peals  on  the  ear,  and  fhakes  the  field  around. 
When,  as  the  whirlwind  tears  its  rapid  way, 
Roots  up  the  rock,  and  fweeps  the  plain  away  ; 
Fierce  on  his  foe  th'  intrepid  Pruflian  fprings. 
Drives  through  his  van,  and  breaks  into  his  wings ; 
Wraps  his  whole  war  in  one  tremendous  fire, 
And  fees  the  provvefs  of  his  hoft  expire. 
Th'  imperial  chiefs  no  more  the  fhock  fuftain, 
Their  fainting  battle  bleeds  in  ev'ry  vein  ; 
France  flies  impetuous  on  the  wings  of  fear, 
And  hungry  flaughter  feeds  upon  his  rear. 

Yet,   flay  thee,   prince  !  all-conqueror  as  thou 
art. 
Indulge  the  milder  virtues  of  thy  heart ; 
Reflrain  fierce  vengeance  in  her  rage  of  ire. 
And  let  us  love  the  monarch  we  admire. 
All  that  on  earth  proud  conqueft  gives  to  fliine. 
All  the  dread  glories  of  the  fword  are  thine  : 
The  vi(ftor-wreath  applauding  flates  decree, 
The  facred  p oean  only  fwells  for  thee. 
Another  toil  remains  ere  yet  thy  name 
Bears  the  full  fplcndor  of  unclouded  fame. 
Enjoy  that  nobler  fame — bid  difcord  ceafe. 
And  lay  pale  Europe  in  the  lap  of  peace  : 
Then  fhall  the  mufe,  who  now  thy  triumph  Cngs 
O'er  routed  nations,  and  repenting  kings, 
With  rapture  wait  thee  to  thy  fylvan  bow'r. 
And  watch  the  glories  of  thy  fofter  hour. 
When  Rome's  fine  arts  beneath  thy  fhield  fhal) 

win 
A  fairer  laurel  in  thy  own  Berlin ; 
There  fix  the  fchool  of  beauty,  and  adorn 
Worlds  uncxplor'd,  and  empires  yet  unborn. 

NOBILITY, 

A    MORAL    ESSA7. 
Spolcn  at  the  Vifitiition  of  Tunbridge-School,  1 752. 

'Tis  faid  that  ere  fair  virtue  learn'd  to  figh, 
The  crefl;  to  libel,  and  the  ftar  to  lie. 
The  poet  glow'd  with  all  his  facred  fire, 
And  bade  each  virtue  live  along  the  lyre; 
Led  humble  fcience  to  the  blelt  abode, 
And  rais'd  the  hero  till  he  flione  a  god. 

Our  modern  bards,  by  fome  unhappy  fate, 
Condemn'd  to  flatter  ev'ry  fool  of  ftate, 
Have  oft,  regairdlefs  of  their  heav'n-born  flame, 
Enthron'd  proud  grcatnefs  in  the  ftirine  of  fame  ; 
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Beftowd  on  vice  the  wreaths  that  virtue  wove, 
And  paid  to  Nero  what  was  due  to  Jove. 

Yet   hear,   ye   great  1    whom  birth  and   titles 
crown 
With  alien  worth,  and  glories  not  your  own; 
Hear  me  affirm,  that  all  the  vain  can  fliow. 
All  Anllis  boafts  of,  and  all  kings  beftow, 
All  envy  wifties,  all  ambition  hails. 
All  that  fupports  St.  James's  and  Verfailles, 
Can  never  give  diftintlion  to  a  knave. 
Or  make  a  lord  whom  vice  has  made  a  flave. 

In  elder  times,  ere  heralds  yet  enroll'd 
The  bleeding  ruby  in  a  field  of  gold, 
Or  infant  language  pain'd  the  tender  ear 
With  fefs,  bend,  argent,  chev'ron,  and  faltier ; 
'Twas  he  alone  the  bay's  bright  verdure  wore, 
Whofe  ftrength  fubdu'd  the  lion  or  the  boar ; 
Whofe  art  from  rocks  could   call   the  mellowing 

grain. 
And  give  the  vine  to  laugh  along  tlie  plain  ; 
Or,  tracing  nature  to  her  moral  plan, 
Explor'd  the  favage  till  he  found  the  man. 
For  him  the  ruflic  hind,  and  village  maid, 
Stripp'dthe  gay  fpring  of  half  its  bloom  andlhadcj 
With  annual  dances  grac'd  the  daify-mead, 
And  fung  his  triumphs  on  the  oaten  reed  ; 
Or,  fond  to  think  him  fprung  from  yonder  flcy, 
Rear'd  the  turf  fane,  and  bade  the  vi(Sim  die. 

In  Turkey,  facred  as  the  Koran's  page, 
Thefe  fimple  manners  live  through  ev'ry  age  : 
The  humblefl;  fwain,  if  virtue  warms  the  man, 
A4ay  rife  the  genius  of  the  grave  Divan  ; 
And  all  but  Othman's  race,  the  only  proud, 
Fall  with  their  fires,  and  mingle  with  the  crowd. 

For  three  campaigns  Caprouli's  hand  difplay'd 
The  Turkifti  crefcent  on  thy  walls,  Belgrade  ! 
Imperial  Egypt  own'd  him  for  her  lord, 
And  Auftria  trembled  if  he  touch'd  the  fword  : 
Yet  all  his  glories  fet  within  his  grave, 
One  fon  a  Janifary,  one  a  flave. 
Politer  courts,  ingenious  to  extend 
The  father's  glories,  bid  his  pomps  defcend; 
With  flrange  good-nature  give  his  worthlcfs  fon 
The  very  laurels  that  his  virtue  won  ; 
And  with  the  fame  appellatives  adorn 
A  living  hero,  and  a  lot  unborn. 

Hence,    without   blufliing    (fay  whate'er   we 
can) 
We  more  regard  th'  efcutcheon  than  the  man; 
Yet,  true  to  nature  and  her  inftinAs,  prize 
The  hound  or  fpaniel  as  his  talent  lies  : 
Carelefs  from  what  paternal  blood  he  rofe. 
We  value  Bowman  only  for  his  nofe. 

Say,  fhould  you  fee  a  generous  fleed  outfly 
The  fwifteft  zephyr  of  th'  autumnal  fky, 
Wou'd  you  at  once  his  ardent  wifhes  kill. 
Give  him  the  dogs,  or  chain  him  to  a  mill, 
Becaufe  his  humbler  fathers,  grave,  and  flow, 
Clean'd  half  the  jakes  of  Houndfditch  or  Soho  ? 

In  fpite  of  all  that  in  his  grandfire  fhone. 
An  horfe's  worth  is,  like  a  king's,  his  own. 
If  in  the  race,  when  length'ning  fliouts  infpire 
His  bold  compeers,  and  fet  their  hearts  on  fire. 
He  feems  regardlefs  of  th'  exultiug  found, 
And  fcarcelj-  drags  his  legs  along  th?  ground^ 
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What  wlll't  avail,  that  fprung  from  heav'nly  feed, 
His  great  forefathers  fwept  th'  Arabian  mead ; 
Or,  drefs'd  in  half  an  empire's  purple,  bore 
The  weight  of  Xerxes  on  the  Cafpian  (here? 
I  grant,  my  lord  1  your  anceflors  outfhone 
All  that  e"er  grac'd  the  Ganges,  or  the  Rhone ; 
Born  to  protc«5l,  to  roufe  thofe  godlike  fires 
That  genius  kindles,  or  fair  fame  infpires  ; 
O'er  humble  life  to  fpread  indulgent  eafe, 
'J'o  give  the  veins  to  flow  without  difeafc  ; 
From  proud  opprefllon  injur'd  worth  to  fcreen. 
And  fhake  alike  the  fenate  and  the  fee  ne. 

And  fee,  to  fave  them  from  the  v/rccks  of  age, 
Exulting  fcience  fills  her  every  page. 
Fame  grafps  her  trump,  the  epic  mufe  attends. 
The  lyre  le-echoes,  and  the  fong  afcends, 
The  fculptor's  chifTel  with  the  pencil  vies, 
Rocks  leap,  and  animated  marbles  rife  : 
All  arts,  all  pow'rs,  the  virtuous  chiefs  adorn, 
And  fpread  their  pomps  to  ages  yet  unborn. 

All  this  we  own — but  if,  amidft  the  fliine, 
Th*  enormous  blaze  that  beams  along  the  line, 
Some  fcoundrel  peer,  regardlefs  of  his  fires, 
Purfues  each  folly,  and  each  vice  admires ; 
Shall  we  enrol  his  proilituted  name 
In  honour's  zenith,  and  the  lifts  of  fame? 

Exalted  titles,  hke  a  beacon,  rife 
To  tell  the  wretched  where  protedtion  lies. 
He  then  who  hears  unmov'd  afili(fl:ion"s  cry, 
His  birth's  a  phantom,  and  his  name's  a  lie. 

The  Egyptians  thus  on  Cairo's  facred  plain, 
Saw  half  their  marbles  move  into  a  fane  ; 
The  glorious  work  uniiumber'd  artifts  ply, 
Now  turn  the  dome,  now  lift  it  to  the  iky  : 
But  when  they  enter'd  the  fublime  abode. 
They  found  a  ferpent  where  they  hop'd  a  god. 

Anftis  obferves,  that  when  a  thoufand  years 
Roll  through  a  race  of  princes,  or  of  peers. 
Obliging  virtue  (beds  her  every  beam 
From  fon  to  fon,  and  waits  upon  the  ftream. 
Yet  fay,  ye  great !  who  boaft  another's  fears. 
And  think  your  lineage  ends  but  in  the  flars. 
What  is  this  boon  of  Heav'n  ?  dependent  ftill 
On  woman's  weaknefs,  and  on  woman's  will ; 
Dare  ye  affirm  that  no  exotic  blood 
Has  ftaiii'd  your  glories  ever  fince  the  flood  ? 
Might  not  Ibme  brawny  flavc,  from  Afric  fled. 
Stamp  his  bafe  image  in  the  nuptial  bed  ? 
Might  not,  in  pagan  days,  your  mothers  prove 
The  fire  of  Phoebus,  and  the  ftrength  of  Jove  ? 
Or,  more  politely  to  their  vows  untrue, 
Love,  and  elope,  as  modern  ladies  do  ? 

But  grant  that  all  your  gentle  grandames  flione 
Clear,  and  unfullied  as  the  noon-day  fun  ; 
Though    nature  form"d   tJiem    of    her    chafteft 

mold. 
Say,  was  their  birth  illuftrious  as  their  gold  ? 
Full  many  a  lord,  we  know,  has  chofe  to  range 
Among  the  wealthy  beauties  of  the  'Change  ; 
Or  figh'd,  ftill  humbler,  to  the  midnight  gale 
For  fome  fair  peafant  of  th'  Arcadian  vale. 
Then  blami-  us  not,  if  backward  to  adore 
A  name  polluted  by  a  flave  or  whore  ; 
Since  fpite  of  patents,  and  of  king'^i  decrees, 
And  bioominjj  coronets  on  parchment  trccSj 
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Some  alien  ftain  may  darken  all  the  h'ne, 

And  Norfolk's  blood  dcfcend  as  mean  as  mine. 

You  boaft,  my  Lord  1  a  race  with  laurels  crown'd, 
By  fenates  honour'd,  and  in  war  renown'd; 
Show  then  the  martial  foul  to  danger  bred. 
When  Poitiersthunder'd,  and  when  Crefly  bled  • 
Show  us  thofe  deeds,  thofe  heav'n-diredted  fires, 
That  ages  pad  faw  beaming  on  your  fires ; 
That  freehorn  pride  no  tyrant  durft  enflave, 
That  godlike  zeal  that  only  liv'd  to  fave. 

Dare  you,  though  fadion  bawl  through  all  her 
tribe. 
Though  monarchs  threaten,  and  though  ftatefmen 

bribe. 
Feel  for  mankind,  and  gallantly  approve 
All  virtue  teaches,  and  all  angels  love  .* 
Know  you  the  tear  that  flows  o'er  worth  diftrefs'd. 
The  joy  that  rifes  when  a  people's  bleft  ? 
Then,  if  you  pleafe,  immortalize  your  line, 
With  all  that's  great,  heroic,  and  divine  ; 
Explore  with  curious  eye  th'  hiftoric  page, 
The  rolls  of  fame,  the  monuments  of  age ; 
Adopt  each  chief  immortal  Homer  fmgs, 
All  Greece's  heroes,  and  all  Afia's  kings: 
If  earth's  too  fcanty,  fearch  the  bleft  abode, 
And  make  your  firft  progenitor  a  god  : 
We  grant  your  claim,  whate'er  you  wilh  to  prove, 
The  fon  of  Priam,  or  the  fon  of  Jove. 

Statefmen  and  patriots  thus  to  glory  rife, 
The  felf-born  fun  that  gilds  them  never  dies  : 
While  he  ennobled  by  thofe  gewgaw  things, 
The  pride  of  patents,  and  the  breath  of  kings. 
Glares  the  pale  meteor  of  a  little  hour. 
Fed  by  court  funfhine,  and  poetic  fliow'r  ; 
Then  finks  at  once,  unpitied,  and  unbleft, 
A  nation's  fcandal,  and  a  nation's  jeft. 

Nobility  had  fomething  in  her  blood. 
When  to  be  great  was  only  to  be  good  : 
Sublime  fhe  fat  in  virtue's  facred  fane. 
With  all  the  fitter  graces  in  her  train. 
She  ftill  exifts,  'tis  true,  in  Grofvenor-Square, 

And  leads  a  life,  a  kind  of — as  it  were . 

And  fee  !  felf-ftielter'd  from  the  world's  alarms; 

The  dying  goddefs  fleeps  in  Fortune's  arms; 

Fond  luxury  attends  her  foft  retreats. 

The  modeft  Frazi  warbles  while  (he  eats  ; 

Arabia's  fweets  diftil  at  ev'ry  pore, 

Her  flatt'rers  footh  her,  and  her  flavcs  adore  ; 

Indulg'd  by  all  our  fenates  to  forget, 

Thofe  worft  of  plagues,  a  promife  and  a  debt. 

Not  but  there  are,  amidft  the  titled  crew. 
Unknown  to  all  but  ColHns,  and  the  ftew, 
Men  who  improve  their  heav'n-defcended  fires. 
Rife  on  their  blood,  and  beam  upon  their  fires ; 
Men  who,  like  diamonds  from  Golconda's  mine, 
Call  from  themfelves  the  ray  that  makes  them 
fhine. 

Pleas'd  let  me  view  a  Cecil's  foul  array'd 
With  all  that  Plato  gather'd  in  the  (hade; 
ReflecSl  how  nobly  Radnor  can  defcend 
To  lofe  his  title  in  the  name  of  friend ; 
At  Dorfet  lock,  and  bid  Hibernia  own 
Her  viceroy  form'd  to  fit  upon  a  throne  ; 
Admire  how  innocence  can  lend  to  truth 
Each  grace  of  vixtue,  and  each  charm  of  youth. 
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And  then  enraptur'd  bend  the  fupph'ant  knee 
ToHeav'n'shigh  throne,  O  Rockingham  I  for  thee. 
Let  tlien  vain  fools   their  proud   efciitchcons 
view, 
Allied  to  half  the  Yncas  of  Peru; 
With  every  vice  thofe  lineal  glories  {lain 
That  rofe  in  Pharamond,  or  Charlemagne  : 
But  ye,  dear  youths  !  whom  chance  or  genius  calls 
To  court  pale  wifdom  in  thefe  hallow'd  v^'alis, 
Scorn  ye  to  hang  upon  a  blafted  name 
Another's  virtue,  and  another's  fame  : 
In  two  fhort  precepts  all  your  bufinefs  lies — 
Would  you  be  great  ? — Be  virtuous  and  be  wife. 

TH£  TEMPLE  OF  HYMEN. 


In  elder  time  when  men  were  chafle, 
And  women  had  not  got  a  tafte. 
It  was  ordain'd,  to  eafe  their  cares, 
The  fexes  fhould  be  link'd  in  pairs, 
And  pafs  the  various  fcenes  of  life. 
Known  by  the  names  of  man  and  wife. 

To  aid  this  fcheme,  fn  jnft  and  wife, 
The  male  had  vigour,  ftrength,  and  fize: 
Undaunted,  adlive,  bold,  and  brave, 
And  fearlefs  or  of  wind  or  wave. 
He  fcal'd  the  cliff's  enormous  fteep, 
He  plung'd  into  the  pathlefs  deep. 
And  dar'd  in  open  war  engage 
The  lion's  fanguinary  rage. 

Woman,  as  form'd  to  charm,  and  pleafc, 
Had  more  of  elegance  and  eafe, 
A  finer  fhape,  a  fofter  mien, 
A  heart  more  gentle  and  fi^rene. 
Her  fmile  was  funfhine — in  her  face 
Sat  fweetnefs  on  the  throne  of  grace  : 
The  accents  melted  from  her  tongue 
In  all  the  harmony  of  fong; 
And  every  glance  that  left  her  eye 
Was  milder  than  a  vernal  fky. 

As  nature  now  had  done  her  beft, 
She  left  to  accident  the  reft,  - 
To  accident ! — you  cry — Why,  yes. 
Yet  think  not  that  (he  ails  by  gucfs. 
Events  may  baflle  man's  endeavour. 
But  nature  is  extremely  clever. 
And  works  with  fo  exadl  a  care, 
She  ne'er  naifcarries  in  a  hair. 
For  now,  when  on  a  feftal  day 
The  fexes  met,  alert  and  gay, 
And,  in  their  paftimes,  fports,  and  dances, 
Had  interchang'd  fome  tender  glances, 
Th'  impaflion'd  heart  began  to  own 
A  fet  of  inftindts  yet  unknown  ; 
To  throb  with  momentary  fires. 
And  melt  away  in  young  defircs. 
In  fhort,  the  men  began  to  bow. 
To  footh,  to  ogle,  whine,  and  vow; 
To  haunt  the  folitary  fhade. 
And  whifpcr  to  the  village  maid. 
The  village  maid,  who  knew  not  yet 
The  breeding  of  a  fly  coquette  ; 
And  could  not,  with  an  artful  figh, 
Like  modern  ladies,  fmile,  and  lie ; 


Indulgent  heard  her  lover's  flame. 
Frankly  cotifefs'd  fhe  felt  the  fame. 
And  ere  the  rofy-finger'd  morn 
Dried  up  the  pearls  upon  the  thorn, 
Went  with  him,  'midft  her  virgin  train, 
In  flow'rets  dreft,  to  Hymen's  fane. 

This  mild  divinity,  fo  fung 
By  half  the  poets  old  and  young. 
The  patron  of  connubial  truth, 
Was  now  in  all  the  liloom  of  youth. 
Rofes  frefh  gather'd  from  the  bulh, 
Sweet  emblems  of  the  female  blufh, 
Wove  in  a  wreath  fupremely  fair. 
Sat  graceful  on  his  auburn  hair  : 
One  hand  fuftain'd  a  torch  on  fire, 
Sig;nificant  of  foft  defire  ; 
The  other  held  in  myftic  fhow 
A  broider'd  veil  of  faifron  hue  : 
Majeftic  flow'd  his  nzure  veft. 
And  rubies  bled  upon  his  bread:. 

The  meek-ey'd  god  an  age  or  fo 
Succeeded,  and  had  much  to  do  ; 
In  crowds  his  eager  vot'ries  came. 
His  altars  never  ceas'd  to  flame  : 
Befides  an  off 'ring,  frank  and  free, 
Firft  paid  him  as  the  marriage  fee, 
Some  pretty  toys  of  fhells  and  corals, 
With  fprigs  of  ever-blooming  laurels. 
And  bowls  of  confecrated  wine, 
VVere  yearly  plac'd  upon  his  Ihrine, 
The  gifts  of  many  a  grateful  pair 
Made  happy  by  hi«  guardian  care. 

It  chanc'd  three  demons,  fiends,  or  witches, 
Ambition,  Vanity,  and  Pviches, 
Walk'd  out  one  evening  bright  and  fair. 
To  breathe  a  little  country  air ; 
And,  as  old  Nick  would  have  it,  found 
This  foul-enchanting  fpot  of  ground, 
Where  happy  hufbands,  happy  wives, 
Enjoy'd  the  moft  delicious  lives; 
And  refolv'd  to  buy,  or  hire, 
A  vacant  cottage  of  the  'fquire. 

They  came,  they  fettled  ;  footh'd,  carefi, . 
Politely  treated  every  gueft, 
And,  with  a  world  of  pains  and  labours, 
Letflur'd  their  fimple-minded  neighbours. 
"  My  worthy  friends  !"  fays  Wealth,  "  behold 
The  fplendour  of  almighty  gold  ! 
Thefe  guineas  here,  thefe  brilliant  things, 
Which  bear  the  images  of  kings, 
Within  their  little  orbs  contain 
Fair  pleafure's  ever-fmiling  train. 
And  can  to  ev'ry  fwain  difpenfe" 
Wit,  fpirit,  virtue,  tafte,  and  fenfe. 
Who  but  a  fool  would  wed  a  Phillis, 
Whofe  only  portion  is  her  lilies  .' 
For  ever  doom'd,  in  life's  low  fhade. 
To  ply  the  mercenary  fpade, 
Till  fome  difeafe,  whofe  nature  fuch  is 
To  fet  us  on  a  pair  of  crutches. 
Force  you  to  plunder,  beg,  or  fteal 
From  charity  an  humble  meal ; 
And  fend  your  age,  for  want  of  vittle, 
To  a  poor  alms-houfe,  or  the  'fpittle. 
Be  wife,  and,  when  you  mean  to  wed, 
i  Scorn  the  fair  forms  of  white  and  red ; 
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And  court  the  nymph  whofe  genial  charms, 

Rich  as  the  fruits  upon  her  farms, 

Will  pour  upon  your  daily  toil 

Abundant  floods  of  wine  and  oil." 

He  faid — Ambition  then  began 

About  the  dignity  of  man  ; 

He  rallied  all  their  groves  and  fprings, 

And  finely  talk'd  of  queens  and  kings  : 

It  was,  he  thought,  a  want  of  grace 

To  mingle  with  the  vulgar  race  ; 

For  fouls  made  up  of  heav'nly  fire 

Are  form'd  by  nature  to  afpire. 

He  told  them  that  a  well-born  wife 

Ennobled  every  joy  of  life. 

Without  a  patent  gave  her  dear 

Th*  importance  of  a  Britilh  peer  ; 

Perhaps  might  to  a  prince  ally  him, 

And  make  him  coufin  to  old  Priam. 

While  thus  the  fiends,  with  wily  art, 
Adroitly  Hole  upon  the  heart, 
And  with  their  complaifancc  and  tales, 
Had  ruin'd  more  than  half  the  males, 
Gay  Vanity,  with  fmiles  and  kifles, 
Was  bufy  'mongft  the  maids  and  niiffes. 
*'  My  dears  1"  fays  flie,  "  thofe  pretty  faces 
Speak  you  the  fillers  of  the  Graces : 
Immortal  Venus  would<be  vain 
To  have  you  in  her  court  and  train. 
But  fure,  methinks,  it  fomething  odd  is. 
That  beauties  who  can  match  a  goddefs 
Should  give  their  more  than  mortal  charms 
To  a  dull  ruftic's  joylefs  arms, 
A  mere  unanimated  clod, 
As  much  a  lover  as  a  god. 
O  let  thofe  eyes,  which  far  outlhine 
The  brighteft  fapphires  of  the  mine, 
Their  precious  orbs  no  longer  roll 
On  fellows  without  wealth  or  foul  : 
But  fly,  my  charmers  1  fly  the  wretches, 
Dame  nature's  firft  misfhapen  Iketches, 
Fly  to  the  world  where  lords  and  'fquires 
Are  warm'd  with  more  etherial  fires  ; 
Where  pleafure  each  gay  moment  wings, 
Where  the  divine  Mingotti  fings : 
So  fliall  each  all-commanding  fair 
Have  her  two  pages  and  a  chair. 
Fine  Indian  tilTues,  Mechlin  laces. 
Rich  effences  in  China  vafes, 
And  rife  on  life's  exalted  fcene 
With  all  the  fplendour  of  a  queen." 

She  fpoke,  and  in  a  trice  polTeft 
The  empire  of  the  female  breaft  : 
And  now  the  vifionary  maids 
Difdain'd  their  Ihephcrds  and  their  fiiadcs ; 
In  every  dream  with  rapture  faw 
Three  footmei)  and  a  giit  landau  ; 
AfTum'd  a  fine  majeftic  air. 
And  learnt  to  ogle,  fwim,  and  dare. 
No  longer  beam'd  the  modeft  eye. 
No  longer  heav'd  the  melting  figh. 
Neglected  love,  whofe  blunted  dart 
Scarce  once  a-year  could  wound  a  heart. 
Hung  up  his  quiver  on  a  yew. 
And,  fighing,  from  the  world  withdrew. 

However,  as.the  wheel  of  lite 
SubUfted  ftill  in  man  and  wife. 


Th'  aforefaid  fiends,  for  rcafons  good, 

Coupled  the  fexes  as  they  could. 

For  inftance — Women  made  for  thrones 

Were  match'd  with  idiots,  fots,  and  drones; 

And  with  were  every  day  difgrac'd 

By  honeys  without  fcnfe  or  tafte ; 

Gay  libertines  of  fixty-five. 

With  fcarce  a  fiugle  limb  alive. 

Had  young  coquettes  juft  in  their  teens, 

As  wanton  as  Circalfia's  queens; 

And  youths,  whofe  years  were  fcarce  a  fcorc, 

Were  pair'd  with  nymphs  of  fixty-four. 

Matters,  in  fliort,  were  fo  contriv'd, 

The  men  were  moft  divinely  wiv'd ; 

The  women  too.  to  grace  their  houfes, 

Were  blell  with  mofl  accomplifli'd  fpoufes. 

In  two  fhort  months,  perhaps  in  one. 
Both  fexes  found  thenifelves  undone, 
And  came  in  crowds,  with  each  an  halter, 
To  hang  poor  Hymen  on  his  altar. 
The  god,  though  arm'd  but  with  his  torch. 
Intrepid  met  them  in  the  parch  ; 
And,  while  they  hedtor,  brawl,  and  bully, 
Harangu'd  them  with  the  eafe  of  TuUy. 

"  Good  folks !  fays  he,  it  gives  me  paia 
To  hear  you  murmur  and  complain. 
When  every  barber  in  the  town 
Knows  that  the  fault  is  all  your  own. 
beduc'd  by  fhow,  milled  by  wealth, 
Regardlcfs  of  your  pc;ace,  and  health, 
Pauting  for  feathers,  whims,  and  fafhionj. 
You  left  plain  nature's  genuine  paflions, 
And  gave  up  all  your  real  joys. 
As  Indians  fell  their  gold  for  toys. 
You,  madam  !  who  was  pleas'd  to  fix 
Your  wiflies  on  a  coach  and  fix. 
Obtain 'd  your  end,  and  now  you  find 
Your  hufband  ought  to  ride  behind: 
You  might  have  had,  without  olfencc, 
A  man  of  fpirit,  foul,  and  fenfe, 
Wou'd  you  have  ftoop'd  to  take  the  air 
In  a  plain  chariot  and  a  pair. 
You  too,  my  venerable  fagc  ! 
Had  you  reflecSled  on  your  age, 
Wou'd  fcarce  have  took,  to  be  undone, 
A  fprightly  girl  of  twenty-one. 
Your  ladyfhip  difdain'd  to  hear 
Of  any  hufband  but  a  peer  ; 
Was  pleas'd  your  angel-form  to  barter 
For  a  blue  ribbon  and  a  garter  : 
And  now,  magnificently  great. 
You  feel  the  wretchednefs  of  Hate  ; 
Negicdted,  injur'd,  fpurn'd,  and  poor, 
The  vitSlini  of  an  opera  whore 
Your  ncighbqur  there,  the  wealthy  cit. 
Like  yuu  is  miferably  bit  : 
Too  proud  to  drag  the  nuptial  chain 
With  the  grave  nymphs  of  Fofter-lane, 
He  married,  fuch  his  fatal  aim  was, 
A  lady  Cliarlotte,  from  St.  James's ; 
And  now  i'upporcs,  by  fcorcs,  and  dozens^ 
His  very  honourable  coulins, 
Aiid  entertains,  with  wine  and  cards, 
Half  the  gay  colonels  of  the  guards. 
Away,  yc  triflers !  bear,  endure  .,,_   ;  c;..; 
Afflid:i"on»  which  ye  cannot  cure  i 
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At  leaft  withdecency  conceal 
The  pangs  your  follies  make  you  feel, 
In  hopes  that  feme  obliging  fever 
Will  eal'e  you  of  your  dears  for  ever." 

The  crowd  difmilV'd--  the  God  began 
To  mufe  upon  a  better  plan  : 
He  faw  that  things  grew  worfe  and  worfe, 
Thiat  marriage  was  become  a  curfe  ; 
And  therefore  thought  it  juft  and  wife  was 
To  rtdlify  this  fiial  bias, 
And  in  a  tafltieCs  w  orld  excite 
Due  rcv'rence  for  his  holy  rite. 
Full  of  hi?fciieme  he  went  one  day 
To  a  lone  cottage  in  a  (haw. 
Where  dwelt  .i  nymph  of  ftmng  and  flirewd  fenfe, 
Known  by  "he  jiume  of  Gammer  Prudence, 
Whom  Hymen,  with  a  bosv  and  bufs, 
Addref='c'  nioit  eloquently  thus  : 

"  Go;  ''y  !   I've  order'd  Love  to  go 
This  evening  to  the  world  below  ; 
He  travels  in  a  coach  and  fparrows, 
With  a  new  fet  of  bows  and  arrows : 
But  yet  the  rogu-^'s  fe  rr.uch  a  child, 
So  very  whimfical,  and  wild, 
His  head  has  fuch  ftrange  fancies  in  it, 
I  cannot  truft  him  half  a  minute. 
Were  I  to  let  the  little  wanton 
Rove  as  he  lids  through  every  canton, 
Without  a  check,  without  a  rein, 
The  world  would  be  undone  again — 
We  foon  fliou'd  fee  the  lawns  and  groves 
Quite  fill'd  with  zephyrs,  fighs,  and  doves, 
■\Aith  am'rous  ditties,  fairy  dances. 
Such  as  we  read  of  in  romances; 
Where  princes  haunt  the  lonely  rocks, 
yind  duchefles  are  feeding  flocks. 
Go  th;;n,  my  venerable  dame  '. 
And  qualify  his  idle  flame  ; 
Inflriidt  thofe  hearts  his  arrows  hit, 
To  paufe,  and  have  a  little  wit  : 
Bid  them  refied,  amidft  their  heat, 
'  ris  neceffary  Love  fhould  eat ;   . 
That  in  his  moft  ecftatic  billing 
He  poffibly  may  want  a  fhilling. 
Perfuade  them,  ere  they  firft  engage. 
To  fludy  temper,  rank,  and  age. 
To  march  beneath  my  holy  banners, 
Congenial  in  their  taftes  and  manners, 
Completing  juft  as  Heaven  defign'd, 
An  union  both  of  fex  and  mind." 

He  faid — he  prefs'd — the  ^^atron  maid. 
Benevolent  of  heart,  ohey'd  ; 
Forfook  herlolitary  grove, 
And,  waiting  in  the  train  of  Love, 
Watch'd  with  the  fobrr  eye  of  truth 
The  workings  of  miiguided  youth  : 
And  when  the  heart  began  to  figh, 
To  melt,  to  heave,  to  bleed,  to  die. 
She  whifper'd  many  a  wife  remark 
^With  all  tlie  dignity  of  Claik — 
Slie  hop'd  the  ladies,  in  their  choice, 
Would  liften  to  her  awful  voice  : 
She  btgg'd  the  men,  while  yet  their  lives 
Were  free  from  fevers,  plagues,  and  wives, 


Ere  yet  the  chariot  was  tefpoke, 
To  puufe  before  they  took  the  yoke.— - 
In  fhnrt,  when  Cupid's  lucky  darts 
Had  pierc'd  a  pair  of  kindred  hearts. 
And  Goody  Prudence  lik'd  the  houfca, 
Efl?.tes,  and  minds,  of  both  the  fpoufes, 
And  found,  exadl;  to  form  and  law. 
The  fettlement  without  a  flaw. 
She  frankly  gave  them  leave  to  wed, 
And  fandtificd  the  nuptial  bt-d. 

Th'  event  was  fuch,  the  God  became 
Succefsful  in  his  trade,  and  fame  ; 
For  both  the  parties,  o:i  their  marriage, 
Improv'd  in  temper,  fenfe,  and  carriage  ; 
Fair  friendfliip  ray'd  on  either  breafl 
The  funfhine  of  content  and  rcfl. 
Studious  each  other's  will  topleafc, 
And  blefs'd  with  afHuence  and  eafe, 
V,''ithout  vexation,  words  or  flrife. 
They  cal.iiiy  walk'd  the  road  of  life; 
And,  happy  in  their  fondefl  joys,  , 

Left  a  fine  group  of  ^irls  and  boys, 
RfflciSling,  lively,  cool,  and  fage. 
To  ihine  upon  a  future  age. 

THE  VANITY  OF  HUMAN  ENJOYMENTS: 

AN    ETHIC  EPISTLE. 

To  the  Right  Honourable  George  Lyttelton,  Efq.  af~ 
tertvards  Lord  Lyttelton,  one  of  the  Lords  of  Lis 
ISilojefiy' s  Treafury,  1749. 

I  GRANT  it,  Lyrtehon  !  that  eafe,  or  joy, 
Forms  ev'ry  wiih  that  glows  be.Teath  the  flcy; 
That  when,  'mid  nature's  elemental  flrife, 
Th'  Almiglity  Ipoke  the  Chaos  into  life, 
He  meant  that  man,  of  ev'ry  good  poffetl, 
Should,  like  his  feraphs,  live  but  to  be  bleft. 

Yet,  fpite  of  Heav'n,  and  Hsav'n's    fupreme 
decree. 
We  f(mdly  wander,  truth  !  from  blifs,  an'd  thee  ; 
Tailelefs  of  all  that  virtue  gives  to  pL-afe, 
For  thought  too  acTtive,  and  too  mad  for  eafe; 
Of  feeling  cxqu-fite,  alive  all  o'er. 
With  ev'ry  pafiion  wing'd  at  ev'ry  pore  ; 
To  each  foft  breeze,  or  vig'rous  blalt  rtfign"d, 
That  fweeps  the  ocean  of  the  human  nund, 
We  flip  our  anchors,  fpread  the  impatient  i'a'd. 
Ply  all  our  oars,  and  drive  before  the  gale. 

Hfuce,  as  opinion  wakes  our  hcpes  or  fears, 
As  pride  infpirirs,  or'^s  anger  te^rs, 
Thefe  on  the  wirgs  of  moonftruck  niadncfs  fly 
To  f  atch  the  meteors  of  ambition's  Iky  ; 
Tiiofc.  in  pale  wifdoni's humbler  garb  array'd. 
Court  the  foft  gerjus  of  tbe  myrtle  Ihade ; 
While  otiiers,  as  the  phftic  atoms  pour 
iViore  brilliant  viGons  on  each  kiUiughour, 
From  kepfer'd  life  and  all  irS  pomps  retire, 
Or  fet.  like  Phaeton,  the  world  on  lire. 

Oft  the  fanie  man,  in  one  revolving  fim, 
In  all  hcainis  at,  all  he  'orirs  to  ftiun  ; 
Each  gay  delufion  fliares  his  breaft  by  turns, 
VVi-h  av'rice  chills  him,  or  with  grandeur  bur.".:  : 
To-day  the  gilded  flirines  of  honour  move, 
To-morrow  yields  his  ev'ry  pulle  to  love ; 
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NoM'  mad  for  wifdom,  now  for  wit  and  fport, 
This  hour  at  Oxford,  and  the  next  at  court : 
1  hen,  all  for  purity,  he  bids  adieu 
To  each  ioofe  goddcfs  of  the  midnight  flew, 
Enraptur'd  hangs  o'er  Sherlock's  labour'd  page, 
Drinks  all  his  fenfe,  and  glows  with  all  his  rage, 
Till  fome  enormous  crimes,  unknown  before. 
From  Rome  imported,  or  the  Csfpian  fliore, 
Nurs'd  by  thy  hand,  great  Heidegger  !  attend, 
And  fink  him  to  a  Mohock,  or  a  fiend. 
In  one  (hort  fpace  thus  wanton,  fober,  grave, 
A  friend  to  virtue,  yet  to  vice  a  fiave. 
From  wifh  to  wiih  in  life's  mad  vortex  toft, 
Fi<r  ever  ftrupfgling,  yet  for  ever  loH, 
The  fickle  wand'ier  lives  in  ev'ry  fcene, 
A  Cla:k.  a  Chartres,  or  ^n  Aretine, 

There  are,  'tis  true,  plebeian  fouls  array'd 
In  one  thick  cruft  of  apathy,  and  fiiade, 
Whofe  dull  fenforiumsfecl  n(;t  once  an  age 
A  fpirit  brighten,  or  a  paffion  rage. 
As  the  fwift  arrow  fkims  the  viewlefs  wind. 
No  path  indented,  and  no  mark  behind. 
So  thefe,  without  or  infamy  or  praife, 
"Jrcad  the  dull  circle  of  a  length  of  days. 
To  fome  poor  fepulchre  in  filence  glide, 
And  fcarcely  tell  us  that  they  liv'd  or  died. 

Peace  to  all  fuch — but  he  whofe  warnvdefires 
Or  genius  kindles,  or  ambition  fires; 
Who,  like  a  comet,  fwci-ps  th'  aerial  void 
Of  wit  and  fame,  taif  fine  to  be  enjoy'd  ; 
For  him  the  mufe  ihail  wai;e  her  ev'ry  art, 
Fxhibit  truth,  and  open  all  the  heart, 
Difplay  th'  unnuniber'd  ills  that  hourly  wait 
'1  lie  cells  of  wifdom,  or  the  rooms  of  ffate  : 
1  hen,  as  o'er  life's  unfolding  fcenes  we  fly, 
Bid  all  his  wifhes  pant  but  for  the  fky. 

Heroic  glory  in  the  ma.'tial  fcene, 
Front  Rome's  firft  Cafar  to  the  great  Eugene, 
Ha--  long  €rgrofs'd  the  poet's  heav'n-born  flame,. 
And  pour'd  her  triumphs  through  the  trump  of 

fame ; 
She  mounts  the  neighing  fteed,  th'  imperial  car, 
Grafps  the  pale  fpear,  and  ruihes  to  the  war  ; 
Beneath  her  fteps  earth's  trembling  orb  recedes, 
A  Poitiers  thunders,  and  a  Creffy  bleeds  : 
Tiie  bittle  raves — around  her  iabre  How 
Terrific  pk-alurcs,  and  a  pomp  of  woe  ; 
Pomps  ever  loft  in  ptace,  and  btit  ador'd 
When  half  a  nation  fmokes  I'^-on  her  fwor  J, 

Fly  then,  ye  Genii !  from  the  tumult  fly. 
To  all  that  opens  in  a  rural  iky  : 
There,  as  the  vale,  the  grove,  the  zephyrs  pour 
F.ach  purer  rapture  on  the  guiltlefs  hour, 
Irom  ev'ry  Ihriib  content'^  foft  foliage  glean. 
And  fife  the  Platos  of  the  vernal  fcene. 

And  is  it  lb  ?  D'les  fcience  th.en  poffcfs 
Alone  the  godlike  privilege  to  blels? 
Will  tame  her  wreaths  ti;  moral  wifdom  yield, 
And  give  the  p.en  to  blaze  above  the  fhitld  ? 
Say,  docs  fair  blifs  delight  in  Maudlin's  grove, 
In  Stanhope's  villa,  or  in  Young's  alcovt  ? 
Deigns  (he  on  Seeker's  mrdeft  page  to  fiiinc  ? 
Or  beanis  the  goddcfs,  Lyttelton  i  on  thine  .' 

Aik  at  you   tomb,  where  Cudworth's  mighty 
name 
^eeps  o'er  the  ruins  of  his  wit  and  fame  ; 


Cudworth,  whofe  fpirit  flev?,  with  fails  unfurl'd. 
Through  each  vaft  empire  of  th'  ideal  world, 
Pierc'd  through   the  myftic   fliades  o'er   nature 

thrown. 
And  made  the  foul's  immenfity  his  own. 
Yet  though  his  fyftem  wit  and  fcience  fir'd. 
Though  Wilmot  trembled,  and  though  Hobbea 

expir'd, 
Miftaken  zeal,  mad  bigotry  confpire. 
All  Turner's  duUnefs,  and  all  Oxford's  fire. 
All  envy's  poifons,  all  a  nation's  rage. 
And  all  hell's  imps  to  blaft  th'  unfinilh'd  page.      ^ 

Much-injur'd  flrade,  to  truth,  to  virtue  dear. 
Be  calm,  ye  witlings  !  and,  ye  zealots !  hear  : 
And,  while  this^right  intelligence  pervades 
'i"h'  idtal  world,  and  rifes  o'er  the  fhades. 
His  mines  of  wifdom,  if  you  can  explore,      .     / 
Then  (hut  the  volume,  and  be  vain  no  more, 

Genius,  and  Tafte,  alas  1  too  often  prove 
The  worft  of  mifchiefs  to  the  wretch  they  love  ; 
Born  but  to  vex,  to  torture,  to  deftroy. 
Too  wild  for  ufe,  too  exquifite  for  joy  ; 
By  fome  myfterious  curfe  ordain'd  to  know 
Each  wit  a  riyal,  and  each  fool  a  fee. 
For  'tis  a  crime  too  great  to  be  forgiv'n, 
A  giant  fin  that  bars  the  gate  of  heav'n. 
If  thefe  meridian  funs  but  dare  to  ftiine 
In  the  fame  orb  with  Gibber's  mufe  and  mine. 

Yet,  fpitc  of  envy,  fcience  might  be  great. 
Could  fcience  but  allow  herfonsto  eat  : 
Could  he,  whofe  name  along  the  ftream  of  time 
Expanded  flies,  and  lives  in  ev"ry  cjime, 
Exalt  his  fpirits  with  fome  nobler  fare 
Than  the  thin  breezes  of  St.  James's  air. 

Immortal  Halley  !   thy  unwearied  foul 
On  wifdom's  pinion  flew  from  pole  to  pole, 
Th'  uncertain  compafs  to  its  taflcreftor'd, 
Each  ocean  fathom'd,  and  each  wind  explor'(3j 
Commanded  trade  with  ev'ry  breeze  to  fly. 
And  gave  to  Britain  half  the  Zcmblian  ficy. 

And  fee,  he  comes,  diftinguifli'd,  lov'd,  careft, 
Mark'd  hy  each  eye,  and  hugg'd  to  ev'ry  breaft  j 
His  godhke  labours  wit  and  fcience  fire, 
All  fadiions  coprt  him,  and  all  feds  admire : 
V\  hile  Britain,  with  a  gratitude  unknown 
To  ev'ry  age  but  Nero's  and  our  own, 
A  gratitude  that  will  for  ever  ftiame 
The  Spartan  ^ory,  and  th'  Athenian  name — 
Tell  it,  ye  winds !   that  all  the  world  may  hear— 
Eicft  his  old  age  with — ninety  pounds  a  year. 

Are  thefe  our  triumphs  ?  thefe  the  fums  wa 
give 
To  ripen  genius,  and  to  bid  it  live  ? 
Can  Britain  in  her  fits  of  madnefs  pour 
One  half  her  Indies  on  a  Roman  whore, 
And  ftill  permit  the  weeping  mufe  to  tell 
How  poor  negleded  Delaguliers  fell  ? 
How    he,    who'  taught    two   gracious    kings  tq 

view 
All  Boyle  ennobled,  and  all  Bacon  knew,  » 

Died  in  a  cell,  without  a  friend  to  fave. 
Without  a  guinea,  and  \^ithout  a  grave  ? 

Pofterity,  perhaps,  may  pay  the  debt 
That  fenatcs  cancel,  and  tlrat  courts  forget : 
Yet,  ah  1  what  boots  it  when  our  bards  expirp 
That  earth's  laft  a^-es  hang  upon  the  lyre  t     ' 
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Can  Middleton  the  duft  of  TuUy  raife  ? 
Does  Pi'mpey  liften  in  his  urn  to  praife  ? 
Tell  me  if  Philip's  fon  enjoy  'o-day 
Th'  applauding;  paean,  or  the  loud  huzza, 
That  fliook  pale  Afia  through  her  ev'ry  fhore 
When  Porus  fell,  and  Ireedom  was  no  more  ? 
Yet  though  content's  fantaftic  image  flies 
From  the  bright  mirrors  of  rhe  learn'd  and  wife, 
Perhaps  the  fair,  too  partial  to  the  great, 
Lives  hut  amidft  the  luxuries  of  ftatc  : 
Fond  to  inftrudl  ambition  how  to  pie afe. 
She  joins  the  pomps  of  niajefty  with  eafe, 
Forfakes  the  cottage  to  adorn  the  court, 
Alike  at  Rome,  Vienna,  or  the  Porte. 

'  ell  mcT  O  Vifier  !  if  th'  imperial  robe 
That  gives  a  flave  to  nod  o'er  half  the  globe, 
Say,  if  yon  crefcent,  by  each  Turk  ador'd, 
The  plume's  proud  tables,  and  the  hallow'd  fword. 
Expand  the  heart,  the  gleams  of  blifs  refine, 
And  make  the  virtues  of  tht  bofom.  thine  ? 

Ill-fated  wretch  !   to  ev'ry  ftorin  a  flave 
That  caprice  wings,  ormadnefs  bids  to  rave  ; 
For  ever  jealous  of  a  woman's  pow'r, 
For  ever  trembling  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Through  life's  wild  eddies  rois'd  by  hope  and  fear, 
Rais'd  by  a  fmile,  and  murder'd  by  a  tear  ! 
At  length,  each  wifli  deftroy'd,  each  vifion  fled. 
The  black  feraglio  fteals  upon  his  bed  : 
And  he,  whofe  glories  mingled  with  the  (kies. 
Adores  the  bowftring,  licks  the  duil,  and  dies. 

O  !   could  a  king  in  heav'n's  bright  pomps  ap- 
pear, 
And  make  an  angel  as  he  makes  a  peer ; 
Gould  he  command  the  heart  to  beam  as  far 
As  the  foft  radiance  of  the  ducal  flar; 
Forbid  one  fad  anxiety  to  glow, 
One  pang  to  torture,  and  one  tear  to  flow  : 
Fly  then  on  all  the  whirlwind's  rapid  wing,^ 
To  fleal  a  title,  or  to  bribe  a  firing; 
In  the  full  blaze  of  glory  be  difplay'd. 
And  leave  affliiflion  to  tlie  vale  and  {hade. 
Yet,  ere  you  go,  ere  proud  ambition  call 
Each  yielding  wiih  to  Marli,  or  Whitehall, 
O  paufe — leit  virtue  tv'ry  guard  refign. 
And  the  fad  fate  of  Ripptrda  be  thine. 

This  glorious  wretch,  indulg'd  at  once  to  move 
A  nation's  wonder,  and  a  monarch's  live, 
Bleft  with  each  charm  politer  court'  admire, 
The  grace  to  foften,  and  the  foid  to  fire, 
Forfook  his  native  bogs  with  proud  difi  ain. 
And,  though  a  Dutchman,  rofe  the  pride  of  Spain. 
This  hour  the  pageant  waves  th'  imperial  rod, 
Ali  Philip's  empire  trembling  at  his  nod  ; 
'Ihe  next  difgrac'd  he  flits  to  Britain'^  ifle, 
And  courts  tbefunlhine  of  a  Walpole's  i'mile  : 
Unheard,  defpis'd,  to  fouthern  climes  he  fleers, 
Anr,  ftiines  again  at  Salle,  and  Algiers, 
B'ds  pale  Morocco  all  his  fchemei  adore, 
And  pours  her  thunder  on  th'  Hefperian  fliore  : 
Ail  nature's  ties,  all  virtue's  creeds  belied.  ^ 
Each  church  abandon'd,  and  each  God  denied, 
Without  a  friend,  a  fepulchre  to  (hield 
Hi?  carcafe  frcm  the  vultures  of  the  field, 
fric  dies,  of  all  ambition's  fons  the  worft, 
By  Affic  hatedj  and  by  Europe  curft. 
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"  He  earns  his  fate  w!io  will  for  phantoms  toil," 
Exclaims  the  go;'defs  of  the  mirthful  fmile. 
•'   From  wild  ambition, with  her  every  care. 
The  fcenes  of  grandeur,  and  the  pomps  of  war, 
From  all  a  court's  proud  pageantry  admires. 
All  fcience  wiihes,  and  all  glory  fires. 
Fly  to  my  arms,  from  fame,  from  anguilh  free, 
And  tafte  a  luxury  of  blifs  with  me. 
For  me  the  genial  fpring,  the  vernal  flinw'r. 
Wake    the    bright  verdure,  and    th'    unfolding 

flow'r ; 
Arabia's  fweets  in  all  my  moments  fly. 
The  zephyr's  plumage,  and  the  wing  of  joy, 
Each  richer  viand  that  the  air  provides. 
That  earth  unbofoms,  or  that  ocean  hides. 
All  that  can  nature's  finer  organs  move, 
The  pow'rs  of  mufic,  andthe  folds  of  love, 
To  my  keen  fenfes  are  mdulj^ent  giv'n. 
In  one  wild  ecftafy  of  l.fe  and  heav'n.  [fliun, 

"  Yet,  yet,  dear  youth  1  the  fair  enchantrcfs 
To  yi«d  a  mo.ment  is  to  be  undone 
All  ^Etna's  pnifons  mingle  with  her  breath, 
The  feeds  of  ficknefs.  and  the  gales  of  death. 
She  aims  to  ruin,  lives  but  to  beguile. 
And  all  hell's  horrors  brood  beneath  her  fmile." 

' Tis  thus,  my  Lyttleton  !   that  men  purfue 
Each  varied  mode  of  pleafure  bqt  the  true; 
To  ev'ry  vice,  each  luxury  a  prey. 
That  murders  blifs,  and  hurries  life  away, 
Their  headftrong  paffions  after  phantoms  run, 
And  (till  miftake  a  meteor  for  a  fun. 

Yet  hear,  ye  wand'rers !  hear,  while  we  Impart 
A  light  that  fheds  fair  peace  on  ev'ry  heart ; 
Which,  Ariftides !   heam'd  on  thy  exile, 
A.nd  made  a  Regulus  'mid  torture?  fmile. 

Virtue,  immortal  virtue  !  born  to  pkafe, 
The  child  of  heaven,  and  the  fource  of  eafe. 
Bids  ev'ry  blifs  on  human  life  attend. 
To  ev'ry  rank  a  kind,  a  faithful  friend  ; 
Infpirits  nature,  'midft  the  fcenes  of  toil,       [coil; 
Smooths  languor's  cheek,  and  bids  fell   want  re- 
Shines  from  the  mitre  with  unfullied  rays, 
Glaves  on  the  creft.  and  gives  the  ftar  to  blaze; 
Supports  dillindlion,  fpreads  ambition's  wings. 
Forms  faints  of  cjueens,  and  demigods  of  kings  ; 
O'er  grief,  opprtffion,  envy,  fcorn  prevails, 
And  makes -a  cottage  greater  than  Verfailles, 

WIT  AND  LEAR>fmG. 

AN  ALLEGORY. 

Whoever  looks  on  life  will  fee 
How  ftrangely  niortahdifagree: 
This  reprobates  what  that  approves, 
And  Torn  diflikes  what  Harry  loves; 
The  foldier's  witty  on  the  failor, 
rhe  barber  dri'ils  upon  the  tailor; 
And  he  who  makes  the  nation's  wills. 
Laughs  at  the  doctor  and  his  pills. 

Yet  this  antipathy  we  find 
Not  to  the  fons  of  earth  confin'd  ; 
Each  fcheol-boy  fees,  with  half  a;i  eye, 
1  he  quarrels  of  the  Pagan  fky  : 
For  all  the  poets  fairly  tell  us, 
That  gads  themfelves  are  proud  and  jealous^i 
E  e  i j 
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And  will,  like  morfal?,  fwear,  and  hetSor, 
When  meUowM  with  a  cup  of  nedlar. 

But  waving  thefe,  and  fuch  like  fancies. 
We  meet  with  in  the  Greek  romances, 
Say,  (hall  th'  hiikoric  mufe  retail 
A  little  allegoric  tale  ? 
Nor  ftole  from  Plato's  myfcic  tome,  nor 
Tranflated  from  the  verlc  of  Homer, 
But  copied,  in  a  modern  ajje, 
From  nature,  and  her  faircft  page. 

""Olympian  Jove,  whofe  idle  trade  is 
Employ'd  too  much  among  the  ladies. 
Though  not  of  manners  mighty  challe, 
Was  certainly  a  god  of  taftc  ; 
Would  often  t-'>  his  feafts  admit 
A  deify,  whofe  name  was  Wit ; 
And,  to  am  life  the  more  difcerning, 
Wouid  afk  the  company  of  i^earning. 

Learning  was  born,  as  all  agree, 
Of  Truth's  half-fifter.  Memory  ; 
A  nymph  who  rounded  in  her  fhape  was, 
By  thar  great  artil't  E'culapius. 

Enphrofine,  the  younger  Grace, 
IVIfatchkfs  in  feature,  mien   and  face, 
Who.  like  the  beauties  <.f  thefe  late  days. 
Was  fond  of  operas  and  c  mtatas, 
Would  often  to  a  grot  retire, 
To  lift  en  to  Apollo''.'  lyre  ; 
And  thence  became,  fo  Ovid  writ, 
A  mother  to  the  god  of  wir. 

Wit  %vas  a  ilrange  unlucky  child,- 
.Exceeding  fly,  and  very  wild ; 
Too  volatile  for  truth  or  laW, 
He  minded  but  his  top,  or  taw  : 
And,  etc  he  reach'd  the  age  of  fix, 

Had  play'd  a  thoufand  waggifli  tricks. 

He  diill'd  a  hole  in  Vulcan's  kettles. 
He  ftrew'd  Minerva's  bed  with  nettles, 
Climli'd  up  the  folar  car  to  ride  in't. 
Broke  ofFa  prong  from  Neptune's  trident, 
Sm)1c    Vmphitrice's  fav'rite  .fea-kiiot, 
And  urin'd  in  Aflrea'.s  teapot. 

Learning,  a  lad  of  fober  mien. 
And  half  a  pedant  at  fifteen, 
H<d  early  thrown  away  his  corals. 
To  fludy  nature,  and  her  morals; 
Was  always,  let  vsho  would  oppofe  it, 
Faft  by  Minerva  in  her  clofet; 
And  "bile  gay  Wit   as  black  as  foot  all, 
Wa-  kicking  up  and  down  a  foot-ball, 
Learning,  with  philof  phic  eye, 
R.i;;g'd  cv'ry  corner  of  the  ficy  ;  • 
Sitnt  mr.ny  a  play-day  to  unriddle 
The  mi.fic  of  Api>lu>T'sfidd!e ;  • 
And,  if  he  ever  ciianc'd  to  m«et 
His  uncie  Mcrc'ry  in  the  ftreet. 
Or  or  his  flight,  the  audacious  brnt 
Stopv 'd  him  to  nik  of  this  or  that  : 
As  how  'hi'  moon  was  evanefcent. 
Was  now  an  orb.  and  now  a  cnfcent  ? 
W'hy  of  the  Graces  each  undreft  was  ?  ■ 
Why  Palla-.  never  wore  a  ccllus  ? 
Why  Ceres  reign'd  o'er  com  and  fallads  ? 
And  why  the  Mufrs  dealt  in  liallads  .' 

With  thefe  difcor(ianT  taftcs  and  manners, 
And  lifted  under  diff'renL  banners,  > 
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Learning  and  Wit.  as  fays  the  fable, 
Appear'd  at  Jove's  imperial  table. 
And  threw  out  all  their  force  and  firCj 
Obedient  to  th'  ethereal  fire. 

Wit,  with  his  fly  fatiric  vein, 
Was  always  fure  to  entertain  : 
He  rallied  with  a  tongue  as  keea 
As  Rab'lais,  or  the  [rifli  Dean  ; 
And  told  his  tale  with  fuch  a  grace. 
With  fuch  an  eye,  and  fuch  a  face. 
As  made  the  nedar  flow  each  cup  o'er. 
And  fct  the  fynod  in  an  uproar. 

Learning  had  not  the  (kill  to  hit 
The  comic  caft,  and  life  of  Wit : 
With  look  morofe,  and  awkward  air, 
He  fat  ungraceful  in  his  chair  ; 
With  diffidence  and  blufhes  fpoke. 
And  had  no  relilh  for  a  j  oke ; 
tio  that  the  little  urchin  Cupid 
Thought  him  infenfible,  and  ftupid  ; 
And  Hebe    though  a  well  bred  iafs, 
Would  fcarcely  offer  him  his  glafs. 

However,  when  the  fprightly  bowl 
Had  thaw'd  the  ice  about  his  foul. 
He  then,  with  majefly,  began 
To  talk  of  letters,  and  of  man  ; 
Cirrfcft,  fententious,  cool,  fevere, 
He  gain'd  upon  the  attentive  ear, 
Charni'd  all'the  gods,  but  Wit,  and  Comuf. 
And  that  abufive  cynic,  Mcmus. 

In  length  of  time,  as  oft  the  cafe  is 
In  many  fublunary  place.^, 
Thefe  demigods  with  jealous  eye 
Began  to  look  a  little  fhy ; 
And  oft,  to  wound  each  other's  breaft. 
Let  off  a  keen  farcalllc  jefl. 
Learning,  with  many  a  ftroke,  would  hh 
The  pert  vivacity  of  Wit ; 
And  V.'^it  thr^w  all  hi«  keencfl  fatire 
On  Learning's  flow,  pedantic  nature. 

It  happen 'd  once  when  Jove  had  made 
A  feafl  in  Ida's  holy  (liade. 
And  all  the  gods,  whofe  heads  could  bear  it. 
Had  emptied  each  a  flafk  of  claret ; 
Wir,  who  from  his  celeftial  liquor 
Wagg'd  his  free  tongue  a  little  quicker. 
Began,  with  many  a  bitter  feoff. 
To  p]ay  his  brother  Learning  off; 
Afk'd  him  if  yet  hi'  pains  and  care    , 
Had  learnt  to  make  the  circle  fquarc? 
If  all  his  vifionary  ravings 
Cou'd  weave  b.-ocadc  from  walnut  fiiavings  J 
If  his  mechanic  f.cdl  cou'd  catch 
Ptrpetual  motion  in  a  uatch  ? 
Or  forge  a  pendulum  endued 
With  power  to  tell  the  longitude  ? 

Ltarning  had  mvich  ado  to  fit, 
And  heir  the  petulance  of  Wit : 
.A  graflly  palenefs  fpread  his  look, 
His  nerves  with  quick  convuUions  fhook  : 
At  length,  in  accents  loud  and  high, 
'Vefuvius  flaming  in  his  eye, 

He  bur.Q "  And  dar'll  thou,  wayward  chit  1 

Thou  ideot  god  of  idiot  wit  1 
Untaught  as  yet  to  know  thy  letters, 
Afl"ront,  thou  infolent  1  thy  betters  ? 
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Here,  puppy  !  with  this  penny  get 
A  horn-'iook,  or  an  alphabet , 
And  fee  if  that  licentious  eye 
Can  tell  a  great  A  from  an  I  ? 
Throw  but  another  jeft  on  me, 
I'll  lay  thee,  mifcreant  !  on  my  knee, 
And  print  fuch  vvelks  thy  naked  feac  on, 
As  never  truant  felt  at  Eton. 

Wit.  with  refentment  raving  wild, 
Thus  cah'd  an  idiot  and  a  child, 
Without  preambles,  or  excufcs, 
Seiz'd  upon  ]\'Iercury's  caduteus, 
And  with  fuch  force  the  weapon  throws, 
It  flatted  half  his  rival'-^  m'fe  : 
While  he,  Minerva's  boaft  and  care, 
Pluck'd  a  large  bodkin  from  her  hair. 
And  aim'd  the  fteely  pointed  dart 
With  fuch  dexterity  of  art, 
That,  had  not  beauty's  lovely  queen. 
Fair  Venus,  fpread  her  fan  between, 
And  taught  the  flying  death  to  fix 
Guiltlefs  among  the  iv'ry  (licks, 
Wit's  future  triumphs  had  been  o'er, 
And  Europe  heard  his  name  no  more. 

Jove,  who  had  no  fupreme  delight  in 
Domeftic  brawls,  or  civil  fighting. 
Since  firft  he  heard  the  nuptial  tune  flow 
So  fweetly  from  the  tongue  of  Juno, 
Vex'd  that  thefe  two  illiberal  guefts 
Should  dare  to  violate  his  feafts. 
In  a  tremendous  fit  of  choler, 
Seiz'd  both  their  worfhips  by  the  collar. 
And,  minding  not  their  meek  fubmitting, 
Kick'd  them  from  Ida  down  to  Britain. 

Poor  Learning  had  the  luck  to  fall 
Plump  in  the  area  of  Clare-hall, 
Juft  as  old  Wilcox,  from  a  flape. 
Was  gazing  through  his  telefcope. 
To  find  a  comet,  whofe  bright  tail  is 
Eccentric  from  the  time  of  Thales. 
Pieas'd  with  this  fcicntific  look, 
He  fent  him  firft  to  Sam  the  cook  ; 
And  having  fill'd  his  empty  belly 
With  mutton-broth  and  meagre  jelly, 
Gave  him  a  robe  of  fleck  prunella, 
And  very  wifely  made  him  fellow. 

Wit,  as  his  defliny  decrees, 
Dropp'd  in  the  Court  of  Common-Pleas, 
Upon  a  trufsof  briefs  and  bills. 
And  took  the  fhape  of  Juftice  Willes  : 
But  foon  obfcrving  round  the  columns 
Reports  in  half  a  thoufand  volumes  ; 
And,  finding  all  thofe  earth-worm  fouls 
Who  hold  th'  Exchequer,  or  the  rolls, 
He  left  the  law,  and  all  its  drudges, 
With  curfcs,  to  my  lord?  the  judges, 
Cail'd  fur  a  coach,  and  went  to  dwell 
At  Robin  Dodfley's  iu  Pail-Mall. 

'Twas  right — for  now  where'er  he  came 
He  bufied  all  the  tongues  ef  fame  ; 
Was  welcome  to  the  fcflal  board, 
And  had  his  footman,  and  his  lord; 
Would  often  vifit  in  a  chair 
The  noble  Stanhope  in  May-fair ; 
Or  dine,  when  bufinefs  would  permit, 
\Yith  that  greac  ftatetaan  WiiUam  Pitt. 
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'  ris  fald  too  he  was  fometimes  feen 
On  Garrick's  vlfionary  f;ene  : 
But  Garrick,  who  jirefeis  a  guinea 
To  all  the  eloquence  of  Pliny, 
Obfcrving  this  unlucky  railer 
Was  neither  mechanlll  nor  tailor; 
That  half  the  audience  of  the  day 
Cdnie  not  to  hear,,  but  fee  a  play  ; 
That  many  a  fquire,  and  many  a  cit. 
Were  pieas'd  with  any  thing  but  wit; 
Shut  out,  with  much  indecent  rage, 
I'he  gcniu->  of  the  comic  f^age. 
And  i-.pen'd  his  theatric  inn 
To  Scaramouch,  and  Harlequin. 

Learning  would  fometimes  drop  his  gown 
And  t.;ke  a  winter  jaunt  to  town; 
Often  cail'd  in  at  Hitch's  fhi.p, 
And  din'd  at  Ddly's  r,n  a  chop  ; 
On  rh'irfday  met  the  grave  refort 
Of  fpider  merchants  in  Crane-court, 
To  rack  a  cockle,  or  to  lee 
The  nice  diflciition  of  a  flea  : 
But  having  never  chanc'd  to  wear 
A  bag- wig  or  a  folitaire. 
And  drefling  in  a  kerfey,  thicker 
Than  that  which  clothes  a  Cornifli  vicafj 
He  feldoni  had  the  luck  to  eat 
In  Berkley-fquare,  or  Grofvenor-flrcet. 

'  Fwas  written  in  the  bock  of  fate, 
Thefe  rivals  fliould  each  other  hate  ; 
No  wonder  then  that  each  proud  imp  was 
As  wayward  here  as  on  Olympus. 
Wit  look'd  on  Learning,  as  he  grew  great, 
Juft  as  a  felon  looks  on  Newgate  : 
While  Learning,  who  could  never  hide 
His  haughty  academic  pride. 
Had  iuch  a  keen  contempt  for  Wir, 
He  cail'd  him  nothing  but  the  chit ; 
And,  if  he  met  him  at  noon-day, 
Would  turn  his  face  another  way. 

However,  on  fonie  feflal  nigh;s 
By  chance  they  both  druup'd  in  at  White's* 
With  learned  lords,  and  noble  bards. 
Who  had  no  appetite  for  cards, 
And  could  decide  whene'er  they  met 
Momentous  truths  without  a  bet. 
Wit  with  vivacity  of  tongue 
Firft  led  th'  admiring  ear  along ; 
His  fancy  aiflive,  wild,  and  tree  as 
Conception  when  (he  breeds  ideas. 
Flew  o'er  each  undifcover'd  part 
Of  nature,  and  the  worlds  of  art, 
And  brought  with  fuch  a  nice  decorum 
A  grouj)  of  images  before  him, 
So  genuine,  yet  fo  uncommon, 
With  fuch  a  glow  ot  tints  upon  *em. 
That  all  was  fpirit,  force,  and  fenfe,- 
Loofe  as  the  zone  of  negligence. 
Simple  as  truth's  fair  handmaid  naturCi 
And  deadly  as  the  fling  of  faiire. 
Dejecfted  Learning  fat  opprefs'd  ; 
Around  him  flew  the  taunt  and  jeft  : 
Whatever  juft  remarks  he  raadc, 
Or  to  demonftrate,  or  perfuade, 
Wit,  by  fome  fly  malicious  comment. 
Took  off,  or  routed  in  a  moment. 
£  c  iii 
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However,  when  a  paufe  appeared, 
And  fober  -.eafon  could  be  heard, 
He  then  in  ail  his  thunder  rifes, 
Strips  off  his  rival's  thin  difguifes; 
Shows  where  his  mifconceiving  fenfe 
Led  to  a  groundlefsconfequence, 
Miftook  an  error  for  a  wonder, 
A  demonftration  for  a  blum.'er. 
Or.  having  a  dclufive  fcei't  got, 
Affirni'd  the  very  thing  he  meant  not. 

Yet.  after  all,  fince  n.irth  and  drinking 
Are  priz'd  above  fedater  thinking, 
Though  Learning  go:  a  W'  rid  of  praife, 
And  added  fplendour  to  his  biys. 
Their  lordfhips,  frighten'd  at  th'  expence 
Of  lift'ning  to  exalted  fenfe, 
And  deeming  that  the  taint  of  knowledge 
Would  make  the  coffee-houfe  a  college, 
Determin'd  in  a  full  committer. 
That  man's  great  end  was  to  be  witty  : 
And  therefore  order'd   every  foul, 
Wit  fhould  be  enter'd  on  the  roll. 
And  be  allow'd,  to  raife  his  vein, 
A  weekly  prefent  of  champaign.e; 
That  if  proud  Learning  (houid  prefume 
To  fet  bis  foot  within  the  room, 
Arthur  ftiould  fliow  him  to  the  door, 
And  bid  t^ie  pedant  come  no  more. 

Learning  thus  kick'd  froni  ev'ry  palace, 
And  left  a  vicftim  to  the  gallows. 
Began  to  fee  that  flcill  in  letters  ■' 
Would  ne'er  advance  him  with  his  betters; 
That  though  he  led  them  through  the  dark 
With  all  the  lights  of  Locke  and  Clarke, 
And  made  his  heart,  and  head,  and  eyes  ache 
With  reading  nature,  and  Sir  Ilaac, 
Yet  all  that  wifdom  could  net  be 
Priz'd  like  a  lively  ra;  artee  : 
He,  therefore   in  a  gloomy  (It, 
ReColv'd  to  fet  up  f'lr  a  wit ; 
But  found  alas     howe'er  he  drefl;  her, 
That  fcicnce  was  a  wretched  jefter  , 
That  though  he  j<  k'd  frtm  moon  to  moofl, 
He  made  a  very  dull  buffoon  ; 
For  all  his  jocular  narrations 
Smelt  if  his  algebra  equations. 
And  came  upon  the  tortur'd  ear 
Stiff  as  the  periods  of  Dacier. 
Wit.  too,  whole  excellence  and  merit 
Was  mere  vivacity  of  fpirit, 
Obferving  that  your  graver  folk 
Had  little  value  for  a  joke, 
Would  needs,  in  nature's  bold  defiance, 
Mount  the  tremendous  chair  of  fcierice; 
And  dar'd  to  argue  pro  and  con 
As  gravely  as  the  grave  Sorbonne  : 
JBut  wantmg  all  that  fine  difccrning 
Which  marks  the  charafler  of  Learning, 
And  all  the  e.emental  rules 
Of  erudition,  and  the  fchools. 
The  gay  profi IP, r  oft  miftook  ^ 

Alike  his  queltion  and  his  book  ; 
Dropp'd  a  conundrum  out  of  fcafon, 
And  jefted  when  he  >iught  to  reafon. 
Thus  on  the  worhi's  wlid  billows  toflj 

AUd  half  cheir  moments  idly  lull; 


Tir'd  of  applaule,  and  fick  of  (Irife, 

They  each  refolv'd  to  take  a  wife. 

Learning,  who  often  went  to  fee 

Lady  Anne  Bentinck  at  her  tea, 

Met  there  a  maid  as  fair  as  chafte, 

In  life's  fool  bloom,  whofe  name  was  Taftfe 

'  I"  was  then  his  heart  began  to  move 

With  the  firft  tender  throb  of  love, 

\nd  often  heav'd,  it  knew  not  why, 

With  fomcthing  fofter  than  a  figh. 

He  gaz'd,  he  blufh'd.  hecfurted,  preft, 

And  was  at  length  completely  bleft  : 

For  fhe,  who  had  not  learnt  to  doat 

On  folly  in  a  fcarlct  coat. 

To  Learning's  bMsful  arms  refign'd 

Her  graceful  form,  and  lovely  mind. 

Wit  too,  when  paft  the  fire  of  youth, 

Was  iriarried  to  the  veftal,  Truth  ; 

A  nymph  whofe  awful  air  and  niien 

Difplay'd  the  beauty,  and  the  queen. 

Tradition  'ells  us,  Hymen  fv.ore 
That,  till  this  bright  aufpicious  hour. 
There  never  in  his  holy  houfe  was 
So  fine  a  group  of  noble  fpoufes; 
Fit  both  the  hridegrnoms.  on  their  marriage, 
Iniprov'd  in  temper,  fenfe,  and  carriage. 
Learning,  his  charming  wife  to  pleafe, 
AfTum'd  her  elegance  and  eafe 
And  Wit,  to  humour  Truth,  agreed 
To  paufe    to  doubt,  refled:   and  read. 
In  (hort,  they  led  delicious  live.- 
Belov'd,  and  honour'd  by  their  wives; 
And,  happy  in  their  nuprial  duties, 
Each  had  a  progeny  of  beauties, 
Matchlefs  in  feature,  form,  and  parts, 
Diltinguifli'd  by  the  name  of  Arts. 

A  FATHER'S   EXTEMPORE    CONSOLA- 
TION, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  TWO  DAUGHTERS, 

JVio  lived  only  Tzuu  Days. 

1,ET  vulgar  fouls  endure  the  body's  chain, 
Till  life's  dull  current  ebbs  in  ev'ry  vein. 
Dream  out  a  tedious  age.  ere  wide  difplay'd, 
Death's  hlackeft  pinii  n  wraps  them  in  the  fliade. 

rhefe  happy  infants,  early  taught  to  fhun 
All  that  tlie  world  admires  beneath  the  fun, 
Scorn 'd  the  weak  band.s  mortality  c<  uld  tie. 
And  fled  impatient  to  their  native  fky. 

Dear  precious  babes! — Alas!    when,   fondly 
wild, 
A  mother's  heart  hung  melting  o'er  her  child. 
When  my  charm'd  eye  a  flood  of  joy  exprels'd, 
And  all  the  father  kindled  in  my  breaft, 
A  fndden  palenefs  feiz'd  each  guilt 'efs  face. 
And  death,  though  fmiling,  crept  o'er  ev'ry  grace. 

Nature!   be  calm  — heave  not  th'  impaflion'd 

Nor  teach  one  tear  to  tremble  in  my  eye. 
A  few  unfpotted  moments  pafs'd  between 
Their  dawn  of  beinv;,  and  their  clofing  fcene: 
And  lure  no  nobler  blcffing  can  be  giv'n, 
W  hen  oiie  ftiort  anguifh  is  the  prite  of  heav'o 
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Some  Antiquarians,  grave  and  loyal, 
Incorporate  by  charter  royal, 
Laft  winter,  on  a  Thurfday  night,  were 
Met  in  full  fenate  at  the  Mitre. 
The  prefident,  like  Mr.  Mayor, 
Majedic  took  the  elbow  chair. 
And  gravely  fat  in  due  decorunt 
With  a  fine  giMed  mace  before  him. 
Upon  the  table  were  difplay'd 
A  Britifh  knife  without  a  blade, 
A  c«nib  of  Anglij-Saxon  Heel, 
A  patent  with  king  Alfred's  feal, 
Two  rultcd  mutilated  prongs, 
Suppos'd  to  be  St.  Dunftan's  tongs, 
With  which  he,  as  the  ftory  goes, 
Once  rook  the  devil  by  the  nofe. 

Awhile  they  talk'd  of  ancient  modes. 
Of  manufcripts,  and  Gothic  codes, 
Of  Roman  altars,  camps,  and  urns. 
Of  Caledonian  fhields,  and  churns: 
Whether  the  druid  flipt  or  broke 
The  mifletoe  upon  the  oak  ? 
If  Hedtor's  fpear  was  made  of  afh  i 
Or  Agamemnon  wore  a  fafh  ? 
If  Cleopatra  drcfs'd  in  blue, 
And  wore  her  treffes  in  a  queue  ? 

At  length  a  Dean  who  underftood 
All  that  had  pafs'd  before  the  flood. 
And  could  in  half  a  minute  fhow  ye 
A  pedigree  as  high  as  Noah, 
Got  up,  and  with  a  foltmn  air 
(Firft  humbly  bowing  to  the  chair) 
"  If  aught,'"  fays  he,  "  deferves  a  name 
Immortal  as  the  roll  of  fame, 
This  venerable  group  of  fages 
Shall  flourifli  in  the  latefl  ages, 
And  wear  an  amaranthine  crown 
When  kings  and  empires  are  unknown. 
Perhaps  e'en  I,  whofe  humbler  knowledge 
Ranks  me  the  lowell  of  your  college. 
May  catch  from  your  meridian  day 
At  leafl  a  tranfirory  ray  : 
For  I,  like  you,  through  ev'ry  clitne, 
Have  trac'd  the  ftep  of  hoary  Time, 
And  gather'd  up  his  facred  fpoils 
With  more  than  half  a  cent'ry's  toils. 
Whatever  virtue,  deed,  or  name, 
Antiquity  has  left  to  fame. 
In  every  age,  and  every  zone, 
In  copper,  marble,  woed,  or  ilone, 
In  vafes,  flow'r-pocs,  lamps,  and  fconces. 
Intaglios,  cameos,  gems,  and  bronzes, 
Thefe  eyes  have  read  through  many  a  cruft 
Of  lacker,  varnifh,  greafe  and  dull ; 
And  now,  as  glory  fondly  draws 
My  foul  to  win  your  juft  applaufe, 
J  here  exhibit  to  your  view 
A  medal  fairly  worth  Peru, 
Found,  35  tradition  fays,  at  Rome, 
Near  the  Quirinal  catacomb." 

He  faid,  and  from  a  pu'fc  of  fatin, 
Wrapp'd  in  a  leaf  of  monkiih  Latin, 


And  taught  by  many  a  clafp  to  join, 
Drev/  out  a  dirty  copper  coin. 
Still  as  pale  midnight  when  (he  throws 
On  heav'n  and  earth  a  deep  repofc, 
Lofl  in  a  trance  too  big  to  fpeak. 
The  fynod  ey'd  the  fine  antique  ; 
Examin'd  ev'ry  point,  and  purt. 
With  all  the  critic  {kill  of  art  ; 
Rung  it  alternate  on  the  ground 
In  liopes  to  know  it  by  the  found  ; 
Applied  the  tongue's  acUrer  fenfe 
To  tafle  its  genuine  excellence, 
And  with  an  animated  guft 
Lik'd  up  the  confecrated  ruft  : 
Nor  yet  content  with  what  the  eyiiS 
By  its  own  funheaitis  could  defcry, 
I'o  ev'ry  corner  of  the  brafs 
They  clapp'd  a  pTicrofccpic  glafs ; 
And  vievvd  in  raptures  o'er  and  o*er 
The  ruins  of  the  learned  ore. 

Pythagoras,  the  learned  fage, 
As  you  may  read  in  Pliny's  page, 
With  much  of  thought,  and  pains,  and  ca'rej 
Found  the  proportions  of  a  fquare. 
Which  threw  him  in  fuch  frantic  fits 
As  almoft  robb'd  him  of  his  wits. 
And  made  him,  awful  as  his  name  was. 
Run  naked  through  the  flreets  of  Samos. 
With  the  fame  fpirits  dokS-or  Romans, 
A  keen  civiliail  of  the  Commons, 
Fond  as  Pythagoras  to  claim 
The  wreath  of  literary  fame, 
Sprung  in  a  phrenzy  from  his  place 
Acrofs  the  table  and  the  mace, 
And  fwore  by  Varro's  fhade  that  he 
Conceiv'd  the  medal  to  a  T. 
"  It  rings,"  fays  he,  "  fo  pure,  and  chaftci 
And  has  fo  cLlTical  a  tatle, 
Ttiat  we  may  fix  its  native  home 
Securely  in  imperial  Rome, 
'i'hat  rafcal,  Fmie,  whofe  hand  purloins 
From  fcience  half  her  kings  and  coins. 
Has  eat,  you  fee,  one  half  the  tale. 
And  hid  the  other  in  a  veil  : 
But  if,  through  cankers,  ruft,  and  fettersj 
Mifliapen  forms,  and  broken  letters, 
The  critic's  eye  may  dare  to  trace 
An  eranefcent  name,  and  face, 
This  injur'd  medal  will  appear, 
As  mid-day  funfliine,  bright  and  clear. 
The  female  figure  on  a  throne 
Of  ruflic  work  in  I'ibur'  ftone, 
Withoot  a  fandal,  zone,  or  boddice, 
Is  Liberty  s  in  mortal  goddefs  ; 
Whofe  facr  d  fingers  fcen   to  held 
A  taper  wai.d.  j^erh;  ps  of  gold  : 
Which  has   if  1  miftake  not,  on  it 
The  Pilcns,  or  Roman  bonnet  : 
By  this  the  medallift  would  mean 
To  pa'ntthat  fine  dome'h'c  fcene, 
Wlu-n  the  firll  Brutus  mil  ly  gave 
His  frtrdom  to  the  worthy-flave." 

When  a  fpirdiator  'as  got  the  jaundicCj 
Each  objed:.  <ii  by  fea,  or  land,  is 
Di'cnlour'd  by  a  yellow  hue, 
Though  naturally  red,  or  blue. 

^  e  ili] 
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Tliiswas  tlie  rafewith  'fquire  Thynnc, 

A  bsrrifter  of  Lincoln's  Inn, 

Who  never  lov'd  to  think  or  fpeak 

Of  any  thing  but  ancient  Greek. 

In  ail  difputes  hi?  j'arrtd  guide  was 

The  Very  venerable  Suidas  ; 

And  though  he  rcver  dti;jnM  to  look 

In  SalkeiM,  Littleton,  or  (Joke, 

And  liv'd  a  (Iranger  to  the  fees 

And  pii  dice  of  the  Commoii-pleas ; 

He  I'udied  with  fuch  warmth,  and  awe, 

The  volumes  of  Athenian  law. 

That  Sol'.in's  felf  not  better  knew 

The  leg;f!utive  plan  he  drew  ; 

Ni-r  cou  d  Demodhenes  v,-ithftand 

The  rliCt'ric  of  his  wig,  and  band  ; 

^Vhcn,  full  of  zeal,  and  Ariftotle, 

And  fiulVtrr'd  by  a  fcccnd  bottle. 

He  taught  the  orator  to  fpeak 

His  periods  in  corredier  Greek. 

'•   Methirkf,"  quoth  he,  "  this  little  piece 

Is  certainly  a  child  of  Greece  : 

Th'  ./Etugo  has  a  tinge  of  blue 

Ex3i5llv  of  the  Attic  hue  ; 

And,  if  the  tafte's  acuter  feel 

aVfay  jujge  of  medals  as  of  veal, 

J  11  take  my  oath  the  mould  and  ruft 

Are  made  of  Attic  dew  and  duft. 
Critics  may  talk,  and  rave,  and  foam, 
Of  Crutuf,  and  imperial  Rome  ; 

But  Rome,  in  all  lier  pomp  and  blifs, 
I-Je'er  ftruck  fo  fine  a  coin  as  this. 

EefukF,  though  Time,  as  is  his  way, 

Has  eat  th'  infcription  quite  away, 

My  eye  can  trace,  divinely  true. 

In  this  dark  curve  a  little  Mu  : 

jKvA  here,  you  fee,  there  feems  to  lie 

*1  he  ruins  of  a  Doric  Xi. 

Perhaps,  as  Athens  thought,  and  writ 

"With  all  the  pow'rs  of  ftyle,  and  wit, 

The  nymph  ipon  a  couch  of  mallovi/s 

Was  meant  to  reprefent  a  Pallas; 

And  the  baton  upon  the  ore 

Is  but  the  olive-branch  fhe  bore." 

He  faid — but  Sv.-inton,  full  of  fire, 
Afferted  that  it  came  from  Tyre  : 
A  mofl  divine  antique  he  thought  it, 
And  with  nn  empire  wou'd  have  bought  it. 
He  fwcre  the  head  in  full  profile  was 
Undoubtedly  the  head  of  Belus; 
And  the  reverfe,  thongh  hid  in  fliade, 
Appeared  a  young  Sidonian  maid, 
Whofe  trefiVs,  bufkins,  fhape,  and  mien, 
Mark'd  her  for  Dido  at  fixtcen ; 
Perhaps  the  very  year  when  file  was 
Firft  married  to  the  ridi  Sichseus. 
The  rod,  as  he  cou'd  make  it  clear. 
Was  nothing  but  a  hunting-fpear. 
Which  all  tiic  Tyrian  ladies  bore, 
To  guard  them  when  they  chas'd  the  boar. 
A  learned  friend,  he  tou'd  confide  on, 
"VVho  liv'd  full  thirty  years  at  Sidon, 
Once  fiiow'd  him,  'uiidft  the  feals  and  rings 
Of  mure  than  thirty  Syrian  kings, 
A  copper  piece,  in  fliapcj  and  fize, 
IxaiStly  that  before  their  eyes, 
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On  which,  in  high  relief,  was  fcen 
The  image  of  a  Tyrian  queen  ; 
Which  made  him  think  this  other  dame 
A  true  Phoenician,  and  the  fame. 

The  next,  a  critic,  grave,  and  big. 
Hid  in  a  moft  enormous  wi<j, 
Who  in  his  manner,  mien,  and  fhape  was 
A  genuine  fon  of  Efculapius, 
Wonder'd  that  men  of  fuch  difcerning 
In  all  th'  ahftrufer  parts  of  learning, 
Cou'd  f  rr,  througli  want  of  wit,  or  grace, 
So  ftrangely  in  fo  plain  a  cafe. 

"   It  came,"  fays  he,  "  or  I  will  be  whipt. 
From  Memphis  in  the  Lower  Egypt. 
Soon  as  the  Nile's  prolific  flood 
Has  fiU'd  the  plains  v/ith  flime  and  mud, 
Ail  Egypt  in  a  moment  fwarms 
With  myriads  of  abortive  worms, 
Whofe  appetites  wou'd  foon  devour 
Each  cabbage,  artichoke,  and  flow'r. 
Did  not  feme  birds,  with  a<3ive  zeal. 
Eat  up  whole  millions  at  a  meal. 
And  check  the  peft  while  yet  the  year 
Is  ripening  into  flalk,  and  ear. 
Thisblefling,  vifibly  divine, 

Is  finely  pourtray'd  on  the  coin  ; 

For  here  this  line,  fo  faint  and  weak, 

I.s  certainly  a  bill,  or  beak  ; 

Which  bill,  or  beak,  upon  my  word. 

In  hieroglyphics  means  a  bird, 

The  very  bird  whofe -numerous  tribe  is 

Djftinguifh'd  by  the  name  of  Ibis. 

Bcfides,  the  figure  with  the  wand, 

iviark'd  by  a  ciflrum  in  her  hand. 

Appears,  the  moment  fhe  is  feen, 

An  Ifis,  Egypt's  boafted  queen. 

Sir,  I  m  as  lure,  as  if  my  eye 

Had  feen  the  artift  cut  the  die, 

That  thefe  two  curves,  which  wave,  and  float  thus, 

Are  but  the  tendrils  of  the  lotus, 

\Vhich,  as  Herodotus  has  faid, 

1  h'  Egyptians  always  eat  for  bread." 
He  (poke,  and  heard,  without  a  paufe, 

The  rifing  murmur  of  applaufe ; 

The  voice  of  admiration  rung 

On  ev'ry  ear  from  ev'ry  tongue  : 

Aftcnifli'd  at  the  lucky  hit, 

They  flar'd,  they  deify'd  his  wit. 
But  ah  !  what  arts  by  fate  are  tried 

.To  vex,  and  humble  human  pride  1 

'l"o  pull  down  poets  from  Parnaflus, 

And  turn  grave  do(£l;ors  into  afles ! 

For  whilft  the  band  their  voices  raifc 

To  celebrate  the  fage's  praife, 

And  echo  through  the  houfe  convey'd 

Their  pxjns  loud  to  man  and  maid; 

Tom,  a  pert  waiter,  fmart,  and  clever, 

A  droit  pretence  who  wanted  never. 

Curious  to  fee  what  caus'd  this  rout, 

And  what  the  dodors  were  about, 

Siily  Oepp'din  tofnuffthe  candles. 

And  alk  whate'cr  they  pleas  d  to  want  clfe. 

Soon  as  the  fynod  h';  came  near. 

Loud  dilTonancc  affail'd  his  ear ; 

Strange  mingled  founds,  in  poinpous  ftjl^j 

Oi  llis,  Ibis,  Lotus,  Nile  :  . .      ■ 
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And  foon  in  Romans'  hand  he  fpks 
The  coin,  the  caufc  of  all  their  noife. 
Quick  to  his  fide  he  flies  amain, 
And  peeps,  and  fnuffs,  and  peeps  again. 
And  though  antiques  he  had  no  ikill  in, 
He  knew  a  fixpence  from  a  {hilling; 
And,  fpite  of  ruft,  or  rub,  cou'd  trace 
On  humble  brafs  Britannia's  face. 
Soon  her  fair  image  he  defcries, 
And,  big  with  laughter,  and  furprife, 
He  burft — "  And  is  this  group  of  learning 
So  ftiort  of  fenfc,  and  plain  difcerning, 
That  a  mere  halfpenny  can  be 
To  them  a  curiofity .' 


If  this  isyour  beft  proof  of  fclence, 
With  wildoni  Tom  claims  no  alliance ; 
Content  with  nature's  artlefs  knowledge, 
He  fcorns  alike  both  fchool  and  college." 

More  had  he  faid — but,  lo  '.  around 
A  ftonii  in  every  face  he  found  : 
On  Roman's  brow  black  thunders  hung. 
And  whirlwinds  rufh'd  from  Swinton's  tongue; 
Thynne  lightning  flafh'd  from  ev'ry  pore. 
And  reafon's  voice  was  heard  no  more. 

The  tempeft  ey'd,  Tom  fpeeds  his  flight, 
And,  fneering,  bids  'em  all  good  night ; 
Convinc'd  that  pedantry's  allies 
May  be  too  learned  to  be  wife. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  CHURCHILL. 


Charles  Chuuchill,  "  the  Britifh  Juvenal,"  was  born  in  the  parifh  of  St.  John's,  Weflminiler, 
in  1 731.     His  father  was  Curate  and  Le61;urer  of  the  parifh,  and  had  alfo  a  living  in  the  country. 

He  received  his  education  at  Weftminfter  School,  where  (lories  arc  yet  told  of  his  early  proficiencT 
in  his  fJudieS;  of  his  negligence,  and  the  eccentricity  of  his  conduft. 

One  day  having  got  an  exercife  to  make,  he  failed  in  bringing  it  at  the  time  appointed  ;  for  which 
his  mafter  not  only  chaftifed  him  with  fome  feverity,  but  even  charged  him  with  ftupidity.  The 
laft  reproach  made  a  ftrong  impreflion  on  his  mind,  and  the  fear  of  fliame  wrought  an  effedb  which 
the  fear  of  ftripes  could  not  produce.  On  the  next  day  he  brought  his  exercife  finiflied  in  fuch  a 
manner  that  he  received  the  public  thanks  of  the  mafter-s  of  the  fchool. 

This  inftance  of  his  fenfibility,  and  of  the  apphufe  that  refulted  from  it,  was  not  followed  by  a 
complete  reformation  of  his  conduft.  His  application  by  no  means  kept  pace  with  his  natural 
talents.  The  vivacity  of  his  imagination  ftill  prevented  his  walking  regularly  forward  in  the  tram- 
mels of  a  fcholaftic  education. 

It  is  to  be  fuppofed,  therefore,  that  his  progrefs  in  clallical  learning  was  but  flow ;  and  it  has  beeit 
faid  that  when  he  was  fent  to  the  univerfity  of  Oxford,  he  was  refufed  an  admittance  for  want  of  a^ 
proper  fkill  in  the  learned  langiiages. 

He  often  mentioned  his  repulfe  at  Oxford,  in  the  fubfequent  parts  of  his  life,  and  afferted  that  he: 
could  have  anfwered  the  college  examination  had  he  thought  proper  ;  but  that  he  fo  much  defpifed 
the  trifling  queftions  which  were  propofed  to  him,  that  inftead  of  returning  fuitable  replies,  he  only 
launched  out  into  fatirical  refledlions  on  the  abilities  of  the  gentleman  whofe  office  it  was  to  judge! 
of  his. 

It  is  alfo  believed  that  he  was  a  Ihort  time  at  Can^bridge,  under  Dr.  Rutherforth  of  St.  John's 
College.  Neither  of  the  univerfities  can  claim  the  honour  of  his  education,  which  it  is  certain  was 
begun  and  finiflied  at  Weftminfter. 

When  he  was  little  more  than  feventeen  years  old,  he  contracSed  an  intimacy  with  a  young  lady 
in  the  neighbourhood,  which  ended  in  a  marriage.  This  union,  which  had  its  origin  in  paffion, 
terminated  in  difguft.  Their  regard,  however,  for  each  other,  which  was  mutual  and  fincere,  wa« 
preferved  in  its  purity  and  ardour  for  a  number  of  years. 

But  during  the  time  the  attachment  !afted,he  made  fuch  a  progrefs  in  literature,  and  fuftained  fo 
good  a  charader,  that,  notwithftanding  the  want  of  an  univerfity  education,  he  was  admitted  into 
orders,  and  ordained  by  Dr.  Sherlock,  bifhop  of  London. 

His  firft  provifion  in  the  chur^ch  was  a  Curacy  of  thirty  pounds  a-year  in  Wales,  to  which  remote 
part  of  fhe  kingdom  he  retired,  with  his  wife,  and  applied  himfelf  to  the  duties  of  his  ftation  with 
affiduity  and  chcerfulnefs.  His  behaviour  gained  him  the  love  an<f  efteem  of  his  parifhioners,  and 
his  fermi.ns,  though  fomewhat  raifed  above  the  level  of  his  audience,  were  commended  and  fol- 
lowed. Biit  being  prompted  to  engage  in  trade,  to  add  to  his  income,  he  kept  a  cyder  warehoufe, 
with  a  view  of  vending  that  commodity  in  the  neighbouring  country.  In  a  fiiort  time  he  experi- 
enced -he  fo..y  of  his  deviation  from  Ins  clerical  profeffion,  and  a  kind  of  rural  bankruptcy  fooa 
followed. 
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His  ill  fuccefs  brought  him  back  to  London  ;  and  his  father  dying  foon  after,  he  fucceeJcd  him  as  . 
Curate  and  Ledlurer  of  St.  John's;  but  his  income,  which  did  not  amount  to  a  full  hundred  pounds 
a-year,  being  infufEcient  for  the  maintenance  of  his  family,  he  employed  himfelf  in  teaching  young 
ladies  to  read  and  write  Englifh  with  propriety  and  corredlnefs,  and  for  fome  time  attended  Mrs. 
Dennis's  boarding  fchool,  where  he  conduced  himfelf  with  all  the  decorum  becoming  his  clerical 
protcffion. 

Still  however,  his  expences  bore  but  a  fmall  proportion  to  his  income.  He  became  embarraffed 
with  debts  and  involved  in  difficulties,  from  which  he  was  extricated  by  the  affiftance  of  Dr.  Lloyd, 
tfie  fecond  mailer  of  Weftminfter  School,  and  father  of  his  friend  Lloyd,  who  prevailed  on  his 
creditors  to  give  him  a  releafe,  on  receiving  a  fourth  part  of  their  refpedlive  debts. 

It  is  to  the  honour  of  Churchill  to  record,  that  when  his  circumltances  grew  better,  he  voluntarily 
difcharged  the  whole  of  the  ilemands  on  him. 

Though  known  to  his  intimate  friends,  Colman,  Lloyd,  and  Thornton,  to  be  polTeffed  of  abi- 
lities calculated  to  entertain  and  inllrudl  the  public,  he  was  by  no  means  forward  to  exhibit  him- 
felf in  that  charafter. 

He  was  little,  if  any  thing,  lefs  than  thirty  years  of  age  before  he  pnblilhed  any  work  with  his 
name.     If  he  produced   any  performance  earlier,  it  was  anonymous,  and  is  now  forgotten. 

In  1760,  his  friend  Lloyd  publilhed  "  The  AAor,''  addrclTed.to  Thornton,  which  was  received 
with  great  applaufe.  The  fuccefs  of  this  performance  probably  induced  Churchill  to  try  his  powers 
on  a  fimilar  fubjecS,  though  more  appropriated  and  perfonal.  Having  been  always  fond  of  dra- 
matic entertainments,  he  had  been  a  conftant  attendant  on  the  theatre,  and  an  accurate  obferver  of 
die  beauties  or  defe«Sl;s  of  the  feveral  performers,  Thefc  he  made  the  fubjeiil  of  a  p.iem  which  he 
called  Tit  Rofc'md,  firft  publilhed  anonymoufly  in  March  1761;  but,  on  being  invidioufly  afcribed 
to  Lloyd,  and  to  the  triumvirate  of  wits,  Thornton,  Colman,  and  Lloyd,  he  immediately  reprinted 
It  with  his  name,  and  claimed  the  honours  of  a  fatirical  pnet.  Few  poems  have  been  fo  generally 
teceived,  and,  perhaps,  fewer  fo  generally  admired.  The  adlors,  in  different  ways  expreffed  their 
refentment,  and  the  public  enjoyed  their  ^iiftiefs. 

The  Rofciad  was  regarded  in  general  as  a  pleafant  and  reafonable  retaliation  for  the  mirth  which 
the  ftage  had  continually  excited,  by  the  reprefentation  of  the  follies  and  frailties  of  mankind. 
Humanity,  however,  would  wifti  that  no  fet  of  men  Ihould  be  made  ridiculous  and  contemptible 
by  a  profeffion  from  which  they  muft  draw  their  fubfiftence.  It  was  not  wholly  fatirical.  Gar- 
rick  was  commended  in  the  highell  terms  of  applaufe  ;  and  the  various  and  peculiar  excellencies 
of  Mrs.  Prirchard,  Mrs.  Cibber  and  Mrs.  Clive,  were  celebrated  'with  equal  warmth  and  juf- 
tice.  Some  of  the  players  took  no  notice  of  the  poem,  and  others  wifely  endeavoured  to  pro- 
fit by  the  flridtures  bellowed  on  their  faults.  Foote  was  outrageoufly  offended.  He  wrote 
a  profe  dialogue,  in  which  he  lampooned  Churchill,  and  Lloyd,  but  did  not  print  it.  Making 
life  of  an  alliteration,  which  he  was  very  fond  of  doing,  he  called  Churchill  the  Clumfy  Curate  of' 
Clapbam.  The  players  who  were  the  moft  eager  in  expreffing  their  anger,  had  only  the  misfortune 
of  being  treated  with  greater  leverity  in  fubfequent  editions.  In  this  refpedl  he  has  been  blamed; 
and  it  has  been  faid  that  the  poem  was  not  always  benefited  by  fubfequent  editions.  However  that 
may  be,  it  is  certain  that  its  excellence  enabled  it  firmly  to  maintain  its  ground  againft  all  npp'ifi- 
tion.  Various  pamphlets  and  pc^ems  appeared  againft  it,  in  vindication  of  the  players  ;  but  they  were 
fo  poorly  written,  that  they  only  ferved  to  fwell  his  triumph 

His  next  performance  was  his  Apology  to  the  Critical  Receivers,  who  happened  to  be  peculiarly  un- 
fortunate in  the  acceunt  which  they  gave  of  the  Rofciad.  Like  moft  other  modern  apologies,  it  was 
not  fo  much  a  defence  as  an  auack.  Whatever  reafons  the  reviewers  had  to  be  diffati'-ficd  with  the 
poem,  the  players  were  not  fo  much  offended  a,?  they  had  been  v  ith  the  Rofciad.  It  wa?  fome  con- 
folation  to  them  that  the  mighty  Rofcius  himfelf  was  not  fpared  ;  for  Garrick  was  certainly  aimed  at 
in  the  following  lines. 

Let  the  vain  tyra-'.t  fit  amidft  his  guards, 
His  puny  greenroom  wits,  and  venal  bard»,  &c. 
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Garrick  felt  all  the  force  of  thefe  farcaftic  flrokcs,  and  wrote  a  letter  to  Churchill,  which,  befides 
comprehending  an  apology  for  himfelf  and  the  players,  was  full  of  encomiums  upon  hit  uncommon 
vein  of  poetry,  and  contained  a  kind  of  deprecation  of  his  future  wrath.  A  friend  to  whom  he 
fhowed  it,  entirely  difapprovcd  of  it,  and  informed  him  that  Churchill,  who  was  a  man  of  a  quirk 
dlfcernment,  and  an  undaunted  fpirit,  would  not  think  the  better  of  him  for  his  humiliation  and 
flattery. 

The  reproaches  which  he  brought  upon  himfclf  by  his  late  hours,  and  other  irregularities,  gave 
occafion  to  his  next  produiftion,  intituled  Night,  an  Epijile  to  Robert  Lloyd.  The  obje«3;  of  this  poem  wa» 
to  vindicate  his  condud.or  rather  to  avow  it  in  the  face  of  the  public;  upon  this  falfe  principle,  that 
whatever  our  follies  are,  we  Ihould  never  undertake  to  conceal  them. 

The  NigLt  was  followed  by  the  firft  book  of  the  Ghofl,  a  poem  that  took  its  rife  from  a  ridiculous 
impoflure  carried  on  in  Cock-lane  near  Weft-Smithfield,  and  to  which  fonie  men  of  eminent  abi- 
lities and  charader  paid  too  ferious  an  attention.  Neither  of  thefe  performances  ever  became  fo 
popular  as  the  Rofciad  and  the  Apology. 

The  political  dilTenfions  at  this  period  increafing  every  day,  at  length  became  fo  violent,  that  few 
perfons  efcaped  being  influenced  in  feme  manner  by  them. 

Churchill  had  contraded  an  intimacy  with  John  Wilkes,  Efq.  and  the  heads  of  the  party  then 
called  the  Oppofition,  and  agreeably  to  the  warmth  of  his  temper,  endeavoured  to  promote  ths 
intereft  of  thofe  with  virhom  he  was  connedled,  by  every  effort  in  his  power.  A  fubjedl  had  been 
fuggefted  to  him  as  adapted  for  the  then  popular  paper,  called  the  "  North  Briton  ;"  but  on  con- 
Cdering  it  with  atte^ition,  he  thought  it  would  be  better  to  form  it  into  a  poem,  which  he  executed 
under  the  title  cf  The  Prophecy  of  Famine,  a  Scots  Pajloral,  infcribed  to  Mr.  Wilkes.  Of  this  poem 
Mr.  Wilkes  is  faid  to  have  pronounced  before  its  appearance,  that  he  was  fure  it  would  take,  as  it 
was  at  once  perfonal,  poetical,  and  political.  His  preditfbion  was  accomplifhed,  for  the  poem  had  a 
■very  rapid  and  estenfive  fale,  and  Churchill  was  extolled  by  his  admirers  as  fuperior  to  Pope. 

Having  thus  embarked  in  politics,  he  foon  rendered  himfelf  of  importance  enough  to  be  included 
in  the  general  warrant  under  which  Mr.  Wilkes  was  taken  iato  cuflody.  He  efeaped,  however, 
the  fearch  made  after  him,  and  continued  his  exertions  againft  Lord  Bute  with  great  perfeverance, 
and  not  without  fome  effedt. 

While  he  was  advancing  his  fame  as  a  writer,  he  was  negligent  of  his  reputation  as  a  man.  He 
laid  afide  all  the  external  decorums  of  his  profeflion,  diverted  himfelf  of  his  clerical  habit,  and 
drcffed  himfelf  ridiculoufly  in  a  blue  coat,  with  metal  buttons,  a  gold-laced  waiilcoat,  a  gold-laced 
hat,  and  ruffles.  This  part  of  his  behaviour  was  juftly  confidered  as  a  very  blameable  oppofition 
to  the  decencies  of  life,  and  hurtful  to  his  intereft.  In  other  rcipeifts  his  conduft  was  more  than  in- 
difcreet. 

He  was  often  to  be  feen  in  difgraceful  focieties,  and  indulged  in  intemperances,  which  the  fober 
part  of  his  friends  could  not  avoid  obferving,  and  at  the  fame  time  lamenting. 

He  plunged  into  various  irregularities,  and  lived  no  longer  with  his  wife;  though  whether  his 
quitting  her  was  at  this  particular  junfture,  his  biographers  do  not  determine. 

"  Some  people,"  fays  a  writer  in  the  "  Annual  Regifter,"  "  have  been  unkind  enough  to  fay  that 
Mrs.  Churchill  gave  the  firft  caufe  of  feparation.  But  nothing  can  be  more  falfe  than  this  rumour,  and 
we  can  affure  the  public  that  her  conduiS.  in  private  life  was  ever  irreproachable." 

The  truth  of  this  affertion,  notwithftanding  the  confidence  with  which  it  is  delivered,  may  be 
reafonably  doubted,  '^  It  was  always  uuderftood,"  fays  Dr.  Kippis,  "  in  Weftminfter,  that  Mrs. 
Churchill's  impruderice  kept  too  near  a  pace  with  that  of  her  huflDand.  However,  we  do  not 
hence  mean  to  juftify  his  diforderly  and  licentious  manner  of  living.'* 

His  next  performance,  in  his  characfler  of  a  pnlltical  fatirift,  was  a  moft  virulent  and  vindiilive 
EpifJeto  William  Hogerth,  the  celebrated  painter ;  a  man  whofe  genius  he  admired,  and  with  whom 
he  and  Mr.  Wilkes  had  been  long  in  the  habits  of  fricndlhip.  It  muft  be  acknowledged,  that 
Hogarth  himfelf  afforded  the  original  caufe  of  offence.  In  a  fatirical  print  called  "  The  Times"  he 
|^?d  attacked  Lord  Temple  and  Mr.  Pitt,  though  Mr.  Wilkes  had  fent  him  a  remoaftrance,  flat- 
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ing,  that  if  bis  friends  were  attacked,  it  would  wound  him  in  the  moft  fenfible  part,  and  he  flioold 

revenge  their  caufe. 

The  author  of  the  "  North  Britain"  employed  a  whole  paper  (No.  17.)  to  be  revenged  on  Ho- 
garth; and  Hogarth,  in  return,  publiflied,  May  16.  1763,  a  print  of  John  Wilkes,  Efq.  Churchill,  to 
revenge  his  friend,  wrote  the  Bpifth,  in  which  all  that  relates  to  Hogarth  is  merely  a  paraphrafc 
of  the  *'  North  Briton." 

It  is  not  eafy  to  comprehend  upon  what  grcund  this  print  was  denominated  a  fatire ;  for  It  13 
not  a  caricaturcy  but  a  very  accurate  and  ftriking  refemblance,  with  the  identical  accompaniments 
which  Mr.  Wilkes  would  at  that  time  have  chofen  as  the  decorations  of  his  portrait;  the  cap  of 
liberty  above  his  head,  and  two  political  papers,  which  he  acknowledged  himfelf  to  have  written, 
in  his  right  hand. 

The  portrait  was  taken  by  Hogarth  in  the  court  of  Common  Pleas,  in  the  moment  of  acclama- 
tion and  triumph,  when  Mr.  Wilkes  was  in  his  own  perfon  aiTsrting  the  caufe  of  liberty,  and  by  his 
own  trial,  afcertaining  the  law  of  his  country. 

It  has  been  miftaken  for  a  caricature,  from  the  world  knowing  the  provocation  which  Hogarfh 
had  previoufly  received,  and  which  every  man  felt,  would  have  juftified  the  moft  fevere  retaliation. 

Hogarth  took  his  revenge  on  Churchill,  by  vamping  up  an  old  portrait  of  himfelf  and  dog, 
which  he  publifhed  Auguft  I.  1763,  under  the  title  of  "  The  bniifer  Charles  Churchill  (once  the 
reverend)  in  the  charadler  of  a  RuCian  Hercules,  regaling  himfelf  after  having  killed  the  monjler 
Caricatura,  that  fo  forely  galled  his  virtuous  friend  the  heaven  born  Wilkes.'"'' 

It  reprefi?nts  Cl-vrchill  in  the  charatStr  of  a  bear,  hugging  a  foaming  tankard  of  porter,  which 
was  his  favourite  beverage,  and,  like  another  Hercules  armed  with  a  knotted  club  to  attack  hydras, 
deflroy  dragons,  and  difcomfit  giants. 

To  defignate  more  pofitively  the  object  of  his  ridicule,  and  render  this  rude  reprefentation  ftill 
more  ridiculous;  it  is  decorated  with  a  band  and  pair  of  ruffles,  and  with  thefe  charadleriftic  orna- 
ments, though  it  remains  a  good  bear,  it  becomes  a  fort  of  overcharged  portait  of  the  reverend  fa- 
tirift.  So  feeble  a  blow  3t  his  antagcnift  was  but  a  poor  compenfation  for  the  deep  wound  he  had  re- 
ceived. Churchill's  fatire  ftruck  him  to  the  heart,  and  is  thought  to  have  contributed  to  accele- 
rate his  death,  which  happened  GiSober  27.  1764. 

It  muft  ever  be  lamented,  that  men  of  genius,  who  had  been  intimate  friends,  and  might  have 
continued  fuch  as  long  as  they  lived,  fheuld  have  their  union  diffolved,  and  difcord  fown  among 
them  by  the  demon  of  party. 

He  continued  to  publifli,  at  different  intervals,  The  Ghof,  the  fourth  and  concluding  book  of 
which  appeared  in  1763.  It  is  written  in  verfes  of  eight  fyllables,  without  any  apparent  plan  or 
defign.  The  moft  celebrated  paffage  in  this  defultory  and  digreflive  performance,  was  the  cha- 
TSiditT  oi  Pompofo,  intended  .for  Dr.  Johnfon,  who  had  offended  Churchill,  by  declaring  that  his 
poetry  had  but  little  merit.  The  only  reply  which  Dr.  Jchnfon  made  to  Churchiirs  fatire,  was, 
that  he  thought  him  a  fhallov/  fcUow  in  the  beginning,  and  that  he  could  fay  nothing  worfc  of  him 
llill.  However  inferior  Churchill  might  be  in  character  and  abilities  to  Dr.  Johnfon,  he  certainly 
did  not  dcfcrve  the  appellation  of  a  fhallow  fellow. 

About  the  time  when  the  laft  book  of  The  Cbcjl  appeared,  he  publiflied  The  Conference,  in  which 
he  returned  to  the  heroic  meafure,  in  which  he  was  moft  fuccefsful,  though  he  had  lately  begun  to 
introduce  into  it  too  many  profaic  lines.  The  plan  of  this  poem  is  fimilar  to  that  of  one  of  Pope's 
fatires.  A  dialogue  is  fuppofed  to  be  carried  on  between  the  author,  and  a  noble  Lord,  who  is  re- 
prefented  as  giving  him  much  worldly  advice,  to  which  he  anfwers  with  gteat  fpirit,  and  in  his 
replies  indulges  his  fatiric  vein  with  no  fmall  degree  of  freedom. 

One  of  the  moft  ftriking  paffages  in  The  Conference,  is  that  in  which  he  cxprcfTes  the  deepeft  con- 
trition for  a  recent  adion  of  his  life,  that  was  indeed  highly  dilhonourable.  He  had  feduced  and 
carried  off  the  daughter  of  a  tradtfman,  In  Weftminfter.  In  little  more  than  a  fortnight,  his  paiTion 
lubfided;  ard  the  young  woman  became  very  foiry  for  her  crime.  Accordingly  a  wif.j  and  judi- 
cious friend  wrote  for  her  a  letter  to  her  father,  exprcffive  of  her  penitence,  and  of  her  uefixe  to  re  ■ 
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turn  home.  Her  father,  with  equal  tendernefs  and  prudence,  received  her  Into  his  houfe,  and  (he 
might  have  been  fully  reftored  to  a  virtuous  conduct,  had  it  not  been  for  the  fcverity  of  an  elder 
fifter,  who  was  continually  loading  her  with  reproaches.  Wearied  with  this  ufagt,  fhe  applied  to 
Churchill,  offering  to  return  to  him  again,  which  he  thought  himfelf  bound  to  admit,  by  the  ideas 
which  he  entertained  of  gratitude  and  honour.  The  true  point  of  virtue  would  have  been  to  have 
provided,  as  amply  as  he  could  for  her  fupport,  and  to  have  had  no  criminal  connexion  with  her 
in  future. 

His  next  performance  was  i'te  Duelllfl,  in  three  books,  written  in  verfes  of  eight  fyllables.  Ic 
V^as  occafioned  by  Mr.  Martin's  challenge  to  Mr.  Wilkes.  It  is  lefs  defultory  and  digreflive  than 
The  GboJ},  though  one  principal  objedl  of  it  was  to  fatirize  other  perf.ins  befides  Mr.  Martin  ;  (par- 
ticularly Warburton,  who  i-  pointed  out  fufficiert'ly  to  all  who  have  the  leaft  literary  knowledge. 

His  laft  pub'ication  in  1765,  was  The  Author,  dnd  it  is  one  of  the  moll  agreeable  of  hi^  produ(51ion8. 
In  the  latter  part  of  it,  however,  he  is  extremely  fevere  againft  the  political  writers  of  the  timci. 
The  chara<5ter  of  KiJgell,  the  informer,  is  drawn  in  a  mafterly  manner. 

His  firft,  publication  in  1764,  was  his  Gotham,  the  defign  of  which,  on  the  appearance  of  the 
firfl  book,  vvas  not  very  obvious.  It  became  manifeft,  from  the  feeond  and  third  books,  that  it  was 
his  chief  defign,  under  the  idea  of  his  being  proclaimed  king  of  Gotham^  to  reprcfent  the  real  duty 
of  a  monarch,  in  which  view,  much  good  inftru<ftion  is  conveyed.  This  performance  is  lefs  fatirical 
than  moft  of  his  pieces. 

His  next  produdion  was  The  Candidate,  which  took  its  title  from  the  conteft  that  had  been  carried 
en  between  the  Earl  of  Hardwick,  and  the  Earl  'f  Sandwich,  for  the  High  Stcwardihip  of  the 
iiniverfity  of  Camhridge.     The  charafter  of  Lord  Sandwich  is  attacked  with  great  feverity. 

The  Candidate  was  fucceeded  by  The  Fareivell.  a  dialogue,  in  which  tlie  poet  is  reprtfented  as 
having  formed  a  defign  to  quit  his  native  country ;  from  which  his  fri^iid  endeavours  to  dilTuade 
him.  Though  there  is  much  good  fenfe  in  this  performance,  and  feveral  excellent  obfervations  of 
philofophy,  and  the  love  of  our  country,  it  cannot  be  confidered  as  one  of  his  beft  produtSlions. 

In  his  fucceeding  publication,  intituled  The  Times,  the  fatire  is  principally  diredled  againft  an  un- 
natural vice,  which  is  expofed  with  an  energy  and  indignation  that  cannot  poflibly  be  exceeded,  it 
is  indeed  carried  to  the  very  height  of  extravagance  ;  but  this  extravagance  ftiows,  at  the  fame  time, 
the  w'onderful  powers  of  his  mind,  and  his  juft  and  boundlefs  deteftation  of  the  crime.  It  may, 
however,  be  reasonably  doubted,  whether  it  is  fair  for  a  fatirift  to  attack  crimes  that  are  capital  by 
law.  Juvenal,  in  all  his  outrageous  fury  againft  vice,  attacks  no  crimes  that  were  punifli^blc  by 
the  laws  of  his  country.  The  Dutch  have  that  noble  and  well-judged  delicacy  to  punifh  the  exe- 
crable pradtifers  of  this  crime  in  the  night-time,  and  in  filence,  by  fewing  up  the  offenders  in  a  bag, 
and  throwing  them  into  the  fea. 

His  next  publication  was  independence,  a  poem,  which  does  not  in  every  part  of  it  difplay  the  vi- 
gour of  imagination  that  is  apparent  in  fome  of  his  performances.  Much  is  faid  in  it  of  p'ut  and 
■patrons,  perhaps  as  much  as  the  fubjedl  will  well  bear.  The  ftriking  contraft  between  an  effeminate 
lord  and  himfelf,  is  admirably  reprefented,  and  he  has  drawn  his  own  pidure  with  great  humour. 

Independence  was  followed  by  The  Journey,  a  ftiort  poem  that  reflefts  no  difgrace  on  his  abilities. 
The  advice  of  bin  friends,  and  his  anfwer  to  it  are  well  condudled.  Towards  the  conclufion,  he  in- 
dulges himfelf  in  fatirizing  feveral  contemporary  poets. 

His  laft  poetical  production  was  the  Dedication  of  his  fermons  to  Warbutton,  which  is  written  with 
his  -ufual  feverity  againft  that  eminent  prelate.         , 

His  literary  career  was  but  fhort.  In  the  autumn  of  1764,  he  went  to-BouIogne  with  Mr. 
Humphrey  Cotes,  in  order  to  pay  a  vifit  to  Mr.  Wilkes,  then  in  exile.  There  he  was  feized  with 
a  miliary  fever,  which  baffled  the  medical  aid  of  two  phyficians  of  flcill  and  reputation,  by  whom  he 
was  attended.  He  died  on  the  4th  of  November  1764,  in  the  33d  year  of  his  age,  and  was 
buried  at  Dover;  at  which  place,  on  a  fmall  ftone,  in  the  o'.d  church-yard,  formerly  belonging  t« 
the  collegiate  church  of  St.  Martin,  is  the  following  infcription. 

Vol.  X.  .  r  f 
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"  Life  to  the  laft  enjoy  d  here  Churchill  lies." 

Mr.  Davies,  the  biographer  of  Garrick,  upon  what  he  thinks  good  authority,  has  related,  that 
Churchill's  laft  words  were.  What  a  fool  ba-ve  I  been  .'  Though  he  might,  on  feveral  accounts,  have 
had  too  much  caufe  to  make  fuch  a  refledion,  Mr.  Wilkes  whofe  teftimony  upon  the  fubjefl  muft 
be  dccifive,  has  informed  the  world,  that  the  goodnefs  of  Churchiirs  heart,  and  the  firmncfs  of  his 
philofophy.  were  in  full  luftre  during  the  whole  time  of  h'n  very  fevere  illnefs ;  and  that  the 
amazing  faculties  of  his  mind  were  not  in  the  leaft  impaired,  till  a  few  moments  before  his  death. 
He  left  two  fens,  the  youngeft  of  whom  was  generoufly  educated  at  the  expence  of  the  late  Sir 
Richard  Jebb,  Bart. 

He  was  greatly  lamented  by  his  acquaintance  and  admirers.  Lloyd  was  io  deeply  affeiftcd  by 
his  death,  that  he  "  took  to  his  bed,  from  which  he  never  rofe  again."  Such  was  at  firft  the  popu- 
lar enthufiafin  in  favour  of  his  memory,  that  there  was  a  talk  of  erecfting  a  monument  to  him,  in 
Weftminfter  Abbey ;  but  the  idea  foon  fubfuled,  and  will  fcarcely  ever  be  revived.  The  following 
Infcription,  in  the  clofe  ftyle  of  the  ancients,  and  engraven  on  a  fepulchral  urn  of  alabaftcr  was 
drawn  up  by  Mr.  Wilkes,  and  intended  by  him  to  give  the  true  character  of  Churchill  as  a 
friend,  a  poet,  and  a  patriot. 

Carolo   Churchill, 
Amico  jucundo, 
PoetJE  acri, 
Civi  optime  de  patria  merlto ; 

P 
Johannes  Wilkes,  1765. 

The  fame  infcription  has  lately  been  engraved  on  a  t/oric  pillar,  ereded  to  his  memory  by  Mr. 
Wilkes,  in  the  Grove  of  §pndham- Cottage,  in  the  Ifle  of  Wight.  It  is  in  the  middle  of  the  grove, 
and  backed  with  weeping  willows,  cypreffes,  yews  &c.  Laurels  feem  to  grow  out  of  the  column 
as  from  Virgil's  tomb  at  Naples,  and  come  nearly  down  to  the  tablet  on  the  pillar,  which  is  fluted 
and  appears  in  fome  parts  already  injured  by  time.  On  the  fore  ground  are  large  myrtles  bays 
laburnums,  &c.     The  pillar  is  broken,  about  ni^ie  feet  high,  and  about  five  feet  diameter. 

A  colktftion  of  his  Posms,  containing  The  Rofciad,  Apology,  Night,  Prophecy  of  Famine,  Epillle 
io  Hogarth,  and  the  Ghojl,  was  publiihed  by  fubfcription,  in  one  volume,  410.  1763.  A  fecond 
volume  containing  The  Conference,  The  Author,  The  DuelUJi,  Gotham,  The  Candidate,  The  Fare-well 
The  Times,  Independence,  and  The  Journey,  was  publilbed  by  fubfcription  after  his  death,  in  410. 
1765.  They  have  fince  been  frequently  reprinted,  with  the  Dedication  of  his  fermons,  in  3  vols, 
.izrno.,  and  were  inferted  in  the  collciition  of  the  "  Engliih  Poets,"  1 790.  His  Sermons,  two  upon 
the  nature  of  prayer  in  general,  and  eight  upon  our  Lord's  prayer,  were  printed  by  fubfcription 
in  1765.  Some  of  his  juvenile  pieces  are  to  be  met  with  in  the  "  Library,"  publifhed  in  1761. 
Six  of  his  letters  to  Mr.  Wilkes  are  in  the  colleclion  printed  by  him  in  1769. 

Churchill  has  unhappily  added  another  name  to  the  catalogue,  already  too  numerous  in  literarr 
hiftor^,  of  thofe  men  of  genius,  who  would  have  arifen  to  a  much  greater  excellence  in  writing 
and  to  a  far  more  illuftrious  reputation,  had  theif  intelledlual  talents  been  accompanied  with  the  ' 
uniform  pradlice  of  virtue.  That  he  had  great  force  of  genius,  cannot  juftly  be  denied  •  and  there 
arc  fcarcely  any  of  his  performances,  in  which  the  natural  vigour  of  his  mind  is  not  in  fome  inftances 
dKplayed.  It  muft  at  the  fame  time  be  acknowledged,  that  he  is  very  unequal  in  his  compofitions. 
The  rapidity  of  his  pen,  and  the  cagernefs  with  which  his  works  were  purchafed,  were  circum- 
ftances  not  favourable  to  his  reputation.  As  he  proceeded  in  his  literary  career,  he  became  mors 
negligent  ;  what  he  haftily  wrote,  he  as  haftily  committed  to  the  prefs.  Writing  from  a  fpirit  of 
party,  being  defirous  of  gratifying  the  eagernefs  of  his  admirers,  and  having  a  view  to  his  cuftom- 
ary  tax,  of  half-a-crown  for  each  of  bis  pulilications,  he  was  too  rapid  in  fending  them  to  the  world 
and  too  felicitous  to  fill  up  the  quantity  of  pages  expedted  from  him,  to  attend  to  the  neceffary  art 
of  blotting.  His  latter  works  are  manifcftly  inferior  to  his  earlieft  produdions.  The  genius  of 
Churchill  occafionally  appears,  but  much  dimmed  and  obfcurcd.     The  fertility  of  his  piind  cannot 
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fee  more  clearly  demonftrated,  than  by  obferving,  that  all  his  works  now  republiflieJ,  wf^re  produced 
between  May  1761,  and  November  1764;  that  is,  in  three  years  and  a  half.  If  his  life  had  beert 
procradled,  if  he  had  been  placed  in  an  independent  fituation,  if  he  could  have  united  application 
■with  leifure,  he  mijjht  have  been  capable  of  producing  fome  work  of  folid  excellence,  which  would 
have  refcued  his  name  for  ever  from  oblivion.  He  has  afforded  a  reniarkable^inftauce  of  a  fuddeii 
and  fliort-lived  celebrity  ;  and,  perhaps,  nothing  will  revive  the  memory  of  his  writings,  fo  as  to 
caufe  them  to  be  again  generally  read,  excepting  a  new  edition,  with  notes,  fully  explaining  the  fa- 
tirical  and  hiftorical  allufions.  This  was  what  Churchill  himfclf  before  his  death  wilhed  to  be  done. 
In  his  will  is  the  following  paflage.  "  I  defire  my  dear  friend,  John  Wilkes,  Efq.  to  colle«5t,  and 
publifli  n)y  works,  with  the  remarks  and  explanations  he  has  prepared,  and  any  others  he  thinks 
proper  to  make."  It  is  earneftly  hoped,  that  Mr.  Wilkes  will  comply  with  this  reqileft.  But  the 
time,  perhaps,  is  not  yet  arrived  for  taking  away  the  veil  from  certain  obje(5ls ;  and,  perhaps,  it 
may  never  be  defirable  to  revive  party  matters;  which,  though  not  funk  into  oblivion,  have  happily 
ceafed  to  inflame  the  paffions  of  the  mind. 

Churchill,  in  his  conipofitions  for  the  pulpit,  appears  in  the  charaflerof  a  fober,  rational  preacher. 
His  Sermons  are  written  with  an  uniform  mediocrity.  They  have  no  animation,  and  fhow  no  traced 
of  the  natural  vigour  and  acutenefs  of  his  mind.  T.He  fentiments  are  pradical,  and  not  ufually  to  be 
found  fault  with ;  but  thtre  is  not  a  thought  that  is  new,  or  indicates  any  peculiar  ftrenpth  of  con- 
ception. The  ftyle  is  perfpicuous,  without  the  Icaft  pretenGons  to  elegance.  The  internal  evidence 
is  againfl  the  fuppofition  of  their  being  his  own  conapofition.  It  has  an  incongruous  appearancCj 
to  fee  a  commentary  on  that  form  of  prayer,  compofed  by  Benevolence  itfelf,  preceded  by  a  virulent 
jibel. 

In  his  Poems,  he  appears  in  the  characSler  of  an  outrageous  and  mercileft  fatlrift  ;  though  there  is 
every  reafon  to  believe  that  his  natural  difpofition  was  not  fevere.  Like  our  national  charadter,  his' 
fatires  are  manly,  rough,  and  vehement.  A  fpirit  of  indigriafiun,  which  gratifies  the  ira- 
fcible  paffions,  is  the  predominant  principle.  They  refemble  the  fatires  of  Hall,  in  fcyle,  fentiment,- 
and  fpirit,  more  than  thofe  of  Young ;  to  whom  he  is  not  inferior  in  wit,  force,  pungency,  and 
invention.  He  has  tiie  ftrength,  lire,  and  brilliant  dicftion  of  Dryden,  of  whom  he  was  an  ar- 
dent admirer;  but  he  is  greatly  inferior  in  gracefulnefs,  eafe,  and  elevation  of  ftyle,  to  Pope^ 
whom  he  held  in  contempt.  The  reafons  of  it  are  given  in  his  letters  to  Mr.  Wilkes;  but  do  not 
appear  to  be  fatisfadory.  A  fmcere  regard  to  Pojje,  is  not  inconfiflent  with  the  moft  ardent  ad- 
miration of  Dryden.  Like  Dryden,  who  "  could  write  feverely,  with  more  eafe  than  he  could 
write  gently,"  he  feems  to  have  preferred  the  model  of  his  favourite  Juvenal,  rather  than  of  Horace. 
He  is  all  fire,  fpirit,  and  animation.  His  nervsus  verfe  is  well  adapted  to  exprefs  the  vehemencei 
of  his  indignation.  Amid  the  moft  ffirited  iiivedive,  it  emits  many  a  luminous  irradiation  of 
beautiful  defcriptive  poetry. 

But  he  is  inferior  to  Juvenal,  ifi  the  Importance  of  his  fubjed,  and  in  the  harmony  of  his  num- 
bers. Juvenal  pours  his  raajeftic  verfe  with  all  the  warmth  of  a  zealot  in  thecanfe  of  virtue. 
He  not  only  puts  vice  to  <?iame,  but  countenances  virtue,  and  points  out  the  vvay  to'  attain  it'. 
Churchill  fecms  to  have  little  elfe  in  view,  than  to  gratify  private  pique,  or  party  prejudice.  He 
did  not  poffcfs  dignlry  of  characfter,  awd  folidity  of  judgment,  in  a  degree  fufficient  to  enable  him  to 
iland  forth  as  a  dilinterefted  cenfor  of  prevailing  manners.  His  verlification  is  extremely  unequal  5 
fometimes  he  reminds  us  of  the  roughnefs  of  Donne,  and  the  loofenefs  of  Oldham  ;  v/hile  at  other 
times,  Ae  amply  fhows  how  well  he  unJerilood  all  the  powers  of  ftrong  and  haraionious  num- 
bers. 

The  Rofciad  is  an  admirable  poem,  and  juftly  deferves  to  be  confidered  as  a  fecond  "  Dunciad.'" 
Strength  of  poetry,  accuracy  of  obfervation,  a  happy  vein  of  humour,  and  harmony  of  numbers, 
are  its  peculiar  excellencies.  The  charadler  of  Mr.  Fitzpatrick,  Tie  thing  •without  a  name,  near 
the  beginning,  is  drawn  with  uncommon  feverity  and  fpirit.  The  lines  in  which  he  aflerts  that  ge- 
nius is  of  no  country,  are  written  with  great  energy.  The  charader  of  Shakfpeare  is  drawnf 
with  a  mafterly  hand.  His  praifes  of  Garrick,  Mrs,  Cibber,  Mrs.  Pritchardj  &c.  have  gseat  merit.- 
6  P  f  ij 
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The  Apology  difplays  as  much  hntnour  and  fancy,  facility  of  eipreflion,  and  fmoothnefs  of  verfi- 
fication,  as  are  to  be  found  in  mod  produ6lions  of  the  prefent  age.  The  frippery  of  fome  modern 
poetry,  in  particular,  is  pleafantly  ridiculed  in  the  lines  beginning,  Rude  and  unJkHfulin  the  poet's  trade. 
The  fituation  of  a  company  of  drolling  players  is  dcfcribed  with  great  drcngth  of  humour.  The 
apology  for  his  own  verlification  is  truly  ailniirable.  The  charadler  of  Dryden  is  drawn  with  great 
difcriaiination  of  judgment,  and  ftrength  of  colouring. 

The  Nigbt  lias  many  lively  and  fpirited  paffages.  The  charader  of  himfelf  is  very  favourable. 
The  patriotic  turn  of  the  nation  is  expofed  with  great  humour. 

In  the  Prophecy  of  Famine,  he  has  difplayed  great  ftrength  of  fentiment,  nervous  expreflion,  and 
elegant  numbers;  though  the  malignity  which  he  has  (hown  againft  Scotland,  and  its  inhabitants,  is 
totally  inexcufable.  The  delineation  of  a  young  poet's  mind,  at  the  beginning,  is  both  levere  and 
pleafant.  The  defcription  of  Famine,  has  in  it  the  terrible  graces  of  Sir  Joftiua  Reynolds'  pifture 
of  "  Ugollno."  His  defcription  of  Scotland,  exceeds  in  feverity  that  of  Cleveland  The  dialogue 
between  Jockey  and  Sa-u'iiey  is  well  fupportcd.  In  this  performance,  he  fliows  a  peculiar  happinefs 
in  throwing  his  thoughts  into  poetical  paragraphs ;  fo  that  the  fentence  fwells  to  the  conclufion,  as 
in  profe. 

In  the  Epijlle  to  Hogarth,  the  exprcflion  is  equally  nervous,  and  the  harmony  as  irregular  as  in  his 
other  pieces.  The  fpeech  of  Candour,  near  the  beginning,  is  perhaps  fomewhat  too  long.  The 
lines  defcribing  the  ohnoxioufnefs  of  merit  to  envy,  are  finely  cxpreffed.  The  addrefs  to  Hogarth 
is  equally  fpirittd  and  fevere.  He  fliows  an  amiable  generoficy.  and  greatnefs  of  mind,  when  he 
mourns  over  his  var.'pilhed  enemy,  and  condemns  himfelf  for  attacking  an  objedl,  wafted  with  years 
and  in5rmitief.  The  conclufion  of  the  poem  exhibits  fuch  an  affedting  pidure  of  the  ruins  of  genius,-, 
and  leaves  fuch  a  pathetic  melancholy,  that  every  fentiment  which  the  fatire  excited,  is  entirely  ef- 
faced by  it. 

The  Ghejl,  though  inferior  to  fome  of  his  other  pieces,  has  fome  fhining  and  beautiful  pafTages."  It 
lias  the  wit,  humour,  ridicule,  fs.t>.-e,  and  extravagance  of  "  Triftram  Shandy."  The  firft  book 
exhibits  a  humourous  iketch  of  the  IJftory  of  fuperftition  and  credulity,  and  a  good  reprefenta- 
tion  of  the  characfters  that  apply  for  information  about  their  future  fortune.  In  the  defcription  of 
truth,  in  the  fecond  book,  are  many  happy  flroke',  among  which  his  own  regard  to  it  is  expreffed 
with  great  energy.  The  verfes  beginning,  Dark  luas  the  night,  &c.  are  proofs  of  his  ability  in  pic- 
tu.-efque  bold  defcription,  and  bold  perfoiiification.     The  line 

"  Trembling,  znA  talking  loud,  went  Fear." 

prefents  an  image  equally  juft  and  poetical.  In  the  thirj  book,  the  privileges  of  a  poet  are  happily 
reprefented.  The  defcription  of  Fame,  which  is  very  long,  has  in  it  much  fatire  .  and  feveral  parts 
of  it  are  happily  imagined.  TI.e  trite  refieiSlions  which  lometimes  are  found  in  poetry,  are  hu- 
mouroufly  ridiculed.  The  fourth  book  has  in  it  fome  fplendid  pafTages ;  but  it  is  in  general  very 
wild  and  irregular.     Lloyd  hints  at  the  flovenly  nature  of  the  c«mpofition,  in  his  "  Cobler  of 

Cripplegate's  Letter." 

The  prleft,  I  grant,  has  fomething  clever, 
A  fomething  that  will  laft  for  ever; 
Let  him,  in  part,  be  made  your  paf:ern, 
Whofe  mufe,  n-w  queen,  and  now  a  flattern,. 
Trick'd  out  in  Rofciad,  rules  the  roaft, 
Turns  trapes  and  trollop  in  the  Ghojl, 
By  turns,  both  tickles  us,  and  warm'. 
And  drunk,  or  fober,  has  her  charms. 

The  Conference  contains  fome  pathetic  and  interefting  paflages ;  particularly  the  following  ^att. 

tiful  conlefljon,  for  the  fake  of  which,  poflibly,  the  poem  was  written. 

Ah,  what,  my  lord^  hath  private  life  to  do 
With  things  of  public  nature  ?  why  to  view. 
Would  you,  thus  cruelly  thofe  fceiies  unfold. 
Which  without  p^.in,  and  horror  to  behold, 
Muft  fpeak  nif  ionicthing,  mote  or  lefs  than  man  J 
'  Which  friends  may  pardon,  but  I  never  can  1 


TRELIFEOFCHURCHILL.  AS  2 

Look  back  '.  a  thought  which  borders  on  defpair, 

Which  human  nature  niuft,  yet  cannot  bear  ; 

' Tis  not  the  babbling  of  a  bufy  world. 

Where  praife  and  cenl'ure  are  at  random  hurl'd, 

Which  can  the  meaiiell  i.f  my  thoughts  controul, 

Or  fhakc  one  fettled  purpofe  of  my  foul : 

Free  and  at  large  mifjht  their  wild  curfes  roam, 

If  all,  if  all,  alas!   were  well  at  home, 

No — 'tis  the  tale  which  angry  confcience  tells. 

When  fhe,  with  more  than  tragic  horror,  fwells 

Each  circumftance  of  guilt;  when  llern,  but  true, 

She  brings  bad  aiftions  forth  into  review ; 

And  like  the  dread  hand-writing  on  the  wall, 

Bids  late  remorfe  awake  at  reafon's  call, 

Arm'd  at  all  points  bids  fcorpion  vengeance  pafs, 

And  to  the  mind  holds  up  refledion's  glafs; 

The  mind,  which  flartiug,  heaves  the  heart-felt  groan. 

And  hates  that  form  flie  knows  to  be  her  own.  ■• 

After  fo  feeling,  fo  evidently  contrite  a  declaration,  who  would  not  grant  a  full  abfolution  for 
any  »fn!a/ offence,  committed  by  a  penitent,  thus  apparently,  thus  ardently  fincere  ?  The  remainder 
of  the  poem  is  employed  to  affert  his  firm  attachment  to  his  country,  to  exprefs  his  zeal  in  the  glo- 
rious caufe  of  liberty,  and  to  evince  the  integrity  of  his  public,  whatever  may  have  been  the  errors 
of  his  private,  condudl.     It  concludes  with  an  admirable  addrefs  to  the  Supreme  Being. 

The  Duellijl  has  many  poetical  paflages.  The  beginning  of  the  firft  book  is  very  flrifcing,  and 
has  feme  fine  perfonifications.  The  pi6lures  of  Ambition,  Labour,  f^irtue.  Vice,  Study,  Avarice,  and 
Jealoufy,  are  drawn  with  great  flrength  and  invention.  The  pidlures  of  the  three  laf-,  are  worked 
up  with  the  greatefl  vigour  of  imagination.  The  defcription  of  the  night  previous  to  the  Duel,  is 
greatly  executed.  The  animated  verfes,  beginning,  Full  in  the  front,  &c.  form  a  fine  pi(flure  of  the 
youthful  exercifes  of  our  ancellors.  The  paffage,  beginning,  Wbenjlcrn  opprejpon,  &c.  breathes  the 
heroic  fpirit  of  liberty,  and  glows  with  the  enrhufiaftic  heat  of  ancient  valour.  Some  of  the  ancient 
inhabitants  of  the  Tempk  of  Liberty,  ?iT:c-<fit\\  de.is.vihe6.  The  verfes,  beginning,  Peace  croivnd  ivitb 
tlive,  are  eminently  beautiful.  In  the  third  book,  the  Cave  of  Fraud  is  reprefented  in  no  inadequate 
colours.  The  horrid  fiend,  ^ffaffmation,  one  of  the  inhabitants,  is  admirably  defcribed.  The  pic- 
ture, however,  is  fpoiled  by  the  puerile  intrcdudlion  of  an  excifeman's  lanthorn.  The  reft  of  the 
imagery  is  fublime;  and,  therefore,  this  low  circumftance  is  extremely  improper. 

The  Author  is  the  moft  pleafing  and  unexceptionable  of  all  his  pieces.  The  tendency  of  the  fub- 
jedb  and  the  execution  are  equally  commendable.  The  interefts  of  genius  and  learning  are  cordially 
efpoufed  and  powerfully  fupported ;  while  the  contempt  of  profeffed  ignorance,  and  the  fhallownefs 
of  pretenders  to  fcience,  are  juftly  expofed  and  lafhed  by  the  blamelefs  rod  of  general  fatire.  Some- 
times, indeed,  hi?  difpofition  to  private  fatire  breaks  forth  ;  the  force  and  efficacy  of  which,  when 
the  cenfure  is  juft,  he  no  lefs  ftrenuoufly  than  truly  maintains  in  the  following  liKes : 

When  fatire  flies  abroad  on  falfehood's  wing. 
Short  is  her  life  indeed,  and  dull  her  fting ; 
But  when  to  truth  allied,  the  wound  fhe  gives 
Sinks  deep,  and  to  remotelt  ages  lives. 
When  in  the  tomb  thy  pamper'd  flelh  {hall  rot. 
And  e'en  by  ft  lends  thy  memory  he  forgot ; 
Still  fhalt  thou  live  recorded  for  thy  crimes, 
Live  in  her  page,  and  ftinkto  after-times. 

The  little  advantages  that  attend  the  purfuit  of  fcience,  and  the  diftinguifhed  labours  of  genius, 
are  obferved  with  a  becoming  fpirit  of  indignation.  The  trammels  of  a  collei;e  life  are  larcafti- 
cally  defcribed.  His  apology  for  quitting  his  gown  is  manly  and  indignant,  but  unfatisfadlory. 
The  poem  concludes  with  thefevereft  charafler  that  ev^er  fell  from  the  pen  of  fatire. 

His  Gotham  contains  a  number  of  beautiful  paflages.  In  the  firft  book,  his  defeription  of  the 
different  ages  of  mankind,  rivals  the  defcription-*  of  Ariftotle,  Horace,  and  Shakfpeare.  In  the  be- 
ginning of  the  fecond  book,  the  bufinefs  and  labour  of  a  poet  are  well  defcribed.     The  following' 

Ff  iij 
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account  of  his  own  manner  of  wriring  will  juflify  the  ftriiftures  that  have  been  made  on  his  com- 
pofitions. 

Had  T  the  pow'r,  I  could  not  have  the  time, 
Whilft  fpirits  flow,  and  life  is  in  her  prime  ; 
Without  a  fin  'gaiiifl  pleafure,  to  delign 
A  plan,  to  methodize  each  thought,  each  line 
Highly  to  iiiiifli,  and  make  ev'ry  grace, 
In  itfelf  charming,  take  new  charms  from  place. 
Nothing  of  books,  and  little  known  of  men. 
When  the  mad  fit  comes  on,  I  feize  the  pen, 
Rough  as  they  run,  the  rapid  thoughts  fet  down. 
Rough  as  they  run,  diicharge  them  on  the  town  : 
Kence  rude,  unfinifii'd  brats,  before  their  time. 
Are  born  into  this  idle  world  of  rhyme. 
And  the  'poor  Jlattem  mufe  is  brought  to  bed 
With  all  her  imperfeclii-ns  on  her  head. 
Some,  as  no  life  appears,  no  pulfes  play 
Through  the  dull  dubious  maft,  no  breath  makes  way. 
Doubt,  greatly  doubt,  'till  for  a  glafs  they  call, 
Whether  the  child  can  be  baptiz'd  at  all  ; 
Others,  on  other  grounds,  objecflions  frame, 
And,  granting  that  the  child  may  have  a  name, 
i)oubt,  as  the  fex  might  well  a  midwife  pofe, 
Whether  they  ftiould  baptize  it,  Verfe  or  Profe. 

The  fecond  book  has  many  fine  lines,  and  fonae  happy  flrokes  of  fancy,  but  there  is  in  it  two 
jgreat  a  neglefl  of  poetic  numbers.  The  imprecations,  beginning.  Let  luar  -with  all  bis  needy  rujjian 
panJ,  contain  fublime  imagery,  and  mod  powerful  exprefTion.  The  charadlers  and  reigns  of  the 
Stuarts  in  England,  are  not  lefs  happily  than  juftly  defcribed.  In  the  beginning  of  the  third  book, 
the  verification  is  more  corre(ft  and  harmonious  ;  and  towards  the  middle  of  it  he  difplays  a  rich 
vein  of  poetry.  His  accou'nt  of  the  duty  of  a  King,  is  well  conceived  and  expreffed.  The  condi- 
tions of  royalty  and  ruflic  poverty  are  admirably  contrafted.  The  pafTages,  beginning.  When  tht 
Jrefo  morn,  &c.  abound  in  rural  fcenery,  fancy,  and  defcription,  which  rarely  occur  in  his  writings. 
In  the  defcription,  beginning.  When  a-ii' rous  ff  ring,  &c.  there  is  much  poetical  imagery.  The  lines 
in  which  he  difplays  his  love  of  poetry,  when  fuppofing  himfelf  King  of  Gotham-,  he  is  obliged  to 
take  his  farewell  of  the  mufes,  are  exquifitely  beautiful. 

The  Candidate  has  the  beauties  and  defedts  of  his  other  pieces.  The  beginning  of  the  poem  is 
very  fpirited,  and  the  words,  Ccme, panegyric,  introduce  one  of  the  fevereft  fatires  which  the  pen  of 
man  ever  wrote.  The  Farewell  contaips  fome  excellent  political  and  philofophical  refle<5lions ; 
but  it  is  deficient  in  poetical  fire,  and  many  of  the  lines  are  feeble  and  profaic. 

The  Times,  however  exceptionable,  however  enormous,  is  not  without  a  very  confiderable  Ihare 
of  poetical  merit.  In  the  group  of  follies  and  vices,  which  diftinguifh  and  difgrace  the  prefenc 
age,  Meannefs  is  marked  with  flriking  features,  and  a  mafterly  force.  The  charafters  of  Taber 
and  Aficius,  whoever  were  intended  by  them,  are  drawn  with  equal  llrength  and  feverity.  The 
lines  in  which  he  flrikes  at  the  bafe  and  illiberal  traffic  which  parents  make  of  their, children,  can- 
not be  read  without  all  his  indignation.  The  crimes  and  follies  we  borrow  from  foreign  nations, 
are  purfued  with  the  fame  vengeance  as  thofc  which  are  more  peculiarly  the  producSl  of  our  own 
climate.  The  characters  of  France,  Sfain,  and  Italy,  are  ftrongly  marked  ;  the  laft  in  particular, 
is  an  admirable  pidlure.     The  compliment  to  LaJy  Caroline  Her'uey  is  nervous  and  elegant. 

His  Independence  has  its  brighter  pafTages,  but  is  juftly  chargeable,  in  many  places,  with  vernacu- 
lar inelegance,  and  vulgarity  of  fentiment  and  didion.  The  fcene  of  weighing  a  Lord  againft  a 
bard  muft  be  allowed  to  pofTefs  an  odd  fpecies  of  whimfical  humour.  His  own  pi(5ture  is  drawn 
in  a  very  jocular  manner. 

Some  parts  of  the  Dedication  of  his  fermons  to  Warburton,  are  very  fpirited,  efpecially  thofe  paf- 
ages  which  begin  with — Health  to  great  Glofler.  The  fame  vigour  is  not  maintained  through  the 
whole ;  but  as  the  poem  was  left  ununilhed,  it  cannot  be  known  to  what  height  the  grave  irony  of 
the  fatire  might  have  beet)  carried. 


THE    LIFE    OF  CHURCHILL  455     . 

The  charaaer  of  Churchill  has  been  varioufly  reprefented  by  his  friends  and  his  enemies.    Should 
it  be  thought  that  a  few  of  his  friends  have  extolled  him  beyond  his  merit,  it  mua  be  allowed,  that 

bv  many  perfons  he  has  been  unduly  depreciated.  

•    Lloyd,  as  might  be  expeded.  in  the  following  lines  of  his  <'  epiftle  to  C.  Churchill,    is  very  warm 
in  the  praifes  of  his  friend. 

Yet  in  thefe  leaden  times,  this  idle  age, 
When  blind  with  dulnefs,  or  as  blind  with  rage, 
Author 'gainft  author  rails  with  venom  curft, 
And  happy  he  who  calls  out  blockhead  firft. 
From  tkie  low  earth  afpiring  genius  fpring?, 
And  fails  triumphant,  borne  on  eagle  wings  : 
No  toothlcl's  fpleen,  no  venom'd  critic's  aim. 
Shall  rob  thee,  Churchill,  of  thy  proper  fame  ; 
While  pitch'd  for  ever  in  thy  nervous  rhyme, 
F3ol  lives  and  Ihines  out  fool  to  lateft  time. 

In  the  concluding  lines  of  his  poem  called  «  The  Poet."  he  has  given  the  favourable  fide  of  his 

charadler. 

Is  there  a  man  whofe  genius  ftrong  ♦ 

Rolls  like  a  rapid  dream  along, 

Whofe  mufe,  long  hid  in  cloudlefs  night, 

Pours  on  us  like  a  flood  of  light ; 

Whofe  ading  comprehenfive  mind 

Walks  fancy's  re!2;ions  unconfin'd. 

Whom  not  the  furly  fenfe  of  pride, 

Nor  affcdation  warps  afide  ; 

Who  drags  no  author  from  his  fhelf, 

To  talk  on  with  an  eye  to  felt ; 

Carelcfs  alike  in  converfation, 

Of  cenfure  or  of  approbation  ; 

Who  freely  thinks  and  freely  fpeaks, 

And  meets  the  wit  he  never  feeks ; 

Whofe  reafon  calm  and  judgment  cool, 

Can  pity,  but  not  hate  a  fool ; 

Who  can  a  hearty  praife  bellow, 

1  f  merit  fparkles  in  a  foe  ; 

Who  bold  and  open,  firm,  and  true,  , 

Flatters  no  friends — yet  loves  them  too. 

Churchill  will  be  the  laft  to  know, 

His  is  the  portrait  i  would  fliow. 

Other  writers  are  more  fparing  in  their  applaufe  of  Churchill. 

«  We  all  remember,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  in  his  «  Effay  on  Pope,"  «'  when  even  a  Churchill  wa. 
more  in  vogue  than  Gray.  He  that  treats  .1  fafhionable  follies  and  the  topics  of  the  day  that  de- 
fcribes  prcfent  perfons  and  recent  events,  finds  many  perfons  whofe  underftandmgs  and  whofe  paf- 

fions  he  gratifies."  ,.  r  j  i. 

«  Even  Young."  fays  Dr.  Knox  in  his  «  Effays,"  popular  as  he  was,  has  been  eclipfed  by  a  poet 
who  has  fhone  with  the  effulgence  and  inftability  of  a  meteor.  Churchill  poffeffed  merit ;  a  merit 
which  was  magnified,  when  feen  through  the  medium  of  party,  beyond  that  degree  which  it  was 
able  to  fupport.  When  reafon  at  laft  viewed  what  paffion  had  exaggerated,  fhe  was  difgufted  with 
the  difappointment,  and  turned  away  with  negleft.  Thus,  the  celebrated  Churchill  with  whofe 
applaufe  the  town  re-echoed,  is  finking  to  an  oblivion  which  he  hardly  ^f^--^^^-  fj^^\^^ 
wrote  many  carelefs  lines,  and  many  dull  palTagcs,  yet  the  greater  part  of  his  produdlions  difplayed 
a  genuine  vein  of  fatirical  genius."  "  P  j.  .... 
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ivoscios  dcceas'd,  each  high  afpiring  play'r 
Pufti'd  all  his  int'reft  for  the  vacant  chair. 
The  bulkin'd  heroes  of  the  mimic  ftage 
No  longer  whine  in  love,  and  rant  in  rage  ; 
The  monarch  quits  his  throne,  and  condefcends 
Humble  to  court  the  favour  of  his  friends; 
For  pity's  fake  tells  undeferv'd  miihaps. 
And  their  applaufe  to  gain,  recounts  his  claps. 
Thus  the  vidorious  chiefs  of  ancient  Rome, 
To  win  the  mob,  a  fuppliant's  form  affumc. 
In  pompous  ftrain  fight  o'er  th'  cxtinguifli'd  war, 
And  (how  where  honour  bled  in  ev'ry  fear. 

But  though  bare  merit  might  in  Rome  appear 
The  ftrongeft  plea  for  favour,  'tis  not  here  ; 
We  form  our  judgment  in  another  way  ; 
And  they  will  beft  fucceed  who  beft  can  pay  : 
Thofe,  who  would  gain  the  votes  of  Britifh  tribes, 
Muft  add  to  force  of  merit,  force  of  bribes. 

What  can  an  aeStor  give  ?     In  ev'ry  age 
Cafh  hath  been  rudely  banifh'd  from  the  flage ; 
Monarchs  themfelves,  to  grief  of  ev'ry  play'r, 
Appear  as  often  as  their  image  there  : 
They  can't,  like  candidate  for  other  feat. 
Pour  feas  i  f  wine,  and  mountains  raife  of  meat. 
Wine  1  they  could  bnbe  you  with  the  world  as 

foon. 
And  of  roaft  beef  they  only  know  the  tune  : 
But  what  they  have  they  give :  could  Clive  do 

n'ore. 
Though  for  each  million  hehad  brought  homefour? 

Shuter  keeps  open  houfe  at  Southwatk  fair, 
And  hopes  the  friends  of  humour  will  be  there  ; 
Jn  Smithfield,  Yates  prepares  the  rival  treat 
For  thofe  who  laughter  love  inflead  of  meat ; 
Foi  te,  at  Old  Hoyfe,  for  even  Foote  will  be 
In  felf-conceit,  an  aftor,  bribes  with  tea  ; 
Which  Wilkipfon  at  fecond  hand  receives. 
And  at  the  New,  pours  water  on  the  leaves. 

The  to.\n  <'.ivided,  each  runs  feveral  ways, 
As  p;tffi  n,  humour,  int'reft,  party  fways. 
Things  of  no  moment,  colour  of  the  hair. 
Shape  of  a  leg,  complexion  brown  or  fair, 
A  drelswell-chofen   or  a  patch  mifplac'd, 
Conciliate  favour,  or  create  diflafte. 

From  galleries  loud  peals  of  laughter  roll, 
And  thunder  SJiuter's  praifcs— 'he's  fo  droll. 


Emhox'd,  the  ladles  muft  have  fomething  fmartj 
Palmer  !  Oh  !  Palmer  tops  the  janty  part. 
Seated  in  pit,  the  dwarf,  with  aching  eyes. 
Looks  up,  and  vows  that  Barry's  out  of  Cze  ; 
Whilft  to  fix  feet  tiie  vig'rous  tripling  grown, 
Declares  that  Garrick  is  another  Coan. 

V.''hen  place  of  judgment  is  by  whim  fupply'd. 
And  our  opinions  have  their  rife  in  pride; 
When,  in  difcourfing  on  each  mimic  elf. 
We  praife  and  cenfure  with  an  eye  to  felf ; 
All  mud  meet  friends,  and  Ackman  bids  as  fair 
In  fuch  a  court  as  Garrick  for  the  chair. 

At  length  agreed,  all  fquabbles  to  decide. 
By  fome  one  judge  the  caufe  was  to  be  try'd ; 
But  this  their  fquabbles  (//<f  afrelh  renew. 
Who  fhould  be  judge  in  fuch  a  trial : — Who? 

For  Johnfon  fome,  but  Johnfon,  it  wasfear'd. 
Would    be    toQ    grave ;    and  Sterne  too  gay  ap- 

pear'd: 
Others  for  Francklin  voted;  but  'twas  known. 
He  Ccken'd  at  all  triumphs  but  his  own  : 
For  Colman  many,  but  the  peevifh  tongue 
Of  prudent  age  found  out  that  he  was  young : 
For  Murphy  fome  few  pilfering  wits  declar'd, 
WhiHl  folly  clapp'd  her  hands,  arid  wifdom  flar'd. 

To  mifchief  train'd,  ev'n  from  his  mother's 
womb. 
Grown  old  in  fraud ,  though  yet  in  manhood's  bloom. 
Adopting  arts  by  which  gay  villians  rife. 
And  reach  the  heights  which  honeft  men  defpife; 
Mute  at  the  bar,  and  in  the  fenate  loud. 
Dull  'mongft  the  duUeft,  proudefl  of  the  proud; 
A  pert,  prim  prater  of  the  northern  race. 
Guilt  in  his  heart,  ?nd  famine  in  his  face, 
Stood  forth; — and  thrice  he  wav'd  his  lily  hand— 
And  thrice  he  twirl'd  his  eye — thrice  ftrok'd  his 
band. —         .  [aim, 

"  At  friendfbip's  call  (thus  oft  with  trait'rout 
"  Men  void  of  faith  ufurp  faith's  facred  name) 
"   At  friendfliip's  call  1  come,  by  Murphy  fent, 
"  Who  thus  by  mf^de-ueUfes  his  intent, 
"   But  left,  traiufus'd,  tiie  ipii it  Ihould  be  loft, 
"  That  fpirit  which  in  fturms  of  rhtt'ric  toft, 
''  Bounces  about,  and  flies  like  bottled  beer, 
"   In  his  own  words  his  own  intentions  hear. 
"  Thanks  to  my  friends. — But   to  vile  fortunes 
"  born, 
"  No  robes  of  fur  tliefe  Ihoulder s  mu/l  adora. 
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"  Vain  your  applaufe,  no  aid  from  thence  I  draw, 

"  Vain  al!  my  wit,  for  whar  i^  wit  in  hv-v  ? 

"  Twice  (curs'd  remembrance)  1  twice   I  flrove 

"  to  psin 
*'  Admittance  'mong'ft  the  law-in(lni(5led  train, 
"  Who,  in  the  Temple  and  Gray"s-!nn  prepare 
"   For  clients  wretched  feet  the  legal  fnare  : 
"  Dead  to  thofe  arts  which  polifh  and  refine, 
"  Deaf  to  nil  wortli,  becaiife  thatworth  was  mine, 
"  Twice  ("itd  thofe  blockheads  flartle  at  my  name, 
"  And  foul  rejection  gave  me  up  to  fhami;. 
"  To  laws  and  lawyers  then  I  bid  adieu, 
"   And  plans  of  far  more  lib'ral  note  purfue. 
"   Who  will  may  be  a  judsre — my  kindling  breaft 
"  Burns  for  that  chair  which  Rofcius  once  pof- 

"  fefs'd.      . 
"  Here  give  your  vrtes,  your  int'reft  here  exert, 
"  And  let  fucceCs  for  once  attend  del'ert." 

With  fleek  appearance,  and  with  ambling  pace, 
And,  type  of  vacant  head,  with  vacant  face. 
The  Proteus  Hill  put  in  his  modcj}  plea. — 
"  Let  favour  fpeak  for  others,  worth  for  me." — 
iior  who,  like  him,  his  various  powers  could  call 
Into  fo  many  fhapes,  and  fhine  in  all? 
"Who  could  fo  nobly  grace  the  motley  lift, 
^iJor,  inft>c£fur,  docior,  holanijl  ? 
Knows  any  one  fo  well — fure  nb  one  knows,-— 
A.t  once  lo play,prefcr'ibe,  compound,  compofe  ? 
Who   can—But  Woodward   came,-— Hill   flipp'd 

away,    " 
Melting,  like  ghofts,  before  the  rifing  day. 

*  Wirl'i  x\\-i.tluiv  cunning,  which  in  fools  fupplies. 
And  amply  too,  the  place  of  being  wife, 

Which  nature,  kind,  indulge  nt  parent,  gave 
To  qualify  the  blockhead  for  a  knave ;      [charms. 
With   that  fmooth    falfehood,   "whofe   appearance 
And  reafon  of  each  whokfome  doubt  difarms. 
Which  to  the  loweft  depths  of  guile  defcends. 
By  vileft  means  purfues  the  vilefl  ends. 
Wears  friendibip's  mafk  for  purpofes  nf  fpite, 
Fawns  in  the  day,  and  butchers  in  the  night ; 
With  that  malignant  envy,  which  turns  pale. 
And  fickcns,  even  if  a  friend  pic-vail. 
Which  merit  and  fuccefs  purfues  with  hate, 
And  damns  the  worth  it  cannct  imitate; 
With  the  cold  caution  of  a  coward's  ipleen, 
Which  fears  not  guilt,  but  always  leeks  a  fcreen, 
Which  keeps  this  maxim  ever  in  her  view— 
What's  bjfAy  done,  fh.iuld  be  A^wtfafdy  too; 
With  that  dull,  rooted,  callous  impudence, 
Which,  dead  to  fhame,  and  ev'ry  nicer  fenfe. 
Ne'er  blufh'd,  unlefs,  in  Ipreading  vice's  fnares, 
She  blunder'd  on  fome  virtue  anaix'a' es  : 
With  all  thefe  blelTmgs,  which"  we  I'eldom  find 
Lavilh'd  by  nature  on  one  happy  mind, 
A  motley  figure,  of  the  fribble  tribe. 
Which  heart  can  fcarce  conceive,  or  pen  defcribc, 
iJ^me  Jimp' ring  on :   to  ai'certain  whofe  fex 
Twelve  fage  impaneU'd  matrons  would  perplex. 

*  This  fevcre  characler  ivas  intended  for  Mr.  Fitz- 
patrick,  a  perfon  ivho  had  rendered  hitnfelf  remarkable 
by  his  aSli-oity  in  the  playhoufe  riots  of  I  '63,  reldtme 
to  the  taking  half  prices,  Hs  ivas  the  hero  of  Garrici's 
Fribbleriad. 


Nor  male,  nor  female,  neither,  and  J'Ct  both; 

Of  neuter  gender,  though  of  Irijli  growth  j 

A  fix-foot  I'uckling,  mincing  in  its  gait; 

-AfFcdted,  peevifli,  prim,  ami  delicate; 

Fearful  it  feem'd,  though  of  athletic  make. 

Left  brutal  breezes  Ihould  too  roughly  fhake 

Its  tender  form,  ■dx\<\  fa-vage  motion  fprcad 

O'er  its  pale  cheeks  the  horrid  manly  red. 

Much  did  it  talk,  in  its  own  pYetiy  phrafe. 
Of  genius  and  of  tafte,  of  play'rs  and  plays  ; 
Much  too  of  writings,  which_;</jyhad  wrote. 
Of  fpetial  merit,  though  of  little  note  ; 
For  fate,  in  a  ftrange  humour,  had  decreed 
That  what  it  wrote,  none  but  itfef  ihoxxlo.  read  • 
Much  too  it  chacter'd  of  dramatic  laws. 
Misjudging  critics,  and  miCpiac'd  applaufe. 
Then,  with  a  felf-complacetit  jutt-ing  air, 
It  fmlVd.  it  fmirK'd.,  it  luriggled  to  the  chair  ; 
And,  with  an  awkward  brifknefs  not  its  own, 
Looking  around,  and periing  on  the  throne, 
Triumphant   feem'd,   when 'that   ftrange  favage 

dame, 
Known  but  to  few,  or  only  known  by  name. 
Plain  common  fenfe  appear'd,  by  nature  there 
Appointed,  with  plain  truth,  to  guard  the  chair. 
The  pageant  faw,  and  blailed  with  her  frown. 
To  its  firft  ftate  of  nothing  melted  down. 

Nor  fliallthe  mufe  (for  even  th'ere  the  pride) 
OF  this  >va!n  nothing  fhall  be  mortifiedj 
Nor  iball  the  mufe  ;^fhould  f;ite  ordain  her  rbymeff. 
Fond,  pleafing  thought  '.   to  live  in  after-times) 
With  I'uch  atrifler's  name  her  pages  blot ; 
Known  be  the  chara(fter,  the  thing  forgot ; 
Let  it,  to  dif;ippoint  each  future  aim, 
Live  loithout  fex,  and  die  ivithout  a  name! 

Cotd-blooded  critics,  by  enervate  fires 
Scarce  hamnier'd  out,  whei)  nature's  feeble  fires 
Glimmer'd  their  lafl ;  whofe  lluggifli  blood,  half 
froze,  [ne'er  glows 

Creeps  lab'rfng  through  the  veins;   whofe  heart 
With  fancy-kindled  heat ; — a  fervile  race. 
Who  in  mere  want  of  fault  all  merit  place  ; 
Who  blind  obedience  pay  to  ancient  fchools, 
Bigots  to  Greece,  and  flaves  to  mufty  rules; 
Wirh  folemn  confequence  decIarM  that  none 
Could  judge  that  caufe  but  Sophocles  alone. 
Dupes  to  their  fancied  excellence,  the  crowd, 
Obfequious  to  the  facred  didtate,  bow'd. 

When,  from  amidll  the  throng,  a  youth  ftooA 
forth, 
Unknown  his  perfon,  iK>t  unknown  his  worth; 
His  look  befpnke  applaufe  ;  alone  he  flood. 
Alone  he  ittmm  d  the  mighty  critic  flood. 
He  talk'd  of  ancients,  as  the  man  became 
Who  priz'd  our  own,  but  envied  not  their  fame; 
With  noble  rev'rence  fpoke  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
And  fcnrn'd  to  tear  the  laurel  from  the  tomb. 

"  But  more  than  juft  to  other  countries  grown, 
"  Mufl  we  turn  bafe  apoftates  to  our  own  i 
"  Where  do  thefe  words  of  Greece  and  Rome  excel, 
"  That  England  may  not  plcafe  the  car  as  well  i 
"  What  mighty  magic's  in  the  olace  or  air, 
"  That  all  perfedtion  needs  muft  centre  there  ? 
"  In  ftates,  let  ftrangcrs  blindly  be  preferr'd ; 
"  In  Hate  of  leuers,  merit  fhould  be  heard. 
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"  Genius  is  of  no  country,  her  pure  ray 

"  Spreads  all  abroad,  as  geii'ra)  ;is  the  day  ; 

"  Foe  to  rellraint,  from  place  to  place  fhe  flies, 

•'  And  may  hereafter  e'en  in  Holland  rife. 

"  May  not  (to  give  a  plealing  fancy  fcope, 

"  And  cheer  a  patriot  heart  withpatriut  hope) 

•'  May  not  fome  great  extenfive  genius  raiie 

"   The  name  of  Britain  'bove  Athenian  praife  ; 

"  And,  whiHl  brave  third  of  fame  his  bofom  warms, 

•'  Mike  England  great  in  letters  asip  arms  ? 

*'  There  may — there  hath — and  bhakfpeare's  mufe 

"  alpires 
"  Beyond  the  reach  of  Greece  :  with  native  fires 
"  Mounting  aloft,  he  wings  his  daring  flight, 
"  While  Sophocles  below  Hands  trembling  at  his 
"  height. 

•'  Why  (hould  we  then  abroad  for  judges  roam, 
"  When  abler  judges  we  may  find  at  home  ? 
"  Happy  in  tragic  and  in  comic  pow'rs, 
"  Have  we  not  Shakfpeare  ? — Is  not  J'lnfon  ours  ? 
"  For  them,  your  nat'ral  judges,  Britons,  vote; 
"  They'll  judge   like    Britons,  who  like  Britons 
"  wrote" 

He  faid.and  conquer'd — Senfe  refum'dherfway, 
And  dilappointed  pedants  fkalk'd  away. 
Shakfpeare  and  Jonfon,  with  deferv'd  applaufe, 
Joint-judges  were  ordain'd  to  try  the  caufe. 
Meantime  the  ftranger  ev'ry  voice  employ 'd. 
To  afk  or  tell  his  name — Who  is  it  ? — IJoyd. 

Thus,  when  the  aged  friends  of  Job  flood  mute. 
And,  tamely  prudent,  gave  up  the  difpute, 
Elihu,  with  the  decent  warmth  of  youth, 
Boldly  Hood  forth  the  advocate  of  truth; 
Confuted  falfehood,  and  difabled  pride, 
Whilft  baffled  age  ftood  fnarling  at  his  fide. 

The  day  of  trial's  iix'd,  nor  any  fear 
Left  day  of  trial  fhould  be  put  off  here. 
Caufes  but  feldom  for  delay  can  call 
In  Courts  wliere  forms  are  lew,  fees  none  at  all. 

The  morning  came,  nor  find  1  that  the  fun, 
As  he  on  other  great  events  hath  done. 
Put  on  a  brighter  rube  than  what  he  wore 
To  go  his  journey  in  the  day  before. 

Full  in  the  centre  of  a  fpacious  plain. 
On  plan  entirely  new,  where  nothing  vain. 
Nothing  magnificent  appear'd,  but  art 
With  decent  modefty  pcrform'd  her  part, 
Ri ife  a  tribunal  :  from  no  other  court 
It  botrow'd  ornnment,  or  fought  fupp'  rt  : 
No  juries  here  were  pack'd  to  kill  or  clear, 
No  bribes  were  taken,  nor  oaths  broken  here  ; 
No  gownfmen,  partial  to  a  client's  caufe, 
To  their  own  purpofe  tun'd  the  pliant  laws. 
Each  judge  was  true  and  fheady  to  his  truft. 
As  Mansfield  wife,  and  as  old  Fofter  *  juft. 

fn  the  firft  feat,  in  robe  "f  various  dyes, 
A  noble  wildnefs  flafhing  from  his  eyes. 
Sat  Shakfpeare — In  one  hand  a  wand  he  bore, 
For  mighty  wonders fani'd  in  days  oT  yore; 
The  other  held  a  globe,  which  to  his  will 
Obedient  turn'd,  and  own'd  the  mafter's  fkdl : 
Things  of  the  noblefl  kind  his  genius  drew, 
And  look'd  through  nature  at  a  fingle  view  : 

*   Sir  Michael  Fejier,   one   of  the    "Judges   of  the 
Ring's  Hittcb, 


A  loofe  he  gave  to  his  unbounded  foul, 

And  taught  new  lands  to  rife,  new  feas  to  roll; 

Call'd  ir,ti<  being  Icei  es  unknown  before, 

An<' ,  pafTing  nature's  bounds,  was  fomething  more. 

Next  Jonfon  fat,  iii  ancient  learning  train'd, 
His  rigid  judgment  fancy's  flights  reftrain'd, 
Corrcitly  prun'd  each  wild  luxuriant  thought, 
Mark'd  out  her  courfe,  nor  fpar'd  a  glorious  fault. 
The  book  of  man  he  read  with  nicelt  art. 
And  ranfack'd  all  the  fecrets  of  the  heart; 
Exerted  penetration's  urmoil  force. 
And  trac'd  each  pafTion  to  its  proper  fource; 
Then  ftrongly  mark'd,  in  llvelieft  colours  drew. 
And  brought  each  foible  forth  to  public  view. 
The  coxcomb  felt  a  lalh  in  ev'ry  M'ord, 
Aj^id  fools,  hung  out,  thtir  brother  fools  deterr'd. 
His  comic  humour  kept  the  world  in  awe. 
And  laughter  frighten  d  folly  more  than  law. 

But,  hark! — The   trumpet  founds,  the  crow 4 
gives  way, 
And  th-  proct  flion  comes  in  juft  array. 

Now  iliould  I,  in  fome  fweet  poetic  line, 
Offer  up  incenfe  at  Ap'illo's  fhrine ; 
invoke  the  mufe  to  quit  her  calm  abode, 
And  waken  mem'ry  with  a  fleeping  ode. 
For  how  fliould  mortal  man,  in  mortal  verfe. 
Their  titles,  merits,  or  their  names  rehearfe  ? 
But  give,  kind  dullnefs,  memory  and  rhyme, 
We'll  put  off  genius  till  another  time. 

Firft,   order  came, with  folemn  ftep,  and 

(low. 
In  meafur'd  time  his  feet  were  taught  to  go. 
Behind,  irom  time  to  time,  he  caft  his  eye. 
Left  this  ftir.uld  quit  his  place,  that  ftep  awry. 
Appearances  to  lave  his  only  care; 
So  things  feem  right,  no  matter  what  they  are. 
In  him  his  parents  fiiw  themfelves  rtnew'd, 
B 'gotten  by  Sir  Critic  on  Saint  Prude. 
Ihen  came  drum,  trumpet,  baiithoy,fdd!e,  flute ; 
\^iyA-  fnuffar .,f-wcder ,  fb'fter ^  foldier ,  mute  : 
Legion?  of  angels  all  in  ivbite  advance  ; 
Furies,  allyw,  come  f.irward  in  a  dance; 
Pantomime  figures  then  are  brought  to  view, 
Fools  hand  in  hana  with  fools,  go  two  by  two. 
Next  came  the  treafurer  of  either  houfe  ; 
One  with  full  purfc,  t'uther  with  not  a  fous. 
Behind,  a  group  of  figures  awe  create. 
Set  uff  with  all  th'  impertinence  of  ftate; 
By  lace  and  feather  confecrate  to  fame,' 
Explitive  kings,  and  queens  without  a  name. 

Here  Havard,  all  ferene,  in  the  fame  ftrains. 
Loves,  hates,  and  rages,  triumphs,  and  complains; 
His  eafy  vacant  face  proclaira'd  a  heart 
Which  could  not  feel  emotions,  nor  impart. 
With  him  came  mighty  Davies.     On  my  iife, 
That  Davies  hath  a  very  pretty  wife  :  — 
Statefman  all  over  !— In  plots  famous  grown  I— 
He  muuths  a  fentence,as  curs  mouth  a  bone. 

Next  Holland  came. — With  truly  tragic  ftalk, 
He  creeps,  he  flies. — A  hero  fhould  not  walk. 
As  if  with  heav'n  he  warr'd,  his  eager  eyes 
Planted  their  batteries  againft  the  fkies ; 
Attitude,  acflion,  air,  paufe,  ftart,  figh,  groan, 
He  borrow'd,  and  made  ufe  of  as  his  own. 
By  fortune  thrown  on  any  other  ftage. 
He  mightfferhaps,  have  pleas'd  an  eafy  age ; 
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But  now  appears  a  copy,  and  no  more, 
Of  fomething  better  we  have  feen  before. 
The  a(5tor  who  would  build  a  folid  fame, 
Muft  imitation's  fervile  arts  difclaim  ; 
Ad:  from  himfelf,  on  his  own  bottom  ftand  ; 
I  hate  e'en  Garrick  thus  at  fecond-hand. 

Behind  came  King Bred  up  in  modeft  lore, 

Bafliful  and  young  he  fought  Hibcrnia's  fliorc  ; 

Hibernia,  fam'd,  'bove  ev'ry  other  grace. 

For  matchlefs  intrepidity  of  face. 

From  her  his  features  caught  the  gen'rous  flame, 

And  bid  defiance  to  all  fenfe  of  fhame. 

Tutor'd  by  her  all  rivals  to  furpafs, 

'Alongft  Drury's  fons  he  comes,  and  fliines  in  brafs. 

Lo  Yates  ! — Without  the  leaft  finefle  of  art 
He  gets  applaufe — I  wifli  he'd  get  his  part. 
When  hot  impatience  is  in  full  career, 
How  vilely  "  Hark'e  '.   Hark'e  !"  grates  the  ear  ? 
When  adlive  fancy  from  the  brain  is  fent, 
And  ftands  on  tip-toe  for  fome  wifh'd  event, 
I  hate  thofe  carelefs  blunders  which  recal 
Sufpended  fenfe,  and  prove  it  fiction  all. 

In  charaifters  of  low  and  vulgar  mould, 
Where  nature's  coarfeft  features  we  behold, 
Where,  deftitute  of  ev'ry  decent  grace, 
Unmanner'd  jefts  are  blurted  in  your  face, 
There  Yates  with  juftice  ftricSt  attention  draws, 
Acfts  truly  from  himfelf,  and  gains  applaufe. 
But  when  to  pleafe  himfelf  or  charm  his  wife, 
He  aims  at  fomething  in  politer  life, 
When,  blindly  thwarting  nature's  ibibborn  plan, 
He  treads  the  Itage,  byway  of  gentleman, 
The  clown,  v^ho  no  one  touch  of  breeding  knows. 
Looks   like    Tom    Errand    drefs'd   in   Clincher's 

clothes. 
Fend  of  his  drefs,  fond  of  his  perfon  grown, 
Laugh'd  at  by  all,  and  to  himlelf  unknown, 
From  fide  to  fide  he  firuts,  he  fmilcs,  he  prates, 
And  feems  to  wonder  what's  become  of  Yates. 

Woodvv'ard,  endow'd  with  various  tricks  of  face, 
Great  mafter  in  the  fcience  of  grimace, 
from  Ireland  ventures,  fav'rite  of  the  town, 
Lur'd  by  the  pleafing  profpedl  of  renown  ; 
A  fpeaking  Harlequin,  made  up  of  whim. 
He  twills,  he  twines,  he  tortures  ev'ry  limb. 
Plays. to  the  eye  with  a  mere  monkey's  art, 
And  leaves  to  fenfe  the  conqueil  of  the  heart. 
We  laugh  indeed,  but  on  reflection's  birth 
We  wonder  at  ourfclves,  and  curfe  our  mirth. 
His  walk  of  parts  he  fafally  mifplac'd. 
And  inclination  fondly  took  for  talle ; 
Hence  hath  the  town  fo  often  feen  difplay'd 
Beau  in  burlefque,  high  life  in  mafquerade. 

But  when  bold  wits,  not  Aich  as  patch  up  plays, 
CM  and  corretSt,  in  thefe  infipid  days. 
Some  comic  charader,  ftrong  featur'd,  urge 
To  probability's  extremcft  verge, 
Where  modeft  judgment  her  decree  fufpends, 
And  for  a  time  nor  cenfures  nor  commends. 
Where  critics  can't  determine  on  the  fpot. 
Whether  it  is  in  nature  found  or  not, 
There  Woodward  fafcly  fliall  his  pow'rs  exert, 
Nor  fail  of  favour  where  he  fliows  deiert. 
Hence  he  in  Bobadil  fuch  prsifes  bore, 
Such  worthy  prailcs,  Kitely  fcarehad  more. 


By  turns  transform'd  into  all  kind  of  fliapes, 
Conftant  to  none,  Foote  laughs,  cries,  ftruts,  and 

fcrapes  : 
Now^  in  the  centre,  now  in  van  or  rear. 
The  Proteus  Ihifts,  bavd,  far/on,  au^ioneer. 
His  ftrokes  of  humour,  and  his  burft  of  fport, 
Are  allcontain'd  in  this  one  word  d'ifiort. 

Doth  a  man  ftutter,  look  a-fquint,  or  halt  ? 
Mimics  draw  humour  out  of  nature's  fault, 
With  perfonal  defecSls  their  mirth  adorn. 
And  hang  misfortunes  out  to  public  fcorn. 
Ev'n  I,  whom  nature  caft  in  hideous  mould, 
Whom,  having  made,  fhe  trembled  to  behold. 
Beneath  the  load  of  mimicry  may  groan, 
And  find  that  nature's  errors  are  my  own. 

Shadows  behind  of  Foote  and  Woodward  came; 
Wilkinfon  tiiis,  Obrien  v>'as  that  nsme  : 
Strange  to  relate,  but  wonderfully  true. 
That  even  ftiadows  have  their  fhadows  too  ! 
With  not  a  fingle  comic  pnw'rendu'd. 
The  firll  a  n.ere  mere  mimic's  mimic  rtood ; 
The  laft  by  nature  form'd  to  pleafe,  who  fhows. 
In  Jonfon's  Stephen,  which  way  genius  grows; 
Self  quire  put  off,  affe<5ls,  with  teo  much  art. 
To  put  on  Woodward  in  each  mingled  part ; 
Adopts  his  fhrug,  his  wink,  his  ftare  ;  nay,  more. 
His  voice,  and  croaks  ;  for  Woodward  croak'd  be« 

fore. 
When  a  dull  copier  fimple  grace  neglefls, 
And  rcfts  his  imitation  in  defects, 
We  readily  forgive  ;  but  fuch  vile  arts 
Are  double  guilt  in  men  of  real  parts. 

By  nature  form'd  in  her  pervcrfell  mood, 
With  no  one  requiCte  of  art  endu'd, 
Next  Jackion  came. — Obferve  that  fettled  glare. 
Which  better  fpeaks  a  puppet  than  a  player : 
Lift  to  that  voice — did  ever  difcord  hear 
Sounds  fo  well  fitted  to  her  untun'd  ear  ? 
When,  to  enforce  fome  very  tender  part. 
The  right  hand  fleeps  by  inftind  on  the  heart. 
His  foul,  of  every  other  thought  bereft. 
Is  anxious  only  where  to  place  the  left ; 
He  fobs  and  pants  to  footh  his  weeping  fpoufe. 
To  footh  his  weeping  mother,  turns  and  bows. 
Awkward,  embarrals'd,  ftiff,  without  the  ikill 
Of  moving  gracefully,  or  ftandiiig  ftill, 
Otke  leg,  as  if  fufpicious  of  his  brother, 
Defirous  feems  to  run  away  from  th'  other. 

Some  error?,  handed  down  from  age  to  age, 
Plead  cuftom's  force,  and  ftill  poffefs  the  flage. 
That's  vile — fhould  we  a  parent's  faults  adore. 
And  err,  becaufe  our  fathers  err'd  before  ? 
If,  inattentive  to  the  author's  mind. 
Some  adors  made  the  jeft  they  could  not  find. 
If  by  low  tricks  they  marr'd  fair  nature's  mien. 
And  blurr'd  the  graces  of  the  fimple  fcene, 
Shall  we,  if  reafon  rightly  is  employ'd. 
Not  fee  their  faults,  or  feeing  not  avoid  ? 
When  FalftafF  ftands  detedted  in  a  lie, 
Why,  without  meaning,  rolls  love's  glalTy  eye  ? 
Why  :' — There's  no  caufe — at  leaft  no  caufe  wc 

know — 
It  was  the  faftiion  twenty  years  ago. 
Faihion,  a  word  which  knaves  and  fools  may  ufe, 
Their  knavery  and  folly  to  cxcufe. 
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To  copy  beauties,  forfeits  all  pretence 
To  fame — to  copy  faults,  is  want  of  fenfe. 

Yet  (though  in  fome  particulars  he  fails, 
Some  few  particularss  where  mode  prevails), 
If  in  thefe  hallow'd  times,  when  fober,  fad. 
All  gentlemen  are  melancholy  mad, 
When  'tis  not  deem'd  fo  great  a  crime  by  half 
To  violate  a  veftal,  as  to  laugh, 
Rude  mirth  may  hope  prefumptuous  to  engage 
An  a<5l  of  toleration  for  the  ftage, 
And  courtiers  will,  like  reafonable  creatures, 
Sufpend  vain  falhion,  and  unfcrew  their  features. 
Old  FalftafF,  play'd  by  !ove,fhali  plcaf«  once  more, 
And  humour  fet  the  andience  in  a  roar. 

A(ftors  I've  feen,  and  of  uo  vulgar  name, 
Who,  being  from  one  part  poflel's'd  of  fame, 
Whether  they  are  to  laugh,  cry,  whine,  or  bawl, 
Still  introduce  that  fav'rite  part  in  all. 
Here,  love,  be  cautious— ne'er  be  thou  betray'd 
To  call  in  that  wag  Falftaff's  dang'rous  aid; 
Like  Goths  of  old,  howe'er  he  feems  a  friend. 
He'll  feize  that  throne  you  vvifh  him  to  defend. 
In  a  peculiar  mould  by  humour  caft, 
For  FalftafF  fram'd — himfelf  the  firl>  and  laft, — 
He  flands  aloof  from  all — maintains  his  flate, 
And  fcorns,  like  Scoifmen,  to  aflimilate. 
Vain  all  difguife — too  plain  we  fee  the  trick, 
Though  the  knight  wt-ars  rhe  weeds  of  Dominic; 
And  Boniface,  difgrac'd,  betrays  the  fmack. 
In  Anno  Domini,  of  Falflaff 's  fack. 

Arms  crofs'd,  'orows  bent,  eycsfix'd,  feet  march- 
ing flow, 
A  band  of  malecontents  with  fpleen  o'erflow  ; 
Wrapt  in  conceit's  impenetrable  fog, 
Which  pride,  like  Phoebus,  draws  from  ev'ry  bog, 
They  curfe  the  managers,  and  curie  the  town, 
Whofe  partial  favours  keeps  fuch  merit  down. 

But  if  fnme  man,  more  hardy  than  the  reft, 
Should  dare  attack  thefe  gnatHngs  in  their  nefl ; 
At  once  they  rife  with  impotence  of  rage. 
Whet  their  fmall  ftings,  and  buzz  a'oout  theftage- 
"  'I'is  breach  of  privilege  ' — Shall  any  dare 
*'  To  arm  fatiric  truth  againft  a  player  ? 
"  Prcfcriptive  ri-rhts  we  plead  time  out  of  mind  ; 
"  Ailors,  unlafli'd  thcnifelves,  may  lalh  mankind." 

What !   (hall  opinion  then,  of  nature  free 
And  lib'ral  as  the  vagrant  air,  agree 
To  ruft  in  chains  like  thefe,  impos'd  by  things 
Which,  lefs  than  nothing,  ape  the  pride  of  kings  ? 
No — though  half-poets  with  half-players  join 
To  curfe  the  freedom  of  each  honefl  line  ; 
Though  rage  and  malice  dim  their  faded  cheek  ; 
What  the  mufe  freely  thinks,  fhe'll  freely  fpeafc. 
With  jult  dildain  of  ev'ry  paltry  fncer, 
Stranger  alike  to  flattery  and  fear. 
In  purpofe  fix'd,  and  to  herfelf  a  rule. 
Public  contempt  fhall  wait  the  public  fool. 

Auftin  would  always  gliften  in  French  filks, 
Ackman  would  Norris  be,  and  Packer  Wilks. 
For  who,  like  Ackman,  can  with  humour  pleafe  ? 
Who  can,  like  Packer,  charm  with  fprightly  eafe  ? 
Higher  than  all  the  refl:,  fee  Branfby  flrut : 
A  mighty  Gulliver  in  Lilliput ! 
Ijudicrous  nature  1  which  at  once  could  fhow 
A  man  fo  very  high,  fo  very  low. 


If  T  forget  thee,  Blakes,  or  if  I  fay 
Aught  hurtful,  may  I  never  fee  the  play. 
Let  critics,  with  a  fupercilious  air, 
Decry  thy  various  merit,  and  declare 
Frenchman  is  flilt  at  top; — but  fcorn  that  rage 
Which,  in  attacking  thee,  attacks  the  age. 
French  follies,  univeri'ally  embrac'd, 
At  once  provoke  our  mirth,  and  form  our  tafle. 

Long,  from  a  nation  ever  hardly  us'd, 
At  random  ccnfur'd,  wantonly  abus'd. 
Have  Britons  drawn  their  fport,  with  partial  viewr 
Form'd  gen'ral  notions  from  the  rafcal  few  ; 
Condemn'd  a  people,  as  for  vices  known. 
Which,   from  tlieir   country  banifli'd,   feek  our 

own. 
At  length,  howe'er,  the  flavilh  chain  is  broke. 
And,  fenfe  awaken'd,  fcorns  her  ancient  yoke  : 
Taught  by  thee.  Moody,  we  now  learn  to  raife 
Mirth  from  theirfoibles;  from  their  virtues,  praife. 

Next  came  the  legion,  which  our  yaztzwer  Bayes, 
From  alleys,  here  and  there,  contriv'd  to  raife, 
Flufh'd  with  vafl  hopes,  and  certain  to  fucceed. 
With  wits  who  cannot  Write,  and  fcarce  can  read. 
Vet'rans  no  morefupport  the  rotten  caufe. 
No  more  from  Elliot's  worth  they  reap  applaufe  ; 
Each  on  himfelf  determines  to  rely. 
Be  Yates  difbanded,  and  let  Elliot  fly. 
Never  did  play'rs  fo  well  an  author  fit. 
To  nature  dead,  and  foes  declared  to  wit. 
So  loud  each  tongue,  fo  empty  was  each  head 
So  miuch  they  talk,  fo  very  little  faid, 
So  vvfond'rous  dull,  and  yet  fo  v/ondrous  ^ain. 
At  once  fo  willing,  and  ur.fit  to  reign. 
That  real'on  fwore,  ror  would  the  oath  reca). 
Their  mighty  mafter's  foul  inform'd  them  all. 

As  one  with  various  difappointments  fad, 
Whom  dullnefs  only  kept  from  being  mad, 
Apart  from  all  the  reft  great  Murphy  came — 
Common  to  fools  and  wits,  the  rage  of  fame. 
What  though  the  fons  of  nonfenfe  hail  him  flrff. 
Auditor,  Author,  Manager,  and  'Squire, 
His  refllefs  foul's  ambition  Itops  not  there, 
Fo  make  his  triumphs  perfedl,  dub  him  Player, 

In  perfon  tall, a  figure  form'd  to  pleafe. 
If  fymmetry  could  charm,  dcpriv'd  of  eafe; 
When  motionlefs  he  llands,  we  ail  approve  ; 
What  pity  'tis  the  thing  was  made  to  move. 

His  voice,  in  one  dull,  deep,  unvaried  found. 
Seems  to  break  forth  from  caverns  under  ground. 
From  hillow  chcft  the  low  fepulchral  note 
Unwillii  g  heaves,  and  flruggles  in  his  throat. 

Could  authors  butcher'd  give  an  after  grace. 
All  muft  to  him  refign  the  foremoft  place. 
When  he  attempts,  in  fome  one  fav'rite  part. 
To  ape  the  feeli.ngs  of  a  manly  heart. 
His  honeft  features  the  difguife  defy. 
And  his  face  loudly  gives  his  tongue  the  lie. 

Still  in  extremes,  he  knows  no  happy  mean, 
Or  raving  mad,  or  flupidly  ferene. 
In  cold-wrought  fcenes  the  lifelefs  after  flags, 
!i)  pafiion  tears  the  paflion  into  rags. 
Can  none  remember  ? — Yes — I  know  all  mufl— 
When  in  tlje  Moor  he  ground  his  teeth  to  dufl. 
When  o'er  the  flage  he  folly's  ftandard  bore, 
Whilft  common-fcnfe  flood  trembling  at  the  door. 
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How  few  are  found  with  real  talents  blefs'd, 
Fewer  with  naturs's  gifts  contented  reft. 
Man  from  his  fphcre  ecccnric  ftarts  aftray  ; 
All  hunt  for  fame  ;   but  moft  niiftake  the  way. 
Bred  at  St.  Omer's  to  the  fhiifiling  trade, 
The  hopeful  youth  a  Jefuit  mi(rht  have  made, 
"With  various  readings  ftor'd  his  empty  fkull, 
Leam'd  without  feiife,  and  venerably  dull; 
Or,  at  fome  banker's  defic,  like  many  more. 
Content  to  tell  that  two  and  two  make  four, 
His  name  had  ftood  in  city  snnals  fair, 
AxiA.  prudent  dulhiefs  niark'd  him  for  a  mayor. 

What  then  couid  tempt  thee,  in  a  critic  age, 
Such  blooming  hopes  to  forfeit  on  a  flage  ? 
Could  it  be  worth  thy  wond'rous  wafte  of  pains 
To  publifh  to  the  world  thy  lack  of  brains? 
Or  might  not  reafon  ev'n  to  thee  have  fhown 
Thy  greateft  praife  had  been  to  live  unknozun  ? 
Yet  let  not  vanity  like  thine  defpair  ; 
Fortune  makes  ioily  her  pecidiar  care. 

A  vacant  throne  high-plac'd  in  Smithfield  view, 
To  facred  duUnefs  and  her  firjl  Lorn  due, 
Thither  with  hafte  in  happy  h.'Ur  repair, 
Thy  birth-right  claim,  nor  fear  a  rival  there. 
Shuter  himfelf  fnall  own  thy  jufter  clcum, 
Andvenal  ledgers  pufTtheir  Alurphy's  name, 
Whilft.  Vanghan  *  or  Dapper,  call  him  what  you 

will, 
Shall  blow  the  trumpet  and  give  out  the  bill. 

There  rules  fecuie  from  critics  and  from  fenfe, 
Nor  once  (hall  genius  rife  to  give  offence  ; 
Eternal  peace  fhall  blci's  the  happy  fhore, 
And  little  fadions  break  thy  reft  no  more. 

From  Cavent-Garden  crowds  promifcuous  go, 
"Whom  the  mufe  knows  not,  nor  defires  to  know. 
Vet'rans  they  feem'd,bui  knew  of  arms  no  more 
Than  if,  till  that  time,  arms  they  never  bore. 
Like  Weftminfler  militia  train'd  to  fight, 
They  fcarcely  knew  the  left  hand  from  the  right. 
Afham'd  among  fuch  troops  to  (how  the  head, 
Their  chiefs  werefcatter'd,  and  their  heroes  fled. 

Sparks  at  his  glafs  fat  comfortably  d^wn  [frown; 
To  fep'rate   frown  from    fmile,  and  fmile  from 
Smith,  the  genteel,  the  airy,  and  the  fmart, 
S^^ith  was  juft  gone  to  fchool  to  fay  his  part; 
Rfifs  I'a  mi'fortune  v/hich  we  often  meet) 
Was  fait  allcep  at  dear  ritatira's  feet  ; 
Statira,  with  her  hero  to  agree. 
Stood  on  her  feet  as  faff  afleep  as  he ; 
Macklin,  who  largely  deals  in  half-fornfd  founds, 
Who  wanionly  tranlgrelTes  nature's  bounds, 
Whofe  acSing's  hard,  affecfed,  and  conllrain'd, 
"Whofe  features,  as  each  other  they  difdain'd, 
At  variance  fet,  inflexible  and  coarfe, 
Ne'er  know' the  working  of  united  force, 
Ne'er  kindly  foften  to  each  other's  aid, 
Nor  fhow  the  mingled  pow'rs  of  light  and  fhade, 
No  longer  for  a  thanklefs  flage  concern'd, 
To  worthier  thoughts  his  mighty  genius  turn'd, 
Harangu'd,  gave  leisures,  made  each  firtiple  elf 
Almofl  as  good  a  fpeaker  as  himfelf ; 
Whilft  the  whole  town,  mad  with  miflaken  zeal, 
An  awkward  rage  for  elocution  feel; 

,    *    A  jrenileman   ivho  pubUj'oed  u}  this  Jimdure,  a 
foem  itithuled  "   The  Rdoit." 


Dull  cits  and  grave  divines  his  praife  proclaim. 
And  join  with  Sheridan's  their  Macklin's  name; 
Shuter,  who  never  car'd  a  finglc  pin 
Whether  he  left  out  nonfenfe,  or  put  in 
Who  aim'd  at  wit  though  levell'd  in  the  dark. 
The  random  arrow  feldom  hit  the  mark, 
At  Iflington,  all  by  the  placid  ftream 
Where  city  fwains  in  lap  of  duUnefs  dream, 
Where,  quiet  as  her  ftrains  their  ftrains  do  flow. 
That  all  the  patron  by  the  bards  may  know, 
Secret  as  night,  with  Rolt's  experienc'd  aid, 
The  plan  of  future  operations  laid, 
Projedled  fchenies  the  fummer  months  to  cheer. 
And  fpin  out  happy  folly  through  the  year,  [fled, 

Bu"-   think   not   though  thcfe  daftard-chiefs  are 
That  Covent-Garden  troops  fhall  want  a  head  : 
Harlequin  comes  their  chief  ! — See  from  afar, 
The  hsro  feated  in  fantaftic  car ! 
Wedded  to  novelty,  his  only  arms 
Are  wooden  fwords,  wands,  talifman's,  and  charms; 
On  one  fide  folly  fits,  by  fome  calj'd  fun, 
And  on  the  other,  his  arch  patron,  Lun. 
Behind,  for  liberty  atliirfl  in  vain, 
Senfe,  helplcfs  captive,  drags  the  galling  chain. 
Six  rude  mi>ihapcn  beafls  the  chariot  draw. 
Whom  reafon  lothes.  and  nature  never  faw  ; 
Monflers  with  tails  of  ice  and  heads  of  fire  ; 
Gorgons,  and  Hydrae,  and  chimeras  dire. 
Each  was  befl;rode  by  full  as  monflrous  wight, 
Giant,  dwarf,  genius,  elf,  hermaphrodite. 
The  town,  as  ufual,  met  him  in  full  cry  ; 
The  town,  as  ufual,  knew  no  reafon  why. 
But  fafhion  fo  diredfs,  and  moderns  raife 
On  fafhion 'smould'ring  bafe  their  tranfient  praife. 

Nest  to  the  field  a  band  of  females  draw 
Their  force  ;  for  Britain  owns  no  falique  law  : 
Juft  to  their  worth,  we  female  rights  admit, 
Nor  bar  their  claim  to  empire  or  to  wit. 

Firft,  giggling,  plotting  chamber-maids  arrive. 
Hoydens  and  rom.ps  led  on  by  Gtn'ral  Olive. 
In  fpite  of  outward  blemifhes,  fhc  fhone 
For  humour  fam'd,  and  humour  all  her  own. 
Eafy,  as  if  at  home,  the  flage  fhe  trod, 
Nor  fought  the  critics  praife,  nor  fcar'd  his  rod. 
Original  in  fpirit  and  in  eafe. 
She  pieas'd  by  hiding  all  attempts  to  pleafe. 
No  comic  adtrefs  ever  yet  could  raife. 
On  humour's  bafe,  more  merit  or  more  praife. 

With  all  the  native  vigour  of  fixtecn, 
Among  the  merry  troop  confpicuous  feen, 
See  lively  Pope  advance  in  jig  and  trip, 
Corinna,  Cherry,  Honeycomb,  and  Snip. 
Not  without  art,  but  yet  to  nature  true, 
She  charms  the  town  with  humour  juft,  yet  new. 
Cheer'dby  herpromife,  we  the  lefs  deplore 
The  fatal  time  when  Ciive  fhall  be  no  more. 

Lo  !  Vincent  comes — with  fimple  grace  array'd, 
She  laughs  at  paltry  arts,  and  fcorns  parade- 
Nature  through  her  is  by  refledlion  fhown, 
Whilfl  Gay  once  more  knows  Polly  for  his  own. 

Talk  not  tg  me  of  diffidence  and  fear — 
I  fee  it  all,  but  muft  forgive  it  here, 
Dcfe<Sts  like  thefe  which  moikjl  terrors  caufe, 
From  impudence  itfelf  extort  applaufe. 
Candour  and  reafon  ftill  take  virtue's  part; 
We  love  ev'n  by  foibles  info  goud  an  heart.- 
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Let  Tommy  Arne,  with  ufual  pomp  of  ftyle, 
■Whofe  chief,  whofe  only  merit's  to  compile. 
Who  meanly  pilfering  here  and  there  a  bit, 
Deals  mufic  out  as  Murphy  deals  out  wit, 
Publjfh  propofals,  laws  for  tafte  prefcribe. 
And  chaunt  the  praife  of  an  Iralian  tribe; 
Let  him  reverfe  kind  nature's  firft  decrees. 
And  teach  ev'n  Brent  a  method  not  to  pleafe ; 
But  never  {hall  a  truly  Britifli  ag-e 
Bear  a  vile  race  of  eunuchs  on  the  (ka^e. 
The  boafted  work's  call'd  national  in  vain, 
If  one  Italian  voice  pollutes  the  ftrain. 
Whe-e  tyrants  rule,  and  flaves  with  joy  obey, 
Let  flavifh  minftrils  pour  th'  enerv.'.i-.'  lay  ; 
To' Britons  far  more  noble  pleafures  Iprinpr, 
In  native  notes  whilft  Beard  and  Vincent  fmg. 

Might  figure  give  a  title  unto  fame, 
What  rival  (hould  with  Yates  difpute  her  claim  ; 
But  juftice  may  not  partial  trophies  raife, 
Nor  fink  the  acSlrefs  in  the  woman's  praife. 
Still  hand  in  hand  her  words  and  a<ftions  go. 
And  the  heart  feels  more  than  the  features  {how; 
For  through  the  regions  of  that  beauteous  face, 
We  no  variety  of  paffions  trace  : 
Dead  to  thefoft  emotions  of  the  heart, 
No  kindred  foftnefs  can  thofe  eyes  impart; 
The  brow,  flill  fix'd  on  forrow's  fullen  frame. 
Void  of  diftindlion,  marks  all  parts  the  fame. 

What's  a  fine  perfon,or  a  beauteous  face, 
Unlefs  deportment  gives  them  decent  grace  ? 
Blefs'd  with  all  other  rcquijites  to  pkafe, 
Some  want  the  ftriking  elegance  of  cafe  ; 
The  curious  eye  their  awkward  movement  tires; 
They  feem  like  puppets  led  about  by  wires. 
Others,  like  flatues,  in  one  pofture  ftill. 
Give  great  ideas  of  the  workman'i  {kill ; 
Wond'ring,  his  art  we  praife  the  more  we  view, 
And  only  grieve  he  gave  not  motion  too. 
Weak  of  themfelves  are  what  wc  beautie*  call, 
It  is  the  manner  which  gives  ftrength  to  all. 
This  teaches  ev'ry  beauty  to  unite, 
And  brings  them  forward  in  the  nobleft  light. 
Happy  in  this,  behold,  amidft  the  throng. 
With  tranfient  gleam  of  grace,  Hart  (weeps  along. 

If  all  the  wonders  of  cxttrnai  grace, 
A  perlbn  finely  turn'd,  a  mould  of  face, 
Where,  union  rare,  expreflion's  lively  force 
With  beauty's  Ibftefl  magic  holds  difcourle, 
Attra<Sl  the  eye;  if  feelings  void  of  art, 
Roufe  the  quick  pafilon^,  and  enllime  the  heart ; 
If  mufic  fweetly  breathing  from  the  tongue. 
'Captives  the  ear.  Bride  muft  not  pafs  uniung. 

When  fear,  which  rank  ill  nature  terms  conceit, 
By  time  and  cuftom  ronqucr'd,  fhall  retreat ; 
When  judgment  tutor'd  by  experience  fage, 
Shall  {hoot  abroad  and  gather  ftrength  from  age  ; 
When  Heav'n  in  mercy  fhall  the  ftage  rcleai'e 
From  the  dull  flumbers  of  a  ilill-life  piece  ; 
When  fome  ftale  flow'r,  difgraceful  to  the  walk. 
Which  long  hath  hung,  though  wither'd  on  the 

{talk, 
Shall  kindly  drop,  then  Bride  {ball  make  her  way, 
And  iT.erit  find  a  paffage  to  the  day  ; 
Brought  into  adion,  {lie  at  once  {hall  raife 
Her  own  renown,  and  juflify  our  praife. 


Form'd  for  the  tragic  fcene,  to  grace  the  ftage. 
With  rival  exrclicnce  of  love  and  rage, 
Mifirefs  of  each  fofr  art,  with  matchlefs  ik.il] 
To  turn  and  wind  the  paffions  as  ihe  will; 
To  melt  the  heart  wirh  fympathetic  woe. 
Awake  the  figh,  and  teach  file  rear  to  flow; 
To  put  on  frenzy's  wild  diftradled  glare. 
And  freeze  the  ioul  with  horror  and  defpair ; 
With  juft  defert  enrol  I'd  in  endlefs  fame, 
Coiifcious  of  worth  fuperior,  Cibber  came. 

When  poor  Alicia's  madd'ning  brains  arerack'd, 
And  ilrongly  iniag'd  griefs  her  mind  difiraCf  ; 
Struck  wich  her  grief,  1  catcli  the  madnefs  too! 
My  brain  turns  round,  the  hcadlefs  trunic  I  view  ! 
The  roof  cracks,  {hakes  and  falls  . — New  hoirors 

rife, 
And  rea.Qjn  buried  in  the  ruin  !Ics. 

Nobly  difuainful  of  each  flavilh  art, 
She  makes  her  firfl  attack  upon  the  heart; 
Pieas'd  with  the  i'ummons,  it  receives  her  laws. 
And  ail  is  filence,  fympathy,  applaufe. 

But  when,  by  fo.nd  ambition  drawn  afide. 
Giddy  with  praife,  and  puff'd  with  female  pride. 
She  quits  the  tragic  fcene,  and,  in  pretence 
To  comic  merit,  breaks  down  nature's  fence  ; 
1  fcarcely  can  believe  my  ears  or  eyes, 
Or  find  out  Cibber  through  the  dark  difguife. 

Pritchard,  by  nature  for  the  ftage  dcfi<'ii'd, 
In  perfon  graceful,  and  in  fenfe  rcfin'd  ; 
Her  art  as  much  as  nature's  JVicnd  became. 
Her  Voice  as  free  from  blemifn  as  her  fame. 
Who  knows  fo  well  in  majefty  to  pieafe, 
Attemper'd  with  the  graceful  charmsof  cafe  ? 

When  Congreve's  favoui'u  pantomime  to  grace. 
She  comes  a  captive  queen  of  Moorifh  race  ; 
When  love,  hate,  jealoufy,  defpair  and  rage, 
With  wiliieft  tumults  in  her  breall  tnoage  ; 
Still  equal  to  herfelf  is  Zara  feen  ; 
Her  palfions  are  i.he  paDions  of  a  queen. 

When  {he  to  nnirder  v.-htts  tlie  timorous  thane, 
I  feel  ambition  tulh  through  ev'ry  vein  ; 
Perfuafion  hangs  upon  her  dannjf  tongue. 
My  heart  g'rovvs  tlJnt,    and   ev'ry   nerve's   new 
firung. 

In  comedy — "  Nay,  there,"  cries  critic,  "  hohf, 
"  Prirchaid's  :ov  comedy  too  i'at  and  old. 
"   Who   can,  with  patience,   bear  the  gray  co- 

"  quette, 
"  Or  force  a  laugh  with  overgrown  Julctt  .' 
"   Her  fpeech,  look,  a<5tion,  hrm.iur,  all  are  jufl; 
"  But  tiiCii,  her  age  and  figure  give  difguft." 

Arc  toibles  then,  and  graces  of  ,'h.e  mind. 
In  real  lile,  to  fize  or  age  coifia'd  .'' 
Do  fpirits  flow,  and  is  good -breeding  plac'd 
In  any  let  circumference  of  waill  ? 
As  we  grow  old,  doth  alTeclation  ceafe. 
Or  gives  not  age  new  vigour  to  caprice  ? 
If  in  originals  thefe  things  appear, 
■U'hy  fhould  we  bar  thein  in  the  copy  here  ? 
The  nice  pundtiiio-mongers  of  this  age, 
!'he  graM  minute  reforrners  of  tiie  ftage, 
-Slaves  to  propriety  of  ev'ry  kind. 
Some  ftandardmearure  for  each  part  fliould  find 
Which  when  the  beft  of  adhors  flull  exceed, 
Let  it  devolve  to  o^e  of  Ibialler  br;cd. 
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All  actors  too  upon  the  back  fhould  bear 
Certificate  of  birth ; — time,  when  ; — place,  where. 
For  how  can  critics  riphtiy  fix  their  worth, 
Unlefs  they  know  the  minute  of  their  birth  ? 
An  audience  too,  deceiv'd,  may  find  too  late 
That  they  have  clapp'd  an  aiftor  out  of  date. 

Fissure,  I  own,  a:  lirfl  may  give  oft'ence, 
Ardharfhly  Hrike  the  eye's  too  curious  fenfe  : 
But  when  perfecfiio".^  of  the  mind  brtak  forth, 
Humour's  chafte  fallies,  judgment's  folid  worth: 
V/hen  the  pure  genuine  flame,  by  nature  taught, 
t,prin;rs  into  fenfe,  and  ev'ry  anion's  thought; 
Before  fuch  merit  all  objedicns  fly  ; 
Pritrhard's  genteel,  and  Garrick's  fix  feet  high. 

Oft  have  I,  Pritchard,  feen  thy  wond'rous  {kill, 
Cor.fcfs'd  thee  great,  but  find  thee  greater  ftill. 
That  worth,  which  fhone  in  fcatfer'd  rsys  before. 
CcillfcJled  now,  breaks  forth  with  double  pow'r. 
The  jealous  wife  !   on  that  thy  trophies  raife. 
Inferior  only  to  the  author's  praife. 

From  Dublin,  fa.m'd  in  legends  of  romance 
For  mighty  tnagic  of  enchanted  lance, 
With  which  her  heroes  arm'd  vi(5lorious  prove. 
And  like  a  flood  rufii  o'er  the  land  of  love, 
IMf-ffop  and  Barry  came — names  ne'er  defign'd 
Ev  fate  in  the  fame  fentence  to  be  join'd. 
RaisM  by  the  breath  of  popular  acclaim, 
'["hey  mcunred  to  t'ne  pinnacle  of  fatr.e  ; 
There  the  wea's  brain,  made  giddy  with  the  height, 
.*purr'd  on  the  rival  chiefs  to  mortal  fight. 
1  litis  fpr.rtive  boys,  around  fome  bafon  s  brim, 
Behold  the  pipe-drawn  bladders  circling  fwim  : 
Bat  if  from  lungs  more  potent,  there  arife 
Two  bubbles  of  a  more  than  common  fize, 
liager  for  honour  they  for  fight  prepare. 
Bubble  meets  bubble,  and  both  fmk  to  air. 

jMcffop,  attacli'd  to  military  plan, 
.'^•ill  kept  his  eye  fix'd  on  his  right-hand  man. 
Wiiilft  the  mouth  meafure's  words  with  feeming 

flcili. 
The  right  hand  labours,  and  the  left  lies  ftiil ; 
Tor  he  refclv'd  on  fcriptiire-grnunds  to  go, 
What  the  right  doth,  the  left-hand  fhall  not  know. 
Vv'ith  ftudled  impropriety  of  fpeech. 
He  fi;ars  beyond  the  hackney  critic's  reach  ; 
To  epithets  allots  emphatic  ft?.te, 
Whilfl  principals,  ungrac'd,  like  lacquies  wait ; 
In  ways  firft  trodden  by  himfelf  excels, 
And  (iand«  aioiie  in  in(ieclina!>!es; 
(Jonjuf.ol  on,  prepofition,  ndverb  join 
To  flanip  new  vigour  on  the  nervous  line  : 
In  n'.on/.fyllabJc^  his  thunders  roll, 
Kk,  sue,  h',  and,  we,  te,  thet,  fright  the  foul. 

In  perfon  tal'er  than  the  common  fize, 
B. hold  \v  here  Sarry  draws  admiring  eyes  ! 
Whei;  lab'ring  pi^fTmns,  in  his  bof':m  pent, 
CoiivuiCve  Twe,  aid  fin:ggiir.g  heave  for  vent; 
KpeiTtarors,  with  imagin'd  terrors  warm, 
Anxious  cxpeih  the  hiirS^ing  of  the  ftorm  : 
But  all  unfit  in  fuch  a  pile  to  dwell. 
His  vioce  cnr.ies  forth,  like  Echo  frrm  her  ceil; 
To  fweil  the  tempeft  reedlul  aid  denies, 
And  all  a-down  the  fla'^c  in  fe.ble  murmurs  dies. 
■     What  man,  like  Barry,  with  Xuch  pains,  can  err 
la  elocution,  atftion,  charader  ? 
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What  man  could  give,  if  Barry  v;as  not  hertf. 
Such  well-applauded  tendernefs  to  Lear? 
Who  elfe  can  fpcak  fo  very,  very  fine, 
That  fenfe  may  kindly  end  with  ev'ry  line? 

Some  dozen  lines  before  the  ghoft  is  there. 
Behold  him  for  the  folemn  fcene  prepare. 
See  how  he  frames  his  eyes,  poifes  each  limb, 
Puts  the  whole  body  into  proper  trim. —         [art. 
From  whence  we  learn,  with  no  great  ftretch  of 
Five  lines  hence  comes  a  ghoft,  and,  ha!  a  flart. 

When  he  appears  m<  ft  perfedl,  ftill  we  find 
S  mething  which  jars  upon,  and  hurts  the  mind. 
Whatever  lights  upi^n  a  part  are  thrown. 
We  fee  too  piainiy  they  are  not  his  own. 
No  flame  from  nature  ever  yet  he  caught; 
Nor  knew  a  feeling  which  he  was  not  taught; 
He  rais'd  his  trophies  on  the  bafe  of  art, 
And  conn'd  his  paffions,  as  he  conn'd  his  part. 

Quin,  from  atar,  iur'd  by  the  fcent  of  fame, 
A  ftage  Leviathan,  put  in  his  claim. 
Pupil  of  Betterton  and  Booth.     Alone, 
Sullen  he  walk'd,  and  deem'd  the  chair  his  own. 
For  how  fhould  moderns,  muftirooms  of  the  day, 
Who  ne'er  thofe  mafters  knew, know  how  to  play  ? 
Gray-bearded  vet'ian*,  who,  with  partial  tongue, 
Extol  the  times  when  they  themfclves  were  young; 
Who  having  Inft  all  relifh  for  the  ftage, 
See  not  their  own  defedls,  but  lafti  the  age, 
Receiv'd  with  joyful  murmurs  of  applaufe, 
Their  darling  chief,  and  lin'd  his  favourite  CBufe. 

Far  be  it  from  the  candid  mufe  to  tread 
Infuhing  o'er  the  afttes  of  the  dead. 
But.  jult  to  living  merit,  fhe  maintains. 
And  dares  the  teft,  whilft  Garrick's  genius  reigns; 
Ancients  in  vain  endeavour  to  excel. 
Happily  prais'd,  if  they  could  ad;  as  well. 
But  though  prefcription's  force  we  difallow, 
Nor  to  antiquity  fubmilTive  bow; 
Though  vv'e  deny  iinaginary  grace. 
Founded  on  accidents  of  time  and  place  ; 
Yet  real  worth  of  ev'ry  growth  fhall  bear 
Due  prjiife,  nor  muft  we,  Quin,  forget  thee  there. 

His  words  bore   fterling  weight,  nervous  and 
ftr.ing 
In  manly  tides  of  fer.fe  they  roU'd  along. 
Happy  in  art,  he  chiefly  had  pretence 
To  keep  up  numbers,  yet  not  forfeit  fenfe. 
No  aclor  ever  greater  heights  could  reach 
In  a'l  the  labour'd  artifice  of  fpeech. 

Speech  I  Is  that  all  ? — And  fhall  an  ador  found 
An  univerfal  fame  on  partial  ground? 
Parrots  themfeives  fp.'ak  properly  by  rote. 
And,  in  fix  months,  my  dog  Ihall  hcAl  by  note. 
I  laugh  at  thofe,  who,  when  the  ftage  they  treatj, 
Negled  the  heart,  to  compliment  the  head ; 
With  ftrid  propriety  their  care's  confin'd 
To  weigh  out  words,  while  pafilon  halts  behind. 
To  fyllable-difiedlors  they  appeal, 
Allov/  them  accent,  cadence, — fools  may  feel ; 
But,  fpite  of  all  the  criticifing  elves,  [fclves. 

Th.  fe  who  would  make  us  feel,   muft  feel  them- 

His  eyes,  in  gloom.y  fockct  taught  to  roll, 
Proclaini'd  the  fullen  habit  of  his  foul. 
Heavy  and  phlegmatic  he  trod  the  ftage. 
Too  proud  for  tendernefs,  too  dull  for  rage. 
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Wlien  Hedtor's  lovely  wiflow  (hines  in  tears. 
Or  Rowc's  gay  ra!;e  dependant  virtue  jeers. 
With  the  lame  caft  of  icatures  hq  is  fetn 
To  chide  the  libertine,  and  coiiit  the  queen. 
From  rhe  tame  fccnc,  which  without  puiliun  flows, 
With  juft  dcfert  his  reputation  role  ; 
Nor  lefs  he  pleas'd,  when,  on  fome  i'urly  plan, 
He  was,  at  once,  the  acflor  and  the  man. 

In  Brute  lie  (hone  unequallM  :  all  agree 
Garrick's  not  half  fo  j^reat  a  brute  as  he. 
When  Cato's  labour'd  fcenes  are  br-uji;ht  to  view, 
With  equal  praife  tlie  adlor  labour'd  too ; 
For  ftill  you'll  find,  trace  pailions  to  their  root, 
Small  diff'rence  'twi.Tct  the  ftoic  and  the  brute. 
In  fancied  fcenes,  as  in  life's  real  plan. 
He  could  not,  for  a  moment,  fink  the  man. 
In  whatc'er  caft  his  chara(5fer  was  laid. 
Sell  ftill,  like  oil,  upon  the  furface  play'd. 
Nature,  in  fpite  of  all  his  fkill,  crept  in  : 
Horatio,  Dorax,  Falftaff, — flill  'twa--  Quin. 

Next  follows  Sheridan — a  doubtful  name, 
As  yet  unfettled  in  the  rank  of  fame. 
This,  fondly  lavidi  in  his  praifes  grown. 
Gives  him  all  merit :   That  allows  him  none. 
Between  them  both  we'll  Ueer  the  middle  courfe, 
Nor,  loving  praife,  rob  judgment  of  her  force. 

Juft  his  concejjtions,  natural  and  great : 
His   feelings   ftrong,    his   wtrds    enfoic'd    with 

weight. 
Was   fpeech-fam'd    Quin    himfelf    to    hear    him 

fpeak, 
Envy  would  drive  the  colour  from  his  cheek: 
B.it  ftep-dame  nature,  niggard  of  her  grace, 
Deny'd  the  focial  pow'rs  'if  voice  and  face. 
Fix  d  in  one  frame  of  features,  glare  of  eye, 
Faflions,  like  chaos,  in  confuiloii  lie  : 
In  vain  the  wonders  of  his  (kill  are  try'd 
To  form  diftindlions  nature  hath  deny'd. 
His  voice  no  toueh  of  harmony  admits, 
Irregularly  deep  and  fiirill  by  fits : 
The  two  extremes  appear  like  man  and  wife, 
Coupled  together  for  the  fake  of  ftrifa. 

His  atflion's  always  ftrong,  but  fometimes  fuch, 
That  candour  muft  declare  he  ads  too  much. 
Why  muft  impatience  fall  three  paces  back .' 
Why  paces  three  return  to  the  attack  f 
Why  is  the  right-leg  too  forbid  to  ftir, 
Unlefs  in 'motion  femicircular  i' 
Why  muft  the  hero  with  the  nailoY  vie. 
And  hurl  the  dole  clench'd  fift  atnofe  or  eye  ? 
In  royal  John,  with  Philip  angry  grown,  , 
I  thought  he  would  have  knock'd  poor  Davles 

down. 
Inhuman  tyrant !   was  it  not  a  fliame, 
To  fright  a  king  fo  harmlefs  and  fo  tame, 
Eur,  fpite  of  ail  defects,  his  glories  rife; 
And  art,  by  judgment  form'd,  with  nature  vies : 
Br-hold  him  found  the  depth  of  Huberts  foul, 
Whilft  in  his  own  contending  paflions  roll , 
View  the  whole  fcene,  with  critic  judgment  fcan, 
And  then  deny  him  merit  if  you  can. 
Where  he  falls  Ihof  t,  'tis  nature's  fault  alone  ; 
Where  he  fucceeds,  the  merit's  all  his  own. 
■     I. aft  Garrick  came. — Behind  him  throng  a  train 
Of  fiiarling  critics,  ignorant  as  vwii. 
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One  finds  out, — "  He's  of  flature  fomewhat 
"  low,— 
"  Your  hero  always  firould  be  tall,  you  know. — 
"   True  nat'ral  grcatiiefs  all  confifts  in  height." 
Produce  your  voucher,  critic. — "  Sergeant  Kite." 

Another  can't  forgive  the  paltry  arts 
By  which  he  makes  his  way  to  ftialf^w  hearts; 
Mere  pieces  of  fincfle,  traps  for  applaufe — 
"   Avaunt,  unnat'ral  ftart,  affeded  paufe." 

For  me,  by  nature  form'd  to  judge  with  phlegm, 
I  can't  acq-iit  by  wholefale,  nor  cotidemn. 
The  beft  things  carried  to  cxcefs  ;ire  wrong: 
The  ftart  may  be  too  frequent,  paufe  too  longj 
But,  only  us'd  in  proper  tune  and  place, 
Severeft  judgment  muft  allow  them  grace. 

If  bunglers,  form'd  on  imitation's  plan, 
Juft  in  the  way  that  monkies  mimic  man, 
rheir  copied  fcene  with  mangled  atts  difijrace, 
And  paule  and  ftart  with  the  fame  vacant  face  ; 
We  join  the  critic  laugh  ;  thofe  tricks  we  fcirn, 
Which  fpoil  the  fcenes  they  mean  them  to  adorn. 
But  when,  from  nature's  pure  and  genuine  Iburce, 
fhefe  ftrokes  of  aAing  flow  with  gen'rous  force, 
When  in  the  features  all  the  foul's  pourtray'd. 
And  pafiionS;  fuch  as  Garrick'.'.,  are  difplay'd, 
To  me  they  feem  from  quickeft  feelings  caught  ; 
Each  ftart  is  nature ;  and  each  paufe  is  thought. 

When  reafon  yields  to  paffioh's  wild  alarms, 
And  the  whole  ftate  of  man  is  up  in  arms  ; 
What  but  a  critic  could  condemn  the  piay'r. 
For  paufing  here,  when  cool  feivfe  paul'cs  there  ? 
Whilft,  working  from  the  heart,  the  fire  I  trace, 
And  mark  it  ftrongly  flaming  to  the  face  ; 
Whilft,  in  each  found,  I  hear  the  very  man ; 
I  can't  catch  words,  and  piry  thofe  who  can. 

Let  wits,  like  fpiders,  from  the  tortur'd  braia 
Fine-draw  the  cri:ic-web  with  curious  pain  ; 
l"he  god-,-— a  kindnefs  I  with  thanks  muft  pay,—" 
Have  form'd  me  of  a  coarfer  kind  of  clay  ; 
Nor  ftung  with  envy   nor  with  fpleen  diieas'd, 
A  poor  dull  creature,  ftill  with  nature  pleas'd; 
Hence  to  thy  praifes,  Garrick,  I  agree. 
And,  pleas'd  with  nature,   muft  be   pleas'd  with 
thee,  [out, 

Now  might  I  tell,  how  filence  reign  d  through- 
And  deep  attention  hufli'd  the  rabble  rout  1 
How  ev'ry  claimant,  tortur'd  with  defire, 
Was  pale  as  alhes,  or  as  red  as  fire  : 
But,  loofe  to  fame,  the  mufe  more  fimply  acfls, 
Rcjeifls  a'l  flouriih,  and  relates  mere  fatfts. 

The  judges,  as  the  feveral  parties  came,  [c'aini, 
With  temper  heard,  with  judgment  wcigh'd  each 
And,  in  their  fcntence  happdy  agreed. 
In  name  cf  both,  great  Shaklpeare  thus  decreed. 

"   If  manly  fenfe;   if  na;  ure  link'd  with  art  ; 
"  If  thorough  knowledge  of  the  human  heart ; 
"   If  pow'rs  of  a<iling  vaft  and  i;nconnn'd  ; 
''   If  ftwtft  faults  with  greateft  beauties  join'd; 
'«'    If  ftrong  expreffion,   and  ftrange  pow'rs  whicfi 
i'   Within  the  magic  circle  of  the  eye  ;  [lie 

t'   If  feeling';  which  few  hearts,  like  his,  can  know, 
,'  And  which  no  face  fc  well  as  his  can  ftiow ; 
j'  Dtferve  the    pref'reiice ;-— Garrick,    titke    the 
"  chair; 

Nor  quit  il — till  thou  place  an  e(jusl  there," 
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THE  APOLOGY. 

AdJrejfid  to  the  Critical  Re'uieivers. 
Laughs  not  the  heart,  when  giants,  big  with 

pride* 
Affume  the  p.mpous  port,  the  martial  ftride  : 
O'er  arm  Herculean  heave  th'  enormous  lliicld, 
Vaft  as  a  weaver's  beam  the  javelin' wield  ; 
With  the  loud  voice  of  thund  ring  Jove  defy. 
And  dare  to  lingle  combat — What  ?— A  fiy. 

And  laugh  wc  lefs,  when  giant  names,  which 
fhine 
Eftablifli'd,  as  it  were,  by  right  di-vine ; 
Critics,  whom  ev'ry  captive  art  adores. 
To  whom  glad  fcience  po>,rs  forth  all  her  flores ; 
Who  high  in  letter'd  reputation  fit. 
And  hold,  Aftraja  like,  the  fcales  ox  wit ; 
With  partial  rage  rufh  forth,— Oh  !  fliame  to  telll 
To  crulh  a  bard  juft  burfting  from  the  Ihell  ? 

Great  are  his  perils  in  this  ilorniy  time 
Who  raflily  ventures  on  a  fea  of  rhyme. 
Around  vaft  furges  roll,  winds  envious  blow. 
And  jealous  rocks  and  quickfands  lurk  below  : 
Greatly  his  foes  he  dreads  but  more  his  friends  ; 
He  hurts  me  mcft  who  laviflily  commends. 

Look  through  the  world — in  ev'ry  other  trade 
The  fame  enipioyment's  caufeof  kindnefs  made, 
At  leall  appearance  of  good-will  creates, 
And  ev'ry  fool  puffs  off  the  fool  he  hates, 
Coblers  with  coblers  fmoke  away  the  night, 
And  in  the  common  caule  e'en  play'rs  unite. 
Authors  alone,  with  more  than  favage  rage, 
Unnat'ral  war  wiih  brother-authors  wage. 
The  pride  of  nature  would  as  foon  admit 
Competitors  in  empire  as  in  wit  : 
Onward  they  rufli  at  fame's  imperious  call, 
And,  lef«  than  greateft,  .vould  not  be  at  all. 

Smit  with  the  love  of  honour, — or  the  pence, 
O'er-run  with  wit,  and  deftitute  of  fenfe, 
Should  any  novice  in  the  rhyming  trade 
With  iawlefs  pen  the  realms  of  verfe invade: 
Jorth  from  the  court,  inhere  fceptredfages  fit, 
Abus'd  with  praile,and  flatter'd  into  wit; 
Where  in  lethargic  majcfty  they  reign. 
And  what  they  won  by  dullnefs,  flill  maintain; 
l^egions  of  fadlious  authors  throng  at  once  ; 
I'ool  beckons  fool,  and  dunce  awakens  dunce. 
To  Hamilton's*  thi.-  ready  lies  repair; — 
Ne'er  was  lie  made  which   was  not   welcome 

there— 
Thence,  on  mafurer  judgment's  anvil  wrought, 
The  polifli'd  falfchood's  into  puolic  brought. 
Qnick-circulating  llandtrs  mirth  afford. 
And  rep  .tation  bleeds  in  ev'ry  word.         ^ 

A  critic  svas  of  old  a  glorious  name, 
Whofe  faniSlion  handed  merit  up  to  fame  ; 
Beauties  as  well  a-  faults  he  brought  to  view  : 
His  judgment  great^  and  great  his  candour  too. 
JIo  forvile  ruios  drew  fickly  talle  afiJe  ; 
Secure  he  walk'd,  for  nature  was  his  guide. 
But  now.  Oh  ilrange  rcverfc  !  our  critics  bawl 
In  praile  of  caiidonr  with  a  heart  of  gall. 

•  Ff inter  of  t'ji  Crilif.il^i'v/iv:, 


C'  nfciou*  of  guilt,  and  fearful  of  the  light, 
They  lurk  enlhrouded  in  the  veil  of  night ; 
Safe  from  deteilion,  fcize  th'  unwary  prey, 
Ai>d  flab,  like  bravoc.,  all  who  come  that  way. 
When  firft  my  mufc,  perhaps  more  bold  thaa 
wife. 
Bade  the  rtuie  trifle  into  light  arife, 
Little  fiij  thought  fuch  tempefts  would  enfue  ; 
Lefs   that  thofe  tempefls  would  be  rai^'d  by  you. 
The  thunder  i  fury  rends  the  tow'ring  oak  ; 
Rofciads,  like  ftirubs,  might  'fcape  the  fatal  ftroke. 
Vain  thought !   a  critic's  fury  knows  no  bound; 
Drawcanfir-like,  he  deals  dellrudtion  round  ; 
Nor  can  we  hope  he  will  a  llranger  fpare, 
Who  gives  no  quarter  to  his  friend  Voltaire. 

Unhappy  genius !   plac'd  by  partial  fate 
With  a  tree  fpirit  in  a  flavifh  flate  ; 
Where  the  reluftant  mufe,  opprefs'd  by  kings. 
Or  droops  in  filence,  or  in  fetters  flags  ; 
In  vain  thy  dauntlefs  fortitude  hath  borne 
The  bigot's  furious  zeal,  and  tyrant's  fcorn. 
Why   didft  thou  fafe   from  home  bred   dangers 

fleer, 
Refcrv'd  to  perifh  more  ignobly  here  ? 
rhu',  when  the  Julian  tyrant's  pride  to  fwell 
Rome  with  her  Pompey  at  Pharfalia  fell. 
The  vanquifh'd  chief  efcap'd  from  Csefar's  hand 
To  die  by  ruffians  in  a  foreign  land. 

How  could  thefe  felf-eleifted  monarchs  raife 
So  large  an  empire  on  fo  fmall  a  bafe  ? 
In  what  retreat,  inglorious  and  unknown, 
Did  genius  fleep,  when  dullnefs  feiz'd  the  throne  ? 
Whence,  abfolute  now  grown,  and  free  from  awe, 
She  to  the  fubjevSe  world  difpenfes  law- 
Without  her  licence  not  a  letter  flirs. 
And  all  the  captive  crifs-crofs-row  is  her's. 
The  Stagyrite,  who  rules  from  nature  drew, 
C)p;nions  gave,  but  gave  his  reafons  too. 
Our  great  dictators  take  a  fhorter  way — 
Who  (hall  difpute  what  the  reviewers  fay  ? 
Their  word's  lufficient ;   and  to  alk  a  reafon, 
In  fuch  a  flate  as  theirs,  is  downright  treafon.    ,  , 
True  judgment  now  with  them  alone  can  dwell  ; 
Like  Church  of  Rome,  they're  grown  infallible. 
Dull  fuperllitious  readers  they  deceive. 
Who  pin  their  eafy  faith  on  critic's  fleeve, 
And,  knowing  nothing,  ev'ry  thing  believe  ! 
(  But  why  repine  we,  that  thefe  puny  elves 
I  Shoot  into  giants  ?--- We  may  thank  ourfelves ; 
I  Fools  that  we  are,  like  Ifrael's  fools  of  yore, 
j  The  calf  ourfelves  have  fafhion'd  we  adore. 
But  let  true  reafon  once  refume  her  reign, 
This  god  fhall  dwindle  to  a  calf  again. 

Founded  on  arts  which  (hun  the  face  of  day, 
By  the  fame  arts  they  ftill  maintain  their  fway, 
Wrapp'd  in  myflerious  fecrecy  they  rife, 
And,  as  they  are  unknown,  are  fafe  and  wife. 
At  whom'oever  aim'd,  howe'er  fevere 
Th'  envenom'd  llandcr  flies,  no  names  appear. 
Prudence  forbids  that  flep. — Then  all  might  know 
And  on  more  equal  terms  engage  the  foe 
But  now,  what  Quixote  of  the  age  would  care 
To  wage  a  war  with  dirt,  and  fight  with  air  ? 

By  int'reft  jom'd  th'  expert  confederates  ftand^ 
And  play  the  game  into  each  other's  hand. 
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The  vile  abufe,  in  turn  hy  all  deny'd, 
Isbandy'd  up  and  down  from  fiJe  to  fule  : 
It  flies — hey  ! — pre'do  !— like  a  juggler's  ball, 
'Till  it  belongs  to  nobody  at  all.  [known, 

All  men  and  things  they  know,  themfclves  un- 
And  publiih  ev'ry  name—  except  their  own. 
Nor  think  this  flrange  — fccure  from  vulgar  eyes 
The  namelefs  author  pafUs  in  difguifc. 
But  vet'ran  critics  are  not  fo  deceiv'd, 
If  vet'ran  critics  are  to  be  believ'd. 
Once  feen,  they  know  an  autlior  evermore, 
Nay  fwear  to  hands  they  never  faw  before 
Thus  in  the  Rofciad,  beyond  chance  or  di)ubt, 

I  They,  by  the  writinjir,  found  the  writers  out. 
"  That's  Lloyd's— his  manner  there  you  plainly 

"  trace, 
"  And  all  the  aAor  ftares  you  in  the  face. 
"  By  Colman  that  was  written  -—On  my  life, 

•  "   The  ftronjfeft  fymptoms  of  the  Jealous  Wife. 
"  That  little  difingent'.ous  piece  of  ipite, 
"  Churchill,  a  wretch  unknown,  perhaps  might 

"   write."  • 

How  doth  it  make  judicious  readers  fmile, 
When  authors  are  dctefled  by  their  ftyle  : 
Though  ev'ry  one  who  knows  this  author,  knows 
He  ftiifts  his  ftyle  much  oft'ner  than  his  clothes  ? 

Whence  could  arife  this  miglity  critic  fpleen, 
The  mufe  a  trifier  and  her  theme  fo  mean  ? 
What  had  I  done,  that  angry  heav'n  fhould  fend 
The  bitt'reft  foe  where  moll  I  wifti'da  friend? 
Oft  hath  my  tongue  been  wanton  at  thy  name, 
And  hail'd  the  honours  of  thy  niatchlels  fame. 
Bor  nie  let  hoary  Fielding  hire  the  ground. 
So  nobler  Pickle  (lands  fuperbly  bound. 
From  Livy's  temples  tear  th'  hiftoric  crown, 
Which  with  more  jultice  blooms  upon  thine  own. 
Compar'd  with  thee,  be  all  life-writers  dumb, 
But  he  who  wrote  the  life  of  Tommy  Thumb. 
Who  ever  read  the  Regicide,  but  fwore 
The  author  wrote  as  num  ne"er  wrote  before  ? 
Others  for  plots  and  under-plots  may  call, 
Here's  the  right  method— have  no  plot  at  all. 
Who  can  fo  ofren  in  his  caufe  engage 
The  tiny  pathos  of  the  Grecian  ftage, 
WhLlft  horrors  rife,  and  tears  fpontaneous  flow, 
At  tragic  Ha  !  and  no  Icls  tragic  Oh  ! 
To  praife  his  nervous  weaknefs  all  agree  ; 
And  then  for  I'weetnefs,  who  fo  fweet  as  he  ! 
Too  big  for  utterance  when  forrows  fwell. 
The  too  big  forrows  flowing  tears  muft  tell : 
But  when  thofe  flowing  tears  fhall  ceafe  to  flow. 
Why — then   the    V(;ice    muft   fpeak    again,   you 
know. 
Rude  and  unfkilful  in  the  poet's  trade, 
1  kept  no  Naiads  by  me  reaJy-mads  ,- 
Ne'er  did  1  colours  high  in  air  advance, 
Torn  from  the  bleeding  fopperies  of  France; 
No  flimfy  linfey-woolfey  fcenes  I  wrote, 
V/ith  patches  here  and  there  like  Jofeph's  coat. 
Ale  humbler  themes  befit :  Secure,  for  me, 
Let  playwrights  fmuggle  nonfenfe,  duty  free  : 
Secure  for  me,  ye  lambs,  ye  lambkins  bound, 
And  frilk,  and  frolic  o'er  the  fairy  ground  : 
Secure,  for  me,  thou  pretty  little  fawn. 
Lick  Sylvia's  hand,  and  crop  the  flow'ry  lawn  : 


Uncenfur'd  let  the  gentle  breezes  rove 

'I'hrough   the    green    umbrage  of  th'  enchanted 

grove  : 
Secure,  for  me,  let  foppidi  nature  fmile, 
And  play  the  coxcomb  in  the  defart  ifle. 

'Ihe  ftage  I  chofe — a  fubjciit  fair  and  free — 
' Tis  yours — 'tis  mine — 'tis  public  property. 
All  common  exhibitions  open  lie 
For  praife  or  cenfure  to  the  common  eye. 
Hence  are  a  thoufand  hackney  writers  fed  ; 
Hence  monthly  critics  earn  their  daily  bread. 
This  is  a  gen'ral  tax  which  all  muft  pay, 
From  thofe  who  fcribble,  down  to  thofc  who  play, 
AAors,  a  venal  crew,  receive  fupport 
From  public  bounty,  lor  the  public  fport. 
To  clap  or  hifs,  all  have  an  equal  claim. 
The  cobler's  and  his  lordPnip's  right  the  fame. 
All  join  for  their  fubfiftcnce  ;  all  expetil         [reft. 
Free  leave  to  praife  their  worth,  their  faults  cor- 
When  adive  Pickle  timitlilield  ftage  afcends. 
The  three  days  wonder  of  his  laughing  friends  ; 
r.ach,  or  as  judgment,  or  as  fancy  guides, 
The  lively  willing  praifes  or  derides. 
And  whcre's  the  mighty  difF'rence,  tell  me  wherCj, 
Betwixt  a  merry-Aiidrew  and  a  player  ? 

The  ftrolling  tribe,  a  defpicabie  race. 
Like  wand'ring  Arabs,  ihift  from  place  to  place. 
Vagrants  by  law,  to  juftice  cpcn  laid, 
1  hey  tremble,  of  the  beadle'i,  lafli  afraid, 
And  fawning  cringe,  for  wretched  means  of  life. 
To  madammayorefs,  or  his  worfliip's  wife. 

The  mighty  monarch,  in  theatric  lack, 
Carries  hio  whole  regalia  at  his  back  ; 
His  royal  confort  heads  the  female  band, 
And  leads  the  heir  apparent  in  her  hand  ; 
The  pannier'd  afs  creeps  on  with  confcious  pride, 
Btaring  a  future  prince  on  eitjier  fide. 
No  choice  muficians  in  this  troop  are  found 
To  varnifh  nonfenfe  with  the  charms  of  found; 
No  fwords,  no  daggers,  not  one  poifon'd  bowl; 
No  lightning  flaflies  here,  no  thunders  roll ; 
No  guards  to  fwell  the  monarch's  train  are  (liown  5 
The  monarch  here  muft  be  a  hoft  alone. 
No  fulcmn  pomp,  no  flow  procefllons  here; 
No  Amnion's  entry,  and  no  Juliet's  bier. 

By  need  compell'd  to  proltitute  his  art. 
The  varied  a<5tor  flies  from  part  to  part ; 
And,  ftrange  difgrace. to  all  theatric  pride! 
Hi^  charaifter  is  fliifteJ  with  his  fide. 
Qneftion  and  anfwer  he  by  turns  muft  be, 
L:ke  that  fmall  wit  *  in  modern  tragedy  ; 
Who,  to  patch  up  his  fame, — or  fill  his  purfe,-— 
Still  pilfers  wretched  plans,  and  makes  them  wcrfe  j 
Like  gfipfies,  left  the  ftolcn  brat  be  known. 
Defacing  tirft,  then  claiming  for  his  own. 
In  ftiabby  ftate  they  ftrut,  and  tatrer'd  robe; 
1  he  fcene  a  blanket,  and  a  barn  the  globe. 
No  high  conceits  their  mod'rate  wilhes  raife, 
Content  with  humble  profit,  humble  praife. 
Let  dowdies  fimper,  and  let  bumpkins  ftare, 
i  he  ftrolling  pageant  hero  treads  in  air  : 
Pleas'd  for  his  hour,  he  to  mankind  gives  law. 
And  fuores  the  next  out  on  a  trufs  of  fti aw- 
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But  if  kind  fortune,  who  we  fometinies  know 
Can  take  a  hero  from  a  puppet-fhow, 
In  mooil  propitious  fhould  her  fav'rite  call 
On  royal  flagc  in  rcyal  pomp  to  bawl, 
Porgetful  of  himfeif  he  re  Mrs  the  head, 
And  fcorns  the  dunghill  where  he  firll  was  bred. 
Convcrfing    now    with   well-drefs'd   kings   and 

queen?, 
With  gods  and  goddefles  behind  the  fcenep. 
He  fweats  beneath  the  terror-nodding  plume, 
Taught  by  mock  honours  real  pride  t'  aflume. 
On  this  great  llage  the  world,  no  monarch  e'er 
Was  half  fo  haughty  as  a  monarch  play'r. 

Doth  it  more  move  our  anger  or  our  mirth. 
To  Ice  thefe  things,  the  ioweit  fons  of  earth, 
Picfume,  with  fclf-fufficien:  knowledge  grac'd, 
To  rule  in  letters,  and  prefide  in  tafte  ? 
The  town's  decifiens  they  no  more  admit, 
Thcmfelves  alone  the  arbiters  of  wit ; 
And  fcorn  the  jurifdidion  of  that  court, 
To  which  they  owe  their  being  and  fupport. 
Aftors,  like  monks  of  old,  now  facred  grown, 
iVluft  be  attack'd  by  no  fools  but  their  own. 

Let  the  vain  tyrant  fi:  amidft  his  guards, 
His  puny  Green-roa7n  wits  and  venal  bards, 
Who  meanly  tremble  at  the  puppet's  frovrn. 
And  for  a  playhoufe -freedom  lofc  their  own ; 
In  fpite  of  new-made  laws,  and  new-made  kings, 
The  free-born  mufe  with  iib'ral  fpirit  fmgs, 
Eow  down,  ye  flavcs ;  before  thcfe  idols  fall  ; 
Let  genius  (loop  to  ihem  who've  none  at  all; 
Ke'eV  will  I  flatter,  cringe,  or  bend  the  knee 
I'd  thofc  who,  flavcs  to  all,  are  Haves  to  me. 

Adors,  as  adors,  are  a  lawful  game  ; 
The  poet's  right,  and  who  Ihall  bar  his  elaim  ? 
And  if,  o'crvvtening  of  their  little  flcill, 
When  they  have  left  the  flage,  they're  adlors  {till ; 
If  to  the  fubjed  world  they  flill  give  laws, 
With  paper  crowns,  and  Iceptres  made  of  ftraws ; 
If  they  in  cellar  or  in  garret  roar. 
And  kings  one  night,  are  kings  for  evermore; 
^^Lall  not  bold  truth,  e'en  there,  purfue  her  theme. 
And  'wake  the  coxcomb  from  his  golden  dreara  ? 
Or  if,  well  worthy  cf  a  better  fate. 
They  rife  fuperior  to  their  prefent  ftate ; 
If,  with  each  focial  virtue  grac'd,  they  blejid' 
The  gay  companion  and  t'ne  faithful  friend; 
If  they,  like  Pritchard,  join  in  private  life 
The  tender  parent  and  the  virtuous  wife  ; 
Shall  not  cur  verfe  their  praife   with  pleafure 

fpcak-, 
Though  mimics  hark,  and  envy  fplits  her  cheek; 
Ko  honeft  worth's  beneath  the  mufc's  praile; 
Is'o  greatncfs  can  above  her  ceiifuie  raile; 
Station  and  wealth  to  her  are  trifling  things; 
She  {loops  to  adoris  and  Ihe  foars  to  kings. 

Is  there  a  man,  in  vice  and  folly  bred. 
To.  fenfe  of  honoisr  as  to  virtue  dead  ; 
Whom  ties  nor  hi:man,  ror  divine,  can  bind; 
Alien  to  God,  and  foe  to  all  mankind  ; 
Who  {pares  no  character  ;  whofe  ev'ry  word, 
Bitter  as  gall,  and  {harper  than  the  fword. 
Cuts  to  the  quick ;  whofe  thoughts  with  rancour 
fwell ;  [l^'-'^l ; 

"Whofe  tongue,  on  earth,  performs  the  wo:k  of 


If  there  be  fuch  a  monftef,  the  Reviews 

Shall  find  him  holding  forth  againll  abufe. 

"   Attack  profeffion  ! — 'tis  a  deadly  breach  I— 

"  The  Chiiitian  laws  another  Icffon  teach  : — 

"   Unto  the  end  {liall  charity  endure, 

"  And  candour  hide  thofe  faults  it  cannot  cure." 

Thus   candour's    maxims    flow    from  rancour's 

throat. 
As  devils,  to  fervc  their  purpofe,  fcripture  quote. 

'l"he  mufe's  office  was  by  Heav'n  defign'd 
To  plcafe,  improve,  inftruifl,  reform  mankind; 
To  make  dcjeded  virtue  nobly  rife 
Above  the  tow'ring  pitch  of  fplendid  vice  ; 
To  make  pale  vice,  abaih'd,  her  head  hang  down, 
And  trembling  crouch  at  virtue's  awful  frown. 
Now  arm'd  with  wrath,  f!ie  bids  eternal  fhame. 
With  ftridleft  juftice,  brand  the  villain's  name  : 
Now  in  the  milder  garb  of  ridicule 
She  fports,  and  pleales  while  flie  wounds  the  fooU 
Her  fliape  is  often  varied  ;  but  her  aim. 
To  prop  the  caufe  of  virtue,  ftill  the  fame. 
In  praife  of  mercy  let  the  guilty  bawl, 
When  vice  and  tolly  for  corrediion  call. 
Silence  the  mark  cf  weaknefs  jufi.ly  bears, 
And  is  partaker  of  the  crimes  it  fpares. 

But  if  the  mufe,  too  cruel  in  her  mirth, 
With  harfli  reflediosis  wounds  the  man  of  worth; 
If  wantonly  Ihe  deviates  from  her  plan, 
And  quits  the  a>51or  to  expofe  the  man  ; 
Afiiam'd,  flie  marks  that  paflage  with  a  blot,. 
And  hates  the  line  where  candour  was  forgot. . 

But  what  is  candour,  what  is. humour's  vein, 
Tliough  judgment  join  to  confccrate  the  llrain. 
If  curious  numbers  will  not  aid  afford, 
Nor  choicefl  muiic  play  in  ev'ry  word  ? 
Verfes  mull;  run,  to  charm  a  modern  ear. 
From  all  harfh,  rugged  interruptions  clear. 
Soft  let  them  breathe,  as  zephyr's  balmy  breeze; 
Smooth  let  their  current  flow,  as  lumnier  feas ; 
Perfeft  then  only  deem'd  when  they  difpenfe 
A  happy  tuneful  vacancy  of  fenfe. 
Italian  fathers  thus,  with  barb'rous  rage, 
Fit  hciplcfs  infants  for  the  fqueaking  flage  ; 
Deaf  to  the  calls  of  pity,  nature  wound, 
And  mangle  vigour  for  the  fake  of  found. 
Henceforth  farev.'el  then  fev'rifh  thirll  of  fame; 
Farewel  the  longings  for  a  poet's  name; 
Perilh  my  mufs  ; — a  wifn  'hove  all  fevcre 
To  him  who  ever  held  the  mufes  dear— 
If  e'er  her  labours  weaken  to  refine 
The  gen'rous  roughnefs  of  a  nervous  line. 

Others  affedb  the  iliffand  fwelling  phrnfe  ; 
Their  mufe  muft  walk  in  itdts,  and  ftrut  in  flays: 
The  fenfe  they  murder,  and  the  words  tranfpofe. 
Led  poetry  approach  too  near  to  profe. 
See  tcrtur'd  reaftui  how  they  pare  and  trim. 
And,  like  Procruftes,  ftretch,  or  lop  the  limb. 

Waller,  whofe  praife  fucceeding  bards  rehearfe. 
Parent  of  harmony  in  Englifh  verfe, 
Whofe  tuneful  mule  in  fweeteft  accents  flows. 
In  couplets  firfl  taught  ftragglii  g  fenfe  to  clofe. 

In  polifti'd  numbers,  and  majellic  found. 
Where  fiiall  thy  rival.  Pope,  be  ever  found  ? 
But  whiift  each  line  with  equal  beauty  flows, 
E'en  excellence,  unvaried,  tedious  grows. 
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Nature,  through  all  her  works,  in  great  degree, 

Borrows  a  blefTing  from  variety. 

Mufic  itfelf  her  needful  aid  requires 

To  roufe  the  foul,  and  wake  our  dyings  fires. 

Still  in  one  key,  the  nightingale  would  teize  : 

Stiil  in  one  key,  nor  Brent  wuld  always  pleafe. 

Here  let  me  bend,  great  Dryden,  at  thy  fhrine, 
Thou  dtareft  name  to  all  the  tuneful  nine. 
What  if  feme  du'l  lines  in  cold  order  creep, 
And  with  his  theme  the  poet  (eems  to  fleep, 
Still,  when  his  fubjedl  riles  proud  to  view, 
With  equal  ftrength  the  poet  rifes  too. 
With  {^rong  invention,  nobleft:  vigour  fraught. 
Thought  liiU  fjirings  up  and  rifts  out  of  thought ; 
Numbers  ennobling  numbers  in  their  courfe  ; 
In  varied  fvveetnefs  flow,  in  varied  force; 
The  pow'rs  of  genius  and  of  judgment-join, 
And  the  whole  art  of  poetry  is  tkine. 

But  what  are  numbers,  what  are  bards  to  me, 
Forbid  to  tread  the  patlis  of  poefy  .' 
"   A  facred  mufe  fhould  conlecrate  her  pen ; 
"  PrieftS  mufl  not  hear  nor  fee  like  other  men  ; 
"  Far  higher  themes  fhould  her  ambition  claim  ; 
"  Behold  where    Sternhold   points   the    way   to 
"  fame." 
Whilft  with  miftaken  zeal  dull  bigots  burn, 
Let  reafon  for  a  moment  take  her  turn. 
When  coffee-fages  hold  difeourfe  with  kings, 
And  blindly  walk  in  paper  leading  firings, 
What  if  a  man  delight  to  pafs  his  time 
In  fpinning  reafon  into  harmlefs  rhyme  ; 
Or  fometimes  boldly  venture  to  the  play  ! 
Say,  Where's   the    crime  ? — great  man  of  pru- 
dence, fay  ? 
No  two  on  earth  in  all  things  can  agree; 
All  have  fonie  darling  fnigiilarity  ; 
Women  and  men,  as  well  as  girls  and  boys, 
In  gewgaws  take  delight,  and  figh  for  toys. 
Your  fceptres,  and  your  crowns,  and  fuch  like 

things. 
Are  but  a  better  kind  of  toys  for  kings. 
In  things  indiff'rent  reafon  bids  us  chor.fe, 
Whether  the  whim's  a  monkey  or  a  mufe. 

What  the  grave  triflcrs  on  this  bufy  fcene. 
When  they  make  ufe  of  this  word  reafon,  mean, 
I  know  not ;  but,  according  to  my  plan, 
'Tis  Lord  Chief-Juflice  in  the  court  of  man, 
Equally  form'd  to  rule  in  age  or  youth. 
The  friend  of  virtue,  and  the  guide  to  truth. 
To  her  I  bow,  whofe  facred  pow'r  [  feel; 
To  her  decifion  make  my  laft  appeal ; 
Cbndemn'd  by  her,  applauding  worlds  in  vain 
Should  tempt  mc  to  take  up  the  pen  again  : 
By  her  abf  Iv'd,  my  courle  t'U  Oill  purfuc: 
If  reafon's  for  me,  God  is  for  me  too. 

NIGHT. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  ROBERT  LLOYD. 

WuEN  foes  infult,  3.r.d  pruJerf  friends  difpenfe. 

In  pity's  ilrains,  the  worft  of  iniolence. 

Oft  with  thee,  Lloyd,  I  fleal  an  hour  from  grief, 

And  in  thy  focial  converfe  find  reaef. 

The  mind,  of  folitude  impatient  grown, 

Loves  any  forrows  rather  tl'.an  li  sr  own. 


Let  flaves  to  bufinefs,  bodies  without  foul. 
Important  blanks  in  Nature's  mighty  roll, 
Solenmize  nonfenfe  in  the  day's  broad  glare. 
We  night  prefer,  which  heals  or  hides  our  care. 

Rogues  juilified,  and  by  fuccefs  made  bold, 
Dull  fools  and  co.xcombs  fantSilied  by  gold, 
Freely  may  balk  in  fortune's  partial  ray. 
And  fpread  their  feathers  op'ning  to  the  day; 
But-^hi:i:d-lij>\'  merit  dares  not  fliow  the  head 
'I'ill  vain  pro.'perity  retires  to  bed. 
Misfortunes,  like  the  owi,  avoid  the  light; 
The  fonsof  care  are  always  fons  of  night. 

The  wretch  bred  up  in  method's  drovvfy  fchool, 
Whofe  only  merit  is  to  err  by  rule, 
Who  ne'er  through  heat  of  blood  was  tripping 

caught. 
Nor  guilty  decm'd  of  one  eccentric  thought, 
Whofe  foul  diredled  to  no  ufe  is  feen, 
Unlefs  to  move  the  bo;iy's  dull  machine. 
Which,  clock-work  like,v.'ith  the  fame  equal  pace. 
Still  travels  on  through  life's  infipid  fpace ; 
Turns  up  his  eyes  to  think  that  there  iliould  be 
Among  God  s  creatures  two  fuch  things  as  "we.' 
Then  for  his  night-cap  calls,  and  thanks  the  pow'rs 
Which  kindly  gave  him  gtace  to  \i.eep  irooJ  /joun. 

Good  huiirs — fine  words! — But  was  it  ever  feen 
That  all  men  could  agree  in  what  they  mean  ? 
Florio,  wlio  many  years  a  courfe  hath  run 
In  downright  oppofition  to  tiie  fun. 
Expatiates  on  good  hours,  their  cau!e  defends 
With  as  much  vigour  as  nvr  prudent  friends. 
Th'  uncertain  term  no  lettled  notion  brings, 
But  flill  in  difF'rent  mouths  means  diff'rent  things. 
Each  takes  the  phrafe  in  his  own  private  view, 
With  prudence  it  is  ten,  with  Florio  two. 
Go  on,  ye  focds,  who  talk  for  talking  fake. 
Without  diftinguifliing  diflincSions  make. 
Shine  forth  in  native  folly,  native  pride. 
Make  yourfelves  rules  to  all  the  world  befide; 
Reafon,  colledled  in  herfelf,  difdains 
Tlie  fiavifk  yoke  of  arbitrary  chains; 
Steady  and  true,  each  circumilance  flie  weighs, 
Nor  to  i)3re  words  inglorious  tribute  pays. 
IVIen  of  fenfe  live  exempt  from  vulgar  awe, 
.And  reafon  to  herfelf  alone  is  law. 
That  freedo.m  fhe  enjoys  with  iibral  mind. 
Which  (he  as  freely  grants  to  all  mar,kind. 
No  idol  titled  name  her  rev'rence  P.irs, 
No  hour  ihe  blindly  to  the  rcfl  prefers  ; 
All  are  alike,  if  they're  alike  employ'd. 
And  all  are  good,  if  'vhtuoujly  enjoy'd. 

Let  the  fage  dodhor  (think  him  one  we  know) 
With  fcraps  of  ancient  learning  overflow. 
In  all  the  dignity  of  tv'g  declare 
Tl;e  fatal  confcquence  of  midnight  air, 
How  damps  and  vapours,  as  it  were  by  flealth, 
Undermine  life,  and  fap  the  walls  of  health, 
for  me  let  Galen  moulder  on  the  fhelf, 
I'll  live,  and  be  phyfician  to  myfelf. 
W'hile  foul  is  join'd  to  body,  whether  fate 
Allot  a  longer  or  a  fhorter  date, 
I'll  make  them  live,  as  brother  fiiould  with  brother. 
And  keep  them  in  good  humour  with  each  other. 

The  furefl:  road  to  health,  fay  what  they  will, 
Is  never  to  fuppofe  we  fhall  be  ill. 
C'  £  iij 
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JS/Lo(i  of  thofc  evils  we  poor  mortals  know. 
From  doClors  anJ  imagination  flow. 
Hence  to  old  women  with  your  boafted  rules. 
Stale  traps,  and  only  facred  row  to  fools; 
As  well  may  fons  of  phyfic  hope  to  find 
One  med'cine,  as  one  hour,  for  all  mankind. 

If  Rupert  after  ten  is  out  of  bed, 
The  fool  next  morning  can't  hold  up  his  head. 
"What  reafon  this  which  /r:  to  bed  mufl  call, 
"Whofe  head  (thank  Heaven)  never  aches  at  all? 
In  difT'rent  courfes  diff'rent  tempers  run, 
He  hates  the  moon,  I  Ccken  at  the  fun. 
"Wound  up  at  twelve  at  noon,  bis  clock  g;oes  right, 
Jlline  better  goes,  wound  up  at  twelve  at  night. 

Then  in  oblivion's  grateful  cup  I  drown 
The  galling  fnecr,  the  fupercilious  frown. 
The  ftrange  referve,  the  proud  affedied  ftate 
Of  upftart  knaves  grown  rich,  and  fools  grown 

great. 
No  more  that  abjeiS  wretch  cllfturbs  my  reft, 
Who  meanly  overlooks  a  friend  diftreft. 
Purblind  to  poverty  the  v/orldling  f;o°=:. 
And  fcarce  fees  rags  an  inch  beyond  his  nofe  ; 
But  from  a  crowd  can  Cngle  out  his  grace, 
And  cringe  and  creep  to  fools  who  flnit  in  lace. 

Whether  thofe  claffic  regions  are  furvey'd 
"Where  we  in  earliefl  youth  together  flray'd, 
"Where  hand  in  hand  we  trod  the  flow'ry  ihore, 
Though  now  thy  happier  genius  runs  before. 
When  we  confpir'd  a  thanklefs  wretch  to  raife. 
And  taught  dijiump  to  fl?oot  with  pilfer'd  praife, 
Who  once  ii  r  Jiev' rend  merit  famous  grown, 
Gratefully  ftrove  to  kick  his  Maker  down ; 
Or  if  more  gen'ral  arguments  engage 
The  court  or  camp,  the  pulpit,  bar,  or  ftage; 
If  half-bred  furgeons,  v^hom  men  doSors  call, 
And  lawyers,  who  were  never  bred  at  all, 
Thofe  mighty  letter'd  monfters  of  the  earth, 
Our  pity  move,  or  exercife  our  mirth ; 
Or  if  in  tittle-tattle,  tooth-pick  way, 
Our  rambling  thoughrs  with  eafy  freedom  ftray ; 
A  gainer  dill  thy  friend  himfelf  muft  find. 
His  grief  fufpended,  and  improv'd  his  mind. 

Whilfl  peaceful  {lumbers  blefs  the  homely  bed, 
Where  virtue,  felf-approv'd,  reclines  her  head  ; 
Whilft  vice  beneath  imagin'd  horrors  mourns. 
And  confcience  plants  the  villain's   couch  with 
Impatient  of  reftraint,  the  adlive  mind,    [thorns; 
No  more  by  fervile  prejudice  confin'd. 
Leaps  from  her  feat,  as  waken 'd  from  a  trance, 
And  darts  through  Nature  at  a  fingle  glance. 
Then  we  our  friends,  our  foes,  ourfelves,  furvey , 
And  fee  by  night  what  fools  we  are  by  day. 

Stript  of  her  gaudy  plumes  and  vain  difguife. 
See  where  ambition  mean  and  loathfome  lies; 
Rcflcdlion  with  relentlefs  hand  pulls  down 
The  tyrant's  bloody  wreath  and  ravifti'd  crown. 
In  vain  he  tells  of  battles  bravely  won. 
Of  nations  conquer'd,  and  of  world'i  undone  : 
Triumphs  like  thefe  but  ill  with  mai:hoo(!  fuit, 
An'l  fink  the  conqueror  beneath  the  brute. 
But  if,  in  fearching  round  the  world,  we  find 
Some  gen'rous  youth,  the  friend  of  all  mankind, 
Whofe  anger,  like  the  bolt  of  Jove,  is  fped 
In  terrors  only  at  the  guilty  head, 


Whofe  mercies,  like  heaven's  dew,  refrciliin'g  fall 
In  gen'ral  love  and  charity  to  all, 
Pleas'd  we  behold  luch  worth  on  any  throne, 
And  doubly  pleas'd  we  find  it  on  our  own. 

Through  a  falfe  medium  thiugs  are  fhown  by 
day, 
Pomp,  wealth,  and  titles,  judgment  lead  aftray. 
How  many  from  appearance  borrow  ftate, 
Whom  night  difdains  to  number  with  the  great  1 
Muft  not  we  laugh  to  fee  yon  lonllirg  proud 
Snuff  up  vile  incenfs  from  a  fawnir.g  crowd  ? 
Whilrt  in  his  beam  furrounding  clients  play. 
Like  infedls  in  the  fun's  enliv'ning  ray, 
Whilft,  Jehu-like,  he  drives  at  furious  rate, 
And  feems  the  only  charioteer  of  ftate, 
Talking  himfelf  into  a  little  god. 
And  ruling  empires  with  a  fingle  nod  ; 
Who  would  not  think,  to  htar  him  law  difpenfe. 
That  he  had  int'reft,  and  that  they  had  fenfe  ? 
Injurious  thought !  Beneath  night's  honeft  fhade, 
When  pomp  is  buried,  and  falfe  colours  fade. 
Plainly  we  fee  at  that  impartial  hour 
Them  dupes  to  pride,  and  him  the  tool  of  pow'r. 

God  help  the  man,  condemn'd  by  cruel  fate 
To  court  the  feemirg,  or  the  real  great. 
Much  foriow  fhall  he  feel,  and  fuffcr  more 
Than  any  fiave  who  labcurs  at  the  oar. 
By  flavifh  methods  muft  he  learn  to  pleafe, 
By  fmocth-tongu'd  flattery,  that  curft;  covrt-difeafe^ 
Supple  to  ev'ry  wayward  mood,  ftrike  fail, 
And  fhift  with  fiiifting  humour's  peevifli  gale. 
To  nature  dead  he  muft  adopt  vile  art,  ' 
And  wear  a  fmile,  with  ant;uifti  in  his  heart, 
A  ftnfe  of  honour  would  deftroy  his  fchemes. 
And  confcience  ne'er  muft  fpeak  unlefs  in  dreams. 
When  he  hath  tamely  borne  for  many  years 
Cold  looks, forbidding  fro  wnSjContemptuousfneers; 
When  he  at  laft  expe<fls,  good  eafy  man, 
To  reap  the  profits  of  his  labour'd  plan, 
Some  cringing  lacquey,  or  rapacious  whorCj 
To  favours  of  the  great  the  fureft  door. 
Some  catamite,  or  pimp,  in  credit  grown, 
Who  tempts  another's  wife,  or  fells  his  own, 
Steps  crofs  his  hopes,  the  promls'd  boon  denies. 
And  for  fome  minion's  minion  claims  the  prize. 

Foe  to  reftraint,  un'raclis  d  in  deceit. 
Too  refolute,  from  nature's  a»5cive  heat. 
To  brook  affronts,  and  tamely  pafs  them  by, 
Too  proud  to  flatter,  too  fincere  to  lie, 
'loo  plain  to  pleafe,  too  honell  to  be  great ; 
Give  mc,  kind  Heav'n,  an  humbler,  happier  ftate : 
Far  from  the  place  where  men  with  pride  deceive, 
Where  rafcals  promife,  and  where  fools  believe  ; 
Far  from  the  walk  of  folly,  vice,  and  ftrife, 
Calm,  independent,  let  roe  fteal  through  life. 
Nor  one  vain  wifh  my  fteady  thouijhts  beguile 
To  fear  his  lordfhip's  frown,  or  couri  his  fmile. 
Unfit  for  greatnefs,  1  her  fnarcs  defy, 
And  look  on  riches  with  untainted  eye. 
To  others  let  the  glitt'ring  bawbles  fall, 
Content  fhall  place  us  far  above  them  all. 
Speiflators  only  on  this  biiftling  ftage. 
We  fee  what  vain  defigns  mankind  engage  ; 
■Vice  after  vice  with  ardour  they  purfue. 
And  one  old  folly  brings  forth  twenty  new. 
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?erplex'd  with  trifles  through  the  vale  of  life, 
Man  flrives  'gainft  man,  without  a  caiile  for  ftrife; 
Armies  embattled  meet,  and  thoufands  bleed 
For  fome  vile  fpot,  where  fifty  cannot  feed. 
Squirrels  for  nuts  contend,  and,  wronjr  or  right. 
For  the  world's  empire  kings  ambitious  fight ; 
What  odds? — To  us  'tis  all  the  I'elf-fanie  thing, 
A  nut,  a  world,  a  fquirrel,  and  a  king. 

Britons,  like  Roman  fpirits  fam'd  of  old, 
Are  caft  by  nature  in  a  patriot  mould ; 
No  private  joy,  no  private  grief  they  know, 
Their  foul's  engrofs'd  by  public  weal  or  woe. 
Inglorious  eale,  like  ours,  they  greatly  fcorn  : 
Let  care  with  nobler  wreaths  their  brows  atlorn. 
Glady  they  toil  beneath  the  ftatefmati's  pains. 
Give  them  hut  credit  for  a  ftatefman's  brains. 
All  would  be  deem'd,  e'en  from  the  cradle,  fit 
To  rule  in  politics  as  well  as  wit. 
The  grave,  the  gay,  the  fopling,  and  the  dunce. 
Start  up  (God  blefs  us)  !  flatelmen  all  at  once. 

His  mighty  charge  of  fouls  the  prieR  forgets, 
The  court-bred  lord  his  promifes  and  debts, 
Soldiers  their  fame,  milers  forget  their  pelf. 
The  rake  his  miftrefs,  and  the  fop  himlelf ; 
Whilll  thoughts  of  higher  moment  claim  their 
care,  [bear. 

And  their  wife  heads  the  weight  of  kingdoms 

Females  themfclves  the  gloriou*  ardour  feel. 
And  boaft  an  equal,  or  a  greater  zeal ; 
From  nymph  to  nymph  the  fl:aLe-infti':lion  Hies, 
Swells  in  her  breall,  and  fparkles  in  her  eyes. 
O'erwhelm'd  by  politics  lie  malice,  pride, 
Envy,  and  twenty  otl.er  faults  befide. 
No  more  their  little  flutt'ring  hearts  confefs 
A  paflion  for  applaufe,  or  rage  for  drefs ; 
No  more  they  pant  for  public  raree-ihows. 
Or  lofe  one  thought  on  monkeys  or  on  beaux, 
Coquertes  no  more  purfue  the  jilting  plan. 
And  luftful  prudes  forget  to  rail  at  man. 
The  darling  theme  CiEciLJA's  felf  will  choofe. 
Nor  think  of  fcandal  whilft  flie  talks  of  news. 

The  ciT,  a  common-council-man  by  place, 
Ten  thoufand  mighty  nothings  in  his  face, 
By  fituation  as  by  nature  great, 
With  nice  precifmn  parcels  out  the  ftate ; 
Proves  and  difprove?,  aflirnis,  and  then  denies, 
Objtds  h'mfelf,  and  to  himfelf  replies; 
W^ielding  aloft  the  politician  rod. 
Makes  Pitt  by  turns  a  devil  and  a  god; 
Maintains,  e'en  to  the  very  teeth  of  pow'r, 
The  fame  thing  right  and  wrong  in  half  an  hour. 
Now  all  is  well,  now  he  fufptcils  a  plot. 
And  plainly  proves,  vcuatever  is,  js  not. 
Fearfully  wife,  he  (hakes  his  empty  head. 
And  deals  out  empires  as  he  deals  out  thread. 
His  ulelefs  fcaks  are  in  a  corner  flung. 
And  Europe's  balance  hangs  upon  his  tongue. 

Peace  to  fuch  triflers;   be  our  happier  plan 
To  pals  through  life  as  eaiy  as  we  can. 
Who's  in  or  out    who  moves  this  grand  machine. 
Nor  flirs  my  curiofity,  nor  fplecn. 
Secrets  of  flate  no  more  I  Wifh  to  know 
Than  iecret  movements  of  a  puppet-fhow  ; 
Let  but  the  puppets  move.^l've  my  defire, 
Uafeen  the  hand  which  gi'iija  the  mailer-wire. 
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What  i^'t  to  us  if  taxes  rife  or  fall. 
Thanks  to  our  fortune  we  pay  Hone  at  all. 
Let  muckworms,  who  in  dirty  acres  deal, 
l.,ament  tliofc  hardfnips  which  we  cannot  feel. 
His  grace,  who  fmarts  may  bellow  if  he  pleafe, 
Bur.  muft  I  bellow  too,  who  fit  at  eafe  '. 
By  cuflom  fafe,  the  poet's  nu.nbers  flow, 
Free  as  the  light  and  air  fome  years  ago. 
No  ftatefr.ian  e'er  will  find  it  worth  his  pains 
To  tax  our  labours,  and  excife  our  brains. 
Burdens  like  thefe  vile  earthly  buildings  bear, 
No  tribute's  laid  on  cufles  in  the  air. 

Let  then  the  flames  of  war  deftrucSive  reign, 
And  England's  terrors  awe  imperious  Spain  ; 
Let  ev'ry  -uenul  clan  and  neutral  tribe 
Ltnrn  to  receive  conditions,  not  prcfcribe  ; 
Let  each  new  year  call  loud  for  new  fupplies, 
And  tax  on  tax  with  double  burden  rife ; 
Exempt  we  fit,  by  no  rude  cares  opprefl. 
And,  having  little,  are  with  little  bleft. 
All  real  ills  in  dark  oblivion  lie. 
And  joys,  by  fancy  form'd,  their  place  fupply. 
Night's  laughing  hours  unheeded  flip  away. 
Nor  one  dull  thought  foretels  th'  approach  of  day. 

Thus  have  we  iiv'd,  and  whilft  the  fates  afford 
Plain  plenty  to  fupply  the  frugal  board, 
Whilft  mirth,  with  decency  his  lovely  bride, 
And  wine's  gay  god,  with  temp'rance  by  his  fide, 
Their  welcome  vifit  pay;  whilft  health  attends 
The  narrow  circle  of  our  chofen  friends, 
Whilft  frank  good-humour  confecrates  the  treat. 
And  woman  ir.akes  fociety  complete. 
Thus  will  we  live,  though  in  our  teeth  are  hurl'd 
Thcfe  hackney  Jlrumpets,  prudence  and  the  world. 

Prudence,  of  old  a  lacred  term,  imply 'd 
Virtue,  with  godlike  wildom  for  her  guide. 
But  now  in  general  ufe  is  known  to  mean 
The  fialking-horfe  of  vice,  and  folly's  fcrecn. 
The  fenfe  perverted  we  retain  the  name, 
Hypocrify  and  prudence  are  the  fame. 

A  tutor  once,  more  read  in  men  than  books, 
A  kind  of  crafty  knowledge  in  his  looks. 
Demurely  fly,  with  high  preferment  blefl, 
His  favrite  pupil  in  thefe  words  addrefs'd  : 

Would'fl  thou,  my  ion,  be  wife  and  virtuous 
deem.'d. 
By  all  mankind  a  prodigy  efleem'd  .■■ 
Be  this  thy  rule;  be  what  men  prudent  call; 
Prudence,  almighty  prudence,  gives  thee  all. 
Keep  up  appearances,  there  lies  the  tefV, 
The  world  \v\\\  give  thee  credit  for  the  reft. 
Outward  be  fair,  however  foul  within  ; 
bin  if  thou  wilt,  but  then  in  fecret  fin. 
I'his  maxim's  into  common  favour  grown. 
Vice  is  no  longer  vice,  unlefs  "tis  known. 
Virtue  indeed  may  barefac'd  take  the  field; 
But  vice  is  virtue  when  'tis  well  conceal'd. 
Should  raging  pafiions  drive  thee  to  a  whore, 
Let  prudence  lead  thee  to  z.  pofurn  door  ; 
Stay  out  all  night,  but  take  eipecial  care 
That  prudence  bring  thee  back  to  early  prayer. 
As  one  v^'ith  watching  and  with  fludy  faint. 
Reel  in  a  drunkard,  and  reel  out  a  faint. 

With  joy  the  youth  this  uleful  leffon  heard, 
And  i(i  his  mem'rv  flor'd  each  precious  word, 
Ggi.ij 
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Succefsfully  purfu'd  the  phn,  and  no-zv. 

"  Roi'm  for  my  lord, — virtue  ftand  hv  and  bow.^' 

And  is  this  all — is  this  the  worldliiisj's  art. 
To  maflc,  but  not  amend  a  vicious  heart  ? 
Shall  lukewarm  caution  and  demeanour  grave 
For  wife  and  good  ftanip  ev'ry  fupple  knave  ? 
Shall  wretches,  whom  no  real  vinue  warms, 
Gild  fair  tlieir  name*  and  Hates  with  empty  forms, 
Whilft  virtue  fecks  in  vain  the  wi(h'd-for  prize 
Becaufe,  difdaining  ill.  fhe  hates  dii"j;uifr; 
Becaufe  fhe  frankly  puirs  forth  all  h.  r  ftore, 
Si-ems  what  fhe  is,  and  fcorns  to  pals  for  more? 
Well — be  it  fo — let  vile  diffemhlers  hold 
Unenvy'd  pow'r,  and  bcafl:  th^ir  dear-bouijht  gold, 
IVIc  neither  p.iw'r  fhall  tempr.  nor  thirfl  of  pelf. 
To  flatter  others  or  deny  niyfelf ; 
JMight  the  whole  world  be  plac'd  within  my  fpan, 
1  would  not  be  fiat  thing,  ibai  prudent  man. 

V^'hat,  cries  sir  Pliar.t.  would  you  then  uppofe 
Ycurfejf.  alone,  again  ft  an  hnft  of  foes ' 
Let  not  conceit,  and  peevirti  lufl  to  rail, 
Above  all  fenfe  ol  mtereft  prevail. 
Ihrow  uff  for  fhpnic  this  petulance  of  wit, 
Be  wife,  he  modeft,  and  for  once  fubmi': 
Too  hard  'he  talk  'gaiiift  multitudes  to  fight, 
7~eu  muft  be  wrong',  the  world  is  in  the  right. 

What  is  the  world  ?  A  term  which  men  have 
got 
To  Cgnify,  not  one  in  ten  knows  what ; 
A  terra,  which  with  no  more  precifi^n  paffes 
To  point  out  herds  of  men  than  herds  of  ajfes; 
In  common  ufe  no  more  it  means,  we  find, 
Than  m3ny  fools  in  fame  opinions  join  d. 

Can  rumbers  then  charge  nature's  ftated  laws? 
Can  numbers  maker  the  wArfe  the  better  caufe? 
Vice  muft  be  vice,  virtue  be  virtue  flill. 
Though  thoufands  rail  at  good  and  pradlife  ill. 
■Woulilfl  thou  defend  the  GauP'  deftru(3:ive  rage 
Becaufe  vaft  nations  on  his  part  engage? 
Though  to  fupp'Tt  the  rebel  Caslar's  caufe 
Tiiniultunu<  legions  arm  againa  the  laws. 
Though  fcandal  wfu!d  cur  patriot's  name  impeach. 
And  rails  at  virtues  which  fhe  cannot  reach. 
What  honeft  man  bur  would  with  joy  fubmit 
To  bleed  wi;h  Cato,  and  retire  with  Pitt  ? 

Stedfaft  rivA  true  to  virtue's  farred  laws, 
Unmov'd  by  vulgar  cenfiire  or  applaufe, 
Let  the   world  laik,   my  friend;   that  world  we 

know 
Which  calls  us  guilty,  cannot  make  us  fo. 
Unavv'd  by  numbers,  follow  nature's  plan, 
Aflert  the  rights,  or  quit  the  name  of  man. 
Confidcr  Vifell,  weigh  ftriflly  right  and  wrong 
Refolve  not  quick,  but  "nee  refolv'd  be  ftrong 
In  fpite  of  didlncfs,  and  in  fpite  of  wit. 
If  to  thyfelf  thou  canft  thyfelf  acquit, 
.Rather  ftand  up  alfur'd  with  conlcious  pride 
Alone,  than  err  with  millions  en  ihy  fide. 

THE  PROPHECY  OF  FAMINE. 

A  SCOTS  PAST0R.1L. 
INSCRIBED  TO  JOHN   WJLKES,  ESI^UIRE. 

When  Ciipid  firft  iiiftrudls  his  dart-  to  fly 
From  the  fly  corner  of  Ionic  cook-uiajd  s  eye, 
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The  ftripling  raw,  juft  enter'd  in  his  teens, 
R-.ceives  the  wound,  and  wonders  what  it  meant; 
His  heart,  like  dripping,  melts,  and  new  defire 
Within  him  ilirs,  each  time  ftie  (lirs  the  fire; 
Trembling  and  hlufhing  he  the  fair-one  views, 
And  fain  would  fpeak,  but  can't  —without  a  mufe. 

So  to  the  facred  mount  he  takes  his  w?y, 
Pruiies  his  yourg  wiuj;*,  and  tunes  his  infant  lay, 
His  oaten  reed  to  rural  ditties  frames, 
I  o  flocks  and  rocks,  to  hilh  and  rills  proclaims. 
In  fimpleft  notes,  and  all  unpohfli'd  Urain^, 
The  loves  of  nymphs   and  ete  thr  loves  of  fwains. 
Clad,  as  your  nymphs  v.  ere  always  clad  of  yore, 

In  ruftic  weeds — a  cook-muid  now  no  more 

Beneath  an  aged  oak  Lardclla  lies. 
Green  mofs  her  couch  .  her  ca!:opy  the  Ikies. 
From  aromatic  fhrubs  the  roguijh  gale  [vale. 

Steals  yoiiiif^  perfumes,  and  w  afts  them  through  the 
The  y<juth,  turn'd  fwain,  and  fkill'd  in  ruftic  lays, 
Faft  by  her  fide  his  am'rousdcfcant  plays, 
i  Herds  lowe,    flocks   bleat,    pies   chatter,   ravens 
j  fcream, 

1   And  the  full  thorns  dies  a-down  the  ftream. 
1  he  ftream-i,  with  mufic  freighted,  as  they  pafs, 
Prefent  ttie  fair  Lardella  with  a  glafs. 
And  Z' phyr   to  complete  the  love-fick  plan. 
Waves  his  light  wings,  and  I'crves  her  for  a  fan. 
But,  when  maturer  judgment  takes  the  lead, 
Thefe  childifli  toys  on  reafon's altar  bleed  ; 
Form'd  after  fome  great  man,  whofc  name  breeds 

awe, 
Whofe  ev'ry  fentence  faftiion  makes  a  law, 
Who  on  mere  credit  hi?  vain  trophies  rears, 
And  founds  his  merit  on  ourfervile  fears; 
Then  we  difcard  the  workings  of  the  heart, 
And  nature's  banifh'd  by  necbanic  art ; 
Then,  deeply  read,  our  reading  muft  be  ftiown  ; 
Vain  is  that  knowledge  v/hich  remains  unknown. 
Then  oftentation  marches  to  our  aid, 
And  /if//«'i/ pride  ftaiks  forth  in  full  parade; 
Beneath  their  care  behold  the  work  refine, 
Poiniedeach  ienrcnce.poliiird ev'ry  line; 
Trifles  are  dignified,  and  taught  to  wear 
The  robes  of  ancients  with  a  modern  air, 
Nonfenfe  with  clajjlc  ornaaieuts  is  grac'd. 
And  pafiVs  current  with  the  ftam]>  of  tafte. 

Then  the  rude  Theocrite  is  ranfack'd  o'er. 
And  couiiiy  Maro  cail'd  frr.-m  Mincio's  fhore ; 
Sicilian  majts  on  our  mountains  roam, 
Eafy  and  free  a^  if  they  were  at  home  : 
Nymphs,  naiads,  nereids,  dryads,  fatyrs,  fauns, 
Sport  in  our  floods,  and  trip  it  o'er  our  lawns; 
Flow'rs,  which  once  flourilh'd  fair  in  Greece  and 

Rome, 
iVIore  fair  revive  in  England's  meads  to  bloom  ; 
Skies  without  cloud  exotic  funs  adorn; 
And  rofes  biufti,  but  blufti  with<-ut  a  thorn  ; 
Landfcapes  unknown  to  duivdy  nature,  rife. 
And  new  creations  ftrike  our  wond'ring  eyes. 

For  bards  like  thefe,  who  neither  fing  nor  fay. 
Grave  without  thought,  and  without  feeling  gayj 
Whofe  numbers  in  i.ne  even  tenor  flow, 
Attiind  to  pleafure,  and  aitun'd  to  woe. 
Who,  if  plain  common  fenfe  her  vifit  pays. 
And  mars  one  couplet  in  their  happv  lays^ 
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As  at  fome  ghoft  nfFr!g;Iited,  fi-art  and  ftare, 
And  aik  the  meaning  of  her  coming  there  ; 
For  bards  like  thffe  a  wreath  {hall  Mafon  bring, 
Lin'dwith  the  fofteft  down  of  fvlly's  wing; 
In  love's  pag-oda  fiiall  they  ever  doze, 
And  Gifbal  kindly  rotk  ther-i  to  repofe  ; 
Jldy  lord  —to  letters  as  to  faith  moft  true--- 
At  once  their  patron  and  example  tno-  — 
Shall  quaintly  fafliion  his  love-labour'd  dreams, 
Sigh  with  fad   winds,  and  weep  with  wetping 

ftreams. 
Curious  in  grief  (for  real  grief,  we  know, 
Is  curious  to  drefs  up  the  tale  of  w«ie), 
From  the  green  umbrage  of  fome  druid's  feat. 
Shall  his  own  works  in  his  own  way  repeat. 

Me,  whom  no  mufe  of  heav'nly  birth  infpires, 
No  iudgment  tempers  when  rafli  genius  fires ; 
Who  boaft  no  merit  but  mere  knack  of  rhyme, 
Short  gleams  of  fenfe,  and  fatire  out  of  time, 
Who  cannot  follow  where  trim  fancy  leads 
By  prattling  ftreams  o  cr  Jioxu  r- empurpled  meads  ; 
Who  often,  but  without  fuccefs,  have  pray'd 
For  apt  alliteration's  artful  aid ; 
Who  would,  but  cannot,  with  a  mafter's  fkill, 
Coin  fine  new  epithets,  w/;'/*-^  viean  no  ill ; 
Me,  thus  uncouth,  thus  ev'ry  way  unfit 
For  pacing  poefy,  and  ambling  wit, 
Tafte  with  contempt  beholds,  nor  deigns  to  place 
Amongft  the  loweft  of  her  favour'd  race. 

Thon,  nature,  art  my  goddefs-— to  thy  law 
Myfelf  I  dedicate.— -//erwcfflavifh  awe 
Which  bends  to  fafhion,  ar.d  obeys  the  rules, 
Impos'd  at  firft,  and  fince  obferv  d  by  fools. 
Hence  thofe  vile  tricks  which  mar  fair  nature's  hue. 
And  bring  the  fober  matron  forth  to  view, 
W^irh  all  that  artificial  tawdry  glare. 
Which  virtue  fcorns,  and  none  but  flrumpets  wear, 
Sick  of  thofe  pomps,  thofe  vanities,  that  waile 
Of  toil,  which  critics  now  miftakc  for  tafe. 
Of  falfe  refinements  Tick,  and  labour  d  cafe. 
Which  art,  too  thinly  vcii'd,  forbids  to  pleafc. 
By  nature's  charms  (inglorious  truth)  !  fubdu'd. 
However  plain  her  drefs,  and  'haviour  rude, 
To  northern  climes  my  happier  courfe  I  fteer. 
Climes  where  the  goddefs  reigns  throughout  the 
Where,  undifturb'd  by  art's  rtbeUicus  plan,    [year. 
She  rules  the  loyal  laird,  znA  faithful  clan. 

To  that  rare  foil,  where  virtues  cluft'ring  grow. 
What  mighty  bleffings  doth  not  Lngland  owe  ? 
What  ivaggin-loads  of  courage,  wealth  and  fenfe. 
Doth  each  revolving  day  import  from  thence  ? 
To  usfhe  gives,  diunterefted  friend, 
Faith  without  fraud,  and  Stuarts  without  end. 
When  we  profperity's  rich  trappings  wear, 
Com'e  not  her  gen'rous  fonsand  take  a  (hare  ? 
And  if,  by  fome  difaftrous  turn  of  fate, 
Change  ftiould  enfue,  and  ruin  feize  the  (late, 
Shall  we  not  find,  fafe  in  that  hallow'd  ground, 
Such  refuge  as  the  Holy  Martyr  found? 

Nor  icfs  our  debt  in  fciencc,  though  deny'd 
Br  the  weak  Haves  of  prejudice  and  pride. 
Whence  came  the  Ramfays.  names  cf  worthy  note, 
Ot  whom  one  paints,  as  well  as  t'  other  wrote; 
'Theme,  home,  difbanded  from  the  fons  of  pray'r 
For  Icving  plays,  though  no  si^ll  Jean  was  '.here  ; 


Thince  iffiied  forth,  at  great  Macpherfon's  call, 

Thar  old.  nav,  epic  pajloral    Fmgal ; 

Thence  Maljoch.  friend  alike  oi  church  znAJlate, 

Of  Chrift  and  liberty,  by  grateful  fate 

Rais'd  to  rewards  which   in  a  pious  reign. 

All  darling  infdels  (hould  feek  in  vain  ; 

Thence  finiple  bards,  by  fimple  prudence  taught. 

To  this  -wife  town  by  fimple  patrons  brought. 

In  fimple  manner  utter  fimple  lays. 

And  take,  with  fimple  penfions,  fimple  praife. 

Walt  me   fome  mufe    to    Tweed's   infpiring 
flream. 
Where  all  tlie  little  loves  and  graces  dream. 
Where  flowly  winding  the  dull  waters  creep. 
And  feem  themfelves  to  own  the  power  of  fleep. 
Where  on  the  furface  lead,  like  feathers, fwims, 
There  let  me  bathe  my  yet  unhallow'd  limbs, 
As  once  a  Syrian  bath'd  in  Jordan's  flood, 
Wafli  off  my  native  ftains,  corrc(St  that  blood 
Which  mutinies  at  call  oi  Englifh  pride, 
And.  deaf  to  prudence,  roll-i  &  patriot  tide. 

From  folemn  thought  which  overhangs  the  brow 
Of  patriot  care,  when  things  are— God  knows  how; 
From  nice  trim  points,  where  honour,  flave  to  rule, 
In  compliment  to  folly,  plays  the  fool ;       [pow'r. 
From  thofe   gay  fcenes  where   mirth   ejcalts  his 
And  eafy  humour  wings  the  laughing  hour; 
From  thofe  foft  better  moments,  when  defire 
Beats  high,  and  all  the  world  of  man's  on  fire, 
When  mutual  ardours  of  the  melting  fair 
More  than  repay  us  for  whole  years  of  care, 
hx friendfjif  s  fummons  will  my  Wilkes  retreat, 
And  fee,  oniejeen  before,  that  ancitnt  feat. 
That  ancient  feat,  where  majelly  difplay'd 
Her  cnfigns,  long  before  the  ivorld  ivas  made  I 

Mean  narrow  maxims,  which  enflave  mankind, 
Ne'er  from  its  bias  v^arp  thy  fettled  mind. 
Not  dup'd  by  party,  nor  opinion's  flave, 
Thofe  faculties  which  bounteous  nature  gave. 
Thy  honeft  fpirit  into  pradiice  brings,         [kings. 
Nor  courts  the  fmile,   nor  dreads  the   frown  of 
Let  r.'de licentious 'EngW^m.en  comply  [why; 

With  tumult's  voice,  ar.d  curfe  they  know  not 
Unwilling  to  condemn,  thy  foul  difdains 
To  vyear  vile  fadtion's  arbitrary  chains. 
And  flridlly  weighs,  in  apprehenfi(>n  clear. 
Things  as  they  are,  and  not  as  they  appear. 
With  thee  good-humour  tempers  lively  wit, 
Enthron'd  with  judgment,  candour  loves  to  fit, 
And  nature  gave  thee,  open  to  diftrefs, 
A  heart  to  pity,  and  a  hand  to  blefs. 

Oft  have  I  heard  thee  mourn  the  wretched  lot 
Of  the  poor,  mean,  defpis'd,  infuited  Scot, 
Who,  might  calm  reafon  credit  idle  tales. 
By  rancour  forg'd  where  prejudice  prevails. 
Or  flarvcs  at  home,  or  praftife*,  through  fear 
Of  ftarving,  arts  which  damn  all  confcience  here» 
\Whe.r\ fcribblers,  to  the  charge  by  int'reft  led, 
The  fierce  North-Biiiain  foaming  at  their  head, 
Piiur  forth  isvedlives,  deaf  to  candour's  call, 
Ar.d  injur'd  by  one  alien,  rail  at  all ; 
On  Northern  Ft  gah  when  they  take  their  {land. 
To  mark  the  vveaknefs  of  that  Holy  Landy 
With  iieedlefs  truths  their  libels  to  adorn, 
And  hang  a  nation  up  to  public  fcoin, 
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Thy  gen'rous  foul  condemns  the  frantic  rage, 
And  hates  the  faithful  bu;  i:l-natur'd  v^K<^- 

Th.e  Sects  are  poor,  cries  furiy  Enplifh  pride ; 
True  is  the  charge,  nor  by  themfelves  deny'd. 
Are  they  not  then  in  ftridell  realon  clear. 
Who  wifely  come  to  mend  their  fortunes  here  ? 
If,  by  low  fiipple  arts  fuccefs lul  grown, 
They  fapp'd  our  vigour  to  incrcafe  their  own. 
If  mean  in  want,  and  infolent  in  pow'r. 
They  only  fawn'd  more  forely  to  devour, 
Rous'd  by  fuch  wrongs  fliould  reafon  take  alarm, 
And  p'en  tlie  mufe  for,pub!ic  fafety  arm  ; 
But  if  they  own  ingemioiis  virtue's  fway, 
And  follow  where  true  honour  points  the  way. 
If  they  revere  the  hand  by  which  they're  fed. 
And  blefs  the  donors  for  their  daily  bread. 
Or  by  vaft  debts  of  higher  import  bound. 
Are  always  humble,  always  grateful  found, 
If  they,  dirededby  Paul'!,  holy  pen. 
Become  difcreetly  all  things  to  ail  men. 
That  all  men  may  become  all  things  to  them. 
Envy  may  hate,  but  juftice  can't  condemn. 
"  Into  oiir  places,  flates,  and  beds  they  creep  ;" 
They've  fenfe  to  get,  what  vi-e  want  ftnfe  to  keep 
Once,  be  the  hour  accurs'd,  accurs'd  the  place, 
1  ventur'd  to  blafpheme  the  chofen  race. 
Into  thofc  trape,  v.'hich  men  ra//'*/ patriots  laid, 
By  fpecious  arts  unwarily  betrav'd, 
Madly  1  leagu'd  againft  that  facred  earth. 
Vile  parricide  !  which  gave  a  parent  birth. 
But  Ihall  I  meanly  error's  path  purfue, 
When  heavenly  truth  prefents  her  friendly  clue. 
Once  plung'd  in  ill,  fliall  I  go  larther  in  ? 
To  make  the  oath  was  rafn  ;  to  keep  it,  fin. 
Backward  I  tread  the  paths  I  trod  before. 
And  calm  refledlion  hates  what  paflion  fwore. 
Converted  (blefied  are  the  fouls  which  know 
Thofe  pleafures  which  from  true  converfion  flow, 
Whether  to  reafon,  who  now  rules  my  brcaft. 
Or  to  pure  faith,  like  I>ytt!cton  and  Weft), 
Pad  crimes  to  espi&tc,  be  my  prefent  aim 
To  raife  new  trophies  to  the  Scottifti  i;ame. 
To  make  (what  can  the  proudell  mufe  do  more)  ? 
E'en  fa(5lion's  fons  her  brighter  worth  adore. 
To  niake  her  glories,  ftan-.p'd  with  honeft  rhymes. 
In  fulleft  tide  roll  down  to  lateft  times.         [thine, 
"  Prefumptuous  wretch  I  and  (hall  a  mu/i  like 
"  An  Enr^ijb  wKf,  the  mcaneit  of  the  nine, 
"  Attempt  a  theme  like  this.-"  Can  her  weak  ftrain 
•'  Expecfl  indulgence  from  the'mighty  Thane.' 
*'  Should  he  from  toils  of  government  retire, 
"  And  for  a  m<ment  fan  the  poet's  fire, 
"  Should  he,  of  fciences  the  moral  friend, 
"  Each  curious,  each  im^ori^nt  fearch  fufpcnd, 
"  Leave  vna[f,j.ed  Hill  of  herbs  to  tell, 
"   And  all  the  -wonders  of  a  cockte-Jhcll, 
"  Having  the  Lord's  good  grace  before  his  eyes, 
•'  Would  not  .be  Home  ftep  forth,  and  gain  the 

"  prize  ? 
"  Or  if  this  wreath  of  honour  might  adorn 
"    I  he  humble  brows  of  one  in  England  horn, 
"   Prcfumptuoiis  ftill  thy  darmg  mufl  appear  ; 
•'  Vain  ail  thy  tnw'ring  hopes,  whilft  I  am  here." 

Thus  fpake  ayiirOT.by  filken  fmile,  and  tone 
Dull  and  unvaried,  for  the  laurtat  known, 


Folly's  chief  friend,  decorum's  eldeft  fon, 
In  ev'ry  party  found,  and  yet  of  none. 
This  airy  fuhjlance,  tY.hfubJiantialJhade, 
Abafli'd  I  heard,  and  with  rcfpe<it  obcy'd. 

From  themes  too  lofty  for  a  bard  fo  mean, 
Difcretion  beckons  to  an  humbler  fcene. 
The  reftlefs  fever  of  ambition  laid. 
Calm  I  retire,  and  feek  the  fylvan  fhade. 
Now  be  the  nuife  difrob'd  of  all  her  pride. 
Be  all  the  glare  of  verfe  by  truth  fupplied. 
And  if  plain  nature  pours  a  fimple  flrain. 
Which  Bute  may  praife,  and  Offian  not  difdain, 
Oitidin ^fuhlin/ejlyjlmplrjl  bard  of  all, 
Whom  EngliJ}  infidels  Maci)herfon  call. 
Then  routid  my  liead  iball  honour's  enfigns  wave, 
And  penfisns  mark  m.e  for  a  willing  flave. 


Two  boys,  whofe  birth  beyond  all  queftion 
fprmgs 
From  great  and  glorious,  though  forgotten,  kings, 
Shepherds  of  Scoitfh  lineage,  born  and  bred 
On  the  fame  bleak  and  barren  mountain's  head, 
By  niggard  nature  doom'd  on  the  fame  rocks 
To  fpin  out  life,  and  flarve  themfelves  and  flocks, 
Frefh  as  the  morning,  which,  enrob'd  in  mift. 
The  m-amtain's  top  with  ufual  dullnefs  kifs'd. 
Jockey  and  Sawney  to  their  labours  rofe ; 
Soon  clad  I  ween,  where  na'wre  needs  no  clothes. 
Where,  from  their  youth  inur'd  to  winter  ikies. 
Drefs  and  her  vain  refinements  they  defpife. 

Jjckey,   whofe    manly   high-bon'd    cheeks   t* 
crown 
With  freckles  fpotted  llam'd  the  golden  down  , 
With  mikle  art  could  on  the  bagpipes  play, 
E'en  from  the  rifing  to  the  fetting  day ; 
Sawney  as  long  without  remorfe  could  bawl 
Home's  madrigals,  and  duties  from  Fiiigal. 
Oft  at  his  ftrain^,  all  natural  though  rude. 
The  Highland  lafs  forgot  her  want  of  food, 
And,w]u!ft  file /irra/f6'</ her  lover  into  refv. 
Sunk  j)le:js'd,  though  liungry,  on  her  bawney's 
breafl. 
Far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  no  tree  was  feen. 
Earth,  clad  in  rufl'et,  fcorn'd  the  lively  green. 
I'he  plague  of  locufts  they  fecure  defy, 
For  in  three  hours  a  grafho-pper  muft  die. 
No  living  thing,  whate'er  its  food,  feafts  there. 
But  the  cameleon,  who  can  feaft  on  air. 
No  birds,  except  as  birds  of  paflage,  flew. 
No  bee  wcs  known  to  hum,  no  dove  to  coo. 
No  ftream<;  as  amber  fmooth,  as  amber  clear, 
Were  feen  to  glide,  or  heard  to  wM4>l«'iiere.  i  tk  f 
Rebellion's  fpring,.which  through  the  country  ran, 
Furnifh'd,  with  bitter  draughts,  the  fteady  clan. 
No  flow'rs  embalm'd  the  air,  but  one  white  rofe, 
Which  on  the  tenth  of  June  by  infti.ndl  blows. 
By  inftin<il  blows  at  morn,  and,  »&hiji  the  fliadcs 
Of  drizzly  eve  prevail,  by  inftindl  fades.    /!.  ^^     i  ,^ 

One,  and  but  one  poor  folitary  cave. 
Too  fparing  of  her  favours,  nature  gave: 
That  one  alone  (hard  tax  on  Scottifh  pride)! 
Shelter  at  once  for  man  and  beafl  fupplied. 
'i'heir  fnares  ivithoat  entangling  briers  fpread. 
And  thUlles,  arm'd  againfl  th'  invader's  head. 
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Stood  in  dofe  ranks  all  entrance  to  oppofe, 
Thirties  now  held  more  precious  than  the  rofe. 
All  creatures  which,  on  nature's  earlieft  plan. 
Wee  form'd  to  lothe,  and  to  be  loth'd  by  man, 
Which  ow'd  their  birth  to  naflinefs  and  I'pite, 
Deadly  to  touch,  and  hateful  to  the  fi^jht, 
Creatures,  which  when  admitted  in  the  ark. 
Their  faviour  Ihunn'd,  and  rankled  In  the  dark, 
Found  place  luithin  :  marking  her  noifome  road 
With  poifon's  trail,  here  cravvl'd  the  bloated  toad; 
T/jcre  webs  were  fpread  of  more  than  common  fize, 
And  half-flarv'd  fpiders  prey'd  on  half-flarv'd  flics; 
In  queft  of  food,  efts  ftrove  in  vain  to  crawl ; 
Slugs,  pinch'd  with  hunger,  fniear'd  the  flimy  wall; 
The  cave  around  with  biffing  ferpents  rung ; 
On  the  damp  roof  unhealthy  vapour  hung  ; 
And  Famine,  fiy  her  chUdrtn  alzvays  knoivn. 
As  proud  as  poor,  here  fix'd  her  native  throne. 

Here,  for  the  fuilen  iky  was  overcafl, 
And  fummer  fhrunk  btneath  a  wint'ry  blaft, 
A  native  blafl,  which,  arm'd  with  hail  and  rain, 
Beat  unrelenting  on  the  naked  fwain. 
The  boys  for  fhelter  made ;  behind,  the  (beep, 
Of  which  thofe  fhepherds  every  day  take  ieep, 
Sickly  crept  on,  and  with  complainings  rude, 
On  nature  feem'd  to  call,  and  bltatfor  food. 
Jodey. 

Sitb  to  this  cave,  by  tempefl:,  we're  cnnfin'd, 
And  within  ien  our  flocks,  under  the  wind, 
Safe  from  the  pelting  of  this  perilous  llorm, 
Arc  laid  emcng  yon  thirties,  dry  and  warm, 
Whar,  Sawney,  if  by  fhepherd's  art  we  try 
To  mnck  the  rigour  of  this  cruel  Iky  ? 
What  if  we  tune  fome  merry  roundJny  ? 
Well  dofl  thou  Ong,  nor  ill  doth  Jockey  play. 
Sa"^vney. 

Ah,  Jockey,  ill  advifeft  thou,  I  ivrs. 
To  think  of  fongs  at  fuch  a  time  as  this. 
Sooner  Ihall  herbage  crown  thefe  barren  rocks, 
Sooner  fhal!  fleeces  clothe  thefe  ragged  flocks. 
Sooner  fliall  want  fcize  fliepherds  cf  the  louth, 
And  we  forget  to  live  from  hand  to  mouth, 
Than  Sawney,  our  of  feafun,  fball  impart 
The  fongs  of  gladnefs  with  an  aching  heart. 

yocicy. 
Still  have  I  known  thee  f (  r  a  filly  fvvain  : 
Of  things  part  help,  what  boot-  it  to  complain  ? 
Nothii  g  but  mirtl.  can  coi  qucr  for  une's  fpite  ; 
No  fky  is  heavy,  if  the  heart  be  iight  : 
Patience  is  f  rrow's  falvc .   what  can't  be  cur'd. 
So  Donald  right  areeds,  muft  be  endur'd. 

catvney. 
Full  filly  fwain,  I  ivot,  is  Jockey  now; 
Hew  didft  thou  bear  thy  Maggy's  falfehood  ?  how, 
When  with  a  foreign  lion  fiiir  ftole  away, 
Did'rt  thou  forfvvear  thy  pipe  anii  fheplcrd's  lay  ? 
Where  was  thy  boarted  wifdom  then,  Vvfhen  I 
Applied  thefe  proverbs,  which  you  now  apply  ? 

Jo,  key 
O  ftie  was  bonny  !  All  the  Highlands  round 
Was  there  a  rival  to  my  Maggy  found  ! 
M'lre  precious  (though  that  precious  is  to  all) 
Than  the  rare  mtd  cine  which  we  brimrtone  call, 
Or  that  choice  plant,  lo  grateful  to  the  no(e, 
■Which  in  I  know  not  what  far  country  grows, 


Was  Maggy  unto  me ;  dear  do.  I  rue, 
A  lafs  fo  fair  fhould  ever  prove  untrue. 
Saiuncy. 

Whether  with  pipe  or  fong  to  charm  the  ear, 
Through  all  the  land  did  Jamie  find  a  peer  ? 
Curs'd  be  that  year  by  tv'ry  honeft  Scot, 
And  in  the  ftiepherd's  calendar  forgt^t. 
That  fatal  year,  when  Jamie,  baplefs  fwain. 
In  evil  hour  forfook  the  peaceful  plain. 
Jamie,  when  cur  )*Dung  laird  difcreetly  fled. 
Was  feiz'd  and  hang'd  till  he  was  dead,  dead,  dead. 
"Jrickcy. 

Full  forely  may  we  all  lament  that  day  ; 
For  all  were  lofers  in  the  deadly  fray. 
Five  brothers  had  I  on  the  Scottifh  plains. 
Well  doft  thou  know  were  none  more  hopeful 

fwain  s  ; 
Five  brothers  there  I  loft,  in  manho-^d's  pride, 
Two  in  the  field,  and  three  on  gibbets  died: 
Ah  '.  filly  fwains,  to  follow  war's  alarms  ! 
Ah  !  what  hath  fhepherd's  life  to  do  with  arms ! 

Saivney. 

Mention  it  not — There  law  I  ftrant;ers  clad 
In  all  the  honours  of  our  ravifli'd /"/j/V, 
Saw  the  ferrara  too,  our  nation's  pride, 
Unwilling  grace  the  awkward  vigor's  fide. 
There  fell  our  choiceft  yourh,  and  from  that  day 
Mote  never  Sawney  tune  the  merry  lay:  [furvive^ 
Blefs'd  thofe  which  fell !  curs'd  thofe  which  flill 
To  Tfxoxxxvi  ffteen  renew'd  \xx  forty-fve. 


Thus  plain'd  the  boys,  when  from  her  throne 

of  turf. 
With  boils  embofs'd,  and  overgrown  with  fcurf. 
Vile  humours,  which,  in  life's  corrupted  well, 
Mis'd  at  the  birth,  not  abrtinence  could  quell, 
i^ale  Famine  rear'd  the  head  :  her  eager  eyes. 
Where  hunger  ev'n  to  madnefs  feem'd  to  rife, 
Speaking  aloud  her  throes  and  pangs  of  heart, 
Strain'd  to  get  loofe,  and  from  their  orbs  to  ftart ; 
Her  hollow  cheeks  were  each  a  deep-funk  cell, 
V\''here  wretchedncfs  and  horror  lov'd  to  dwell ; 
With  double  rows  of  ufelel's  teeth  fupplied, 
Her  mouth,  from  ear  to  ear,  extended  wide. 
Which,  when  for  want  of  food  her  entrails  pin'd. 
She  I  p'd,and,  curfing.  fwallnw'd  nought  butwind; 
All  fbrivell'd  was  her  fkin,  and  here  and  there, 
Making  their  way  by  force,  her  bones  lay  bare  : 
Such  filthy  fight  to  hide  from  human  view, 
O'er  her  foul  limbs  a  tatter'd  plaid  fhe  threw. 

Ceafe,  cried  the  goddefs,  ceal'e,  dcfpairirg  fwains. 
And  from  a  parent  hear  what  Jove  ordains  1 

Pent  in  this  barren  corner  of  the  ifle. 
Where  partial  fortune  never  deign'd  to  fmile; 
Like  nature's  bartards,  reaping  for  our  fhare 
What  was  rejedled  by  the  lawful  heir;    • 
Unknown  amongfhthe  nations  of  the  earth. 
Or  only  known  to  raife  contempt  and  mirth; 
Long  free,  becaufc  the  race  of  Roman  braves 
Thought  it  not  worth  their  while  to  makeusflaves; 
Then  into  bondage  by  that  nation  brought, 
Whofe  ruin  we  for  ages  vainly  fought ; 
Whom  ftill  with  unflack'd  hate  we  view,  and  {lillj 
The  pow'r  of  mifchicf  loft,  retain  the  will; 
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Confider'd  as  the  rcfufe  of  mankind. 
A  mafs  till  the  laft  monient  lefr  behind, 
Which  frugal  nature  doubted,  as  it  lay. 
Whether  to  ftamp  with  life,  or  throw  away; 
"Which,  form'd  in  hafte.  was  planted  in  this  nook, 
But  never  enter'd  in  creation's  book  ; 
Branded  as  traitor";,  who  for  love  of  gold 
Would  fell  thcif  G<id.  as  once  their  khvr  they  fold  ; 
Long-  have  we  borne  this  mighty  weight  of  ill, 
Thcfe  r  ile  injurious  taunts,  and  hear  thtm  flill. 
But  times  of  happier  note  are  now  at  hand, 
And  the  full  promife  (.f  a  better  land  : 
fTLcre, like  the  fons  eflfrad,  having  trod. 
For  the  lix'd  term  of  year>  ordain'd  by  God, 
A  barren  defart,  we  fl\all  feize  rich  plains, 
Where  milk  with  honey  flows,  and  plenty  reigns. 
With  fome  few  natives  ynn' A^iomz pliant  few, 
Who  worfliip  int'reft,  and  our  track  purfuc, 
There  fhall  we,  though  the  wretched  people  grieve, 
Rava<;e  at  large,  nor  afk  the  owners  leave. 

For  us,  the  earth  fliall  bring  forth  her  increafe ; 
For  us,  the  flocks  fhall  wear  a  golden  fleece ; 
Fat  beeves  fhall  yield  us  dainties  not  our  own, 
And  the  grape  bleed  a  nedlar  yet  unknown  ; 
For  our  advantage  fiiall  their  harvefls  grow, 
And  Sctifmtit  re?.p  what  they  difdain'd  to  fow ; 
For  us,  the  fun  Ihall  climb  the  eaftern  hill; 
For  us,  the  rain  fiiall  fall,  the  dew  diflil; 
When  to  our  v/ifaes  nature  cannot  rife. 
Art  fhall  be  tafk'd  to  grant  us  frefli  fupplies. 
His  brawny  arm  fhall  drudging  labour  flrain. 
And  {or  our  plcafure  fuffer  daily  pain ; 
Trade  fhall  for  us  exert  her  utmofi  pow'rs, 
Ker's  all  the  toil,  and  all  the  profit  our's ; 
For  us,  the  oak  fhall  from  his  native  fteep 
Defcend,  and  fearicfs  travel  through  the  deep  ; 
The  fail  of  commerce  for  our  ufe  unfurl'd. 
Shall  waft  the  treafures  of  each  diftant  world  ; 
For  us,  fiiblimer  heights  fhall  fcience  reach. 
For  us,  their  ftatefmen  plot,  their  churchmen 

preach ; 
Their  noblcfl  limbs  of  counfel  we'll  disjoint. 
And,  mocking,  new  ones  of  our  own  appoint; 
l^evouring  war,  iniprifun'd  in  the  north. 
Shall,  at  cur  call,  in  horrid  pomp  break  forth, 
And  when,  his  chariot  wheels  with  thunder  hung, 
Fell  Difcord  braying  with  her  brazen  tongue. 
Death  in  the  van,  with  Anger,  Male,  and  Fear, 
And  Defolation  ftalking  in  the  rear. 
Revenge,  by  Juflics  guided,  in  his  train, 
He  drives  impetuous  o'er  the  trembling  plain. 
Shall,  at  our  bidding,  quit  his  lawful  prey. 
And  to  meek,  ger.tle,  gen'rous  Peace  give  way. 

Think  nor,  my  fons,  that  this  fo  blcls'd  eflate 
Stands  at  a  diflauce  on  the  roll  of  fate; 
Already  big  with  hopes  of  future  fway, 
E'en  from  this  cave  I  fccnt  my  dcftin'd  prey. 
Think  not,  that  this  dominioii  o'er  a  race, 
Whofe  former  deeds  fhall  Time's  lafl  annals  grace, 
In  the  rough  face  of  peril  mud  be  fought. 
And  with  the  lives  of  thoulands  dearly  bought; 
No — fool  d  by  cunning,  by  that  happy  art 
Which  laughs  to  fcorn  the  blundering  hero's  heart, 
Into  the  fnare  fhall  our  kind  Leighbours  fall 
With  o^cn  c)C5,  and  fondly  give  us  all. 


When  Rome,  to  prop  her  finking  empire,  bore 
Their  choicefl  levies  to  a  foreign  fhore. 
What  if  we  feiz'd,  like  a  dellroying  flood. 
Their  vvidow'd  plains,  and  fiU'd  the  realm  witk 

blood. 
Gave  an  unbounded  loofc  to  manly  rage. 
And  fcorning  mercy,  fpar'd  nor  lex  nor  age ; 
When,  for  oar  ini'reft  too  mighty  grown, 
Monarchs  of  warlike  bent  pofTcfs'd  the  throne, 
What  if  we  flrove  divifions  to  foment, 
And  fpre.id  the  flames  of  civil  difconcent, 
AfTifted  thife  who  'gainft  their  king  made  head. 
And  gave  the  traitors  refuge  when  they  fled ; 
When  reftlefs  Glory  bade  her  fons  advance. 
And  pitch'd  her  flandard  in  the  fields  of  France  ; 
What  if,  difdaining  oaths,  and  empty  found, 
By  which  our  nation  never  fhall  be  bound, 
Bravely  we  taught  unmuzzled  war  to  roam 
Through  the  weak  land,  and  brought  cheap  lau- 

reh  home ; 
When  the  bold  traitors  leagu'd  for  the  defence 
Of  Law,  Religion,  iJbercy  and  Senfe, 
When  they  againfl  their  lawful  monarch  rofe, 
And  dar'd  the  Lord's  Anointed  to  oppofe, 
Vv''hat  if  we  flill  rever'd  the  banifh'd  race, 
Aiid  flrove  the  Royal  Vagrants  to  replace. 
With  fierce  rebellions  fhook  th'  unfettled  flate, 
And  greatly  dar'd,  though  crofs'd  by  partial  fate; 
Thefe  fadhs,  which  might,  where  wifdom  held  the 

fway, 
Awake  the  very  flones  to  bar  our  way, 
There  fhall  be  nothing,  nor  one  trace  remain 
In  the  dull  region  of  an  Englifh  brain. 
Blefs'd  with  that  fct'ith^  which  mountains  can  re- 
move, [prove. 
Firfl    they    fhall   dupes,  next  faints,   laft   martyrs 

Already  is  this  game  of  fate  begun 
Under  the  fan<5t!on  of  my  darling  fon  : 
That  fon,  of  natijre  royal  as  his  name, 
Is  deflin'd  to  redtcm  our  race  from  fhamc; 
His  boundlefs  pow'r,  beyond  example  great. 
Shall  make  the  rough  way  fmooth,  the  crooked 

ftraight. 
Shall  for  our  eafc  the  raging  floods  reflrain, 
And  fink  the  mountain  level  to  the  plain. 
Difcord,  whom  in  a  cavern  under  ground 
With  mafly  fetters  their  late  Patriot  bound. 
Where  her  own  flefli  the  furious  hng  might  tear, 
And  vent  her  curfes  to  the  vacant  air. 
Where,  that  fhe  never  might  be  heard  of  more, 
He  planted  1-oyalty  to  guard  the  dr'or. 
For  better  purpo(e  fiiall  our  chief  releafe, 
Difguife  her  for  a  time,  and  call  her  P>;ace. 

Lur'd  by  that  name,  fine  engine  of  deceit. 
Shall  the  weak  Englifli  help  themfelves  to  cheat; 
To  gain  our  love,  with  honours  fhall  they  grace 
The  old  adherents  of  the  Stuart  race. 
Who  pointed  out,  no  matter  by  what  name, 
Tories  or  Jacobirts  are  fliil  th^  fame. 
To  foothe  our  rage,  the  temporifing  brood 
.^hall  break  the  tics  of  truth  and  gratitude, 
Againft  their  faviour  vcnom'd  lallehoods  frame, 
Aiid  brand  with  calumny  their  M'"illiam's  name; 
To  win  our  grace,  (rare  argument  of  wit) 
To  our  untainted  fciith  rnail  tliey  commit 
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(Our  faith  which.  In  cxtrcmeft  perils  tried, 
Difdain'd,  and  ftill  dildains,  to  change  her  fide) 
That  facred  Majefty  they  all  approve. 
Who  moft  enjoys,  and  beft  dcftrves  their  love. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  WILLIAM  HOGARTH. 

Amongst  the  {<ms  of  men  how  few  are  knowa 
Who  dare  be  jult  to  merit  not  their  own  i 
■  Superior  virtue  and  fupericr  fenfe 
To  knaves  and  fools  will  alv/ays  give  offence  ; 
Nay,  men  of  real  worth  can  fcaiv-tly  bear. 
So  nice  ia  Jealoufy,  a  rivil  there. 

Be  v.-icked  as  tliou  wilt,  do  all  that's  bafe, 
Proclaim  thyfeli"  the  r.ioniier  of  thy  race  ; 
Let  vice  and  folly  thy  black  foul  divide. 
Be  proud  with  nieannefs,  and  be  mean  with  f  ride; 
Deaf  to  the  voice  of  faith  and  honour,  fall 
From  fide  to  fide,  yet  be  of  none  at  all ; 
Spurn  all  thofc  chariti-s,  thofc  facred  ties, 
W^hich  nature  in  her  bounty,  good  as  wife. 
To  work  our  fafety,  and  enfure  her  plan, 
Contriv'd  to  bind,  and  rivet  man  to  man  ; 
Lift  againfb  virtue  power's  opprcflive  rod, 
Betray  thy  country,  and  deny  thy  God ; 
And,  in  one  gen'ral  comprehenfive  line, 
To  group,  which  volumes  Icarcely  could  define, 
Whate'er  of  fin  anil  duUnefs  can  be  faid, 

Join  to  a  F 's  heart  a  D 's  head  ; 

Yet  may'fl  thou  pafs  unnotic'd  in  the  throng, 
And,  free  from  envy,  fafely  fneak  along. 
The  rigid  faint,  by  whom  no  mercy's  ihown 
To  fainis  whofe  lives  are  better  than  his  own. 
Shall  ipare  thy  crimes;  and  v.'it,  who  never  once 
Forgave  a  brother,  fliali  forgive  a  dunce. 
But  fliould  thy  foul,  form'd  in  fome  lucklefs  hour, 
Vile  int'refl  fcorn,nor  madly  grafp  at  pow'r; 
Should  love  of  fame,  in  ev'ry  noble  mind, 
A  brave  difcafe,  with  love  of  virtue  join'd, 
Spur  thee  to  deeds  of  pith,  where  courage,  tried 
In  Reafon's  court,  is  amply  juftificd  ; 
Or  fond  of  knowledge,  and  averfe  to  flrife, 
Should'fl;  thou  prefer  the  calmer  walk  of  life; 
Should'fl  thou,  hff  pale  and  fickly  ftudy  led, 
Purfue  coy  fcien'cc  to  the  fountain-head; 
Virtue  thy  guide,  and  public  good  thy  end. 
Should  ev'ry  thought  to  our  improvement  tend, 
To  curb  the  pafiions,  to  enlarge  the  mind. 
Purge  the  fick  weal,  and  humanize  mankind  : 
Rage  in  her  eye,  and  malice  in  her  breafl. 
Redoubled  horror  grinning  on  hcrcreft. 
Fiercer  each  fnake,  and  fliarper  ev'ry  dart, 
Quick  from  lier  cell  fliall  mad'ning  envy  ftart. 
Tnen  ilialt  thou  find,  but  find  alas  !  too  late. 
How  vain  is  worth  '.  how  Ihort  is  glory's  date  I 
Then  Ihalt  thou  find,  whilll  friends  with  foes  con- 

fpire 
To  give  more  proof  than  virtue  would  defire. 
Thy  danger  chiefly  lies  in  acSing  well; 
No  crime's  to  great  as  darmg  to  excel. 
Whilll  Satire  thus,  difJaining  mean  controul, 
Urg'd  the  free  dicStates  of  an  honefl  foul, 
Caiidour.  who,  with  the  charity  of  Paul, 
Still  thinks  the  belt,  when^i'er  Ite  thinks  at  all, 


With  the  fweet  milk  of  human  kindnefs  blefs'd, 
The  furious  ardour  of  my  zesl  reprefs'd. 

Canft  thou,  with  more  than  ufual  warmth,  fbe 

try'd. 
Thy  malice  to  indulge,  and  feed  thy  pride, 
Canfl  thou,  fcvere  by  nature  as  thou  art, 
With  all  that  wond'rous  rancour  in  thy  heart. 
Delight  to  torture  truth  ten  thoufand  ways. 
To  fpin  detraction  forth  from  themes  of  praife. 
To  make  vice  fit  for  purpofes  of  ftrife, 
And  draw  the  hag  much  larger  than  the  life, 
To  make  the  good  fecm  bad,  the  bad  feem  worfe. 
And  reprefent  our  nature  as  our  curfe  ? 
Doth  not  humanity  condemn  that  zeal 
Which  tend'i  to  aggravate  and  not  to  heal  ? 
Doth  not  difcrt-tion  warn  thee  of  difgrace, 
And  danger  grinning  flare  thee  in  the  face; 
Loud  as  the  drum,  which  fpreading  terror  round 
From  emptinefs  acquires  the  pow'r  of  found? 
Doth  not  the  voice  of  Norton  flrike  thy  ear. 
And  the  pale  Mansfield  chill  thy  foul  with  fear  ? 
Do'ft  thou.fonil  man,  believe  thyfelf  fecure, 
Becaufe  thou'rt  honell,  and  becaufe  thou'rt  poor? 
Doll  thou  on  law  and  liberty  depend  ? 
Turn,  turn  thy  eyes,  and  view  thy  injur'd  friend. 
Art  tliou  beyond  the  ruffian  gripe  of  pow'r? 
When  Wilkes, /'rejiidg'd,  isfentenc'd  to  the  Tow'rJ 
Dofl  thou  by  privilege  exemption  claim. 
When  privilege  is  little  more  than  name  ? 
Or  to  prerogative  (that  glorious  ground 
On  which  ft;:re-fcoundrels  oft  have  fafety  found) 
Doll  thou  prvitend,  and  there  a  fan^lion  find, 
Unpuuifh'd,  thus  to  libel  human  kind  ? 

When  poverty,  the  poet's  conllant  crime, 
Compell'dthee,  all  unfit,  to  trade  in  rhyme, 
Had  not  romantic  notions  turn'd  thy  head, 
Had'll  thou  not  valu'd  honour  more  than  bread. 
Had  int'reil,  pliant  int'reft,  been  thy  guide, 
And  had  not  prudence  been  debauch'd  by  pride, 
In  flatt'ry's  tlream  thou  would'fl  have  dipp'd  thy 

pen, 
Applied  to  great,  and  not  to  honefl  men, 
Nor  fhould  conA'i(9:ion  have  fcduc'd  thy  heart 
To  take  the  weaker  though  the  better  part. 

What  but  rank  folly,  for  thy  curfe  decreed, 
Could  into  f^  fire's  barren  path  miflead. 
When,  open  to  thy  view,  before  thee  lay 
Soul-foothing  panegyric's  flow'ry  way  ? 
There  might  the  mufe  have  faunter'd  at  her  cafe^ 
And,  pleafing  others,  learn'd  herfelf  to  pleafe  ; 
Lords  fln/uld  have  liflen'd  to  the  fugar'd  treat, 
And  ladies,  fimp'ring,  own'd  it  vafliy  fweet; 
Rogiids,  in  thy  prudent  verfe  with  virtue  grac'd. 
Fools,  mark'd  by  thee  as  prodigies  of  tafle, 
Mud  have  forbid,  pouring  preferments  dov/n. 
Such  wit,  fuch  truth  as  thine  to  quit  the  gown. 
Thy  facred  brethren  too  (for  they  no  iefs 
Than  laymen,  bring  their  oft" 'rings  to  fucccfs) 
Had  hail'd  thee  good  if  great,  and  paid  the  vow 
Sincere  as  that  they  pay  to  God,  whiifl  thou 
In  laun  hadft  whifper'd  to  a  fieeping  crowd' 

As  dull  as  R ,  and  half  as  proud. 

Peace,  candour  : — Wjfely  had'fl  thou  faid,  and 

well, 
Could  int'reft  in  this  breafl  one  iromcnt  dwells 
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Could  fhe,  with  profpedl  of  fuccefs,  oppofe  i 

The  firm  refolves  which  from  convi(Sion  rofe. 

1  cannot  truckle  to  a  fool  of  ftate, 

Nor  take  a  favour  from  th^nian  I  hate. 

Free  leave  have  others  by  fuch  means  to  fhine; 

1  fcorn  their  pra<ftice,  ti*ey  may  laugh  at  mine. 

But  in  this  charge,  forgetful  of  thyfelf. 
Thou  haft  afTum'd  the  raixims  of  that  elf, 
"Whom  God  in  wrath  for  man's  difhonour  fram'd, 
Cunning  in  heav"n,  amongft  us  prudence  nam'd, 
T^hzt/erviL-  prudence  which  I  leave  to  thofe 
Who  dare  not  be  my  friends,  can't  be  my  foes. 

Had  I  with  cruel  and  opprcllive  rhymes 
Purfu'd,  and  turn'd  misfortunes  into  crimes; 
Had  I,  when  virtue  gafpin  j  lay  and  low, 
Join'd  tyrant  vice,  and  added  woe  to  woe  ; 
Had  F  made  m<>defty  m  blufties  fpeak, 
And  drawn  the  tear  down  beauty's  facred  cheek; 
Had  1  (damn'd  then)  in  thought  debas'd  my  lays, 
To  wound  that  fex  which  honour  bids  me  praifc  ; 
Had  !.  from  vengeance  by  bafe  views  betrayM, 
In  endlefs  night  funk  iajur'd  Ayliff  "s  (hade ; 
Had  I  (which  fatirifls  of  mighty  name, 
Renown'd  in  rhyme,  rever'd  for  moral  fame. 
Have  done  before,  whom  iuftice  faall  purfue 
In  future  verfe)  brought  forth  to  pubiic  view 
A  noble  friend,  and  made  his  foibles  known, 
Becaufe  his  worth  was  greater  than  my  own  ; 
Had  I  fpar'd  thofe  (fo  prudsncs  had  decreed) 
'  "V/hom,  God  fo  help  tne  at  my  greatcft  need, 
I  ne'er  will  fpare,  tliofe  vipers  to  their  king,  [fting, 
Who  fmooth  their  looks,  and  flatter  whilfl  they 
Or  had  I  not  taught  patriot  zeal  to  boaft 
Of  thofe  who  flatter  lead;,  but  love  him  moft ; 
Had  I  thus  finn"d.  my  (lubborn  foul  fliould  bend 
At  candour's  voice,  and  take,  as  from  a  friend, 
The  deep  rebuke  ;  myfelf  fliould  be  the  linT: 
To  hate  myfelf,  and  ilamp  my  mufe  accurs'd. 

But  fliall  my  arm — forbid  it  manly  pride, 
Forbid  it  reafon,  warring  on  my  fide — 
For  vengeance  lifted  high,  the  flrolce  forbsar. 
And  hang  fufpended  in  the  defert  air. 
Or  to  my  trem.bling  fide  unnerv'd  link  down, 
Palfied,  forfooth,  by  candour's  half-made  frown  ? 
When  juflice  bids  me  on,  fliall  1  delay 
Becaufe  infipid  candour  bars  my  way  ? 
When  fhe,  of  all  alike  the  puling  friend, 
W.-iuld  difappoint  my  fatire's  nobleft  end, 
When  fhe  to  villains  would  a  fandtion  give, 
And  Iheltcr  thofe  who  are  not  fit  to  live. 
When  file  would  fcreen  the  guilty  from  a  blufli. 
And  bids  me  fpare  whom  reafon  bids  me  crulh, 
All  leagues  with  candour  proudly  I  rtfign  ; 
She  cannot  be  for  honour's  turn  nor  mine. 

Yet  come,  cold  monitor,  half  foe,  half  friend, 
Whom  vice  can't  fear,  whom  virtue  can't  com- 
mend. 
Come  candour,  by  thy  dull  indiff'rence  known, 
Thou  equal-blooded  judge,  thou  lukewarm  drone, 
Who,  falhion'd  without  feelings,  doft  expc(5b 
We  call  that  virtue  which  we  know  defeA; 
Come,  and  obferve  the  nature  of  our  crimes. 
The  grofs  and  rar.k  complexion  of  the  times, 
Obferve  it  well,  and  then  review  my  plan  ; 
Praife  if  you  will,  or  ccniurc  if  you  ca;i.  ■ 


While  vice  prefumptuous  lords  it  as  in  fport. 
And  piety  is  only  known  at  court ; 
Whilft  wretched  liberty  expiring  lies 
B>ineath  the  fatal  burden  of  excife  ; 
\\  hilft  nobles  aift,  without  one  touch  of  fhame. 
What  men  of  humble  rank  would  bhilh  to  name  ; 
Whilft  honour's  plac'd  in  higheft  point  of  view, 
Worlhipp'd  I  y  i-iofe  who  jullice  never  knew; 
Whiift  bubblt,!'  of  diftindion  wafte  in  play 
The  hours  of  reft,  and  blunder  through  the  day, 
With  dice  and  cards  opprobrious  vigils  keep, 
Then  turn  to  ruin  empires  in  their  fleep; 
Whilft  fathers,  by  relentlefs  paflion  led, 
Doom  worthy  iiijur'd  fons  to  beg  their  bread. 
Merely  with  ill  got,  ill  fav'd,  wealth,  to  grace 
An  alien,  abje(5l,  poor,  proud,  upftart  race  ; 
Whilft  Martin  flatters  only  to  betray. 
And  Webb  gives  up  his  dirty  foul  for  pay ; 
WhiUi  titles  ferve  to  hufh  a  villain's  fears ; 
Whilft  peers  are  agents  made,  and  agents  peers; 
Whilft  bafe  betrayers  are  ihemfelves  betray'd, 
And  makers  ruin'd  by  the  thing  they  made  ; 

Whilfl  C ,  falfe  to  Gcd  and  man,  for  gold. 

Like  the  old  traitor  who  a  Saviour  fold, 

To  (ham e  his  mailer,  friend,  and  father  gives; 

Whilft  Bute  remains  in  pow'r,  whilft  Holland  lives; 

Can  fatire  want  a  fubjecft,  where  difdain. 

By  virtue  lir'd,  may  point  her  fliarpeft  ftrain  ; 

Where,  cloth'd  with  thunder,  truth  may  roll  along, 

And  candour  juftify  the  rage  of  fong  .'' 

Such  things !  fuch  men  before  thee !  fuch  an  age  ! 
Where  rancour,  great  as  thine,  may  glut  her  rage. 
And  ficken  e'en  to  furfeit,  where  the  pride 
Of  fatire,  pouring  down  in  fuUcft  tide, 
May  fpread  wide  vengeance  round,   yet  all  the 

while 
Juftice  behold  the  ruin  with  a  fmile  ; 
Whilft  I,  thy  foe  mifdeem'd,  cannot  condemn, 
Nor  difapprove  that  rage  I  wi(h  to  ftem. 
Wilt  thou,  degen'rate  and  corrupted,  choofe 
To  foil  the  credit  of  thy  haughty  mufe  ? 
With  fallacy,  nioft  infamous,  to  ftain 
Her  truth,  and  render  all  her  anger  vain  ? 
When  1  beheld  thee  incorredl,  but  bold, 
A  various  comment  on  the  ftage  unfold  ; 
When  play'rs  on  play'rs  before  thy  fatire  fell. 
And  poor  reviews  confpir'd  thy  wrath  to  fwell; 
When  ftates  and  ftatefmen  next  became  thy  care, 
And  only  kings  were  fafe  if  thou  waft  there ; 
Thy  ev'ry  word  I  weigh'd  in  judgment's  fcale, 
And  in  thy  ev'ry  word  found  truth  prevail. 
Why  doft  thou  now  to  falfehood  meanly  fly  ? 
Not  even  candour  can  forgive  a  lie. 

Bad  as  men  are,  why  fhould  thy  frantic  rhymes 
Traffic  in  flander,  and  invent  new  crimes  r 
Crimes,  which  exifting  only  in  thy  mind. 
Weak  fpleen  brings  forth  to  blacken  all  mankind. 
By  pleafing  hopes  we  lute  the  human  heart 
To  praftife  virtue,  and  improve  in  art ;        [fame. 
To  thwart   thefc  ends   (which,  proud  of  honeft 
A  noble  mufe  would  cherifli  and  enflamc) 
Thy  drudge  contrives,  and  in  our  full  career 
Sicklies  our  hopes  with  the  pale  hue  of  fear; 
Tells  us  that  all  our  labours  are  in  vain  ; 
That  what  we  fcek,  we  never  tan  obtain  j. 
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That  dead  to  virtue,  loft  to  Nature's  plan, 
Envy  poffeffcs  the  whole  race  of  man  ; 
That  worth  is  criminal,  and  danj^er  lies, 
Danger  extreme,  in  being  good  ai'd  wife. 

'lis  a  lank  faifehood;  fcarch  the  wo.  id  around, 
There  cannot  be  fo  vile  a  moniler  found. 
Not  one  fo  vile,  on  whom  fufpicions  fall 
Of  that  grofs  guilt,  which  you  impute  to  all. 
Approv'd  by  thofe  wljo  difohey  her  laws. 
Virtue  from  vice  itfclf  extorts  applaiife. 
Her  very  foes  bear  witncfs  to  her  ftatc  ; 
They  will  not  love  her,  but  they  cannot  hate. 
Hate  virtue  fur  herfelf,  with  Ipitt  puifue 
Merit  for  merit's  fake  !   Might  this  be  true, 
I  would  renounce  my  nature  wi'h  difdain, 
And  with  the  beafts  that  perifli  graze  the  plain  : 
Might  this  be  true  had  we  fo  far  fill  d  up 
The  meafure  of  our  crimes,  ana  from  the  cup 
Of  guilt  fo  dieply  drank,  as  not  ti>  find, 
Thirinng  f  r  fin,  one  drop,  one  dreg  behind, 
Quick  ruiii  mufl  involve  this  flaming  ball. 
And  Providence  in  ju'Hcc  crufii  us  all. 
None  hut  the  damn'd,ai;d  amongit  them  the  worll, 
Thofe  who  for  double  guilt  are  doubly  curs'd, 
Can  be  fo  loft ;  nor  can  the  worft  of  all 
At  once  into  fuch  deep  damnation  fall ; 
JJy  painful  fl.)W  degrees  they  reach  this  crime. 
Which  e'en  in  J:ell  mull  be  a  work  of  time. 
Ceafe  then  thy  guilty  rage,  thou  wayward  fon, 
With  the  foul  gall  of  diicontent  o'er -run, 
Lift  to  my  voice — be  honeft,  if  you  can. 
Nor  {lander  nature  in  her  fav'rite  man. 
But  if  thy  fpirit,  refolute  in  ill, 
Once  having  err'd,  perfifts  in  error  ftill. 
Go  on>at  large,  no  longer  worth  my  care, 
And  freely  vent  thofe  blafphemies  in  air. 
Which  I  would   lianip  as  I'alle,  though  on  the 

tongue 
Of  angels  the  injurious  flander  hung. 

Dup'd  by  thy  vanity  (tiiat  cunning  elf 
Whofnaresthe  coxcomb  to  deceive  himfelf) 
Or,  blinded  by  that  rage,  didft  thou  believe 
That  we  too,  coolly,  would  ourfelves  deceive  ? 
That  we  as  fterling  falfehood  would  admit, 
"  Becaufe  'twas  feafon'd  with  fomc  little  wit  ? 
When  fi(5>ion  riles  plealing  to  the  eye, 
Men  ^'  ill  believe,  becaufe  they  love  the  lie; 
But  truth  herfelf,  if  clouded  with  a  fiovvn, 
Muft  have  fome  folemn  proof  to  pafs  her  down. 
Haft  thou,  maintaining  that  which  muft  difgrace 
And  bring  into  contempt  the  human  race. 
Haft  thou,  or  canft  thou,  in  truth's  facred  court. 
To  fave  thy  credit,  and  thy  caufe  fupport, 
Produce  one  proof,  niake  out  one  real  ground. 
On  which  fo  great,  fo  grofs  a  charge  to  found  1 
Nay,doft  thou  know  one  man  (let  that  appear, 
From  wilful  falfehood  I'll  proclaim  thee  clear) 
One  man  fo  loft,  to  Nature  fo  untrue, 
From  whom  this  gen'ral  charge  thy  rafhnefs  drew  ? 
On  this  foundation  {halt  thou  ftand  or  fall — 
Prove  that  in  one,  which  you  have  charg'd  on  all, 
Reafon  determines,  and  it  muft  be  done  ; 
'Alongft  men,  or  paft,  or  prefent,  name  me  one. 
Hogarth — I  take  thee,  candour,  at  thy  Vi'ord, 
Accept  thy  profTei'd  teimsj  and  will  be  heard  j 


Thee  have  I  heard  with  virulence  declaim. 
Nothing  retain'd  oi  candour  but  the  name  ; 
By  thee  have  I  been  charg'd  in  angry  ftrains 
With  that  mean  falfehood  which  my  foul  <iifdains— . 
Hoirarth  ftand  forth — Nay  liang  not  thus  aloof — 
N'ow,  candour,  now  thou  {halt  receive  fuch  proof. 
Such  damning  proof,  that  henceforth  thou  llialt 

fear 
To  tax  my  wrath,  and  own  my  conduA  clear — 
Hogartli  ftand  forth— I  dare  thee  to  be  tried 
!n  that  great  court,  where  confcience  muft  prefide ; 
At  that  moft  folemn  bar  hold  up  thy  hand; 
Think  before  whom,  on  what  account  you  ftand— 
Speak,  but  confider  well— from  firft  to  laft 
Review  thy  life,  weigh  ev'ry  atftion  paft— 
Nay,  you  fhall  have  no  reafon  to  complain — 
Take  longer  time,  and  view  them  o'er  again~- 
Canft  thou  remember  from  thy  earlieft  youth. 
And  as  thy  God  muft  judge  thee,  fpeak  the  truth, 
A  fingle  inftance  where,  jG//"  laid  afide, 
And  jufticc  taking  place  of  fear  and  pride. 
Thou  with  an  equal  eye  didft  genius  view. 
And  give  to  merit  what  was  merit's  due  i 
Genius  and  merit  are  a  fure  offence. 
And  thy  foul  lickeno  at  the  name  of  fenfe. 
Is  any  one  fo  foolilh  to  fucceed. 
On  envy's  altar  he  is  doom'd  to  bleed  ? 
Hogarth,  a  guilty  pleafure  in  his  eyes. 
The  place  of  ey.ecutioner  fupplies. 
See  how  he  glotes,  enjoys  the  facred  feaft. 
And  proves  himfelf  by  cruelty  a  prieft.         •    '7/ 

Whilft  the  weak  artift,  to  thy  whims  a  flave^ 
Would  bury  all  thole  pow'rs  which  Nature  gave. 
Would  fufter  blank  concealment  to  obfcure    , 
Thofe  rays  thy  jealoufy  could  not  endure  ; 
To  feed  thy  vanity  would  rui't  unknown, 
And  to  fecure  thy  credit  blaft  his  own. 
In  Hogarth  he  was  fure  to  find  a  friend; 
He  could  not  fear,  and  therefore  might  commend. 
But  when  his  fpirit,  tous'd  by  honeft  fliamc. 
Shook  oif  that  lethargy,  and  foar'd  to  fame, 
When,  with  the  pride  of  man,  refulv'd  and  ftrong. 
He  fcorn'd  thofe  fears  which  did  his  honour  wrong. 
And,  on  himfelf  determin'd  to  rely, 
Brcug'nt  forth  his  labiiurs  to  the  public  eye. 
No  friend  in  thee  could  fuch  a  rebel  know  i 
He  had  dcfcrt,  and  Hogartli  was  his  foe. 
Souls  of  a  tini'rous  call,  of  petty  name 
In  envy's  court,  not  yet  quite  dead  to  ftiame. 
May  fome  reniorfe,  fome  qualms  of  confcience 
And  fufl'cr  honour  to  abate  their  zeal ;  [feel, 

But  the  man  truly  and  completely  great. 
Allows  no  rule  of  action  but  his  hate  ; 
Through  evry  bar  he  bravely  breaks  his  way, 
PalTion  liis  principle,  and  parts  his  prey. 
Mediums  in  vice  and  viitue  fpcak  a  mind 
VVith'in  the  pale  of  temperance  confin'd  ; 
The  daring  fpirit  fcorns  her  narrow  fchemes, 
And,  good  or  bad,  is  always  in  extremes. 

Man's  pradiice  duly  weigh'd,  through  ev'ry  age 
On  the  fame  plan  hath  envy  form'd  her  rage  : 
'Gainft  thofe  whom  fortune  hath  our  rivals  made 
In  way  of  fcience,  and  in  way  of  trade. 
Stung  with  mean  jiaioufy,  fhe  arms  her  fpite, 
Firll  works,  then  views  their  ruin  with  delight. 
i  6  *  ' 
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Our  Hogarth  kere  a  grand  improver  fhines. 
And  nobly  on  the  gen'ra!  plan  refines  ; 
He  like  himfelf  o'erkaps  the  lervile  bound  ; 
"Worth  is  his  mark,  wherever  worth  is  fouiid. 
Should  painters  only  hi<  va'l  w  rath  fuffice  ? 
Genius  in  ev'r'y  walk  i:*  lawful  prize. 
*Tis  a  grofs  infuk  to  his  o'ergrown  ftate  ; 
His  love  to  merit  is  to  feel  his  hate. 

When  W^ilkes,  our  countryman,  our  common 

friend, 
Arofe,  his  king,  his  country  to  defend. 
When  tool-i  of  pow'r  he  bard  to  piiWic  view, 
And  from  their  holes  the  fneaking  cowards  drew, 
When  ranc'ur  fnund  it  far  beyond  her  reach 
To  foil  his  honour,  and  his  truth  impeach, 
What  could  induce  thee,  at  a  time  and  place, 
Where  manly  foes  had  blufh'd  to  {how  their  face, 
To  make  that  eifort,  which  mull  damn  thy  name. 
And  fink  thee  deep,  deep  in  thy  grave  with  fliame  ? 
Did  virtue   move   thee  ?    No,   'twas  pride,  rank 

pride. 
And  if  thou  hadJl  mt  done  it,  thou  hadil  dl'd. 
Malice  (who,  difappointed  of  her  end. 
Whether  to  work  the  bane  of  foe  or  friend, 
Preys  on  herfelf,  and  driven  to  the  flake. 
Gives  virtue  that  revenge  fhe  fcorns  to  take) 
Had  kill'd  thee,  tott'ring  on  life's  utmoft  verge. 
Had  Wilkes  and  liberty  efcap'd  thy  fcourge. 
When    that    great    charter,    which    our   fathers 

bought 
With  their  befl  blood,  was  into  quellion  brought; 
When,  big  with  ruin,  o'er  each  Engliih  head 
Vile  flav'ry  hung  fufpended  by  a  thread  ; 
When  liberty,  all  trembling  and  aghall, 
Fear'd  for  the  future,  knowing  what  was  part  ; 
When  ev'ry  breail  was  chill'd  with  deep  defpair. 
Till  reafon  pointed  out  that  Pratt  was  there  ; 
Lurking,  moft  ruthan  like,  behind  a  fcreen. 
So  plac'd  all  things  to  fee,  himfelf  unfeen. 
Virtue,  with  due  contempt,  faw  Hogarth  ftand, 
The  murd'rous  pencil  in  his  palfied  hand. 
What  was  the  caufe  of  liberty  to  him. 
Or  what  was  honour?   Let  them  fink  or  fwim, 
So  he  may  gratify  without  controul, 
The  mean  refentments  of  his  felfifh  foul. 
Let  freedom  perifh,  if,  to  freedom  tfue, 
In  the  fame  ruin  Wi'kes  may  perifh  too. 
With  all  the  fymptoms  of  afTur'd  decay. 
With  age  and  ficknefs  piiichd,  and  worn  awny. 
Pale  quiv'rmg  lips,  lank  cheeks,    and  fault'ring 

tongue. 
The  fpirits  out  of  tune,  the  nerves  unftrung. 
The  body  fhrivell'd  up,  thy  dim  eyes  funk 
Within  their  fockets  deep,  thy  weak  hams  Ihrunk 
The  body's  weight  unable  to  fuflain,  [vein, 

The  ftream  of  life  fcarce  trembling  through  the 
More  than  half-kill'd  by  honeft  truths,  which  fell. 
Through  thy  own  fault,  from  men  who  wiih'd 

thee  well,  [give, 

Canft  thou,  e'en  thus,  thy  thoughts  to  vengeance 
And,  dead  to  all  things  elfe,  to  malice  live  i 
Hence,  dotard,  to  thy  clofct,  fhut  thee  in. 
By  deep  repentance  walh  away  thy  fin. 
From  haunts  of  men  to  fiiamC  and  forrow  fly, 
And,  on  the  vcrjje  of  death,  learn  huw  to  die. 


Vain  exhortation  !    Wafli  the  Ethiop  whifj, 
Difcharge  the  leopard's  fpots,  turn  day  to  night, 
Controul  the  courie  of  nature,  bid  the  deep 
Hufh  at  thy  pigmy  voice  her  waves  to  deep. 
Perform  things  palling  Urange,  yet  own  thy  art 
Too  weak  to  work  a  change  in  fuch  a  heart. 
Tl/at  envy  which  was  woven  in  the  frame 
At  firil,  will  to  the  laft  remain  the  fame. 
Reafon  may  dro"p,  may  die,  but  envy's  rage 
Improves  by  time,  and  gathers  ftrength  from  age. 
Some,  and  not  few,  vain  triflers  with  the  pen, 
Unread,  unpradlis'd  in  the  ways  of  men. 
Tell  us  that  envy,  who  with  giant  ftride 
Stalks  through  the  vale  of  life  by  virtue's  fide, 
Retreats  when  flie  hath  drawn  her  lateil:  breath, 
And  calmly  hears  her  praifes  after  death. 
To  fuch  ol)fervers  Hogarth  gives  the  lie  ; 
Worth  may  be  hears'd,  but  envy  cannot  die; 
Within  the  manfion  of  his  gloomy  breail, 
A  manfion  fuited  well  to  fuch  a  gueli. 
Immortal,  unimpair'd  fhe  rears  her  head. 
And  damns  alike  the  living  acd  the  dead. 

Ofi  have  I  known  thee,  Hogarth, weak  and  vain, 
Thyfeif  the  idol  of  thy  awkward  flrain, 
Througii  the  dull  meafure  of  a  fummer's  day. 
In  phrafe  moft  vile,  prate  long  long  hours  away, 
Whilll  friends  wit'n  friends  all  gaping  fit,  and  gaze 
To  hear  a  Kogarth  babbie  Hogarth's  praife. 
But  if  athwart  thee  interruption  came. 
And  rnention'dwith  refpeifl  fome  ap.cient's  name, 
Some  ancient's  name,  who  in  the  days  of  yore 
The  crown  of  art  with  greatcft  honour  wore, 
How  have  I  feen  thy  coward  cheek  turn  pale. 
And  blank  confufion  feize  thy  mangled  tale  ! 
How  hath  thyjealoufy  to  madnefs  grown. 
And  deen/d  his  praife  injurious  to  thy  own! 
I'hen  without  mercy  did  thy  wrath  make  way. 
And  arts  and  artifts  all  became  thy  prey  ; 
Then  dicllt  thou  trample  on  eftablifh'd  rules. 
And  proudly  levell'd  all  the  ancient  fchools, 
Condemn'd   thofe  works,   vfith   praife   through 

ages  grac'd. 
Which  you  had  never  feen,  or  could  not  tafte. 
"   Biu  would  mankind  have  true  perfection  fliowD, 
"   k  inuft  be  found  in  labours  of  my  own. 
"  I  dare  to  challenge  in  one  fingle  piece, 
"  Th'  united  force  of  Italy  and  Greece." 
Thy  eager  hand  the  curtain  then  undrew. 
And  brought  the  boafted  mafterpiece  to«riew. 
Spare  thy  remarks — fay  not  a  fingle  word — 
The  pidlure  feen,  why  is  the  painter  heard  ? 
Call  not  up  flianie  and  anger  in  our  cheeks; 
Without  a  comment  Sigifmunda  fpeaks. 

Poor  Sigifmunda  !  what  a  fate  is  thine  ! 
Dryden,  the  great  high  prieft  of  all  the  nine, 
Reviv'd  thy  name,  gave  what  a  mufe  could  give. 
And  in  his  numbers  bade  thy  mem'ry  live  ; 
Gave  thee  thofe  foft  fenfations,  which  might  move 
And  warm  the  coideft  anchorite  to  love; 
Gave  thee  that  virtue  which  could  curb  defire. 
Refine  and  confecrate  love's  hcadflrong  fire ; 
Gave  thee  thofe  griefs  which  made  the  ftoic  feel, 
Aiid  call'd  compafTion  forth  from  hearts  of  fteei; 
Gave  thee  that  firninefs  which  our  fex  may  fhame, 
And  make  oian  bow  to  woman's  juftec  claims 
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So  that  our  tears,  which  from  companion  flow, 

Seem  to  debafe  ihy  dignity  of  woe. 

But  O,  how    much  unlike  !   how   fali'n !    how 

chaiiji'd ! 
How  much  from  nature  and  herfelf  eftrang'd  ! 
How  totally  dcpriv'd  of  all  the  povv'rs 
To  {how  her  feelings,  and  awaken  ours, 
Doth  Sij^ifmiinda  now  devoted  ftand, 
The  helplefs  victim  of  a  Dauber's  hand  1 

But  why,  iriy  Hogarth,  fuch  a  progi-efs  made, 
So  rare  a  pattern  for  the  li/n-poft  trade, 
In  the  full  force  and  whirlwind  of  tiiy  pride, 
Why  was  Herok  painting  laid  afide  ?        ^ 
Why  is  it  not  rcfum'd  ?   Thy  friends  at  court, 
Men  all  in  place  and  pow'r,  crave  thy  fupport ; 
Be  grateful  then  for  once,  and,  through  the  field 
Of  politics,  thy  Fj/is  pencil  wield, 
Maintain  the  caufe,  which  they,  good  lack  !  avow. 
And    would  maintain    too,   but  they  know  not 
how. 
Through  cv'ry  Panncl  let  thyvirtue  tell 
How  Bute  prevail'd,  how  Pitt  and  Temple  fell ! 
How  Bngland's  fons   (whom  they  confpir'd  to 

blefs 
Againft  our  will,  with  infolent  fuccefs) 
Approve  their  fall,  and  with  addrefTes  run, 
How  got,  God  knows,  to  hail  the  ScottiHi  fun  I 
Point  out    our  fame   in    war,    when   vengeance, 

hurl'd 
From  the  flrong  arm  of  juflice,  fiiook  the  world; 
Thine,  and  thy  country's  honopr  to  increafe, 
Point  out  the  honours  of  fucceeding  peace  ; 
Our  moJeraiion,  Chrdlian-like,  difplay. 
Show  what  we  got,  and  what  we  gave  away. 
In  colours,  dull  and  heavy  as  the  tale, 
Let  a  .S'/fl/^-chaos  through  the  whole  prevail. 
But,  of  events  regardlefs,  whilfh  the  mufe, 
Perhaps  with  too  much  heat,  her  tlieme  purfues; 
Whilfl;  her  fjuick  fpirits  roufe  ac  freedom's  call. 
And  ev'ry  drop  of  blood  is  tuin'd  to  gall ; 
Whilfl  a  dear  country,  and  an  injur'd  friend, 
Urge  my  flrong  anger  to  the  bitt'refl  end  ; 
Whilfl  honefl  trophies  to  revenge  are  rais'd, 
Let  not  one  real  virtue  pafs  unprais'd  : 
Juftice  with  equal  courfe  bids  fatire  flow. 
And  loves  the  virtue  of  her  greateft  foe. 

O  I   that  I  here  could  that  rare  virtue  mean. 
Which  fcorns  the  rule  of  envy,  pride,  and  fplecn, 
W'hich   fprings  not  from  the  laLour'd  works  of 

art, 
But  hath  its  rife  from  nature  in  the  heart, 
Which  in  itfelf  with  happinefs  is  crovvn'd, 
And  fpreads  with  joy  the  bk-lling  all  around  1 
But  truth  forbids,  and  in  thefe  fimple  lays. 
Contented  with  a  diff' rent  kind  of  praife, 
Mull   Hogarth  {land :   that  praife  which  genius 

gives, 
In  which  to  latefl  time  the  Artiji  lives. 
But  not  the  Man;  which,  rightly  underftood. 
May  make  us  great,  but  cannot  make  us  good  ; 
That  praife  be  Hogarth's ;  freely  let  him  wear 
The  wreath   which    genius  wove,   and   planted 

there. 
Foe  as  I  am,  fhould  envy  tear  it  down, 
Myfelf  would  labour  to  replace  the  crown. 
Vol.  X. 


In  walks  of  hnmour,  in  that  cafl:  of  ftyle, 
Which,  probing  to  the  quitfl:,  yet  makes  us  fmlle  3 
la  comedy,  his  nat'ral  r^ad  to  fame, 
Nor  let  me  call  it  by  a  mtantr  name, 
Where  a  beginning,  middle,  and  an  end 
Are  aptly  join'd  ;  where  parts  on'parts  depend. 
Each  made  for  each,  as  bodies  for  their  foul, 
So  as  to  form  one  true  and  pcrfecfl  wh(dc, 
Where  a  plairi  ftory  to  the  eye  is  told. 
Which  wc  conceive  tlie  moment  we  behold, 
Hogarth  unrivall'd  ftands,  and  fhali  engage 
Unrivall'd  praife  to  tlie  mofl  diftant  age. 

How  could'll  thou  then  to  fhanie  pervcrfcly  run, 
And  tread    that    path    which  nature  bade  theti 

fhun  ? 
Why  did  ambition  overleap  her  rule', 
And  thy  vaft  parts  become  the  fport  of  fools  ? 
By  diff 'rent  methods  diff'jent  men  excel. 
But  where  is  he  who  can  do  all  things  well  .' 
Humour  thy  provi!;ce,  for  fome  monflrous  crime 
Pride  flruck  t.'iee  with  the  phrcnzy  of  Sublims. 
But,  vv'sen  the  work  wa,-,  finilli'd,  could  thy  niind 
So  partial  be,  and  to  herfelf  fo  blind, 
Wiiat  with  contempt  all  vicw'd,  to  view  with 

awe. 
Nor  fee  thofe  faults  which  ev'ry  blockhead  faw  ? 
Blufli,  thou  vain  man,  and  if  defire  of  fame, 
Founded  on  real  art,  thy  thoughts  inflame, 
To  quick  deftruclion  Sigifmunda  give, 
And  let  her  mcm'ry  die,  that  thine  may  live. 

But  fliould  fond  candour,  for  her  nit-rcy  fake, 
With  pity  view,  and  'J)ardon  tiiis  miflakc  ; 
Or  fliould  oblivion,  to  thy  wiih  moil  kind. 
Wipe  off  that  llain,  nor  leave  one  trace  behind  j 
Of  arts  difi>h\l,  of  artifts  by  thy  frown 
Aivd from  jiij]  bnpes,  of  rifing  tvorth  kept  durbn, 
Of  all  thy  nieannefs  througli  this  mortal  race, 
Can'fl  thoa  the  living  memory  erafe  .' 
Or  fhall  not  vengeance  follow  to  the  grave. 
And  give    back   jull    tliat   mcafure   which   you 

gave } 
With  fo  mucii  merit,  and  fo  much  fuccefs, 
With  fo  miich  p.ow'r  to  eurfe,  fii  much  to  bleA, 
Would  he  have  been  man's  friend  inflead  of  foe^ 
Hogarth  had  been  a  little  god  below. 
Why  then,  like  favage  giants,  fam'd  of  old, 
Of  whom  in  Icripture  (lory  wc  are  told, 
Doft  thou  in  cruelty  that  llrcngth  employ, 
Which  nature  meant  to  fave.  not  to  deflroy  ? 
Why  dotl;  thou,  all  in  horiid  pomp  array'd. 
Sit  grinning  o'er  the  ruins  thou  haft  made  ? 
Mofl  rank  ill-nature  mull  applaud  thy  art ; 
But  even  candour  mull  condemn  thy  heart. 

For  me,  who  warm  and  zcihnis  for  my  friend; 
In  fpitc  of  railing  thoufands,  will  commend. 
And,  no  lefs  warm  and  zealous  'gaiiiil  my  foes. 
Spite  of  commending  thoufands,  will  oppofe,  ■ 
I  dare  thy  worfr,  with  fc.*rn  behold  thy  rage. 
But  wirh  an  eye  of  pity  view  thy  age  ; 
rhy  feeble  age,  in  which,  as  in  a  glafs. 
We  fee  how  men  to  diffohition  pafs. 
Thou  -ui) etched  being,  whom,  on  reafon's  plan, 
So  chang'd,  fo  loft,  I  cannot  call  a  man, 
What  could  perfuade  thee,  at  this  time  of  Iifej> 
To  launch  afrefli  into  the  fea  ci  ftrife  .' 
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Better  for  thee,  fcarce  crawling^  on  the  earth, 
Almoft  as  much  a  chilli  as  at  thy  birth, 
To  have  refign'd  in  peace  thy  parting:  breath, 
And  funk  unnotic'd  in  the  arms  of  de.\th. 
Why  would  thy  gray,  srray  hairs  refentnient  brave, 
Thus  to  go  down  with  furrow  to  the  grave  ? 
Now,  by  my  foul,  it  makes  me  blufii  to  know 
Mt  fpirit  could  defcend  to  fuch  a  foe. 
Whatever  caufe  the  vengeance  might  provoke. 
It  feems  rank  cowardice  to  give  the  ftroke. 

Sure  'tis  a  curfe  which  angry  fates  impofe, 
To  mortifv  man's  arrogance,  that  thofe 
Who're  fafliion'd  of  fome  better  fort  of  clay, 
Much  fooner  than  the  common  herd  decay. 
What  bitter  pangs  mud  humble  genius  feel, 
Tn  their  laft  hours,  to  view  a  Swift  and  Steele  ? 
How  mufl  iil-boding  horrors  fill  her  breaft. 
When  (he  beholds  men,  mark'd  above  the  re^ 
Jor   qualities    moft    dear,    plung'd    from    that 

height. 
And   funk,    deep    funk,   in   fecond    childhood's 

night  ? 
Are  men,  indeed,  fuch  things,  an"d  are  the  beft 
More  fubjeft  to  this  evil  than  the  reft. 
To  drivel  out  whole  years  of  idiot  breath, 
And  fit  the  monuments  of  living  death  ? 
O.  galling  circumftance  to  human  pride  1 
Ahafing  thought,  but  not  to  be  denied  ! 
\Vith  curious  art  the  brain  too  finely  wrought, 
Preys  on  herfe;f,  and  is  deftroy'd  by  thought. 
Confiant  attention  wears  the  adlive  mind. 
Blots  out  her  pow'rs  and  leave'  a  blank  behind. 
But  let  not  youth,  to  infolence  allied. 
In  htat  of  blood,  in  full  career  of  pride, 
PoiTefs'd  of  genius,  with  unhallow'd  rage, 
?vIock  t'ne  infirmities  of  rev'rend  age. 
The  greateft  genius  to  this  fate  may  bow  ; 
S.eynoldSj  in  time,  may  be  like  Hogarth  now. 

THE  GHOST. 

IN  roUR  BOOICS. 


BOOK  I. 

With  eager  fearcK  to  dart  the  foul, 
Curicnfiy  vain,  from  pole  to  pole. 
And  from  the  planets  wand'ring  fpheres 
T'  excort  the  number  .of  our  year?. 
And  whether  all  thofc  years  ihall  flow 
tJerenely  fmooth,  and  free  from  woe, 
Or  rude  misfortune  (hall  deform 
Our  life  with  one  continual  ftorm  ; 
Or  if  the  fcene  lliall  motley  be. 
Alternate  joy  and  mifery  ; 
Is  a  defire,  which,  fnore  or  lefs, 
All  men  mufl  feci,  though  few  confefs. 
Hence,  ev'ry  place  and  ev'ry  age 
Affords  fu'ofiftencc  to  the  fage. 
Who,  free  from  this  world  and  its  carc3, 
Plolds  an  acquaintance  with  the  ftars, 
Prcm  whom  he  gains  intelligence 
Cf  things  to  come  fome  ages  hence, 
Which  unto  friends,  at  eaCy  rates. 
He  readily  communicates. 


At  its  firft  rif(?,  which  all  agree  on, 
This  noble  fcience  was  Chaldean, 
That  ancient  people,  as  they  fed 
Their  flocks  up  jn  the  mountain's  head, 
Gaz'd  on  the  flars,  obfcrv'd  their  motions, 
And  fuck'd  in  aftrologic  notions, 
Which  they  fo  eagerly  purfue. 
As  folks  are  apt  whate'er  is  new. 
That  things  belnw  at  random  rove, 
Whilft  they're  confulting  things  above; 
.\nd  when  they  now  fo  poor  were  grown, 
That  they'd  no  houfes  of  their  own. 
They  made  bold  with  their  friends  the  flars, 
Anci  prudently  made  ufe  of  theirs. 

To  Egypt  from  Chaldea  it  travell'd. 
And  fate  at  Memphis  was  unravell'd  : 
rh'  exotic  fcience  foon  flruck  root. 
And  flourifii'd  into  high  repute. 
Each  learned  priefl,  O  ftrange  to  tell ! 
Could  circles  make,  and  caft  a  fpell ; 
Could  read  and  write,  and  taught  the  natlcnf 
The  holy  art  of  divination. 
Nobles  tliemfelve->,  for  at  that  time 
Knowledge  in  nobles  was  no  crime, 
Could  talk  as  learne;!  as  the  prieft, 
And  prophefy  as  much  at  leaft. 
Hence  all  thj  fortune-telling  crew, 
Whofe  crafty  Ikill  mars  nature's  hue, 
Who,  in  vile  tatters,  with  fmirch'd  face. 
Run  up  and  down  from  place  to  place. 
To  gratify  their  friends'  defires, 
From  Bampneld  Carew  to  Moll  Squires; 
Are  rightly  term'd  Egyptians  all, 

Whom  we ,  miftaking,  gypfies  call. 
Tie  Grecian  fagesbcrrovv'd  this. 

As  they  did  other  fciences, 

From  fertile  Kgypt,  though  the  loaa 

They  had  not  honefty  to  own. 

Dodona's  oaks,  infpir'd  by  Jove, 

A  learned  and  prophetic  grove, 

Turn'd  vegetable  necromancers. 

And  to  all  comers  gave  their  anfwers  : 

At  Delphos,  to  Apollo  dear, 

All  men  the  voice  of  fate  might  hear; 

Each  fubtle  prieft,  on  three-legg'd  ftoo!. 

To  take  in  wife  men,  play  the  fool. 

A  myftery,  fo  made  for  gain. 

E'en  now  in  fafhion  muft  remain, 

Enthufiafts  never  will  let  drop 

What  brfng*  fuch  builnefsto  their  fliop. 

And  that  great  faint  we  Whitefield  call, 

Kc^ps  up  the  humbug  fpiritual. 
.Vmong  the  Romans,  not  a  bird 

Without  a  prophecy  was  heard; 

Fortunes  of  empires  often  hung 

On  the  magician  magpie's  tongue. 

And  ev'ry  crow  was  to  the  ftate 

A  furc  interpreter  of  fate.  \ 

Prophets,  embodied  in  a  college, 

(Tinie  out  of  mind  your  feat  of  knowledge,- 

For  geniu=i  never  fruit  can  bear 

Unlefs  it  firft  is  planted  there. 

And  folid  learning  never  falls 

Without  the  verge  of  college  walls) 

Infallible  accounts  would  keep 
'  Wiicn  it  was  beft  to  watch  or  fleep. 
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To  eat  or  drink,  to  go  or  Aay, 
And  when  to  fight  or  run  away  ; 
When  matters  were  for  adlion  ripe, 
By  looking  at  a  double  tripe  ; 
When  emperors  would  live  or  die, 
They  in  an  afs'sjiull  could  fpy  ; 
When  gen'ials  wimld  their  ftation  keep, 
Or  turn  their  backs,  in  hearts  of  jheep. 
In  matters,  whether  fmall  or  great. 
In  private  families  or  (late, 
As  among  tis,  the  holy  feer 
Ofiicioufly  would  interfere, 
With  pious  irfs  and  rev'rend  flciil 
Would  bend  iay-bignts  to  his  will, 
Would  help  or  injure  foes  or  friends, 
Juft  as  it  ferv'd  hi-  private  ends. 
Whether  in  honeft  way  of  trade. 
Traps  for  virginity  were  laid. 
Or  if,  to  make  their  party  great, 
Dtfigns  were  form'd  againft  the  (late, 
RegarJlefs  of  fhe  comm'-n  weal, 
Ey  int'rcft  led,  which  they  call  zeal. 
Into  the  fcale  was  always  thrown 
The  will  of  Heav'n  to  back  their  oivn, 

England,  a  hapi^y  land  we  know. 
Where  follies  naturally  grow  ; 
Where  without  culture  they  arife, 
And  tow'r  above  the  common  lize ; 
England  a  fortune-telling  hoft 
As  num'rous  as  the  liars  could  boaft  ; 
Matrons  who  tofs  the  cup,  and  fee 
The  grounds  of  fate  in  grounds  of  tea  ; 
Who  vers'd  in  ev'ry  modell  lore, 
Can  a  lod  maidenhead  reftore. 
Or,  if  their  pupils  rather  choofelt, 
Can  (how  the  readied  way  to  loie  it ; 
Gypiles  who  ev'ry  ill  can  cure. 
Except  the  ill  of  being  poor  ; 
Who  charms  'ganill  love  and  agues  fell, 
Who  can  in  hen-rooft  fet  a  fpell. 
Prepared  by  arts,  to  them  beft  known, 
To  catch  all  feet  except  their  ov/n  ; 
Who  as  to  fortune  can  unlock  it, 
As  cafily  as  pick  a  pocket ; 
Scotchmen  who,  in  their  country's  right, 
PoffL-fs  the  gift  oi  fecond-fight. 
Who  (when  their  barren  heaths  they  (juit, 
Sure  argument  oi  prudent  wit, 
Which  reputation  to  maintain, 
They  never  venture  back  again) 
By  lies  prophetic  heap  up  riches, 
And  boaft  the  luxury  of  breeches. 

Amongft  the  reft,  in  former  years, 
Campbell,  illuflri  us  name,  appears. 
Great  hero  of  futurity, 
Who  WJW  ciiuld  every  thnig  fore  fee, 
Wlio  dumb  couid  ev'ry  thmgforetel. 
Who  fate  with  equity  to  fell, 
Always  dealt  out  the  will  of  Heaven 
According  to  what  price  was  given. 

Of  Scottilh  race,  m  Highlands  born, 
PolTefs'd  with  native  pride  and  fcorn, 
He  hither  came,  by  cullom  led, 
To  curfe  the  hands  which  gave  him  bread. 


With  want  of  truth  and  want  of  fenfe, 

Amply  made  up  by  impud^jnce, 

{^\fucceda>!cum^  which  we  find 

In  common  ufe  with  all  mankind) 

Cirefs'd  and  favour'd  tno  by  thole, 

Whofe  heart  with  patriot  feelings  glows; 

Who  foolilhly,  where'er  difper-'d, 

Still  place  'heir  native  country  firft  ; 

(For  Englifhmcn  alone  have  fenfe. 

To  i/ive  z  P.ranrer  preference. 

Whilil  mudeft  merit  of  their  own 

Is  left  in  p-^^'erry  to  ,jroat)) 

Campbell  foretolJ.  jult  what  he  would, 

And  left  the  fiars  to    .lakeit  tfiod; 

On  whom  he  had  iinprt  fi'rl  (uch  awe, 

His  didlates  current  paisM  for  law; 

Siibmiilive  all  his  empire  own  d; 

No  ftar  diirft  fmilt  when  Campbell  frown'd. 
This  fage  decea^'d,  for  all  mull  die. 

And  Caaipbell's  no  more  fafe  than  I, 

No  m  .re  th.in  I  can  guard  the  heart, 

When  death  (hill  hurl  the  fatal  dart, 

Succeeded,  ripe  in  art  and  years, 

Aiicthur  f.iv'nte  of  the  fphcres  ; 

Anothet  and  another  came, 

Of  equal  (kill,  and  equal  fame  ; 

As  white  each  wa-ul,  is  black  each  gown, 

As  long  each  beard,  as  wife  each  frown; 

In  ev'ry  thing  fo  like,  you'd  fwear, 

Campbell  himfclf  was  (i  tin;j;  there. 

To  all  the  happy  art  was  k;io>vn. 

To  tell  our  fortunes,  make  their  ozvit. 
Seated  in  garret,  for  you  know, 

The  nearer  to  the  liars  we  go. 
The  greater  we  efteem  his  art, 

Foois  curious  flock  from  ev'i  y  part. 

The  rich,  the  poor,  the  maid,  the  married. 

And  thofe  who  could  not  walk  were  carried. 

fhe  butler,  hanging  dovvn  his  head. 
By  chamber-maid,   or  cook-maid  led. 
Inquires,  if  from  his  friend  the  moon, 
He  has  advice  of  pilfer'd  fpoon. 

I'he  court-bred  woman  of  condition 
(Who,  to  approve  her  difpofition 
As  much  lupefior  as  her  birth 

To  thole  compos'd  of  common  earth. 
With  double  Ipirit  mafl  engage 
In  ev'ry  folly  of  the  age) 
The  honourable  TXTti  would  buy, 
To  pack  the  cards,  and  cog  a  die. 

The  hero  (who  for  brawn  and  face 
May  claim  right  honourabli  place 
Amongir  the  chiefs  of  Batcher- Roiv, 
Who  might  fiimc  thirty  years  ago, 
If  we  may  be  allow'd  to  gu-rfs 
At  his  employment  by  his  drefs. 
Put  med'cines  off  from  cart  or  ftagc, 
The  grand  Volcano  of  the  age. 
Or  might  about  the  countries  go. 
High  llevvard  of  a  pnppet-lhow, 
Steiiiard  and jleijuardjbib  mjl  meety 
1  or  all  kno'w  puppets  never  cat  ; 
Who  WBuJl  be  ihi;ut,ht,  ('though,  fave  the  naark, 
That  point  is  fomething  in  the  darkj 
Hh  i] 
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The  man  of  honour,  one  like  thofe 

Renown'd  in  ftory,  who  lov'd  blows 

Better  than  vicfluals,  and  would  fight-, 

Merely  for  fport,  from  morn  to  night ; 

Who  treads  like  Mavors  firm,  whofe  tongue 

Is  with  the  triple  thunder  hung; 

Who  cries  to  fear — Stand  off — alo'  f — 

And  talks  as  he  v^-ere  cannoii-prouf ; 

Would  be  deem'd  ready  when  you  lift, 

With  fword  and  piltol,  ftick  and  fifl, 

Carelefs  of  points,  balls,  bruifes,  knocks, 

At  once  to  fence,  fire,  cudgel,. box, 

Eut  at  the  fame  time  bears  about, 

Within  himfclf  fume  touch  of  doubt, 

Oi  fi-tiJeiit  doubt,  which  hints — that  fame 

Is  nothing  but  an  empty  name ; 

That  life  is  rightly  underllood 

By  all  to  be  a  real  good  ; 

That  even  in  a  hoo's  heart, 

Difcret'lon  is  the  better  part ; 

That  this  fame  honour  may  be  won. 

And  yet  no  kind  cf  danj^er  run) 

Like  Drugger  comes,  that  magic  pow'rs 

May  afcertain  his  luciy  hours. 

For  at  fome  hours  the  fickle  dame 

Whom  fortune  properly  we  name. 

Who  ne"er  confiders  wrong  or  right. 

When  wanted  mod  plays  leaft  in  fight, 

And,  like  a  modern  court-ired  y.\t. 

Leaves  her  chief  fav'rites  ia  a  tilt. 

Some  hours  there  a-  e,  when  from  the  heart 

Courage  into  fome  other  part. 
No  matter  wherefore,  makes  retreat, 
And  fear  ufurps  the  vacant  feat ; 
Whence  planet-Jlruck  we  often  find 

Stuarts  and  Sackvilles  of  mankind. 
Farther  he'd  know  (and  by  his  art 

A  conjuror  can  that  impart) 

Whether  politer  it  is  reckon'd 

To  have  or  not  to  have  a  fecond, 

To  drag  the  friends  in,  or  alone 

To  make  the  danger  all  their  own; 

Whether  repletion  is  not  bad. 

And  fighters  with  full  ftomachs  mad; 

Whether  before  he  fseks  the  plain. 

It  were  not  well  to  breathe  a  vein; 

Whether  a  gentlt  falivacion, 

Confiftently  with  reputation, 

Might  not  of  precious  nfe  be  found, 

Not  to  prevent  indeed  a  wound, 

Eut  to  prevent  the  confequence 

Which  oftentimes  arifes  thence, 

1'hofe  fevers,  which  the  patient  urge  on 

To  gates  of  death,  by  help  of  furgeon  ; 

Whether  a  wind  at  tall  or  well 

Is  for  green  wounds  accounted  beft  ; 

Whether  (was  he  to  choofe)  his  mouth 

fchould  point  towards  the  north  or  fouth ; 

Whether  mofl  fafcly  he  might  ufc 

On  thefe  occafions,  pump.s  or  ihoes ; 

Whether  it  better  is  to  fight 

"Byfun-Jhine,  or  by  candle  light  ; 

Or  (Icil  a  candle  fliould  appear 

Too  mean  to  fhinc  in  fuch  a  fpherc, 

For  who  would  of  a  candle  tell 

To  light  a  hero  into  hcUj 


And  left  they;/«  fhould  partial  rife 
To  dazzle  one  or  t'  other's  eyes, 
Or  one  or  t'  orher's  brains  to  fcorch) 
Might  not  Dame  Luna  hold  a  torch  ; 

Thefe  points  with  dignity  difcufs'd. 
And  gravely  fix'd  a  taflc  which  muft 
Require  no  little  time  and  pains. 
To  make  our  hearts  friends  with  our  brains, 
The  ?nan  of  iv.ar  would  next  engage 
The  kind  ?liiftance  of  the  fage. 
Some  previous  meihod  to  diredl, 
Which  fliould  make  thefe  of  none  effedl. 
Could  he  not,  from  the  myftic  fchool 
Of  art,  produce  fome  facred  rule, 
By  which  a  knowledge  might  be  got, 
Whether  men  valiant  were  or  not, 
So  he  that  challenges  might  write 
Only  to  thofe  v<;ho  would  not  fight  ? 

Or  could  he  not  f  mie  way  difpenfe, 
By  help  of  which  (without  offence 
I'o  /.otjur,  Vv'hofe  nice  nature's  fuch, 
She  fcarce  endures  the  flighteft  touch) 
When  he,  for  want  of  t'  other  rule, 
Miftakes  his  man,  and,  like  a  fool, 
VVith  fome  vain  fighting  blade  gets  in, 
He  fairly  may  get  out  again  ? 

Or,  fiiouid  fome  demon  lay  a  fcheme 
To  drive  him  to  the  laft  extreme. 
So  that  he  muft  confefs  his  fears. 
In  mercy  to  his  nofe  and  cars, 
And,  like  a  prudent  recreant  knight, 
Rather  do  any  thing  than  fight. 
Could  he  not  fome  expedient  buy 
To  keep  his  Ihame  from  public  eye  ? 
For  well  he  held,  and  men  review, 
Nine  in  ten  hold  the  maxim  too. 
That  honour's  like  a  maidenhead, 
Which,  if  in  private  brought  to  bed, 
Is  none  the  Vv'orfe,  but  walks  the  town. 
Ne'er  loft,  until  the  lofs  be  known. 

The  parfon  too  (for  now  and  then 
Parfons  are  juft  like  other  men. 
And  hete  and  there  a  gra-ve  divine 
Has  paffions  fuch  as  your's  or  mine) 
Burning  with  holy  luft  to  know 
When  fate  preferment  will  beftow, 
'Fraid  of  detecflion,  not  of  fin. 
With  circumfpedlioii  fneaking  in 
To  conj'ror,  as  he  does  to  ivhore. 
Through  fome  bye-alley,  or  back  door, 
With  the  fame  caution  orthodox 
Confults  they?.7)-j,  and  gets  s,  pox. 

The  citizen,  in  fraud  grown  old. 
Who  knows  no  deity  but  gold, 
Worn  out,  and  gafping  now  for  breath, 
A  med'cine  wants  to  keep  off  death; 
Would  know,  if  that  he  cannot  have. 
What  coins  are  current  in  the  grave  ; 
If,  when  the  ilocks  i^which  by  his  pow'r 
Would  rife  or  fall  in  half  an  hour, 
For,  though  unthought  of  and  unfcen. 
He  work'd  thelprings  behind  the  fcreen) 
By  his  diredlions  came  about. 
And  rofe  to  par,  he  ftiould  fell  out ; 
I   Whether  lie  fafely  might  or  no 
'  Replace  it  in  the  funds  Wazi;, 
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By  all  addrcfs'd,  believ'd,  and  paid, 
Many  purfu'd  the  thriving  trade, 
And.^reatin  reputation  grown, 
Succeiiive  held  the  magic  throne. 
Favour'J  by  ev'ry  darling  pafTion,   • 
The  love  of  novelty  and  faftiion, 
,    Ambition,  av'rice,  luft,  and  pride, 
'    Riches  pour'd  in  on  ev'ry  fide. 

But  when  the  frtuknt  laws  thought  fit 
To  curb  this  infolence  of  wit ; 
When  fenates  wifely  had  provided. 
Decreed,  enafted,  and  decided, 
That  no  fuch  vile  and  upftart  elves 
Should  have  more  knowledge  than  themfclvcs; 
When  fines  and  penalties  v.xre  laid 
To  flop  the  progrefs  of  the  trade, 
Ard  ftars  no  longer  could  difpenfe, 
With  honour,  fartiier  inlluence, 
And  wizards  (which  muft  be  confeil 
Was  of  more  force  than  all  the  reft) 
Mo  certain  way  to  tell  had  got, 
Vi'^hich  were  informers,  and  which  not ; 
Affrighted  fages  were  perforce 
Crtjljg'd  to  fteer  fome  other  courfe. 
,  By  various  ways,  thefe  yo/»  of  chance 
Their  fortunes  labour'd  to  advance, 
Well  knowing,  by  unerring  rules. 
Knaves  ftarve  not  in  the  land  of  fools. 

Some,  witli  high  titles  and  degrees'. 
Which  wife  men  borrow  when  they  pleafe, 
Without  or  trouble  or  expence, 
Phylicians  inilantly  commence, 
And  proudly  boaft  an  equal  ikill 
With  thofe  who  claim  the  right  to  kill. 

Others  about  the  cojintrits  roam 
(For  not  one  thought  of  going  horn:)  ' 

With  piftol  and  adopted  kg, 

•  Prepar'd  at  once  to  rob  or  beg. 

r,|       Some,  the  mere  fubtle  of  their  race, 
.•  (Who  felt  fome  touch  of  cozvard  grace, 

Who  Tyburn  to  avoid  had  wit. 

But  never  fear'd  deferving  it) 

Came  to  ihe'ir  brotficr  Smollet's  aid, 

And  carried  on  the  critic  trade. 
Attach'd  to  letters  and  the  mufe, 

Some  verfcs  wiote,  andyiwe  wrote  news; 

Thafe  each  revolving  month  are  feen, 

The  heroes  of  a  magazitie ; 

Thefe,  ev'ry  morning,  great  appear 

In  Ledger,  or  in  Gazetteer; 

Spreading  the  falfehoods  of  the  day 

By  turns  for  Fadcn  and  for  Say; 

Like  Swifs,  their  force  is  always  laid 

On  that  fide  where  they  befl  are  paid. 

Hence  mighty  prodigies  arife. 

And 'daily  monfters  flrike  our  eyes  ;    ■ 

Wonders,  to  propagate  the  trade, 

More  Urange  than  ever  Baker  made. 

Are  hawk'd  about  from  llrect  to  ilreet,- 

•  And  fools  believe,  whilft  liars  eat. 

Now  armies  in  the  air  engage, 
To  fright  a  fiiperflitious  age  ; 
Now  comets  through  the  ether  range, 
111  governments  portending  change  ; 
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Now  rivers  to  the  ocean  fiy 

So  quick, they  leave  their  channels  dry; 

Now  monfcrous  whales  on  Lambeth  fhore' 

Drink  the  Thames  dry,  and  thirft  fur  more  ; 

And  ev'ry  now  and  then  appears 

An  L'-ilh  favage  numb'ring  years. 

More  than  thofe  happy  fages  could 

Who  drew;  their  breath  before  the  flood. 

Now,  to  the  wonder  of  all  people, 

A  church  is  left  without  ^xjiccple  ; 

AJljc'ple  now  is  left  in  lurch. 

And  mourns  departure  of  the  church, 

Which,  borne  on  wings  of  mighty  wind, 

Reniov'd  a  furlong  r;ff  we  find. 

Now,  wrath  on  cattle  to  difchargc, 

Hail-flones.as  deadly  fall,  and  large 

As  thofe  which  were  on  Egypt  fent, 

At  once  their  crime  and  puniflimtnt; 

Or  thofe  which,  as  the  prophet  writes, 

Fell  on  the  necks  of  Amorites, 

When,  ftruck  with  wonder  and  amaze, 

'Vlitfun  fufpended,  flay'd  to  gaze. 

And,  from  her  duty  longer  kt-pt. 

In  Ajalon  hhfjf.cr  flept. 

But  if  fuch  things  no  more  engage 
The  tafle  of  a  politer  age, 
To  help  them  out  in  time  of  need 
Ancthcr'Vohs  muli:  rabbits  breed. 
Each  pregnant  female  tremlling  hears, 
And,  overcome  with  fpleen  atid  fears, 
Confuks  her  faithful  glafs  no  more. 
But  madiy'bounding  d'er  the  floor. 
Feels  hairs  all  o'er  her  body  grow. 
By  fancy  turn'd  into  a  doe. 
Now,  to  promote  their  private  ends. 
Nature  her  ufual  courfe  fufpends. 
And  vai  ies  from  the  flated  plan, 
ObferVd  e'er  fince  the  world  began. 
Bodies  (which  fociifhly  we  thought. 
By  cuftom's  ftr\'i!e  maxims  taught. 
Needed  a  regular  fupply, 
And  without  ncurlfhment  muft  die) 
With  cravmg  appetites  and  fenfe 
Of  hungtr  eafily  difpenfe. 
And,  pliant  to  lL\-ir  wond'rous  flcill, 
Are  taught,  like  tvatches,  to  ftand  ftill 
UninJiir'J,  for  a  month  or  more. 
Then  go  on  as  they  did  before. 
The  novel  takes,  the  tale  fucceeds. 
Amply  fupplies  its  author's  needs; 
'And  Betty  Canning  is  at  leafl-. 
With  Gafcoyne's  help,  a  fix  months  feaft. 

Whilft,  in  contempt  of  all  our  pains, 
The  tyrant  fuperftition  reigns 
Imperious  in  the  heart  of  man. 
And  warps  his  thoughts  from  nature's  plan  : 
Whilft  fond  credulity,  who  ne'er 
The  weight  of  wholefom.e  doubts  could  bear^ 
To  reafon  and  herfelf  unjuft. 
Takes  all  things  blindly  up  on  truft; 
Whilft  curiofuy,  whofe  rage 
No  mercy  fnows  to  fex  or  age, 
Muft  be  indulg'd  at  the  expence 
Oi  judamcni,  truth,  and  cffmnwn  fcnfe ; 
Hhilj 
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Imponures  cannot  but  prevail, 
Ami  when  old  miracles  grow  ftale, 
Jugglers  will  Oil!  the  art  purfue, 
And  ei  tertain,  the  w  rli'  with  mtu. 
For  them   oheditnt  to  their  will. 
And  tremhling  at  their  michty  fkill. 
Sad  fpiris  fummon'd  fr<  m  the  tomb, 
Glide  glaring  ghalily  through  the  gloohi, 
In  all  the  ufua!  pomp  of  ftornis, 
111  horrid  ciiftoniary  forms, 
A  wolf,  a  hear  an  hor'e,  an  ape. 
As  fear  and  I'.incy  gave  them  Ihape 
Tormented  with  defpair  and  pain, 
Thty  rear,  they  yell,  and  clank  the  chain. 
Folly  and  guilt  (for  guilt,  howe'er 
The  face  of  courage  it  may  wear, 
Is  fliil  a  coward  at  the  heart) 
At  fear-created  phantoms  ftart. 
The  pricft,  that  very  word  implies 
That  he's  both  inn  cent  and  wife,. 
Yet  fears  to  travrl  in  the  dark, 
Unlef-  efcorted  by  his  clerk. 

But  let  not  ev'ry  bungler  deem 
Ton  lightly  of  fo  deep  a  fcheme; 
For  ff  piitati'>n  of  the  ati. 
Each  ghoft  ,ruft  a<ft  a  proper  part, 
CJbfi  rvr-  dccrjrum\s  needful  grace, 
And  krip  tlie  laws  of  time  zv\A  place, 
Muft  change,  with  happy  variation. 
Hi"!  manners  wi-h  his  Situation  ; 
Wliat  in  the  count^r'niight  pafs  dowi^, 
Would  be  imperriiienf  in  town. 

]S'(>  fpi-it  I'f  difcretionhert 

Can  'hink  of  breeding  awe  and  fear, 

'  I'w  ill  fcrve  the  purpofe  more  by  half 

To  makr  the  congregation  laugh. 

We  want  no  enfigns  of  furprii'e, 

LocI:s  (tiff  %v  ith  g-re,  and  fawcer  eyesj 

Give  us  an  erterraining  ^^/-/V^, 

Gentle,  familiar,  and  polite, 

One  M  ho  appears  in  f,,ch  a  form 

As  might  ai;  h"lv  hermit  warm. 

Or  who  on  former  fthemts  refines,' 

And  only  talks  by  fotinds  and  fjgns, 

Who  will  not  'o  the  eye  lipjKar, 

But  pavs  i'<  r  vifits  to  the  ear. 

And  ki.ocks  K,  genth  ,  'twould  rot  fright 

A  lady  in  the  darkeft  night 

Such^  i-  cur  I'ANNy,  whofe  goow!  will, 

Which  cannot  in  the  grave  lie  flill, 

Brings  her  on  earth  tn  enrertain 

Her  friends  and  lovers  in  Cock-lane. 


BOOK   ir. 

A  SACRED  ftandard  rule  we  find, 
By  i-o.ts  held  time  out  of  mind,  ■ 
To  nifer'n  ^iollo'- fhrine, 
AiKi  cill  on  o!ie  or  all  the  nine. 

This  cuftpm,  thr  w^h  a%o/zeaI, 
Which  tnoderiis  oi/we  t-ijle  mufl  feel 
For  thofe  who  wrote  in  '.ays  of  yore 
Adop'cd  Hands  like  ma-iy  more. 
Though  (.v'r\  raiif,  which  then  confpit'd 
TO  uiake  it  pradis'd  and  adaiir'd,  ' 


(Yielding  to  time's  deftrudive  courfe. 
For  ages  paft  hath  loft  its  force 
With  ancient  bards,  an  invocation 
Wrs  a  true  adl  of  adoration. 
Of  worfbip  an  effential  part. 
And  not  a  formal  piece  of  art, 
Of  paltry  reading  a  parade, 
A  dull  folemnity  in  trade, 
A  pious  fever,  taught  to  burn 
An  hour  or  two,  to  ferve  a  turn. 

They  talk'd  not  of  Caftalian  fprings. 
By  way  of  faying /ir^/jfy  things^ 
As  ive  drefs  out  our  flimfy  rhymes ; 
'  Fwas  the  religion  of  the  times. 
And  they  believ'd  that  holy  ftream 
With  greater  force  made  fancy  teem, 
Recki'n'd  by  all  a  true  fpeciSc 
To  make  the  barren  brain  prolific  : 
Thus  Rnmifh  church  (a  fcheme  which  bear* 
Not  half  fo  much  excufc  as  theirs) 
Si'ice  faith  i>Kplicit!y  hath  taught  her, 
Reveres  the  force  of  holy  ivater. 

The  Pagan  fyflem,  whether  true 
Or  f.'Ife,  its  fLrength,  like  buildings,  drew 
From  many  parts  difpos'dto  bear, 
In  ore  great  whole,  their  proper  fliare. 
Each  god  of  eminent  degree 
To  feme  vail  beam  conipar'd  might  be; 
Each  godling  was  a  peg,  or  rather 
A  cramp,  to  keep  the  beams  together  ; 
And  man  as  fafcly  might  pretend 
From  Jove  the  thunder-bolt  to  rend, 
As  with  an  impious  pride  afpire 
To  rob  Apollo  of  his  lyre. 

With  fettled  faith  and  pious  avi^e, 
Eftablilh'd  by  the  voice  of  law, 
Then  poets  to  the  aiufes  came^ 
And  from  their  altars  caught  the  flame. 
Geniu.s.with  Fhochusfor  his  guide, 
The  mufe  afcending  by  his  fide, 
With  tow'ring  pinions  dar'd  to  foar, 
Where  eye  could  fcarcely  ftrain  before. 
But  why  fhould  we,  who  cannot  feel 
Thtfe  glowings  (if  a  Pagan  zeal, 
That  wild  enthvfiajlic  force, 
By  which,  above  her  common  courfe, 
Mature  mecjlacy  up-borne, 
L.ok'd  down  on  earthly  things  with  fcorn; 
Who  have  no  more  regai'd,  'tis  known, 
For  their  religioi^  than  our  oivn. 
And  fee!  not  half  fo  fierce  a  flame 
At  Clio's  as  at  Fifher's  name  ; 
W/foknow  thefe  hoaCted  ficredjlreams 
Were  mere  romantic  idle  drea:rs, 
That  Thames  f.as  waters  clear  as  thofe 
Which  on  the  top  of  Pindus  rofe, 
And  that  the  farcy  to  refine. 
Water's  not  half  fo  good  as  wine  ; 
Who  inozu,  if  profit  llrike  our  eye, 
Should  we  drink  Helicon  quite  dry, 
Th'  whole  lountain  would  not  thither  lead 
So  f  on  as  <  ne  poor  jug  from  Tweed  ; 
Who,  if  to.  raife  poetic  fire, 
I  he  pow'r  oi hcauly  we  require, 
In  any  public  place  c;ni  view 
More  than  the  Grecians  ever. knew: 
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If  tvif  into  the  fcale  is  thrown, 
Can  boaft  a  l.eiinox  of  our  own; 
Why  ihould -zuf  lervile  cuftoms  choofe, 
An(!  couit  »n  antiquated  muje  ? 
No  matfer  why — to  afk  a  reafon. 
In  pedant  bigotry  is  treafon. 

In  the  bronii,  beaten,  turnpike-road 
Of  hackney^ d panegyric  ode. 
No  modern  poet  dare    'o  ride 
Without  Apollo  by  his-  fide, 
Nor  in  a /onnf^  take  the  air, 
Unlefs  his  lady  miife  be  there. 
She,  from  fonie  amaranthine  grove. 
Where  little  loves  and  graces  rove, 
The  laurel  to  my  lord  mud  bear, 
Or  garlands  make  for  ivhores  to  wear ; 
She,  with  foft  elegiac  verfe, 
Muft  grace  fome  mighty  ■villains^  herfe ; 
Or  for  feme  infant,  doom'd  by  fate  » 

To  wallow  in  a  large  eftate, 
With  rhymes  the  cradle  muft  adorn. 
To  tell  the  world  zfaol  is  born. 

Since  then  our  critic  lords  expe(5l 
No  hardy  poet  fhould  rejefl 
Eftablifli'd  maxims,  or  prcfume 
To  place  much  better  in  their  room, 
By  nature  fearful,  I  fubmit, 
And  in  this  dearth  of  fenfe  and  wit, 
With  nothing  done,  and  little /aid, 
(By  wild  excurfive  fancy  led. 
Into  a  fecond  book  thus  far, 
Like  fome  unwary  tra-vciler. 
Whom  varied  fcenes  of  wood  and  lawn, 
With  treacherous  delight,  have  drawn; 
Deluded  from  his  purpos'd  way. 
Whom  ev'ry  ftcp  leads  more  aftray  ; 
Who  gazing  round  tan  no  where  fpy. 
Or  houfe,  or  friendly  cottage  nigh, 
And  refolurion  feems  to  lack 
To  venture  forward  or  go  back) 
Invoke  fome  goddefs  to  defcend. 
And  help  me  to  my  journey's  end. 
Though  confcious  Arrow  all  the  while 
Hears  the  petition  with  a  fmile,  • 

Before  the  glafs  her  charms  unfolds. 
And  in  herfelfnr^  mufe  beholds. 

Truth,  goddefs  of  celeftial  birth. 
But  little  lov'd,  or  kiown  on  earth, 
Whofe  pow'r  but  feldc  m  rules  the  heart, 
Whofe  name,  with  hypocritic  art, 
An  errant  (talking  horle  is  made, 
A  fnug  pretence  to  drive  a  trade, 
An  inftryment  convenient  grown 
To  plant,  more  firmly,  falfehood's  throne, 
As  rebels  varnifh  e'er  their  caufe 
With  fpecious  colouring  of  laws. 
And /i/oHj  traitors  draw  the  knife 
In  the  king's  «a»7«' againft  hi<  life  ; 
Whether  (from  cities  far  away. 
Where />-««(/ and/«^iWfcorn  thy  fway) 
1  he  faithful  nymph's  and  fliepheru's  pride. 
With  love  and  virtue  by  thy  fide, 
Your  hours  in  harmlcfs  joys  are  fpent 
Amongll  the  children  of  content ; 
Or,  fond  of  gaiety  and  fport, 
¥ou  tread  the  round  t-f  England's  court; 


Howc'er  my  lord  may  frowning  go. 

And  treat  xht  Ji ranger  as  z  foe. 
Sure  to  be  found  a  welcome  gueft 
In  Ge^.Tge's  and  in  Charlotte's  breaft, 
If,  in  the  giddy  hours  of  youth, 
My  coiiftant  foul  adher'd  to  truth; 
If,  from  the  time  I  firft  wrote  man, 
I  ftillpurfu'd  thy  facred  plan. 
Tempted  by  interefl  in  vain 
To  wear  mean  falfehood's  golden  chain  j 
If,  for  a  feafon  drawn  away, 
Starting  from  virtue'.s  path  aftray. 
All  low  difguife  I  fcorn'd  to  try. 
And  dar'd  to  fin,  but  not  to  lie  ; 
Hirher,  C)  hither,  conJefcend, 
Eternal  Truth,  thy  ftcps  to  bend, 
And  favour  him,  who  ev'ry  hour 
ConfelTes  and  obeys  thy  pow'r  '. 

But  C'ime  not  with  that  cafy  mien, 
By  which  you  won  the  lively  Dean, 
Nor  yet  afiume  that  ftrumpct  ajr. 
Which  R;ibelais  taught  thee  firft  to  wear, 
Nor  yet  that  arch  ambiguous  face, 
Which  with  Cervantes  gave  thee  grace, 
But  c(<me  in  (acred  vefture  clad, 
Solemnly  dull,  and  truly  fad  ! 

Far  from  thy  feemly  matrbn  train 
Be  idiot  mirth,  and  laughter  vain  ! 
For  wit  and  humour,  which  pretend 
At  once  to  p'eafe  us  and  an. end, 
They  are  not  for  my  prtfent  turn, 
l..et  them  remain  in  France  with  Sterne. 

Of  ni.Meft  city  parents  born. 
Whom  wealth  and  dignities  adorn. 
Who  ftil'  one  conftant  tenor  keep. 
Not  quite  awake,  nor  quite  allcep, 
Wirh  thee,  let  fornvdl  duUnefs  come. 
And  deep  attention,  ever  dumb. 
Who  on  her  lips  her  fingers  lays, 
Vi^liilft  every  c:rcumftance  flie  weighs, 
W^hofe  downcail:  eye  is  often  four.d 
Bent  with.oiit  mctii.n  to  the  ground. 
Or,  to  lome  outv/ard  thing  confin'd, 
Remits  no  image  to  the  mind, 
No  pregnant  mark  of  meaning  bears, 
But  ftupid  without  viCon  ftares  ; 
Thy  ftcps  let  gravity  attend, 
WifJotn's  and  truth's  unevr'wi^  friend. 
For  one  may  fee  with  half  an  eye. 
That  gravity  can  never  lie  ; 
And  hi-  arch'u  brow,  puli'd  o'er  his  eyes. 
With  ibic-nin  proof  proclaims  him  ivife, 

free  from  a'.l  waggeries  and  fpurts, 
The  produce  of  luxurious  courts. 
Where  iloth  and  luft  enervate  youth, 
Come  thou,  a  downiight  city  truth  ; 
I'he  city,  which  we  ever  find 
A  fober  pattern  for  nankind; 
Where  man,  in  cquilibrio  hung. 
Is  Icldtim  old,  ar.d  never  young. 
And  from  th«  cradle  to  the  grave. 
Not  virtue's  friend,  nor  vice's  flavej 
As  dancers  on  the  luire  we  fpy. 
Hanging  between  the  earth  and  fky. 

She  ccmes — i  fee  l:er  from  afar 
Bending  her  courfe  to  Temple-Bar  i 
H  h  iiij 
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All  fage  and  filect  Is  Iier  train, 
Deportment  grave,  and  garments  plain, 
Such  as  may  luit  s. parfins  wear, 
And  fit  the  heid-picce  of  a  mayor. 

By  truth  inlpir'd,  our  Bacon's  hrct 
Open'd  the  way  to  learning's  (burce; 
Boyle  through  the  works  of  nature  ran  ; 
And  Newton,  fomething  more  than  man, 
Div'd  into  nature's  hidden  fprings, 
Laid  bare  tiie  principle.;  of  things, 
Above  the  earth  our  fpirits  bore, 
And  gave  us  worlds  unknown  before. 
By  truth  infpir'd,  when  Lauder""!  fpight 
O'er  Milton  caft;  the  veil  of  night, 
Douglas  arofe,  and  through  tlie  maze 
Of  intricate  and  winding  vi-ays, 
Came  where  the  fubtle  traitor  lay, 
And  dragg'd  him  trenibling  to  tlie  day; 
Whilfl;  he  (O  fhame  to  noblcft  parts, 
Difhonour  to  the  lib'ral  arts. 
To  traffic  in  fo  ^ile  a  fcheme)  ! 
Whilil  he,  our  htter''d  Polypheme, 
"Who  had  confid^ate  forces  join'd, 
Like  a  bafc.coward,  fkulk'd  behind. 
By  truth  infpir'd,  our  critics  go 
To  track  Fingal  in  Highland  fn<iw, 
To  form  their  own  .fad  others  creed 
From  yiianufcripts  they  cannot  read. 
By  truth  infpir'd,  we  numbers  fee 
Of  each  profeffion  and  degree, 
Gentle  and  fimple,  lord  and  cit. 
Wit  without  wealth,  wealth  without  wit. 
When  Punch  and  Sheridan  have  done, 
To  Fanny's  gl'ojlly  hBures  run 
By  truth  and  Fannv  now  infpir'd, 
1  feel  my  g]ov;ing  bofom  fir'd  ; 
Defire  bea's  high  in  ev'ry  vein 
To  ling  the  fpirit  of  Cock-Lane  ; 
To  tell  (jufi  as  the  meafiire  flows 
In  halting  rhyme,  half  verfe,  half  profe) 
With  more  than  mortal  arts  endu'd, 
Yinwjhe  united  force  withflood, 
And  proudly  gave  a  brave  defiance 
To  tvit  znd  duliiefs  in  alliance. 
This  Apparition  (with  relation 
To  ancient  modes  oi  diri-vaiion, 
This  we  may  ;-,roperly  lo  call, 
Altlioue;h  it  /e'er  appears  at  all, 
As  by  the  way  of  inuendo, 
Lucus  is  made  a  non  lucerido) 
Superior  to  the  vulgar  mode, 
Nobly  difdains  that  fervile  road, 
Which  coward  ghofts,  as  it  appears, 
Have  walk'd  in  full  five  thoufand  years, 
And  for  rcftraint  too  mighty  grown, 
Strikes  out  a  meti:od  of  her  oivn 

Others  may  meanly  dart  away,       * 
Aw'd  by  the  herald  of  the  day. 
With  faculties  too  weak  to  bear 
The  frelhnf.fV  of  the  morning  air. 
May  vanilh  with  the  niehmg gloom, 
And  glide  u>  fiknce  to  the  tomb; 
She  dares  the  fun's  moft  piercing  light, 
And  knocks  by  day  as  well  as  night.* 
Others,  with  mean  and  partial  view, 
1  heir  vifits  pay  to  Qne  or  tivo; 


She  great  in  reputation  grown, 

Keeps  the  beft  company  in  town. 

Our  adive  enterprifing  ghofl 

As^large  and  fplendid  routes  can  boaft 

As  thofe  which,  rais'd  by  pride's  command, 

Block  up  the  pafQxge  through  the  Strand. 

Great  adepts  in  the  fighting  trade, 

Who  ferve  their  time  on  the  parade  ; 

She-faints  who,  true  to  pleafure's  plan. 

Talk  about  God,  and  lull  for  man  ; 

Wits,  who  believe  nor  God,  nor  ghoft. 

And  fools,  who  worfiiip  ev'ry  poll ; 

Cowards,  whofe  lips  with  war  are  hung; 

Men  truly  brave,  who  hold  their  tongue; 

Courtiers,  wlio  laugh  they  know  not  why. 

And  cits,  who  for  the  fame  caufe  cry; 

The  canting  tabernacle-brother, 

(For  one  rogue  Hill  fufpeds  another) 

Ladies,  who  to  a.fpii!t  fly. 

Rather  than  with  their  hujhands  lie  ; 

Lords,  who  as  chaftely  pafs  their  lives 

With  other ynovntn  as  their  ivi-ves'; 

Proud  (if  their  intelleils  and  clothes, 

Phyficians,  lawyers,  parfons,  beaux. 

And,  truant  from  their  delks  and  fhops. 

Spruce  Temple  clerks,  and  'prentice  fops, 

To  Fanny  come,  with  the  fame  view. 

To  find  herfalfe,  or  find  her  true. 

Hark  1  fomething  creeps  about  the  houfc  \ 

Is  it  ■i.  fpirit,  or  a  moufe  ? 

Hgrk  !  ion\t\}!\mf^  fcratches  round  the  room  ! 

A  cat,  a  rat,  dijiubb'd  birch-broom. 

Hark  !   on  the  wainfcot  no«  it'lknocks  ! 

If  thou'rt  d.  ghojl,  cried  orthodox, 

With  that  ■j&c&.tAfolewrt  air 

Which  hypocrites  delight  to  wear, 

And  all  \.\\o{t  forms  of  cotfequence 

Which  fools  adopt  inflead  oifenfe ; 

if  thou  rt  a  ghof,  who  from  the  tomb 

Stalk'ft  \2.d\yft!ciit  through  this  gloom. 

In  breach  of  nature's  ftated  laws, 

¥uT good,  or  bad.  or  for  no  caufc, 

Give  noiu  nine  knocks;  like  priefts  of  old. 

Nine  ivc  3.  facred number  hold. 

'Pilia,  cried  Profound,  (a  man  of  parts. 
Deep  read  in  all  the  curious  arts. 
Who  to  their  hidden  fprings  had  trac'd 
The  force  of  numbers,  tightly  plac'd) 
As  to  the  number,  you  are  right, 
As  to  theyo;OT,  miftaken  quite. 
What's  nine  }   Your  adepts  all  agree. 
The  virtue  lies  in  three  limes  three. 

He  faid,  no  need  to  fay  it  twice, 
For  thrice  flie  knocked,  and  thrice,  and  thrice. 

The  crowd,  confounded  and  amaa'd, 
In  filence  at  each  other  gaz'd. 
From  Celia's  hand  the  fnuff-box  fell. 
Tinfcl,  who  ogled  with  the  belle. 
To  pick  it  up  attempts  in  vain. 
He  ftoops,  but  cannot  rife  again. 
Jmmane  Pompofo  was  not  heard 
T'  import  one  crabbed  foreign  word. 
Fear  (eizes  heroes,  fools,  and  wits, 
And  Plaufible  his  pray'rs  forgets. 

At  length,  as  people  jufl  awake. 
Into  wild  difTonaiice  they  break  j 
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All  talk'd  at  once,  but  not  a  word 
Was  uiiderftoodjOr  plainly  heard. 
Such  is  the  noife  of  chatt'ring'geefe,    ^ 
Slow  failini;  on  the  fummer  breeze  ; 
Such  is  the  language  difcord  fpeaks 

In  Welch  ■U'snien  o'er  beds  of  leeks  ; 

Such  the  confus'd  and  horrid  founds 
Of  Iri/l  iu  potatoe  grounds. 

But  tir'd,  for  even  C r-'s  tongue 

Is  not  on  iron  hinges  hung, 
Fear  and  confufion  found  retr-eat, 
Reafon  and  order  take  their  feat. 
The  facfl  confirm'd  beyond  all  doubt. 
They  now  would  find  the  caufes  out. 
For  tliis  a  facred  rule  we  find 
Among  the  nicefi  of  mankind, 
Which  never  might  exception  brook, 
From  Hobbes  e'en  down  to  Bolingbroke, 
To  doubt  of  facts,  however  tine, 
Unlefs  they  know  the  caufes  too. 

Trifle,  of  whom  'twas  hard  to  tell 
When  he  intended  ill  or  well, 
Who,  CO  prevent  all  farther  pother, 
Probably  meant  nor  one  nor  t'other, 
Whoto  be  filent  always  loth, 
Would  fpeak  on  either  fide,  or  both, 
Who,  led  away  by  love  of  fame, 
If  any  new  idea  came, 
Whatc'er  it  made  for,  always  faid  it, 
Mot  with  an  eye  to  truth,  but  credit ; 
For  ovz.iors  prof ejl ,  'tis  known. 
Talk  not  for  our  fake,  but  their  own  ; 
Who  always  ftiow'd  his  talents  beft 
When  ferious  things  were  turn'd  to  jeft, 
And,  under  much  impertinence, 
Poffcfs'd  no  common  fhare  of  fenfe  ; 
Who  could  deceive  the  flying  hours 
With  chat  on  butterflies  and  flow'rs; 
Could  talk  of  powder,  patches,  paint, 
"With  the  fame  zeal  as  of  a  faint; 
Could  prove  a  Sibyl  brighter  far 
Than  Venut  or  the  Morning  Star  ; 
Whilil  fomething  flill  fo  gay,  fo  new. 
The  fmile  of  approbation  drew. 
And  females  ey'd  the  charming  man, 
Whilfl  their  hearts  flutter'd  with  their  fan  ; 
Trifle,  who  uould  by  no  means  mils 
An  opportunity  like  this. 
Proceeding  on  hh  ulual  plan, 
Smil''d,J{rok^d his  chin,  aiid  thus  began. 

.With  Jheers ^  or  fc'ijfcrs^fivord  or  knife, 
When  tlie  fates  cut  the  thread  of  life, 
(For  if  we  to  the  grave  are  lent, 
No  matter  with  what  iiifrunjeut') 
The  body  in  fome  lonely  fpot. 
On  dunghill  vile,  is  laid  to  rot. 
Or  fleeps  among  more  holy  dead. 
With  pray'rs  irreverently  read ; 
The  foul  is  lent  where  fate  ordains, 
To  reap  rewards,  to  fuffer  pains. 

The  virtuous  to  thole  manfions  go, 
Where  pleafurcs  unembitter'd  flow  ; 
Where,  leading  up  a  jocund  band, 
Vigour  and  youtli  dance  hand  in  hand, 
Whilft  zephyr,  with  harmonious  gales. 
Pipes  folteft  muf;c  through  the  vaJes, 


And  Ipring  and  Flora,  gaily  crownM, 
With  velvet  carpets  fprcad  the  ground  ; 
With  livelier  Uttfb  where  rofes  bloom. 
And  ev'ry  fhrub  expires  perfume  \ 
Where  cryjlal  ^rfixnimec'd' ring  glide. 
Where  icarbling  flows  the  amber  tide  ; 
V/here  other  funs  dart  brighter  beams, 
And  light  through  purer  ether  Ilreams. 

Far  other  feats,  far  diff 'rent  flats 
The  fons  of  wickednefs  await. 
Juftice  (not  that  old  hag  1  mean. 
Who's  nightly  in  ihc garden  feen, 
Who  lets  no  fpark  of  mercy  rife 
For  crimes,  Ly  ivhich  men  hfe  their  eyes  ; 
Nor  her  wlio,  with  an  equal  hand. 
Weighs <ffl  &r\dfugar  in  the  Strand; 
Nor  her  who,  by  the  world  deem'd  ivife. 
Deaf  to  the  widow's  piercing  cries, 
Steel'd  'gainfl  the  ftarving  orphan's  tears, 
On  paivns  her  bafe  tribunal  rears; 
But  her  who  after  death  prcfidcs. 
Whom  facred  truth  unerring  guides; 
Who,  free  from  partial  influence, 
Nor  finks  nor  raifes  evidence. 
Before  whom  nothing's  in  the  dark, 
■Who  takes  no  bribe,  and  keeps  no  clerk) 
Juflice  with  equal  fcale  below 
In  due  proportion  weighs  out  woe. 
And  always  with  fuch  lucky  aim 
Knows  punifhments  fo  fit  to  frame, 
That  fhe  augments  their  grief  and  pain. 
Leaving  no  reafon  to  complain. 

Old  maids  and  rakes  are  join'd  together, 
Coquettes  3.nd prudes,  like  /Ipril  weather. 
PVit's  forc'd  to  chum  with  common  fenfe. 
And  luf  is  yok'd  to  impotence. 
Proftifors  {juflice  fo  decreed) 
Unpaid  muit  conftant  leiiures  read  ; 
On  earth  it  often  doth  befal, 
Th.sj'rt:  paid,  and  never  read  atoll. 
Parfons  muft  pradtife  what  they  teach. 
And  Bifhops  are  compell'd  to  preach. 

She  who  on  earth  was  nice  and  prim. 
Of  delicacy  full,  and  whim, 
Whofe  tender  nature  could  not  bear 
The  rudenefs  of  the  churlifli  air. 
Is  doom'd,  to  mortify  her  pride, 
The  change  of  weather  to  abide. 
And  fells,  whilft  tears  with  liquor  mix. 
Burnt  brandy  on  the  fhore  of  Styx. 

Avaro,  by  long  ufe  grown  bold 
In  ev'ry  ill  which  brings  him  gold, 
Who  his  Redeemer  would  pulldown. 
And  fell  his  God  for  half-a-crown  ; 
Who,  if  fome  blockhead  fliould  be  willing 
To  lend  him  on  his  foiil  ;i  fhilling, 
\  well-made  bargain  would  etfcem  it. 
And  have  more  fenfe  than  to  redeem  it; 
Juftice  (hall  in  thofe  fliades  confine, 
Fo  drudge  for  Plutts  in  the  mine. 
All  the  day  long  to  toil  and  roar. 
And  curfing  work  the  ftubborn  ore, 
For  coxcombs  here,  who  have  no  brains, 
Without  a  fixpcnce  for  his  pains. 
Thence,  v/ith  each  due  return  of  night, 
Compell'd  the  tall,  thin,  half-ftarv'd  fpritc 
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Shall  earth  reviCt,  and  furvej 

The  place  where  once  his  treafure  lay; 

Shall  view  tht^a//,  where  holy  pride 

With  hitcrd  ignorance  allied. 

Once  haJl'd  him  mighty  and  adoi'd, 

Defcended  to  another  lord. 

Then  fliall  he  fcreaming  pierce  the  air. 

Hang  his  lank  jaws,  and  fcowl  defpair ; 

Then  fliall  be  ban  at  Heaven's  decrees. 

And,  howling,  fink  to  hell  fo;  eafe. 

Th'ife  who  on  earth  thrcugh  life  have  pa{l 
With  equal  pace,  from  firft  to  lal>, 
Nor  vex'd  with  paffion".  nor  with  fpleen, 
lufipid,  eafy,  andferene; 
Whofe  heads  were  made  too  weak  to  bear 
The  weight  of  bufinefs,  dr  of  care ; 
Who  without  merit,  without  crime. 
Contrive  to  while  away  their  time, 
Nor  good,  nor  bad,  nor  fools,  nor  wits, 
Jlfi/i  jufiice  with  a  fmile  permits 
Still  to  purfue  their  darling  plan. 
And  find  amufemenf  how  they  can. 

The  beau,  in  gaudiefl  jrlumage  drefl 
With  lucky  fancy,  o'er  the  reft 
©f  air  a  curious  mantle  throws, 
And  chats  among  his  brother  beaux; 
Or,  if  the  weather's  fine  and  clear. 
No  Cgn  of  rain  or  tempeft  near, 
Encourag'd  by  the  cloudkfs  day. 
Like  gilded  Lutierfies  at  play. 
So  lively  all,  fo  gar,  fo  brifk, 
In  air  ihey puffer  foaf,  and/r//f. 

The  belle  (what  ivorta!  d«th  not  know. 
Belles  after  death  admire  a  beau)  ? 
With  happy  grace  renew?  her  art. 
To  irap  the  coxcomb's  wand'ring  heart. 
And  after  death,  as  whilfl  they  live, 
A  heart  is  all  which  beaux  can  give. 

Ill  fome  ftill,  folemn,  facred  Ibadc, 
Behc  id  a  group  of  authors  laid, 
jS^eiL-s  paper  wits,  and  fonncteers. 
Gentlemen  hards,  and  rhyming  peers. 
Biographers,  wh<  fe  wond  rou»  v.orth 
Is  fcarce  remember'd  now  on  earth, 
Whom  Fielding's  lumour  led  etlray. 
And  plaintive  fops,  debauch'd  by  Gray, 
All  fit  together  in  a  ring, 
And  laugh  and  prattle,  write  and  fing. 

On  hii  o-.vit  works,  with  laurel  crown'd, 
l^eatly  and  elegantly  bound, 
(For  this  is  ore  of  many  rules 
With  iirtting  lords  and  lain  cat  fools. 
And  w  hith  for  ever  muft  fucceed 
With  other  lords  who  cannot  read. 
However  deftitute  of  wit, 
1  o  make  thtir  works  for  bork-cafe  fit) 
Acknowledg'd  nwfier  of  thoft  feats, 
Cibbcr  his  birth-day  odes  repeats. 

M'ith  triumph  noic  poffefs  that  feat, 
With  triumph  votv  thy  odes  repeat, 
Unrivaird  vigils  proudly  keep, 
Whilftev'ry  hearer's  luU'd  to  fleep  ; 
But  knov7,  illiifrious  bard,  whcr^  fate. 
Which  ftill  purfues  thy  name  with  hate, 
"■Jhc  regal  laurel  blafts,  which  now 
Blooms  on  the  placid  Whiteheads  brow, 
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Low  muft  defcend  thy  pride  and  fame, 

And  Gibber's  be  the  fecond  name. 

Here  Trifle  cough'd  (for  ceug/lng  ftill 

Bears  wirntf-  of  the^v^jf^r'*  Ikill, 

A  neceffary  piece  of  art. 

Of  rlet'ric  an  efiential  part. 

And  adepts  in  the  fpeaking  trade 

Keep  a  cough  by  them  ready  made. 

Which  they  fuccef.fully  difpenfe 

When  at  a  lofs  for  -zvords  r\r  fenje) 

Here  Trifle  cough'd,  here  paus'd — ^but  whilfi 

He  ftrove  to  recollc<Sl  hh  fmile. 

That  ha].py  engine  of  his  art, 

Which  triumph'd  o'er  the  female  heart, 

Credulity,  the  child  of  folly. 

Begot  OP  d'j^ferd  melancholy. 

Who  heard,  with  grief,  the  florid  fool 

Turn  facred  things  to  ridicule. 

And  faw  him,  led  b7  whim  away, 

Still  farther  from  the  fubjedt  ftray, 

Juft  in  the  happy  nick;  aloud. 

In  ftiape  of  ft/1 — e,  addrtfs'd  the  crowd. 

Were  we  with  patience  here  to  fit. 
Dupes  to  th'  impertinence  of  wit, 
Till  Trifle  his  harangue  fbould  end, 
A  Greenland  night  we  might  attend, 
Whilft  he,  with  fluency  of  fvecch, 
Would  various  eighty  nothings  teach, 
(Here  Trifle,  fternly  lookmg  down. 
Gravely  endeavour'd  at  a  frown. 
But  nature  unawares  ftept  in. 
And,  moctir.jT,  turn'd  it  to  a  grin) 
And  when,  in  fancy's  chariot  hur''d, 
Ws  had  been  carried  round  the  world, 
Involv'd  in  error,  ftill  in  doubt, 
He'd  leave  us  where  we  firft  fet  out. 
Thus  foldicrs  (in  whofe  esercife 
material  vfc  with  gtandeur  vies) 
Lift  up  their  legs  with  mighty  pain, 
Only  to  fet  them  down  again. 

Believe  ye  not  (yes,  all  1  fee 
In  found  belief  concur  with  me) 
That  Providence,  for  worthy  ends, 
To  us  unknown,  this  fpirit  fends  ! 
Though  fpeechlefs  lay  the  trembling  tongue, 
YoviT  faith  was  on  your  features  hung, 
Yo'dT  faith  1  in  your  eyes  could  fee. 
When  all  were  pale  and  ftar'd  like  me. 
But  fcruples  to  prevent,  and  root 
Out  ev'ry  fliadiw  of  dipute, 
Pompofo,  Plaufible,  and  I, 
With  Fanny  have  agreed  to  fry 
A  deep  Cfmctrted  fchenie — This  night. 
To  fix  or  to  deftroy  her  quite. 
If  it  be  true,  before  we've  done,- 
We'll  make  it  glaring  as  the  fun  ; 
If  it  htfalfe,  admit  no  doubt, 
Ere  morning's  dawn  we'll  find  it  out. 
Into  tliC  vaulted  womb  of  death. 
Where  Fannv  now,  depriv'd  of  breath. 
Lies  feft'ring,  whilft  her  trcubled^r//j 
Addi  horr!,r  to  the  gloom  of  night, 
Will  ive  defcend,  and  bring  from  thenc2 
Proofs  of  fuch  force  to  common  fenfe^ 
Vain  trijiers  fhall  no  more  deceive. 
And  atheilU  tremble  and  believe. 
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He  faid,  an<i  ceas'd  ;  the  chamber  rung 
With  due  applaufe  from  every  tongue.. 
The  mingled  found  (now  let  me  fee. 
Something  by  way  yyifimili) 
Was  it  more  like  Sirymonian  cranes. 
Or  -winds,  lo-!i'  murmuring,   xvhen  it  rains. 
Or  droivfy  hum  nf  dujl'ring  htes. 
Or  the  boarff  mar  of  angry  fcas  ? 
Or  (ftill  to  heighten  and  explain, 
For  elfe  ovly  fimih  is  vain) 
Shall  we  declare  it  like  all  four, 
Afcream,   a  viurmur,  bum,  and  roar? 

Let  fancy  now  in  awful  (late 
Prefent  this_5->ri7/  triumvirate, 
(A  method  which  receiv'd  we  find 
In  other  cafes  by  mankind) 
EkBed  ^\\\\  a  joint  confnt, 

A\i  fools  in  town  to  rcprefnt.  [fwears. 

The    clock    ftrikes    twelve — M — e    ftarts    and 
In  oa/Z'j  we  kniAV,  as  well  as^rov'^^j 
Religion  lies,  and  a  church  l.rothcr 
May  ufe  at  will  or  one  or  t'other. 
Plaufible  from  hi«  caflock  drew 
A  holy  manual,  feeming  new  ; 
A  book  it  was  oi  private  prayr, 
Eut  nc:  a  pin  the  worfe  lor  wear; 
for,  as  we  by  the  bye  may  fay, 
Kone  hvit  fm all  faints  in  private  pray. 
Religion,  faireft  maid  on  earth. 
As  meek  as  gcnd,  who  drew  her  birth 
From  that  bltft  union,  when  in  heivea 
Pleafure  was  bride  to  Virtiie  given; 
Re  igion,  ever  picas'd  to  pray, 
p.  ITels'd  the  precious  gift  one  day; 
Hypocrify,  of  cunning  born, 

Crept  in  and  ftole  it  ere  the  morn. 
Wii— te— d,  that  greateft  of  ail  faints, 
Who  always  prays  and  never  faints, 
Whom  fhe  to  her  o-wn  brothers  bore. 

Rapine  and  I  uft,  on  Severn's  (bore, 
Receiv'd  it  from  they^«/«/;;.^  dame  ; 

From  him  to  Plaufible  it  came, 
Who  with  unufal  care  oppreft. 
Now  trembling,  puli'd  it  from  his  breaft. 

Doubts  in  his  boding  heart  arife, 

And  fancied  fpedires  blaft  his  eyes. 

Devotion  fprings  from  abjedt/fa*-. 

And  (lamps  his  pray'rs  lor  once  fincerc, 
Pon'po(o''^infoient  and  loud. 

Vain  idol  of  2l  fcrihbUng  crowd, 

Whofe  very  name  jnfp, res  an  awe, 

Whofe  ev'ry  w  »d  is  fenfe  and  law, 
-for  what  his  greatnefs  hath  decreed, 

L,ike  laws  of  Perfia  and  of  Mede, 

Sacred  through  all  the  realm  of  ivit, 

Miift  never  of  repeal  adn-jt ; 

Who,  curfirg  flattery,  i..  the  tool 

Of  ev'ry  fawnirg,fl..t;'rii:g  fool; 

W-ho  wit  with  jealous  eye  huveys, 

Ar.<'^  fickens  a-  another's  ;  rail'e  ; 

Who,  j-r  uriiy  fc  z'd  of  Icamirgs  throne, 

>J'  w  damns  all  Icarr.irg  bbt  his  own; 

Who  fc  rns  thole  conmion  \v,.res  to  trade  in, 

Hcaj'ning,  con-vit:cing,  Vind  perfuading, 

But  makes  each  (e<'tcnce  ciaicnt  pafs 

With  p!fppj!,c}xco»d',fcsunil)c/,  aft; 
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For  'tis  with  him  a  certain  ru!e, 

The  folly's  prov'd  when  he  calls  f  ol ; 

Who.  to  incrcafe  his  native  (Irength, 

Draws  words  fix  fyllable-  in  length, 

With  which,  allilled  with  a  frown 

By  way  of  club,  he  knocks  us  dawn  ; 

Who  'bove  the  vulgar  dares  to  rift. 

And  fcnfe  of  dece.vcy  defies; 

For  this  fame  dcdncy  is  made 

Only  f<jr  bungler?  in  the  trade. 

And,  like  the  cohiueb  laws,  is  ftill 

Broke  through  by  great  ones  when  they  will) — 

Pompofo,   w'llhjl  rang  fenfe  fupplied. 

Supported  and  coi'firm'd  by  pride. 

His  comrades'  terrors  to  beguile, 

Grinn'd  horribly  a  i^haujlly  fmile  : 

Features  fo  horrid,  were  it  light. 

Would  put  the  devil  himfclf  to  flight. 

Such  were  the  three  va  name  and  worth. 
Whom  zeal  and  judgment  fingled  forth 
To  try  ihufprite  on  reafon's  plan. 
Whether  it  was  of  God  or  man. 

Dark  was  the  night,  it  was  that  hour 
When  terror  reigns  in  fulleft  pow'r. 
When,  as  the  leai  n'd  of  old  have  faid. 
The  yawning  grave  give.-^  up  her  dead, 
VVhcn  murder,  rapine  by  her  fide. 
Stalks  o'er  the  eaith  with  giant  ftridc; 
Our  Quixotes  (for  that  Lnight  of  old 
Wai-  not  in  truth  by  half  fo  Lo:d, 
Though  reafon  at  the  fame  time  cries. 
Our  Quixotes  are  not  half  fo  ■un''e. 
Since  they,  with  other  follies,  boall 
An  expedition  'gainft  a  gh'fl) 
Through  the  dull  deep  iurrounding  gloom. 
In  dole  array,  towards  Fanny's  tomb 
Adventur'd  forth.— Caurion  before. 
With  heedful  (lep,  the  ianthom  bore, 
Pointing  at  graves  ;  a.id  in  the  .ear, 
Trenibiirg,  and  tailing  loud,  went  Fear. 
The  church-yard  teem'd—th'  unfettled  ground. 
As  in  ague,  fhook  around  ; 
While  in  ion\ed-ea,y  i/jh// cenfin'd. 
Or  riding  on  the  holkiu  iiirJ, 
Horror,  which  turns  the  heart  to  (ione, 
In  dreadful  founds  was  heard  to  groan. 
All  flaring,  wild,  and  out  of  breath, 
At  length  they  reach  the  place  of  death. 

A  vault  j/was,  1  .ng  time  s.iply'd 
To  hold  the  lafc  remains  oi pride  :  , 

No  beggar  there,  of  humble  race. 
And  humble  fortunes,  f-nds  a  place; 
To  reft  in  pomp  as  well  as  eaf. 
The  only  way's  to  pay  ihs  fees. 
Fools,  rogues,  and  whores,  if  rich  and  greaf. 
Proud  ecn  in  dea'h,  here  rot  in  fate. 
No  thieves  difrobt  the  -iuell-drej}  dead. 
No  plunibers  ileal  ihefacred  lead  ; 
Quiet  and  Cafe  the  bodies  lie, 
No  icxuni-ife//,  no  furgcons  buy. 

Thrice  each  the  pondrous  key  apply'd. 
And  thrice  to  turn  it  vainly  try'd. 
Till  taught  by  prtidenceio  unite. 
And  draining  v.  ith  collefted  might, 
The  fiubborn  wards  refifl  no  more, 
But  open  flies  the  jrow/;/??  i!cor. 
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Three  paces  back  tliey  fell  amaz'd, 
lAhejtatufs  ilood,  like  madmin  gaz'a  ; 
The  frighted  blood  forfakes  the  face. 
And  leeks  the  heart  with  quicker  pace ; 
The  throbbing  heart  its  fears  declares, 
And  upright  ftand  the  brillled  hairs  ; 
The  head  in  ■wild  dlfbradllon  f'.vitns : 
Cold  fweats  bedew  the  trembling  limbs; 
Nature,  whilft  fear?  her  bofoni  chill, 
Siifpends  her  pow'rs,  and  life  ftands  flill. 

Thi;s  had  they  ftood  till  noiv,  but  fhame  - 
(An  ufeful,  though  ncgledlcd  dame. 
By  Heav'ii  defign'd  the  fi  :erd  of  man. 
Though  we  degrade  her  all  we  can, 
And  Ilrive,  as  our  firll  proof  of  wit, 
Her  name  and  nature  to  forget) 
Came  to  th.eir  aid  in  happy  hour, 
And  with  a  wand  of  mighty  pow'r 
Struck  on  their  hearts  ,  vainyi-az-j  fubfidc, 
And  bafHcd,  leave  the  field  to  pride. 

Shall  they,  (forbid  it  Fame)  fhiU  they 
The  di  (Slates  of  vile  fear  obey  ? 
Shall  they   the  Idols  of  the  town, 
To  bugbea.s  faiKy  form'd  hovf  down  ? 
Shall  they,  who  greateft  zeal  expreft. 
And  undertook  for  all  the  reft, 
W'hofe  matchlefs  courage  all  admire. 
Inglorious  from  the  talk  retire  ? 
How  would  the  ivickcd  ones  rejoice. 
And  Utfidds  exalt  their  voice, 
If  M — e  and  Plaufible  were  found, 
"By Jhadoits  aw'd,  to  quit  their  ground  ? 
How  wouldyio//  laugh,  fhould  it  appear 
Pompofo  was  the  Have  of  fear  ? 
"  Perifii  the  thought  !  Though  to  our  eyes 
"  In  all  its  terrorb  hell  fhould  rife, 
*'  Though  thoufand  ghofts,  in  dread  array, 
"  With  glaring  eye-balls,  crofs  our  way, 
"  Though  caution,  trembling,  ftands  aloof, 
"  Still  we  will  on,  and  dare  the  proof." 
They  faid  ;  and  without  farther  halt. 
Dauntlefs  march*J  onward  to  the  vault. 

What  mortal  men,  who  e'er  drew  breath. 
Shall  break  into  the  houle  of  death, 
With  foot  unhallo-jj'd^  and  from  thence 
The  myft'ries  of  that  ftace  difpenfe, 
Unlefs  they,  with  due  rites,  prepare 
Their  weaker  fcnfe  I'uch  fights  to  bear, 
And  gain  perniilTiun  fro.na  the  SlaU, 
On  earth  their  UAirnal  to  relate  ? 
Poets  then-.fclves,  without  a  crime, 
Cannot  attempt  it  e'en  in  thyme. 
But  always,  on  fuch  grand  occalJoD, 
Prepare  &fo!emii  in-jocathn , 
^pofy  for  grim  Pluto  weave. 
And  ill  fmooth  number?  afk  his  leave. 
But  why  thi.»  caution  ?   Why  prepare 
Rites,  needlefs  now  ?  for  thrice  in  air 
The  fpirit  of  the  night  Wiih  fneez'd. 
And  thrice  hath  clapp'd  his  v,ii'gs  well-pleab'd. 

Defcend  then.  Truth,  aud  guard  thy  Gde, 
My  Mufe,  my  Pai,-onefs.  and  Guide  } 
Let  others  at  invention  aim. 
And  feck  by  falfities  lor  fame  ; 
Our  llory  wants  not,  at  this  time, 
Fkunccs  iXi^furLdtws  in  rhyme; 


Relate  plain  facfts ;  be  brief  and  bold ; 

And  let  tbe  poets,  fam'd  of  old. 

Seek,  whilft  our  artlefs  tale  we  tell, 

In  vain  to  find  a  parallel  : 

Silent  all  three  went  in,  aboijt 

All  three  turn'd  silent,  and  came  out. 

BOOK  III. 

It  was  the  hour,  when  hufivife  Mnrn 
"With  fiearl  and  /inen  hangs  each  thorn. 
When  happy  bards,  who  can  regale 
Their  mufe  with  country  air  and  ale, 
Ramble  afield,  to  biooks  and  bow'rs,' 
To  pick  Uffcittififcnts  and  Jlozu' rs  ; 
When  dogs  and  fquiresfrcni  kennel  flv, 
And  hogs  and  farmers  quit  their  tty  ; 
When  my  Lord  rifes  to  the  chafe, 
And  brawny  chaplain  takes  his  place. 

Thefe  images,  or  bad  or  good. 
If  they  are  righijy  underflood. 
Sagacious  readers  muft  allow. 
Proclaim  us  in  the  country  now; 
For  obfervatlons  moftly  rife 
From  obje(fts  juft  before  our  eyes, 
And  ev'ry  lord  in  critic  wit 
Can  tell  you  where  the  piece  was  writ, 
Can  point  out,  as  he  goes  along, 
(Aud  who  ftiall  dare  to  fay  he's  wrong)? 
Whether  the  warmth  (for  bards  we  knovf 
At  prefent,  never  more  than  glow) 
Was  in  the  town  or  courtry  caught. 
By  the  peculiar  turn  of  thought. 

It  WAS  THE  iiiuuR — though  critics  frown, 
We  now  declare  ourl'elves  in  town, 
Nor  will  a  moment's  paufe  allow 
For  finding  when  wc  eame,  or  how. 
The  man  who  deals  in  humble  profe, 
Tied  down  by  rule  and  method,  goes  ; 
But  they  who  court  the  vig'rouj  mufc, 
rheir  carriage  have  a  right  to  choofc. 
Free  as  the  air,  and  uiiconfin'd, 
Swift  as  the  motions  of  the  mind, 
I"hc  poet  darts  from  place  to  place. 
And  inftant  bounds  o'er  time  and  fpace; 
Nature  (whilft  blended  fire  and  Ikill 
Inflame  our  pafFions  to  his  will) 
"Smiles  at  her  violated  laws, 
And  crowns  his  daring  with  applaufe. 

Should  there  be  ftill  fome  rigid  few. 
Who  keep  prapridy  in  view, 
Whofe  heads  turn  round,  and  cannot  bear 
This  whirling  pafTage  through  the  air. 
Free  leave  have  fuch  at  home  to  fit. 
And  write  a  regimen  for  wit ; 
To  clip  our  pinions  let  them  try. 
Not  having  heart  themfelves  to  fly. 

It  was  the  hour,  when  devotees 
Breathe/i/ouj  curfes  on  their  knees, 
When  they  with  pray'rs  the  day  begin 
To  faniflify  a  night  of  fin ; 
When  rogues  of  modefty,  who  roam 
Under  the  veil  of  night,  fneak  home, 
ihat  free  from  all  rtilraint  and  awe, 
Juft  to  the  windward  of  the  law, 
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Lefs  modefl  rogues  tlieir  tricks  may  play, 
And  plunder  in  the  face  of  day. 

But  hold — whilft  thus  we  play  the  fool. 
In  bold  contempt  of  ev'ry  rule, 
Things  of  no  confequcnce  expreffing, 
Defcrihing  now,  and  now  iflgreffing^ 
To  the  difcredit  of  our  flciil, 
The  main  concern  is  (landing  flill. 

In  Playsf  indeed,  when  florms  of  rage 
Tempeftuous  in  the  foul  engag;e. 
Or  when  the  fpirits,  weak  and  low, 
Are  funk  in  deep  diftrefs  and  v/oe, 
With  ftridl  propriety  we  hear 
Defcription  dealing  on  the  ear. 
And  put  off  feeling  half  an  hour 
To  thatch  a  cot,  or  paint  ajlozvr  ; 
But  in  \hdit  ferious  work-,  defign'd 
To  mend  the  morals  of  mankind, 
We  mufl  for  ever  be  difgrac'd 
With  all  the  nicer  fons  of  tafte, 
If  once,  the  fhadow  to  purfue, 
We  let  the  fubftance  out  of  view. 
Our  means  muft  uniformly  tend 
In  due  proportion  to  their  end, 
A!><i  ev'ry  paffage  aptly  join 
To  bring  about  the  one  defign. 
Our  friends  themfelves  cannot  admit 
This  rambling,  wild,  digreffive  wit, 
No — not  thofe  very  friends,  who  found 
Their  credit  on  the  felf-fame  ground. 

Peace,  my  good  grumbling  6ir — for  once, 
Sunk  in  the  folemn,  formal  dunce, 

This  coxcomb  fhall  your  fears  beguile 

We  will  be  dull — that  you  may  fmile. 

Come  Merhod,  come  in  all  thy  pride, 
DuUnefs  and  Whitehead  by  thy  fide, 
Dullnefs  and  method  flill  are  one, 
And  Whitehead  is  their  darling  fon. 
Not  he  *  whofe  pen,  above  controul, 
Struck  terror  to  the  guilty  foul, 
Made  folly  tremble  through  her  flatc, 
And  villains  blulh  at  being  great, 
Whilft  he  himfelf  with  fteady  face, 
Difdainiag  modefly  and  grace. 
Could  blunder  on  through  thick  and  thin. 
Through  ev'ry  mean  and  fervile  fin, 
Yet  fwear  by  Philip  and  by  Paul, 
He  nobly  fcorn'd  to  blufh  at  all ; 
But  he,  who  in  the  laureat  chair. 
By  grace  not  merit  planted  there. 
In  awkward  pomp  is  feen  to  lit, 
And  by  his  patent  proves  his  wit ; 
For  favours  of  the  great,  we  know, 
Can  wit  as  well  as  rank  beftow, 
And  they  who  without  one  pretenflon, 
Can  get  for  fools  a  place  or  penfion, 
Muft  able  be  i'uppos'd  of  courfe 
(If  reafon  is  allow'd  due  force) 
To  give  fucb  qualities  and  grace 
As  may  equip  them  for  the  place. 

But  he — who  meafures  as  he  goes, 
A  mongielkiud  of  tinkling  profe, 
And  is  too  frugal  to  ilifpenfe 
At  once  both  poetry  and  fenfe ; 

*  Faul  V/hitshetd, 


Who,  from  amidft  \\\f. Jlumh'' ring  guards, 
Deals  out  a  charge  to fuljeSi  bar Js, 
Where  couplets  after  couplets  creep 
Propitious  to  the  reign  of  fleep, 
Yet  ev'ry  word  imprints  an  awe. 
And  all  his  didfp.tes  pafs  for  law 
With  beaux,  who  fimper  all  around, 
And  belles  who  die  in  every  found. 
For  in  ail  things  of  this  relation. 
Men  nioftly  judge  (romfituation, 
Nor  in  a  thoufand  find  we  one 
Who  really  weighs  what's  faid  or  done. 
They  deal  out  cenfiire  or  give  credit. 
Merely  from  him  who  did  or  faid  it. 

Bt't  he — who,  happily  ferene^ 

Meani>  nothing,  yet  would  feem  to  mean; 
Who  rules  and  cautions  can  dilpenfe 
With  all  that  humble  infolencc 
Which  impudence  in  vain  would  teach, 
And  none  but  modeft  men  can  reach. 
Who  adds  to  fentimcnts  tlie  grace 
Of  ahvays  being  out  of  place. 
And  drawls  out  morals  with  an  air 
A  gentleman  would  blufh  to  wear  ; 
Who  on  the  chajlcjl,  fimphjl  plan. 
As  chajic,  zsftmplc  as  the  man. 
Without  or  charaSicr  or  plot. 
Nature  unknown,  and  art  forgot, 
Can,  with  much  racking  of  the  brains. 
And  years  confum'd  in  letter'd  pains, 
A  heap  of  words  together  lay, 
And,  fmirking,  call  the  thing  a  play ; 
W'ho  champion  fworn  in  virtue's  caufe, 
"Gainft  vice  his  tiny  bodkin  draws, 
But  to  no  part  ol prudence  ftranger, 
Firft  blunts  the  point  for  fear  of  danger. 
So  nurfes  fage,  as  caution  works, 
When  children  firft  ufe  knives  and  forks, 
For  fear  of  mifchicf,  it  is  known. 
To  others  fingers,  or  their  own. 
To  take  the  edge  off  wifely  choofe. 
Though  the  fame  ftroke  takes  off  the  ufe. 

Thee,  ^Vhitehead,  thee  I  now  invoke. 
Sworn  foe  to  fatire's  generous  ftroke. 
Which  makes  unwilling  confcience  feel, 
And  wounds,  but  only  wounds  to  heal. 
Good-natur'tl,  eafy  creature,  mild, 
And  gentle  as  a  new-born  child, 
'Vh^  heart  would  never  once  admit 
E'en  ivholefome  rigour  to  thy  wit ; 
rhy  head,  if  confcience  fhould  comply, 
Its  kind  affiftance  would  deny, 
And  lend  thee  neither  force  nor  art, 
I'o  drive  it  onward  to  the  heart. 
O  may  thy  facred  pow'r  controul 
Each  fiercer  working  of  my  foul, 
Damp  every  ipark  of  genuine  fire, 
And  languors  like  thine  own  infpire; 
Trite  be  each  thought,  and  ev'ry  line 
As  moral,  and  as  dull  as  thine. 

Pois  d  in  mid-air (it  matters  not 

To  afcertain  the  very  fpot, 
I  Nor  yet  to  give  you  a  relation. 

How  it  eluded  gravitation ). 

W'^wg^Ti.  ■watch-toiL-er — by  Vulcan  I'lann'd 
I  V\  ith  fuch  rare  fkill,  by  Jove's  commaad. 
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Thaf  cv'ry  word,  w^ich  vvhifpcr'd  here. 
Scarce  vilirates  to  ihe  neighbour  ear. 
On  the  Hill  bt  foni  of  the  air 
Is  bixnej  and  heard  diftintSlly  there, 
the  palace  of  an  ancient  dame. 
Whom  men  as  well  as  gods  call  fime. 

\  prnttlin^  ooJ[f>l>    on  whofe  tongue 
Proof  of  {crpet'jal  n'.otion  hunsf ; 
"U'hofe  lungs  in  firenjjrh  all  lungs  furpafs, 
l.;ke  her  own  trumpet  made  of  brafi; 
Who  with  an  hundred  pair  of  eyes 
The  vain  attacks  of  fleep  defies; 
"WHio  with  an  1  undred  pair  of  wings 
Hews  from  the  farthefl;  quarters  brings  ; 
Sees,  hears  and  tells,  untold  before, 
All  tliat  flie  knows,  and  fen  time-i  more. 

Not  all  the  virtues  which  we  find 
Coricenter'd  in  a  Hunter'?  mind. 
Can  make  her  fpare  the  raiic'rous  tale. 
If  in  one  point  fhe  chance  to  fail; 
Or  if,  once  in  a  thoufand  years, 
A  ptrftdl  charaAtr  appears, 
Such  a*;  cf  late  with  joy  and  pride 
My  foul  pDlTefs'd  ere  Arrow  died; 
Or  fuch  as,  envy  muft  allow, 

The  world  enjoys  in  H now; 

This  hag,  who  aims  at  all  alike, 
At  virtue  e'en  like  thcir's  will  ftrike, 
And  n-ake  faults  in  tl-.e  way  i^f  trade, 
"Wlien  {he  can't  find  them  ready  made. 

All  things  fhe  takes  in,  fmall  and  great, 
Talks  of  a  loy-pvp  and  :\Jiate  ; 
Of  lilrs  s,V.6jho/sy  kA faints   and  UngSf 
Gi g'jrters,  Jiars,  and  lead'ing-Jlrings  ; 
Of  old  lords  fun.blhirr  for  a  clap, 
ATiC  young  ones  jut!  of  pray  r  and  pap  ; 
Of  rourts.  of  morals,  and  tye-tv'gs. 
Of  iears  SiUdferjeants  dancing  jigs  ; 
Oi  grii-ve  projrjj'ors  at  the  bar 
teaming  t<>  thrum  on  the  guiltar, 
Whi'ft  iaws  3LTeJliilili(r\l o'ct  in  hade, 
And  Judgment  f.'.crific'd  to  tafte  ; 
Of  ivbitu!fi:,-ulchres,  Llivn Jl<:e'!.rs, 
And  Grd's  houfe  niade  a  den  of  thieves  ; 
Gf fun  rol pomps,  where  clamouis  hung. 
And  fix'd  difgrace  on  evry  topgnc, 
Whilfl  fenfe  and  order  blufh'd  to  fee 
J^^oLles  withcut  humanity  ; 
Of  coronations,  where  each  heart, 
With  honeft  raptures,  bore  a  part ; 
Oi  city  fcnfs,  where  elegance 
Was  proud  her  colours  to  advance, 
And  gluttor.y,  uncommon  cafe. 
Could  ordy  get  the  fecond  place  ; 
Of  n^Tf-rir/j'iy  pillars  in  tl.e  tlate, 
V  ho  H'uft  he  good,  as  being  great ; 
Oi fhoiilders ,  on  which  honours  fit, 
AlmoU  as  clumfily  as  ivit  ; 
Oi  doughty  inrgLts,  whom  /«7/w  p'.eafc, 
But  nor  the  jrayment  of  thttfees  : 
Oi Lilttres,  whither  cv'ry  fool 
\n  fecond  c!  ild/jood  ^t^ca  to  fchool; 
Ol gray-benrds  (leaf  t.'  reafon's  call, 
From  j'nn  of  court,  or  City  ball. 
Whom  youthful  appetites  cr  flave, 
JVilh  cue  fcot  fairly  iii  the  grave. 


By  help  of  crutch,  a  needful  brother. 

Learning  of  Hart  to  dance  with  t'  other  j 

Of  doSiors  regularly  bred 

To  fill  the  manfionsof  the  dead  ; 

Oi quads  (for  quacks  they  mull  be  ftill 

W  ho  fave  whrn  forms  require  to  kill) 

Who  life,  and  health,  and  vigoi:r  give 

To  him,  not  otie  would  wifli  to  live  ; 

Of  artijls  who,  with  noblefl.  view, 

D:fir.tcrefted  plans  puifiic. 

For  trembling  worth  the  ladder  raifc, 

And  ma-k  out  the  afcent  to  praife ; 

Of  arts  andfiicnces,  where  meet 

Sublime,  profound    and  all  complete, 

A  fet  (whom  at  fome  fitter  time 

The  mufe  fha'l  c^nfecrate  in  rhyme) 

\^"ho  huml'le  artilts  t^'  outdo 

A  far  more  //i^';-.?/ plan  puifue. 

And  let  their  ivelljudgd  fireniiums  fall 

On  thofe  who  have  no  worth  at  all; 

0(fgn-^  ojl  exhibitions,  rais"d 

For  laughter  more  than  to  be  prais'd, 

(Though  by  the  way  we  cannot  fee 

V'v'hy  praife  and  laughter  mayn't  agree) 

^^here  genuine  hum*  ur  runs  to  wafte, 

An<!  juftly  chides  our  want  of  tafle, 

Cenfur  d,  like  other  things,  though  good, 

Becaufe  they  are  not  undsrftood. 

Fo  higher  fuhjrcfts  now  flie  foars, 
^nd  talks  o{ politics  and  -whores 
(If  to  your  nice  and  chafter  cars 
1  hat  term  indelicate  appears, 
Scripture /'o//7c./ji  fh-ill  refine, 
And  melt  it  into  concubine  J ; 
in  the  fame  breath  (pnads  Bourbon's  league^ 
And  jiuhlifhes  the  grand  intrigue  : 
In  Bruffcls  or  o«>- oit'«  Gazette 
Alakes  armies  fight  v/hich  never  met, 
And  circulates  the  pox  or  ]ilague 
To  London,  by  the  way  of  Hague;' 
For  all  the  lies  which  there  appear 
Stamp'd  with  authority  come  here; 
Borrows  as  Ireely  from  the  gabble 
Of  fome  rude  leader  of  a  rabble. 
Or  from  the  quaint  harangues  of  thofe 
\^  ho  lead  a  nation  by  the  nofe, 
As  from  thofe  forms,  which,  void  of  art, 
Burll  from  our  honef  patriot's  heart. 
When  eloquence  and  virtue  (late 
Reniark'd  to  live  in  mutual  hate) 
Fond  of  each  other's  friendfii^p  grown, 
Claim  cv'ry  fentence  for  their  own  ; 
And  with  an  equal  joy  recites 
Parade  amours,  and  half-pay  fghts, 
Perform'd  by  heroes  oS.  fair  ivcathery 
Merely  by  dint  of  lace  -AX^d  feathtr. 
As  thofe  rare  afls  which  honour  taught 
Our  daring  fons  where  Gratihy  fought, 
Or  thofe  wliich,  with  fuperior  Ikill, 
Sackville  atchiev'd  hy  fandingjlill. 

'Fhif  hag  (the  curious  if  they  pleafe 
May  fcarcli  from  earliert  times  to  thefe, 
And  poets  they  will  always  fee, 
With  gods  and  gcddcfes  make  free. 
Treating  them  all,  except  the  mufe, 
As  Icarcely  fit  to  wipe  their  flioes) 
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Who  had  beheld,  from  firll  to  laft, 
How  our  triumvirate  had   pafs'd 
Nij^ht's  dreadful  interval,  and  heard 
With  £lri<5l  attention  every  vv'ord, 
Soon  as  flie  faw  returr.  of  light, 
On  founding  pinions  took  her  flight. 

Swift  through  the  regions  of  the  &y. 
Above  the  reach  of  human  eye, 
Onward  (he  drove  the  furious  blaft, 
And  rapid  as  a  whirlwind  paft 
O^CT  countries,  once  the  feats  of  ta/!e. 
By  time  and  ignorance  laid  wafte  ; 
O'er  lands,  where  former  ages  faw 
JE.f.^n  and  truth  the  only  law; 
Where  arts  and  arms,  and  public  love 
In  gen'rous  em  Illation  drove: 
Where  kings  were  proud  of  legal  fway. 
And  fubjtds  happy' to  obey. 
Though  now  in  flav'ry  funk,  and  broke 
liofuperjlitioji''s  galling  yoke  ; 
Of  arts    of  arms,  no  more   they  tell, 
Or  Freedom,  which  wirhyi/Vz/c^  fell. 
By  tyrants  avv'd,  who  never  find 
Their  paffage  to  the  people's  mind, 
To  whom  the  joy  was  never  known 
Of  planting  in  the  heart  their  throne, 
Far  from  all  prnfpeiil  of  relief, 
Their  hours  in  fruitlefs  pray'rs  and  grief, 
For  lufs  of  blefiing'  they  employ. 
Which  we  ur.thanhfully  enjoy. 

Now  is  the  time  (had  we  the  will) 
T*  amaze  the  reader  with  our  fkill, 
To  pour  out  fuch  a  flood  of  knowledge 
As  might  fuffice  for  a  whole  c  liicge, 
Whilfh  with  a  true  poetic  force 
We  trac'd  the  g.^ddefs  in  her  courfe, 
Siveetly  defcribing,  in  our  flight. 
Each  common  and  ancommon  fight, 
JMaking  our  journal  gay  aiid  j.leafant, 
Wirh  things  long  pall,  and  things  now  prefent. 
Rivers — once  nyn^phs — (a  transformation 
Is  mighty  pretty  in  relation) 
Fron\  great  ai/thoritiet  we  know, 
Will  matter  for  a  tale  beftow. 
To  make  the  obfervation  clear, 
t^'e  give  our  friends  an  inftance  here. 

The  day  (that  never  is  forgot) 
Was  -veryjifie,  but  very  hot ; 
The  nymph  (another  gen'ral  rule) 
Inflam'd  with  heat,  laid  down  to  cool; 
Her  hair  (we  no  exceptions  find) 
IVav  d  carelefs  Jloating  in  the  iviiid ; 
Her  heaving  breajls   Ukt/umir.er  feas, 
'  Seemed  amorous  of  the  playful  breeze  ; 
Should /QjA-o'defcription  tune  our  lays 
On  cboicefl  accents  to  her  praife, 
Defcription  we  at  lait  fhould  find, 
Baffled  and  weak,  would  halt  behind. 
Nature  had  form'd  her  to  infpire 
In  ev'ry  bofom  fift  dellre, 
Pafjimsto  raifefhe  could  not  feel. 
Wounds  to  injliSl  fhe  -would  not  heal. 
A  god  (his  name  is  no  great  matter," 
Perhaps  a  Jove,  perhaps  a  fatyr) 
Raging  with  luf..  a  godlike  flame, 
By  chance,  as  'fual^  thither  came ; 


With  Rioting  eyes  the  fair-one  view'J, 

Defir'd  her  firft,  and  then  purfu'd. 

She  (for  what  other  can  (he  d'  )  ? 

Mu(l  fly— or  how  can  he  purfue  ? 

I'hc  mufc  (fo  cuftom  hath  decreed) 

Now  proves  her  fpirt  by  her  fpeed, 

Nor  mufl  one  limping  line  difgrace 

The  life  and  vigour  of  the  race. 

Sue  HUNS,  and  he  runs,  'till  at  length. 

Quite  deftitute  of  breath  and  ftrcngth, 

To  heavn  (lor  there  we  all  apply 

For  help,  when  there's  no  other  nigh) 

She  offers  up  her  virgin  piay'r, 

(Can  virgins  pray  unpiticd  there)  ? 

And  wh;n  the  god  thinks  he  has  caught  her, 

Slips  through  his  hands,  and  runs  to  water. 

Becomes  ^Jlream,  in  which  the  poet. 

If  he  has  ai.y  wit,  may  fhow  it. 

A  city  tM\ce.  for  pow'r  renown'd. 
Now  kveird  even  to  the  ground, 
Beyond  all  doubt  is  a  diredlion 
To  iniroduce  [omefne  refle<3;ion. 

Ah,  ivoiful  me  '.    Ah,  ivoeful  man  ! 
Ah,  "woeful  all !   do  all  lue  can  .' 
Who  can  on  earthly  things  depend 
From  one  to  t'  other  moment's  end  ? 
Honour,  v.'it,  genius,  wealth,  and  glory, 
Good  lack  !  good  lack  ■  are  tranfitory  ; 
Nothing  is  fure  and  liable  found, 
rhe  very  earth  itfeif  turns  round. 
Monarchi,  nay  minillers  muft  die. 
Mull  rot.  muft  f:ink-—Ah,  me  '■    ah,  ivhy  ! 
Cities  themfclves  in  time  decay. 
M  cities  thus  — ^Z>,  •well-a-day  I 
If  brick  and  morta-  have  an  end, 
On  what  zs.'nfefb  and  blood  depend  I 
Ah,  ivoful  me  !  ^  :!>,  ivc'ifu'  man  ! 
Ah,  tvoeful  all  '■    d   a^i  ice  can  .' 

England  (for  that's  r.t  laf^  the  fcene, 
Though  worlds  on  worlds  fliculd  rife  between, 
Whitiier  we  muft  our  courfe  purfue) 
England  lliould  call  iuto  review 
1  imei  long  fince  prill  indeed,  but  not 
By  Engliihmen  to  be  forgot. 
Though  England,  onceio  dear  to  fame. 
Sinks  in  Great  Britain's  dearer  name. 

Here  could  we  mention  chiefs  of  old. 
In  plain  and  rugged  honour  bold. 
To  virtue  kind,  to  vice  fevere, 
Strangers  to  bribery  and  fear. 
Who  kept  no  wretched  clans  in  awe, 
Who  never  broke  or  •u>arp''d  the  law ; 
Patriots^  wl'om,  in  her  if/Zfr  days, 
Old  Rome  might  have  been  proud  to  ralfe; 
Who,  fteady  to  their  country's  claim. 
Boldly  ftood  up  in  freedom' s  name, 
E'en  to  the  teeth  oi tyrant  pride, 
And  when  they  could  no  niore,THET  die*. 

There  fjl.  iking  cont raft )  J  might  we  place 
A  fervile,  mean,  degenerate  race. 
Hirelings,  who  valued  nought  but  gold. 
By  the  bed  bidder  bought  and  fold; 
Truants  from  honour's  facred  laws. 
Betrayers  of  their  country's  canfe  ; 
I'he  dupes  of  party,  tools  of  pow'r, 
i  Slaves  to  the  minion  of  an  hotir  ; 
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Lacquies,  who  watch'd  ^favourite's  nod. 
And  took  2, puppet  for  their  God. 

Sincere  and  honeft  in  our  rhymes, 
How  might  we  praife  thefe  happier  times  I 
How  might  the  mufe  exalt  her  lays, 
And  wanton  in  a  monarch's  praife  I 
Tell  of  a  prince  in  England  born, 
Whofe  virtues  England's  crown  adorn  ; 
In  youth  a  pattern  unto  age, 
So  chafte,  fo  pious,  and  fofage  ; 
Who  true  to  all  thofe  facred  bands 
Which  private  happinefs  demands. 
Yet  never  lets  them  rife  above 
The  ftronger  ties  of  public  love. 

With  confcious  pride  fee  England  ftand. 
Our  bo'.y  charter  in  her  hand. 
She  waves  it  round,  and  o'er  the  ille 
See  liberty  and  courage  fmile. 
No  more  fhc  mourns  her  treafures  hurl'd 
\nful)fidies  to  all  the  world  ; 
No  more  by  foreign  threats  difmay'd, 
No  more  deceiv'dwith  foreign  aid. 
She  deals  out  funis  to  petty  ftates. 
Whom  honour  fcorns,  and  reafon  hates ; 
But,  wifer  by  experience  grown. 
Finds  fafety  in  htrfclf  alone. 

While  thus,  file  crie«,  my  children  Hand, 
An  honeft,  valiant,  nati've  band, 
A  train'd  militia,  brave  and  free. 
True  to  their  king,  and  true  to  me, 
"No  Joreign  hirelings  Ihall  be  known, 
Nor  need  we  hirelings  of  our  own. 
Under  a  juft  and  pious  reign 
The  llatefman's  fophiftry  is  vain  ; 
Vain  is  each  vile  corrupt  pretence, 
Thefe  are  my  natural  defence  ; 
Their  faith  I  know,  and  they  fliall  prove 
The  bulwark  of  the  king  they  love. 

Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  things  beiide. 
Did  we  confult  a  poet's  pride,. 
Some  gay,  fome  ferious,  might  be  faid. 
But  ten  to  one  they'd  not  be  read ; 
Or  were  they  by  fome  curious  few, 
Not  even  thofe  would  think  them  true. 
For,  from  the  time  that  Jubal  firft 
Sweet  ditties  to  the  harp  rehears'd, 
Foett  have  always  been  fufpefied 
Of  having  truth  in  rhyme  negledled. 
That  bard  except,  who  from  his  youth 
Equally  fam'd  Im  faith  and  truth. 
By  prudence  taught,  in  courtly  chime 
To  couttly  ears  brought  truth  in  rhyme. 

But  though  to  poets  we  allow, 
No  matter  when  acquir'd  or  how. 
From  truth  unbounded  deviation, 
Which  cuftom  czih  imagination, 
Yet  can't  they  be  fuppos'd  to  lie 
One-half  fo  faft  as  fame  can  fly. 
Therefore  (to  folve  this  Gordian  knot, 
A  point  we  almoft  had  forgot) 
To  courteous  readers  be  it  known. 
That  fond  of  verfe  and  falfenood  grown, 
Whilft  we  in  fweet  digrtflion  fung. 
Fame  check'd  htr  flight,  and  held  her  tongue, 
And  now  puifiics  with  doubU-  force 
And  double  fpced  her  delliu'd  courfe ; 


Nor  flops,  till  flie  the  place  arrives 

Where  genius  ftarves,  and  dullnefs  thrives ; 

Where  riches  virtue  are  efteem'd. 

And  craft  is  trueft  wifdom  deem'd ; 

Where  commerce  proudly  rears  her  throne 

In  ftate  to  other  lands  unknown ; 

Where  to  be  cheated,  and  to  cheat, 

Strangers  from  ev'ry  quarter  meet ; 

Where  Chriftians,  Jews,  and  Turks  fiiake  hands^ 

United  in  commercial  bands. 

All  of  ont faith,  and  that,  to  own 

No  God  but  intereft  alone. 

When  gods  and  goddelfes  come  down 
To  look  about  them  here  in  town, 
(For  change  of  air  is  underftood 
By  fons  of  phyfic  to  be  good. 
In  due  proportions  now  and  then 
For  thefe  fame  gods  as  well  as  men) 
By  cuftom  ruT'd,  and  not  a  poet 
So  very  dull,  but  he  muft  know  it. 
In  order  to  remain  incog. 
They  always  travel  in  a  fog. 
For  if  we  majefty  expofe 
To  vulgar  eyes,  too  cheap  it  grows  ; 
The  force  is  loft,  and  free  from  awe. 
We  fpy  and  cenfure  tv'ry  ilaw. 
But  well  preferv'd  from  public  view. 
It  always  breaks  forth  frefli  and  new  ; 
Fierce  as  tlie  fun  in  all  his  pride. 
It  fhines,  and  not  a  fpot's  defcried. 

Was  Jove  to  lay  his  thunder  by, 
And  with  his  brethren  of  the  iky 
Defcend  to  earth,  and  frifk  about, 
Like  chattering  N***,  from  rout  to  rout, 
He  would  be  found,  with  all  his  hoft, 
A  nine  days  wonder  at  the  moft. 
Would  we  in  trim  our  honours  wear, 
We  muft  preferve  them  from  the  air : 
What  is  familiar,  men  negleiSt, 
However  worthy  of  refpetft. 
Did  they  not  find  a  certain  friend 
In  novelty  to  recommend, 
(Such  we  by  fad  experience  find 
The  wretched  folly  of  mankind) 
Venus  might  unattractive  fhine. 
And  H*  '*  fix  no  eyes  but  mine. 

But  fame,  who  never  car'd  a  jot 
Whether  flie  was  admir'd  or  not. 
And  never  blufh'd  to  ftiow  her  face 
At  any  time  in  any  place. 
In  her  own  fliape,  without  difguife. 
And  vifible  to  mortal  eyes. 
On  'change, exadl  at  fcven  o'clock, 
Alighted  on  the  lueather-clck, 
Which,  planted  there  time  out  of  mind, 
To  note  the  changes  of  the  wind, 
Might  no  improper  emblem  be 
Of  her  own  mutability. 

Thrice  A\dfie  found  her  trump  (the  fame 
Which  from  the  firft  belong'd  to  fame. 
An  old ill-favour'd  inHruiiiciit 
With  which  the  goddefs  was  content. 
Though  under  a  politer  race, 
bagpipes  might  well  fupply  its  place) 
And  thrice  awaken'd  by  the  found,. 
A  gen'ral  din  ptevail'd  aroimdj. 
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Confufion  through  the  city  paft, 
And  fear  beftroJe  the  dreadfu'  blaft. 

Thofe /ragrant  currents,  which  we  meet 
Diftilling  foft  through  ev'ry  ftreet, 
Affrighted  from  the  ufual  courfe. 
Ran  murmuring  bpwards  to  their  fource ; 
Statues  wept  fears  of  bliod,  as  faft 
As  when  a  Caefar  breath'd  his  iaft  : 
Hi'rfes,  which  al\vay>  us'd  to  go 
AJhoi  pace  id  my  Lord  Muyor^ s Jhozu ^ 
Impetuous  from  their  ftable  broke, 
And  ahlermen  and  oxen  fpoke. 

Halls  felt  the  force,  to-w'rt  ftiook  around, 
And /leeples  nodded  to  the  ground; 
St.  Paul  himfelf  (ftrange  fight) !  was  feen 
To  bow  as  hurobly  as  the  Dean. 
The  maiifion-h  ufe,  for  ever  plac'd 
A  monument  of  city  tafe. 
Trembled,  and  feem'd  aloud  to  groan 
Through  all  that  hideous  weight  nf  ftone. 

To  ftill  the  fbund,  or  flop  her  ears, 
Remove  the  caufe  or  fenfe  of  fears, 
Phyfic,  in  college  fcSted  high, 
Would  any  thing  but  med'cine  try. 
No  more  in  Pewt'rers-hall  *  was  heard 
The  pre  per  force  of  ev'ry  word  ; 
Thofe  feats  were  deiolate  become, 
A  haplefs  elocution  dumb. 
Form,  city-born,  and  city  bred, 
By  i\.n&.  decorum  ever  led, 
Who  threefcore  years  had  known  the  grace 
Of  one.,  duV ,  fiff,  unvaried  pace, 
Terror  prevailing  over  pride, 
Was  feen  to  take  a  larger  ftride  ; 
Worn  to  the  bone,  and  cloth'd  in  rags, 
See  av'rice  defer  hug  his  bags ; 
With  her  own  weight  unwieldy  grown, 
See  credit  totter  on  her  throne  ; 
Virtue  alone,  had  flie  been  there^ 
The  mighty  found,  unmov'd,  could  bear. 

Up  from  the  gorgeous  bed,  where  fate 
IDooms  annual  fools  to  lleep  in  flatc. 
To  fleep  fo  found  that  not  one  gleam 
Of  fancy  can  provoke  a  dream, 
Great  Dullman  ftarted  at  the  found, 
iGap'd,  rubb'd  his  eyes,  and  ftar'd  around. 
Much  did  he  wifh  to  know,  much  fear 
Whence  founds  fo  horrid  llruck  his  ear, 
So  much  unlike  thofe  peaceful  notes, 
I'hat  equal  harmony  which  fioats 
On  the  dull  wing  of  city  air. 
Grave  prelude  to  a  feaft  or  fair  : 
Much  did  he  inly  ruminate 
Concerning  the  decrees  of  fate. 
Revolving,  though  to  little  end. 
What  this  fame  trumpet  might  portend. 

Could  the  French — no — that  cotild  not  be 
Under  Bute's  adi-ve  miniftry, 
■  Too  -watchful  to  be  fo  decciv'd, 
Have  ftnlcn  hither  unperceiv'd  ? 
To  Newfoundland  indeed,  we  know, 
Fleets  of  war  unobferv'd  mav  go  ; 

*   Where  Mr.   Shiridan^  at  this  tei  iod,  read  lec- 
tures on  elocution. 
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Or,  if  obferv'd,  may  be  fuppos'd, 

At  intervals  when  rcafon  doz'd. 

No  other  point  in  view  to  bear 

But  pleafure,  health,  and  change  of  air. 

But  reafon  ne'er  could  fleep  !o  found 

To  let  an  enemy  be  found 

In  our  land's  heart   ere  it  was  known 

They  had  departed  from  their  own. 

Or  could  his fiicceffar  (ambition 
Is  ever  haunted  with  fufpicion) 
Hii  daring  fucc'Jfor  ele^. 
All  cuftoms,  rules,  and  forms  rejedl, 
And  aim,  regardlefs  of  the  crime. 
To  feize  the  chair  before  his  time  ? 

Or  (deeming  this  the  lucky  hour, 
Seeing^  his  countrymen  in  pow'r, 
Thofe  country  men,  whc,  from  the  firft. 
In  tumults  and  rebellion  nurs'd, 
Howe'er  they  wear  the  mafk  of  art. 
Stilt  love  a  Stuart  in  their  heart') 

Could  Scottilh  Charles 

ConjeSlure  thus,' 
That  mental  Ignis  Fatuus, 
Led  his  poor  brains  a  weary  dance 
From  France  to  England,  hence  to  FrancCj 
Till  information  (in  the  fbape 
Of  chaplain  learned,  good  Sir  Crape, 
A  lazy,  lounging,  pamper'd  prieft, 
Weil  known  at  ev'ry  city  feaft, 
For  he  was  feen  much  oft'ner  there 
Than  in  the  houfe  of  God  at  pray'r  ; 
Who  always  ready  in  his  place. 
Ne'er  let  God's  creatures  wait  for  grace, 
Though,  as  the  beft  hiftorians  write, 
Lefs  fam'd  for  faith  than  appetite. 
His  difpofition  to  reveal, 
The  grace  Viras  (hort,  and  long  the  mealj 
Who  always  would  excefs  admit. 
If  haunch  or  turtle  came  with  it. 
And  ne'er  engag'd  in  the  defence 
Of  felf-denying  abftinence, 
XMien  he  could  fortunately  meet  i 

With  any  thing  he  lik'd  to  eat ; 
Who  knew  that  wine,  on  Scripture  plan, 
Was  made  to  cheer  the  heart  of  man  ; 
Kuev,'  too,  by  l"ng  experience  taught, 
That  cheerfulnefs  was  kill'd  by  thought; 
And  from  thofe  premifes  coUccfted, 
(Which  few,  perhaps,  wi.uld  have  fufpedled) 
That  nune,  who  with  due  ftiare  of  fenfe 
Obfervd  the  ways  of  Providence, 
Could  with  fafc  confcience  leave  off  drinking, 
lill  they  had  loft  the  pow'r  of  thinking j 
With  eyes  hulf-clos'd  came  waddling  in^ 
And,  having  ftrok'd  his  double  .hin, 
(  That  chin,  whofe  credit  to  maintain 
Againft  rhc  feoffs  of  the  profane. 
Had  coft  him  more  than  ever  Hate 
Pa;d  for  a  poor  electorate. 
Which  afier  ail  the  colt  and  rout 
It  had  been  better  much  without) 
Bri.  fly,  ^^for  bieakfajl,  you  muft  know, 
Was  waiting  alltne  while  below) 
Kleated,  bowing  to  the  ground. 
The  caufe  qI  that  uncommon  found; 
Ai 
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Related  too,  that  ?.t  the  door, 
Pompofo,  Plaulible,  and  iVI  >ore  *, 
Bsfo^g'd  that  Fame  miuh'  n.)t  be  allow'd 
'i'heir  fliamc  to  pu'jlifh  to  the  crowd  ; 
That  fome  new  law^  he  would  provide, 
(If  old  could  not  he  mifippHsd, 
With  as  much  eafe  and  fifety  there, 
As  they  are  niTupphed  e'fizuhers) 
By  '.vbicb  ir  mii^ht  be  conilrued  treafoa 
In  man  to  txercife  bis  reafon  ; 
V/Lub  mighit  ingenioijty  dc-vife 
One  pu'iilhnient  fi/r  trurh  and  lies  ; 
And  fairly  pove,  when  they  had  done. 
That  truth  and  fa'.fehood  were  but  one; 
IVukh  )urir>-  mufl  iiid'-el  retain. 
But  their  efFoft  fhould  render  vain. 
Making  all  real  p<iw'r  to  reft 
In  on:  corrupted  rotten  breajl, 
Bv  vi\io{t  faifi  g  off  the   very  Bible 
Mi^ht  be  interpreted  a  I'lbd. 

^loore  (who,  his  rev'rence  to  favc, 
pleaded,  the  fool  to  fcreen  the  knave, 
Thouofh  all,  who  witnef^  d  on  hi-  part, 
Swore  for  his  Z'tWajjainTt  his  heart]. 
Had  talrtn  down    from  fird  to  !aft, 
A  juft  account  of  ail  that  pad  ; 
But.  fince  the  gracious  will  o^  futs. 
Who  mark'd  the  child  for  wsa.th  and  flate' 
E'en  in  the  cradle,  had  decreed 
The  miihiy  DuUman  i:e'er  iTioiild  read. 
That  offirf  ni  difirrace  to  bear 
The  faicoth  lipp'd  Plaufible  was  there. 
FrrmH**'    '  e'en  to  C'.erken    ell 
Who  knows  not/msotb  ////.'i/PlauGble  ? 
A-preacher  deem'd  of  ^reateft  note. 
For  preaching  that  which  others  wrote. 

Had  Dallnsan  row  (and  fools  we  lee 
Seldom  want  curioiitv) 
Conftn-ed  (!,ut  the  moaming JhjJe 
O    Gafcoyne  "^  baften'd  to  bis  aid, 
And  in  his  hand,  what  roiilJ  3e  more  ? 
Triumphant  Canning's  piifture  bore) 
'J'hat  our  three  hirocs  fhould  idvance. 
And  read  their  comical  romance. 
How  rich  a  feafb,  what  royal  fare 
We  fcr  our  readers  niij^ht  prepare  I 
So  rich,  and  yet  fo  fafe  a  feaft, 
That  no  one  foreign  l.latuiii  t^eail, 
Wirhin  the  ptirlieus  of  the  Li-u) 
Should  dare  thereon  :q  lay  his  pavr. 
And  groiv  ift^,  c-y,  with  fur'y  tone. 
Keep  off — tbli  feajl  is  all  my  oivn. 

BtHiii'^g  to  earth  the  downca'l  eye, 
Or  planting  it  againft  the  Ikv, 
As  o/i<r  in'.mers'd  in  deepeft  thought, 
Or  with  fimc  holy  vifion  cautiht. 
His  hands,  ro  aid  the  tvartor*^  art, 
Devou'^ly  folr.ed  o'er  his  heart, 
JJere  Moore,  in  fraud  well  Ikill'd    fliould  go, 
All  Saint,  with  folenin  Aep  and  flow. 
O  that  religioti's  facred  n,me. 
Meant  to  infpire  the  pure  ft  flame, 

•    /t  Clcfgyman,  ivho  unluckily  involved  bimjelf  in 
the  Cock- Lane  Gbojl  impojiliinm. 
f  Sir  Crijp  Gi>fc'''jfi9t 


A  proftitute  fh  ulil  ever  b« 

To  that  a.  i;/'_yfe«7  hypo.rify, 

Where  we  find  cv'ryoth'.T  vice 

C'    wn'ii  with  damn'd  ''neiiitaa  cotvS/TiieT' 

Bi' I  fin  reclaitn'd  is  of  .  n  f-  en 

ajl  hope  il'Ut  man   ivbi  dare.'  be  me^rt. 
rh.re  fu!'     \  fi fi    :ind  ful    -  .■  ^r  ....(•, 
With  that_/f//i'  roind  unmeaning  face 
W.hich  na'ur-  gives  to  fnns  <it' earth 
Whom  fhedcfi^iis  for  eale  and  mirtli. 
Should  the  prim  Planfible  be  fecn. 
()b(erve  his  •lifFaff'-ded  mien  ; 
'Giinft  nature  arni'd  by  gravity, 
Hi'  fea'ure-i  too  in  buckle  fee  ; 
S<  -  ivhat  with  fanftity  he  reads, 
With  u  hat  devoti' n  'ells  his  beads  I 
No*  prophet,  fhow  me,  by  thine  art, 
Whar's  tlie '•eligion  of  his  heart . 
Show  there,  if  truth  thou  caiift  linfold. 
Religion  rent'-r'd  all  in  gold. 
Show  A/ot   n.  r  f- .ir  co'recitiou's  rod, 
•\s  f  dfe  u^  friendjhip,  as  ••   God. 
Horrid,  unwieldy,  iiitbout  farm, 

a-waire   a- ocean  in  a  It- rm, 
Of  fiTce  p  odicr'ous  in  th-^  rear. 
1  hat  pn}  of  honou   ,  {h;iu!d  appear 
Po  npo.'o  .  fame  a'(  und  fiioul.i  tell 
Mow  he  a  il'ive  to  int'rr.ft  fell , 
How    for  integ  rty  renown'd, 

Vhicli  b'l  J^''  11'  rs  have  often  found, 
Fie  UnfubfrihcTj  baits  hi   hoyk, 
And  rake-  tlreir  cafh — hut  where**  the  book?' 
No  matter  wh'-re — JVife  fear,  we  lii;oW, 
Frrhids  the  robbing  r.f  a  ioe  ; 
Sur.  wh.it,  to  fexve    ur  private  ends, 
F  •  "bids  th-  cheating  of  our  frifiu'i  ? 
Nj  p^r.n  a'ive,  who  would  not  fwsar 
A'Ts/^f  and 'hereforcionf/?  there. 
F'T,  Ip  te  of  ail  fl^  lear  eri  fay. 
If  \>  e  to  truth  attention  pay. 
The  word  difonejiy  is  n-ea^t 
For   nothmgcUt    hwt  pu:'ifhment . 

■^ametnn  fliould  rell.  nor.  heed  the  threat 
Of  Ti'gues,  who  b'O'her  rogue-  abet, 
Ni>r  ;vf;T)b'e  at  th.e  ferrorshurg 
\  1'  ^(    to  muie   her  hold  her  tongue, 
Hi'wro  all  principli'i. untrue. 
N>t  fix  d  'o  oW  friftnds   nor  to  n^^ir, 
H'-  'amns  th^  ptnfwn  which  he  takes, 
■\nd  1  ves  the  ^iinrr  he  f  irfakes. 
Nature  (wl-.o  iiifl.y  n'gular 
Is-  very  ff  lf!om  known  to  rrr, 
Biit  now  and  then  \n  fporti-je  mood, 
Asfoni:   rude  wits  havt-  und'.  rflood, 
' 'r  throuib  much  ivork  requir  d  in  baflc^ 
Is  with  a  raiK'oni  (Irokc  d^f^rac  dj 
Poi-  pof-i,  form'd  on  doubtful  plan, 
N"t  quite  :•  hedfl  nor  quite  a  wj.t, 
Like — God  inoivs  what — for  nevel  yet 
Could  'he  ni'ifl  fub'le  human  wit 
Find  out  amonder,  which  might  be 
Ihe  fhadow  of  afimile 

These  InREE  thlse  Great  riir.sE  MiGiiry 
No    cm  the  /»oc/'j  trut.'i  agree,  [liiRES, 

Howe'.'r  r^  '   ■  t  i.ath  donei.im  wrong, 
And  waip'd  the  purpofe  of  his  long, 
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Amongfl  tnerefufe  of  their  race. 
The  fons  of  infamy,  to  place 
That  'ipen,  gen'rou^,  manly  mind 
Which  we  with  joy  in  Aid  rich  find. 
Thefe   hree,  who  n.^w  are.  fjiiidy  (hown, 
'JtifJkitch'J,  and  fcarcely  to  be  known, 
if  Uiillman  their  rcqueft  hud  heard, 
In  ftrongei  colours  had  appear'd  ; 
And  friends  though  partial,  at  firll  view, 
Shudfriiig,\\zd  own'd  the  j)idure  true. 

But  liad  their  journal  heen  di  play'd, 
And  the  whole  procel's  open  laid, 
What  a  vaft  un'-xhaufttd  field 
For  mirth  mufl:  fuch  a  journal  yield  1 
In  her  own  anp;er  ftrnnxly  charm'd, 
'Giinft  hope   'gaiiiftfear  by  confcience  arm'd, 
Then  had  hold  fatir<-  made  her  way. 
Knights,  Lords,  and  DuLs.  her  deftin'd  prey^ 

But  pruacnce,  ever  lacied  name 
To  thofe  who  feel  not  virtue's  flame, 
Or  only  fee!  it  at  the  heft 
A<  the  dull  dupe  of  inlcrej}, 
Whifper'd  aloud  (for  this  we  find 
A  cuftom  current  with  matdcind, 
So  loud  to  whifper,  that  each  word 
JMay  all  arous'*'  be  plamly  heard 
And  prudence  fure  would  never  mifs 
A  cuftoni  fo  contriv'd  as  this 
Her  candour  to  i'scure,  yet  aim 
Sure  death  agjainft  another's  fame) 
Knights,  Lords,  and  DuLes — mad  wretch,  forbear^ 
DaiifTcrs  unthought  of  ambuth  there  ; 
C'-nfine  thy  rage  tft  weaker  flaves. 
Laugh  M  fmall  fools ,  and  \z{h  fmali  Inavts, 
But  never,  hdplefs,  mean,  and  putr, 
K-ufli  on,  vv'here  laWfi  cannot  fecure  ; 
Nor  think  thyfelf,  miftaken  youth, 
Secure  in  principles  oi  truth. 
Truth  .'   Why,  (hall  evry  wretch  of  letters 
Dare  to  fpeak  truth  sgainft  his  betters  ! 
Let  ragged  virtue   fland  aloof, 
Jt-'or  mutter  accents  of  reproof ; 
Jjct  ragged  vj'n  a  mute  become. 
When  wealth  and  pow'r  would  have  her  dumb. 
For  who  the  devil  doth  not  know. 
That  titles  and  eflates  beflow 
An  ample  ftock,  where'er  they  fall. 
Of  graces  which  we  mental  call  ? 
Beggars,  in  ev'ry  age  and  na;ion, 
Are  rogues  and  fols  by  fituation  ; 
The  rich  and  great  are  underftood 
To  be  of  courfe  both  wife  and  good. 
CoRfult  then  int'reft  more  than  pridcj 
Difcreetly  take  the  Wronger  lide ; 
Defert  in  time  the  fimple  few, 
Who  'uirtue's  barren  path  purfue  ; 
Adopt  my  maxims — folicw  m<:' — 
To  liaal  bow  the  prudent  knee ; 
Deny  thy  God,  betray  rhy  friend. 
At  Baal'b  altars  hoWiy  bend; 
So  fhalt  thou  rich  and  great  be  feen; 
To  he  great  wo'tu,  yoti  mull  be  mean. 

Hence,  tempter  to  fom,e  weaker  It.ul, 
Which  fear  and  interett  controul ; 
Vainly  thy  j;recepts  are  addrel's  d, 
Where  virtue  fleal^  the  fteady  bieaft. 


Through  mcannefs  v/ar3e  to  boafted  po\fr'r; 

'i  hroU);h  ^udt  repeated  cv'ry  h^ur; 
What  IS  thy  gain,  when  al!  is  done. 
What  miglity  laurels  ha!l  thou  w-^n  ? 
Dull  crowds,  to  whom  the  heart's  unknown, 
Piuile  tlicc  for  virtues  not  thy  i)wt); 
Bur  will,  at  on'ce  man's  fcourge  and  friend, 
impartial  confcence  too  commend  ? 
I'Viim  her  reproaches  can'ft  thou  fly  ? 
Catf'ft  thou  with  wonds  her  filence  buy  2 
B  lieve  it  not^r-htr  lungs  fnall  find 
A  palT.ge  to  thy  coivard  mnA 
There  fhal  file  fix  liei   iharpeft  dart, 
I'herc  Ihn'.v  riiee  truly,  as  thou  art, 
Unknoivn  tothofc.^by  •uihom  thou  rt prized ^ 
K'loivn  to  thsf.lf  to  he  dffpii'd 

The  man  who  weds  the  facred  mufc, 
Difilains  all  mercenary  views,  ' 

.\nil  he  who  virtue's  throne  wo-dd  rear, 
Laughs  ar  the  phantoms  rais'd  by  fear. 
Thni)g'iyi//y,  rob  d  in.  purple,  fliines 
Though  vice  exhati'.ls  Feruvian  mines. 
Yet  fhall  ihty  tremhie,  and  turn  pale, 
When  iatire  wields  her  mighty  flail; 
Or  fhould  they,  of  rebuke  afraid,  .      , 

With  Melco,iibe  leek  hell's  deepeft  fliade,    > 
-iatire,  ftill  mindful  of  her  aim, 
Sliall  bring  the  cowards  back  to  fhame. 

Hated  by  many,  lov'd  by  few, 
Above  each  little  private  view, 
Honeft,  though  poor    (and  who  fhall  dare 
To  diCdfipoint  my  boailing  there)  ? 
Hardy  and  refolute,  though  weak,     : 
The  didatcs  of  my  heatt  to  fpeak, 
Wdling  i  bend  at  fatire's  ^rone  ; 
What  pow'r  I  have,  be  all  her  own. 
Nor  fiiall  yon  laivye/s  fpecioiis  art, 
Conlcious  of  a  corrupted  heart. 
Create  imaginary. fear. 
To  damp  us>  in  our  bold  career. 
Why  (hould  we  fear  ?  and  wha'  ?  The  laws | 
They  all  are  arm'd  in  virtues  caufe  ? 
And  aiming  at  the  felf-fame  end, 
Sarire  is  always  virrue's  friei  d  ; 
Nor  fhal!  that  mufe,  whofe  honefl  rao-c. 
In  a  corrupt  degen  rate  age 
(Wden  dead  to  ev'ry  nicer  fenfe. 
Deep  fiink  in  vice  and  indolence, 
The  fpirit  of  old  R.->me  was  broke 
Beneath  the  tyrant Jiddler' s  yoke), 
Banifh'd  the  role  from  Nrro's  cheek. 
Under  a  Brimfwick  fear  to  fpeak. 

Drawn  by  conceit  from  reafon's  plaOj 
How  vain  is  that  poor  c  ensure,  man  ! 
How  pleas'd  i?  ev'iy  paltry  elf 
To  prate  about  that  thing  himfelf  1 
After  my  promife  made  in  rhyme, 
A;)d  meant  in  earnetf  at  that  time. 
To  jog,  according  to"the  mode, 
Ti     ne  dull  pace,  in  one  dull  road, 
Whjt  but  that  cii'fe  of  heart  and  head 
To  thk d!gr^Jion  eouhl  have  k'J, 
Where  plui.g  d.  in  vai  i  1  look  about. 
And  can't  ftay  in,  nor  well  get  out; 

Could  I,  whiltf  humour  held  the  quillj 
Cuuld  1  digrefs  With  iiall   that  fkjU, 
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C'.til '.  I  with  half  that  (kill  return, 
Wh  ch  we  fo  mur'i  a''iTiTG  in  Sterne  ; 
WMre  L*ach  di^^rc[fwn,  feeming  vain, 
And  only  fit  to  entertain, 
Isfiiundon  better  recollfdtion, 
To  have  a  juft  and  nice  connciftion, 
To  hel}i.the  whole  with  won  I'rous  art, 
Whence  it  fecm?  idly  to  depart , 
Then  fli':  Id  our  readers  ne'er  arcufe 
Thefe  wild  excurfi  ^ns  of  the  mufe. 
Ne'er  backward  turn  dull  pages  o'er 
To  recoiled:  what  went  before  ; 
Deeply  iniprefs'd,  and  ever  new, 
Each  image  pa'T  (hould  ftart  to  view, 
And  we  to  Dnllman  now  come  in, 
As  if  we  ne'er  had  abfent  been. 

Have  you  not  feen.  when  dancrer's  near, 
The  coward  cheek  turn  'zvhitc  wi'h  fear? 
Hnve  yoii  not  leen,  when  danger's  fled. 
The  fclf-fame  cheek  with  joy  turn  redf 
Thefe  are  lozu  fymptonis  which  we  find 
Eit  only  for  a  vulgar  mind. 
Where  honeft  feature?,  void  of  art, 
iSetray  the  feelings  of  the  heart : 
Our  Dullman  with  a  face  was  blefs'd 
Where  no  one  pafiion  was  exprefs'd  ; 
Kii  eye,  in  Tijinefupor  caught, 
Imply'd  a  plenteous  lack  of  thought; 
JJor  was  cne  line  that  whole  lace  feen  in, 
Which  could  be  iuOly  charg'd  with  meaning. 

To  avarice  by  bhth  ally'd, 
Eebauch'd  hy  marriage  \nto  p>  ide,  t 

In  age  grown  fond  of  youthful  fports, 
Of  pomps,  of  vanities,  and  coiirts, 
And  by  fuccefs  too  mij^hiy  made 
To  love  his  country  or  his  trade, 
Still  in  opinion  (no  rare  cafe 
Wiih  blockheads  in  or  out  of  place) 
Too  V/eak,  and  infolent  of  foul, 
To  fbffer  reafon's  juiT  controul. 
But  bending,  of  his  own  accord, 
To  that  trim  tranfient  toy,  my  lord; 
The  dupe  of  Scots  (a  fatal  race. 
Whom  God  in  ivraih  contriv'd  to  place. 
To  fcrurge  our  crimes,  and  gall  our  pride, 
A  confiant  thorn  in  England's  fide ; 
V/hom  firft,  our  greatnef«  to  oppofe, 
He  in  his  vengeance  mark'd  lot  foes  ; 
Then,  more  to  ferve  hi^  w  aihful  i;nds. 
And  m're  to  cu  fe  us.  mark'd  ioT  friinds^ 
Deep  in  the  (late,  if  Xve  give  credit 
To  Lim,  for  no  one  elfe  e'er  faid  it ; 
Sworn  friend  of  great  ones  not  a  few, 
Though  he  their  titles  only  knew. 
And  tho^e  (which  envious  of  his  breeding 
Book-ivorms  haVe  charg'd  to  want  of  reading) 
JVIerely  to  (how  himfe  If  polite. 
He  never  would  pronounce  aright ; 
An  orator  with  whom  a  hoft 
Of  thole  w  hich  Rome  and  Athens  boaft, 
in  all  theif'pridc  mij^ht  not  contend  : 
Who,  with  no  pow'r s  to  recommend, 
Whilft  J.ickey  Hume,  and  Billy  Whitehead, 
And  Dickey  Glover  fat  delighted, 
Could  fpeak  whole  days  in  nature's  fpite) 
Juil  as  thofe  al>U  verft-mcn  write. 
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Great  Dullman  from  his  bed  arofe— 
Thrice  did  he  fpit — ;hrice  wip'd  his  nofe — 
Thrice  (trove  t  >  fmile— rthricc  drove  to  frown - 
And  thrice  look'd  up — and  thrice  look'd  down- 
Then  filence  broke— Crape,  who  am  F  i 
Crape  bow'd.  and  fmii'd  an  arch  reply. 
Am.  I  not.  Crape — I  am,  you  know, 
Above  all  thole  who  are  below. 
Have  I  nrt  knowledge  ?   and  for  wit. 
Money  wi'l  always  purchafe  it ; 
Nor,  if  it  reedful  (hould  be  found. 
Will  I  grudge  ten,  or  twenty  pound. 
For  which  the  whole  ftock  may  be  bought 
01  fcuundrd  ivlts  not  worth  a  ijroat. 
But  lelt  I  fhould  proceed  too  far, 
I'll  fbcl  my  frii-nd  the  Mini flir, 
(Great  men,  Crape   muft  not  be  oegtedled) 
How  he  in  this  point  is  affedled  ; 
For,  as  I  (land  a  m.igiftrate, 
I  o  fervjihirii  firfl,  and  next  the  (late, 
Perliap-  he  may  not  think  it  fit 
fo  let  his  magiftrates  have  wit. 
Boaft  I  not,  at  this  very  hour, 
Thofe  large  cffeiils  which  troop  vyith  pow'r  ? 
Am  I  not  mighty  in  the  land  } 
Do  not  1  fit   whilfl  others  ftand  ? 
^m  1  not  with  rich  garments  grac'd. 
In  feat  of  honour  always  plac'd  ? 
And  do  not  ciis  of  chief  degree. 
Though  proud  to  others,  bend  to  me  ? 

Have  I  not,  as  a  juRice  ought. 
The  laws  fuch  wholefome  rigour  taught, 
rhat/ornication  in  difgrace, 
Is  now  afraid  to  (lioiv  her  face, 
And  not  one  whore  thefe  walls  approached, 
Unlefs  they  ride  in  our  own  coaciies .' 
Aid  (liall  this  fame,  an  old  poo    (Irumpet, 
Without  our  licence  found  her  trumpet. 
And,  envious  of  our  city's  quiet, 
I  1  broad  day -light  blow  up  a  riot? 
If  infolcnce  like  this  we  bear. 
Where  is  our  ftate  ?  our  office  where  ? 
Fare-well  all  hoi^ours  of  our  reign, 
I  a,  ezuell  the  neci  eniiabling  chain, 
Freedom's  knoivn  badge  o'er  all  the  globe, 
I  afe-well  X.\\c  folemn-ff  reading  robe, 
Fareiv.'ll  the  iword  —jaretvell  the  mace, 
Fare-Mell  all  title,  pomp,  and  place. 
Remov'd  from  men  of  high  degree, 
(  A  lofs  to  theat.  Crape,  not  to  me) 
Banifh'd  to  Chippenham,  or  to  Frome, 
Dullman  once  more  (hall  ply  the  loom. 
Crape,  lifting  up  his  hands  and  eyes, 
Dullman — the  loom — at  Chippenham — crie*^ 
If  there  be  pow'rs  which  greatnefs  love, 
Which  rule  beloiv,  but  dibell  above, 
Thofc  pow'rs  united  all  (hall  join 
To  contradift  the  ralh  defign. 

Sooner  (hall  ftubborn  Will  lay  dows 
His  oppohtion  v^ith  \\\%goiuny 
Sooner  (hall  Temple  leave  the  road 
Which  leads  to  virtue's  mean  abode, 
Sooner  (liHll  Scots  this  country  quit. 
And  England's  foes  be  frii'nds  to  Pitt, 
Than  Dullman,  from  his  grandeur  throwB; 
Shall  wander  out-cafi,  and  unkngwo. 
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Sure  as  that  eane  (a  ra»e  there  (lood 

Near  to  a  tai/c,  made  of  woo^, 

Of  dyjine  wood  a  table  made, 

By  fome  rare  artift  in  the  trade, 

Who  had  enjoy'd  immortal  praife 

If  he  had  liv'd  in  Homers  days) 

Sure  as  that  cane^  which  once  was  f<jer), 

In  pride  of  life  all  freih  and  green, 

The  banks  of  Indus  to  adorn ; 

Then,  of  its  leafy  honours  Ihorn, 

According  ro  cxadteft  rule, 

Was  fafhiond  by  tlie  workman's  tool, 

And  which  at  prefenc  we  behold 

Cuiiovjly  polifii'd,  crown'd  with _§■»/</, 

With  gold  •ivell-'ut'ougbt ;   fure  as  that  i;a«* 

Shall  never  on  its  native  plain 

Strike  root  afrtfli,  Ihall  never  more 

Flourilh  in  tawny  India's  Ihore, 

So  fure  fhall  Dullman  and  his  race 

'J'o  lateft  time?  this  ftation  grace 

Dullman,  who  ail  this  while  had  kept 
His  eye  lids  clos'd  as  if  he  flepr. 
Now  looking  llcdfaftly  on  Crape, 
As  at  fome  god  in  liuman  fliape— - 
Crape,  [  proteft,  you  feem  to  me 
To  have  difcharg'd  a  [irophecy  ; 
Tes-'-hom  the  firft  it  doth  aj>pear. 
Planted  by  fate,  the  Dullmans  liere 
Have  always  held  a  quiet  reign. 
And  htre  fhall  to  the  laft  remain. 

Crape,  they're  all  wrong  about  th'isgl/o^ — 
Quite  on  the  wrong  fide  ot  the  poit-— 
Blockheads,  In  take  it  in  their  head 
To  be  a  mefTdge  from  the  dead. 
For  that  by  mijfion  they  defign, 
A  word  not  half  fo  good  a^  mine. 
Crape— if rf  it  is— ftart  not  one  doubt — ' 
A.  fht—-z.  flot-'-Vse.  found  it  out. 

O  God!---cries  Crape,-— how  bled  the  nation, 
Where  one  fon  boafts  fuch  penetration  1 

Crape,  I've  n-atime  to  tell  you  now 
When  I  difcover'd  this,  or  io-w  ; 
To  Stentor  go— if  he's  not  thtre. 
His  place  let  Bully  Norton  bear— 
Our  citizens  to  council  call— 
I<et  all  meet— 'tis  the  cauie  ol  all. 
Let  the  three  witneffes  attend 
With  ai'egations  to  befriend, 
To  fwear  juft  fo  much,  and  no  more, 
As  we  indrucft  them  in  before. 

Stay— Crape — come  back — what,  don't  you  fee 
Th'  effcdls  of  this  difcovery  .' 
Dullman  ail  care  and  toil  endures— 
The  profit,  Crape,  will  all  ht  yours. 
A  mitre  (for,  this  arduous  taflc 
Pcrform'd,  they'll  grant  whate'er  I  aft) 
A  mit  e  ;  and  perhaps  the  beft) 
Shall  through  my  interefl  make  thee  bleft. 
And  at  this  time,  when_§'rac;'o«j-  fate 
Dooms  to  the   ''cot  the  reins  of  ftate. 
Who  i«  more  fit  (and  for  your  ufe 
We  cou'd  fome  inflances  prcduce) 
Of  England's  (hu.  ch  to  be  the  heai^ 
Than  you,  a  Prcjhyterian  bred  .•■ 
But  when  thi.s  uughiy  you  are  made, 
yniike  the  brethren  of  thy  trade, 
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Be  grateful.  Crape,  and  let  me  not, 
Like  old  Newcaftle,  be  forgot. 

But  an  aflair.  Crape,  or  this  fize 
Will  aik  from  condud  vaft  fupplies; 
It  muft  not,  a<!  the  vulgar  fay, 
Bi.'  done  in  hugger -mi!gge<-  way. 
Traitors  indeed  (and  that's  difcreet) 
Who  hatch  the  plot,  in  private  meet  ; 
They  flinuld  in  public  g";no  doubt, 
Whofe  hufinefs  is  to  find  it  out. 

To-morrow— if  the  day  appear 
Likely  to  turn  out  fair  and  clear— ^ 
Proclaim  a  grand procfjjlonade— 
Be  all  the  city  pomp  difplay'd. 
Let  the  train-bands---  Crape  fliook  his  head-— 
They  heard  the  trumpet  and  were  fled— 
W^ll — cries  the  knight — if  that's  the  cafe, 
My  ,'efvants  {liall  fuppiy  their  place— 
My  fervants— OT/«f  alone — no  more 
Tiian  what  my  fervants  did  before — 
Doft  not  remtmher,  Crapie,  that  day,  ^'    ■ 

When  Dullman's  grandeur  to  difplay,        >'■•'■' 
As  all  too  finiple,  and  too  low,  h. 

Our  city  friends  were  thruft  below, 
Wliilft,  as  more  worthy  of  our  love. 
Courtiers  were  entertain'd  above  ? 
feil  me,  who  waited  then  .■'  and  how  ' 
My  fervants — mine — and  why  not  now  ? 
In  hafte  then.  Crape,  to  Stentor  go — 
But  fend  up  Hart,  who  waits  below; 
Wi'h  him,  till  you  return  again, 
(Reach  me  my  fpeSiacles  and  cane) 
I'll  make  a  proof  how  1  advance  in 
My  nev/  accompliihment  of  dancing. 

Not  quite  fo  lafl  as  lightning  flie?, 
Wing'd  with  red  anger,  through  the  Ikies  ; 
Not  quite  fo  faft  as,  fent  by  Jove, 
Iris  defcends  on  wings  of  love  ; 
Not  quite  fo  fail  as  terror  rides 
When  he  the  chafing  winds  beftrides  ; 
Crape  hobbled-i— but  his  mind  was  good — 
Cou'd  he  go  fafter  than  he  cou'd  .' 

Near  to  that  tQiur,  which,  as  we're  told, 
The  mighty  Julius  rais'd  of  old, 
Where  to  the  block  by  juftice  led. 
The  rebel  Scot  hath  often  bled, 
Where  arms  are- kept  fo  clean,  fo  bright, 
'Twere  fin  they  fhould  be  foil'd  in  fight. 
Where  brutes  of^wc/g--'i  race  are  fliown 
By  brutes  much  greater  o[our  own  ; 
Faft  by  the  crouded  7/}ames ^is  found 
An  ample  fquare  ot  facred  ground, 
Where  artleis  eloquence  'prtCidef<f 
'And  nature  ev'ry  fentence  guides. 

iicrc  female  parliaments  debate- 
About  religion,  trade,  and  ftate; 
Here  ev'ry  naiad's  patriot  foul, 
jyMa.hut)g  foreign  bale  controul^ 
Delpifing  French,  defpiiing  Er/e. 
Pours  fi.rvh  the  plain  old  Jinglijh  CUrfe, 
And  bear»  aloft,  with  terrors  hung, 
The  honours  of  the  -vulgar  tongue. 

Here  sitentor,  always'  heard  with  awe»' 
In  thund'ring  accents  deals  out  law. 
i'wclve  furlongs  off  each  dreadful  word  ' 
Was  plainly  and  diftiiK^lv  heard, 
li  iij 
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And  ev'ry  neighbour  hill  around 
Return'd  and  fwellM  the  migh-y  found. 
The  loudeft  virgin  of  the  llream, 
Compar'd  wi;h  /jisr,  would  fiient  feem  : 
Thames,  (who,  enrag'd  to  find  his  c  .urfe 
Opi-'os'd,  r.  lis  down  with  double  force, 
A  jainU  the  bridge  indignant  rears, 
Ar.d  laflics  the  ref'  undiiig  ftiores) 
Compar'd  with  bim   at  lowtft  tide, 
Jd  Cofrefl  vvh'ffcr-  fetms  to  g'ide. 

Hither  diredled  by  the  ncife, 
Svveird  with  the  hope  of  future  joys, 
Through  too  much  zeal  and  hafte  made  lame, 
The  rcvrend  flave  o*  DuUman  came. 

Stent  I — with  fuch  a  furious  air. 
With  fuch  a  face  oi  folemn  care, 
As  might  import  him  to  contain 
A  nation's  welfare  in  his  brai:. — 
Stentor  — cries  Crape-  I'm  hither  fent 
On  bLfmrfsof  mod  high  intent, 
G  tr.t  DulJmai.'s orders  to  convey; 
I/iiilman  c  mmar.d-,  and  1  obey. 
B'>r  wki.  th>  fe  throes  which  patriots  feel. 
And  lab'ring  f  r  the  commonweal. 
Some  fecrct  v.'birh  forbids  him  reft, 
^uK,L!es  and  tfjf^s  in  his  brcafl, 
Tuf>:bles  and  /tj  es  to  get  free  ; 
i\iid  thus  the  chief  commands  by  me. 

T(-m<rrciw.  if  the  day  appear 
I^il»ely  to  turn  ou*  fair  and  clear— 
Proclaim  Z.  grand  froccjjionade — 
Be  all  t^e  cit)  pomp  oifpiny'd — 
Our  citizens  to  council  call — 
Let  all  Hieet — 'tis  the  caufe  of  all. 


BOOK  IV. 

Cexcombs,  who  vslrly  mate  pretence 
To  ft  merhirg  of  exalted  ftnie 
*Bove  other  men,  and  gravely  ivi'e, 
Affefl  t hole  plea fu res  t"  dclpife, 
Which,  merely  to  the  tye  corfin  d. 
Bring  no  imprdvemeiit  to  the  mind, 
Rail  at  cU  p-  mp  :   they  would  not  go 
For  mi. lions  to  a  fuppct-Jhn-w, 
N'  r  can  forgive  the  ti;ighty  crime 
Of  countenancing  pantomhne  ; 
Ni.  not  a:  Covent  Garden,  where, 
"Without  a  head  for  j  lay  o'  play  r. 
Or,  could  a  head  be  found  moil  fit, 
V\'itli0ut  one  play'r  to  lecond  it. 
They  n-.uft,  obeying /oi'/y'j  call, 
Thrive  by  mere  fhcw,  <.r  n^t  at  all. 

With  thefe^raw  i  ps,  who  (blcfs  their  brains) 
Moft  cratl  to  thi-mlelvef,  take  pains 
For  wretchedne;s,  and  wiuld  be  thought 
^uch  wifer  than  a  wife  n  an  ought 
For  his  own  happinefs  to  be  ; 
"Who,  what  they  hear,  and  what  they  fee. 
And  what  thty  firell,  and  tafic,  and  feel, 
Diftruft,  tdl  rcafon  ftt>  her  ftal, 
And,  by  long  trains  of  c  'fequcnccs 
Fni'ir'd,  give*,  laniflion  to  'he  jenfet  ,• 
"Who  would  not,  Htav'n  iotbici  it  !  waflc 
One  hour  m  what  the  ■vvcrid  calls  tsfte. 


Nor  fondly  deign  to  langb  or  cry, 
Unlefs  they  know  foitie  reafon  why  ; 
With  thefe_^r.7w  fops,  whofe  lyllem  feem* 
To  give  up  certainty  for  dreams. 
The  eye  "f  man  is  underftood 
As  for  no  other  purpoH  g.  od 
Than  as  a  door,  through  which  of  courfe 
L'heir  paffci^e  crovi'dnig  objcifls  force, 
A  downrioht  nfher,  to  admit 
New-cnmers  to  the  court  of  luit, 
'Good  gravity,  forbear  thy  iplcen, 
When  I  fay  -wit,  1  tuifdom  mean) 
Where  (fuch  rhe  pra<fticc  of  the  court. 
Which  kgal  precedents  fupport) 
Not  one  idea  is  allow'd 
To  pafs  unqi'.eflion'd  in  the  crowd, 
But  ere  it  can  ibtain  t!ie  grace 
Of  holding  in  the  brain  a  place. 
Before  the  chitf  m  congiegation 
Mult  ft  ar.d  Ti  Jii'igl  examination. 

N  t  fuel)  ay  tbofe^  who  ph\fic  twirl, 
Full  frai:ght  with  Ceath,  from  cv'ry  curl  j. 
Who  prove,  v/ith  all  beci.ming  flare, 
Their  voice  to  be  the  voice  of  l.ttc  ; 
Prcpar'd  with  effence.  drop,  and  pillf 
'i  o  he  another  \V'ard,oi  Hill, 
Before  they  can  obtain  their  ends, 
To  fign  death-warrants  lor  their  friends. 
And  talents  va(t  as  thcir's  employ, 
Seaindiim  arieit  to  deflroy, 
Mult  pafs  (iir  laws  their  rage  reftraln) 
Before  the  chiefs  of  IVarivici-Lane. 
1  hrice  happy  Lane.  \\her^  uncontroul'd, 
111 /•O'tti'/- and  lc//ja>gy  grown  old, 
M'll  fit  to  take   in  this  blelt  land,    . 
The  reins  which  fell  from  VVyndham's  hand, 
Her  lawful  throne  great  dullnels  rears. 
Still  more  hcifelf  as  more  in  years  ; 
\\'hcre  {he  (and  who  fhal:  dare  deny 
Htr  light,  when  Reeves  and  Chauncy's  by) 
Calirg  ti>  mind,  in  ancient  time. 
One  Garth  who  err'd  in  wit  and  rhyme. 
Ordain-  from  henceforth  to  admit 
None  of  the  rclxl  i<  ns  of  wit, 
And  n/dkes  i-  her  peculi>.r  care 
That  Schomberg  never  fnall  be  there. 

Not  litch  as  ilofe.  whom  folly  trains 
To  letters,  though  unblefs'd  with  brains; 
Who  deftiture  of  pow'r  and  will 
Tn  learn,  are  kept  to  learning  ftill; 
Whofe  heads,  when  other  methi'ds  fail. 
Receive  inftriicl.ion  from  the  tail, 
Becaufc  their  fires,  a  common  cafe 
U'liich  brings  the  children  to  difgracc. 
Imagine-  it  a  certain  rule. 
They  never  could  beget  a  fc^l, 
JMuil  pafs,  or  muft  comprund Jor,  e^e 
1  he  chab'ain.,  full  of  beif  and  pray'r, 
Will  give  his  re-verend permit. 
Announcing  them  £<>■  orders  fit. 
So  that  the  prelum  (what's  a  name  ? 
All  prelates  now  are  much  the  fan. c) 
?.lay  with  a  confciercc  lafc  and  quie-t, 
With  I'.oly  hands  lay  en  that^af, 
VV  hich  doth  all  faculties  difptnfe, 
^'..llJ'jHiliiyyaU  fu:tb,alljenpj     -     '• 


Jvlalres  Ma(?an  quite  a  fiint  aptiear, 
Aiu'.  T!^.  kes  an  orac'e  of  Cheere. 

Not  fiich  as  in  that  foLmn  feat, 
Where  the  nine  ladiis  hold  rertat. 
The  latfies  mne.  wh",  as  wc'ie  told. 
Scoriiinjr  thofe  haunts  they  h)v'd  of  old. 
The  hinks.  of  Ifis  now  prif^-r, 
Nor  will  one  hour  from  Oxfo  d  fiir, 
Are  held  for  forrji ;    which  Balaam's  afs 
As  well  as  Balaam's  felf  inijjht  pafs, 
And  with  his  mafter  take  dej^rees, 
Could  lie  contrive    o  pay  the  fees. 

Men  of  found  parts,  who,  deeply  read, 
O'er  cad  the  fti:rthou  e  of  the  head 
With  fi;r:  iturt  they  ne'er  can  ufe, 
Cannot  f')rgivc  our  raniblinj^  niufe 
1  his  wild  cxcurfion  ;  cannot  fee 
Why  ph'ftc  and  divnity. 
To  the  iurprife  of  ail  beholders, 
Are  ln^g'd  in  by  the  head  and  fhoulders; 
Or  how,  in  any  point  of  view, 
Oxf  rd  hat'i  ai.y  tiiaifj  to  do  ; 
But  men  (f  vice  and  fubtlr  learning, 
Remarkable  for  quick  di.C.rning, 
Through  fpedlac  es  if  critic  mould. 
Without  inftuction,  will  bcliold 
That  we  a  method  here  have  got. 
To  fliiiw  what  i-,  by  wliat  is  not. 
And  that  our  drift  {parenthefis 
Fer  once  apar-)  ls  briefly  this. 

Witliin  the  brain  s  mod  fecret  cells 
A  certain  Lord  Chief  Jifiice  dwells 
Of  fov'reign  p  >w'r,  wii>  m  one  and  all, 
W  th  cotnnion  voice,  we  realon  call ; 
Though,  for  the  purpofes  .-Jfatiie, 
A  name  in  truth  is  no  gri-at  matter, 
Jefferies  or  Marffield,  which  you  will. 
It  means  a  Lord  Chief  j ujiice  flill. 
JJerc  fo  our  grea'  prnj  chors  fay. 
The  feni'es  a'l  nnifl  homage  pay; 
Hithar  they  all  muft  tribute  bring, 
Ai  d  pr-  ilrate  fall  brf  .re  their  king. 
Whatever  unto  them  is  brought. 
Is  carry'd  on  the  wings  of  thought 
Before  his  throne,  where,  in  full  flate, 
He  on  their  merits  hi  ids  debate, 
Examines,  crofs-examines,  weighs 
Their  riglu  to  cenfure  or  to  praife  ; 
Nor  doth  his  equal  v-ice  depend 
On  narrow  views  of  foe  and  Iriend; 
Nor  can  or  flattery  or  force 
Divert  him  from  his  fleady  courfe; 
Tlie  channel  of  ijiquiiy's  clear, 
'Ho  Joaf:!  examination' s  here. 

lie,  up'ight  julticer,  no  doubt, 
Ad  libitum  puts  in  ard  out, 
Adjulls  and  fettles  in  a  trice 
Wiiat  vir'ue  i^,  and  what  is  vice. 
What  is  perf-ction,  what  defeft, 
What  we  mult  choofe,  and  what  rcjC<S  ; 
He  takes  upr.n  him  to  explain 
What  pkafurc  i?,  and  wnat  is  pain  ; 
Whillt  we,  obedient  to  the  whim, 
And  relling  all  our  faith  on  him, 
Trje  members  of  the  Jhic  ^\e^^l, 
JVlult  learn  to  think,  and  ceai'e  to  feel. 
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This  glorious  fyfiem  form'd,  for  maa 
To  pr-i<£l.fe  vvlien  and  Imw  he  can. 
If  the  five  fenfes  in  alliance 
To  reafon  hurl  a  proud  defiance. 
And,  thougii  of.  cooquer'd   ye'  unbrokc, 
Endeavour  to  throw  off  that  yoke. 
Which  tluy  a  greater  flav'ry  liold. 
Than  Jswifii  bondage  was  of  old  ; 
Or  if  they,  fumetliiiig  tcuch'd  with  (hame, 
Allow  him  !o  retain  the  i!ame 
Of  royalty,  and.  as  in  fport, 
'i"o  hold  a  mimic  formal  court; 
P.rniitted,  no  uncommon  thing, 
I'o  be  a  kind  of  puppet  king. 
And  fufl'er'd  by  the  way  of  toy, 
To  hold  'he  jzlobe,  but  not  employ; 
Our /}fc-m  mongers,  flruck  with  fear, 
Prognoflicate  dcftrudlion  near;  . 

All  things  to  anarchy  mull  run ;       _, 
The  little  wr'rld  of  man's  undone. 

Nay  fliouid  the  eye,  that  riceft  fenfe, 
"■■-'(■gkcfi  to  fend  intcjligence 
Unto  the  brain,  diftindl  and  clear. 
Of  all  that  pafles  ui  her  fpheie  : 
Should  (he  prefumptuou?  joy  receive. 
Without  the  underftanding's  leave, 
They  deem  it  rank  and  daring  treafon 
Againft  the  monarchy  of  rtafon, 
Not  thinking,  thoui^h  they're  tvond'' /  o::s  wife, 
That  few  have  rcefoti,  moll  have  eyes ; 
So  that  the  pleafures  of  the  mind 
To  a  fniall  circle  are  confin'd, 
Whilft  thofe  which  to  the  fenfes  fail. 
Become  the  property  of  all. 
Befides  (and  this  is  fure  a  cafe 
N't  much  at  prefent  out  of  place)  ' 
Wiiere  nature  realon  doth  deny. 
No  arr  c.an  that  dcfeifl  fupply; 
But  rf  (for  it  is  our  intent 
Fairly  to  ftate  the  argument) 
A  man  fliould  want  an  eye  or  two. 
The  remedy  ii  fure,  thougii  new  ; 
.  he  cure's  at  hand — no  need  of  fear-*- 
F  r  proof — behold  the  chevalier — 
.As  well  prep.ir'd,  beyond  all  doubt, 
i  o  put  eyes  in,  as  put  them  out. 

But    a'g'ument  apar',  whicJi  tends 
T'  embitter  foe,  and  feprate  f  tends, 
(Nor,  turn'd  apoftate  for  the  nine, 
Wo'.dd  [,  though  bred  up  a  divine, 
•And  f;ie  of  courfe  to  realon's  v.-cal. 
Widen  that  breach  I  cannot  hea:) 
By  his  own  fenfe  and  feeling*  taught. 
In  fpecch  as  lib^al  as  in  'Iiought, 
Let  ev'ry  man  enjoy  his  whim  ; 
What's  he  to  me,  or  I  to  hirr.  .' 
Might  I,  though  never  rob'd  in  e  Kii.ie, 
A  matter  of  this  weight  determine. 
No  penalties  fliould  fettled  be 
To  force  men  to  hypocrify, 
Fo  make  them  ape  an  awkward  zeal, 
And,  f-eljng  not,  pretend  'o  feel. 
1  would  not  have,  might  fentence  reft 
Finally  fix  d  vvithin  my  brcafl. 
E'en  Annet  cenfur'd  and  co:  fin"d, 
Becaufc  we're  of  a  diii'reiU  mind. 
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Natnre,  who  In  her  a<ft  moft  free, 
Herfelf  delights  in  liherry, 
Profufe  in  li've,  and,  without  bound, 
Pours  joy  on  ev'ry  creature  round; 
Whom  yer    was  ev'ry  bounty  flied 
In  double  portion'  on  our  head, 
Wt  Lould  not  truly  bounttous  call, 
If  freedom  did  not  crown  them  all. 

By  providence  forb:d  to  ftray, 
Brutes  never  can  miftake  their  way  ; 
Dcterinin'd  flill,  they  plod  along 
By  inftir.db,  neither  light  nor  wrongs 
But  man,  had  he  the  heart  to  ufe 
His  freedom    ha*h  a  right  to  choofe; 
Whether  he  ads  or  well  or  ill, 
Depend'*  entirely,  '-n  his  will  : 
Tt>  her  lall  w>  rk.  her  fav'rite  man, 
Is  viv'n  on  nature's  better  plan 
A  privilege  in  pow'r  to  err. 
ICof  let  this  phrafe  refcntment  flir 
Aniqngfl.  the  grave  ones,  iince  indeed, 
The  little  merit  man  can  plead 
In  doing  well,  dejendeth  liill 
Upon  his  pow'r  of  dom;;r  ill. 

Opinions  fhoulu  be  free  as  air; 
Ko  man,  whatt 'er  his  rank   w.'.ate'et 
Hi-  qur.lities,  a  chiim  can  found 
Thut  my  opinion  mult  be  bound, 
Ana  Icjiidic  with  his;  fuch  flavifh  chains 
Froi.   foes  the  lib'rat  foul  dildain'-, 
Nor  can,  though  true  to  friendfliip,  bend 
To  wear  them  even  from  a  friend. 
Let  thofe,  who'rij;id  judgment  own, 
Submiflive  bow  at  judgment's  throne  ; 
And  if  they  of  no  value  hold 
Pleafure,  till  v>leafure  i=  grown  cold, 
Pall'il  and  irfii  id,  forc'd  to  wait 
lor  judgment's  regular  debate, 
To  give  it  warraiii.  let  them  find 
Dull  iubjeffts  fuired  to  their  mind; 
Their's  be  flow  wifd'  m  :   Be  wy  plan 
To  live  as  merry  as  I  can, 
Regaidlefs  Ss  the  fafhions  go, 
whether  there's  reafon  for't.  or  no; 
Be  my  employment  here  on  earth 
To  yive  a  lib'ral  fcope  to  mirth. 
Life's  barren  vale  with  flow'rs  t'  adorn, 
And  plvck  a  r<.fe  fr'  m  ev'ry  thorn. 

But  if,  by  error  led  aflray, 
1  chance  to  wander  from  hiy  way. 
Let  no  Mind  guide  obferve,  in  fpitc, 
I'm  wri  ng,  who  cannot  fet  me  right. 
I'hat  doilor  could  i  n..'er  endure, 
Who  fciuiui  difcafe,  and  nor  a  cure; 
Ncr  can  1  hold  that  man  a  friend, 
Whofc  zeal  a  helpiig  hand  (hall  lend 
To  fipen  happy  folly's  eyes, 
And    making  wretched,  make  me  wife; 
Tor  next,  a  trudi  which  can't  admit 
Rf  prior  from  wifdom  or  from  wit, 
To  being  happy  here  below, 
Is  to  bcLit-ve  thai  we  art  fo. 

Some  few  m  knozv  edge  find  relief, 
I  place  my  (omfuri  \\i  be  itf,  '' 

Sonu  for  reality  may  call, 
Fancy  to  m^  i»  all  in  alh 


Imagination,  through  the  trick 

Ot  do>5tors,  often  makes  us  fick  ; 

And  why.  let  any  fophift  tell, 

May  it  not  likewife  make  us  well  ? 

This  am  1  fure,  w,  hate'cr  our  view, 

Whatever  'fhadnws  we  purfue, 

Fcr  our  purfuits,  be  what  they  will. 

Are  little  more  than  fhadows  Hill, 

Too  fwift  they  fly,  too  fwift  and.firong, 

For  man  to  catch,  or  hold  them  long, 

But  joys  which  in  the  fancy  live, 

Each  moment  to  each  man  may  give, 

True  to  himlcU,  and  true  to  eafe, 

He  fofiens  fate's  fcvere  decrees, 

And  (can  a  nn  rtal  wifh  for  more")  ? 

Creates,  and  makes  himftlf  new  o'er, 

Mocks  boafled  vain  reality. 

And  is,  whate'er  he  wants  to  be. 
Hail,  fancy— to  thy  powr  1  owe 

Deliv'rance  from  the  gripe  of  woe  ; 
To  t!  ee  I  owe  a  mighty  debt, 
Which  gratitude  fiiali  ne'er  forget, 

Whilft  mem'ry  can  her  force  employ, 

A  large  increafe  of  ev'ry  joy. 
VV'hm  at  my  doors,  too  ftiongly  bart'd. 
Authority  had  plac'd  a  guard. 
A  kna-v'fo  trrard,  rrdain  d  hy  law 
Fo  keep  poor  bonejiy  in  awe  ; 
iithoriiy,  fevcre  and  ftern. 
To  intercept  my  wifh'd  return; 
\Vhtn  foes  grew  proud,  and  friends  grew  cool, 
.\nd  laughter  feiz'd  each  fobcr  fool ; 
When  candour  ftarted  in  amaze, 
.■\nd,  meaiiiiig  cenl'ure,  hinted  pralfe  ; 
When  pruience,  lifting  u;)  her  eyes 
And  hands,  thank'd  Heav'n,  that  ftie  was  wife: 
When  all  around  me,  with  an  air 
Of  h  ipelefs  fnrrow,  look'd  defpair  ; 
W-^en  they  or  faid,  or  feem'd  to  fay, 
There  is  but  one,  one  only  way 
Better,  and  be  advis'd  by  us, 
Noi  be  at  all,  than  to  be  thus  ; 
Whc  n  virtue  fliunn'd  the  ftiock,  and  pride 
Difjbled,  lay  by  virtue's  fide. 
Too  weak  my  n  ffli  d  foul  to  cheer, 
Wliich  could  not  hope,  yet  would  not  fear; 
Mealth  in  her  motion,  the  wild  grace 
Of  pleafure  fpeakii)g  in  her  face. 
Dull  regularity  thrown  by, 
And  comfort  beaming  f'om  her  eye; 
^ancy,  in  richeli-  robes  array'd, 
Came  fmiling  forth,  and  br;  ught  me  aid. 
Came  fmiling  o'er  that  dreadft;!  time, 
And,  more  to  bkfs  me,  came  in  rhyme. 

Nor  is  her  powV  to  me  c  nf'n'd. 
It  fprtads,  it  comprehends  mankind. 
When  (to  the  Ipirit-ftirring  found 
Of  trumpets  breathing  courage  round, 
And  fifes,  well  minglrd  to  reilrain, 
And  bring  tliat  courige  down  again. 
Or  to  the  meknchoiy  knell 
Of  the  dull,  deep,  and  doleful  bell, 
Such  as  of  late  the  pood  Saint  Bride 
Mufiled,  to  mortify  the  pride 
Of  thofe  who,  Kngland  quite  forgot, 
Paid  their  v»k  homage  tothe  Scot, 
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Where  AfgjH  held  the  foremoft  place, 

Whiift  my  lord  figur'd  at  a  race) 

Procejfions  ('tis  not  worth  debate 

Whether  they  are  of  fcage  or  flate) 

Move  on,  fo  very  very  flow, 

"Tis  doubtful  if  they  move  or  no  ; 

When  the  performers  all  the  while 

Mechanically  frown  or  faiile, 

Or,  with  a  tiuU  and  ftupid  ftare, 

A  vacancy  of  fcnfe  declare, 

Or,  with  doun-bending eye,  feem  wrought 

Into  a  labyrinth  of  thought. 

Where  reafoii  wanders  itiU  in  doubt, 

And,  once  got  in,  cannot  get  out; 

Wh;it  caufe  fufficient  can  we  find 

To  fatisfy  a  thinking  mind, 

W'hy  diip  0  by  fuch  vain  farces,  man 

Defcends  to  aift  on  fuch  a  plan  ? 

Why  they,  who  hold  themfclves  divine, 

Can  in  fuch  wretched  follies  join, 

Strutting  like  peacocks,  or  iike  crows, 

Ihenifelves  and  nature  to  exp'>fe? 

What  caufe,  but  that  (youil  underftand 

We  have  our  remedy  at  hand, 

That  if  perchance  we  ftart  a'  doubt, 

Ere  it  is  fix'd,  we  wipe  it  out, 

As  fiiryeons,  when  they  lop  a  limb, 

Whether  for  profit,  fame,  or  whim, 

Or  mere  experiment  to  trv, 

Miift  always  have  zjlyptic  by) 

Fancy  llep-  in,  and  llamps  that  rfa/, 

Wiiicli,  iffofdBo,  is  ideal. 

Can  none  remember,  yes,  I  know. 
All  muik  remember  that  rare  fhow. 
When  to  the  country  ftnfe  went  down, 
And  fools  came  flocking  up  to  town, 
When  knights  (a  work  which  all  admit 
To  be  for  knighthood  much  unfit) 
Built  booths  for  hire;  when  Parfons  play'd,     ' 
In  robes  canonical  arry'd, 
And,  fiddling,  jDin'd  the  Smithfeld  dance, 
The  price  of  tickets  to  advance ; 
Or,  unto  tapfters  curn'd,  dealt  out, 
Running  from  bioth  to  booth  about. 
To  ev'ry  fcoundrel,  by  retail. 
True  pennyworths  of  beef  and  ale, 
Then  firft  prepar'd,  by  brini(ing  beer  in, 
For  prefcnt  grain!  f/ffiJ/Zoffff  iug; 
When  heralds,  running  all  about 
To  bring  in  order,  turn'd  it  out ; 
When,   by  {.he  prudent  marjhal's  care, 
Lefl  the  rude  populace  ftiuuld  ftare, 
And  with  unhallow'd  eyes  profane 
Gay  puppets  of  patrician  flrain, 
The  whole  proceflion.  as  in  fpite, 
Unheard,  unfeen,  ftole  off  by  night; 
When  our  lov'd  monarch,  nothing  loth| 
Solemnly  took  that  facred  oath, 
Whence  mijtual  firm  agreements  fpring 
Betwixt  \}c\tfuhje£l  and  the  king^ 
By  which,  in  ufual  manner  crown'd. 
His  head.,  his  heart,  his  hands  he  bound, 
Againft  himfe'f,  fhould  pcflion  fljr 
The  leaft  propenfity  to  err, 
Againft  MJlaves,  who  might  prepare 
Pf  open  fftfce,  or  hidden  foare, 
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I'hat  glorious  charter  to  maintain. 

By  ivhich  iveferve,  and  l.e  miiji  reign; 

Then  fancy,  with  unbounded  I  way, 

Revell'd  fole  miftrefs  of  the  day, 

And  wrought  fuch  wonders,  as  might  make 

Egyptian  forcerers  forfake 

1  heir  baffled  mockeries,  and  own 

The  palm  of  magic  her's  alone. 

A  knight  (who  in  the  filken  lap 
Of  lazy  peace  had  liv'd  on  pap, 
Who  never  yet  had  dar'd  to  roam 
'Bove  ten  or  twenty  miles  from  home. 
Nor  even  that,  unlefs  z  guide 
Was  plac'd  to  amble  by  his  fide. 
And  troops  of  flaves  were  fpread  around 
To  keep  his  honour  fafe  and  found; 
Who  could  not  fufier  for  his  life 
A  poiiitito  fword    or  edge  to  knife, 
And  always  fainted  at  the  fight 
Of  blood,  though  'twas  not  filed  in  fight 
Who  difinherited  one  fon 
For  firing  off  an  elder  gun, 
And  whipt  another,  fix  years  old, 
Becaufe  the  boy,  prefumptuous,  bold 
I'o  madnefs,  likely  to  become 
A  very  Swifs,  had  beat  a  drum. 
Though  it  appeared  an  inftrument 
^o^  peaceable  and  innocent. 
Having  from  firlt  been  in  the  hands 
And  fervice  of  the  oily  bands) 
Grac'd  with  thofe  enfigns,  which  were  meast 
To  furrher  honour  s  dread  intent. 
The  minds  of  warriors  to  inflame. 
And  fp;ir  ihcm  on  to  deeds  of  fame, 
With  little  fword,  large  fpurs,  high  feather. 
Fearful  of  ev'ry  thing  but  weather. 
(And  all  muft  own,  who  pay  regard 
To  chanty,  it  had  been  hard 
That  in  his  very  firll  campaign 
His  honours  fhould  be  foil'd  with  rain) 
A  hero  all  at  orce  became. 
And  (feeing  others  much  the  fame 
In  point  of  valour  as  himfelf. 
Who  Ifave  their  courage  on  a  fiielf 
From  year  to  year,  till  fome  fuch  fouc 
In  proper  feafon  calls  it  out) 
Strutted,  look'd  big,  and  fvvagger'd  more 
Than  ever  hero  did  before; 
Look'd  up,  lookd  down,  look'd  all  around, 
Like  Mavers,  grimly  fmil'd  and  frown'd; 
Seem'd  heav'n,  and  earth,  and  hell, to  call 
To  fight,  that  he  might  rout  them  all; 
And  perfonated  valour's  ftilc 
So  long,  fpecSators  to  beguile, 
That  pafTing  ftrange,  and  wond'rous  true, 
Himfelf  at  laft  believ'd  it  too. 
Nor  for  a  time  could  he  difcern, 
rill  truth  and  darknefs  took  their  turn. 
So  well  did  fancy  play  her  part, 
That  coward  ftill  was  at  the  heart. 

Whiffle  (who  knows  not  Whiille's  name, 
By  the  impartial  voice  of  fame 
Recorded  firft    through  all  this  land, 
In  vanity's  illuftrious  band)  ? 
Who,  by  ail-bounteous  nature  tnea^t 
f  Qf  officei  of  hardlment, 
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A  modern  Hercalc?  at  leaft, 

To  rid  the  world  of  each  wild  heaft, 

Of  each  wild  beaft  which  carrie  in  view, 

"Whether  on  four  Icg'i  or  on  two, 

Degenerate,  dclifjhts  ro  prove 

Hi-  force  on  t'-.e  paij^e  of  love, 

Difclaim?  the  joy  which  camps  afford. 

And  for  the  diftaff  quits  the  fword; 

"Who  fond  of  women  would  appear 

To  public  eye,  and  public  ear, 

But  when  in  private,  lets  them  know 

How  littl-  they  tan  truft  'o  (how; 

"Who  f|  crts  a  woman  as  of  courJe, 

Tuft  as  3  jtKkcv  (hows  a  horfe. 

And  then  returns  her  to  the  ftablaj 

Or  vainly  plant-  her  at  his  'able, 

Vjherc  he  would  rather  Venus  find, 

(so  pall  d.and  lo  deprav'd  his  mind) 

Tlian,  by  fome  grtat  occafion  led. 

To  kize  her  panting  in  her  bed, 

B  irning  \\ith  more  than  mortal  fires, 

ArJ  nitlting  in  her  0'\  n  d.  lire?; 

Who,  ripe  in  years,  is  yet  a  child, 

Thjough  fafhion.  not  through  feeling  wild; 

Whate'er  in  others,  who  proceed 

As  fenfe  and  nature  have  decreed, 

From  real  paOion  flows,  in  him 

Is  mere  effedt  of  mode  and  whim  ; 

Willi  laughs,  a  very  common  way, 

Beciiufe  he  nothing  has  to  fay, 

A-  your  cboUe  fiirits  oaths  difpenfe 

To  fill  up  viicancies  of  fenfe  ; 

Who    having  fome  fmall  (enfe,  defies  it. 

Or,  ufing,  always  mifap,  lies  it ; 

Who  now  and  then  brings  fomething  forth, 

Which  feems  indeed  of  fteriing  worth. 

Something,  by  fudden  dart  anu  fit. 

Which  at  a  diflauce  looks  like  wit, 

But,  on  examination  near. 

To  his  confufion  will  appear 

By  truth's  fair  glafs,  to  be  at  heft 

A  threadbare  jefler's  threadbare  jeft  ; 

Who  frifks  and  dances  through  the  ftreet, 

Sings  without  voice,  rides  with-iut  feat. 

Plays  o'er  his  tricks,  bke  jEfop's  afs, 

A  gratis  fool  ti.  all  who  pafs  ; 

Who  riots,  th-'Ugh  he  loves  not  wafte, 

Whores  without  lull,  drinks  without' tafte, 

AiS'!  without  fenfe,  talks  withant  thought, 

Does  ev'ry  thing  but  what  he  "ucjht  ; 

Who,  led  by  forms,  without  the  pow'r 

Ol  vice,  is  vicious .  who  one  hour. 

Proud  withoui  pride,  the  next  will  be 

Humble  without  humility; 

Whofe  va.  ity  we  all  difcern. 

The  fpring  on  which  his  a(5li(  ns  turn; 

Wiiofe  aim  in  erring,  is  to  err. 

So  that  he  may  be  finguiar. 

And  all  his  utmoft  \i'ifhes  nn  an. 

Is,  though  he's  laugh 'd  at,  to  be  feen  ; 

Such  (for  when  flatt'ry's  foothing  Itrain 

Had  robb'd  the  mule  of  her  d'fdain, 

Ano  found  a  method  to  pt  i  fuade, 

Her  art  to  foften  ev'ry  (haile, 

Juftice  enragd,  the  pencil  fircch'd 

iFrom  her  de^cn'rate  hand,  ana  icratch'd 


Our  ev'ry  trace  ;  then,  quick  a*  tKougIit» 

Froin  life  this  ftriking  Ijkentfs  caught) 

In  mind,  in  manners,  and  in  mien. 

Such  M''hiffle  came,  and  fiich  was  feen 

In  the  >\orld's  eye;  but  (ftrange  to  tell)  ! 

Milled  by  fai;cy's  magic  fpe!l, 

Deceiv'd,  not  dreaming  of  deceit, 

Cheated,  but  happy  in  the  cheat, 

Wzs  more  than  human  in  his  own. 

O  bow,  bow  all  at  fancy's  rhrone, 

U"hofe  pow'r  could  make  f  >  wile  an  elf 

U'^irh  patience  bear  that  thing,  himfe'f. 
But   miflrefb  of  each  art  to  pleale, 

Creative  fancy,  what  are  thefe, 

The/c  pageants  of  a  trifl.  r's  pen. 

To  what  thy  •,  ower  effecSed  then  ? 

Familiar  with  the  human  mind. 

As  f'.vift  and  fubt'e  as  the  wind, 

Which  we  all  feel,  yet  no  one  knows 

Or  whence  it  comes  or  where  it  goe?, 

Fancy  at  once  in  ev'ry  part 

PofTeis'd  the  eye,  the  head,  the  heart. 

And,  in  athnufand  f"rms  array'd. 

A  thcufand  varii'us  gamhoK  plnv'd. 
Here,  in  a  face  which  well  migiit  a{fc 

The  privilege  to  wear  a  mafii 

In  Ipite  of  law,  and  juftice  teach 

For  public  good  t'  excufe  tiie  breach, 

Vv'itMn  the  furrow  of  a  wrinkle 

Tvi-ixt  eyes,  which  could  notlhine  but  twink!e_j. 

Like  C'ntit:el«  i'.  th'  flarry  way. 

Who  wait  for  the  return  of  day, 

Ainioft  burnt  out,  and  feem  to  keep 

Their  watch,  like  f.-ldier'^,  in  tlieir  fleep, 
Or  like  thofe  lamps  %vhich,  by  the  v'ow'r 
(;f  law.  muft  hum  from  hour  to  hour, 
(Fife  they,  without  redemption,  fall 
Uiider  the  terrors  of  that  hall, 
Which,  once  notorious  for  a  ho/>, 
fs  now  becon.e  a jujhce-fiop) 
Which  are  fo  manag'd,  to  go  out 
Juft  when  the  time  comes  round  about, 

Which  yet  through  emuiatii.n  ftrive 

To  keep  their  dying  light  alive, 

And  (not  uncommon,  as  we  find, 

Amongfl;  the  children  of  mankind) 

As  they  grew  weaker,  would  feem  flroDger, 

And  burn  a  little,  little  longer; 

Fancy.  bet>\ixt  fuch  eyes  eiiflirin'd, 

Ko  brufh  to  daub,  no  mill  to  grind. 

Thrice  wav'd  her  w.-:nd  around,  whofe  force 

Chang'd  in  an  inftar.t  Nature's  courfe, 

And,  hardly  credible  in  rhyme. 

Not  only  llopp'd,  but  cali'd  back  time. 

The  face  of  ev'ry  wrinkle  >kar'd. 

Smooth  as  the  floating  ftream  appear'd, 

Do>vn  the  neck  ringlets  fpread  their  flame^ 

The  ne^k  admiring  whence  they  came, 

O.n  the  arch'd  brow  th-^  Graca  play'd; 

O;    the  full  bdfom  Lupjd  laid  . 

Svns,  from  their  pr  per  orl  ithfent, 

Bic.  nie  for. eyes  a  Hipplrment; 

1 1  eh,  vhi  e  as  over  t<  eth  w<re  feen 
D;;livcrd  from  the  h;ind  *-^  Green  *, 

*  An  eminent  deni'Jl-at  tl:'isf(riod. 
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-Started,  in  regular  a^ay. 
Like  train-bands  on  a  grand  field-day, 
Into  the  orums,  which  would  have  fled. 
But,  wond'ring^,  turn'd  from  white  to  red, 
Quite  alter'd  was  the  whole  machine, 
And  Lady : -^ was  fifteen. 

Here  (he  made  lordly  ren;p'.es  rile 
Befiire  the  pioys  Dafhwood's  eye<, 
Temples  which,  built  alofi  in  air, 
May  fervf  for  (h  nv,  if  not  for  pray'r ; 
In  folemn  form  herfelf  before, 
Array'd  like  Faith,  the  BMe  bore. 
Then,  over  Mclcmib'-  feather'd  head. 
Who,  quite  a  man  <f  gingjerbread, 
Savour'd  in  talk,  in  drcfs,  and  phiz, 
More  of  another  world  than  this, 
To  a  d-warf  miife  a  giant  page. 
The  lalt  grave  fop  of  the  laft  age, 
111  a  fuperb  and  feather'd  herfe, 
Befcutcheond  and  betagg  d  with  verfc, 
Which,  to  beholder*  from  afar, 
Appear'd  like  a  tri^m^)hal  car. 
She  rode,  in  a  caji  rainbow  clad  ; 
There,  throwing  ojf  the  hallow  d plaid, 
Naked,  as  when  (in  thofe  drear  cells 
'WheTo,/c-l/-ol:fj'd,/e/-curs'd  madnefs  dwells) 
Pleafure,  on  whom,  in  laughter's  fhape, 
Frenzy  had  perfected  a  rape, 
Firft  brought  her  forth,  before  her  time, 
Wild  witnefs  of  her  fliame  and  crime, 
Driving  before  an  idol  band 
Of  driv'ling  Stuarts,  hand  in  hand. 
Some,  who  to  curfc  mankind,  had  wore 
A  crown  they  ne'er  muft  think  of  more, 
Others,  whofe  baby  brows  were  grac'd 
Wirh  paper  cro\.vns,  and  toys  of  pafte. 
She  jigg  d,  and   playing  on  the  flute. 
Spread  raptures  o'er  the  foul  of  B'  te. 

B:g  with  vafl  hopes,  fome  mighty  plan, 
Which  wrought  the  bufy  foul  of  maa 
To  her  full  bent,  the  civil  law, 
Fi;  code  to  keep  a  world  in  av^e. 
Bound  o'er  his  brows,  fair  to  behold,    • 
A^  "j-eicip  frontlets  were  of  old, 
The  famous  charter  of  our  land, 
Defac'd,  and  mangled  in  his  hand  ; 
As  one  whom  deepefl  thoughts  employ, 
But  deepefh  thoughts  of  trueft  joy 
Serious  and  fl'  w  he  ftrodc.  he  ftalk'd. 
Before  him  troops  of  heroes  walk'd. 
Whom  bcft  he  lov'd,  of  heroes  crown'd, 
Ey  Tories  guarded  all  around. 
Dull  folemn  pk-afure  in  his  face, 
He  faw  the  honour'-  of  hi-  race. 
He  (aw  their  lineal  glories  rife, 
And  touch'd,  or  (eem  d  to  touch,  the  flcles, 
Not  tiie  moft  diftant  mark  of  fear, 
No  fign  of  axe.  vr  fc:^'cld  near, 
Not  one  curs'd  th<'Ught,  to  crofs  his  will, 
Of  fuch  a  place  as  ^oiuer  Hill. 

Curfe  on  this  mufe,  a  flippant  jade, 
A  (brew,  Lke  ev'ry  other  maid 
Who  turns  the  corner  of  nineteen, 
Devour'd  with  peevilhnefs  and  fplcen. 
Her  tongue  (for  as,  when  bound  for  life, 
The  hulbaiid  fufiers  for  the  wife. 
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So  if  in  any  works  of  rhyme 
Perchance  there  blunders  out  a  crime, 
Poor  culprit  bards  muft  always  rue  it, 
Alrhough  'tis  plain  the  mufes  do  it) 
Sooner  or  later  ci-noot  fail 
I'o  fend  me  heaUong  to  a  jiil 
Whate'er  ny  theme  >  our  tncmes  wc  choofc 
In  modern  days  withfliit  a  mufcy 
Juft  as  a  father  will  provide 
1^0  join  a  bridegroom  and  a  bride, 
As  if,  though  they  muft  be  the  play'rs. 
The  game  was  wholly  his.  not  theirs') 
Whate'er  my  theme,  the  mufe,  who  dill 
Owns  n^i  dirceftion  but  her  will, 
F'ies  o(T,  and,  ere  I  could  exped:. 
By  ways  oblique  and  indirect, 
At  once  q.iite  over  head  and  ears, 
In  fatal  politics  appears. 
Time  was,  and,  if  I  aught  difcern 
Of  fate,  that  time  (hall  fof>n  return, 
When  decent  and  demure  at  leaft. 
As  grave  and  dull  as  any  prieft, 
I  could  fee  -vice  in  robes  array'd, 
Could  fee  the  game  oi folly  play'd 
buccefsfuUy  in  fortune's  fchool. 
Without  exclaiming  rogue  or  fool; 
Time  was,  when  nothing  loth  or  proii4 
I  lacquied  with  the  fawning  crowd, 
Scoundrels  in  office,  and  would  bow 
To  cyphers  great  in  place  ;  but  now 
Upright  !  ftand,  as  if  wife  fate. 
To  compliment  a  (hatter'd  ftate, 
Had  me.  like  Atlas,  hither  fenc 
To  flioulder  up  the  firmament, 
And  if  1  ftoop'd,  with  gen'ral  crack 
The  heavens  woild  tumSle  (rom  my  back; 
Time  was,  wlien  rank  and  firuation 
Secur'd  the  great  ones  of  the  nation 
From  all  c^ntroul;  fatire  and  laiu 
Kept  only  little  knaves  in  awe; 
But  now,  decorum  loft,  I  (land 
Beixus'd,  a  pencil  in  mv  hand. 
And,  dead  fo  ev'ry  fenfe  of  (hame, 
Carelefs  of  fafety  and  of  fame, 
The  names  of  fcoundrels  mit.ute  dowo^ 
And  libel  more  than  half  the  town. 

How  can  a  (latefmen  be  fecurc 
In  all  his  villanies,  if  poor 
And  dirty  authors  thus  ftiall  darc 
To  lay  his  rotten  bofom  bare  .'' 
Mifes  (hould  pafs  away  their  time 
In  drelTing  out  the  poet's  rhyme 
With  bills  and  ribbands,  and  array  ^ 

Each  line  in  harmlefs  tafte,  though  gay. 
When  the  hot  burning  fit  is  on, 
They  (hould  regale  their  reftleis  foa 
With  fomething  to  allay  his  rage, 
Some  cool  Caftalian  beverage, 
Or  fome  fuch  draught  (thoujjh  ihe^,  'tis  plain. 
Taking  the  mufes-  name  in  vain, 
Know  nothing  of  their  real  court, 
And  only  fable  from  report) 
As  makes  a  Whitehead'.s  ede  go  down| 
Or  flakes  ihefe-verette  of  Brown  : 
But  who  would  in  his  fenfes  thini; 
Of  mufes  giving  gall  to  drint« 
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Or  that  their  folly  fhould  afford 

To  raving  poets  gun  or  fword  ? 

Poets  were  ne'er  defign'd  by  fate 

To  meddle  with  affairs  of  ftate,       ^ 

Nor  lhi>uld  (if  we  may  fpeik  our  thought 

I'ruly  a^  men  of  honour  ought) 

Sound  p'jlicy  th<  ir  ra/e  admit. 

To  laanch  the  thunderbolts  of  wit 

About  thofc  heads,  which,  when  they're  fliot, 

Can't  tell  if  'was  by  wit  er  not. 

rhcfe  things  well  known,  what  devil  in  fpitc 
Can  have  feduc'd  me  thus  to  write 
Out  of  that  r"ad,  which  mud  have  led 
To  nches,  ^  ithout  heart  or  head, 
Into  that  road,  wh'ch,  had  I  more 
Than  ever  port  had  before, 
Of  wit  and  virtue,  in  difgrace 
Would  keep  meflill,  and  out  of  place, 
"Which,  if  iome  judge  (you'll  underftand 
One  fanious  lanious  through  the  land 
For  making  law)  ihould  ftand  my  friend, 
At  laft  may  in  a  piU'ry  end, 
And  all  this,  I  mylelf  admit. 
Without  one  caufe  to  lead  to  it. 

For  inllance  now — this  book — the  Ghost — 
Methii.k-  I  hear  fon>e  critic  poll 
Remark  mcft  gravely — '•  The  firft  word 
•'  Which  we  about  the  Gbost  have  heard." 
Peace,  my  good  Sir — not  quire' fo  fa£l— • 
What  is  the  firlt  may  be  the  laft, 
Which  is  a  point,  all  mull  agree, 
Canr.ot  depend  on  you  or  me. 
Fanny,  nogholl  ■  f  common  mould, 
Is  not  by  forms  to  be  con'roul'd; 
To  keep  htr  {late,  and  (hriw  her  Ikill, 
She  never  comes  but  when  (he  will. 
1  wrote  and  wrote  (perhaps  you  doubt, 
And  fhrewdly,  what  I  wrote  about. 
Believe  me,  much  to  my  ililgrace, 
I  too  am  in  the  felf-fame  cafe) 
But  ftill  I  wrote,  till  Fanny  came 
Impatient,  nor  could  any  Ihame 
On  nie  with  equa'  juftice  fall, 
If  (he  had  never  come  at  all. 
An  underling   I  could  not  rtir 
W^ithout  the  cue  thrown  out  by  her, 
Nor  fnm  the  fiibjed  aid  receive 
Until  ftie  came,  and  gave  me  leave. 
So  that  i^ye  fons  of  erudition 
Mark,  this  is  but  a  fuppoficion, 
Nor  wc  uld  I  to  fo  wife  a  nation 
Suggeft  It  as  a  revelation) 
If  hen^forth  dully  turning  o*er 
Page  af'er  page,  ye  read  no  more 
Of  Fanny,  who,  in  lea  or  air. 
May  be  departed  God  knows  where. 
Rail  at  jilt  fortune,  but  agree 
No  cenfure  can  be  laid  on  me. 
For  lure  (the  caufe  let  Mansfield  try) 
Fanny  is  in  the  fault   not  I. 

But  to  return — and  this  I  hold, 
A  fecret  worth    ts  weight  in  gold 
To  thofe  wl)0  write,  as  I  write  now, 
Not  to  mind  where  they  go,  or  how, 
Through  ditch,  through  bog,  o'er  hedge  and  ftilc ', 
l^ake  it  but  woith  the  reader's  while, 


And  keep  a  paffage  fair  and  plaia 
Always  to  bring  him  back  again. 
Through  dirt,  who  fcruples  to  approach, 
At  pleafure's  call,  to  take  a  coach  1 
But  we  fhould  think  the  man  a  clown 
Who  in  the  dirt  (hould  let  us  down. 
But  to  return — if  wit,  who  ne'er 
The  {hackles  of  reftraint  could  bear. 
In  wayward  humour  fhould  refufe 
Her  timely  fuccour  to  the  mufe. 
And  to  no  rules  and  orders  tied, 
Roughly  deny  to  be  her  guide. 
She  mufl  renounce  ^/fwruOT'j  plan, 
And  get  back  when  and  how  {he  can ; 
As  far/ons,  who,  without  pretext, 
As  fuon  asmention'd,  quit  their  text, 
And,  to  promote  {leep's  genial  pow'r, 
Grope  in  the  dark  for  half  an  hour, 
Give  no  more  reafon  (for  we  know 
Reafon  is  vulgar,  mean,  and  low) 
Why  they  come  back  ({hould  it  hefal 
That  ever  they  come  back  at  all) 
Into  the  road,  to  end  the  rout, 
Than  they  can  give  why  they  went  out. 

But  to  return — this  book — the  GuosT— . 
A  mere  amufement  at  the  mod, 
A  trifle,  fit  to  wear  away 
The  horrors  of  a  rainy  day, 
A  flight  fho^  filk.for  fummerwear, 
Juft  as  cur  modern  ftatefmen  are. 
If  rigid  honefty  permit 
That  I  for  once  purloin  the  wit 
Of  him,  who,  were  we  all  to  Ileal, 
Is  much  too  rich  the  theft  to  feel. 
Yet  in  this  book,  where  eafe  {hould  join 
\\^i:h  jr.irth  tofugar  ev'ry  line. 
Where  it  {hould  all  be  mere  chit-chat. 
Lively,  go  d-humour'd,  and  all  that. 
Where  bonejl  fatire,  in  difgrace. 
Should  not  fo  much  as  Ihjw  her  face, 
I  he  {htew;  o'erleaplng  all  due  bounds. 
Breaks  into  laughter's  facred  grounds. 
And,  in  contempt,  plays  o'er  her  tricks 
In  fcience,  trade,  and  pelitics. 

But  why  fhould  the  di{lemper'd  fcold 
Attempt  to  blacken  men  enroU'd 
In  pnw'rs  dread  book,  whole  mighty  Ikill 
Can  twift  an  empire  to  their  will; 
Whofe  voice  is  fate,  and  on  their  tongue 
Lazv,  liberty    and   //>,  arc  hung; 
■Whom,  on  inquiry,  truth  (hall  find 
With  Scuarti!  link'd,  time  out  of  mind 
Superior  to  their  country's  laws, 
Defenders  of  a  tyrant's  caufe  ; 
Men,  who  the  iame  damn'd  maxims  hoM 
Dariiy,  which  they  avow'd  of  old; 
Who,  though  by  diff 'rent  means,  purfue 
The  end  which  they  had  firft  in  view. 
And,  forte  found  vain,  now  play  their  part 
With  much  lefs  honour,  much  more  art  ? 
Why,  at  the  corners  of  the  ftreets. 
To  ev'ry  patriot  drudge  fhe  meets. 
Known  or  unknown,  with  furious  cry 
Should  file  wild  clamours  vent;  or  why, 
The  minds  ol groundlings  to  inflame, 
A  Dafhwood,  Bute,  and  Wyndham  name  ? 
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Why,  having  not  to  Our  furprlfe 

The  fear  of  death  before  her  eyes, 

Bearinuj,  and  that  but  now  and  then, 

No  other  weapon  but  her  pen, 

Should  ftie  an  argument  afford. 

For  blood,  to  men  who  ivear  afword; 

Men,  who  can  nicely  trim  and  pare 

A  point  of  honour  to  a  hair 

(Honour — a  word  of  nice  import, 

A  pretty  trinket  in  a  court, 

which  my  /ori  quite  in  rapture  feels 

Dangling  and  rattling  with  his  feals— 

Honour — a  word,  which  all  the  nine 

Would  be  much  puzzled  to  define — 

Honour — a  word  which  torture  mocks, 

And  mi^ht  confound  a  thoufand  Lockes— 

Which  (for  I  leave  to  wifcr  heads, 

Who  fii-lds  of  death  prefer  to  beds 

Of  down,  to  find  out,  if  they  can, 

What  honour  is,  on  their  wild  plan) 

\snot,  to  take  it  in  their  way. 

And  this  we  fure  may  dare  to  fay. 

Without  incurring^  an  offence, 

Couragt,  laiv,  bonejly,  or  fenfe  ; 

Men,  who  all  fpirit,  life,  and  foul, 

Neat  butchers  of  a  button-hole. 

Having  more  flcill.  believe  it  true 

That  they  niuft  have  more  courage  too ; 

Men,  who  without  a  place  or  name. 

Their  fortunes  fpeechlefs  as  their  fame. 

Would  by  the  fword  new  fortunes  carve, 

And  rather  die  in  fight  than  flarve  I 

At  coronatiof.s,  a  vail  field 

Which  food  of  ev'ry  kind  might  yield, 

Of  good  found  food,  at  once  mod  fit 

For  purpofes  of  health  and  wit, 

Could  not  ambitious  fatire  reft. 

Content  with  what  fhe  might  digeft  ? 

Could  fhe  not  feaft  on  things  of  courfe, 

A  champiuii,  or  a  champion's  Lorfe  F 

A  champion's  horfe — -no,  better  fay. 

Though  better  figur'd  on  that  day — 

Ahorfi,  which  might  appear  to  us. 

Who  deal  in  rhyme,  a  Pegafus ; 

A  liJcr,  who,  when  once  got  on, 

Might  pafs  for  a  Bellerf>phon, 

Dropt  on  a  fuddcn  from  the  Ikies, 

To  catch  and  fix  our  wond'ring  eyes, 

To  witch,  with  wand  inftead  of  whip, 

The  world  with  noLl.^  horfemanfhip, 

To  twift  and  twine,  both  horfe  and  manj 

On  fu-ch  a  well  concerted  plan. 

That  w7;/ju;-like,  when  all  was- done, 

We  Icarcc  could  think  they  were  not  one  ? 

Could  flie  nor  to  our  itching  ears 

Bring  the  new  names  of  nezv-coin'd  peers, 

Who  walk'd,  nobility  forgot. 

With  fhoulders  fitter  for  a  knot 

Than  robes  of  hon'ur  ;  for  whofefake 

Heralds  in  form  were  forc'd  to  make. 

To  make,  becaiife  they  could  not  find, 

Great  predectffors  to  their  mind? 

Could  {he  not  (thougli  'tis  doubtful  fmcc 

Whether  he  -..tirbti  is,  or  i>!  r.ce) 

Tell  of  a  finipk  knights  advance 

T#  be  %  doughtjr  pser  of  Fr^n::  ; 


Tell  how  he  did  a  dukedom  gam," 
And  Robinfon  was  A.quitain  "  ; 
Tell  how  her  city-chiefs  difgrac'd, 
Were  at  an  empty  table  plac  d  ? 
A  grofs  neglecft,  which,  whiift  they  live, 
They  cant't  forget,  and  won't  forgive; 
A  grofs  negleit  of  all  thofe  rights 
Whifh  march  with  city  appetites  ; 
Of  all  thofe  canons,  which  we  find 
By  \A:itlon\i,  tims  out  of  mind, 
Eftablifti'd  ;  which  they  ever  hold 
Dearer  than  any  thing  but  gold  : 

Thanks  to  my  ftars — I  now  fee  fliore — 
Of  cijurrier>,  and  of  courts  no  more — 
Thus  ftumbling  «jn  my  city  friends, 
Blind  chance  my  guide,  my  purpole  beads 
In  line  dire<fl,  and  fliall  purfue 
The  point  which  1  had  firft  in  view. 
No  more  (hall  with  the  reader  fport. 
Till  I  have  feen  him  fafe  in  port. 
Hulh'd  be  each  fear — no  m  re  1  bear 
Through  the  wide  regions  of  the  air 
The  reader  terrified,  no  more 
Wild  ocean's  horrid  path»>  expire. 
Be  the  plain  track  from  henceforth  mine— • 
Crop-rodJs  to  Allen  |-  I  nfign — 
Allen,  the  honour  of  this  nation, 
Allen,  hinifelf  a  corboration, 
Alien,  of  late  notorious  grown 
For  writings  none,  or  all  his  own, 
Allen,  the  firft  of  ctter'd  men, 
Since  the  joo^:'  bilhop  hold-^  his  pen, 
And  at  his  elbow  takes  his  ftand 
To  mend  his  head,  and  guide  his  hand. 
But  hold — once  more  J grejfton  hence — 

Let  us  return  to  Cominon-S  nfe ; 

The  car  of  Phabus  I  difcharge. 

My  carriage  no*  a  Lord- Mayor's /'ar^f. 

Suppnfe  we  now — we  may  fuppofe 
In  verfe,  what  w  'uld  he  fin  in  profe — 
The  fky.with.darknefs  overfiiread. 
And  ev'ry  ftar  retir'd  to  bed  ; 
The  gewgaw  robes  of  pomp  and  pride 
In  fome  dark  corner  thrown  afide  ; 
Great  krds  and  '.adus  giving  way 
To  what  they  feem  to  fcorn  by  day. 
The  real  ffeluigs  of  the  heart. 
And  natiire  taking  place  of  art; 
D.J'ire  triumphant  through  the  night, 
And  bdiiuty  panrmg  with  delight; 
Chiifl  ti,  woman's  faireft  crown. 
Till  the  return  of  morn  laid  down, 
Then  to  be  worn  again  as  bright 
Asif  not  fullied  in  the  night; 
Dull  Jcrcmouy,  bufinefs  o'er. 
Dreaming  in  form  at  Cottrell's  door; 
Frt:<.  ...  u'  trudging  all  about 
To  fee  the  candles  fafely  out. 
Bearing  a  mighty  m.iflsr-key. 
Habited  like  economy, 

*  t  the  coronation.  Sir  Thomas  RoLlnfon  Vialkett'as 
the  reprefentatiiie  0/  the  Duke  of  Aquitai?!. 

+  Raltih  AHen,  Efq  of  Prior  Pay  i.  near  Bath,  the 
cor fef pendent  of  Pope,  of  luhom  dltnucthy^  in  'Tvii 
1  Junes  J  is  f aid  to  hav:  ietn  the  reprefentaiite. 
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Stampinfr  each  loct  with  triple  feals, 
Mean  av'rice  creeping  at  her  heels. 
Suppofe  we  too,  like  flieep  in  pen, 

The  Alj\cr  and   Court  oj  jl/dtrrmen., 

Within  their  barge,  which  through  the  deep, 

The  rfwerjs  more  than  half  afltrp. 

M''v'd  flow,  as  overcharg'd  with  (late; 

Thames  groan 'd  beneath  the  mighty  weight, 

And  felt  that  h^iubls  heavier  far 

Than  a  whole  fleet  of  men  of  war. 

Meep  o'er  each  well-known  faithful  head 

With  lib'ral  hand  hi»  poppies  fl-.ed, 

Each  head,  by  dullnefs  render'd  fit 

Sleep  and  his  empire  to  admit. 

Through  the  whole  paflage  not  a  word, 

Not  one  faint,  weak,  half  found,  was  heard ; 

Sleep  had  prevail  d  to  overwhelm 

The  fleerfaian  nodding  o'er  the  helm ; 

The  rowers,  without  force  of  {kill, 

Left  the  dull  barge  to  drive  at  will ; 

To  fluggifli  'lars  fufpended  hung, 

And  even  Beardmore  *  held  his  tongue. 

C>  nnmerce,  regardful  of  a  freight, 

On  which  depei'ded  half  hery/-/c, 

Stepp  d  to  the  helm,  with  ready  hand 

She  lafely  clear'd  that  bank  of  fand, 

Where,  iiranded,  our  weft  co^jntry  fleet 

I>elay  and  danger  often  meet ; 

Till  Neptune,  anxious  for  the  trade. 

Comes  in  tbll  tides,  and  brings  them  aid. 

Next  (for  the  mufes  can  lurvey 

Objedts  by  night  as  well  as  day, 

Ni  'hing  prevents  their  taking  aim, 

Darknels  and  light  to  them  the  fame) 

They  paft  that  building,  which  of  old 

^-een-mothirs  was  defign'd  to  hold  j 

At  prefent  a  nif  re  iodgng-peu, 

A  palace  turn'd  into  a  den, 

To  barracks  turn'd,  and  foldiers  tread 

Where  li.iti-'goi  have  laid  their  head. 

Why  fiiould  we  mention  Suirey-freet, 

Where  ev'ry  week  grave  judges  meet, 

All  fitted  out  with  ijt/'.  andi'j. 

In  proper  form  to  drawl  out  law. 

To  fee  all  caules  duly  tried 

'Twixt  knave>  who  drive,  and  fools  who  ride  ? 

Why  at  the  Temple  {hoM\(\  we  flay  ? 

What  of  the  Tw^/t  dare  we  fay  } 

A  dangerous  ground  we  tread  on  there, 

And  wurds  perhaps  may  a(5lions  bear, 

Where,  as  the  brethren  or  the  leas 

Y'OTjjres.  the  lawyers  ply  for  fees. 

What  of  that  Lrh.W,  moll  wifely  made 

To  ferve  the  purpofes  of  trade, 

In  the  great  mart  of  all  this  nation, 

By  flopping  up  the  navigation. 

And  to  tha-  fand-bank  adding  weight, 

W  hich  is  already  much  too  gri-at  ? — 

What  of  that  hridgi-,  which,  void  of  fenfe. 

But  well  fupplied  with  impudence, 

E>.\djhmt>i  ki. owing  not  the  (ft';V, 

Thought  they  might  have  a  claim  to  build, 

"  *  An  attorney  and  common-council-man,  fupprifid  to 
Lave  a^orded  Jome  ajjijiance  at  times  to  "  The  Moni- 
tvr." 


Till  Paterfon,  as  white  as  m!l&, 

As  fmooth  as  oik  as  foft  as  filk. 

In  folenm  manner  had  decreed. 

That  on  the  other  fide  the  Tweed, 

Art,  born  and  bred,  and  fully  grown, 

Was  with  one  Mylne  *,  a  man  unknown. 

But  grace,  preferment,  and  renown 

Deferving,  juft  arriv'd  in  town  ; 

One  Mylne,  an  artifl  perfedl:  quite. 

Both  in  his  own  and  country's  right, 

As  fit  to  make  a  bridge,  as  he, 

With  gloriotis/'  ita'viigity. 

To  build  infcriptions  worthy  found 

To  lie  for  ever  under  ground. 

Much  more,  worth  obfervation  too, 
Wa-  this  a  feafon  to  purfue 
The  theme,  our  mufe  might  tell  in  rhyme  j- 
rhe  will  fhe  hath,  but  not  the  time  ; 
For,fwift  a^  fliaft  fiom  Indian  bow, 
( And  ivlieu  a  goddcfs  comes,  we  know, 
Surpufling  nature  ails  prevail. 
And  boars  want  neither  oar  nor  fail) 
The  vcflel  paft,  and  rcach'd  the  fliore 
So  quick,  that  thinight  was  fcarce  before. 

Suppofe  we  now  our  city~court 
Safely  delivcr'd  at  the  port, 
.And,  of  their  ftate  regardlefs  quite. 
Landed,  like  fmuggled  good?,  by  nigh'; 
The  folemn  niagiftrate  laid  down, 
The  dignity  of  robe  and  gown, 
With  ev'ry  other  erfign  g"ne, 
Suppofe  the  woollen  nightcap  on  : 
rhe  Jt/b-Ln.fr  US  d  with  decent  ftate 
To  make  the  fpirit>  ci'-culate, 
(A  form,  which,  to  the  fenles  true, 
The  liq'fiih  chaplain  ufe--  too, 
rhi  ugh,  fomething  to  improve  the  plaji. 
He  takes  the  maid  inftead  of  man) 
Swath'd,  and  with  flainel  cover'd  o'ef 
To  fti'W  the  vigour  of  threefcore. 
The  vigour  of  threefcore  and  ten 
Above  the  proof  of  younger  men, 
Suppofe  the  mighty  DuUman  led 
Betwixt  two  fldves,  and  put  to  bed; 
Suppiife  the  moment  he  liesdov.'n. 
No  miracle  in  this  great  town, 
The  drone  as  faft  aflerp  as  he 
Muft  in  the  courfe  cf  nature  be, 
Who, truth  for  our  hundation  take. 
When  up,  is  never  half  awake. 

There  let  him  fleep,  whilft  we  furvey 
The  preparations  for  the  day. 
That  day   on  which  was  to  he  fhowa 
Court  pride  hy  iit\-priJe  outdone. 

the  jealous  mother  fends  away, 
As  only  fit  for  childifli  play. 
That  dai.ghter,  who,  to  gall  her  pride, 
Shoots  up  too  forward  by  her  fide. 

The  -.!  ri'tc/j,  of  God  and  mas  accurs'd, 
Of  all  hell's  inftruments  the  worft. 
Draws  forth  his pwnn,,  and  for  the  day 
Struts  in  fonic  fpendthrift's  vijn  array; 
Around  his  awkward  drxy  fliine 
The  treafures  of  Golconda's  mine  ; 

*    T&e  archite^  of  Bluchfriars  Brldgf, 
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Each  neiplihour,  w^th  a  jealous  glare. 
Beholds  her  fo'ly  publilh'd  tticre. 

G"  •■■men's,  well  fav  d  (an  anecdote 
Which  we  can  prove   or  would  nrt  quore) 
Garnicnrs  we!l-fav'd,  which  (irft  were  made, 
When  tailors,  to  pronsotc  their  tfadc,. 
>\gainft  the  I'  il-   in  arms  arofe.  : 

And  drove  them  out   or  made  them  clothes; 
(Jiivvvnts:  imni'  rtal,  without  end. 
Like  names,  and  titles,  which  defc^t^d 
SurceRively  from  fire  to  fon  ;  •       ,•»-  , 
Garments,  imlefs  fome  woik  is  dune 
Of  .  otr,  H'  t  fi.ftoi'd  to  a'ipear 
'Bove  once  at  nn^ft  in  ev'ry  year. 
Were  nov/,  in  folemn  form,  laid  bare 
To  'ake  the  benefit  of  air, 
An<i,  ere  they  came  to  be  employ'd 
On  thisfolemnitv   to  void 
That  fcent.  which  Riiffia's  leather  sjave 
From  vile  and  impiou";  moth  to  fave. 

E.ich  head  was  bufy   and  each  heart 
In  preparation  bore  a  part. 
Riiniiine  '•O'^ether  ail  a' out, 
The  fervant^  pur  er.ch  other  out. 
Till  the  I'rave  n1:iiler  had  ileC'eed, 
1  he  more  happ,  ever  the -wo    e  fpreil ; 
JVLifs,  witn  her  iit'le  eyes  hall-ciuh'd. 
Over  a  fmuegled  toilet  dos'd  ; 
The  ivaili/icr  ma/d.  whom  flory  notes 
A  very  fcrub  in  petticoats, 
Hir'd  fiT  one  woik.  but  doing  all. 
In  flumbe\s  lean'd  a^ainft  the  wall; 
JVIitlhiers,  fnrnmon'd  from  afar, 
Arriw'd  in  fh  als  at  Temple-Bar^ 
Istridllv  commanded  to  import 
CiT-loaois  of  foppery  from  court; 
With  labour'd  viuMe  dcfio;n 
Art  ftrove  to  ht  fuperhly  fine  ; 
Nature,  move  pleafing,  though  more  wild, 
Tau,;l  t  (itherwife  her  darling  ch  Id, 
And  cried  with  Ipiritcd  cljl't'ain, 
13e  H — ■ elegant  and  plain, 

JLo     from  the  clumbers  of  the  eafl, 
A  welcome  prelude  to  the  fcall. 
In  fjffr-.ii-  olaurd  ri-be  ai  ray'd, 
H)j;h  in  a  car  by  Vulcan  rviade, 
Who  work'd  for  J  ve  himfeif,  each  fteed 
High  mettled,  ol  cehlfial  breed, 
Pawirg  am)  pacing  all  the  way, 
Aurora  brought  thsf  widi'd-fi^r  day. 
And  held  her  empire,  till  outrun 
By  tliat  brave  jolly  jjroom  rhe  fun. 

I  he  trumpet — hark  '.  —  It  fpeaks — It  fwells 
The  loud  full  harmotiy — It  tells 
The  time  at  hand    when  Dullman,  led 
By  form,  hi.s  citizens  muft  head, 
And  march  thofe  troops,  which  at  his  call 
Were  now  ufTeniblcd  to   Guild- Hull, 
On  matters  of  imp'-rtance  gr-at 
To  court  ^nd  city,  church  ardjlate. 

F:om  end  to  end  the.  found  makes  way, 
All  hear  the  fijjnal  and  obey; 
Bu-  Dulhxan.  who,  hi*,  charge  forgot. 
By  M  rpheu    fcrter'd,  hea-d  it  not; 
Is'or  (.ould    fo  (ound  he  flept  and  fail, 
Hear  any  trutnpei  but  the  laft. 
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Crape,  ever  true  and  trufty  known,    . 
Stole  frcn  the  maids  bed  to  his  own, 
Then  in  the  fpiritualsof  pride. 
Planted  himfeif  at  Dullman's  fide, 
Thtice  did  the  ever- faithful  flave, 
With  voice  wnich  mi^ht  have  resch'd  the  grave, 
Astd  broke  death's  adamantine  chain, 
Ort  Dullman  call,  but  call'd  in  v;iin  ; 
Thrice  wi:h  an  arm,  which  might  have  made 
The  rhebin  boxer  curfc  his  tiade, 
The  drone  he  fiiook,  who  rear'd  the  head. 
And  thrice  fell  hack  A'  ^rd  on  his  bed, 
Wha'  could  be  don    ?  Where  force  hath  fait'd,  .'^ 
Policy  often  hath  prevail'd  ;  \ 

And  svhat    ;in  inference  moft  plain. 
Had  been,  C.a')e  th'  ught  might  be  again. 

Under  his  pillow  (IHII  in  mind 
The  proverb  kept,  'a/?  bind., fa j\ find), 
■Each  blrfl'cd  night  the  keys  were  laid. 
Which  Crape  to  draw  aw.iy  effay'd. 
What  not  the  pow'r  of  vice  or  arm 
C')u!d  do,  thi.s  did,  and  broke  the  charm; 
Quick  ffarted  he  with  ftupid  ftare, 
jFor  ull  hi.->  little  foul  was  there. 
'     Behold  hin-v-t,ikt'n  up,  rubb'd  down, 
!ln  eib'^w-chair,  and  morning  gown  ; 
'Behold  him    in  his  latter    .loom,  \ 

'S'ri]ip'd   wafii'dj  and  l(rirk!cd  with  perfume;       , 
Behold  him,  i>ending  with  the  weight 
Of  robes  and  trumperv  of  (late  ; 
Behold  him,  (for  the  maxim's  true, 
VVhate'cr  we  by  anotiver  do. 
We  do  ourlelves:  and  chaplain  paid. 
Like  flaves  in  cv'ry  other  trade. 
Had  mutter'd  civer  Go.i  know.s  what, 
.•something  which  he  by  heart  had  got), 
'Having,  as'ufuil   fai4  hi-  pray'rs, 
(Jo  titter  totter  to  the  ftairs  ; 

Behdld  hi'ii,  for  dea^cen*  prepare,  ' 

With  one  foot  tremKling  in  the  air; 
Hijlurts,  he  paitfes  on  tlie  brink,  ,■ 

And,  I  ani  to  ciedit,  fetms  to  thinl ; 
Through  hi.',  whole  train  (the  chaplain  gave 
The  proper  cue  to  ev'ry  flav.  ) 
At  oi'ce,  as  if  inR(5fion  caught, 
ILdch  farted,  faus'd,  and  aim' d  a.t  thought; 
He  turns,  and  they  mm  ,  big  with  care, 
He  waddle?  to  his  elb'W-chair, 
Sjuats  d-wp..  and,  filent  f  .r  a  I'eafon, 
At  laft  with  Crape  begins  to  reafon  : 
But  firfl  of  all  he  made  a  fign 
1  hat  ev'ry  foul  but  the  divine, 
■ih'  uld  quit  the  room;   in  him  he  knows, 
He  may  all  confidence  repofe. 

Crape — though  I'm  yet  not  quite  awake — ■' 
B'-fore  thih  awful  fiep  I  take, 
On  wh.ich  my  future  all  depends, 
1  ought  to  know  my  foes  and  friends. 
By  foes  ai^d  friends,  ohferve  me  dill, 
I  meant  not  thcfe  v.  ho  well  or  ill 
Perhaps  nay  wifh  me,  but  thofe  who 
Have  't  in  their  power  to  do  it  too. 
Now  if  attentive  to  the  fiate, 
111  too  much  hurry  to  be  great. 
Or  ihrough  much  zeal,  a  motive,  Crape, 
Dei'ervinj  praife,  into  a  icrape 
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1.  Hke  a  fool,  am  gfot,  no  doubt, 
I,  like  a  wife  man,  fhouid  get  out. 
jy  't  that,  remark  without  replies, 
I  fay  that  to  get  out  is  wife. 
Or,  by  the  very  f-jf  fame  rule 
That  to  <ret  in  was  like  a  fool : 
The  marro'.v  of  this  argument 
Wuft  wholly  reft  on  the  event; 
And  therefore  which  is  really  hard, 
Againll  evcnrs  too  I  muft  guard. 

Sh-)uld  things  continue  as  thtyjland, 
And  Bute  prevail  through  all  the  land 
"Without  a  rival,  by  his  aid. 
My  fortunes  in  a  trice  are  made; 
J\ay,  honours  on  my  zeal  may  fmile. 
And  (lamp  me  Earl  of  fome  great  ifle  : 
But  if,  a  matter  of  much  doubt, 
The  prcfent  rninifter  goes  out. 
Fain  would  I  know  on  what  pretext 
I  can  ftand  fairly  with  the  next  i 
For  as  my  aim  at  ev'ry  hour 
Is  to  be  well  with  thofe  irt  pow'r, 
And  mv  material  point  of  view, 
"Whoever's  in,  to  be  in  too, 
1  (hould  n't,  like  a  blockhead,  choofe 
To  gain  the/e  fo  as  tho/e  to  lofe  : 
'Tis  good  m  ev'ry  cafe,  you  know. 
To  have  two  firings  unto  our  bow. 

As  one  in  wonder  lofl.  Crape  view'd 
His  lord,  who  thu?  his  fpcech  purfu'd. 

This,  my  good  Crape,  is  my  grand  point, 
And  a^  the  times  are  out  of  joint. 
The  greater  caution  is  requir'd 
To  bring  about  the  point  defir'd. 
What  I  would  wifli  to  bring  about, 
Cinnot  admit  a  moment's  doubt; 
The  matter  in  diff  ufe,  you  know, 
I^what  we  call  the  q  tomodo. 
Tr.at  be  thy  talk. — The  rev  rend  flave, 
Becoming  in  a  riioment  grave, 
Fix'd  to  the  ground  and  i'ooted  flood, 
Ju(l  like  a  man  cut  out  of  wood  ; 
Sui:h  as  we  fee  fwithout  the  leaft 
Rtifledion  glancing  on  the  pried) 
One  or  more,  planted  up  and  down, 
Almofl  in  ev'ry  church  in  town  : 
He  flood  fome  minutes;  then,  like  one 
Wlio  wiib'd  the  matter  might  be  done. 
But  could  not  do  it,  (hook  his  head, 
And  thus  the  man  of  forrow  faid  : 

Hard  is  this  talk,  too  h;ird  I  fweJir, 
By  much  too  hard  for  me  to  bear ; 
Beyrnd  exprefuon  hard  my  part, 
C6uld  mighty  Dullman  fee  my  heart, 
When  he,  alas !  makes  known  a  will, 
Which  Crape's  not  able  to  fulfil. 
Was  ever  my  obedience  barr'd 
By  any  trifling  nice  regard 
To  fenfe  and  honour  ?  Could  I  reach 
Thy  meaning  without  help  of  fpeech. 
At  the  fird  motion  of  thy  eye 
Did  not  thy  faithful  creature  fly  ? 
Have  I  not  faid,  m  t  what  I  ought, 
But  v;hat  by  earthly  mailer  taught  ? 
Dii  I  e'er  v«reigh,  through  duty  (Irong, 
Injby  great  biddings^  right  and  wiong  ? 
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Did  ever  int'reft,  to  whom  thou 

Can'd  not  with  more  devotion  bow, 

Warp  my  found  faith,  or  will  of  mine 

In  contradicflion  run  to  thine  .' 

Have  I  not,  at  thy  table  plac'd, 

When  bufnicfs  caU'd  aloud  for  hafte; 

Torn  myfeif  thence,  yet  never  heard 

To  uttcrone  complaining  word, 

And  had,  till  thy  great  work  was  doncj 

All  appetites  Ss  having  none  ? 

Hard  is  it,  this  great  plan  purfu'd 

Of  voluntary  fervitude  ; 

Purfu'd  without  or  (hame  or  fear, 

Through  the  great  circle  of  the  year; 

Now  to  receive,  in  this  grand  heur, 

Commands  which  lie  beyond  my  pow'r ; 

Commands  which  baffle  all  my  fkill, 

And  leave  me  nothing  but  my  will : 

Be  that  accepted  ;  let  my  Lord 

Indulgence  to  his  (lave  afford  ; 

This  talk,  for  my  poor  ftrength  unfit. 

Will  yield  to  none  but  Dullman's  wit. 

With  fiich  grofsincenfe  gratified. 
And  turning  up  the  lip  of  pride. 
Poor  Crape — and  (book  his  empty  head — • 
Poor  puzzled  Crape,  wife  Dullman  faid. 
Of  judgment  weak,  of  fenfe  confin'd, 
For  things  of  lower  note  defign'd. 
For  things  within  the  vulgar  reach, 
To  run  o/"  errands,  and  to  preach. 
Well  haft  thou  judg'd,  that  heads  like  mine 
Cannot  want  help  from  heads  like  thine  ; 
Well  haft  thou  judg'd  thyfelf  unmeet 
'  )i  fuch  high  argument  to  treat ; 
'Twas  but  to  try  thee  that  I  fpoke, 
And  all  I  faid  was  but  a  joke. 

Nor  think  a  joke,  Crape,  a  difgrace 
Or  to  my  perfon,  or  my  place  ; 
The  wifeft  of  the  fons  of  men 
Have  deign'd  to  ufe  them  now  and  then  ; 
The  only  caution,  do  you  fee, 
Demanded  by  our  dignity, 
Fr  m  common  ufe  and  men  exeriipt. 
Is,  that  they  may  not  breed  Contempt. 
Great  ufe  they  have,  when  in  the  hands 
Of  one,  like  me,  who  iinderftands; 
Who  underftands  the  time  and  place. 
The  perfons,  manner,  and  the  grace. 
Which  fools  neglgdl ;  fo  that  we  find,  ' 
If  all  the  requifites  are  join'd. 
From  whence  a  perfeA  joke  muft  fprlng," 
A  joke's  a  very  ferious  thing. 

But  to  our  bufinefs— -My  defign. 
Which  gave  fo  rough  a  (hock  to  thine. 
To  my  capacity  is  made 
As  ready  as  a  fraud  in  trade. 
Which  like  broad-cloth,  I  can,  with  eafc, 
Cut  out  in  any  (hape  I  pleafc. 

Soim^  in  my  circumftance,  fome  few, 
Aye,  and  thofe  men  of  genius  too. 
Good  men,  who,  without  love  or  hate. 
Whether  they  early  rife  or  late, 
With  names  imcrack'd,  and  credit  found/ 
Rife  w  rth  a  hundred  thoufand  pound. 
By  threadbare  ways  and  means  would  try 
To  beat  their  po  nt ;  fo  will  not  I. 
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New  methods  fliall  my  Tvifdom  find 
To  fuit  thefe  matters  to  my  mind, 
So  that  the  infidel<  at  court, 
Who  make  our  city  wits  their  fport, 
Shall  hail  the  honours  of  my  reigri, 
And  own  that  Dullman  bears  a  brain. 

Some,  in  my  place,  to  gain  their  ends, 
Would  give  relations  up,  and  friends; 
V/ould  lend  a  wife,  who  they  might  fwear 
Safely,  was  none  the  worfe  for  v.'ear; 
Would  fee  a  daughter,  yet  a  maid, 
Into  a  ftatefman's  arms  brtray'd; 
Nay,  fhould  the  girl  prove  coy,  nor  know 
What  daughters  to  a  father  owe, 
Sooner  than  fchemes  fo  nobly  j'lann'd 
Should  fail,  themfelves  would  lend  a  hand; 
Wuuld  vote  on  one  fide,  whilft  a  brother, 
Pnpcrly  taught,  would  vote  on  t'  other; 
Would  ev'ry  petty  band  forget ; 
The  public  eye  be  with  one  fet, 
In  private  with  zfecond  herd. 
And  be  by  proxy  with  a  third\ 
Would  (like  a  queen,  oi  whom  I  read 
The  other  day — her  name  is  fled  — 
In  a  book  (where,  together  bound, 
Whittington  and  his  cat  I  f  und, 
A  tale  mod  true,  and  free  from  art, 
Which  all  Lord- Mayors  fhould  have  by  heart) 
A  queen  (O  might  thofe  days  begin 
Afrefk  when  queens  would  learn  to  fpin) 
Who  wrought,  and  wrought,  but  for  fume  plot, 
The  caufe  of  which  I've  now  forgot, 
During  the  abfencc  of  the  fun- 
Undid  what  (he  by  day  had  done) 
Whilft  they  a  double  vifage.  wear. 
What's  fworn  by  day,  by  night  unfwear. 

Such  be  their  arts,  and  fuch  perchance 
May  happily  their  ends  advance  : 
From  a  new  lyftem  mine  fliall  fpring, 
A  locum- tenens  is  the  thing. 
That's  your  true  plan. —  i"o  obligate 
The  prefcnt  miniflers  of  ftate, 
JAy  f'.adoii}  fhall  our  court  approach. 
And  bear  my  powr ,  and  have  my  coach  ; 
"lAj  futejiate  coach,  fuperb  to  view, 
AJineJIats  coach,  and  paid  for  too  ; 
To  curry  favour,  and  the  grace 
Obtain,  of  thofe  who're  out  of  place  : 
In  the  mean  time  /--that's  to  fay — 
/  proper,  i  myit\i---le)e  flay. 

But  hold — perhaps  unto  the  nation, 
Who  hate  the  Scot's  adminidration, 
To  lend  my  coach  may  feem  to  be 
Declaring  for  the  miniftry  ; 
For  where  the  city  coach  is,  there 
Is  the  true  effence  of  the  Mayor  : 
Therefore  (for  wife  men  are  intent 
Evils  at  diftance  to  prevent, 
Whilft  fools  the  evils  firft  endure, 
And  then  are  plagu'd  to  feek  a  cure) 
No  coach — a  horfe — and  free  from  fear 
To  make  our  Deputy  appear. 
Fad  on  his  back  fhall  he  be  tied, 
With  two  grooms  marching  by  his  fide  : 
Then  for  a  horfe — through  all  the  land, 
To  head  our  fo!?nin  city-band, 
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Can  any  one  fo  fit  be  found. 

As  he,  who  in  ArtilVry  ground, 

Without  a  rider,  noble  light. 

Led  on  our  braveft  troops  to  fight. 
But  firft,  Crape,  for  my  honour's  fakc, 

A  lender  point,  inquiry  make 

About  that  horfe,  if  the  difputc 

Is  ended,  or  is  ilill  in  fuit. 

For  whilft  a  caufe  (obferve  this  plan 

Of  jnftice)  whethtr  horfe  or  man 

The  parties  be,  remains  in  doubt, 

Till  'tis  determin'd  out  and  out, 

That  pow'r  muft  tyranny  appear. 

Which  ihoxAiS, prejudging,  inttrfere, 

And  weak  faint  judges  over-awe 

To  bias  the  free  courfe  of  law. 

You  have  my  will — now  quickly  run, 

And  take  care  that  my  will  be  done. 

In  public.  Crape,  you  muft  appear, 

Whilft  I  in  privacy  fit  here  ; 

Here  fhall  great  Dullman  fit  alone, 

Making  this  elbow-chair  my  throne, 

And  you,  performing  what  I  bid, 

Do  all,  as  if  I  nothing  did. 

Crape  heard,  and  fpeeded  on  his  way; 

With  him  to  hear  was  to  obey. 

Not  without  trouble,  be  affur'd, 

A  proper  proxy  was  procur'd 

To  ferve  luch  infamous  intent, 

And  fuch  a  lord  to  reprefent ; 

Nor  could  one  have  been  found  at  all 

On  t'other  fide  oi  London -ivall. 

The  trumpet  founds — Iblemn  and  flow 

Behold  the  grand  proceffion  go. 

All  moving  on,  cat  after  kind. 

As  if  for  motion  ne'er  defign'd. 
Confahles,  whom  the  laws  admit 

To  keep  the  peace  by  breaking  it ; 

Beadles,  who  hold  the  fecond  place 

By  virtue  of  a  filver  mace. 

Which  cv'ry  Saturday  is  drawn. 

For  ufe  of  Sunday,  out  of  pawn  ; 

Treafurers,  who  with  empty  key 

Sf.cur,»  an  empty  treafury  ; 

Church-duardens,  who  their  courfe  purfue 

In  the  fame  ftatc,  as  to  their  pew 

Churchivardens  of  Saint  JiTorg'ret  go. 

Since  Peirfon  taught  them  pride  and  fliow,_ 

Who  in  (hort  tranfient  pomp  appear, 

Like  almanacks  chang'd  ev'ry  year. 

Behind  whom,  with  unbroken  locks, 

Charity  carries  the  Poor's  Box, 

Not  knowing  that  with  private  keys 

They  opu  and  fliut  it  when  they  pleafe; 

O-vetfeers,  who  by  frauds  enlure 

The  heavy  curfes  of  the  poor  ; 

Unclean  came  flocking,  Bulls  and  Beart, 

Like  beafts  into  the  ark,  by  pairs. 
Portentous  flaming  in  the  van 

Stalk'd  the  Profjfor  Sheridan  ; 

A  man  of  ivire,  a  mere  Pontine, 

A  downright  animal  machine. 

He  knows  alone  in  proper  mode 

How  to  take  vtn'i;;  ance  on  an  Ode, 
.  And  how  tn  butcher  Amnion's  Ion 
'  Arid  poor  Jacl  Drydsn  both  in  one. 
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On  all  occjfions  next  the  cliair 

He  ftands  for  fcrvice  of  the  mayor, 

And  to  inftruift  him  how  to  nfe 

His  fl'/  and  b's,  and  p's  and  y'i. 

O'er  letters^  intn  takers  worn, 

(VcTfyllabUs   defjc'd  and  torn, 

O'er  ivords  disjointed,  and  6'erfcnfe 

J,efr  deftitute  of  all  defence, 

Hj  ftridcs,  and  all  the  way  he  s"""- 

^^'■ades,  deep  in  blood,  o'er  Cri/^-Crvfi-Ro-ius. 

Before  him,  ev'ry  Confonant 

In  a£jonies  is  feen  to  jiaht ; 

ISehind.  in  forms  not  to  he  known. 

The  phofts  of  tcrtiir'd  Foivds  groan. 

Next  H.irt  and  Duke,  wtll  worthy  grace 
And  city  f  ivour,  rame  in  place. 
No  children  can  their  toils  engage, 
Their  toils  are  turn'd  to  rev'rtnd  age. 
When  a  Com t- Dame,  to  grace  liis  brows 
Uefi  Iv'd,  is  wed  t>i  city  fpoufj, 
Their  ai.l  with  AiW./.7;'j  aid  muft  join 
The  awkwnrd  dotard  to  refine, 
And  teach,  wliencc  trueft  glury  fiows. 
Grave  Sixty  to  turn  cut  his  toes. 
ii"'3ch  bore  in  hand  a  kit,  and  each 
To  flow  how  fit  he  was  to  teach 
A  Cii,  an  Alderman,  a  Mcyor, 
Led  in  a  firing  a  dancing  hear. 

Sin;e  the  revival  of  Fingal, 
Cuftom,  and  cuilom's  all  in  all. 
Commands  that  wc  flioiild  have  regard. 
On  all  liigh  Lafons,  to  the  Bard. 
Oreat  adls  like  thefc,  by  vulgar  tongue 
I'rcfan'd,  Ihonld  not  be  faid,  but  fung. 
This  placft  to  fill,  rcnown'd  in  fame, 
'J"he  high  and  mighty  Lockman  '  came; 
And,  ne'er  forgot  in  Dullman's  reign. 
With  proper  order  to  maintain 
The  unifurmily  cii  pride. 
Brought  brother  Whitehead  by  hi?  fide. 

On  horfe,  Vi-ho  proudly  paw'd  the  ground, 
'  And  caft  his  fiery  eye-balls  round, 
.'-ncrtin"',  and  champing  rho  rude  bit, 
As  if,  for  warlike  purpofs  fit, 
\V\i  high  and  gen'rous  blood  difdain'd 
To  be  for  fpnrts  and  paftiiiies  rein'd, 
(Ireat  Dymnck,  in  hi5  glorious  flation, 
]*arjd>ed  at  the  coronation. 
Not  fo  our  City  Dymock  camq, 
Heavy,  difpiriied,  and  tame  ; 
T,'o  mark  ol  fenfe,  his  eyes  h?,lfclos'd, 
lie  en  a  m'xg^ly  dray-horfe  dtz'd. 
■  I'ate  never  could  a  liorfe  provide 
fio  fit  for  fiich  a  man  to  ride  ; 
Nor  find  a  man,  with  ftricleft  care, 
So  fit  for  fuch  a  hor.'V:  to  bear. 
H-.ing  rou::d  with  inilruments  of  death. 
The  fight  of  him  would  flop  the  breath 
Of  b'Sggart  cowardice,  and  make 
The  very  Court  Draivcanj'tr  quake. 
Wich  dirLt,  which,  in  the  hands  of  fpite, 
Do  their  damn'd  bufinefs  in  the  night, 

■*  '^[ohn  Loclman,  feceta  y  to  the  EriUJh  herring 
'fi.:e-y,  autho--  of  tminy  forgot  ten  foem:,  and  t,  anfator 
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From  Scotland  fent,  but  here  difplay'd 

Only  to  fill  up  the  parade; 

WithyVforfl'j,  unflefli'd,  of  maiden  hue, 

Which  rage  or  valour  never  drew  ; 

With  blunderbujfes ,  taught  to  ride. 

Like  poctet-pifols,  by  his  fide, 

In  girdle  fluck,  he  feem'd  to  be 

A  little  moving  armoty. 

One  thing  much  wanting  to  complete 

The  fight,  and  m^ke  a  perfedl  treat, 

Was,  that  the  horfe  (a  courtefy 

In  horfes  found  of  high  degree) 

Inftead  of  go'xngforivard  on, 

All  the  way  backivard  lliould  have  gone. 

Horfes,  unlefs  they  breeding  lack, 

Some  fcruple  make  to  turn  their  back, 

Though  riders,  which  plain  truth  declares. 

No  fcruple  make  of  turning  theirs. 

Far,  far  apart  from  all  the  reft, 
Fit  only  for  a  (landing  jell. 
The  independent  (can  you  get 
A  better  fuited  epithet) 
The  independent  Amyand  came. 
All  burning  with  the  facred  name 
Of  liberty,  which  well  he  knows 
On  the  great  Hock  of  flav'ry  grows. 
Like  fparrow,  who,  depriv'd  of  mate 
Snatth'd  by  the  cruel  hand  of  fate, 
From  fpray  to  fpray  m  more  will  hop, 
But  fits  alone  on  the  houfe  top. 
Or  like  himfclf,  when  all  alone 
At  Croydon-  he  was  iie?.rd  to  groan, 
Lifiing  buth  hands  in  the  defence 
Of  intereft  and  common  ienfe  ; 
Both  hands,  for  as  no  other  man 
Adopted  and  purfu'd  his  plan. 
The  /t/z-hand  had  been  lonefome  quite, 
If  he  had  not  held  up  the  right. 
Apart  he  came,  and  fix'd  his  eyes 
With  rapture  on  a  diftant  prize. 
On  which  in  letters  worthy  note. 
There  "  twenty  thoufand  pounds"  was  wrote  ; 
Falfe  trap,  for  credit  fapp'd  is  found 
By  getting  twenty  thoufand  pound. 
Nay,  look  not  thus  on  me,  and  (tare 
Doubting  the  certainty. — To  fwear 
In  fuch  a  cafe  I  fliould  be  loth — 
But  Perry  Cull  '  may  take  his  oath. 

In  plain  and  decent  garb  array'd. 
With  the  prim  quaker  fraud  came  trade ; 
Connivance,  to  improve  the  plan. 
Habited  like  a  Juryman, 
Judging  as  intcrell  prevails, 
Came  next  with  meafures,  weights,  and  fcalcs; 
E.^ciortion  next,  of  hellifli  race, 
A  cub  mofl  damn'd,  to  (how  his  face 
Forbid  by  fear,  but  not  by  Ihamc, 

Turn'd  to  a  Jezv^  like came; 

Corruption,  Midas-hke,  behold 
Turning  whate'er  flie  touch'd  to  gold  ; 
Impotence  led  by  luft,  and  pride 
Strutting  with  Ponton  by  her  fide; 
Hypocrify, demure  and  fad, 
In  garments  of  the  priefthood  clad, 
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So  well  difguib'd,  that  you  might  fwear, 
Deceiv'd,  a  very  priefl  was  there  ; 
Bankruptcy,  full  of  eafe  and  health, 
And  wallowing  in  ivell-favd  wealth, 
Came  fneering  through  a  ruin'd  band, 

And  bringing  B in  her  hand  ; 

Vidlory  hanging  down  her  head, 

Was  by  a  Highland  ftaljion  led; 

Peace,  cloth'd  in  fables,  with  a  face 

Which  witnefs'd  fenfe  of  huge  difgrace. 

Which  fpake  a  deep  and  rooted  fliame 

Both  of  herfelf  and  of  her  name. 

Mourning  creeps  on,  and  blufhing  feels 

War,  grim  war  treading  on  her  heels; 

Pa/.;  credit,  fliaken  by  the  arts 

Of  men  with  bad  heads  and  wcrfe  hearts, 

Taking  no  notice  of  a  band 

Which  near  her  were  ordain'd  to  Hand, 

Well  nigh  deftroy'd  by  fickly  fit, 

Look'd  wiftful  all  around  for  Pitt ; 

Freedom — at  that  moft  hallow'd  name 

My  fpirits  mount  into  a  flame. 

Each  pulfe  beats  high,  and  each  nerve  firains 

E'en  to  the  cracking ;  through  my  veins 

The  tides  of  life  more  rapid  run, 

And  tell  me  I  am  freedom's  fon — 

Freedom  came  nest,  but  fcarce  was  feen, 

When  the  Iky,  which  appear'd  ferene 

And  gay  before,  was  overcaft  ; 

Horror  beilrode  z.  foreign  blafl:, 

And  from  the  J>ri/cn  of  the  North, 

To  freedom  deadly,  ftorms  burft  forth. 

A  car  like  thofe,  in  which,  we're  told. 
Our  wild  forefathers  warr'd  of  old, 
Loaded  with  death,  fix  horfes  bear 
Through  the  blank  region  of  the  air. 
Too  fierce  for  time  or  art  to  tame. 
They  pour'd  forth  mingled  fmoke  and  flame 
From  their  wide  noftriis ;  ev'ry  fteed 
Was  of  that  ancient  favage  breed 
Which  fell  Geryon  nurs'd  ;  their  food 
The  flcfli  of  man,  their  drink  his  blood. 

On  the  firfl  horfes,  il!-match'd  pair. 
This  fat  and  lleek,  that  lean  and  bare, 
Came  ill-match'd  riders  fide  by  fide, 
And  poverty  was  yok'd  with  pride. 
Union  moft  flrange  it  muft  appear, 
Till  other  unions  make  it  clear. 
Nexr,  in  the  gall  of  biiternefs, 
With  rage,  which  words  can  ill  exprefs, 
With  unforgiving  rage,  which  fprings 
From  a  falle  zeal  for  holy  things, 
Wearing  fuch  robes  as  prophets  wear, 
Falfe  prophets  plac'd  in  Peter's  chair  ; 
Oh  which,  in  characfters  of  fire, 
Shapes  antic,  horrible  and  dire, 
Inwoven  flam'd  ;  wliere,  to  the  view, 
In  groups  a;  pcar'd  a  rabble  crew 
Of  fainted  devils,  where  all  round 
Vile  rdiques  of  vile  men  were  found, 
Who,  worfe  than  devils,  from  the  birth 
Perform'd  the  work  of  hell  on  earth, 
^'•gglers,  liiquifitors,  and  Popes, 
Pointing  at  axes,  tvheels,  and  ropes. 
And  engines,  fram'd  on  horrid  plan, 
Which  none  but  the  deftroyer  man 


Could,  to  promnte  his  felfiih  viewp. 
Have  heads  to  make,  and  hearts  to  ufe ; 
Bearing,  to  confecrate  het  tricks, 
In  her  left  hand  a  crucjfx. 
Remembrance  of  our  dying  Lord, 
And  in  her  right  a  tiuo-edg'df-word; 
Having  her  brows,  in  impious  fport, 
Adorn'd  with  words  of  high  import. 
On  earth  peace,  amougjl  men  good-will, 
l.ove  bearing,  i.r\A  forbearing  ftiil, 
All  wrote  in  the  heart' s-blood  of  thofe 
who  rather  death  than  falfc-hood  chofe  ; 
On  her  bread  (where,  in  days  of  yore. 
When  God  lov'd  fcivs,  the  high-prleft  wore 
Thofe  oracles,  which  were  decreed 
T'  inftru6l  and  guide  the  chofen  feed) 
Having  with  glory  clad  and  flreiigth, 
1  he  virgin  pi<flur'd  zx  full  Imgib, 
Whilfl;  at  her  feet,  in  Imall  pnurtray'd. 
As  fcarce  worth  notice,  Chrilt  was  laid  ; 
Came  fuperfiition,  fierce  and  fell. 
An  imp  detefled,  e'en  in  heil ; 
Her  eye  inflam'd,  her  face  all  o'er 
Foully  befmear'd  with  human  gore, 
O'er  heaps  of  mangledyi/.v/j  flie  rode  ; 

Faft  at  her  heels  death  proudly  firode, 
And  grimly  fmil'd,  well-pleas'd  to  fee 

Such  havoc  of  mortality. 

Clofe  by  her  fide,  on  mifchief  bent, 

Ar.d  urging  on  each  bad  intent 
To  its  full  bearing,  favage,  wild. 

The  mother  fit  of  fuch  a  child. 

Striving  the  empire  to  advance 

Of  fin  and  death,  came  ignorance. 

With  looks,  where  dret-d  command  was  plac'di 

And  fov'reign  pow'r  by  pride  difgiac'd, 

Where  loudly  witne/Ting  a  mind 

Of  favage  more  than  human  kind, 

Not  choofing  to  be  lov'd,  but  fear'd. 

Mocking  at  right,  mifrule  appear'd. 
With  eyeballs  glaring  fiery  red. 

Enough  to  ftrike  btholdets  dead, 

Gnafliing  his  teeth,  and  in  a  flood 

Pouring  cotTuption  fcrth  ard  blood 

From  his  chaf 'd  jaws  ;  without  remorfe 

Whipping,  and  fpurring  on  his  horfe, 

Whole  fides,  in  their  own  blood  embay 'd, 

E'en  to  the  Lone  were  open  laid, 

Came  tyrnnny  ;  difdaining  awe, 

And  trampling  lyxtx  ferfe  and  Iw^k 

One  thinij  and  only  one  he  knew,  ^ 

One  objcift  only  would  piirfue. 

Though  k'fj  (fo  low  doth  psflion  bring) 

Than  man,  he  would  be  more  th;ui  king. 
With  ev'ry  argument  and  art 

Which  might  corrupt  the  head  and  heart, 

Soothing  the  frenzy  of  his  mind. 

Companion  meet,  was  fiattVy  jr  in'd. 

Winning  his  carriage,  ev'iy  look 

Employ'd,  whilil  it  ccnccal'd  a  hork; 

When  finiple  moil,  moft  to  be  fear'd  ; 

Moll  crafty  when  no  craft  appear'd  ; 

His  tales  no  man  like  him  cculd  teli ; 

His  words,  whlrh  mehtd  as  they  fell,  « 

Might  e'en  a  hypocrite  deceive,  j 

.  4n'4  make  an  ii.SdtI  believe, 
Kk  ij 
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Wantonly  cheating  o'er  and  o'er 
Thofe  who  had  cheated  been  before  : 
Such  flatt'ry  came  in  evil  hour, 
Pois'ning  the  royal  car  ol  pow'r, 
And,  grown  by  p  ojlitution  great. 
Would  be  firft  minlfter  of  (late. 

Within  the  chariot,  all  alone, 
High  feated  on  a  kind  of  throne. 
With  pebbles  grac'd,  a  figure  came, 
Whom  juftice  would,  but  dare  not  name. 
Hard  times  when  jullice,  without  fear. 
Dare  not  bring  forth  to  public  ear 
The  names  of  thofe,  who  dare  offend 
'Giinrt  juftice,  and  pervert  her  end  : 
But,  if  the  mufe  afford  me  grace, 
Defcription  Oiail  fupply  the  place. 
Inyir.  'j-v  garments  he  was  clad  : 
Hi:^.  ermine  o'er  the  glofTy  pLtd 
Caft  rev'rend  honour  ;  on  his  heart. 
Wrought  by  the  curious  hand  of  art, 
In  filver  'vvrought,  and  brighter  far 
Than  heav'nly  or  than  earthly  ftar. 
Shone  a  icbii;  lof. ,  the  emblem  dear 
Of  him  he  ever  niuft;  revere  ; 
Of  thit  dread  lord,  who  with  his  hofl 
Of  faithful  native  rebels  loft, 
Like  thofe  black  fpirits  doom'd  to  hell, 
At  once  from  pow'r  and  virtue  fell ; 
Around  his  clouded  brows  was  plac'd 
A  oo.-i-ict,  moft  fuperbly  grac'd 
With  mighty  tkifths,  nor  forgot 
The  facred  motto,  Tmuhmenot. 

In  the  right-hand  a  fword  he  bore 
Harder  than  adamant,  and  more 
Fatal  than  winds,  which  from  the  mouth 
Of  the  rough  north  invade  tiie  fouth  : 
The  reeking  blade  to  view  prefcnts 
The  blood  of  helplefs  innocents  ; 
And  on  the  hilt,  as  meek  become 
As  lambs  before  the  ftiearers  dumb, 
With  downcaft  eye,  and  folemn  fbow 
Of  deep  unutterable  woe, 
Mourning  the  time  when  freednm  reign'd, 
lafl  to  a  rock  was  juftice  chain'd. 

In  his  left-hand,  in  wax  impreft, 
With  bills  and  gewgaws  idly  dreft, 
An  '"!wgt,  caft  in  baby  mould, 
He  held,  and  feem'd  o'erjoy'd  to  hold. 
On  this  he  nx'd  his  eyes,  to  this 
Bowing  he  gave  the  loyal  kifs. 
And,  for  rebellion  fully  ripe, 
Scem'd  to  dcfire  the  antitype. 
What  if  to  \.Yi2.tprit:r,Jcrs  foes 
HIsgrcatnefs,  nay,  his  life  he  owes. 
Shall  common  obligations  bind. 
And  ftiakc  his  conftancy  of  mind? 
Scorning  fuch  weak  and  petty  chains, 
Faithful  to  Jatr.es  he  ftill  remains. 
Though  he  the  friend  of  George  appear : 
J)ilfin<ulat\on  s  "uirtue  here. 

Jealous  and  mean,  he  with  a  frown 
Would  av/e,  and  keep  all  merit  down, 
Nor  would  to  truth  and  juftice  bend, 
Unlefs  oiii-liiulied  hy  his //-;. /•(/.• 
Brave  with  the  coward,  with  the  brave 
ili  is  bimfsif  a  coward  flave ; 


Aw'd  by  his  fears,  he  has  no  heart 
To  take  a  great  and  open  part ; 
Mines  in  a  fubtle  train  he  fpring.i, 
And,  fecret,  fap»  the  ears  of  kings; 
But  not  e'en  there  cowinues  firm 
'Gainfl  the  refiftance  of  a  worm  : 
Born  in  a  country,  -u-h.-re  tbi  ■will 
Of  one  is  la-zv  to  all,  he  ftill 
Retain'd  ch'  infe^Tcion,  with  full  aim 
To  fpread  it  whercfoe'er  he  came ; 
Freedom  he  hated,  l.-.iv  defied. 
The  proftitute  of  pow'r  and  pride  : 
Lull'  he  with  eafe  explains  away. 
And  leads  bewilder'd  fenfe  aftray  ; 
Much  to  the  credit  of  his  brain 
Puzzles  the  caufe  he  can't  maintain. 
Proceeds  on  raoft  faniiliar  grounds. 
And,  where  he  can't  convince,  confounds;  - 
Talents  of  rareft  ftamp  and  fize. 
To  nature  falfe,  he  mifapplies. 
And  turns  to  poifon  what  was  fent 
For  purpofes  oi  nourifhment. 
Piiler.efsy  not  fuch  as  on  his  wings 
The  meffenger  of  fitknefs  brings. 
But  fuch  as  takes  its  coward  rife 
From  confcious  bafenefs,  confcious  vies, 
O'erfpread  his  cheeks;  d'.fdain  aad pride, 
To  upftart  fortunes  ever  tied, 
Scowl'd  on  his  brow  ;  within  his  eye, 
Infidious,  lurking  like  a  fpy 
To  caution  principled  by  fear, 
Not  daring  open  to  appear, 

Lodg'd  covert  tnifchief :  paffwn  hung 

On  his  lip  quiv'ring  ;  on  his  tongue 
Fraud  dwelt  at  large  ;  within  his  breaft 
All  that  makes  villain  found  a  neft. 
All  that,  on  hell's  completeft  plan. 
E'er  join'd  to  damn  the  heart  of  man. 

Soon  a»  the  car  reach'd  land,  he  rofe, 
And  with  a  look  which  might  liave  froze 
The  heart's  beft;  blood,  which  was  enough, 
Had  hearts  been  made  of  fterner  ftuff 
In  cities  than  elfcwhere,  to  make 
The  very  ftouteft  quail  and  quake. 
He  caft;  his  baleful  eyes  around. 
Fix'd  without  motion  to  the  ground. 
Fear  waiting  on  furprife,  all  ftood. 
And  horror  chili'd  their  curdled  blood : 
No  more  they  thought  oi pov:p,  no  more 
(For  they  had  feen  his  face  before) 
Of  Iniv  they  thought ;  the  caufe  forgot, 
Whether  it  was  or  gholl,  or  plot, 
Which  drew  them  there.     They  all  ftood  more 
Like  ftatucs  than  they  were  before. 

What  could  be  done  ?  Could  art,  could ■forcCj 
Or  both  drucift  a  proper  courfc 
To  make  this  favage  monfttr  tame, 
Or  fend  him  back  the  way  he  came  ? 
What  neither  art;  nor  force,  nor  both 
Could  do  a  ior./oi  foreign  growth, 
yl  /or'/  to  that  bafe  wre'ch  allied 
In  country,  not  in  vice  and  pride, 
iiff^-dled  :   from  the  fclf-fame  land, 
(Bad  news  for  our  blafphcming  bar.6 
Of  Icribblcrs,  but  dcferving  note) 
The  poifon  came,  and  aoddote. 


POEMS. 


517 


Abaih'd  the  tnonfler  hung  his  head  ; 

And  like  an  empty  vifion  fled  ; 

His  train,  like  virgin  fnows  which  run, 

Kifs'd  by  the  burning  bawdy  fun, 

To  love-fick  ftreams,  diflblv'd  in  air ; 

Joy,  who  from  abfence  feem'd  more  fair, 

Came  fmiling,  freed  from  flavifh  awe  j 

Loyalty,  liberty,  and  law. 

Impatient  of  the  galling  chain, 

And  yoke  of  pow'r,  refum'd  their  reign; 

And  burning  with  the  glorious  flame 

Of  public  virtue,  Mansfield  came. 


THE  CONFERENCE. 

GRACEfaid  in  form,  which  fceptics  muft  agree, 
When  they  are  told  that  grace  was  faid  by  me  ; 
The  fervancs  gone,  to  break  the  fcurvy  jeft 
On   the    proud    landlord,    and    his    threadbare 

gueft ; 
The  king  gone  round,  my  lady  too  withdrawn, 
My  I  rd,  in  ufual  tafte  began  to  yawn, 
And  lolling  backward  in  his  elbow-chair, 
With  an  infipid  kind  of  flnpid  {tare, 
Picking  his  teeth,  twirling  hi^feals  about— 
Churchill,  you  have  a  poem  coming  out. 
You've  my  befl  wifties ;  but  I  really  fear 
Your  mufe  in  general  is  too  fevere; 
Her  fpirit  feems  her  int'reft  to  oppofe. 
And  where  (he  makes  one  friend,  makes  twenty 
foes. 

C.  Your  lordfhip's  fears  are  juft,  1  feel  their 
force, 
But  only  feel  it  as  a  thing  of  courfe. 
The  man  whofe  hardy  fpirit  fhall  engage 
To  lafli  the  vices  of  a  guilty  age, 
At  his  firft  fetting  forward  ought  to  know. 
That  ev'ry  rogue  he  meets  muft  be  his  foe; 
That  the  rude  breath  of  fatire  will  provoke 
Many  who  feel,  and  more  who  fear  the  {Iroke. 
But  (hall  the  partial  rage  of  felfifh  men 
From  ftubborn  juftice  wrench  the  righteous  pen. 
Or  (liall  I  nftt  my  fettled  courfe  purfue,    . 
Becaufe  my  foes  are  foes  to  virtue  too  ? 

L,  What  is  this  boafted  virtue,  taught  infchools, 
And  idly  drawn  from  antiquated  rules? 
What  is  her  ufe  ?  Point  out  one  wholefome  end  : 
Will  file  hurt  foes,  or  can  (he  make  a  friend  i 
When  from  long  fafts  fierce  appetites  arife. 
Can  this  fame  virtue  flifle  nature's  cries  ? 
Can  file  the  pittance  of  a  meal  afford. 
Or  bid  thee  wtlcom.e  to  one  great  man's  board  ? 
When  northern  winds  the  rough  December  arm 
With  froft  and  fnow,  can  virtue  keep  thee  warm  ? 
Canfl  thou  difmifs  the  hard  unfeeling  dun. 
Barely  by  faying,  thou  art  virtue's  fon  ? 
Or  by  bafe  blund'ring  ftatefmen  fent  to  jail. 
Will  Mansfield  take  this  virtue  for  thy  bail? 
Believe  it  not,  the  name  is  in  difgrace, 
Virtue  and  Temple  nov?  are  out  of  place. 

Quit  then  this  meteor,  whole  delufive  ray 
From  wealth  and  honour  leads  thee  far  aftray. 
True  virtue  means,  let  reafon  ufe  her  eyes. 
Nothing  with  fools,  and  in^'reft  with  the  wife. 


Wouldfl  thou  be  gfeat,  her  patronage  difclaim, 
Nor  madly  triumph  in  fo  mean  a  name  : 
Let  nobler  wreaths  thy  happy  brows  adorn. 
And  leave  to  virtue  poverty  and  Icorn. 
Let  prudence  be  thy  guide ;  who  doth  not  know 
How  feldom  prudence  can  with  virtu-;  go  ? 
To  be  fuccefiful  try  ih.y  utmoft  force, 
And  virue  follows  as  a  thing  of  courfe. 

Hirco,  who  knows  not  Hirco  ?  ftains  the  bed 
Of  that  kind  mafter  who  firfl  gave  him  bread, 
ticatters  the  feeds  of  difcord  through  the  land, 
Breaks  ev'ry  public,  ev'ry  private  band, 
Beholds  with  joy  a  trufting;  friend  undone,- 
Betrays  a  brother,  and  would  cheat  a  fon : 
What  mortal  in  his  fcnfes  can  endure 
The  name  of  Hirco,  for  the  wretch  is  poor  |  , 

"  l>et  him  hang,  drown,  ftarve,  on  a  dunghill  rol^ 
"  By  all  detefted  live,  and  die  forgot ; 
"  Let  him,  a  poor  return,  in  ev'ry  breath 
"  Feel  all  death's  pains,  yet  be  whole  years  in 

"  death," 
Is  now  the  gen'ral  cry  we  all  purfue  : 
Let  fortune  change,  and  prudence  changes  too  5 
Supple  and  pliant  a  new  fyftem  feels, 
Throws  up  her  cap,  and  fpaniels  at  his  heels; 
Long  live  great  Hirco,  cries,  by  int'reft  taught. 
And  let  his  foes,  though  I  prove  one,  be  noughts 

C.  Peace  to  fuch  men,  if  fuch  men  can  havi, 
peace,  1 

Let  their  pofTeflions,  let  their  flate  increafe^      ,  .., 
Let  their  bafe  fervices  in  courts  flrikc  root. 
And  in  the  feafon  bring  forth  golden  fruit ; 
I  envy  not :  let  thofe  who  have  the  will, 
And,  with  fo  little  fpirit,  fo  much  fkill, 
With  fuch  vile  inftruments  their  fortunes  carve  ; 
Rogues  may  grow  fat,  an  honefl  man  dares  ftarve. 

L.  Thefe  flale  conceits  thrown  olT,  let  us  ad- 
vance 
For  once  to  real  life,  and  quit  romance. 
Starve  1  pretty  talking :   but  I  fiin  would  view- 
That  man,  that  honeft  man,  would  do  it  too. 
Hence  to  yon  mountain  which  outbraves  the  ikf. 
And  dart  from  pole  to  pole  the  flrengthen'd  eye^ 
Through  all  thatfpace  you  fhall  not  view  one  manj 
Not  one,  who  dares  to  ad  on  fuch  a  plan. 
Cowards  in  calms  will  fay,  what  in  a  ftorm 
The  brave  will  tremble  at,  and  not  perform. 
Thine  be  the  proof,  and,Tpite  of  all  you've  faid, 
You'd  give  your  honour  for  a  cruil  of  bread. 

C.  What  proof  might  do,  what  hunger  might 
effed. 
What  famifii'd  nature,  looking  with  negled 
On  all  file  once  held  dear,  what  fear,  at  ftrife 
With  fainting  virtue  for  the  means  of  life,  - 

Might  make  this  coward  flefli,  ia  love  with  breath 
Shudd'ring  at  pain,  and  fhrinking  back  from  death. 
In  treafon  to  my  foul,  defcend  to  bear, 
Ti  uiUng  to  fate,  I  neither  know  nor  care. 

Once,  at  this  hour  thofe  wounds  afrefli  I  feel. 
Which  nor  profperity  nor  time  can  heal, 
Til  )fc  wounds,  which  fate  feverely  hath  decreed, 
Mcntion'd  or  thought  of,  mua  for  ever  bleed. 
Thofe  wounds,  which  humbled  all  that  pride  of 

man. 
Which  brings  Tuch  mighty  aid  to  virtue's  plan; 
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Once,  aw'd  by  fortune's  moft  oppreflive  frown, 
By  legal  rapine  to  the  earth  bovv'd  down, 
My  credit  at  laft  gafp,  my  ftate  undone, 
Trembling  to  meet  the  fhock  I  could  not  fhun, 
Virtue  ga»e  ground,  and  black  dofpair  prevail'd; 
Sinking  beneath  the  florm,  my  fpirits  fail'd. 
Like  Peter's  i'.iitli ;  till  one,  a  fritnd  indeed, 
May  all  diflrefs  findluch  in  time  of  need, 
One  kind  good  man,  in  adt,  in  word,  in  thought, 
By  virtue  guided,  and  by  wifdom  taught, 
linage  of 'him  whom  Chriftians  fhouli  adore, 
Stretch'd  forth  his  hand,  and  brought  me  fafc  to 
Ihore. 
Sh'.ce,  by  good  fortune  into  notice  rais'd, 
And  for  fonie  little  mtrit  largely  prais'd, 
luduig'd  in  fwcrving  from  prudential  rules, 
Hated  by  rogues,  and  not  belov'd  by  fools, 
Plrx'd  above  want,  fhall  abjefl;  thirft  of  wealth 
to  fiercely  war  'gainft  my  foul's  deareft  health. 
That,  as  a  boon,  I  (hould  bafe  fnackles  crave, 
And,  born  to  freedom,  make  niyfclf  a  flave  ; 
That  I  fhould  inthe  train  of  thofc  appear, 
Vhom  honour  cannot  love,  nor  manhood  fear  ? 

That  I  no  longer  frculk  from  ftreet  to  ftreet, 
j\frniJ  L-ft  dims  aflail,  and  bailiffs  nictt; 
That  i  from  place  to  place  this  carcafe  bear. 
Walk  forth  at  large,  and  wander  free  as  air ; 
*l  hat  I  no  longer  dread  tlie  awlcward  friend, 
whofe  very  obligations  mufl  offend, 
Nor,  all  too  forward,  with  impatience  burn, 
At  fuff'ring  favours  wliich  1  can't  return  ; 
Thar,  from  dependence  and  from  pride  fecure, 
1  am  not  plac'd  fo  high  to  fcorn  the  poor. 
Nor  ytt  io  low,  that  1  my  lord  ftiould  fear, 
Or  htHtaie  to  give  him  fneer  for  fneer ; 
I'hat,  y.  hilft  fage  prudtnte  my  purfuits  confirms, 
Icaa  erjoy  the  v.-oild  on  equal  terms; 
That,  kind  to  others,  to  n-.yfelf  moft  true, 
reeling  no  want,  I  comfort  thofe  who  do. 
And  V. iih  the  will  have  power  to  aid  diftrefs : 
Thefe,  and  what  cfhtr  bitfUngs  1  poffcfs. 
From  the  indulgence  of  the  public  rife; 
All  private  pacronage  my  loul  defies. 
By  candour  more  inclin'd  to  lave  than  damn, 
A  genVous  Public  n.ade  nic  uhat  1  am. 
All  that  I  have,  they  gave  ;  juft  mem'ry  bears 
The  grateful  ftamp,  and  what  1  am  is  theirs. 

Z,  To  fvjign  a  red-hot  z^al  ft)r  freedom's)  caufe. 
To  mouth  aioud  for  liberties  and  laws, 
I  or  public  good  to  bellow  ail  abroad,- 
Serv<;s  well  tlie  pnrpofes  of  private  fraud. 
iVudcnce  by  public  good  intends  her  own; 
If  you  n.eau  othr.rwife,  you  ftand  alone. 
"NVhat  do  wc  mean  by  cuuiitiy  and  by  court  ? 
What  is  it  to  oppofe,  what  to  fupport? 
?.Iete  words  of  courfe,  and  what  is  more  abfurd 
'i'han  to  pay  homage  to  an  empty  word  ? 
^Majors  and  minors  differ  but  in  name, 
Patiiots  and  miniflers  are  much  the  fame  ; 
■"J  he  only  diff'rence,  alter  all  tlieir  rout, 
lb,  tiiat  the  one  is  In,  the  other  out. 

Explore  the  dark  rectlies  of  the  mind, 
lu  the  foul's  honeft  volume  read  mankind, 
And  own,  in  wife  and  Gmple,  great  and  fn.ul!, 
The  fame  grand  leading  principle  in  idl. 


Whate'er  we  talk  of  wifdom  to  the  wife. 

Of  goodnefs  to  the  good,  of  public  ties 

Which  to  our  country  link,  or  private  bands 

Which  claim  moft  dear  attention  at  our  hands, 

For  parent  and  for  child,  for  wife  and  friend. 

Our  firft  great  mover,  and  our  laft  great  end, 

Is  one,  and,  by  whatever  name  we  call 

The  ruling  tyrant,  felf  is  all  in  all. 

1  his,  which  unwilling  fadlion  fhall  admit. 

Guided  in  diff'rent  ways  a  Bute  and  Pitt, 

Made  tyrants  break,  made  kings  obferve  the  law. 

And  gave  the  world  a  Stuart  and  NafTau. 

Hath  nature  (ftrange  and  wild  conceit  of  pride) 
Diftinguifh'd  thee  from  all  her  fons  befide  ? 
Doth  virtue  in  thy  bofom  brighter  glow. 
Or  from  a  fpring  more  pure  doth  acStion  flow  ? 
Is  not  thy  foul  bound  with  thofe  very  chains 
Which  fhackle  us ;  or  is  that  felf,  which  reigns 
O'er  kings  and  beggsrs,  which  in  all  we  fee 
Moft  ftrong  and  lov'reign,  only  weak  in  thee  ? 
Fond  man,  believe  it  not ;  experience  tells 
'  Fis  not  t!iy  virtue,  but  thy  pride  rebels. 
Think  (and  for  once  lay  by  thy  lawlefs  pen) 
Think,  and  confefs  thyfelf  like  other  men  ; 
I'hink  but  one  hour,  and,  to  thy  confcience  led 
By  reafon's  hand,  bow  down  and  hang  thy  head; 
Think  on  thy  private  life,  lecal  thy  youth. 
View  thyfelf  now,  and  own  with  flridleft  truth. 
That  felf  hath  drawn  thee  from  fair  virtue's  way 
Farther  than  folly  would  have  dar'd  to  ftray, 
And  that  the  talents  lib'ral  nature  gave 
To  make  thee  free,  have  made  thee  more  a  flavc. 

Quit  then,  in  prudence  quit,  that  idle  train 
Of  toys,  which  have  fo  long  abus'd  thy  brain. 
And  captive  led  thy  pow'rs  ;   with  boundlcfs  will. 
Let  felf  maintain  her  ftate  and  empire  ftilj. 
But  let  her,  with  more  worthy  objcAs  caught. 
Strain  all  the  faculties  and  force  of  thought 
I'o  things  of  higher  daring;   let  her  range 
"I'hrough  better  paflures,  and  learn  how  to  change  ; 
Let  her,  no  longer  to  weak  fadlion  tied, 
\S'ifcly  revolt,  and  join  our  ftrongcr  fide. 

C   Ah  !  what,  my  lord,  hath  piivate  life  to  do 
With  things  of  public  nature  .''   Why  to  view 
Would  you  thus  cruelly  tliofe  fcenes  unfold. 
Which,  without  pain  and  horror  to  behold, 
Muft   fpeak   me   fomething   more   or    lefs  than 

man ; 
Which  friends  may  pardon,  but  1  never  can .' 
Look  back  !   a  thought  which  borders  on  defpair. 
Which  human  nature  muft,  yet  cannot  bear. 
'  I'is  not  the  babbling  of  a  bufy  world, 
Where  praife  and  ctnfure  are  at  random  hurl'd. 
Which  can  the  ineaneft  of  my  thoughts  controul. 
Or  fliake  one  fettled  purpofe  (jf  my  foul. 
Free  and  at  large  might  their  wild  curfes  roam, 
If  all,  if  all,  alas  1  were  well  at  home. 
No — 'tis  the  tale  which  angry  confcience  tells. 
When  the  with  more  than  tragic  horror  fwells 
Lacli  circuniftance  of  guilt ;   when  ftein,  but  true, 
tihe  brings  bad  adlions  forth  into  review; 
And,  like  the  dread  hand-wi  iting  on  the  wall, 
Bids  late  temorfe  awake  at  reafon's  call; 
Arm'd  at  all  points,  bids  fcorpion  vengeance  pafs, 
And  ty  the  mind  holde  up  refledion's  glaft  j 
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The  mind,  which  darting,  heaves  the  heart-felt 

groan, 
And  hates  that  form  Ihe  knows  to  be  her  own. 

Enough  of  this — let  private  forrows  reft — 
As  to  the  public  I  dare  flaiid  tlie  teft ; 
Dare  proudly  boaft,  1  feel  no  with  above 
The  good  of  England,  and  niy  country's  love. 
Stranger  to  party-rage,  by  reafoa's  voice, 
Unerring  guide,  dircdled  in  my  choice. 
Not  all  the  tyrant  povv'rs  of  earih  combin'd, 
No,  nor  of  hell,  fhall  make  me  change  my  mind. 
What  !   herd  with  men  my  honeft  foul  difdains, 
Men  who,  witli  fervile  zeal,  are  forging  chains 
For  freedom's  neck,  and  lend  a  helping  hand, 
To  fpread  dedrudlion  o'er  my  native  land. 
What  I  fliall  I  not,  e'en  to  my  lateft  breath. 
In  the  full  face  of  danger  and  of  death. 
Exert  that  little  ftrength  which  nature  gave, 
And  boldly  ftcm,  or  perilh  in  the  wave  ? 

L.  When  1  look  backv/ard  fur  fome  fifty  years, 
And  icz ptotef.ing  patriots  turn  to  peers: 
Hear  men,  moft  loofe,  for  decency  declaim. 
And  talk  of  character  without  a  name; 
Sec  infidels  afiert  the  caufe  of  God, 
And  meek  divines  wield  perfecution's  rod  ; 
See  men  transform'd  to  brutes,  and  brutes  to  men. 
See  Whitehead  *  take  a  place,  f  Ralph  change  his 

pen, 
I  mock  the  zeal,  and  deem  the  men  in  fport. 
Who  rail  at  minifters,  and  curfe  a  court. 
Thee,  haughty  as  thou  art,  and  proud  in  rhyme, 
Shall  fome  preferment,  offtr'd  at  a  time 
When  virtue  fleeps,  fome  facrifice  to  pride. 
Or  fome  fair  victim,  move  to  change  thy  fide. 
Thee  fliall  thefe  eyes  behold,  to  health  reftor'd, 
Ufing,  as  prudence  bids,  bold  fatire's  fword. 
Galling  thy  prefent  friends,  and  pralfing  thofe 
Whom  uow  thy  frenzy  holds  thy  greateft  foes. 

C.    May  I   (can  worfe   difgrace  on  manhood 
fall)  \ 
Be  born  a  Whitehead,  and  baptiz'd  a  Paul; 
May  I  (though  to  hisfervice  deeply  tied  ^ 

By  facred  oaths,  and  now  by  will  allied) 
With  falfe  feign'd  zeal  an  injur'd  God  defend, 
And  ufe  his  name  for  fome  bafe  private  end  ; 
May  I  (that  thought  bids  double  horrors  roll 
O'er  my  fick  fpirits,  and  unmans  my  foul) 
Ruin  the  virtue  which  I  held  moft  dear, 
And  l>ill  muft  hold  ;  may  I,  through  ahje<S  fear, 
Betray  my  friend  ;  may  to  fucceeding  times, 
Engravd  on  plates  of  adamanr,  my  crimes 
Stand  blazing  forth,  whilft  malrk'd  with  envious 

blot. 
Each  little  atSl  of  virtue  is  forgot ; 
Of  all  thofe  evils  which,  to  ftamp  men  curs'd. 
Hell  keeps  in  {lore  for  vengeance,  may  the  worft 
Light  on  my  head,  and  in  my  day  of  woe. 
To  make  the  cup  of  bitternefs  o'erflow, 
May  1  be  fcorn'd  by  every  man  of  worth. 
Wander,  like  Cain,  a  vagabond  on  earth. 
Bearing  about  a  hell  in  my  own  mind. 
Or  be  to.  Scotland  for  my  life  confin'd, 


•  Paul  Whitehead. 
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If  1  am  one  among  the  many  known. 

Whom  Shelhurnc  fled, and  Calcraft  blufli'd  to  own. 

L.  Do  ynu  refleifl  what  men  you  make  your 
foes  ^ 

C.  1  do,  and  that's  the  reafon  I  oppofe. 
Friends  1  have  made,  whom  envy  muft  commend, 
But  not  one  foe,  whom  I  would  wifli  a  friend. 
What  if  ten  thoufand  Butes  and  f  lollands  bawl. 
One  Wilkes  hath  made  a  large  amends  for  all. 

'  f'is  not  the  title,  whether  handed  down 
From  age  to  age,  or  flowing  from  the  crown 
In  copious  flreams  on  recent  men,  who  came 
From  Hems  unknown,  and  fires  vyithout  a  name; 
'  ris  not  the  Jlar,  which  our  great  Edward  gave 
To  mark  the  virtuous,  and  reward  the  brave. 
Blazing  Withuut,  whilft  a  bafe  heart  within 
Is  rotten  to  the  core  with  filth  and  fin  ; 
'  ris  not  the  tilifcl  grandeur,  taught  to  vcait, 
At  cullom's  call,  to  mark  a  fool  of  flate 
From  fools  of  leffer  note,  that  foal  can  awe 
Whofe  piide  is  reafwn,  whofe  defence  is  lau-. 

L.   tioppofe  (a  thing  fcarce  pofllble  in  art, 
Were  it  thy  cue  to  play  a  common  pare); 
Suppofe  thy  wiitings  fo  well  fenc'd  i-fi  law. 
That  Norton  '  cannot  find,  nor  make  a  flaw, 
Hail  thou  no!:  heard,  that  'niongft   our   ancient 

tribes^ 
By  party  warpt,  or  luU'd  aflecp  by  bribes. 
Or  trembling  at;  the  rufiian  hand  of  force, 
Law  hath  Aifpended  ftood,  or  chr:ng'd  its  coutfe  ? 
Art  thou  affur'd.  that,  for  deftrudioii  ripe, 
Thnu  may'ft  not  fmart  beneath  the  felf-fnme  gripe  ? 
What  faiitflion  haft  thou,  frantic  in  thy  thymes. 
Thy  life,  thy  freedom  to  fecurc  ? 

C.   The  times. 
'Tis  not  on  law,  a  fyftem  great  and  good. 
By  wifdom  penn'd.and  bouglit  by  noblell  b'.ood. 
My  laith  relies  :  by  wicked  men  and  vain. 
Law,  once  abus'd,  may  bi  abus'd  again. — 
No,  on  our  great  lawgiver  I  depend. 
Who  knows  and  guides  her  to  her  proper  end  ; 
Whofe  royalty  of  natcte  blazes  out 
So  fierce,  'twere  fin  to  entertain  a  doubt — 
Did  tyrant  Stuarts  now  the  laws  difpenfe, 
(Bleft  be  the   hour  and  hand  which  lent  them 

hence) 
Fo-  foniething,  or  icr  nothing,  for  a  wo-il, 
Or  thought,  1  might  be  doom'd  to  death,  unheard. 
Life  we  might  all  refign  to  lawlefs  pow'r, 
Nor  think  it  worth  the  purchafe  of  an  hour  ; 
But  envy  ne'er  fhuil  fix  fo  foul  a  ftain 
On  the  fair  annals  of  a  Brunfwick's  reign. 
If,  flave  to  party,  to  revenge,  or  pride. 
If,  by  frail  human  error  drawn  afide, 
I  break  the  law",  ftrivfl  rigour  let  her  wear ; 
'  Fis  her's  to  punifti,  and  'tis  mine  to  bear; 
Nor  by  the  voice  of  juftice  doom'd  to  death. 
Would  I  aP^:  mercy  with  my  lateft  breath. 
But,  anxious  only  for  my  country's  good. 
In  which  my  king's,  o/<ro«r/J,  is  underftood; 
Form  d  on  a  plan  with  fome  few  patriot  friends, 
Whilft  by  ju.ft  means  I  aim  at  nobleft  ends, 
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My  fplrits  cacnot  fink  ;  tliough  from  the  tomh 
Stern    Jeffries    fhould  be   pbc'd    in    Mansfield's 

room ; 
Though  he  fhould  bring,  hisbafe  defipnsto  aid, 
SoniP  black  attorney,  fVir  his  purpofe  made, 
And  (hove,  whilft  decency  and  law  retreat. 
The  modeft  Norton  from  his  maiden  feat; 
Though  both,  in  ill  confed'rates,  Ibould  a^^ree. 
In  damned  leajTiie,  to  torture  law  and  me, 
"VVhilft  George  is  king,  I  cannot  fear  endure; 
Not  to  be  guilty,  is  to  be  fecure. 

But  ivhcn,  in  after-times,  (be  far  remov'd 
That  day)  our  monarch,  glorious  and  belov'd. 
Sleeps  with  his  fathers,  Ihould  imperions  fate. 
In  vengeance,  with  frefli  Stuarts  curfe  our  flate  ; 
Should  they,  o'erlcaping  ev'ry  fence  of  law, 
Butcher  the  brave  to  keep  tame  fools  in  awe ; 
Should  they,  by  brutal  and  opprefiive  force, 
Divert' fweet  juflice  from  her  even  courfe  ; 
Should  they,  (jf  ev'ry  other  means  bereft, 
Make  my  right-hand  a  witnefs  'gainft  my  left; 
Should  they,  abroad  by.inqnifitions  taught. 
Search  out  my  foul,  ar.d  damn  mc  for  a  thought ; 
Still  would  I  keep  my  courfe,  flill  fpeak,ftill  write, 
'Till  death  hadpjung'd  me  in  the  fhades  of  night. 
Thou  God  oi  truth,  thou  great,  all-fearching  eye, 
To  whcm  our  thoughts,  <  ur  fpirits  open  lie. 
Grant  me  thyftrengfh,  and  in  that  needful  hour, 
(Should  it  e'er  come)  when  law  fuhmits  to  pow'r, 
With  firm  refolve  my  Ready  bofom  flecl, 
Bravely  to  fufTer,  though  I  deeply  feel. 

Let  me,  as  hitherto,  ftill  draw  my  breath, 
In  love  with  life,  but  not  in  fear  of  death  • 
And,  if  opprefiion  brings  me  to  the  grave, 
And  marks  me  dead,  flie  ne'er  flia:l  mark  a  flave. 
Let  no  unworthy  mark-  of  grief  be  heard. 
No  w  ild  laments,  not  one  unfeemly  word  ; 
Let  fober  triumphs  wait  upon  my  bier, 
T  \t  oii't  forgive;  that  friend  who  drops  one  tear. 
"Whether  he's  ravifli'd  in  life's  early  morn. 
Or,  in  old  age;  drops  like"  an  ear  of  corn. 
Full  ripe  he  falls,  on  nature's  nobleft  plan, 
Who  lives  to  reafon,  and  who  dies  a  man. 


THE  AUTHOR. 

AcruRs'D  the  man,  whom  fate  ordains  in  fplte, 
And  cruel  parents  teach,  to  read  and  wrire  ' 
What  need  (f  letters .?  Wherefore  fhould  we  fpcU? 
Why  write  our  names  ?   A  mark  will  do  as  well. 

Much  arc  the  precious  hours  of  youth  niif-fpent, 
In  chmbing  learning's  rugged  fteep  afcent ; 
When  to  the  top  the  bold  advent'rer's  got, 
He  rei>.'ns,  vain  monarch,  o'er  a  barren  fpot, 
Whilft  in  the  iiah  of  ignorance  below, 
Polly  and  vice  to  rank  luxuriance  grow; 
Honours  and  wealth  pour  in  on  ev'ry  fide. 
And  proud  preferment  rolls  h?r  golden  tide. 

O'er  crabbed  authors  life's  gay  prime  to  waflc, 
To  cramp  wild  geniu?  in  the  chains  of  tafte. 
To  bear  the  flaviflj  drudgery  of  fchools. 
And  tamely  ftoop  to  ev'ry  pedant's  rules, 
Por  fevcn  long  years  debarr'd  of  lib'ral  cafe, 
•To  plod  in  college  trammels  to  d:gre:s, 


Beneath  the  weight  of  folcmn  toys  to  groan, 
Sleep  over  books,  and  Ifeave  mankind  unknown  ; 
To  praife  each  fenior  blockhead's  thread  bare  talc, 
And  laugh  till  reafon  blufh,  and  fpirits  fail. 
Manhood  with  vile  fubmiflion  to  dilgrace, 
And  cap  the  fool,  v»h.)fc  merit  is  his  place  ; 
Vice-chancellors,  whole  knowledge  is  but  fmall, 
.\nd  chancellors,  who  nothing  know  at  all : 
Ill-broiik'd  the  gen'rous  fpirit  in  thofe  days 
When  learning  was  the  certain  road  to  praife, 
When  nobles,  witii  a  love  of  fcience  blefs'd, 
Approv'd  in  others  what  themf^lves  pofftfs'd. 

But  niiv,  when  dullnefs  rears  aloft  her  throne. 
When  lordly  vafTals  her  wide  empire  own, 
When  wit,  feduc.'d  by  envy,  ftarts  afide, 
And  bafely  leagues  with  ignorance  and  pride, 
What  r.ozu  fhould  tempt  us,  by  falfe  hopes  milled. 
Learning's  unfafliionabtc  paths  to  tread  ; 
To  bear  thoi'e  labours,  which  our  fathers  bore, 
That  crown   vrith-held,  which  they  in  triumph 
wore .' 
When  with  much  pains  this  boafted  learning's 
got, 
'Tis  an  affront  to  thofe  who  have  it  not. 
In  fome  it  caufes  hate,  in  other's  fear, 
Inflruds  our  foes  to  rail,  our  friends  to  fneer. 
With  prudent  hafte  the  worldly-minded  fool 
Forgets  the  little  which  he  learn'd  at  fchool; 
The  elder  brother,  to  vafl  fortunes  born. 
Looks  on  all  fcience  with  an  eye  of  fcorn  ; 
Dependent  brethren  the  fa;ne  features  wear, 
And  younger. fons  are  ftupid  asthe  heir. 
In  fenates,  at  the  bar,  in  church  and  ftate, 
Genius  is  vile,  and  learning  out  of  date. 
Is  this — O  death  to  think!  is  this  the  land 
Where  merit  and  reward  went  hand  in  hand, 
Where  heroes,  parent-like,  the  poet  view'd. 
By  whom  they  faw  their  glorious  deeds  renew'd; 
Where  potts,  true  to  honour,  tun'd  their  lays. 
And  by  their  patrons  fan6lify'd  their  praife  i 
Is  this  the  land,  where,  on  our  Spenfer's  tongue, 
Enamour'd  of  his  voice,  defcription  kung; 
Where  Joiifon  rigid  gravity  beguil'd, 
Whilft  reafon  through  her  critic  fences  fmil'd  ; 
Where  nature  lifl'ning  flood,  whilft  Shakfpe.ire 

play'd. 
And  wonder'd  at  the  work  herfelf  had  made  ? 
Is  this  the  land,  where,  mindful  of  her  charge 
And  office  high,  fair  freedom  walk'd  at  large  ; 
Where,  finding  in  our  laws  a  fure  defence. 
She  mock'd  at  all  reftraints,  but  thofe  of  fenfe; 
Where  health  and  honour  trooping  by  her  fide, 
Shp  fpread  her  facred  empire  far  and  wide ; 
Pointed  the  way  afflidlion  to  beguile, 
And  bade  the  face  of  forrow  wear  a  fmile  ; 
Bade  thofe,  who  dare  obey  the  gen'rous  call,' 
Enjoy  her  blcITings,  which  God  meant  for  all  ? 
Is  this  the  land,  where  in  fome  tyrant's  reign. 
When  a  tt-eai,  •wichd,  mln/Jlc'rial  train,       < 
The  tools  of  pow'r,  the  flaves  of  int'reft,  plann'd 
Their  country's  ruin,  and  with  bribes  unman'd 
Thofe  wretches,  who,  ordain'd  in  freedom's  caufe^ 
Gave  up  their  liberties,  and  fold  our  laws ; 
When  pow'r  was  taught  by  meannefs  where  to  g<», 
Nor  dar'd  to  love  the  Tirtue  of  a  foe  j. 
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when,  like  a  lep'rou;  plague,  from  the  foul  head 
To  the  ^oul  heart  her  fores  corruption  fpread, 
Her  iron  arm  when  ftern  oppreflion  rear'd, 
And  virtue,  from  her  hroad  l)afe  lhaken,fear'd 
The  fcourge  of  vice;  when,  impotent  and  vain, 
Poor  freedom  how'd  the  neck  to  flav'ry's  chain  ? 
Is  this  the  land   where  in  thofe  worll  of  times, 
The  hardy  poet  rais'd  his  honed  rhymes 
To  diead  rebuke,  and  bade  controulment  fpeak' 
In  guilty  biuftes  on  the  villain's  cheek, 
Biide  pow'r  turn  pale,  kept  mighty  rogues  in  awe, 
And  made  them  fear   the  mufe,  who  fear'd  not 
law  ? 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  men  of  narrow  fouls. 
Whom  folly  guides,  and  prejudice  controuls; 
Who,  one  dull  drovvfy  track  of  buJinefs  trod, 
Woriliip  their  Mammon,  and  neg'e<ft  iheir  God; 
Who,  breathing  by  one  aiufty  fet  of  rules, 
Dote  from  the  birth,  and  are  by  fyflem  fools; 
Who,  form'd  to  dullnefs  from  their  very -youth, 
JLies  of  the  day  prefer  to  gofpel  truth, 
Pick  up  their  little  knowledge  from  reviews, 
And  lay  out  all  their  flock  of  faith  in  news, : 
How  do   I   laugh,  when  creatures,  form'd  like 

thefe, 
Whom  reafon  fcorns,  and  I  fliould  blulh  topkafe, 
Rail  at  all  lib'ral  arts,  deem  verfe  a  crime. 
And  iiold  not  truth  as  truth,  if  told  in  rhyme  ? 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  Publius.  hoary  groan 
In  zeal  for  Scotland's  welfare,  and  h'u  own, 
By  flow  degrees,  and  courfe  of  office,  drawn 
In  mood  and  figure  at  the  helm  to  yawn, 
Too  mean  (the  word  of  curfes  Heav'n  can  fend) 
To  have  a  foe,  too  proud  to  have  a  friend, 
Erring  by  form,  which  blockheads  facred  hold, 
Ne'er  making  new  faults,  and  ne'er  mending  o]d, 
Rebukes  my  fpirit,  bids  the  daring  mufe 
Subjedis  more  equal  to  her  we aknefs  choofe ; 
Bids  her  frequent  the  haunts  of  humble  fvvains, 
Nor  dare  to  traffic  in  ambitious  flrains; 
Bids  her,  indulging  the  poetic  whim 
In  quaint-wrought  ode,  or  fonnet  pertly  trim, 
Along  the  church-way  path  cotnplain  with  Gray, 
Or  dance  with  Mafon  on  the  firll  of  May  ? 
"  All  facred  is  the  name  and  pow'r  of  kings, 
"  Al!  dates  and  flatefmen  are  thofe  mighty  tttings 
"  Which,  howfoe'er  they  out  of  courfe  may  roll, 
"  Were  never  made  for  poets  to  controul." 

Peace,  peace,  thou  dotard,  nor  thus  vilely  deem 
Of  facred  numbers,  and  their  pow'r  blaspheme  : 
1  tell  thee,  wretch,  fearch  all  creation  round. 
In  earth,  in  heav'n,  nofubjecft  can  he  found 
(Our  God  alone  except)  above  whofe  weight  ' 

The  poet  cannot  rife,  and  hold  his  ftate. 
The  bleffed  faints  above  in  numbers  fpeak  [weak ; 
The  praife  of  God,  though  there    all   praife  is 
In  numbers  here  below  the  bard  fhall  teach 
Virtue  to  foar  beyond  the  villain's  reach; 
Shall  tear  his  lab'ring  lungs,  ftrain   feis  hoarfe 

throat, 
And  raife  his  voice  beyond  the  trumpet's  note, 
Should  an  alHidted  country,  aw'd  by  men 
Of  ilavilh  principles,  demand  his  pen. 
This  is  a  great,  a  glorious  point  of  view, 
fit  for  an  Jinglifh  poet  to  purfue. 


Undaunted  to  p^frfue,  though,  in  return. 
His  writings  by  the  common  hangman  burn. 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  mew,  by  fortune  plac'd 
Above  their  betters,  and  by  rank  difgrac'd. 
Who  found  their  pride  on  titles  which  they  (lain. 
And,  mean  thenifelves,  are  of  their  fathers  vain  ; 
Who  would  a  bill  of  privilege  prefer, 
And  treat  a  poet  like  a  creditor. 
The  gen'rous  ardour  of  the  mufe  condemn, 
And  curfe  the  llorm  they  know  muft  break  on 

them. 
"  What,  diall  a  reptile  bard,  a  wretch  unknown, 
"  Without  one  badge  of  merit,  hut  hii  own, 
"   Great  noble"  lafh,  and  lon-fs,  like  common  men, 
"  Smart  from  the  vengeance  of  a  fcribblcr's  pen  ?'* 

What's  in  this  name  of  letd,  that  I  (hould  fear 
To  bring  their  vices  to  the  public  ear  ? 
Flows  not  the  honeft  blood  of  humble  fv/ains 
Quick  as  the  tide  which  fvvelis  a  monarch's  veins  ? 
Monarchs,  who  wealth  and  titles  can  beftow. 
Cannot  make  virtues  in  fucceifion  flow. 
Wouldfl  thou,  proud  man,  be  fafely  plac'd  above 
The  ccnfure  of  the  mufe,  deferve  her  love. 
Aft  at  thy  birth  demandis,  as  nobles  ought ; 
Lookback,  and  by  thy  worthy  father  taught. 
Who  earnd  thofe  honours,  thou  wcrt  born  to  wear^ 
Follow  his  (leps,  and  be  his  virtues'  heir. 
But  if,  regardlefs  of  the  roud  to  fame, 
You  ftarr  afide,  and  tread  the  psti.s  of  fhame ; 
If  fuch  thy  life,  that  fhould  thy  fire  arife, 
The  fight  of  fuch  a  fon  wou'd  blaft  his  eyes. 
Would  make  him  curfe  the  hour  which  gave  thee 

birth, 
Woulddrive  him,  fhudd'ring.  from  theface  of  earth 
Once  mere,  with  fliamc  and  forrow,  'mongd  the 

dead 
In  endlefs  night  to  hide  his  rev 'rend  head  ; 
If  fuch  thy  life,  though  kings  had  made  thee  more 
Than  ever  king  a  fcoundrel  made  before  ; 
Nay,  to  allow  thy  pride  a  deeper  fpri  «g. 
Though  Godin  veng^-ance  had  made  thee  a  king, 
Taking  on  virtue's  wing  her  daring  fli,<jh'. 
The  mufe  Ihonld  drag  thee  trembling  to  the  light. 
Probe  thy  foul  wounds,  and  lay  thy  bofom  bare 
To  the  keen  queftion  of  the  fearching  air. 

Gods!   with  what  pride  I  fee  the  titled  flave, 
Who  fmarts  beneath  the  ftroke  which  fatire  gave. 
Aiming  at  eafe,  aud  with  dilhoncft  art, 
Striving  to  hide  the  feelings  of  his  heart ! 
How  do  I  laugh,  when  with  afFcSed  air,. 
(Scarce  able  through  defpite  to  keep  his  chair, 
Whiift  on  his  trembling  lip  pale  anger  fpeaks. 
And  the  chaf 'd  blood  flies  mounting  to  lii-  cheeks) 
•He  talks  of  confcience,  which  good  men  fecures 
From  all  thofe  evil  moments  guilt  endures, 
And  feems  to  laugh  at  thofe,  Avho  pay  regard 
To  the  wild  ravings  of  a  frantic  bard. 
"  Satire,  whiift  envy  and  ill-humour  fway 
"  The  mind  of  man,  muft  always  inake  her  way ; 
"  Nor  to  a  bofom,  with  difcretion  fraught, 
"  Is  all  her  malice  worth  a  flngie  thought. 
"  The  wife  have  not  the  will,  nor  fools  the  pow'r 
"  To  ftop  her  headftrong  courfe  ;  with.in  the  hour 
"  Left  to  herfelf,  Ihe  dies;  oppofing  ftrife 
"  Gives  her  frelh  vigour,  and  prolongs  her  life 
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"  All  things  her  prey,  and  ev'ry  man  her  aim, 
"  1  can  no  patent  for  exemption  claim, 
"  Nor  would  I  wifh  to  flop  that  harmlefs  dart 
*'  Which   plays  around,   but  cannot   wound   my 

"  heart ; 
"  Though  pointed  at  myfelf,  be  fatire  free  ; 
"  To  her  'tis  pleafure,  and  no  pain  to  me." 

Diffembling  wretch  1  hence  to  the  Stoic  fchool, 
And  there  amongft  thy  brethren  play  the  fool ; 
There,  unrebuk'd,  thefe  wild,  vain  do(flrines  preach, 
Lives  there  a  man,  whom  fatire  cannot  reach  ? 
Lives  there  a  man,  who  calmly  can  (land  by. 
And  fee  his  confcience  ripp'd  with  fleady  eye  ? 
When  fatire  flies  abroad  on  falfehood's  wing, 
Short  is  her  life,  and  impotent  her  fling; 
But,  when  to  truth  allied,  the  wound  fhe  gives 
Sinks  deep,  and  to  remotefl  ages  lives. 
When  in  the  tomb  thy  pamper'd  fleih  (hall  rot, 
And  ev'n  by  friends  thy  mem'ry  be  forgot, 
Still  (halt  thou  live,  recorded  for  thy  crimes. 
Live  in  her  page,  and  (link  to  after-times. 

Haft  thou  no  feeling  yet  ?  Come  throw  off  pride. 
And  own  thofe  paCGons  which  thou  fnalt  not  hide. 

S ,  who  from  the  moment  of  his  birth. 

Made  human  nature  a  reproach  on  earth ; 
Who  never  dar'd,  nor  wifh'd  behind  to  (lay, 
When  folly,  vice,  and  meannefs  led  the  way, 
Would  blu(h,  (hould  he  be  told,  by  truth  and  wit, 
Thofe  afiions  which  he  blulh'd  not  to  commit ; 
Men  the  mod  infamous  are  fond  of  fame. 
And  thofe  who  fear  not  guilt,  yet  (lar:  at  (hame. 

But  whither  runs  my  zeal,  whofe  rapid  force, 
Turning  the  brain,  bears  reafon  from  her  courfe  ; 
Carries  me  back  to  times,  when  poets,  blefs'd 
With  courage,  grac'd  the  fcience  they  profefa'd; 
When  they,  in  honour  rooted,  firmly  flood 
The  bad  to  punifh,  and  reward  the  good  ; 
When,  to  a  flame  by  public  virtue  wrought. 
The  foes  of  freedom  they  to  jufcice  brought. 
And  dar'd  expofe  thofe  (laves  who  dar'd  fupport 
A  tyrant  plan,  and  call'd  themfelves  a  court  ? 
Ah  !  what  are  poets  now  .'  As  (lavifh  thofe 
Who  deal  in  vcrfe,  as  thofe  wlw  deal  in  profe. 
Is  there  an  author,  fearch  the  kingdom  round, 
In  whom  true  worth  and  real  fpirit's  found  ? 
The  flaves  of  bookfellcrs,  or  (doom'd  by  fate 
To  bafer  chains)  vile  penfioners  of  (late  ; 
Some,  dead  to  fhame,  and  of  thofe  (hackles  proud 
Which  honour  fcorns,  for  flav'ry  roar  aloud; 
Others  half  palfied  only,  mutes  become,       [dumb. 
And  what  ni:ikcs  Smollct  write,  makes  Johnfon 

Why  turns  yon  villain  pale  ?  Why  bends  his  eye 
Inwaid,  abafh'd,  when  Murphy  pafTes  by  ? 
Dod  thou  Cage  Mur]  hy  for  a  blockhead  take, 
Who  wages  war  with  vice  for  virtue's  fake  ? 
No,  no — like  other  iLordiwgs,  you  will  find 
He  (hifts  his  fail?,  and  catches  ev'ry  wind. 
His  foul  the  (hock  of  int'refl  can't  endure  : 
Give  him  a  pcnfion  thi.n,  and  fin  fecure. 

With  lauicU'd   wreaths    the    fiatt'rer's  brows 
adorn, 
Bid  virtue  crouch,  bid  vice  exalt  her  horn. 
Bid  cowards  thrive,  put  honelly  to  flight, 
Murphy  (hall  prove,  or  try  to  prove  it  right. 
Try,  tliou  ilate-jugglcr,  tv'ry  paltry  art, 
Rajpfack  the  inmoft  clofet  of  my  heart. 


Swear  thou'rt  my  friend ;  by  that  bafe  oath  make 

way 
Into  my  bread,  and  flatter  to  betray  : 
Or,  if  thofe  tricks  are  vain,  if  wholefcme  doubt 
DeteAs  the  fraud,  and  points  the  villain  out, 
Bribe  thofe  who  daily  at  my  board  are  fed, 
And  make  them  take  my  life  who  eat  my  bread ; 
On  authors  for  defence,  for  praifc  depend  ; 
Pay  him  but  well,  and  Murphy  is  thy  friend. 
He,  he  (hall  ready  fland  with  venal  rhymes. 
To  varnifh  guilt,  and  confecrate  thy  crimes; 
To  make  corruption  in  falfe  colours  (hine. 
And  damn  his  own  good  name,  to  refcue  thine. 

But  if  thy  niggard  hands  their  gifts  withhold, 
And  vice  no  longer  rains  down  fhow'rs  of  gold, 
Expedt  no  mercy  ■,  fadls,  well  grounded,  teach. 
Murphy,  if  not  rewarded,  will  impeach. 
What  though  each  man  of  nice  and  jufler  thought, 
Shunning  his  fleps,  decrees,  by  honour  taught, 
He  ne'er  can  be  a  friend,  who  (loops  fo  low 
To  be  the  bafe  betrayer  of  a  foe  ; 
What  though,  with  thine  together  link'd,  his  name 
Mufl  be  with  thine  tranfmitted  down  to  fhame. 
To  ev'ry  manly  feeling  callons  grown, 
Rather  than  not  blaft  thine,  he'll  blafl  his  own. 

To  ope  the  fountain  whence  fedition  fprings. 
To  flander  government,  and  libel  kings. 
With  freedom's  name  to  ferve  a  prefent  hour, 
Though  born  and  bred  to  arbitrary  pow'r, 
To  talk  of  William  with  infidious  art, 
Whilil  a  vile  Stuart's  lurking  in  bis  heart, 
And,  whilfl  mean  envy  rears  her  lothfome  head, 
Flatt'ring  the  living,  to  abufe  the  dead. 
Where  is  Shebbeare  .'  O,  let  not  foul  reproach, 
Travelling  thither  in  a  city  coach. 
The  pill'ry  dare  to  name  ;  the  whole  intent 
Of  that  parade  was  fame,  not  punifhment. 
And  that  old  flaunch  whig  Beardmore  (landing  by. 
Can  in  full  court  give  that  report  the  lie. 

With  rude  unnat'ral  jargon  to  fupport. 
Half  Scotch,  half  En^lijb,  a  declining  court ; 
To  make  mod  glaring  contraries  unite, 
And  prove,  beyond  difpute,  that  black  is  white  ;■ 
To  make  firm  honour  timely  league  with  (hamc. 
Make  vice  and  virtue  differ  but  in  name ; 
To  prove  that  chains  and  freedom  are  but  one. 
That  to  be  fav'd  mud  mean  to  be  undone, 
Is  there  not  Guthrie  }  Who,  like  him,  can  call 
All  oppofites  to  proof,  and  conquer  all  ? 
He  calls  forth  living  waters  from  the  rock; 
He  calls  forth  children  from  the  barren  dock ; 
He,  far  beyond  the  fprings  of  nature  led, 
I/akes  women  bring  forth  after  they  are  dead  ; 
He,  on  a  curious,  new,  and  happy  plan, 
In  lijedlock^s  facred  bands  joins  man  to  man  ; 
And,  to  complete  the  whok,  mod  drange,  but 

true. 
By  fome  rare  magic,  makes  them  fruitful  too, 
Whild  from  their  loins,  in  the  due  courfe  of  years, 
Flows  the  rich  blood  of  Guthrie's  Englijh  peers. 

Doll  thou  contrive  fome  blacker  deed  of  (hame. 
Something  which  nature  (hudders  but  to  name, 
Somethingwhich  makes  the  foul  of  man  retreat, 
And  the  life-blood  run  backward  to  her  feat  ? 
Dod  thou  contrive  for  fome  bafe  private  end, 
Some  felfifli  view,  to  hang  a  trudiog  friend^ 
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To  lure  him  on,  ev'n  to  his  parting  breath, 
And  promife  life,  to  work  him  furer  death  I 
Grown  old  in  villany,  and  dead  to  grace, 
Hell  in  his  heart,  and  Tyburn  in  his  face  ; 
Behold,  a  patfon  at  thy  elbow  (lands, 
Low'ring  damnation,  and  with  open  hands 
Ripe  to  betray  his  Saviour  for  reward; 
The  Atheift  chaplain  of  an  Atheift  lord. 

Bred  to  the  church,  and  for  the  gown  decreed. 
Ere  ic  was  known  that  I  fhould  learu  to  read  ; 
Though  that  was  nothing,  for  my  friends,  who 
What  mighty  dullnefs  of  itfelf  could  do,       [knew 
Never  defign'd  me  for  a  working  prlcft, 
But  hop'd,  I  fhould  have  been  a  Dean  at  lead:; 
Condemn'd  (like  many  more,  and  worthier  men, 
To  whom  I  pledge  the  fervice  of  my  pen), 
Condemn'd  (whilft  proud  and  paniper'd  fons  of 

lawn, 
Cramm'd  to  the  throat,  in  lazy  plenty  yawn) 
In  pomp  of  re-urend  beggary  to  appear. 
To  pray,  and  ftarve  on  forty  pouncis  a-year  ; 
My  friends,  who  never  felt  the  galling  load, 
Lament  that  I  forfook  the  packhorfc  road, 
Whilft.  virtue  to  my  condudl  witnefs  bears. 
In  throwing  off  that  gown,  which  Francis  wears. 
What  creature's  that,  fo  very  pert  and  prim  ; 
So  very  full  of  foppery,  and  whim  ; 
So  gentle,  yet  fo  biifk  ;  fo  wond'rousfweet, 
5^0  fit  to  prattle  at  a  lady's  feet. 
Who  looks,  as  he  the  L.ord's  rich  vineyard  trod, 
And  by  his  garb  appears  a  man  of  God  ? 
Trufl  not  to  looks,  nor  credit  outward  fliow; 
The  villain  lurks  beneath  the  cjjfocd  beau; 
That'san  informer;  wliar  avails  the  name? 
tJuffice  it  that  the  wretch  from  Sodom  came. 

His  tongue  is  deadly — from  his  prefence  run, 
Unlefs  thy  rage  would  wilh  to  be  undone. 
No  tics  can  hold  him,  no  affetflion  bind. 
And  fear  alone  reflrains  his  coward  mind; 
Free  him  fro.ii  that,  no  monfter  is  fo  fell. 
Nor  is  fo  fure  a  blood-hound  found  in  hell. 
His  filken  fmiles,  his  hypocritic  air, 
His  meek  demeanor,  plaufible  and  fair. 
Are  only  worn  to  pave  fraud's  eafier  way, 
And  make  guU'd  virtue  fall  a  farer  prey. 
Attend  his  church — his  plan  uf  doflrine  view — 
Ihe  preacher  is  a  Chriftian,  dull,  but  true  ; 
But  when  the  hallow'd  liour  of  preaching's  o'er. 
That  plan  of  doc^lriae's  never  thought  of  more; 
Chrifi:  is  laid  by  negleifled  un  the  fhclf. 
And  the  vile  priell  is  golpel  to  himfelf. 

By  Clcland  tutor'd,  and  wilh  Blacow  bred, 
(Blacow,  whom  by  a  brave  refentmcnt  led, 
Oxford,  if  Oxford  had  not  funk  in  fame. 
Ere  this,  had  damn'd  to  cverlailing  Ihanie) 
Their  (leps  he  follows,  and  their  crimes  partakes. 
To  virtue  lofl,  to  vice  alone  he  wakes, 
Moft  lufcioully  declaims  'gainfl  lufcious  themes. 
And,  whilft  he  rails  at  blafphemy,  blafphemes. 

Are  thefe  the  arts,  which  policy  fupplies,  [rife  ? 
Are  thefe  the   flcps,  by  which  grave  churchmen 
Forbid  it,  Heav'n  ;  or,  ihould  it  turn  out  fo, 
J-et  me  and  mine  contiiiue  mean  and  low. 
Such  be  their  arts,  whom  intereft  controuls; 
ILidgell  and  I  hav&  free  and  hunefl  I'ouls. 


We  fcorn  preferment  which  is  gain'd  by  fin ; 
And   will,    though   poor   without,    have    peace 
within. 

THE  DUELLIST. 

IN  TUREE   BOORS. 

BOOK  I. 

The  clock  flruck  twelve,  o'er  half  the  globe 
Darknefs  had  fpread  her  pitchy  robe ; 
Morpheus,  his  feet  with  velvet  fhod. 
Treading  as  if  in  fear  he  trod, 
Gentle  as  dews  at  even  tide, 
Diftill'd  his  poppies  far  and  wide. 

Ambition,  who,  when  waking  dreams 
Of  mighty,  but  fantaftic  fchemes. 
Who,  when  afleep,  ne'er  knows  that  reft 
With  which  the  humbler  foul  is  bleft. 
Was  building  caftles  in  the  air. 
Goodly  to  look  upon  and  fair, 
But,  on  a  bad  foundation  laid, 
Doom'd  at  return  of  morn  to  fade. 

Fale  fludy  by  the  taper's  light. 
Wearing  away  the  watch  of  night, 
Sat  reading ;  but  with  o'ercharg'd  head, 
Remember'd  nothing  that  he  read. 

Starving  'midft  plenty,  with  a  face 
Which  might  the  court  of  famine  grace. 
Ragged,  and  filthy  to  behold, 
day  avarice  nodded  o'er  his  gold. 

Jcaloufy,  his  c[uick  eye  half-clos'd, 
With  watchings  worn,  relutStant  doz'd. 
And  mean  dillruft  not  quite  forgot, 
Sluniber'd,  as  if  he  flumber'd  not, 

Stretch'd  at  his  length  on  the  bare  ground, 
Hi^  hardy  ofFbpring  fleeplng  round, 
Snor'd  rejllcfs  labour  ;  by  his  fide 
Lay  health,  a  coarfe,  but  comely  bride. 

Virtue,  without  the  doAor's  aid. 
In  the  foft  arms  of  fleep  was  laid, 
Whilft  vice,  within  the  guilty  breaft. 
Could  not  be  phyfic'd  into  reft. 

Thou  bloody  man  '■    vvhofe  ruffian  knife 
Is  drawn  againfl  thy  neighbour's  life. 
And  never  fcruples  to  defcend 
Into  the  bofom  of  a  friend, 
A  firm,  faft  friend,  by  vice  allied. 
And  to  thy  fecref  fervice  tied. 
In  whom  ten  murders  breed  no  awe. 
If  properly  fecur'd  from  law. 
Thou  man  of  liijl  !  whom  palllon  fires 
To  fouleft  deeds,  whofe  hot  defires 
O'er  honell  bars  with  eafc  make  way, 
Whilft  idiot  beauty  falls  a  prey. 
And  to  indulge  thy  brutal  fiame, 
A  Lucrece  muft  be  brought  to  ftiame  ; 
Who  doft,  a  brave,  bold  finncr,  bear 
Rank  inceft  to  the  open  air. 
And  rapes,  full  blown  upon  thy  crown^ 
Enongh  to  weigh  a  nation  down. 
Thou  ftmular  of  lu/l!   vain  man, 
Whofe  reftlefs  thoughts  ftill  form  the  plaa 
Of  guilt,  which  wither'd  to  the  rootj 
Thy  lifelefs  nerves  can't  executCj 
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Whiiit  in  tliy  marrowlefs  dry  bones, 
D-Cre  without  enjoyment  groan?. 
Thou  perjurd  ivrelch  '.   whom  falfehood  cloLhes 
E'en  like  a  garment ;  who  with  oaths 
Doft  trifle,  as  with  brokers,  meant 
To  ferve  thy  ev'ry  vile  intent, 
In  the  day's  broad  and  fearching  eye 
Making  God  witncfi  to  a  lie, 
Biafpheming  Heav'n  and  earth  for  pelf, 
And  hanging /r/Vni/j  to  fave  thyfelf. 
Tboufon  of  chance  '   whole  glorious  foul 
On  the  four  aces  doom"d  to  roll, 
Was  never  yet  with  honour  caught. 
Nor  on  poor  virtue  loft  one  thought; 
Who  dofl  thy  wv/^,  thy  children  fet. 
Thy  all,  uj^on  a  fingle  bet, 
Rifting,  the  defp'rate  flake  to  try, 
Here  and  hereafter  on  a  die ; 
Who  on  thy  own  private  fortune  loft, 
Doft  game  on  at  thy  country's  cofl. 
And,  grown  expert  in  {harping  rules, 
rirft  fool'd  thyfelf,  now  prey'fl  on  fools. 
Thou  noble  gamefte'r,  whofe  high  place 
Gives  too  much  credit  to  difgrace  ; 
Who,  with  the  motion  of  a  die, 
Dofl  make  a  mighty  ifland  fly, 
The  fums,  I  mean,  of  good  French  gold 
Ff  r  which  a  mighty  illand  fold; 
Who  dofl  betray  intelligence, 
Abufe  the  dearfl  conf.denct. 
And,  private  fortune  to  create, 
Moft  falfely  play  the  game  of  ftate ; 
Who  doft  within  the  Alley  fport 
Sum?,  which  might  beggar  a  whole  court. 
And  make  us  bankrupts  all,  if  care 
With  good  Earl  Talbot,  was  not  there. 
^hou  daring  infdel .'   whom  pride 
And  fin  have  drawn  from  reafon's  fide; 
Who  fearing  his  avengeful  rod, 
Dofl  wi(h  not  to  believe  a  God  ; 
Whofe  hope  is  founded  on  a  plan. 
Which  fhould  diftrail  the  foul  of  man, 
And  make  him  curfe  his abjecfl birth; 
Whofe  hope  is,  once  return'd  to  earth, 
1  here  to  lie  down  for  worms  a  feafl, 
To  rot  and  pcrifh  like  a  beaft 
Who  doft,  of  punifhment  afraid, 
And  by  thy  crimes  a  coward  made. 
To  ev'ry  gen'rous  foul  a  curfe, 
Than  hell  and  all  her  torments  worfc, 
When  crawling  to  thy  latter  end, 
Call  on  deftruiftion  as  a  friend, 
Chof.fing  to  c/umble  into  duft 
Rather  than  rife,  though  rife  you  muft. 
Thou  hypocrite  '.   who  doft  profane, 
And  take  the  pati  lot's  name  in  vain, 
Then  nioft  thy  country's  foe,  when  moft 
Of  love  and  loyalty  you  boaft; 
Who  for  the  filthy  love  of  gold, 
Thy  friend,  thy  king,  thy  God  haft  fold, 
And,  mccking  the  iuft  claim  of  hell. 
Were  bidders  found,  thyfelf  would  fell. 
Ye  -villians  '.    of  whatever  name. 
Whatever  rank,  to  whom  the  claim 
Of  hell  is  certain,  on  whofe  lids 
That  worm  which  never  dies,  forbidd 
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Sweet  fleep  to  fall,  come  and  ht-hoU, 
Whilft  envy  makes  your  blood  run  cold< 
Behold,  by  pitilefs  confcience  led, 
So  juftice  wills,  that  holy  bed. 
Where  peace  her  full  dominion  keeps, 
And  innocence  with  Holland  fleeps. 

Bid  terror,  pofting  on  the  wind, 
Afi'ray  the  fpirits  of  mankind, 
Bid  earthquakes  heaving  for  a  vent, 
Rive  their  concealing  continent, 
And,  forcing  an  untimely  birth 
Through  the  vaft  bowels  of  the  earth. 
Endeavour  in  her  monftrous  womb 
At  once  all  nature  to  entomb  ; 
Bid  all  that's  horrible  and  dire, 
All  that  man  hates  and  fears,  confpire 
To  make  night  hideous,  as  they  can  ; 
Still  is  thy  fleep,  thou  virtuous  man. 
Pure  as  the  thoughts,  which  in  thy  bread 
Inhabit,  and  infure  thy  reft; 
Still  fliall  thy  AylifF,  taught,  though  late, 
Thy  friendly  juftice  in  his  fate, 
Turn'd  to  a  guardian  angel,  fpread 
Sweet  dreams  of  comfort  round  thy  head. 

Dark  as  the  night,  by  fate  decreed 
For  the  contrivance  of  a  deed 
More  black  than  common,  which  might  tnakc 
This  land  from  her  foundations  fliake. 
Might  tear  up  freedom  from  the  root, 
Deftroy  a  Wilkes,  and  fix  a  Bute. 

Deep  horror  held  her  wide  dotnain  ; 
The  fky  in  fuUen  drops  of  rain 
Forewept  the  morn,  and  through  the  air, 
Which,  op'ning,  laid  its  bofom  bare. 
Loud  thunders  roll'd,  and  lightning  flrcam'd; 
The  owl  at  freedom's  window  fcream'd. 
The  fcreech  owl,  prophet  dire,  whofe  breath 
Brings  ficknefs,  and  whofe  note  is  death  ; 
The  church-yard  teem'd,  and  from  the  tomb. 
All  fad  and  filent,  through  the  gloom, 
The  ghofts  of  men,  in  former  times 
Whofe  public  virtues  were  their  crimes. 
Indignant  ftalk'd;  forrow  and  rage 
Blank'd  their  pale  cheek;  in  his  own  age 
The  prop  of  freedom,  Hampden  there 
Felt  after  death  the  gen'rous  care  ; 
Sidney  by  grief  from  heav'n  was  kept. 
And  for  his  brother  patriot  wept ; 
All  friends  of  liberty,  when  fite 
Prepar'd  to  fhorten  Wilkes's  date, 
Heav'd,  deeply  hurt,  the  heart-felt  groan, 
And  knew  that  wound  to  be  their  own. 

Hail,  Liberty!   a  glorious  word, 
In  other  countries  fcarcely  heard, 
Or  heard  but  as  a  thing  of  courfe. 
Without  or  energy  or  force  ; 
here  felt,  enjoy 'd,  ador'd,  fdc  fprlngs. 
Far,  far  beyond  the  reach  of  kings, 
Frelb  blooming  from  cur  mother  earth  : 
With  pride  and  joy  fhe  owns  her  birth 
Deriv'd  from  us,  and  in  return 
Bids  in  our  breafts  her  genius  burn  ; 
Bids  us  with  all  thofe  bieflings  live 
Which  liberty  alone  can  give, 
Or  nobly  with  that  fpirit  nobly  die,  \ 

Which  makes  death  more  thao  vii^orj.      ^ 
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Hail  thofe  old  patriots,  on  whofe  tongue 
Perfuafion  in  the  fenate  hung, 
Whilft  they  the  facred  caule  maintain'd  ! 
Kail  thofe  old  ciiiefs,  tb  honour  train'd, 
Who  fpread,  when  other  methods  fail'd, 
War's  bloody  banner,  and  prcvail'd  ! 
Shall  men  like  thefe  unmention'd  flecp 
Promifcuous  with  the  common  heap, 
And  (gratitude  forbid  the  crime) 
Be  carried  down  the  ilreani  of  time 
In  flioals,  unnotic'd  and  forgot. 
On  Lethe's  ftream,  like  flags,  to'rot  ? 
No — they  fliall  live,  and  each  fair  name, 
■Recorded  in  the  book  of  fame. 
Founded  on  honour's  bafis,  faft 
As  the  round  earth  to  ages  laft. 
Some  virtues  vanifh  wi'liour  breath, 
Virtue  like  this  lives  after  death. 
Old  Tinie  himfclf,  his  fcythe  thrown  by, 
Himfelf  loit  in  eternity. 
An  everlafting  crov/n  Ihall  twine 
To  make  a  Wilkes  and  Sidney  join. 

But  (hould  fome  Have-got  villain  dare 
Chains  for  his  country  to  prepare, 
And,  by  his  birth  to  flav'ry  broke, 
Make  her  to  feel  the  galling  yoke. 
May  he  be  evermore  accurs'd, 
Amongft  bad  men  be  rank'd  the  worll; 
May  he  be  ftiU  himfelf,  and  ftill 
Go  on  in  vice,  and  perfect  ill ; 
May  his  broad  crimes  each  day  increafe, 
'Till  he  can't  live,  nor  die  in  peace  ; 
May  he  be  plung'd  fo  deep  in  fhame 
That  Satan  mayn't  endure  his  name. 
And  hear,  fcarce  crawling  on  the  earth. 
His  children  curfe  him  for  their  birth ; 
May  liberty,  beyond  the  grave. 
Ordain  him  to  be  ftill  a  flave, 
Grant  him  what  here  he  mofl  requires, 
And  damn  him  with  his  own  defires ', 

But  fhould  fome  villain,  in  fupport 
And  zeal  for  a  defpairing  court, 
Placing  in  craft  his  confidence, 
And  making  honour  a  pretence 
To  do  a  deed  of  deepeft  fhame, 
Whilfl  filthy  lucre  i»  his  aim  ; 
Should  fuch  a  wretch,  with  fword  or  knife, 
Contrive  to  pradlife  'gainft  the  life 
Of  one,  who  honour'd  through  the  land, 
For  freedom  made  a  glorious  ftand ; 
Whofe  chief,  perhaps  his  only  crime. 
Is  (if  plain  truth  at  fuch  a  time 
May  dare  her  fentiments  to  tell) 
That  he  his  country  loves  too  well ; 
May  he — but  words  are  all  too  weak 
The  feelings  of  my  heart  to  fpeak — 
May  he — O  for  a  noble  curfe 
Which  might  his  very  marrow  pierce-— 
The  general  contempt  engage, 
And  be  the  Martin  of  his  age. 

BOOK  ir. 

Deep  in  the  bofom  of  a  wood, 
(^ut  of  the  road,  a  temple  flood  i 


Ancient,  and  much  the  worfe  for  wear, 
Itcall'd  aloud  for  quick  repair, 
And,  tottering  from  fide  to  fide, 
Menac'd  deftrucftion  far  and  wide, 
Nor  able  feem'd,  unkfs  made  ftronger. 
To  hold  out  four  or  five  years  longer. 
Four  hundred  pillar?,  from  the  ground 
Rifing  in  order,  xio/}  unfound. 
Some  rotten  to  the  heart  aloof, 
Seem'd  to  fupport  the  tott'ring  roof. 
But  to  infpeiflion  nearer  laid, 
Inflead  of  giving  wanted  aid. 

'f  he  ftrudture,  rare  and  curious,  made 
By  men  mod  famous  in  their  trade, 
A  work  of  years,  admir'd  by  all, 
Was  fufFer'd  into  duft  to  fall; 
Or,  juft  to  make  it  hang  together. 
And  keep  off  the  effecfcs  of  weather, 
Wa-  patch'd  and  patch'd  from  time  to  time 
By  wretches,  whom  it  were  a  crime, 
A  crime,  v.'hich  art  would  treafon  hold. 
To  mention  with  thofc  names  of  old. 

Builders,  who  had  the  pile  farvey'd, 
And  thofe  not  Flitcrvfts  *  in  their  trade, 
Doubted  (the  wife  hand  in  a  doubt 
Merely  fometimes  to  hand  her  out) 
Whether  (like  churches  in  a  brief. 
Taught  wifely  to  obtain  relief 
Through  Chancery,  who  gives  her  fees 
To  this  and  other  charities) 
It  muft  not,  in  all  parts  unfound. 
Be  ripp'd,  and  puU'd  down  to  the  ground; 
Whetlier  (though  after-ages  ne'er 
Shall  raife  a  building  to  compare) 
Art,  if  they  fhould  their  art  employ, 
Meant  to  preferve,  might  not  dellroy: 
As  human  bodies,  worn  away, 
Batter'd  and  hafting  to  decay. 
Bidding  the  pow'r  of  art  defpair. 
Cannot  thofe  very  medicines  bear. 
Which,  and  which  only  can  reflore. 
And  make  them  healthy  as  before. 

To  Liberty,  whofe  gracious fmilc 
Shed  peace  and  plenty  o'er  the  ifle, 
Our  grateful  anceftors,  her  plain 
But  faithful  children,  rais'd  this  fane. 

Full  in  the  front,  ftretch'd  out  in  length, 
Where  nature  put  forth  all  her  ftrength 
In  fpring  eternal,  lay  a  plain, 
Where  our  brave  fathers  us'd  to  train 
Their  fons  to  arms,  to  teach  the  art 
Of  >-var,  and  fleel  the  infant  heart. 
Labour,  their  hardy  nurfe,  when  young, 
Their  joint*  had  knit,  their  nerves  had  ilrung; 
Abltincnce,  foe  declar'd  to  death. 
Had,  from  the  time  they  firft  drew  breath, 
The  beft  of  doflors,  with  plain  food. 
Kept  pure  the  channel  of  their  blood  ; 
Health  in  their  cheeks  bade  colour  rife, 
And  glory  fparkled  in  her  eyes. 

The  inftruments  of  hufbandry, 
As  in  contempt,  were  all  thrown  by. 


*    Henry  Flit  croft  in  as  the   architeB  of  St,  Giles  i 
in  ibe  Fields  J  St.  Ollve^  SauthvJark,  ^c 
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And,  flatterin*  a  manly  pride. 

War's  keener  tools  their  place  fupplied. 

Their  arrows  to  the  head  they  drew, 

Swift  to  the  point  their  javelins  flew  ; 

They  grafp'd  the  fword,  they  fhook  the  fpcar ; 

Their  fathers  felt  a  pleafing  fear ; 

And  even  courage.  Handing  by, 

Scarcely  beheld  with  fteady  eye^ 

Each  ftripling,  IcfTon'd  by  his  fire, 

Knew  when  to  clofe,  when  to  retire. 

When  near  at  hand,  when  from  afar 

To  fight,  and  was  hinifelf  a  war. 

Their  wives,  their  mothers  all  around, 
Carelefs  of  order,  on  the  ground, 
Breatb'd  forth  to  Heav'n  the  pious  vow. 
And  for  a  fon's  or  hufoand's  brow, 
With  eager  fingers  laurel  wove ; 
l>anrel,  which  in  the  facred  grove, 
Planted  by  Libert r,  they  find, 
The  brows  of  conquerors  to  bind, 
To  give  them  pride  and  fpirits,  fit 
To  make  a  world  in  arms  fubmit. 

What  raptures  did  the  bof.>m  fire 
Of  the  young,  rugged,  peafant  fire. 
When  from  the  toil  of  mimic  fight. 
Returning  witli  return  of  night, 
He  faw  his  babe  refign  the  breaft, 
Atid,  fmiling,  flroke  thofe  arms  in  jeft. 
With  which  hereafter  he  fhall  make 
The  proudeft  heart  in  Gallia  quake  ! 

Gods  !  with  what  joy,  what  honeft  pride, 
Did  easch  fond,  wifhing,  ruflic  bride 
Behold  her  manly  fwain  return  ! 
How  did  her  lovc-fick  bofoni  burn. 
Though  on  parades  he  was  not  bred, 
Nor  wore  the  livery  of  red. 
When,  pleafure  height'ning  all  her  charms, 
5he  (Iratn'd  her  warrior  in  her  arms. 
And  begg'd,  wliiifl:  love  and  glory  fire, 
A  fon,  a  fon  jufl  like  his  fire  ! 

Such  were  tlie  men  in  former  times, 
Ere  luxury  had  made  our  crimes 
Our  bitter  ponifliment,  who  bore 
Their  terrors  to  a  foreign  fhore ; 
Such  were  the  men,  who  free  from  dread, 
By  Edwards  and  by  Henries  led. 
Spread,  like  a  torrent  fwell'd  with  rains. 
O'er  haughty  Gallia's  trembling  plains  ; 
Such  were  the  men,  when  luft  of  pow'r, 
To  work  him  woe,  in  evil  hour 
Debauch'd  the  tyrant  from  thcfe  ways 
On  which  a  king  fhould  found  his  praiTe  ; 
When  flern  op;-irefrion,  hand  in  hand 
With  pride,  ftalk'd  proudly  through  the  land; 
When  weeping  juftice  was  miiled 
From  her  fair  courfe,  and  mercy  dead  ; 
Such  were  the  men,  in  virtue  fcrong. 
Who  dar'd  not  fee  their  country's  wrong  ; 
Who  left  tJie  mattock,  and  the  fpade, 
And,  in  the  robes  of  war  array'd. 
In  their  rough  arms,  departing,  took 
Their  helplcf$  babes,  and  with  a  look 
Stern  and  detcrmin'd,  fwore  to  lee 
Thofe  babes  no  more,  tir  fee  them  free  ; 
Such  were  the  men  whom  tyrant  pride 
Could  nsver  fallen  to  his  fide 


By  threats  or  bribes ;  who,  freemen  born. 

Chains,  though  of  gold,  beheld  with  fcorn; 

Who,  free  from  ev'ry  fervile  awe, 

Could  never  be  divorc'd  from  law 

From  that  broad  gen'ral  law,  which  fenfe 

Made  for  the  general  defence ; 

Could  never  yield  to  partial  ties 

Which  from  dependent  ftations  rife; 

Could  never  be  to  flav'ry  led. 

For  property  was  at  their  head  ; 

Such  were  the  men  in  days  of  yore, 

Who,  call'd  by  liberty,  before 

Her  temple  on  the  facred  green, 

Tn  martial  paflimes  oft  were  feen — 

Now  feen  no  longer — in  their  ftead, 

To  lazinefs  and  vermin  bred, 

A  race  who,  firangers  to  the  caufc 

Of  freedom,  live  by  other  laws, 

On  other  motives  fight,  a  prey 

To  interefl,  and  flaves  for  pay. 

Valour,  how  glorious  on  a  plan 

Of  honour  founded,  leads  their  van  ; 

Difcretion,  free  from  taint  of  fear, 

Cool,  but  refulv'd,  brings  up  their  rear, 

Difcretion,  valour's  better  half ; 

Dependence  holds  the  general's  ftafF. 

In  plain  and  home-fpun  garb  array'd, 
Not  for  vain  fhow,  but  fervice  made, 
In  a  green  flourilhing  old  age. 
Nor  damn'd  yet  with  aa  equipage, 
In  rules  oi porterage  untaught, 
Simplicity,  not  worth  a  groat, 
For  years  had  kept  the  temple  door; 
Full  on  his  breaft  a  glafs  he  wore, 
Through  which  his  bofom  open  lay 
To  ev"ry  one  that  pafs'd  that  way. 
Now  turn'd  adrift — with  humbler  face 
But  prouder  heart,  his  vacant  place 
Corruption  fills,  and  bears  the  key; 
No  entrance  now  without  a  fee. 

With  belly  round,  and  fully  fat  face, 
Which  on  the  houfc  reflecfted  grace, 
Full  of  good  fare,  and  honeft  glee. 
The  Jlcivjrd  hofpitality, 
Cld  welcome  fmiling  by  his  fide, 
A  good  old  iervant,  often  tried. 
And  faithful  found,  who  kept  in  view 
His  lady's  fame  and  int'reft  too. 
Who  made  each  heart  with  joy  rebound, 
Yet  never  run  her  ftate  a-ground. 
Was  turn'd  off,  or  (which  word  I  find 
Is  more  in  modern  ufe)  reftgnd. 

Half-ftarv'd,  half-ftarving  others,  bred 
In  beggary,  witlx  carrion  fed, 
Detefted,  and  detefting  all. 
Made  up  of  avarice  and  gall, 
Boafting  great  thrift,  yet  wafting  more 
Than  ever  fteward  did  before, 
Succeeding  one,  who,  to  engage 
The  praife  of  an  exhauftcd  age, 
AiTum'd  a  name  of  high  degree. 
And  call'd  himfelf  economy. 

Within  the  temple,  lull  in  fight, 
Where,  without  ceafing.  day  and  night. 
The  workmen  toil'd,  where  labour  bar'd 
His  hrawjiy  arm,  where  art  prepar'd, 
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In  regukr  and  even  rows, 

Her  types,  z printing-prefs  arofe; 

Each  workman  knew  his  taflc,  and  esch 

Was  honeft  and  expert  as  Leach. 
Hence  Itamir.g  ftruck  a  deeper  root. 

And  fcience  brought  forth  riper  fruit ; 

Hence  loyalty  receiv'd  ftipport, 

Even  when  hanifli'd  from  the  court ; 

Hence  government  gain'd  ftrength,  and  Lenee 

Religion  fought,  and  found  defence; 

Hence  England's  fairefl  fame  arofe, 

And  liberty  fubdu'd  her  foes. 

On  a  low,  fimple,  turf-made  throne 

Rais'd  by  allegiance,  fcarcely  known 

From  her  attendants,  glad  to  be 

Pattern  of  that  equality 

She  wifii'd  to  all,  fo  far  as  cou'd 

Safely  confifl  with  fecial  good, 

l~he  goddefs  fat;  around  her  head 

A  cheerful  radiance  glory  fpread; 

Courage,  a  youth  of  royal  race, 

Ecvclily  ftern,  poffefs'd  a  place 

On  her  left-hand,  and  on  her  right 

Sat  honour,  cloth'd  with  robes  of  light; 

Before  her  Magna  Charta  lay, 

Which  fome  great  lawyer,  of  his  day 

The  Pratt,  was  cfac'd  to  explain. 
And  make  the  bafis  of  her  reign  ; 

Peace,  crown'd  with  olive,  to  her  breafl 
Two  fmiling  twin-born  infants  preft 
At  her  feet  couching,  war  was  laid, 
And  with  a  brindled  lion  play'd  ; 
Juftice  and  mercy,  hand  in  hand. 
Joint  guardians  of  the  happy  land, 
Together  held  their  mighty  charge, 
And  truth  walk'd  all  about  at  large; 
Health  for  the  royal  troop  the  feaft 
Prepar'd,  and  virtue  was  high-prieft. 
Such  was  the  fame  our  goJJefs  bore. 
Her  temple  fuch  in  days  of  yore. 
What  changes  ruthlefs  time  prefents  ! 
Behold  her  ruin'd  battlements, 
Her  walls  decay 'd,  her  nodding  fpires, 
Her  altars  broke,  her  dying  fires. 
Her  name  defpis'd,  her  priefts  deAroy'd, 
Her  friends  difgrac'd,  her  foes  eniploy'd, 
Her/elf  (by  mini/lerial  arts 
Depriv'd  e'en  of  the  people's  hearts, 
Whilft  they,  to  work  her  furer  woe, 
Feign  her  to  monarchy  a  foe) 
Exil'd  by  grief,  felf-doom'd  to  dwell 
With  fome  poor  hermit  in  a  cell. 
Or,  that  retirement  tedious  grown, 
If  fhe  walks  forth,  fhe  walks  unknown. 
Hooted  and  pointed  at  with  fcorn. 
As  one  in  fome  ftrange  country  born. 

Behold  a  rude  and  ruffian  race, 
A  band  of  fpoilers,  feize  her  place  ; 
With  looks,  which  might  the  heart  dif-feat, 
And  make  life  found  a  quick  retreat, 
To  rapine  from  the  cradle  bred, 
AJlaunch,  old  blood- hound  at  their  head, 
Who,  free  from  virtue  and  from  awe. 
Knew  none  but  the  bad  part  of  law, 
They  rov'd  at  large;   each  on  his  breafl 
Mark'd  with  a  greyhound,  flood  confeft. 


Controulment  waited  on  their  nod, 
High-wielding  perfecution's  rod  ; 
Confufion  follow'd  at  their  heeir,, 
And  a  caftjlatefman  held  the  feals, 
Thofe  feals,  for  which  he  dear  fhall  pay. 
When  awful  juftice  takes  her  day. 

The  printers  faw — they  faw  and  fled— 
Science  declining,  hung  her  head. 
Property  in  defpair  appear'd. 
And  for  herfelf  deftru6tion  fear'd  ; 
Whilft  under  foot  the  rude  flaves  trod 
Th&  works  of  men,  and  word  of  God  ; 
Whilft,  clofe  behind,  on  many  a  book. 
In  which  he  never  deigns  to  look. 
Which  be  did  not,  nay — could  not  read, 
A  bold,  bad  man  (by  pow'r  decreed 
For  that  bad  end,  who  in  the  dark 
Scorn'd  to  do  mifchief)  fet  his  mark 
In  tlie  full  day,  the  mark  of  hell. 
And  on  the  gofpel  flamp'd  an  L. 

Liberty  fled,  her  friends  withdrew. 
Her  friends,  a  faithful,  chofen  few; 
Honour  in  grief  threw  up,  and  fhame. 
Clothing  herfelf  with  honour's  name, 
Ufurp'd  his  ftation  ;  on  the  throne 
Which  liberty  once  call'd  her  own, 
(Gods,  that  fuch  mighty  ills  fhould  fpring 
Under  fo  great,  fo  good  a  king, 
So  lov'd,  fo  loving,  through  the  arts 
Of  flatefmen  curs'd  with  wicked  hearts)! 
For  ev'ry  darker  purpofe  (it, 
Behold  in  triumph  ilate-craft  fit. 


BOOK  m. 

Ah  me  !  what  mighty  perils  wait 
The  man  who  meddles  with  a  ftate. 
Whether  to  flrengthen,  or  oppofe  ! 
Falfe  are  his  friends,  and  firm  his  foes. 
How  mufl;  hisfcul,  once  ventur'd  in, 
Plilnge  blindly  on  from  fm  to  fin  '. 
What  toils  he  fuficrs,  what  difgrace. 
To  get,  and  then  to  keep  a  place '. 
How  often,  whether  wrong  or  right, 
Muft  he  in  jeft  or  earneft  fight, 
Rifking  for  thofe  both  life  and  limb. 
Who  would  not  rilk  one  groat  for  him  2 

Under  the  temple  lay  a  cave. 
Made  by  fome  guilty,  coward  flave, 
Whofe  aiSions  fear'd  rebuke,  a  maze 
Of  intricate  and  winding  ways, 
Not  to  be  found  without  a  clue ; 
One  paflage  only,  known  to  few. 
In  paths  direcSl  led  to  a  cell. 
Where  fraud  in  fecret  lov'd  to  dw'fell. 
With  all  her  tools  and  flaves  about  her. 
Nor  fear'd  left  honefty  fhould  ro^t  her. 

In  a  dark  corner,  fhunning  fight 
Of  man,  and  fhrinking  from  the  light. 
One  dull,  dim  taper  through  the  cell 
Glimm'ring,  to  make  more  horrible 
The  face  of  darknefs,  flie  prepares, 
Working  unfeen,  all  kinds  of  fnares. 
With  curious,  but  deftrucftive  art : 
Here,  through  the  eye  to  catch  the  hearty 
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G-x^ Jtars  their  tinfcl  beams  afford, 
IMent  artifice  to  trap  a  lord; 
There,  fit  for  all  whem  folly  bred. 
Wave  flumes  oi feathe  s  for  the  head  ; 
Garters  tJie  hag  coii'rives  to  make. 
Which,  as  it  leems  a  bal^e  mijiht  break, 
Jjut  which  ambifio'is  madmen  feel 
IVlore  firm  ard  fiire  than  chains  of  fteel ; 
Which,  flipp  i!  J!ift  underneath  the  knee, 
Forbid  a  freeman  to  be  free  ; 
Furfis  flic  knew  (di.i  ever  cnrfe 
Trav-'l  more  fure  than  in  a  purfe)  ? 
Which,  by  £</me  ftrange  and  magic  bands 
Enflave  the  fuul,  and  tie  the  hands. 

Her:  tlatt'ry,  eldr.ll-born  of  guile, 
Weaves  with  rare  IkiU  the  filkea  fmile. 
The  courtly  cringe,  the  fupple  bow, 
The  private  fqueeze,  the  levee  vow, 
With  which,  no  ftrange  or  recent  cafe, 
fools  in  deceive  fools  o:.'/of  place. 

Corruption  '^^who,  in  former  times. 
Through  fear  or  {liame  conceal'd  her  crimes, 
And  what  fhe  did,  contriv'd  to  do  it 
So  that  the  public  might  not  view  it) 
Prefumptuou;  groun,  unfit  was  held 
For  their  dark  councils,  and  expell'd. 
Since  in  the  .day  her  bufinefs  might 
Be  done  as  fafe  as  in  the  night. 

Her  eje  down-bendin;^  to  the  ground, 
planning  fome  daik  and  deadly  wound. 
Holding  a  dagger,  on  which  flood. 
All  frcih  and  reeking,  drQp^  of  blood, 
Be3r:ng^  3  Iju'horn,  which  ni  yore, 
By  ireafnn  bwrrow'd,  Guy  Fa'.vkes  bore. 
By  which,  fiiice  they  improv'd  in  trade, 
£>ciiemcn  have  their  lanthorns  made, 
Aflairiuation,  her  whole  mind 
Bliiod-tliirfling,  on  her  arm  reclin'd. 
Death,  grinning,  at  her  elbow  ftood. 
And  held  fotth  inf'ruments  of  blood. 
Vile  inflrumcnts,  which  cowards  choofe, 
But  men  of  hon<ur  dare  not  ufe  ; 
Around  his  Ifrdfhip  and  his  grace, 
Both  qualified  f'.rfuch  a  place, 
Witli  many  a  .Forbes  *,  and  many  a  Dun  f, 
Each  a  refolvM,  and  piodi  fon, 
W^ait  her  higii  Mddin.i^  ;  each  prepar'd. 
As  fhe  around  her  orders  fliar'd, 
Proct  'g-iiiift  remorfe,  to  run  to  fly, 
And  bid  the  deflin'd  vidiim  die. 
Polling  on  villainy's  black  wing, 
Whether  he  patriot  is,  or  king. 

Oppreffion,  willing  to  ai)pear 
An  objeib  of  our  love,  not  fear. 
Or  at  the  mod  a  rev'rcnd  awe 
To  breed,  ufurp'd  the  garb  of  law. 
A  book  fhe  held,  on  which  her  eyes 
Were  deeply  fix'd,  whence  feem  to  rife 
Joy  in  her  brcall ;  a  hook,  of  might 
Moft  wonderful,  which  black  to  white 
Ciiuld  turn,  and  without  help  of  laws. 
Could  make  the  worle  the  better  caufe. 

*   A  Scotch  DJjicer  tcLo  chalhrged  Mr.  WVhs. 
t   A  poor  lunatic,  tx'ho  %vas  charged  VfU!)  an  inUn- 
i'm  to  ajfj/jlnats  Mr,  WiU-es, 


She  read,  by  flan'ring  hopes  deceiv'd, 

She  wifli'd,  and  what  (he  wifli'd,  believ'd, 

To  make  that  book  for  ever  {land 

The  rule  of  wrong  through  all  the  hnd ; 

On  the  back,  fair  and  worthy  note. 

At  large  was  Magna  Charta  wrote. 

But  turn  your  eye  within,  and  read, 

A  bitter  lelTon,  Norton's  creed. 

Rea  y,  e'en  with  a  look,  to  run, 

F^fl  as  the  courfers  of  the  fun, 

To  worry  virtue,  at  her  hand 

Two  half  ftarv'd  greyhounds  took  their  fland. 

A  curious  model,  cut  in  wood, 

Of  a  mofl  ancient  caftle  ftood 

Full  in  her  view  ;  the  gates  were  barr'd, 

And  foldiers  on  the  watch  kept  guard  ; 

In  the  front,  openly,  in  black 

Was  wrote,  "  the  Tow'r  ;"  but  on  the  back, 

Mark'dwitha  fccretary's  feal, 

In  bloody  letters,  «  the  Baftille." 

Around  a  table,  fully  bent 
On  mifchief  of  moft  black  intent 
Deeply  determin'd,  that  their  reign 
Might  longer  laft,  to  work  the  bane 
Of  one  firm  patriot,  whofe  heart,  tied 
To  honour,  all  their  pow'r  defied, 
And  brought  thofe  a6lions  into  light 
They  wifh'd  to  have  conceal'd  in  night,  " 
Begot,  born,  bred  to  infamy, 
A  privy-council  fat  of  three  ; 
Great  were  their  names,  of  high  repute 
And  favour  through  the  land  of  Bute. 

The  firft  (entitled  to  the  place 
Of  lionour  both  by  gown  and  grace. 
Who  never  let  occafion  flip 
To  take  right-hand  ol  fellowfhip, 
And  was  fo  proud,  that  fhould  he  meet 
The  twelve  apoftles  in  the  ftreet, 
He'd  turn  his  nofe  up  at  them  all, 
And  (hove  his  Saviour  from  the  W'all ; 
Who  v.'as  fo  mean  (mcannefs  and  piide 
Still  g..  tngdther  fide  by  fide) 
That  he  vvotild  cringe,  and  creep,  be  civil, 
And  hold  a  llirrup  for  the  devil, 
If  in  a  journey  to  his  mind. 
He'd  let  him  mount  an.i  ride  behind  ; 
Who  bafely  fawn'd  through  all  his  life, 
Y  ox  patrons  fir'',  then  for  a  ivifc; 
Wrote  dedications  which  miiil  make 
The  heart  of  ev'ry  Chriftian  quake  ; 
Made  one  man  equal  to.  or  more 
Than  God,  then  left  him,  as  before 
His  God  he  left,  and  drawn  by  pride, 
Shifted  about  to  t'  other  fide) 
Was  by  his  fire  a  parfon  made, 
Merely  to  give  the  boy  a  trade  ; 
But  he  hinildf  was  thereto  drawn 
By  fome  faint  omens  of  the  lawn. 
And  on  the  truly  Chriftian  plan 
To  make  himfelf  a  gentleman, 
A  title,  in  v/hich  form  array'd  him,  [him. 

Though  fate  ne'er  thought  on't  when  fhe  made 

The  oaths  he  took,  'tis  very  true, 
But  took  tiicm,  as  all  wife  men  do. 
With  an  intent,  if  things  Hiould  turn, 
Rather  to  temporize,  thyin  burnt 
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Gofpel  and  loyalty  were  made 
'I"o  (erve  the  purpoies  of  trade  ; 
Religions  are  but  paper  ties, 
Which  bind  the  fool,  but  which  the  wife, 
Such  idle  notions  far  above. 
Draw  on  and  of}",  juft  like  a  glove  ; 
All  gods,  all  kings  (let  his  great  aim 
Be  anfwer'd)  were  to  him  the  fame. 

A  curate  firfl,  he  read  and  read, 
And  laid  in,  whiifl  he  fhould  have  fed 
The  fouls  of  his  negie(5ted  flock, 
Of  reading  fuch  a  mighty  (lock, 
That  he  o'crcharg'd  the  weary  brain, 
With  more  than  file  could  well  contain, 
More  than  (he  was  with  fpirits  fraught 
To  turn,  and  methodize  to  thought, 
And  which,  like  ill-digefted  food. 
To  humours  turn'd,  and  not  to  blood. 
Brought  up  to  London  from,  the  plough 
And  pulpit,  how  to  make  a  bow 
He  try'd  to  leatn,  he  grew  polite, 
And  was  the  poet's  parafite. 
With  wits  convcrfing  (and  wits  then 
Were  to  be  found  'mongll  noblemen) 
He  caught,  or  would  have  caught  the  flame, 
And  would  be  nothing,  or  the  fame  ; 
He  drank  with  drunkards,  liv'd  with  finncrs, 
Herded  with  infidels  for  dinners  ; 
With  fuch  an  emphalis  and  grace 
Blafphem'd,  that  Potter  kept  not  pace; 
He,  in  the  highcft  reign  of  noon, 
Bawl'd  bawdry  fongs  to  a  pfalm  tune  ; 
Liv'd  with  men  infamous  and  vile, 
Truck'd  his  falvation  for  a  fmile, 
To  catch  their  humour  caught  their  plan, 
And  laugh'd  at  God  to  laugh  with  man  ; 
Prais''d  them  when  living  in  each  breath. 
And  damn'd  their  niem'nes  after  death. 

To  pr(ive  his  faith,  which  all  admit 
Is  at  leaft  equal  to  his  wit, 
And  make  himfelf  a  man  of  note, 
He  in  defence  of  Scripture  wrote; 
So  long  he  wrote,  and  long  about  it. 
That  e'en  believers  'gan  to  doubt  it : 
He  wrote  too  of  the  inward  light. 
Though  no  one  knew  how  he  came  by't, 
And  of  that  influencing  grace. 
Which  in  his  life  ne'er  found  a  place  : 
He  wrote  too  of  the  Holy  Ghoft, 
Of  whom  no  more  than  doth  a  poft 
He  knew  ;  nor,  fliould  an  angel  fliow  him. 
Would  he  or  know,  or  choofe  to  know  him. 

Next  (for  he  knew  'twixt  ev'ry  fcience 
There  was  a  natural  alliance) 
He  wrote,  t'  advance  his  Maker's  praife. 
Comments  on  rhymes,  and  notes  on  plays, 
And  with  an  all-iufficient  air 
Plac'd  himfelf  in  the  critic's  chair, 
Ufurp'do'er  reafon  fu!i  dominion. 
And  govern'd  merely  by  opinion. 
At  length  dethron'd,  and  kept  in  awe 
By  one  plain  fimple  man  of  law  ■", 
He  arm'd  dead  friends  f ,  to  vengeance  true, 
T'  abufe  the  man  they  never  knew. 

*  Thomas  Edtuards,  Efq.    iiic  Canons  of  Cnt'icifm. 

f  See  Notes  io  Fope. 
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Examine  ftriiftly  all  mankind. 
Mod  charadlers  are  mix'd,  we  find  ; 
And  vice  and  virtue  take  their  turn 
tn  the  fame  breaft  to  beat  and  burn. 
Our  prieft  was  an  exception  here, 
Nor  did  one  fpark  of  grace  appear. 
Not  one  dull,  dim  fpark  in  his  foul ; 
Vice,  glorious  vice  poffefs'd  the  whole. 
And,  in  her  fervice  truly  w.irm, 
He  was  in  fin  moft  uniform. 

Injurious  fatire,  own  at  leaft 
One  fnivelling  virtue  in  the  prieft, 
One  fni veiling  virtue  which  is  plac'd, 
They  fay,  in  or  about  the  waift, 
Call'd  chaftity  ;  the  prndilh  dame 
Knows  it  at  large  by  virtue's  name. 
To  this  his  wife  (and  in  thtfe  days 
Wives  feldom  without  reafon  praife) 
Bears  evidence — then  calls  her  child, 
And  fwears  that  Tom  was  vaftly  wild. 

Ripcn'd  by  a  long  courfe  of  years. 
He  great  and  peifedh  now  appears. 
In  (hape  fcarce  of  the  human  kind  ; 
A  man,  without  a  manly  mind ; 
No  hufband,  though  he's  truly  wed; 
Though  on  his  knees  a  child  is  bred. 
No  father;  injur'd,  without  end 
A  foe  ;  and  though  oblig'd,  no  friend ; 
A  heart,  which  virtue  ne'er  difgrac'd; 
A  head,  where  learning  runs  to  wade  ; 
A  gentleman  well  bred,  if  breeding  ^ 

Refts  in  the  article  of  reading  ; 
A  man  of  this  world,  for  the  next 
Was  ne'er  Included  in  his  text ; 
A  judge  of  genius,  though  confeft 
With  not  one  f))ark  of  genius  blcfl; 
Amoni^ft  the  firft  of  critics  plac'd. 
Though  free  from  ev'ry  taint  of  tafle ; 
A  Chriftian  without  faith  or  works. 
As  he  would  be  a  Turk  'mongft  Turks ; 
A  great  divine,  as  lords  agree. 
Without  the  leaft  divinity  ; 
To  crov/n  all,  in  declining  age, 
Enflarti'd  with  church  and  party  rage, 
Behold  him,  full  and  pcrfed:  quite, 
A  falfe  faint,  and  true  hypocrite. 

Next  fat  a  lawyer,  often  try'd 
In  perilous  extremes;  when  pride 
And  pow'r,  all  wild  and  trembling,  ftood, 
Nor  dar'd  to  tempt  the  raging  flood  ; 
'1  his  bold,  bad  man  arofe  to  view. 
And  gave  his  hand  to  help  them  through. 
Steel'd  'gainft  compaffion,  as  they  pad. 
He  faw  poor  freedom  breathe  her  laft  ; 
He  i'aw  her  ftruggle, heard  her  groan. 
He  faw  her  helplefs  and  alone, 
Whelm'd  in  that  ftorm,  which,  fear'd  and  prai^'d 
By  flav^'s  lefs  bold,  himfelf  had  rais'd. 

Bred  to  the  law,  he  from  the  firfl 
Of  all  bad  lawyers  was  the  word. 
Perfedlion  (for  bad  men  maintain 
In  ill  we  may  perfection  gain) 
In  others  is  a  work  of  time,  , 

And  they  creep  on  from  crime  to  crime  ; 
He,  for  a  prodigy  dcfign'd 
To  fpread  aniazement  o'er  mankind, 
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Started  full  ripen 'd  all  at  once 

A  perfedl  knave,  and  perfedl  dunce. 

Who  will  for  him  may  boaff  of  fenfe, 
Hi?  better  guard  is  impudence. 
His  front,  with  tenfold  plates  of.brafs 
S^cur'd,  ftiame  never  yet  could  pafs, 
Nor  on  the  furface  of  his  ficin 
Biufh  for  that  guilt  which  dwelt  within. 
How  often  in  coi  tempt  of  laws, 
To  found  the  bouom  ol  a  caufs, 
To  fearch  out  ev'ry  rotten  part, 
Ar  d  worm  into  its  very  heart. 
Hath  he  ta'cn  briefs  on  ialfe  pretence. 
And  undertaken  the  defence 
Of  trufting  fnols,  whom  in  the  end 
He  rueant  to  ruin,  not  defend? 
How  often,  ev'n  in  open  court, 
Hath  the  wretch  made  his  fhame  his  fport, 
And  laiighd  off,  with  a  villain's  cafe, 
Throwing  up  briefs,  and  keeping  fees  ? 
Such  thing',  as,  though  to  roguery  bred. 
Had  ftruck  a  little  villain  dead. 

Caufes,  whatever  their  import, 
He  undertakes,  to  ferve  a  court ; 
F^r  he  by  heart  this  rule  had  got, 
Pow'r  can  eiTedl,  what  law  capnot. 

Fools  he  fiirgives,  but  rogues  he  fears; 
If  genius,  yok  d  with  worth,  appears, 
His  weak  foul  fickens  at  the  fight, 
And  flrivesto  plunge  them  down  in  night. 

So  loud  he  talks,  fo  very  loud, 
He  i:^  an  angel  v.-ith  the  crowd, 
W'hilft  he  makes  juftice  hang  heTr  head, 
And  jud;Je^  turn  from  pale  to  red. 

Bid  all  that  nature,  on  a  plan 
M'  't  intir.ate,  makes  dear  to  man. 
All  that  with  grand  and  gen'ral  ties 
Binds  good  and  bad,  the  fool  and  wife, 
Knock  at  his  heart;  they  knock  in  vain, 
No  ciurarce  there  fuch  fuiters  gain. 
Bid  kneeling  kings  forfake  the  throne  ; 
Bid  at  his  feet  his  country  groan; 
Bid  liberty  flretch  out  her  hands ; 
Religion  plead  her  ilronger  bands ; 
Bid  parents,  children,  wife,  and  friends; 
If  they  cnme  'thwart his  private  ends, 
Unmov'd  he  hears  the  gen'ral  call. 
And  bravely  tramples  on  them  all. 
"Who  will  for  him  may  cant  and  whine. 
And  Ic:  we^k  confcience  with  her  line 
Chalk  out  their  ways;  fuch  ifarving  rules 
Are  only  fit  for  coward  fools, 
Fellowb  who  credit  what  priefls  tell, 
And  tremble  at  the  thoughts  of  hell ; 
His  fpirii  dares  contend  with  grace, 
And  niccts  damnation  face  to  face. 

Sucii  was  o'.ir  laivyer ;  by  his  fide. 
In  oil  bad  qualities  allied, 
li!  all  bad  ccunfels,  fat  a  tbiiJ, 
By  birth  a  lord.     O  facred  word  ! 
O  word  moft  iacred,  whence  men  get 
A  privilege  to  run  in  debt; 
Whence  they  at  large  exeni];tion  claim 
From  fatire,  and  htr  fervant  fliame ; 
Wiience  th«y,  depriv'd  oi  ali  her  force, 
,  Forbid  bold  truth  to  huld  her  couifc 


Cmifidt  his  perfon.  drefs,  and  air, 
He  feems  which  ftran^jers  well  might fwear. 
The  matter .  or  by  courtefy, 
1  he  captain  of  a  colliery. 
L<"oit  at  his  vifage,  anrl  agree 
Half-hang'd  he  feems,  juft  from  the  tree 
Efcap'd  .  a  r-^pe  may  fometimes  break, 
Or  men  be  cut  down  by  miftake. 

He  hath  not  virtue    in  the  fchool 
Of  vice  bred  up),  'o  live  by  rule, 
N'T  hath  he  ftnfe  (which  none  can  doubt 
Who  know  the  man)  to  live  without. 
His  life  is  a  connnucd  fceue 
Of  all  that's  iiifumous  and  mean  ; 
He  knows  not  change,  uiilefs  grown  nice 
And  di'li  ate,  from  vice  to  vice  ; 
Nature  defign'd  him,  in  a  rage, 
To  he  the  Wharton  of  his  age, 
But,  having  giv'n  all  the  fin, 
Forgot  to  put  the  virtues  in. 
To  run  a  horie,  to  make  a  match, 
To  revel  de^  p,  to  roar  a  catch, 
To  knock  a  tott'iing  watchman  down. 
To  fweat  a  woman  of  the  town, 
By  fits  to  kicp  the  peace,  or  break  it, 
In  turn  to  give  a  pox,  or  take  it, 
He  is,  in  faith,  moft  excellent. 
And  in  the  word's  moft  full  intent, 
A  true  choice  fpiritwe  admit; 
With  wits  a  foci,  with  fools  a  wit : 
Hear  him  but  talk,  and  you  would  fwear 
Obfcenity  herfelf  was  there  ; 
And  that  profanenefs  had  made  choice. 
By  way  of  trump,  to  ufe  his  voice  ; 
That,  in  all  mean  and  low  things  great, 
He  had  been  bred  at  Bltlingfgjte  ; 
And  that,  afcending  to  the  eatth 
Before  the  feafon  of  his  birth, 
Blafphemy,  making  way  and  room, 
Had  mark'd  him  in  hi'*  mother's  womb; 
Too  honeft  (for  the  worft  <ii  men 
In  forms  are  honeft  now  and  then) 
N  t  to  have,  in  the  ufual  way, 
His  bids  feiit  in  ;   too  great,  to  pay  ; 
Too  pri)ud  to  fpeak  to,  if  he  meets. 
The  honeft  tradefman  whom  he  cheats; 
Too  infamous  to  have  a  friend, 
Too  bad  for  bad  men  to  commend. 
Or  good  to  name  ;  beneath  whot'e  weight 
Earth  groans ;  who  hath  been  Ipar'd  by  fate 
Only  ro  (how,  on  mcrcy'^  p  an, 
How  far  and  long  God  bears  with  man. 

Such  were  the  ttiree.  who,  mockuigflcep, 
At  niidniiiiu  fat,  in  cunfe!  deep, 
PI  -ttiiig  deftru(i>ion  'g-anll  a  head, 
Wliofc  vvifdom  C'uld  not  be  niifled  ; 
Pi.  tting  deftru(5li'  n    gainft  a  heart. 
Which  ne'er  from  h  nour  would  depart. 

"  Is  he  not  rank'd  amongft  our  foes  ? 
"   Hath  not  his  fpirit  dar'd   -ppofe 
"   Out  deareft  meafures,  made  our  name 
"  Stand  forward  on  the  roll  of  ihame  J 
'•   Hath  he  no'  won  the  vulgar  tribes, 
"   Ey  icorning  menaces  and  bfibes, 
"   And  provine,  that  his  darling  caufe 
"  Is  of  their  liberties  and  laws 
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'  To  {land  the  cliampion  ?  fn  a  word, 
"  Nor  need  one  argunnent  be  heard 
•'   Bevond  this,  to  awake  our  zeal, 
"  To  quicken  ©ur  refolves,  ai  d  ftecl 
"  Our  fteady  fouls  to  bloody  bent 
"   (Sure  ruin  to  each  dear  intent, 
"  Each  flatt'iing  hope),  he,  without  fear, 
*'  Hath  dar'd  to  make  the  truth  appear." 
They  faid,  and,  by  reTentmeat  taught. 
Each  on  revenge  eniploy'd  his  tliought; 
Each,  bent  on  mifchief,  rack  d  his  brain 
To  her  full  ftretch,  but  rack'd  in  vain  ; 
Scheme  after  fcheme  they  brought  to  view ; 
All  were  examin'd,  none  would  di. 
When  fraud,  with  pleafure  in  her  face, 
Forth  iffu'd  from  her  hiding-place, 
And  at  the  table  where  they  meet, 
Firft  having  bleft  them,  took  her  feat. 
"   No  tnfling  caufe,  my  darling  boys, 
"  Your  preftnt  thoughts  and  cares  employs; 
"   No  comnion  fnare,  no  random  blow 
•'  Can  work  'he  bane  oi  fuch  a  foe  : 
"  By  nature  catitious  as  he's  brave, 
"  To  honour  only  he's  a  flave  ; 
"  In  that  weak  part  without  defence, 
"  We  muft  to  honour  make  pretence  : 
"  That  lure  fliall  to  his  ruin  draw 
*'  The  wretch,  wha  ftands  fecure  in  law. 
"  Nor  think  that  I  have  idly  plann'd 
"  This  full-ripe  fcheme;  behold  at  hand, 
"  With  three  months  training  on  his  head, 
"  An  inftrument,  whom  I  have  bred, 
"  Born  of  thefc  bowels,  far  from  fight 
"   Of  virtue's  falfe,  but  glaring  light, 
"  My  youngeft-born,  my  dcaicll;  joy, 
"  Moft  like  myfclf,  my  darling  boy. 
"   He,  never  touch'd  with  vile  remorfe, 
**  Refolv'd  and  crafty  in  his  courfe, 
•'  Shall  work  our  ends,  complete  our  fchemes, 
"   Mrft  mine,  when  moft,  he  hunou-'s  feems ; 
"  Nor  can  be  found,  at  home,  abroad, 
"  So  firm  and  full  a  fiave  of  fraud." 

She  faid,  and  from  each  envious  fon 
A  difcontcntcd  murn\ur  lun 
Around  the  table  ;   all  in  place 
Thought  his  full  praife  their  own  difgracc, 
Woud'ring  what  flrangcr  flic  had  got, 
Who  had  one  voice  that  they  had  not, 
When  ftrait  the  portals  open  flew. 
And   clad  in  armour,  to  their  view 

M ,  the  Dudiifi,  came  forth ; 

All  knew,  and  all  ci>nfeft  his  worth. 

All  juftified,  with  fmiles  array'd, 

The  happy  choice  their  dam  had  made. 


GOTHAM. 

IN  THREE  BOOKS. 

BOOK  I. 

Far  off"  (no  matter  whether  eaft  or  tc^, 
A  real  country,  or  one  made  in  jeft) 
Ni  r  yet  by  modern  Mandevilles  difgrac'd, 
Nur  by  ma^jobbtrs  wretchedly  mif^lac'd, 


Tacre  lies  an  ijland,  neither  great  nor  fmall, 
Which,  for  diitindtion-fake.  I  Gotham  call. 

The  man  who  finds  an  unknown  country  out, 
3y  giving  it  a  name   acquires,  no  doubt, 
A  golpel  title,  thbngh  the  people  there 
The  pious  Chriftian  thinks  not  wortli  his  care. 
Bar  this  pren-nce.  and  ituo  air  i-?  hurl'd 
I'lie  claim  of  Europe  to  the  lUKpcrn  ■wrU, 

Call  by  a  tempeft  on  the  favage  coaft. 
Slime  roving  buccaneer  fet  up  a  poft  ; 
A  beam  in  proper  form  tranfverfely  laid, 
Of  his  Redeemer's  crofs  the  figure  made, 
Of  tint  Redeemer,  with  whofe  laws  his  life. 
From  firft  to  laft,  had  been  one  fcene  of  ftrife ; 
His  royal  mafler's  name  thereon  engrav'd. 
Without  more  procefs,  the  whole  race  enllav'd. 
Cut  off  that  charter  they  from  nature  drew, 
And  made  them  flaves  to  men  they  never  knew. 

Search  ancient  hiftories,  confult  records. 
Under  this  title  the  moft;  Chriflian  lords 
Hold  (thanks  to  confcience)  more   than  half  the 

ball; 
O'erthrow  this  title,  they  have  none  at  all. 
For  never  yet  might  any  monarch  dare, 
Who  liv'd  to  truth,  and  breath'd  a  Chriftian  air, 
Pretend  that  Chrift;  (v;ho  came,  we  all  agree, 
To  blefs  his  people,  and  to  fet  them  free) 
To  make  a  convert  ever  one  law  gave, 
By  vvhich  converters  made  him  firft  a  flave. 

Spite  of  the  gIofi"es  of  a  can'ing  pried, 
Who  talks  of  charity,  but  means  a  feaft  ; 
V/hu  recommends  it  (whilft  he  feems  to  feel 
The  holy  glowings  of  a  real  zeal) 
To  all  his  hearers,  as  a  deed  of  worth, 
To  give  them  heaven,  whcm   they  have  robb'd 

of  earth, 
Never  ftiall  one,  one  truly  honeft  man, 
Who,  blcft  with  liberty,  reveres  her  plan, 
Allow  one  moment,  that  a  favage  fire 
Could  from  his  w^retchcd  race,  for  childifii  hire. 
By  a  wild  grant,  their  all,  their  freedi^m  pafs. 
And  fell  his  country  for  a  bit  of  glafs. 

Or  grant  this  barb'rous  right,   let  Spain  and 
France, 
In  flav'ry  bred,  as  purchafers  advance, 
Let  them,  whtlft  confcience  is  at  diftance  hurl'd, 
With  fome  gay  bawble  bay  a  golden  world  ; 
An  linglilhman,  \v\  charter'' dii-ti^om  born, 
Shall  fpurn  the  flavifh  merchandife,  fiiall  fcorn 
To  take  from  others  through  bale  private  views, 
What  he  himfelf  would  rather  die,  than  lofe. 

Happy  the  favage  of  thofe  early  times. 
Ere  Europe's  fons  were  known;  and  Europe's 

crimes '. 
Gold,  curfed  gold  1  flept  in  the  womb  of  earth, 
Unfclt  its  mifchiefs,  as  unknown  its  worth ; 
Jn  full  content  he  found  the  trueft  wealth  ; 
In  toil  he  found  diverfion,  food,  and  health; 
Stranger  to  eafe  and  luxury  of  courts. 
His  fports  were  labours,  and  his  labours  fports ; 
His  youth  was  hardy,  and  his  old  age  green  ; 
Life's  morn  was  vig'rous,  and  her  eve  fercne ; 
No  rules  he  held,  but  what  were  made  for  ufe  ; 
No  arrs  he  learn'd,  nor  ills  which  arts  produce; 
Falfe  lights  he  foUow'd,  but  bcliev'd  them  true  ; 
He  knew  not  much,  but  liv'd  to  what  he  knew. 
Llij 
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Ha^py,thri«e  happy  no::-  the  favawe  race. 
Since  Europe  took  their  gold,  and  jjave  thenifrafi;  / 
Fartoi*  (he  (rnd-  to  heln  them  in  their  need, 
Some  who  can't  write,  with  others  who  can't  read, 
And  on  (ure  srounds  the  gofpel  pile  to  rear, 
Sends  mijponary  felons  ev'ry  yeai  ; 
Our  vices,  with  nv^re  zeal  than  holy  pray'rs, 
She  teaches  them,  and  in  return  takes  theirs; 
Her  rank  oppreffions  jjive  them  caufe  to  riie, 
Her  want  of  yM-udmce  means,  and  arms  fupplies, 
Whiift  her  brave  rage,  n.'t  fatisfied  with  hfe, 
Rifing  in  bl.w.d,  ud.pfs  the  fcalping- kmfe  ; 
Knowledge  fhe_c;ive-,  enough  to  make  them  know 
"Haw  abjed  is  their  ftate,  how  deep  their  woe; 
The  worth  of  freedom  ftrongly  {he  explains, 
Whiifl  (i\e.  bows   down,  and    loads   their  necks 

with  chains; 
Taifh  too  fne  plants,  for  her  own  ends  imprefl. 
To  make  them  bear  the  wot  11,  and  hope  the  belt ; 
And  whilit  fhe  teaches  on  vile  int'reft's  plan, 
As  laws  of  God,  the  wjjd  derrces  of  man, 
Like  Phai-ifees,  of  whom  the  Scriptures  tell, 
She  a  akes  them  ten  times  more  the  fons  of  hell. 

But  whither  do  thefe  grave  reflections  tend  ? 
Aire  they  defign'd  for  any, or  no  end? 
Briefly  but  this — xo  pr>  ve,  that  by  no  a<ft 
Which  nature  made,  that  by  no  equal  pad  [heard, 
'Twixt  man    and   man,  which  might,   if  juftice 
Stand  good,  that  by  no  benefits  cqnferr'd, 
Or  purchafe  made,  Europe  in  chains  can  hold 
The  fons  of  India,  and  her  mines  of  gild. 
Chailce  led  her  there  in  an  accurfed  h"ur, 
yhe  faw,  and  made  the  country  her's  by  pow'r  ; 
I>Ior  drawn  by  virtue's  love  from  love  of  fame, 
Shall  my  ralh  f)!'y  controvert  the  claim. 
Or  wifh  in  thought  that  title  overthrown, 
Vhich  coiticides  with    and  involves  my  own. 

Eu'ope  difcover'd  India  firft  ;  I  found 
!My  riuht  to  Gotham  on  the  felf-fame  ground  : 
1  firft  difcover'd  it,  nor  fiiall  that  plea 
To  hfer  be  granted,  and  denied  to  me. 
1  plead  poff.flio:',  and  till  one  more  bold 
Shall  drive  me  out.  will  that  poflefTion  hold: 
"With  Europe's  rights  my  kindred  i  ights  I  twise  ; 
Her's  be  the  weftcrn  world,  he  Gotiiam  mine. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamite',  rejoice; 
Ivift  up  yoi  r  voice  oil  high,  a  mighty  voice. 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung, 
The  prailes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  king  : 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  fing  ? 

As  on  a  day.  a  high  and  holy  day, 
I,cf  ev'  y  inftrument  of  mufic  play, 
Ancient  xinA  modern  ;  thole  which  drew  their  birth 
(l-*uii6lilio    lai.i  r.fide)  from  Pagan  earth, 
As  well  as  thofe  by  Chrijlian  made  and  'Jeiv ; 
Thofe  known  t<i  many,  and  thofe  known  t-  few;  , 
Thofer  which  m  whim  and  frolic  lightly  float, 
And  -hole  which  (well  the  flow  and  f  Icmn  note; 
'^htrfe  which    wliilll  leafoii  Hands  in  wonder  by) 
Make  fome  com/jlexionj  laugh  and  others  cry;    < 
Thofe  which  by  f.mic  ftrange  faculty  of  found, 
Can  build  walls  ti|.,  and  raze  »hi  m  to  the,  ground"; 
Thofe  which  can  tear  up  lorefts  by    he  roots, 
Afid  make  brutes  dahce  like  men,  and  men  like 
brutes; 


Thofe  which,  whilft  ridicule  leads  up  the  dance, 

Make  clowns  of  Monmouth  ape  the  fops  of  Ffance; 
Thofe    which,   where  Lady   Dullnefs   witli  Lord 

Mayors 
Prcfides,  difdaining  light  and  triflitig  airs, 
Hiilow  the  feaft  with  fifulmody  ;  and  thofe 
Which,  planted  in  our  churches  to  difpofe 
And  lift  the  mind  to  heaven,  are  difgrac'd 
With  what  a  foppifll  organift  calls  ttifle  : 
All,  from  the  fiddle  (on  which  ev'ry  fool, 
The  pert  fon  of  dull  fire,  difcharg'd  from  fchool, 
Serves  aw  apprenticefliip  in  college  cafe, 
And  rifes  through  the  ^.imut  to  decrees) 
l"o  thole  which   (though  lefs  common,  not  lefs 

fweet) 
From  fani'd  St.  Giles's,  znd  more  fam'd  Vine  ftreet^ 
(Where  Hcav'n,  the  utmoft  wifh  of  man  to  grant. 
Gave  me  an  old  houfc,  and  an  older  aunt) 
Thornton,  whilft  humour  pointed  out  the  road 
To  her  arch  cub,  hath  hitch'd  into  an  ode  *  ; 
All  inftrumcnts  (attend  ye  lift'ning  fpheres, 
Attend  ye  fons  of  men,  and  hear  with  ears) 
All  inftruments  (nor  fliail  they  feek  one  hand 
Impreft  from  modern  mufic's  coxcomb  band) 
All  inftruments, y^yrt^w/,  at  my  name 
Shall  pour  forth  harmony,  and  loud  proclaim, 
L' ud,  but  yet  fweet,  to  the  according  globe, 
A^y  praifes;  whilft  gay  nature,  in  a  robe, 
A  coxcomb  dnEior's  robe,  to  the  full  found        [round. 
Keeps  time,   like   Boyce,  and  the   world  dances 

Rejoice,  ye -happy  Gothamites,  rejoice  ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice. 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  every  tongue, 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung. 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  king; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  Ihall  not  Gotham  fing  ? 

Infancy,  ftrainiiig  backward  from  the  breaft, 
Techy  and  wayward,  what  he  lovcth  beft 
Refufing  in  his  fits,  whilft  all  the  while 
The  mother  eyes  the  wrangler  with  a  fnrile, 
And  the  fond  father  fits  on  th'  other  fide. 
Laughs  at  his  moods,  and  views  his  fpleen  with 

pride. 
Shall  murmur  forth  my  name,  whilfl  at  his  hand 
Nurfe  ftands  interpreter,  through  Gotham's  land. 

Childhood,  who  like  an  A^il  morn  appears, 
Sunftiine  and  rain,  hopes  clouded  o'er  with  fears, 
Pleas'd  and  difpleas'd  by  ftarts,"  in  paflion  warm. 
In  reafon  weak  ;  who,  wrought  into  a  dorm. 
Like  to  the  fretful  bullies  of  the  deep. 
Soon  fpends  hi<  rage,  and  cries  himfclf  afleep ; 
Who,  with  a  fev'rifl^  appetite  opprefs'd. 
For  trifles  fighs,  but  hates  them  when  pofTefs'd; 
His  trembling  hfh  fufpended  in  the  air, 
Half  bent,  and  ftroking  back  his  long  lank  hair, 
ohall  to  his  mates  look  up  with  eager  glee. 
And  let  his  top  go  down  to  prate  of  me. 

Youth  who,  fierce,  fickle,  infolent,  and  vain, 
Impatient  urges  On  to  manhood's  reign, 
Imi>  ti  nt  urges  on,  yet  with  a  caft 
Of  dear  icgard  looks  back  on  childhood  part, 
In  the  midcbafe,  when  the  hot  blood  runs  high, 
And  the  quick  fpirits  mount  into  his  eye, 

*    A   hurlefque  cde  on  St.  CeciUds  day,  by  Bxinnet 
Thornton,  jicrfurmed  at  Raneljglj. 
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When  pkafure,  which  he  deems  his  jrreateft  wealth, 
Bears  in  hisheart,and  paints  Jiis  chet-kswith  heahh, 
When  the  chaf 'd  ftced  tugs  proudly  at  the  rein, 
And  ere  he  flarts,  hath  run  o'er  half  the  plain, 
When,  wing'd  with  fear,  the  ftag  flics  full  in  view, 
And  in  full  cry  the  eager  hounds  purfue, 
Shall  fhoutmy  praife  to  hills  which  Ihout  again, 
And  e'en  the  hunt/man  flop  to  cry  Amen. 

Manhood,  ol  form  credt,  who  would  not  bow 
Though  worlds  Ihould  crack  around  him ;  on  his 

brow 
Wifdom  fcrene,  to  paflion  giving  law, 
Befpeaking  love,  and  yet  commanding  awe  ; 
Dignity  into  grace  by  mildnefs  wrought ; 
Courage  attemper'd  and  refin'rt  by  thought; 
Virtue  fupreme  enthron'd;   within  his  breaft 
The  image  of  his  Maker  deep  imprefs'd; 
Lord  of  this  earth,  which  trembles  at  his  nod, 
With  reafon  blefs'd,  and  only  lefs  than  God  ; 
Manhood,  though  weeping  beauty  kneels  for  aid, 
Though  honour  calls  in  danger's  form  array'd. 
Though  cloth'd  with  fackcloth,  jufljce  in  the  gates, 
By  wicked  elders  chain'd.  redemption  waits. 
Manhood  fhall  Ileal  an  hour,  a  little  hour, 
(Is't  not  a  little  one)  ?  to  hail  it.y  pow'r, 

Old  age,  Vifccotid  child,  by  nature  curs'd 
With  more  and  greater  evils  than  the  firfl, 
Weak,  fickly,  full  of  pains  ;  in  ev'ry  breath 
Railing  at  life,  and  yet  afraid  of  death ; 
Putting  things  off,  with  fage  and  folemn  air, 
From  day  to  day,  without  one  day  to  Ipare  ; 
Without  enjoyment,  covetous  of  pelf, 
Tirefome  to  friends,  and  tirefome  to  himfelf ; 
His  faculties  impair'd,  his  temper  four'd, 
His  memory  of  recent  things  dcvour'd 
E'en  with  the  adling  on  his  fhatter'd  brain, 
Though  the  falfe  regifters  of  youth  remain  ; 
From  morn  to  evening  babbling  forth  vain  praife 
Of  thofe  rare  men  who  liv'd  in  thi  fe  rare  days, 
When  he,  the  hero  of  his  talc,  was  young; 
Dull  repetition  falt'ring  on  his  tongue, 
Praifing  gray  hairs,  fure  mark  cf  wifdom's  fway. 
E'en  whilil  he  curies  time  which  made  him  gray; 
Scoffing  at  youth,  e'en  whilft  he  would  afford 
All  but  his  gold  to  have  his  youth  rcilor'd ; 
Shall  for  a  moment,  from  himftlf  let  free. 
Lean  on  his  crutch,  and  pipe  forth  praife  to  me. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gfithamites,  rejoice  ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs.'and  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung. 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  king  ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  fnail  not  Gotham  fing  ? 

Things  without  life  fhall  in  this  chorus  join, 
And,  dumb  to  others  praife,  be  loud  in  mine. 

'ihefnoiv-drap,  who,  in  habit  white  and  plain, 
Comes  on,  the  herald  of  fair  Flora's  train  ; 
The  coxcomb  ,t6i:uj,  fiow'r  offimple  note, 
Who  by  her  fioc  llruts  in  a  herald's  coat  ; 
The  lulip,  idly  glaring  to  the  view,  [drew. 

Who,  though  no  clown,  his  birth  from  Holland 
Who,  once  full  drelVd,  fears  from  hit  place  to  ftir, 
The  fop  of  flow'rs,  the  More  of  a  parterre  ; 
The  •u-coJhine,  who  her  elm  in  marriage  meets. 
And  brings  her  dowry  in  furrcunding  fweets ; 


The  lily,  filver  miftrefs  of  the  vale; 
The  rife-  of  Sharon  which  perfumes  the  gale  : 
The  jrjf amine,  with  which  the  queen  of  fiowVs, 
To  charm  her  god,  adorns  his  fav'rite  bow'rs. 
Which  brides,  by  the  plain  hand  of  neatncfs  drefs'd, 
Unenvied  rival,  wear  upen  their  breaft. 
Sweet  as  the  incenfe  of  the  morn,  and  chafte 
As  the  pure  zone  which  circles  Dian's  waift; 
All  flow  rs,  of  various  names,  and  various  forms. 
Which  the  fun  into  llrength  and  beauty  warms. 
From  the  dwarf  <A?//ji,  which,  like  infants,  clings, 
And   fears  to   leave   the   earth  from    whence  it 

fprifigs. 
To  the  proud  giant  of  the  garden  race. 
Who,  madly  rulhing  to  the  fun's  embrace, 
O'ertops  her  fellows  with  afpiring  aim. 
Demands  his  wedded  love,  and  bears  his  name  ; 
All,  one  and  all.  fhall  in  thi>^  chorus  join, 
And,  dumb  to  others  praife,  be  loud  in  mine. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice. 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
In  ftrains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  huog. 
The  praifes  of  fn  great  and  good  a  king ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  llnll  not  G  -tham  fing  ? 
Forming   a  gloom,   through  which  to  fpleen- 

flruck  minds 
Religion,  horror-flamp'd,  a  prffage  finds, 
The  ivy  crawling  o'er  the  hallow'd  cell, 
Where  I'omc  old  hermit's  wont  his  beads  to  tell 
By  day,  by  night ;  the  myrtle  ever  green, 
Beneath  whole  fhade  love  holds  his  rites  unfeen ; 
The  tvillotu  weeping  o'er  the  fatal  wave 
Where  many  a  lover  finds  a  wat'ry  grave  ; 
I  he  cypiefs  facred  held,  when  lover^  mourn 
Their  true  love  fnatch'd  away  ;  the  laurel  worn 
By  poets  in  old  time,  but  deftin'd  now 
In  grief  to  vjither  on  a  Whitehead's  brow  ; 
Tbe^^,  which,  large  as  what  in  India  grows, 
Itfcll  a  grove,  gave  our  firft  parents  tlorhes; 
'I'he  "vine,  which    like  a  blufhing  new  made  bride, 
Cluil'ring,  empurples  all  the  mountain's  fide; 
The  yetu^  v^  hich,  in  the  place  of  fculptiir'd  flone, 
IVIarksout  the  refl.ing  place  of  men  unknown; 
The  hedge  row  ehn,  the  fine  oimountain  race, 
The  Jir,  the  Scotch_/r,  never  out  cf  place  ; 
1  he  cedar,  whofe  top  mates  the  highell  cloud, 
Whilft  his  old  father  Lebanon  grows  proud 
Of  fuch  a  child,  and  his  vaft  body  laid 
Out  many  a  mile,  enjoys  the  filial  fliade; 
The  oai,  when  living,  monarch  of  the  wood  ; 
The  Englifh   oai.   which,    dead,    commands  the 
All,  one  and  all,  Ihall  lU  thi.- chorus  join,      [flood; 
And,  dumb  to  others'  praile,  be  loud  in  mine. 

R'.joice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice; 
Lilt  up  your  voice  on  high    a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  o;    ev'ry  tongue. 
In  ftrains  of  gratiti  dc,  be  ji'ailes  hung, 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  oi  od  a  king; 
Shall  Chui chill  roign   ann  ftiull  ni  t  Gotham  fing  ? 
I  Tht  Jlioiv'rs  which  make  the  y^^ung  hills,  like 

young  lambs. 
Bound  and  rebound  ;  the  old  hills  like  old  rams. 
Unwieldy    jump  for  joy;    the JJreams  which  gl'ids, 
Wnufl.  plenty  mafches  fruihng  by  their  li4e» 
Li  iii 
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And  from  their  bofom  rifinir  commerce  fpnngs; 
'J  he  WK<{j  which  rife  with  healiiig  0:1  their  wings, 
Bc.orc  wlidle  cleanfing  breath  contatiii^n  flies; 
The  fun,  who,  travelling  in  eaftern  feies. 
Frcfii  lull  of  ftre^igth,  juft  rifen  from  his  bed. 
Tho;!gh  in  Jove's  paftures  they  were  born  ard 
bred,  ,     [ftT- 

With  vaice  and  whip   can  fcarce  make  his  fleeds 
Step  by  ftc-p  up  the  perpendicular  ; 
Who,  at  the  hour  of  eve  panting  f-.r  reft, 
R^.llson  amain,  and  gallops  down  the  weft, 
As  fall  a-  J  hu,  oil'd  for  shah's  fin, 
Drove  f  >r  a  crown,  or  pojl-boys  for  an  inn  ; 
The  moon,  who  holds  o'er  night  her  filver  reign, 
Regent  of  tides,  and  miftrefs  of  the  brain, 
Who  to  her  fons,  thof<.-  f ms  who  own  her  pow'r, 
And  do  her  homage  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Gives  madnefj  as  a  blefiing,  but  difpcnfcs 
Wifdom   to    fools,  and  damns  them  with  cheir 

fetifes ; 
The  flars,  who,  by  I  know  not  what  ftrange  right, 
Prefide  o'er  mortals  in  their  own  delpite, 
Who  without  reafon  govern  thofe,  who  moft 
(How  truly,  judge  from  thence)  !  of  reafon  boafl, 
And,  by  fome  mighty  magic  yet  unknown. 
Our  aiSii-ns  guide,  yc:  cannot  guide  their  own; 
All,  one  and  all,  (hall  in  this  chorus  join. 
And,  dumb  to  others'  praife,  be  loud  in  mine.    , 

R.joice,  ye  happy  Gorhimites,  rejoice; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  v^ice  <>f  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
In  drains  of  gratitude,  he  praifes  hnng, 
'I  he  praifc"  '  f  fo  ereat  and  good  a  king  ; 
Shiil  Churchill  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  fing? 
The  moment,  mJnuU.  'nur,  day,  iveek,  month,  year, 
Morning  and  E-ve,  as  they  in  turn  appear; 
MoTTienis  and  minuiet  '.vhich,  without  a  crime, 
Can't  be  omitteft  in  iiccounts  of  time. 
Or,  if  omitted  (proof  we  might  afford). 
Worthy  by  parliaments  to  be  reltor'd  ; 
1'he  hours,   vvhich  drcft  by  turns   in  black  and 

white, 
Ordain'd  as  handmaids,  wait  on  day  and  night ; 
The(/.3^,  thi'fe  h^urs  I  mean  when  light  prefides, 
And  '  uiine^  in  a  cart  wirh  prudence  ride* ; 
'1  he /;;>/'#,  th.-fe  hours  I  mean  with  darknefs  hung, 
Wiien'lenfe  fpeaks  free  and  folly  holds  her  tongue ; 
The  ?;.'or/i,  when  nature,  ronllng  from  her  ftrife 
With  death-hkc  flctp,  awakrs  to  fecond  life; 
The  eve,  when,  as  unequal  to  the  tafk. 
She  merry  from  her  foe  defcends  to  bfk  ; 
The  'uc.'i,  in  which  fix  days  are  kin.lly  given 
To  tiiiiik  of  earth,  and  <.r.e  to  think  of  heaven  ; 
The  -Tio^it/js,  twelve  fifters  all  of  different  hue, 
Th.>  ^h  there  appears  in  all  a  hkcncfs  too; 
K<'    luch  a  likifncfs,  as,  throvjgh  Hayman's  works, 
L'ml  li-.anneieft,  in  Chrillians  Jews,  and  lurks, 
Clo)s  with  a  famenefs  in  each  female  face, 
But  a  ftrange  fomething,  born  of  art  and  g:  ace, 
Which  fpeaks  them  all,  to  vary  and  adorn. 
At  diffVcnt  times  of  the  fam;'  parents  bi  rn  ; 
All.  one  and  ad,  fliall  in  thi:  gliorU' join. 
And,  .'umh  to  ctl  crb'  p  aire,  be  loud  in  n.ine. 

Rejricc,  ye  ha  .pj  Go^'  aniites,  rejoice  ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mijjhty  voice, 


The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
In  drains  of  gratitude,  be  praifeshung, 
The  praile>  of  fo  great  and  good  a  king  ; 
Shall  Churchdl  reign,  and  fhall  not  Gotham  fing  ? 

Frore  January,  leader  cf  the  year. 
Mine' J  pies  in  van,  and  calves  bcadi  in  the  rear ; 
Dnii  February,  in  whofe  leaden  reign 
My  mother  bore  a  bard  without  a  brain  ; 
March  various,  fierce,  and  wild,  with  winJ-crack'd 

cheek.=. 
By  wilder  Welchmen  led,  and  crown'd  with  leeks  1 
April  with  fools,  and  May  with  ballards  bleft  ; 
June  with  white  rofes  in  her  rebel  bread; 
July,  to  whom,  the  dog-flar  in  her  train, 
i>aint  James  give?  oyfters,  and  Saint  S -vithin  rain  ; 
Aui/ulV,  who,  banifh'd  from  her  Snrthfield  ftand. 
To  CLel/ta  flies,  with  dogget  in  her  hand  *  ; 
September,  when  by  cuftom  (right  divine) 
Geefe  are  ordain'd  to  bleed  at  Michael's  fhrinej 
Whi'ft  the  prieft,  not  fo  full  of  grace  as  wit. 
Falls  to,  unblefs'd,  nor  gives  the  lainr  a  bit ; 
Ocflnber,  who  the  caiife  of  freedom  join'd, 
./Vnd  gave  ^feconJ  George  to  blcfs  mankind  ; 
November,  who  at  once  to  grace  our  earth, 
Saint  Andrew  boaO*,  and  our  Augufta"s  f  bjrth; 
December,  laft  of  months,  but  heft,  who  gave 
A  Chrill  to  man,  a  Saviour  to  the  ilave, 
Whilft,  falfv-ly  grateful,  man,  at  the  full  feaft. 
To  do  God  honour,  makes  hi-^ifelf  a  bead; 
All,  one  and  all  fliall  in  this  chorus  j  'in. 
And,  dumb  to  others  praife,  he  loud  in  mine. 

Rejoice,  ye  hrppy  Gothamite*,  rejoice  ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
In  drains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung. 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  king ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  diall  not  Gotham  fing  ? 

The  Scdfons  as  they  roll;  fpring,  by  her  fide, 
LecKry  and  lent,  lay-folly,  and  church-pride. 
By  a  rank  monk  to  copulation  led, 
A  tub  oi  fainted falt-jijb  on  her  head ; 
Summer,  in  light  tranlparent  gawze  array 'd, 
Like  maids  of  honour  at  a  mafquerade. 
In  bawdry  gawze,  for  which  our  daughters  leave 
The  fig,  more  modcft,  fird  brought  up  by  Eve, 
Panting  f  t  breath,  enflam'd  with  ludful  fires, 
Yet  wanting  drcr.gth  to  perft(5l  her  defires. 
Leaning  on  floth,  who,  fainting  with  the  heat, 
St(  p-^  at  each  dep,  and  flumbtrs  on  his  feet  : 
Autumn,  when  nature,  who- with  forrow  feels 
Her  dread  foe  winter  treading  on  her  heels, 
Mdkei  up  in  value  what  die  wants  in  length, 
Exerts  her  pow'rs  and  puts  forth  all  her  Urcngth, 
Bids  corn  and  fruits  in  full  perfeiftion  rife. 
Corn  fairly  tax'd,  and  fruits  without  excifc; 
Winter,  ben  .mb'd  with  cold,  no  longer  known 
By  robes  of  fur,  fir.ce  tur^  become  our  own  ; 
A  hag,  who  lothing  ah,  by  all  is  hth'd. 
With  werldy,  daily   hourly  libels  cloth'd. 
Vile  fadlion  at  her  hech,  who  mighty  grown, 
Would  rule  the  ruler,  :indforeclofe  the  throne, 

•  Po^pt  the  celebrated  comedian  s  badge^  roil'Ci^  fof- 
tn  ioefiji  of  Augujl. 

I  I'riiiceft  Dozvager  of  lVaIu> 
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WouW  turn  all  ftate-affalrs  Into  a  trade. 
Make  laws  one  day,  the  next  to  be  unmade, 
Bej^gar  at  home  a  people  fear'd  abroad. 
And,  force  defeated,  make  them  flaves  by  fraud; 
All,  one  and  all,  (hall  in  this  chorus  join, 
And,  dumb  to  others  praife,  be  loud  in  mine. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice  ; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  drains  of  gratitude,  be  praif-rs  fung, 
The  praifcs  of  fo  great  and  good  a  king ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  (hall  not  Gotham  fing  ? 

The  year,  grand  circle,  in  whofe  ample  round 
The  feafons  regular  and  fix'd  are  bound, 
(Who  in  his  courfe  repeated  o'er  and  o'er. 
Sees  the  fame  things  which  he  had  feen  before  ; 
The  izmtjlars  keep  their  watch,  and  the  fame  fun 
Runs  in  the  track  where  he  from  firft  hath  run  ; 
The  fame  moon  rules  the   night ;  tides  ebb   and 

flow ; 
Man  is  a  puppet,  and  this  world  a  (how  ; 
Their  old  dull  follies  old  dull  fools  purfue. 
And  vice  in  nothing  but  in  mode  is  new  ; 

He a  lord  (now  fair  befal  that  pride, 

Me  llni'd  a  •villain,  tut  a  lord  he  diad) 
Dafhmood  is  pious,  Berkeley  ^^xV  as  fate  *, 
Sandwich  (^ thank  Heav'n  '. )  firft  miniller  of  flate ; 
And,  though  by  fools  defpis'd,  by  faints  unblefs'd, 
By  friends  neglecfted,  and  by  foes  opprefs'd, 
Scorning  the  fervile  arts  of  each  court  clf, 
Founded  on  honour,  Wilkes  is  (lill  himftf) 
The  jifar,  encircled  with  the  various  train 
Which  waits,  and  fills  the  glories  of  his  reign, 
Shall,  taking  up  this  theme,  in  chorus  join. 
And,  dumb  to  others  praife,  be  loud  in  mine. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice; 
Lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladnefs,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
In  (trains  of  gratitude,  be  praifes  hung, 
The  praifes  of  fo  great  and  good  a  king  ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  (hall  not  Gotham  fing  ? 

Thus  far  in  fport — nor  let  our  critics  hence, 
Who  fell  out  monthly  tra(h,  and  call  itfenfe, 
Too  lightly  of  our  prefent  labours  deem, 
Or  judge  at  random  of  fo  high  a  theme  ; 
High  is  our  theme,  and  worthy  are  the  men 
To  feel  the  (harpeft  ftroke  of  fatirc's  pen ; 
But  when  kind  time  a  proper  feafon  brings. 
In  ferious  mood  to  treat  of  ferious  things, 
Then  (hail  they  find,  difdaining  idle  play. 
That  I  can  be  as  grave  and  dull  as  they. 

Thus  far  in  fport — nor  let  half  patriots,  thofe 
Who  (brink  from   ev'ry    blaft   of  pow'r  which 

blows ; 
Who  with  tame  cowardice  familiar  grown,  [own  ; 
Would  hear  my  thoughts,  but  fear  to  fpeak  their 
Who  (left  bold  truths,  to  do  fage  prudence  fpite, 
Should  burft  the  portals  of  their  lips  by  night. 
Tremble  to  truft  themfelves  one  hour  in  deep). 
Condemn  our  courfe,  and  hold  our  caution  cheap. 
When  brave  occafion  bids,  for  fome  great  end 
When  honour  calls  the  poet  as  a  friend. 


*  A  fbi-afe  ufed  by  Lord  Botletourf,   tlen  Korloyne 
Berhetfy,  in  an  adJrefs  to  lis'ck£lors. 


Then  (hall  they  (ind,  that,  e'en  on  danger's  brink, 
He  dares  to  fpeak,  what  they  (carce  dare  to  think. 

BOOK  II. 

How  much  miftaken  are  the  men,  who  think 
That  all  -vho  will,  without  reftraint,  may  drink. 
May  largely  drink,  e'en  till  their  loweb  burft, 
Pleading  no  right  but  merely  that  of  thirft, 
At  the  pure  waters  of  the  living  well, 
Befide  whufe  ftreams  the  mufes  love  to  dwell! 
Verfe  is  with  them  a  knack,  an  idle  toy, 
A  rattle  gilded  o'er,  on  which  a  boy 
May  play  untaught,  whiift,  without  art  or  force, 
Make  it  but  jingle,  mufic  comes  of  courfe. 

Little  do  fuch  men  know  the  toil,  the  pains, 
The  daily,  rightly  racking  of  the  brains, 
'Co  range  the  thoughts,  the  matter  to  digeft. 
To  cull  fit  phrafes,  and  rejedl  the  reft ; 
To  know  the  times  when  humoi;r  on  the  chf  ek 
Of  mirth  may  hold  her  fports;  when  wit  (hould 

fpeak, 
And  when  be  filent ;  when  to  ufe  the  pow'rs 
Of  ornament,  and  how  to  place  the  flow'rs. 
So  that  they  neither  give  a  tawdry  glare, 
Nor  wafte  their  I'weetnefs  in  the  defart  air; 
To  form  (w  hich  few  can  do,  and  fcarcely  one. 
One  critic  in  an  age  can  find,  when  d'ine) 
To  firm  a  plan,  to  ftrike  a  grand  outline, 
To  fill  it  up.  and  make  the  pidlure  (hine 
A  full,  and  perfeift  piece ;  to  make  coy  rhyme 
Renounce  her  follies,  and  with  fenfe  keep  time; 
To  make  proud  icnic  agiinft  her  nature  bend. 
And  wear  the  cliains  of  rhyme,  ytt  call  her  friend. 

Sonic  <0(>s  there  are,  anirjng  the  foribbiiiig  tribe, 
Who  make  it  all  their  bvifinefs  to  defiribe. 
No  matter  whether  in,  or  out  of  place ; 
Studicus  of  finery,  En<i  fond  of  lace. 
Alike  t;  cy  trim,  as  coxcomb  fancy  brings, 
The  ra^^s  of  beggars,  and  the  robes  of  kings. 
Ldt  dnWprofriciy  in  i^ate  prefide 
O'er  her  dull  child'cn,  nature  is  their  guide, 
Wild  nature,  who  at  random  bnaks  the  fence 
Of  thofe  tame  drudges,  judgment,  tafe,  vrAfinfe, 
Nor  would  forgive  himielf  the  mighty  crime 
Of  keeping  tt-rms  with  pafun, place,  and  time. 

Let  liquid  %Vi\A  emblaze  the  fu.:  at  noon. 
With  borroiud  beaii's  let  iiXvtt  pale  the  moon, 
Letfurges  ioarfe  la(h  the  .efounding  (liore. 
Let  ftreams  meander,  and  let  torrents  roar. 
Let  them  breed  up  the  melancholy  breeze 

Vo ftgh  iiith f>ghii>g,fob  ivith fobbing  trees. 
Let  vale!-'  embroidery  wear,   let  flow'rs  be  titiv'd 
VVith  various  tints,  let  clouds  be  lac'd  nrfrit'g'J, 
rhey  have  their  wi(h  ;  like  idle  monarch  boys. 
Neglecting  thing"  of  weight,  they  figh  for  toys; 
Give  them  the  crown,  the  fceptre,  and  the  robe. 
Who  will  may  take  tlie  pow'r,  and  rule  the  globe. 

Others  there  are,  who,  in  one  folemn  pace, 
With  as  much  z;  al  as  Quakers  rail  at  lace. 
Railing  at  needful  ornament,  depend 
On  lenfe  to  bring  them  to  their  journey's  end. 
They  would  not  (Heav'n  forbid!)  their  courfe 

delay, 
Nor  for  a  moment  flcp  out  of  their  way, 
L  1  iiij 
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To  make  the  barren  road  thofe  graces  wear, 
"Vv  hich  nature  would,  if  pleas'd,  have  planted  there. 
Vain  men!  who  blindly  thwarting  nature's  plan, 
Ke'er  find  a  paffaife  to  the  heart  of  man ; 
Who,  bred  'mongft  fogs  in  Academic  land, 
Scorn  ev'ry  thing  they  do  not  underftand ; 
Who.  deftitute  of  humour,  wit,  and  tafte, 
I-et  all  their  little  knowledge  run  to  wafte. 
And  fruftrate  each  good  purpnfe,  whilft  they  wear 
The  robes  of  learning  with  a  floven's  air. 
Though  folid  reas'ning  arms  each  (lerling  line. 
Though   truth  declares  aloud,    "  This    work  is 

"  mine,"' 
Vice,  whilft  from  page  to  page  dull  morals  creep. 
Throws  by  the  book,  and  virtue  fall.-  aflcep. 

Senfe,  mere,  dull,  formal  fenfe,  in  this  gay  town 
Mnft  have  foine  vehicle  to  pafs  her  down. 
Nor  can  (be  for  an  hour  enfure  her  reign, 
Uniefs  fhe  brings  fair  pleafure  in  her  train. 
Let  her,  from  day  to  day,  from  year  to  year, 
Iji  all  her  grave  folemnities  appear,  [flreets 

And,   with  the  voice   of  trumpets,  through   the 
Deal  leduresout  to  ev'ry  one  fhc  meets. 
Half  who  pafs  by  are  dtaf,  and  t'  other  half 
Can  hear  indeed,  but  only  hear  to  laugh. 

Quit  then,  ye  graver  fons  of  letter'd  pride. 
Taking  for  once  experience  a*  a  guide, 
Quit  this  grand  error,  this  dull  college  mode; 
Be  your  purfuits  the  fame,  but  change  the  road ; 
Write,  or  at  leaft  appear  to  write  with  eafe, 
And,  if  you  mean  to  profit,  learn  to  pleafe. 

In  vain  for  fuch  miftakes  they  pardon  claim, 
Bccaufe  they  wield  the  pen  in  virtue's  name. 
Thrice  facred  is  that  name,  thrice  blefs'd  the  man 
"VVho  thinks,  fpeaks,  writes,  and  lives  on  fuch  a 

plan  ! 
Thi?,  in  himfelf,  himfclf  of  courfe  muR  blefs. 
But  cannot  with  the  world  promote  fuccefs. 
He  may  be  ftrong,  but,  with  effed;  to  fpeak. 
Should  recclleil  his  readers  may  be  weak; 
Plain,  rigid  truths,  which  faints  with  comfort  bear. 
Will  make  the  finner  tremble,  and  defpair. 
True  virtue  ads  from  love,  and  the  great  end 
At  which  (he  nobly  aims,  is  to  amend  ; 
How  then  do  thofe  miftake,  who  arm  her  laws 
With  rigour  not  their  own,  and  hurt  tlie  caufe 
They  mean  to  help,  whilft  with  a  zealot  ra?e 
They  make  that  goddtf?,  whom  they'd  have  en- 
gage 
Our  deareft  love,  in  hideous  terror  rife  ! 
Such  may  be  honeft,  but  they  can't  be  wife. 

!n  her  «fwn  full,  and  perftd  blaze  nf  light. 
Virtue  breaks  forth  too  ftrong  for  human  fight: 
The  dazzled  eye,  that  nice  but  weaker  fenle. 
Shuts  herfelf  up  in  darknefs  for  defence. 
But,  to  make  ftrong  convidlion  deeper  fink. 
To  make  the  callous  feel,  the  thoughtlcfs  think, 
Like  God  made  man,  flie  lays  her  glory  by. 
And  beams  mild  comfort  on  the  ravifii'-d  eye. 
In  earneft  moft,  when  moft  {he  fetms  in  jeft. 
She  worms  into,  and  winds  around  the  breaft; 
To  conquer  vice,  of  vice  appears  the  friend. 
And  feems  unlike  herfeU  to  gain  her  end. 
The  fons  of  fin,  to  while  away  the  time 
Which  lixigers  on  their  bands,  of  each  bUct  crjm? 


To  hufh  the  painful  memory,  and  keep 
The  tyrant  confcience  in  deiufive  fleep. 
Read  on  at  random,  nor  fufpecft  'he  dart, 
Until  they  find  it  rooted  in  their  heart. 
'Gainftivicc  they  give  their  vote,  nor  know  at  firft 
That,   curling    that,    themfclves    too   they  have 
They  fee  not, 'till  they  fall  into  the  fnares,  [curs'd  ; 
Deluded  into  virtue  unawares. 
Thus  the  fhrcwd  dodor,  in  the  fpleen-ftruck  mind 
When  pregnant  horror  fits,  and  l-.roodso'er  wind, 
Difcardihg  drugs,  and  ftriving  how  to  pleafe, 
Lures  on  infenfibly,  by  flow  degrees. 
The  patient  to  thofe  maniy  (ports,  which  bind 
The  flacken'd  finews,  and  relieve  the  mind  ; 
The  patient  feels  a  change  as  wrought  by  ftealth, 
And  wonders  on  demand  to  find  it  health. 

Some  few,  v/hom  fate  ordain'd  to  deal  in  rhymes 
In  other  lands,  and  here,  in  other  times, 
Whom,  waiting  at  their  birth,  the  mid-wtfe  mufe 
Sprinkled  all  over  with  Caftalian  dews. 
To  whom  true  genius  gave  his  magic  pen. 
Whom  art  by  juft  degices  led  up  to  men  ; 
Some  few,  extremes  well  fliunn'd,  have  fteer'd 

between 
Thefe  dang'rous  rocks,  and  held  the  golden  mean : 
Senfe  in  their  works  maintains  her  proper  ftate. 
But  never  fleeps,  or  labours  with  her  weight  ; 
Grace  makes  the  whole  lo(  k  elegant  and  gay. 
But  never  dares  from  fenfe  to  run  aftray  : 
So  nice  the  mafter's  touch,  fo  great  his  care, 
The  colours  boldly  glow,  not  idly  glare ; 
Mutually  giving  and  receiving  aid. 
They  fet  each  other  off,  like  light  and  ftiade. 
And,  as  by  ftealth,  with  fo  much  foftnefs  blend, 
'Tis  hard  to  fiv,  where  they  begin  or  end  : 
Both  give  us  charms,  Snd  licither  gives  offence; 
Senfe  perftdts  grace,  and  grace  enlivens  fenfe. 
Peace   to    the  men  who  thefe    high   honours 
claim, 
Health  to  their  fouls,  and  to  their  mem'ries fame  : 
Be  it  my  talk,  and  no  mean  talk,  to  teach 
A  rev'rence  for  that  worth  I  cainot  reach  : 
Let  me  at  diftance,  with  a  fteady  eye, 
Obferve,  and  mark  their  paff^ge  to  thefky; 
From  envy  free,  applaud  fuch  rinng  worth. 
And  piaife  their  heav'n,  though  pinion'd  down 
to  earth. 
Had  I  the  pow'r,  I  could  not  have  the  time, 
Whilft  fpirits  flow,  and  life  is  in  htr  prihie, 
Without  a  fin  'gainft  pleafure,  to  defign 
A  plan,  to  methodize  each  thought,  each  line 
Highly  to  finifti,  and  make  ev'ry  grace. 
In  itfclf  charming,  take  new  charms  from  place. 
Nothing  of  books  and  little  known  of  men. 
When  the  mad  fit  comes  on,  I  fcize  the  pen. 
Rough  as  they  run,  the  rapid  thoughts  fet  down; 
Rough  as  they  run,  difcharge  them  on  the  town; 
Hence  rude,  unfinifh'd  brats,  before  their  time, 
Are  born  into  this  idle  world  of  rhyme. 
And  the  -^nox  fuHiem  nitife  is  brought  to  bed 
With  all  her  imperfedions  on  her  head. 
Some,  as  no  life,  appears,  no  pulfes  play  [way, 

Thn  ugh  the  dull  dubious  mals,  no  breath  make^ 
Doubt,  greatly  doubt,  'till  for  a  glafs  they  call, 
Whtther  the  chijd  can  be  baptiz'd  at  all : 
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Ofbers,  on  other  grounds,  ol)je<9:ions  frame, 
And,  granting  that  the  child  may  have  a  name, 
Doubt,  as  the  fex  might  well  a  midwife  pofe, 
Whether  they  (hould  baptize  it,  verfe  or  profe. 
E'en  what   my  maflers  pleafe ;    bards,    mild, 
meek  men, 
In  love  to  critics  flumble  now  and  then. 
Something  1  do  myfelf,  and  fomething  too, 
If  they  can  do  it,  leave  for  them  to  do. 
In  th».'  fmall  compafs  of  my  carrlcfs  page 
Critics  may  find  employment  for  an  age ; 
Without  my  blunders  they  were  all  imdone; 
1  twenty  feed,  where  M.ifoii  can  feed  one. 

When  fatire  ftoops,  unmindful  of  her  ftate, 
To  praife  the  man  I  love,  curie  him  I  hate ; 
When  fenfe,  in  tides  of  pafucm  borne  along. 
Sinking  to  profe,  degrades  the  name  of  fong  ; 
The  cenfor  fmiles,  and.whilft.  my  credit  bleeds, 
With  as  high  relilh  on  the  carrion  feeds 
AsthejftroWearl  fed  at  a  turtle  fcaft. 
Who,  turn'd  by  gluttony  to  worfe  than  beaft. 
Eat,  'till  his  bowels  guth'd  upon  the  floor, 
Yet  (fill  eat  on,  and  dying  call'd  for  more. 

When  /co/J  digrtlTion.  like  a  colt  unbroke. 
Spurning  conneffion,  and  her  formal  yoke, 
Bounds  through  the  forefi,  wanders  far  aRray 
From  the  known  path,  and  loyes  to  lofs  her  way, 
'  ris  a  full  feaft  to  all  the  mongrel  pack 
To  run  the  rambler  down,  and  bring  her  back. 

When  gay  defcription,  fancy's  fairy  child. 
Wild  without  art,  and  yet  with  pleafure  wild. 
Waking  with  nature  at  the  n-.orning  hour 
To  the  lark's  call,  walk's  o'er  the  op'ning  flow'r 
Which  largely  drank  all  night  of  heaven's  frefh 

dew. 
And  like  a  mountain  nymph  of  Dian's  crew, 
So  lightly  walks,  fhe  Hot  one  mark  imprint?, 
Nor  brufhes  off  the  dews,  nor  foils  the  tints ; 
When  thus  defcription  fports,  e'en  at  the  time 
That  drums  flicfuld  beat,   and  cannons   roar  in 

rhyme, 
Critics  can  live  on  fuch  a  fault  as  that 
From  one  month  to  the  other,  and  grow  fat. 

Ye  mighty  raoR//i/)i  judges,  in  a  dearth 
Of  letter'd  blockheads,  confcious  of  the  worth 
Of  my  materials,  which  againfl  your  will 
Oft  you've  confefs'd,  and  ihall  cinfefs  it  fiill ; 
Materials  rich  though  rude,enflam'd  with  thought, 
Though    more     by    fancy    than    by    judgment 

wrought ; 
Take,  ufe  them  as  your  own,  a  work  begin. 
Which  fuits  your  genius  well,  and  weave  them  in, 
Fram'd  for  the  critic  loom,  with  critic  art, 
'Till  thread  on  thread  depending,  part  on  part, 
Colour  with  colour  mingling,  light  with  fhade. 
To  your  dull  tafte  a  formal  work  is  made. 
And,  having  wrought  them  into  one  grand  piece, 
Swears  it  furpalTes  Rome,  and  rivals  Greece. 

Nor  think  this  much,  for  at  one  fingle  word, 
Soon  as  the  mighty  criiicfiai'i  heard. 
Science  attends  their  call ;  their  pow'r  is  own'd ; 
Ottier  takes  place,  and  genius  is  dethrfn'd  ! 
Letters  dance  into  books,  defiance  hurl'd 
At  means,  as  atoms  danc'd  into  a  world. 

Me  higher  bulinefs  call?,  a  greater  plan, 
Y'orthy  man's  whole  employ,  the  good  of  man, 


The  good  of  man  committed  to  my  charge : 
If  idle  fancy  rambles  forth  at  large, 
Carekfs  of  fuch  a  trull:,  thefe  harmlefslays 
May  frirndfliip  envy,  and  may  foliy  praife; 
The  crown  of  Gotham  may  fome  Scot  affume. 
And  vagrant  Stuarts  reign  in  Churchill's  room. 

O  my  poor  people,  O  thou  wretched  earth. 
To  whofe  dear  love,  though  not  engag'd  by  birth, 
My  heart  is  fix'd,  my  fervice  deeply  fworn. 
How  (by  thy  father  can  chat  thought  be  borne. 
For  monarchs,  would  they  all  but  think  like  me. 
Are  only  fathers  in  the  beft  degree) 
How  niuft  thy  glories  fade,  in  ev'ry  land 
Thy  name  be  laugh'd  to  feorn,  thy  mighty  hand 
Be  fhorten'd,  and  thy  zeal,  by  foes  confefs'd, 
Biefs'd  in  thyfcif,  to  make  thy  neighbours  blefs'd. 
Be  robb'd  of  vigour  !  how  muft  freedom's  pile. 
The  boaft  of  ages,  which  adorns  the  ifle, 
And  mikcs  it  great  and  glorious,  fear'd  abroad, 
Happy  iit  liome,  fecure  from  force  and  fraud  I 
How  mutl  that  pile,  by  ancient  wifdom  rais'd 
On  a  firm  rock,  by  friends  admir'd  and  prais'd, 
Envy'd  by  foes,  and  wonder'd  at  by  all, 
In  one  lliort  moment  into  ruins  fall. 
Should  any  flip  of  Stuart's  tyrant  race, 
Or  baftard  or  legitimate,  difgrace 
Thy  royal  feat  of  empire  !  But  what  care. 
What  forrow  mult  be  mine,  what  deep  defpair 
And  felf-reproaches,  Ihould  that  hated  line 
Admittance  gain  through  any  fault  of  mine  ! 
Curs'd  be  the  caufe  whence  Gotham's  evils  fpring, 
Though  that  curs'd  caufe  be  found  in  Gotham's 
king. 
Let  war,  with  all  his  needy,  ruffian  band, 
In  pomp  of  horror  flalk  through  Gotham's  land 
Knee-deep  in  blood  ;  let  all  her  ftately  tow'rs 
Sink  in  the  dufl ;  that  court  which  now  is  ours 
Become  a  den,  where  beafts  may,  if  they  can, 
A  lodging  find,  nor  fear  rebuke  from  man  ; 
Where  yellow  harvefts  rife,  be  brambles  found ; 
Where   vines  now  creep,   let   thiftles   curfe  the 

giound ; 
Dry  in  her  thoufand  vallies  be  the  rills; 
Barren  the  cattle  on  her  thoufand  hills ; 
Where  pow'r  is  plac'd,  let  tygers  prowl  for  prey; 
Where  juftice  lodges,  let  wild  affes  bray; 
Let  cormorants  in  churches  make  their  neft. 
And  on  the  fails  of  commerce  bitterns  reft ; 
Be  all,  though  princes  in  the  earth  before, 
Hcf  merchants  bankrupts,  and  her  marts  no  more ; 
Much  rather  would  I,  might  the  will  of  fate 
Give  me  to  choofe,  fee  Gotham's  ruin'd  flate 
By  ills  on  ills  thus  to  the  earth  weigh'd  down. 
Than  live  to  fee  a  Stuart  wear  a  crown. 

Let  Heav'n  in  vengeance  arm  all  nature's  hoft, 
Thofe  fervants  who  their  Maker  know,  who  boaft 
Obedience  as  their  glory,  and  fulfil, 
Unqueftion'd,  their  great  Mailer's  facred  will  ; 
Let  raging  winds  root  up  the  boiling  deep, 
And,  with  deflruiftion  big,  o'er  Gotham  fwcep ; 
Let  rains  rulh  down,  till  faith  with  doubtful  eye 
Looks  for  the  fign  of  mercy  in  the  iky; 
Let  peftilence  in  all  her  horrors  rife  ; 
Where'er  1  turn,  let  famine  blafl  my  eyes; 
Let  the  earth  yawn,  and,  ere  they've  time  to 
la  the  deep  gulf  let  all  my  I'ubjtds  fink     [think, 
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Before  my  eyes,  whilft  on  the  verge  I  reel; 
Feeli:.!?,  but  a^  a  monarch  ought  to  feel, 
Nor  for  myfclf,  but  them,  I'll  kif-  the  rod, 
AiKi,  havinjc  own'd  the  jnftu-c  of  my  God, 
Myfclf  with  firmnefs  to  the  ruin  give. 
And  die  with  thofc  for  whom  I  wifti'd  to  live. 

This  .  but  may  Heaven';  m.  re  merciful  decrees 
Ne'er  tempr  his  ffi-ant  with  fuch  ills  as  tbefej 
This,  or  my  foul  dfceives  mc,  I  could  bear; 
But  that  the  Sua^t  race  my  crown  fli.mld  wear, 
That  crown,   where,    highly  cherifli'd,  freedom 

fhone 
Bright  as  the  glories  of  the  mid-day  fun  ; 
Born  and  bred  flaves,  that  they,  with  proud  mif- 
ru'.c,  [fthool. 

Should  n  akfc  brave,  free-born  men.,  like  boys  at 
To  the  wnip  crouLh  and  trembie---0.  that  thni.ghtl 
The  lab'ring  brain  is  e'en  to  madnefs  br,  ught 
By  the  dread  vifion  ;  at  'he  mere  furmife 
The  thronging  fpirirs,  as  in  tumult,  rife ; 
My  heart,  as  for  a  paffage,  lr)udly  beats. 
And,  turn  me  where  1  wnll,  diftradion  meets. 

O  my  brave  fellows,  great  in  arts  and  arms, 
The  wonder  of  the  earth,  whom  glory  warms 
To  high  atchievements,  can  your  ipirits  bend 
Through  bafe  conrroul  (ye  never  can  defcend 
So  low  by  choice)  to  wear  a  tyrant's  chain, 
Or  let  in  freedom's  feat  a  Stuart  reign  ? 
If  fame,  who  hath  for  ages  far  and  wide 
Spread  in  all  realms  the  cowardice,  the  pride. 
The  tyranny  and  falfehood  of  thofe  lords. 
Contents  you  not,  fearch  England's  fair  records; 
England,  where  firft  the  breath  of  life  I  drew, 
Where  next  to  Gotham  my  beft  love  is  due; 
There  once  they  rul  d,  though  crufh'd  by  Wil- 
liam's hand, 
They  rul'd  no  more,  to  curfe  that  happy  land. 

Thef.rJ},  who,  from  his  native  foil  remov'd, 
Held  England's  fceptre,  a  tame  tyrant  prov'd  : 
Virtue  he  lack'd,  curs'd  with  thofe  thoughts  which 

fpring 
In  fouls  of  vulgar  (lamp  to  be  a  king ; 
Spirit  he  had  not,  though  he  laugh'd  at  laws. 
To  play  the  bold-fac'd  tyrant  with  applaufe; 
On  pradlices  mod  mean  he  rais'd  his  pride, 
And  craft  I'ft  gave  what  wifdom  oft  denied. 

Ne'er  could  he  feel  how  truly  man  is  bled 
In  blefling  thofe  around  him  ;  in  his  bread. 
Crowded  with  follies,  honour  found  no  room ; 
Mark'd  for  a  coward  in  his  mother's  womb. 
He  was  too  proud  without  aftnmts  to  live, 
I'oo  timorous  to  punifh  or  forgive. 

To  gain  a  crown,  which  had  in  courfc  of  time, 
By  fair  defcent,  been  his  without  a  crime, 
He  I  ore  a  mother's  exile  ;  to  fecure 
A  greater  crown,  he  bafcly  coiild  endure 
The  fpiiling  of  her  blood  by  foreiRn  knife. 
Nor  dar'd  revenge  her  death  who  gave  him  life ; 
Nay.  by  fond  fear  and  fond  ambition  led, 
Struck  hands  with  thofe  by  whom  her  blood  was 
(bed.  [throne, 

Call'd  up  to  pow'r,  fcarce  warm  en  Ent;land*s 
He  fiU'd  her  court  with  beggars  from  his  own  : 
Turn  where  you  would,  the  eye  with  Scots  was 

caught, 
Or£«^///i  knaves,  who  would  be  Scotfmen  thought. 


To  vain  exrence  unbounded  lorfe  he  gavr. 
The  dupe  of  minions,  and  of  flaves  the  flave; 
On  falfe  pretences  mighty  funis  he  rais  d. 
And  damn'd  thofe  fenates  rich,  whom,  poor,  he 

prais'd : 
From  empire  thrown  and  donm'd  to  beg  her  bread, 
Ou  foreign  bounty  -hilft  a  daughter  *  fed, 
He  lavifh'd  fums,  for  he»  recciv'd,  on  men 
Whofe  names  would  fix  dilhonour  on  my  pen. 

Lies  were  his  play-things,  parliaments  'us  fport. 
Bo  .k-worms  and  catamites  engroff'd  the  court : 
Vain  of  tlie  fcholar.  like  all  Scotfmen  Cnce, 
The  pedant  fcholar,  he  forgot  the  prince. 
And  having  with  fome  trifles  ftor'd  his  brain. 
Ne'er  learn'd,  or  wifli'd  to  learn,  the  arts  to  reign. 
Eiiough  he  knew  to  make  him  vain  and  proud, 
Mock'd  by  the  wife,  the  wonder  of  the  crow'd; 
Falfe  friend  falfe  fon,  falfe  father,  and  falfe  king, 
Falfe  wit,  falfe  ftarefAien,  and  falfe  -  v'ry  thing, 
When  he  fliould  adt,  he  idly  chofe  to  prate, 
And  paniT)hlets  wrote,  when  he  fliould  fave  the 
ftate. 

Religious,  if  religion  holds  in  whim, 
To  talk  with  all,  he  let  all  talk  with  him, 
Not  on  God's  honour,  but  his  own  intent. 
Not  for  religion's  fake,  but  argument; 
More  vain,  'f  fome  fly,  artful,  High-Dutch  flave. 
Or,  from  the  Jefuit  fchool,  fome  precious  knave 
Convi«Sion  fcign'd,  than  if,  to  peace  reftor'd 
By  his  full  foldierfliip,  worlds  hail  d  him  lord. 

Pow'r  was  his  wifti,  unbounded  as  his  will. 
The  pow'r,  without  contioul,  of  doing  ill. 

But  what  he  wifli'd,  what  he  made  bijbiips  preach, 
An&fatuf/nen  warrant,  hung  within  his  reach 
He  dar'd  not  feize  :   Fear  gave,  to  gall  his  pride. 
That  freedom  to  the  realm  his  will  denied. 

Of  treaties  fond,  o'erweeiiing  of  his  parts, 
In  ev'ry  treaty  of  his  own  mean  arts 
He  fell  the  dupe  ;  Peace  was  his  coward  care, 
E'eT!  at  a  time  when  juftice  call'iJ  for  war : 
His  pen  he'd  draw,  to  prove  his  lack  of  wit. 
But,  rather  than  unflicath  the  fword,  fubmit. 
Truth  fairly  muft  record,  and,  pleas'd  to  live 
In  league  with  mercy,  juftice  may  forgive 
Kingdoms  betray'd,  and  worlds  refign'd  to  Spain, 
But  never  can  forgive  a  Raleigh  Cain. 

At  length  (with  white  let  freedom  mark  that 
year) 
Not  fear'd  by  thofe  whom  mod  he  wifli'd  to  Tear, 
N;jt  lov'd  by  thofe  whom  nioft  he  wilh'd  to  love. 
He  went  to  arf'wtr  for  his  faults  above ; 
To  anfwer  to  that  God,  from  whom  alone 
He  c'.aim'd  to  hold,  and  to  abufe  the  throne  ; 
Leaving  Veiiind,  a  curfe  to  all  his  line. 
The  'oloody  Jtgacy  of  right  divine. 

With  ir;;-.iT-  virtues,  v.hich  a  radiance  fling 
Round  private  men;  v^-ith  fev.-  which  grace  a  king, 
And  fpeak  the  monarch;  at  the  time  of  life 
Whsn  palfion  holds  with  rcalon  doubtful  flrife, 
Succeeded  Charles,  by  a  mean  fue  undone. 
Who  envied  \irtue  even  in  a  fon. 

His  youth  was  froward,  turbulent,  and  wild; 
He  took  the  man  up  ere  he  left  the  child ; 

*   Tka  ^een  of  JSohviia,  grandmother  cf  Georgi 
tb!  Firji. 
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His  foul  was  eager  for  imperial  fway, 
Ere  he  had  learn  d  the  Icffon  to  obey. 
Surrounded  by  a  fawning,  flattering  throng. 
Judgment   eacli   day  grew    weak,   and   humour 

ftrong  : 
Wifdom  was  treated  as  a  noifome  weed, 
And  all  his  follies  let  ro  run  to  feed.  [fpring  ! 

What   ill.-,  f  om    fuch    beginnings   needs  muft 
What  ills  to  fuch  a  land  from  fuch  a  king  ! 
What  could  (lie  hope  !  what  had  flie  not  to  fear  I 
Bafe  Buckingham  p' flcfs'd  his  youihful  ear; 
Strafford  and  Laud,  when  mounted  on  the  throne, 
Engrofs'd  his  love,  and  made  him  all  their  own; 
Strafford  and  Laud,  who  boldly  dar'd  avow 
The  trait'rous  dodlrines  taught  by  Tories  now  : 
Each  flrove  t'  undo  him,  in  his  turn  and  hour, 
The  firft  with  pleafure,  and  the  laft  with  pow'r. 
Thinking   (vain   thought,   difgraccful   to   the 
throne) ! 
That  all  mankind  were  made  for  kings  alone, 
That  fubjecfls  were  but  flaves,  and  v/hat  was  whim 
Or  worfc  in  common  men,  was  law  in  him  ; 
Drunk  with  f>e:cgativ3,  which  fate  decreed 
To  guard  good  kings,  and  tyrants  to  miflead; 
Which  in  a  fair  proportion,  to  deny 
Allegiance  dares  not;  which  to  Kold  too  high 
No  good  can  wifli,  no  coward  king  can  dare. 
And  held  too  high, no  En^lijh  {\\\,\tS.  bear; 
Btfieg'd  by  men  of  deep  and  fubtle  arts, 
Men  void  of  principle,  and  damn'd  with  parts, 
Who  faw  his  weaknefs,  made  their  king  their  tool. 
Then  moft  a  flave,  when  mofl  he  feem'd  to  rule; 
Taking  all  public  fteps  for  private  ends, 
Deceiv'd  by  favourites,  whom  he  called  friends, 
He  had  not  (Ircngth  enough  of  foul  to  find 
That  monarchs,  meant  as  bleflings  to  mankind, 
Sink  their  great  ftate,  and  llamp  their  fame  un- 
done. 
When  what  was  meant  for  all  they  give  to  one; 
Lift'ning  uxorious,  whilfl  a  woman's  prate 
Modell'd  the  church,  and  parcell'd  out  the  flate, 
Whilfl  (in  the  ftate  not  more  than  women  read) 
High-churchmen  preaih'd,  and  turn'd  his  pious 
Tutor'd  to  fee  with  minifterial  eyes  ;  [head; 

Forbid  to  hear  a  loyal  nation's  cries; 
Made  to  believe  (what  can't  a  fav'rite  do) 
He  heard  a  nation  hearing  one  or  two; 
Taught  by  Hate-quacks  himfelffecure  to  think, 
And  out  of  danger  e'en  on  danger's  brir»k  ; 
Whilfl  pow'r  was  daily  c;Umbling  from  his  hand, 
Whilft  murmurs  ran  through  an  infulted  land. 
As  if  to  fancSlion  tyrants  Heav'n  was  bound, 
He  proudly  fought  tl^e  ruin  which  he  found. 
I'welve  years,  twelve  tedious   and  inglorious 
years, 
Did  England,  crufh'dby  pow'r  and  aw'd  by  fears, 
Whilft  proud  cpprefFion  flruck  at  freedom's  root, 
Lament  her  fenates  1.  (I,  her  Hampden  mute. 
Illegal  tases  and  opprtfilve  loans, 
In  fpite  cf  all  her  pride,  call'd  forth  her  groans; 
Patience  was  heard  her  griefs  aloud  to  tell, 
And  loyalty  was  tempted  to  rebel. 

Each  day  new  ads  cf  outrage  fhook  the  ftate, 
iMew  courts  were  lais'd  to  give  new  doilrines 
V.'cightj 


State-inquifitlons  kept  llje  realm  irt  awe. 
And  cnvi<' djiar-chamlisrs  made,  or  nil'd  the  law; 
Juries  were  pack'd,  and  judges  were  unfound  ; 
Through  the  whole  kingdom  not  one  Pratt  was 

found. 
From  the  firft  moments  of  his  giddy  youth 
He  hated  fenates,  for  they  told  him  truth. 
Ar  length  againft  his  will  compell'd  to  treat, 
1  hofe  whom  he  could  not  fright,  he  ftrove  to 

cheat. 
With  bafe  diffembling  ev'ry  grievance  heard. 
And,  ofren  giving,  often  broke  his  word. 
O  where  (hall  helplefs  truth  for  refuge  fly, 
if  kings,  who  fhould  protedb  her,  dare  to  lie  ? 

Thofe  who,  the  gen'ral  good  their  real  aim. 
Sought  in  their  country's  good  their  monarch's 

fame ; 
Thofe  who  were  anxious  for  his  fafety;  thofe 
Who  were  induc'd  by  dury  to  oppofe  ; 
Their  truth  fufpedcd,  and  their  worth  unknown, 
He  held  as  foes,  and  traitors  to  his  throne; 
Nor  found  his  fatal  error  till  the  hour 
Of  faving  him  was  gone  and  paft ;  till  pow'r 
Had  fhifted  hands,  to  blaft  hishaplef*  reign, 
Making  their  faith  and  his  repentance  vain. 

Hence  (be  that  curfe  confin'd  to  Gotham's  foes) 
War,  dread  to  mention,  civil  war  arofe  ; 
All  ads  of  outrage,  and  all  ads  of  fhame, 
Stalk'd  forth  a:   large,  difguis'd  with  honour's 

name; 
Rebellion,  raifing  high  her  bloody  hand. 
Spread  univerfal  havoc  through  the  land; 
With  zeal  for  party,  and  with  paflion  drunk. 
In  public  rage  all  private  love  was  funk  ; 
Friend  againd  friend,  bro.htr'gainft  brother  ftood. 
And  the  fon's  weapon  drank  the  father's  blood; 
Nature,  aghaft,  and  fearful  left  her  reign 
Should  laft  no  longer,  Med  in  ev'ry  Tein. 

Unhappy  Stuart  '.  harlhly  though  that  name 
Grates  on  m.y  ear,  I  fhould  have  died  with  fhamc, 
To  fee  my  king  before  his  fubjeds  ftand, 
And  at  their  bar  hold  up  his  royal  hand  ; 
At  their  conmiands  to  hear  the  monarch  plead, 
By  their  decrees  to  fee, that  monarch  bleed. 
What  though  thy  faults  were  many,  and   were 

great. 
What  though  they  fhook  the  bafis  of  the  ftate. 
In  royalty  fecure  thy  perfon  ftood. 
And  facred  vvas  the  fountain  of  thy  blood. 
Vile  niinifters,  who  dat'd  abufe  their  truft. 
Who  dar'd  feduce  a  king  to  be  unjuft, 
Vengeance,  with  jullice  leagu'd,  with  pow'r  made 

ftrong, 
Had  nobly  crufh'd  :    The  king  could  do  no  -wrong. 
Yet  grieve  not,  Charles,  nor  thy  hard  fortunes 

blame ; 
They  took  thy  life,  but  they  fecur'd  thy  fame. 
Their  greater  crimesmade  thine  like  fpecks  appear. 
From  which  the  fun  in  glory  is  not  clear. 
Had'ft  thou  in  peace  and  years  rcfign'd  thy  breath 
At  nature's  call .  had'ft  thou  laid  down  in  death 
As  in  a  fleep;  tly  name,  by  juftice  borne 
On  the  four  winds,  had  been  in  pieces  torn. 
Pity,  the  virtue  of  a  gen'rous  foul, 
Sometimes  the  vice,  hath  made  thy  mem'ry  whole. 
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Misfortunes  ga^e  what  virtue  could  not  give, 
And  bade,  the  tyrant  flain,  the  martyr  live. 
Ye  princes  of  the  earth,  ye  mighty  few, 
Who,  worlds  fubduing,  can't  yourfelves  fubdue ; 
Who,  goodnefs  fcorn'd,  wirti  only  to  be  great, 
Whofe  breath  is  blafting,  and  whofe  voice  is  fate  ; 
Who  own  no  law,  no  reafon  but  your  will, 
And  fcoru reftraint,  though  'tis  from  doing  ill; 
Who  of  all  "paffions  groan  beneath  the  vorft, 
Then  only  blefs'd  when  they  make  others  curfl ; 
Think  not  for  wrongslike  thefe  unfcourg'd  to  live; 
Long  may  ye  fin,  and  long  may  Hrav"n  forgive  : 
But,  when  ye  leaft  expe6l,in  forrow's  day, 
Vengeance  (hall  fall  more  heavy  for  delay  ; 
Nor  think  that  vengeance  heap'd  on  you  alone  : 
Shall  (poor  amends)  for  injur'd  worlds  atone  : 
No ;  like  fonie  bafe  diftemper,  which  remains, 
Tranfmitted  from  the  tainted  father's  veins, 
In  the  fon's  blood,  fuch  broad  and  genral  crimes 
Shall  call  down  vengeance  e'en  to  lateft  times, 
Call  vengeance  down  on  all  who  bear  your  name. 
And  make  their  portion  bitternefs  and  (hame. 

From  land  to  land  for  years  cnmpell'd  to  roam, 
Whilft  ufurpation  lorded  i:  at  home. 
Of  majefty  unmindful,  forc'd  to  fly, 
Not  daring,  like  a  king,  to  reign  or  die, 
Recall'd  to  repoffefs  his  lawful  throne 
Mere  at  his  people's  feeking  than  his  own. 
Another  Charles  fucceeded.     In  the  fchool 
Of  travel  he  had  learn'd  to  play  the  fool. 
And,  like  pert  pupils  with  dull  tutors  fent 
To  fhame  their  country  on  the  continent. 
From  love  of  England  by  long  abfence  wean'd, 
From  ev'ry  court  he  ev'ry  folly  glean'd. 
And  was,  fo  clofe  do  evil  habits  cling,  [king- 

Till  crown'd,  a  beggar;  and  when  crown'd,  no 
Thofe  grand  and  general  pow'rs  which  Heav'n 
An  inftance  of  his  mercy  to  mankind,      [defign'd 
Were  loft,  in  ftorms  of  diflipation  hurl'd, 
Nor  would  he  give  one  hour  to  blefs  a  world  ; 
Lighter  than  levity  which  ftrides  the  blaft. 
And  of  the  prefent  fond,  forgets  the  paft. 
He  chang'd  and  chang'd,  but,  ev'ry  hope  to  curfe, 
Chang'd  only  from  one  folly  to  a  worfe; 
State  he  refign'd  to  thofe  whom  ftate  could  pleafe, 
Carelefs  of  niajefly,his  wifh  waseafe  ; 
Pleafure,  and  pleafure  only  was  his  aim; 
Kings  of  lefs  wit  might  hunt  the  bubble  fame  ; 
Dignity  through  his  reign  was  made  a  fport, 
Nor  dar'd  decorum  Ihow  her  face  at  court. 
Morality  was  held  a  {landing  jeft, 
And  faith  a  necefTary  fraud  at  beft. ; 
Courtiers,  their  monarch  ever  in  their  view, 
^ofTefs'd  great  talents,  and  abus'd  them  too  : 
Whate'er  was  light,  impertinent,  and  vain, 
Whate'er  was  loofe,  indecent,  and  profane, 
(So  ripe  was  foily,  folly  to  acquit) 
Stood  all  abfolv'd  in  that  poor  bauble,  wit. 

In  gratitude,  alas  1  but  little  read, 
He  let  his  father's  fervants  beg  their  bread. 
His  father's  faithful  fervants,  and  his  own. 
To  -place  the  foes  of  both  around  his  throne. 

Bad  counfels  he  embrac'd  through  indolence, 
Through  love  of  cafe,  and  not  through  want  of 
fenfe; 


He  faw  them  wrong,  but  rather  let  them  go 
As  right,  than  take  the  pains  to  make  them  fo. 

Women  rul'd  all,  and  miuifters  of  ftate 
Were  for  commands  at  toilettes  forc'd  to  wait ; 
Women,  who  have,  as  monarchs,  grac'd  the  land. 
But  never  govern'd  well  at  fccond-hand. 

To  make  all  other  errors  flight  appear. 
In  mem'ry  fix'd  ftand  Dunkirk  and  Tangier ; 
In  mem'ry  fix'd  fo  deep,  that  time  in  vain 
Shall  ftrive  to  wipe  thofe  records  from  the  brain, 
Amboyna  ftands — Gods,  that  a  king  fhould  hold 
In  fuch  high  eftimate  vile  paltry  gold. 
And  of  his  duty  be  fo  carelefs  found. 
That,  when  the  blood  of  fubji  dls  from  the  ground 
For  vengeance  call'd.he  fliould  reje(51:  their  cry, 
And,  brib'd  from  honour,  lay  his  thunders  by. 
Give  Hollandpeace, whilft  Engliftiviiftimsgroan'd, 
And  butcher'd  fubjeiSls  wander'd  unatond! 
O  dear,  deep  injury  to  England's  fame, 
To  them,  to  us,  to  all !  to  him,  deep  fhame  !  , 

Of  all  the  pafliuns  which  from  frailty  fpring, 
Av'rice  is  that  which  leaft  become^  a  king. 
To   crown   the   whole,  fcorning    the    public 
good, 
Which  through  his  reign  he  little  underftood, 
Or  little  heeded,  with  too  narrow  aim 
He  reaffum'd  a  bigot  brother's  claim ; 
And,  having  made  time-ferving  fenates  bow. 
Suddenly  died,  that  brother  beft  knew  hoiv. 

No  matter  htit — he  flrpt  an^ongft  the  dead, 
And  James  his  brother  reigned  in  his  ftead. 
But  fuch  a  reign — fo  glaring  an  offence 
In  ev'ry  ftep  'gainft  freedom,  law,  and  fenfe, 
'Gainft  all  the  rights  of  nature's  gen'ral  plan, 
'Gainft  all  which  conftitutes  an  Engliftiman, 
That  the  relation  would  mere  fitStion  feem, 
rhe  mock  creati  n  of  a  poet's  dream. 
And  the  poor  bards  would  in  this  fctptic  age, 
Appear  as  falfe  as  their  hiftorian'spage. 
Ambitious  folly  feiz'd  the  feat  of  wit, 
Chriftians  were  forc'd  by  bigots  to  fubmit  ; 
Pride  without  fenfe,  without  religion  zeal. 
Made  daring  inroads  on  the  commonweal ; 
Stern  perfecution  rais'd  her  iron  rod, 
And  call'd  the  pride  of  kings  the  power  of  God  ; 
Confcience  and  fame  were  facrificd  to  R^me, 
And  England  wept  at  freedom's  facred  tomb. 

Her  laws  defpis'd,  her  conftitution  v^rench'd 
From  its  due  nat'ral  frame,  her  rights  reircnch'd 
Beyond  a  coward's  fuff'rance,  confcience  forc'd. 
And  healing  juftice  from  the  crown  divorc'd, 
Each  moment  pregnant  with  vile  avSs  of  pow'r, 
}rier  patriot  bifliops  fentenc'd  to  the  Tow'r, 
Her  Oxford  (who  yet  loves  the  Stuart  name) 
Branded  with  arbitrary  marks  of  ihame, 
She  wept — but  wept  not  long;  to  arms  ftie  flew. 
At  honour's  call  th'  avenging  fvvord  flie  drew, 
Turn'd  all  her  terrors  on  the  tyrant's  head, 
And  fent  him  in  deipair  to  beg  his  bread  ; 
Whilft  ihe  (may  ev'ry  ftate  in  fuch  diftrefs 
Dare  with  fuch  zeal,  and  meet  with  futh  fucccfs) 
Whilft  ftie  (may  Gotham,  ftiould  my  ahjcifl:  mind 
Choofe  to  enflave  rather  than  free  mankind, 
Purfue  her  fhps,  tear  the  prouil  tyrant  down. 
Nor  let  me  wear  il  I  abufe  the  crown^ 
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Whilft  (he  (through  ev'ry  age,  in  ev'ry  land, 
Written  in  gold  let  revolution  (land) 
Whilft  (he,  fecur'd  in  liberty  and  law. 
Found  what  fhe  fought,  a  laviour  in  Naflau. 

BOOK  III. 

Can  the  fond  mother  frohi  herfelf  depart, 
Can  fhe  forget  the  darling  of  her  heart, 
The  little  darling  whom  ihe  bore  and  bred, 
Nurs'd  on  her  knee^,  and  at  her  bofom  fed  ? 
To  whom  fhe  fteni'd  her  ev'ry  thought  to  give, 
And  in  wiiofe  life  alone  fhe  fcem'd  to  live  i 
Yes,  from  herfelf  the  mother  may  depart, 
She  may  forget  the  darling  of  her  heart, 
The  little  darling  whom  ihe  bore  and  bred, 
Nurs'd  on  her  knees,  and  at  her  bofom  fed, 
To  whom  fhe  feem'd  her  ev'ry  thought  to  give, 
And  in  whofe  life  alone  flie  feem'd  to  live ; 
But  I  cannot  forget,  whilft  life  remainj. 
And  pours  her  current    through  thefe   fwelling 

veins, 
Whilft  mem'ry  offers  up  at  reafon's  fhrine, 
But  I  cannot  forget  that  Gotham's  mine. 

Can  the  flern  mother, than  the  brutes  more  wild, 
From  her  difnatur'd  breaft  tear  her  young  child ; 
Flelh  of  her  flefh,  and  of  her  bone  the  bone. 
And  dafli  the  fmiling  babe  againft  a  ftone  ? 
Yc-s,  'he  ftern  mother,  than  the  brutes  more  wild, 
From  her  difnatur'd  breaft  may  tear  her  child ; 
Flefh  of  her  fl-  fh,  and  of  her  bone  the  bone, 
Ani^  dafh  the  fmiling  babe  againft  a  ftone; 
But  I  (forbid  it  ticav'n),but  I  can  ne'er 
The  love  of  Gotham  from  this  bofom  tear; 
Can  ne'er  fo  far  true  royalty  pervert 
From  its  fair  courfe,  to  do  my  people  hurt. 

With  how  much  eafe,  with  how  much  confi- 
dence, 
As  if,  fuperior  to  each  grofler  fenfe, 
Reafon  had  only,  in  full  pow'r  array'd, 
To  manifeft  her  will,  and  be  obey'd, 
Men  make  refolves,  and  pais  into  decrees 
The  motions  of  the  mind  !    With  how  much  eafe 
In  fuch  refolves  doth  paflion  make  a  flaw. 
And  bring  to  nothing  what  was  rais'd  to  law  ! 
In  empire   young,  fcarce  warm  on  Gotham's 
throne. 
The  dangers  and  the  fweets  of  pow'r  unknown, 
Pieas'd,  though    I  fcarce  know  why,  like  fome 

young  child, 
Whofe  little  fenfes  each  new  toy  turns  wild. 
How  do  I  hold  fweet  dalliance  with  my  crown, 
And  wanton  with  dominion  !   how  lay  down, 
Without  the  fandlion  of  a  precedent. 
Rules  of  moft  large  and  abfolute  extent ; 
Rules,  which  from  fenfe  of  public  virtue  fpring, 
And  all  at  once  commence  a  patriot  king. 

But,  for  the  day  of  trial  is  at  hand, 
And  the  whole  fortunes  of  a  mighty  land 
Are  ftak'd  on  me,  and  all  their  weal  or  woe 
Muft  from  my  good  or  evil  condud;  flow. 
Will  I,  or  can  I,  on  a  fair  review, 
As  I  aflunie  that  name,  dtferve  it  too  ? 
Have  I  well  weigh'd  the  great,  the  noble  part 
I'm  now  to  play  ?  Have  I  explor'd  my  heart. 


That  labyrinth  of  fraud,  that  deep  dark  cell. 
Where,  unfufpecSled  e'en  by  me,  may  dwell 
Ten  thoufand  follies  ?  Have  I  found  out  there 
What  I  am  fit  to  do,  and  what  to  bear  ? 
Have  I  trac'd  ev'ry  pafiion  to  its  rife. 
Nor  fpar'd  one  lurking  feed  of  treach'rous  vice  ? 
Have  I  familiar  with  my  nature  grown. 
And  am  I  fairly  to  myfelf  made  knwwn  ? 

A  patriot  king — Why,  'tis  a  name  which  bears 
The   more  immediate  ftamp  of  heav'n  j^which 

wears 
The  neareft,  beft  refemblance  we  can  fhow 
Of  God  above  throufih  all  his  works  belovw 

To  ftill  the  Voice  of  difcord  in  the  land. 
To  make  weak  fadtion's  difcontented  band, 
Detedted,  weak,  and  crumbling  to  decay. 
With  hunger  pinch'd,  on  their  own  vitals  prey; 
Like  brethren  in  the  felf-fame  int'refts  warm'd, 
Like  diff 'rent  bodies  with  one  foul  inform'd. 
To  make  a  nation,  nobly  rais'd  above 
All  meaner  thought,  grow  up  in  common  love ; 
To  give  the  laws  due  vigour,  and  to  hold 
That  facred  balance,  temperate,  yet  bold. 
With  fuch  an  equal  hand,  that  thofe  who  fear 
May  yet  approve,  and  own  my  juftice  clear; 
To  be  a  common  father,  to  feeure 
The  weak  from  violence,  from  pride  the  poor; 
Vice  and  her  fons  to  banifh  in  difgrace, 
To  make  corruption  dread  to  fhow  her  face  ; 
To  bid  aflliifled  virtue  take  new  ftate, 
And  be  at  laft  acquainted  with  the  great ; 
Of  all  religions  to  eledl  the  beft, 
Nor  let  her  priefts  be  made  a  ftanding  jeft ; 
Rewards  for  worth  with  lib'ral  hand  to  carve, 
To  love  the  arts,  not  let  the  artifts  ftarve  ; 
To  make  fair  plenty  through  the  realm  increafe, 
Give  fame  in  war,  and  happinefs  in  peace ; 
To  fee  my  people  virtuous,  great  and  free. 
And   know    that  all   thofe  bleflings  flow  from 

me; 
O  'tis  a  joy  too  exqulfite,  a  thought 
Which  flatters  nature  more  than  flatt'ry  ought ; 
'Tisa  great,  glorious  tafk,  for  man  too  hard, 
But  not  lefs  great,  lefs  glorious  the  reward, 
fhe  beft  reward  which  here  to  man  Is  giv'n, 
'Tis  more  than  earth,  aud  little  (hort  of  heav'n; 
A  tafk  (if  fuch  comparifon  may  be) 
The  fame  in  nature,  diff 'ring  in  degree, 
Like  that  which  God,  on  whom  for  aid  I  call, 
Performs  with  eafe,  and  yet  performs  to  all. 

How  much  do  they  miftake,  how  little  know 
Of  kings,  of  kingdoms,  and  the  pains  which  flow 
From  royalty,  who  fancy  that  a  crown, 
Becaufe  it  gliftens,  muft  be  lin'd  with  down  ! 
With  outfide  fhow  and  vain  appearance  caught. 
They  look  no  farther,  and,  by  folly  taught, 
Prize  high  the  toys  of  thrones,  but  never  find 
One  of  the  many  cares  which  lurk  behind. 
The  gem  they  worfliip,  which  a  crown  adorns. 
Nor  once  fufped;  that  crown  is  lin'd  with  thorns. 
O  might  refledlion  folly's  piace  fupply, 
Would  we  one  moment  ufe  her  piercing  eye. 
Then  fhould  we  know  what  woe  from  giandeur 

fprings. 
And  learn  to  pity,  not  to  envy  kings. 
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The  villager,  bom  humbly  and  bred  hard, 
Content  his  wealth,  and  poverry  his  guard, 
In  adtion  fimply  juft.  in  confcience  clear, 
By  guilt  i.ntainted.  undilturb'd  by  fear. 
His  means  but  fcanty,  and  his  wants  but  few. 
Labour  his  bufincfs  and  his  plealurc  too, 
Enjoys  n>ore  comforts  in  a  fingle  hoar, 
Than  ages  give  the  wretch  condcmn'd  to  pow'r. 

Call'd  up  by  health,  he  rifes  with  the  day, 
And  goes  to  work  as  if  he  went  t<   play, 
Whiftling  off  toils,  one  half  of  which  might  make 
The  flouteft  Atlas  of  a  palace  quake  ; 
'Gdinft  heat  and  cold,  which  make  us  cowards  faint, 
Harden'dby  conftant  ufe,  without  complaint 
He  bears  what  we  fhould  thmk  it  death  to  bear ; 
Short  are  his  meals,  and  homely  is  his  fare  ; 
His  thirft   he   flakes  at  fome  pure  neighb'ring 

brook, 
Nor  a(ks  for  fauce  where  appetite  ftands  cook. 
When  the  dews  fall,  and  when  the  fun  retires 
Behind  the  mountains,  when  the  village  fires. 
Which,  waken'd  all  at  once,  fpeak  fupper  nigh. 
At  diftance  catch  and  fix  his  longing  eye. 
Homeward  he  hies,  and  with  his  manly  brood 
Of  raw-bon'd  cubs  enjoys  that  clean,  coarfe  food. 
Which,  feafon'd  with  good-humour,  his  fond  bride 
'Gainfl  his  return  is  happy  to  provide  ;        [creeps 
Then,  free  from  care,  and  free  from  thought,  he 
Into  his  Araw,  and  'till  the  morning  fleeps. 

Not  fo  the  king — With  anxious  cares  opprefs'd, 
His  bofom  labours,  and  admits  not  reft. 
A  glorious  wretch,  he  fweats  beneath  the  weight 
Of  majefty.  and  gives  up  eafe  for  ftate. 
E'en  when  his  fmiles,  which,  by  the  fools  of  pride. 
Are  treafur'd  and  preferv'd  fr.itn  fide  to  fide. 
Fly  round  the  court,  e'en  when  compeil'd  by  form, 
ile  feems  moft  calm,  his  foul  is  in  a  ftorm  ! 
Care,  like  a  fpeitre,  leen  by  him  alone, 
With  all  her  neft  of  vipers,  round  his  throne 
Bv  day  crawls  full  in  view;  when  night  bidsfleep, 
Sweet  nurfe  of  nature,  o'er  the  fenfcs  creep, 
When  mifery  hsrlelf  no  mote  complains. 
And  flavcs  if  pofllble,  forget  their  chains, 
Though  his  lenfe  weakens,  though  his  eyes  grow 

dim. 
That  reft  which  comes  to  all,  comes  not  to  him. 
E'en  at  that  hnur,  care,  tyrant  care,  forbids 
The  dew  of  fleep  to  fall  upon  his  lids  ; 
From  night  to  night  fhe  watches  at  his  bed  ; 
Now,  as  one  mop'd,  fits  br<  oding  o'er  his  head  ; 
Anon  (he  ftarts,  and.  borne  on  raven's  wmgs, 
Croaks  forth  aloud — "   Sleep  was  not   made  for 

kings."  [ball, 

Thrice  hath  the  moon,  who  governs  this  vaft 
Who  rules  moft  abfolute  o'er  me.  and  all; 
To  whom  by  full  conviftion  taught  to  bow. 
At  new,  at  full,  1  pay  the  duteous  vow  ; 
Thrice  hath  the  moon  her  wonted  courfepnrfu'd. 
Thrice  hath  ftie  ioft  her  form,  and  thrice  rtnew'd. 
Since  (hliffrd  be  chat  fcafon,  for  before 
I  was  a  mere,  mere  mortal,  and  n»  more, 
One  of  the  herd,  a  lump  of  common  clay, 
Inform'd  with  hfe  to  die  and  pafs  away) 
Since  I  became  a  king,  and  Gotham's  throne. 
With  full  and  ample  pow'r,  became  my  own ; 


Thrice  hath  the  moon  her  wonted  courfe  purfuM, 
Thrice  hath  Ihe  loft  her  form,  and  thrice  renew'd. 
Since  flecp,  kind  flecp,  \\h  ^  like  a  friend  fupplies 
New  vigour  for  new  toil,  hath  clos'd  thefe  eyes. 
Nor,  if  my  tolls  are  anfwer'd  with  fuccefs, 
And  I  am  made  an  inftrument  to  blefs 
The  people  whom  I  love,  (hall  1  ,'epine ; 
Theirs  be  the  benefit,  the  labour  mine. 

Mindful  of  that  high  rank  in  which  I  ftand, 
Of  millions  lord,  fole  ruler  in  the  land. 
Let  me,  and  reafon  fiiall  her  aid  afTord, 
Rule  my  own  fpirit,  of  myfclf  be  lord. 
With  an  ill  grace  that  monarch  wears  his  crown, 
Who,  ftern  and  hard  of  nature,  wears  a  frown 
'Gainft  fault?  in  other  men,  yet  all  the  while 
JVIeets  his  own  vices  with  a  partial  fmile. 
How  can  a  king  'yet  on  record  we  find 
Such  kings  have  been,  fuch  curfes  of  mankind) 
Enforce  that  law  'gainft  fome  poor  fubjetS  elf. 
Which  confcience  tells  him  he  hath  broke  himfelf  ? 
Can  he  fome  petty  rogue  to  juftice  call 
For  robbing  one,  when  he  himfelf  robs  all? 
Muft  not.unlefs  extin>juifh'd,  confcience  fly 
Into  hi-i  cheek,  and  blaft  his  fading  eye, 
To  fcourg-e  th'  opprelTor.whcn  the  ftate,  diftrefs'd 
And  funk  to  ruin,  is  by  him  opprefs'd  ? 
Againft  himfelf  doth  he  not  fentence  give  ? 
If  one  muft  die,  t'  other's  not  fit  to  live. 

Weak  is  that  throne,  and  in  itfelf  unfound. 
Which  takes  not  f.ilid  virtue  for  its  ground; 
All  envy  pow'r  in  other*,  aiid  complain 
Of  that  which  they  would  perifti  to  obtain. 
Nor  can  thole  fpiriis,  turbuhnt  and  bold 
Not  to  be  aw'd  by  threat'-,  nor  bought  A-jth  gold, 
Be  hufh'd  to  peace,  but  when  fair  legal  fway 
Makes  It  theii  real  int'reft  to  obey; 
When  kingf,  and  none  but  fools  can  then  rebel. 
Not  lefs  in  virtue  than  in  pow'r  excel. 

Be  that  my  cbjcdl.  that  my  conftant  care. 
And  may  my  f  ul's  heft  wifhes  centre  there. 
Be  it  my  tafic  to  leek,  nor  feek  in  vain. 
Not  only  how  to  liv:,  but  how  to  reign ; 
And,  to  thoff  virtues  wh.ich  from  reafon  fpring, 
And  grace  the  man,  join   thofe  which  grace-thc 
king 

Fh^  'for  Oriift  duty  bids  my  care  extend 
Aiul  reach  to  ai),  who  on  that  care  depend. 
Bids  me  with  fervant-  ke;p  a  fteady  hand, 
And  •■  atch  <  'er  al!  my  proxies  in  tl.e  land) 
Firjl  (and  that  method  realon  fhall  fupport) 
Btfore  1  look  into,  and  purge  my  court, 
Bef.re  I  clcanfe  the  (!able  of  the  ftate, 
Let  me  fix  things  v.hich  to  mvfclf  relate. 
That  done,  and  ah  a  :counts  well  fettled  here, 
In  refolution  firm,  m  honour  clear. 
Tremble,  ye  flave>,  who  dare  abufe  your  trufl. 
Who  dare  be  villains,  when  your  kiig  is  juft 

Are  there,  amo-  gft  thofc  officers  of  ftate 
To  whom  our  facred  povv'r  we  delegate. 
Who  hold  our  place  and  -.fiiLri  in  the  realm. 
Who,  in  our  name  commiflion'd,  guide  the  helm; 
Are  there,  who   trufting  to  our  love  of  eafe, 
Opprefs  our  fubjecflii,  wreft  our  juft  decree.", 
And  make  the  law  ,  warp'd  from  their  fair  intentj 
To  fpeak  a  language  which  they  never  meant ; 
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Are  there  fuch  men,  and  can  the  fools  depend 
On  holding  out  in  fafety  tc  ti.-jir  end  ? 
Can  they  fo  much,  froni  thoughts  of  danger  free, 
Deceive  themfelves,  fo  much  mifdeeni  of  me, 
To  think  that  I  will  prove  a  ftatefman's  tool. 
And  live  a  ftranger  where  1  ought  to  rule  ? 
What,  to  myfelf  and  to  my  ftate  unjuft, 
Shall  I  from  minifters  take  things  on  truft, 
And,  finking  low  the  credit  of  my  throne, 
Depend  upon  dependants  of  my  own  ? 
Shall  I,  mofl  certain  fource  of  future  cares, 
Not  ufe  my  judgment,  but  depend  on  their's  ? 
Shall  I,  true  puppet -like,  be  niock'd  with  rtate, 
Have  nothing  but  the  name  of  beinjr  great  ■ 
Attend  at  councils  wiiich  I  muft  not  weigh  ; 
Do  what  they  bid;  and  what  they  ditiate  fay; 
EnrobM,  and  hoifled  up  intv>  my  chair. 
Only  to  be  a  royal  cypher  there  ? 
Perilh  the  thought— 'tis  treafon  to  my  throne — 
And  who  but  thinks  it,  could   his  thoughts  be 

known, 
Infults  me  more,  than  he,  who,  leaguM  with  hell, 
Shall  rife  in  arms,  and  'gainft  my  crown  rebel. 

The  wicked  ftatefman.whofefaKe  heart  purfues 
A  train  of  guilt;  who  a.£ts  with  double  views. 
And  wears  a  double  face ;  whofe  bafe  defigns 
Strike  at  his  monarch's  throne;  who  undermines 
E'en  whilft  he  feenis  his  wifhes  to  fupporc; 
Who  feizes  all  departments,  packs  a  court. 
Maintains  an  agent  on  the  judgment-feat 
To  fcreen  his  crimes,  and  make  his  frauds  com- 
plete ; 
New-modeh  armies,  and  around  the  throne 
Will  fuffer  rone  but  creatures  of  his  own ; 
Confcious  of  fuch  his  bafcnefs,  well  may  try, 
Againft  the  light  to  fnut  his  matter'*  eye, 
To  keep  him  coop'd,  and  far  remnv'd  from  thofe. 
Who,  brave  and  honefl,  dare  his  crimes  difclofe, 
Kor  ever  let  him  in  one  place  appear, 
Where  truth,  unwelcometruth,  may  wound  his  ear. 

Attempts  like  thefe,  well  weigh'd,  themfelves 
proclaim. 
And,  whilft  they  publiili,  baulk  their  author's  aim, 
Kings  mufl;  be  blind,  into  fuch  fnares  to  run  ; 
Or  worfe,  with  open  eyes  muft  be  undone. 
The  minifler  of  honefty  and  worth 
Demands  the  day  to  bring  his  acftions  forth; 
Calls  on  the  fun  to  (bine  with  fiercer  rays, 
And  braves  that  trial  which  muft  end  in  praife. 
None  fly  the  day,  and  feek  the  ihades  of  night. 
But  tholie  whofe  a<5lions  cannot  bear  the  light ; 
None  wifli  their  king  in  ignorance  to  hold, 
But  thofe  who  feel  that  knowledge  muft  unfold 
Their  hidden  guilt,  and  that  dark  mift  difpell'd 
By  which  their  places  and  their  lives  are  held, 
Confufion  wait  them,  and  by  jufticc  led. 
In  vengeance  fall  on  ev'ry  traitor's  head. 

Aware  of  this,  and  caution'd  'gainft  the  pit 
Where  kings  have  of:  been  loft,  ihall  (  fubmit, 
And  ruft  in  chains  ike  thtfe  ?  Shall  I  give  way, 
And  whilft  my  helplefs  fubjeds  fall  a  prey 
To  pow'r  abus'd,  in  ignorance  fit  down, 
No'  dare  affcrt  the  honour  of  my  crown  .' 
When  ftern  rebellion  (if  that  odious  name 
juflly  belongs  to  thoi'e,  whcfe  only  aim 


Is  to  prefcrve  their  country ;  who  oppofe, 

In  honour  leagu'd,  none  but  their  country's  foes; 

Who  only  feek  their  own,  and  found  their  caufe 

Indue  regard  for  violated  laws) 

When  ftern  rebellion,  who  no  lorger  feels 

Nor  fears  rebuke,  a  nation  at  her  heels, 

A  nation  up  in  arms,  though  ftrong  not  proud. 

Knock"  at  the  palace-gate,  and,  calling  loud 

For  due  redrefs  prefents,  from  truth's  fair  pen, 

A  lift  of  wrongs,  not  to  be  borne  by  men ; 

How  muft  that  king  be  humbled,  how  difgrace 

All  thaf  is  royal  in  his  name  and  place. 

Who,  thu.5  call  d  forth  to  anfwer,  can  advance 

No  o  lier  pica  but  that  of  ignorance  I 

A  vile  defence,  which  was  his  all  at  ftake. 

The  meaneft  fu'.jeift  well  might  blufh  to  make; 

A  filthy  fource.  from  whence  (hame  ever  fprings; 

A  ftain  to  all.  but  nio(t  a  ftain  to  kii  gs. 

rhc  f';ul,  with  great  and  manly  feelings  warm'd. 

Panting  foi  knowledge,  ■  efts  not  till  inform'd  : 

And  fhail  not  I.  fir'd  with  the  glormus  zeal, 

Feel  thofe  brave  paffi  »ns  which  my  fuhjedls  feel? 

Or  can  a  juftexcufc  from  ignorance  flow 

To  mc,  whofe  firft,  great  duty  is —  I'o  know  ? 

H.nce  ignorance — ^hv  fettled,  dull,  blank  eye 
W.  uld  hurt  me,  though  I  knew  no  reafon  why — 
Hence  ignorance — ^th'.  flavifli  fliackles  bind 
rhe  free-born  f/ul,  and  lethargy  the  mind — 
Of  thee,  begot  by  pride,  who  look'd  with  fcortl 
On  ev'ry  meaner  match,  of  thee  was  born 
I'hat  grave  inflexibility  of  foul, 
Which  reafon  can  t  convince,  nor  fear  controul; 
Which  neither  arguments  nor  pray'rr  can  reach. 
And  nothing  lefs  than  utter  ruin  teach — 
Hence  ignorance — hence  to  that  depth  of  night 
Where  thou  waft  born,   where  not  one  gleam  of 

light 
May  wound  thine  eye — hence  to  fome  dreary  cell. 
Where  monks  with  fuperftition  love  to  dwell; 
Or  in  fome  college  footh  thy  lazv  pride, 
And  with  the  heads  of  colleges  refide ; 
Fit  mate  for  royalty  thou  can'ft  not  be  ; 
And  if  no  mate  for  kings,  no  mate  for  me. 

Come  ftudy,  like  a  torrent  fweil'd  with  rains. 
Which,  r  ufhing  down  the  mountains,  o'er  the  plains 
Spreads  horror  wide,  and  yet,  in  horror  kind, 
JLcaves  feeds  of  future  fruitfulnefs  behind ; 
Come  ftudy — painful  though  thy  courfe  and  flew, 
rhy  real  worth  by  thy  eflecSls  we  know 
Parent  of  kn  >wledge   come  1 — Not  thee  1  call, 
Who,  grave  and  dull,  in  college  or  in  hall 
Doft  fit,  all  folemn  fad,  and  m 'ping  weigh 
Things,  which  when  found,  thy  labours  can't  rc- 

pay 

Nor,  in  one  hand,  fit  emblem  of  thy  trade, 

A  rod;   in  t'  other,  gaudily  array'd 

A  hornbook,  gilt  and  Ictter'd ;  call  I  thee, 

Who  doft  in  form  prtflde  o'er  A  B  C — : 

Nor  (fyren   though  thou   art,   and  thy   ftrangc 

charms, 
As  'twere  by  magic,  lure  men  to  thy  arms) 
Do  I  call  thee,  who  through  a  winding  maae, 
A  labyrinth  of  puzzling,  pleafing  wayi, 
Doft  lead  us  at  ;he  laft  t .  thofe  rich  plams^ 
Where,  in  full  glory,  real  fcience  reigns : 
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Fair  tlioup;h  thou  art,  ?.nd  lovely  to  mine  eye, 
Though  full  rewards  in  thy  poflefllon  lie 
To  crown  man's  wilh,  and  do  thy  fav'rite?  grace, 
Though  (was  I  ftation'd  in  an  humbler  place) 
1  could  be  ever  happy  in  thy  fight, 
Toil  with  thee  all  the  day,  and  through  the  night 
Toil  on  fnim  watch  to  watch,  bidding  my  eye, 
Faft  rivetted  on  fcience,  flecp  defy  ; 
Yet  (fuch  the  hardfhips  which  from  empire  flow) 
Muft  I  thy  fweet  fociety  forego. 
And  to  fome  happy  rival's  arms  refign 
Thofe  charms,  which  can,  alau !  no  more  be  mine. 
No  more,  from  hour  to  hour,  from  day  to  day, 
Shall  I  purfue  thy  fteps,  and  urge  my  way 
"Wh^re  eager  love  of  fcience  calls;   no  more 
Attempt  thofe  paths  which  man  ne'er  trod  before.  I 
No  more  the  mountain  fcal'd,  the  defert  crofl, 
Lofing  myfelf,  nor  knowing  I  was  loft,  | 

Travel  through  woods,  through  wilds,  from  morn 

to  night, 
From  nighi  to  morn,  yet  travel  with  delight. 
And  having  found  thee,  lay  me  down  content, 
ttwn  all  my  toil  well  paid,  my  time  well  ij  ent. 
Farewell  ye  nmles  too — for  fuch  mean  things 
Muft  not  prefume  to  dwell  with  mighty  kings — 
Farewell  ye  mufes — though  it  cuts  my  heart 
E'en  to  the  quick,  we  muil  for  ever  part. 

When  the  frefh  morn  bade  lufty  nature  wake; 
When  the  birds,  fweetly  twitt'ring  throuj^^h  the 

brake, 
Tun'd  their  foft  pipes ;  when  from  the  neighb'rlng 

bloom, 
Sipping  the  dew,  each  zephyr  flole  perfume ; 
When  all  things  whh  new  vigour  were  infpir'd, 
And  feem'd  to  fay  they  never  could  be  tir'u  : 
How  often  have  we  flray'd,  whilft  fportivc  )hyme 
Deceiv'd  the  way,  and  clipp'd  the  wings  of  time, 
,0'er  hill,  o'er  dale  '.  how  often  laugh'd  to  fee, 
Yourfelves  made  vifible  to  none  but  me, 
The  clown,  his  work  fufpended,  gape  and  fiare. 
And  feem'd  to  think  that  I  convers'd  with  air ! 
When  the  fun,  beating  on  the  parciitd  foil, 
Seem'd  to  proclaim  an  interval  of  toil ; 
When  a  faint  languor  crept  throug:h  ev'ry  breaft. 
And  things  moil  us'd  to  labour,  wilh'd  for  reft  ; 
How  often,  underneath  a  rev'rend  oak. 
Where  fafe,  and  fearlefs  of  the  impious  ftroke, 
Some  facred  dryad  liv'd,  or  in  fome  grove. 
Where  with  capricious  fingers  fancy  wove 
Her  fairy  bovv'r,  whilft  nature  all  the  while 
Look'd  on,  and  view'd  her  mock'ries  with  afmile. 
Have  we  held  converfe  fweet '.  how  often  laid, 
Faft  by  the  Thames,  in  Ham  s  infpirii.g  fhade, 
Amongft  thofe  poets  which  make  up  your  train, 
And,  after  death,  pour  forth  the  iacrcd  ftrain. 
Have  I,  at  your  command,  in  verfe  grown  gray. 
But  not  impair'd,  heard  Uryden  tune  that  lay. 
Which  m.ighthave  drawn  an  angel  from  hisfphere. 
And  kept  him  from  his  office  lift'ning  here. 

When  dreary  night,  with  Morpheus  in  her  train, 
Led  on  by  filence  to  refume  her  reign, 
With  darknefs  covering  as  with  a  robe. 
This  fcenc  of  levity,  blank'd  half  the  globe  ; 
How  oft  enchanted  with  your  heav'nly  ftrains, 
Which  ftulc  mc  from  ir.yk\i,  which  in  folt  chains 


Of  muflc  bound  my  foul,  how  oft  have  I, 
Sounds  more  than  human  floating  through  the  Iky, 
Attentive  fat,  whilft  night,  againft  her  will, 
Tranfported  with  the  harmony,  ftood  ftill! 
How  oft  in  raptures,  which  man  fcarce  could  bear. 
Have  I.  when  gone,  ftill  thought  the  niufes  there; 
Stiil  heard  their  mufic,  and,  as  mute  as  death, 
ijat  all  attention,  drew  in  ev'ry  breath, 
Le!l^, breathing  all  too  rudely,  I  fliould  wound, 
And  mar  that  magic  excellence  of  found  ; 
Then,  fenfe  returning  with  return  of  day, 
Have  chid  the  night,  which  fled  fo  i:.ii  away. 
Such  my  purfuits,  and  fuch  my  joys  of  yore. 
Such  were  my  mates,  but  now  my  mates  no  more. 
Piac'd  out  of  envy's  walk  (for  envy  fure 
Would  never  haunt  the  cottage  of  the  poor, 
Would  never  ftoop  to  vi'ound  ray  homefpun  lays) 
With  fome  few  friends,  and  fome  fmall  fliare  of 

praife, 
Beneath  oppreflion,  undifturb'd  hy  ftrife. 
In  peace  I  trod  the  humble  vale  of  life, 
Farewell  thefi;  fcenes  of  eafe,  this  tranquil  ftate ; 
Welcome  the  troubles  which  on  empire  wait. 
Tight  toys  from  this  day  forth  I  difavow, 
They  pleas'd  me  once,  but  cannot  fuit  me  now; 
To  common  men  ail  common  things  are  free. 
What  honours  then  might  fix  difgrace  on  me. 
Call'd  to  a  throne,  and  o'er  a  mighty  land 
Ordain'd  to  rule,  my  head,  my  he^rt,  my  hand 
Are  all  engrofs'd,  each  private  view  witjiltfltid, 
And  tafk'd  to  labour  for  the  public  good  ; 
Be  this  my  ftudy,  to  this  one  great  end 
May  ev'ry  thought,  may  ev'ry  aiflion  tend. 

Let  me  the  page  ofhiftory  turn  o'er, 
Th'  inftrudivc  page,  and  heedfully  explore 
What  faithful  pens  of  former  times  have  wrote 
Of  former  kings  •,  what  they  did  worthy  note, 
What  worthy  blame ;  and  from  the  facred  tomb 
Where  righteous  monarchs  fleep,  where  laurels 
Unhurt  by  time,  let  me  a  garland  twine,    [bloom 
Which,  robbing  not  their  fame,  may  add  to  mine. 

Nor  let  me  with  a  vain  and  idle  eye 
Glance  o'er  thofe  fcenes,  and  in  a  hurry  fly 
Quick  as  a  poft  which  travels  day  and  night ; 
Nor  let  me  dwell  there,  lur'd  by  falfe  deliglit. 
And,  into  barren  theory  betray'd. 
Forget  that  monarchs  are  for  aiftion  made. 
When  am'rousfpring,  repairing  all  his  charms. 
Calls  nature  forth  from  hoary  winter's  arms. 
Where,  like  a  virgm  to  fome  letcher  fold. 
Three  wretched  months  ftie  lay  benumb'd,  and 
cold;  [bieath 

When  the  weak  flow'r,  which,  ftirinking  from  the 
Of  the  rude  north,  and  timorous  of  death,    - 
To  irs  kind  mother  earth  for  flielter  fled. 
And  on  her  bofom  hid  its  tender  head. 
Peeps  forth  atrefti,  and,  cheer'd  by  milder  fkies. 
Bids  in  full  fplendour  all  her  beauties  rife; 
The  hive  is  up  in  arms — expert  to  teach. 
Nor,  proudly,  to  be  taught  unwilling,  each 
Seems  from  her  fellow  a  new  zeal  to  catch  :  . 
^trength  in  her  limbs,  and  on  her  wings  difpatcfi, 
The  bee  goes  forth  •   from  herb  to  herb  ftic  flies, 
From  flow'r  to  flow'r,  and  loads  her  lab  ring 
thigh*- 


^   o 

With   treafur'd  fweets ;   robbing  thofe  flow'rs, 

wliich  left, 
Find  not  themfelves  made  poorer  by  the  theft, 
Their  fcents  as  lively,  and  their  looks  as  fair, 
As  if  the  pillager  had  not  been  there. 
Ne'er  doth  fhe  flit  on  pleafure's  filken  wing, 
Ne'er  doth  flie,  loic'ring,  let  the  bloom  of  fprjng 
Unrifled  paf<,  and  on  the^Rwny  breaft 
Of  fome  fair  flow'r  indulge  untimely  reft. 
Ne'er  doth  ihe,  drinking  deep  of  thofe  rich  dews 
Which- chcmirt  iii^ht  prepar'd,  that  faith  abufe 
Due  to  the  hive,  and,  felflfh  in  her  toils. 
To  her  own  private  ufe  convert  the  fpoils. 
Love  of  the  flock  firft  call'd  her  forth  to  roam, 
And  to  the  ftock  fhe  brings  her  booty  home. 

Be  this  my  pattern — As  becomes  a  king, 
Let  me  fly  all  abroad  on  reafon's  wing  ; 
Let  mine  eye,  like  the  lightning,  through  the  earth 
Run  to  and  fro,  nor  let  one  deed  of  worth, 
Jn  any  place  and  time,  nor  kt  one  man 
While  aifbions  may  enrich  dominion's  plan, 
Efcape  my  note  :   be  all,  from  the  firfl  day 
Of  nature  to  this  hour,  be  ail  my  prey. 
From  thofe,  whom  time  at  the  defire  of  fame 
Hath  fpar'd,  let  virtue  catch  an  equal  flame  ; 
From  thofe,  who  not  in  mercy,  but  in  rage. 
Time  hath  repriev'd  to  damn  from  age  to  age. 
Let  me  take  warning,  lefTon'd  to  diftill, 
And,  imitating  Heav'n,  draw  good  from  ill. 
Nor  let  thefe  great  refearches  in  my  breaft 
A  monument  of  ufelefs  labour  reft  ; 
No — let  them  fpread-^th'  efre<5ls  let  Gotham  fhare, 
And  reap  the  harveft  of  their  monarch's  care  : 
Be  other  times  and  other  countries  known, 
Only  to  give  frelh  bleflings  to  my  own. 

Let  me  (and  may  that  God  to  whom  I  fly, 
On  whom  for  needful  fuccour  I  rely 
In  this  great  hour,  that  glorious  God  of  truth  '. 
Through  whom  I  reign,  in  mercy  to  my  youth 
AfTifl.  my  weaknefs,  and  dired;  me  right; 
From  ev'ry  fpeck  which  hangs  upon  the  fight 
Purge  my  mind's  eye,  nor  let  one  cloud  remain 
To  Ipread  the  fliades  of  error  o'er  my  brain) 
Let  me,  impartial,  with  unwearied  thought 
Try  men  and  things  ;  let  me,  as  monarchs  ought, 
Examine  well  on  what  my  pow'r  depends; 
What  are  the  gen'ral  principles  and  ends 
Of  government ;  how  empire  firft  began  ; 
And  wherefore  man  was  rais'd  to  reign  o"er  man. 

Let  me  confider,  as  from  one  great  fource 
We  fee  a  thoufand  rivers  take  their  courfe, 
Difpers'd,  and  into  diff'rent  channels  led, 
Yet  by  their  parent  ftill  fupply'd  and  fed,    [wide, 
That  government  (though  branch"d  out  far  and 
In  various  modes  to  various  lands  apply'd), 
Howe'er  it  differs  in  its  outward  frame. 
In  the  main"  groundwork's  ev'ry  where  the  fame  ; 
The  fame  her  view  though  different  her  plan. 
Her  grand  and  gen'ral  view  the  good  of  man. 

Let  me  find  out,  by  reafon's  facred  bean>8, 
What  fyftem  in  itfelf  moft  perfecSl  feems, 
Moft  worthy  man,  moft  likely  to  conduce 
To  all  the  purpofes  of  gen'ral  ufe  ; 
Let  me  find,  too,  where,  by  fair  reafon  try'd, 
It  fails  when  to  particulars  apply'd  ; 

Voi.X.         ^  ^'' 
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Why  in  that  mode  all  nations  do  not  jolri, 
And,  chiefly,  why  it  cannot  fuit  with  mine. 

Let  me  the  gradual  rife  of  empires  trace. 
Till  they  feem  founded  on  perfection's  bafc; 
Then  (for  when  humatl  things  have  made  their 
To  excellence  they  haften  to  decay)  [way 

Let  me,  whilft  obfervation  lends  her  clue, 
Step  by  ftep  to  their  quick  decline  purfue, 
Enabled  by  a  chain  of  fadls  to  tell. 
Not  only  how  they  rofe.  but  how  they  fell. 

Let  me  not  only  the  diftempers  know 
Which  in  all  ftates  from  common  caufes  grow. 
But  likewife  thofe  which,  by  the  will  of  fate. 
On  each  peculiar  mode  of  empire  wait ; 
Which  in  its  various  conftitution  lurk, 
I'oo  fure  at  laft  to  do  its  deftin'd  work  : 
Let  me,  forwarn'd,  each  fign,  each  fyftem,  leaCfl^' 
That  I  my  people's  danger  maydifcern,  .-  \ 

Ere  'tis  too  late  wifli'd  health,  to  r eaffure,  ; ' 

And,  if  it  can  be  found,  find  out  a  cure. 

Let  me   (though  great- grave  brethren  of^th^ 
gown 
Preach  all  faith  up,  and  preach  all  reafoH  dowtt, 
Making  thofe  jar  whom  reaibn  meant  to  join. 
And  vefting  in   themfelves  a  right  divine) 
Let  me  through  reafon'3  glafs,  with  fearching  eye, 
Into  the  depth  of  that  religion  pry 
V\''hich  law  hath  fanClion'd  ;  let  me  find  out  there 
Wliat's  form,  what's  efience  ;  what,  like  vagrant 

air. 
We  v/ell  may  change ;  and  what,  without  a  crimcj 
Cannot  be  chang'd  to  the  laft  hour  of  time  ; 
Nor  let  me  fufier  that  outrageous  zeal 
\^'hich,  without  knowledge  furious  bigots  feel. 
Fair  in  pretence,  though  at  the  heart  unfound, 
Thefe  fep'race  points  at  random  to  confound. 

The  times  huTe. been  when  priefts  have  dgr'd 
to  tread. 
Proud  and  infulting,  on  their  thonarch's  head ; 
When  whilft  they  made  religion  a  pretence, 
Out  of  the  world  they  banifti'd  common  fenfe; 
When  fome  foft  king,  too  open  to  deceit, 
P,afy  and  unfufpedting  join'd  the  cheat, 
Dup'd  by  mock  piety,  and  gave  his  name 
To  ferve  the  vileft  purpofes  of  fhame. 
Fear  not,  my  people  !   where  no  caufe  of  fear 
Can  juftly  rife — your  king  fecuresyou  here  ; 
Your  king,  who  feorns  the  haughty  prelate's  nodj 
Nor  deems  the  voice  of  prietls  the  voice  of  God. 

Let  me  (though  lawyers  may  perhaps  forbid 
Their  monarch  to  behold  what  they  wifl^  hid, 
And  for  the  purpofes  of  knavifli  gain, 
Would  have  their  trade  a  myftery  remain) 
Let  me,difdaining  all  fuch  flavifli  awcj 
Dive  to  the  very  bottom  of  the  law ; 
Let  me  (the  weak  dead  letter  left  behind) 
Search  out  the  principles,  the  Ipirit  find. 
Till  from  the  parts  made  maimer  of  the  wholcj 
I  fee  the  conftitution's  very  foul. 
Let  me  (though  ftatefi.en  will  no  doubt  refift^ 
And  to  my  eyes  j^refent  a  feiuful  lift 
Of  men  whofe  wills  are  oppofite  to  mine. 
Of  men,  great  men  I   detCimin'd  to  refign), 
Let  me  (with  firmnefs,  which  becomes  a  kinrf, 
Confcious  from'  what  a  fource  my  avians  fpiingi 
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Dctermiri'd  not^y  \'('or!ds  to  be  witliftoocl;     /. 
When  my  erind  objecfl  is  my  country's  good)  .  . . 
tJnrivel  all  low  minifterial  fceiies. 
IDeftrdy  their  job--,  lay  bare  their  ways  and  means, 
And  trap  them  ftep  by  ften;   ht  me  well  know 
Hovy  places,  penfions.  and  preferments,  go; 
Whv  guilt's  provided  f'>f  when  worth  is  not, 
And  why  one  man  of  meri:  is  forgot : 
JLet  me  in  peace,  in  Mi'3r,rupreme  prefidc. 
And  dare  to  knoxr  mr  w.iy  withiut  a  guide. 
Let  me  (thoiiofh  d  giify,  by  na'urc  proud, 
P-CfcTfe'''  frr,m  view,  anJ  fwelK  behind  a  cloud, 
A-  ifithe  fun  fhone  tviih  lefs  pow'rfal  ray,    ^    ■  'i 
J.efs  grace,  lef<:  gki-y,  fiiiVsing  ev'ry  dav,  -     ; 

Though  when  fte  comes  forth  into  public  fight, 
Unbending  as  a  ghoft  (he  ftalks  Upright, 
"WTilh  fuch  an  air  as  we  have  often  feen. 
And  often  laugh 'd  at  in  a  tragic  queen, 
Nora:  her  prefence,  though  bafe  myriads  crook 
The  fupp'e  knee,  vouchfafes  a  fingle  look), 
1-et  rfte'"{all  vain  parade,  all  empty  pride, 
Ail  terrors  of  dominion  laid  afide, 
AH  orhament,  and  needlefs  helps  of  art. 
All  thofe  big  looks  which  fpeak  a  little  heart) 
Know  f^which  few  kings  alas  !  have  ever  known) 
How  affability  becomes  a  throne, 
Utftroys  all  fcair,  bids  love  with  rev'rence  live, 
And  gives  thofe  graces  pride  can  never  give. 
I>et  the  {tern  tyrant  keep  a  diftarit  ftare. 
And,  hating  all  men,  fear  return  of  hate, 
Confcious  of  gn;k,  retreat  behind  his  throne, 
Secure  from  all  up'oraidin'Js  but'his  own : 
Let  all  my  fuhjefts  have  accefs  to  nie, 
Be  my  ears  open  as  my  heart  is  free  ; 
In  fidl  fair  tide  Itrt  information  flow  ; 
Ti.at  evil  is  half  cur'd  whofe  caufe  we  know. 
And  thou,  where'er  thou  art,  tliou  wretched 
thing  I 
WJio  art'sH-id  to  look  "p  to  a  king, 
1-ay  by  thy  fears — m.ake  but  thy  grievance  plain, 
And,  if  I  not  redrefs  thee,  may  my  reign 
Ch'ie  up  that  very  moment — To  prevent 
The  courfc  of  juilice  from  her  fair  intent. 
In  vain  my  nearefl,  dearetl  friend  Ihail  plead. 
In  vain  my  mother  knee! — ny  foul  may  bleed, 
£u:  murt  not  change — When  juftice  draws  the 

dart. 
Though  it  is  coom'd  to  pierce  a  favourite's  heart, 
'Tis  mine  to  give  it  force,  to  give  it  aim— 
1  knew  it  dutv,  and  I  feel  it  fame. 
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Enough  of  a^^rs — kt  ^!}fm  play  the  play'r,^ 
And,  free  from  ccnlure,:  free,  iwcat,  flrut,  and 

ftarc. 
Garriclc  abroad,  what  motives  can  engage 
To  wafte  one  coupki  on  a  barren  ftage  .' 
UngratcCui  Oarrick  :  yf,hen  thefe /^i])^  days. 
In  jiiUice  to  themfelves,  allow'd  thee  praife  ; 
When,  at  thy  bidding,  fenfe   for  twenty  years, 
Indulged  in  laugh.ttr,  <;r  diiTolv'd  in  tears; 
tv^hen,  in  return  I'jr  labour,  time,  and  health, 
yiie  town  had  giv'n  foaic  little  fliart  of  wealth. 


CoOld'ft  thou  repine  at  being  ftill  a  flave  ? 
Dar'il  thou  prefume  t'  enjoy  that  wealth  flie  gave? 
Could'ft  thou  repine  at  laws  ordain'd  by  thofe. 
Whom,  nothing  but  thy  merit  made  thy  foes  ; 
Whom,  too  rcfin'd  for  hont-fly  and  trade. 
By  need   made  tradefmcn,  pride  had  bankrupts 

made  ; 
AVhom  fear  made  drunkards  and  by  modern  rules. 
Whom   driiik    made  wits,   though   nature  made 

them  fools ; 
With  fuch,  bcyoTid  all  pardon  is  thy  crime. 
In  fuch  a  manuer,  and  at  fuch  a  time. 
To  quit  the  ftage  ;  but  men  of  real  fenfe. 
Who  neither  lightly  give  nor  take  offtnce. 
Shall  own  thee  clear,  or  pafs  an  ad  of  grace, 
Since  thou  haft  left  a  Powell  in  thy  place. 

Enough  oi  authors — Why.  when  fcribblers  fail, 
Muft  other  fcribblers  fpread  the  hateful  tale  ? 
Why  muft  they  pity,  why  contempt  exprefs, 
And  why  infult  a  brother  in  diftref^  ? 
Let  thofj,  who  boafl.  th"  uncommon  gift  of  brains, 
The  laurtl  p!uck,  and  wear  it  for  their  pains; 
Frcfli  on  'heir  broa's  for  age*  let  it  bloom, 
.-\nd,  ages  paft,  ftill  flouriiii  round  their  tomb. 
Let  thofe,  who  without  genius  write,  and  write, 
Verfeme n  or  profemen,  all  in  nature's  fpite. 
The  pen  laid  down,  their  courfe  of  folly  run 
In  peace,  unread,  unmention'd,  be  undone. 
Why  (hould  I  tell,  to  crofs  the  will  of  fate. 
That  Francis  *  once  endeavcur'd  to  tranflate  ? 
Why,  fweet  oblivion  winding  round  his  head. 
Should  [  recal  poor  Murphy  from  the  dead? 
Why  may  not  Langhorne,  fimple  in  his  lay, 
Fjfufon  on  effdfion  pour  away  f  ; 
X^ithfnendjhi/)  and  \x\t\\  fancy  trifle  here. 
Or  fleep  m  pa;lo>alzi  Belvedere  \  > 
Sleep  let  them  all,  with  dullnefs  on  her  throne. 
Secure  from  any  malice  but  their  own. 

Enough  oi'  critics — let  them,  if  they  pleafe, 
Fond  of  new  pomp,  each  month  pafs  new  dccreev 
Wide  and  extenfive  be  their  infant  ftate. 
Their  fubjeds  many,  and  thofe  fubjeds  great, 
Whilft  all  thei.-  mandates  as  foand  law  fucceed. 
With  fools  who  write,  and  greater  fools  who  read. 
What  ihough  they  lay  the  realms  of  genius  wafte. 
Fetter  the  fancy,  and  debauch  the  tafte  ; 
Thoi;gh  they,  like  dodors,  to  approve  their  flcill, 
Confult  not  how  to  cure,  but  how  to  kill  ; 
Though  by  whim,  envy,  or  refentmenc  led, 
I'hey  damn  thofe  authors  whom  they  never  read  ; 
Though,  other  rules  unknown,  one  rule  they  hold. 
To  deal  out  fo  much  praife  for  fo  much  gold ; 
Though  Sect  with  Scptjm  damned  clofe  intrigues, 
Againft  the  cotr.mouwealth  of  letters  leagues; 
Uiictnfur'd  let  them  pilot  at  the  helm. 
And  rule  in  letters,  as  they  rul'd  the  realm. 
Ours  be  the  curfe,  the  mean  ta.me  coward's  curfe, 
(Ncr  could  ingenious  malice  make  a  worfc, 

*  Dr.  Philip  Francis,  the  trarjlator  of  Horace  and 
Demojihenes. 

t  See  the  Efftifions  of  Fricalfoip  and  Fancy,  by 
Langlorney  2  vols.  limo.  1 7 63. 

i  See  Ihi  Enlargement  of  the  Mind,  Langbofne's 
Poems, 
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To  do  our  fenfe  and  honour  deep  defpite) 

To  credit  whnt  they  fay,  read  what  they  write.     ' 

Enough  of  Scotliind — let  her  ref:  in  peace, 
The  caufe  remov  d,  effii$>s  of  coiirfe  fliould  ceafe. 
Why  fhould  !  tell,  how  Twrn/,  too  miL'hty  wrown, 
And  proudly  fwell'd  with  waters  not  his  own, 
Burfl  o'er  his  banks,  and  by  deftrudlion  led, 
O'er  our  faint  England  defolation  fpread, 
Whilft  riding  on  his  wave;-;,  ambition  pluni'd 
In  tenfold  pride,  the  port  of  Bute  airum'd. 
Now  that  the  river  god,  convinc'd,  though  late, 
And  yielding,  though  reliidranrly.  to  fate. 
Holds  his  fair  courfe,  and  with  more  humble  tides, 
In  tribute  to  the  fea,  as  ufua!,  glides. 

Enough  o'i  Jiatcs,  and  fuch  like  rriuing  things  ; 
Enough  of  kiniflings,  and  enough  of  kings  ; 
Henceforth,  lecure,  let  ambu'h'd  ftatefmen  lie. 
Spread  the  court  v/eb,  and  catch  the  patriot  fly  ; 
Henceforth,  un-.vliipt  of  juftice,  uncontroul'd 
By  fear  or  (hanie,  let  vice,  fecnre  and  bold. 
Lord  it  with  all  her  fons,  whilfc  virtue's  groan 
Mee's  with  compiffiun  only  from  the  throne. 

Jinough  ni patriot!,  —ail  I  afk  uf  man, 
Is  only  to  be  Iioneft  as  he  can. 
Some  have  decciv'd,  and  fome  may  ftill  deceive  ; 
'Tis  the  fool's  cnrfe  at  random  to  believe. 
"Would  thofc,  who,  by  opinion  plac'd  on  high, 
Stand  fair  and  perfedt  in  their  country's  eye, 
Maintain  rhac  honour,  let  nic  in  their  ear 
Hint  this  eff'^ntial  dodtrine — perfeiiere. 
Should  they  (which i-Ieav'n  forbid)  to  win  the  grace 
Of  fome  proud  courtier,  or  to  gam  a  place. 
Their  king  and  country  fell,  with  endlefs  fhamC 
Th'    avenging  mufe  fhall  mark   each  traitorous 

name  ; 
But  if,  to  honour  true,  they  fcorn  to  bend, 
And,  proudly  honeft,  hold  out  to  the  end. 
Their  grateful  country  fhall  their  fame  record, 
And  I  myfcif  delcend  to  praife  a  lord. 

Enough  of  IViikes — with  good  and  honeft  men 
His  adlions  fpeak much  (Ironger  than  my  pen. 
And  future  ages  fliall  his  name  adore. 
When  he  can  aiil,  and  I  can  write  n.   more. 
England  may  prove  ungrateful,  and  linjult. 
But  foft'ring  France  fhall  ne'er  betray  her  triift  ; 
Tis  a  brave  debt  which  gods  on  men  impofe, 
To  pay  with  praife  the  merir  e'en  of  foes. 
When  the  great  warrior  of  Am.ilcar's  race 
Made  Rome's  wide  empire  tremb'e  to  her  bafe. 
To  prove  her  virtue,  though  it  gall'd  her  pride, 
Rome  gave  that  fame  which  Carirhage  had  deny'd. 

Enough  ofy;//^— that  darling  lufcious  theme, 
O'er  which  philofophers  in  raptures  dream  ; 
Of  which  with  fceming  difregard  they  write. 
Then  prizing  mofl:,when  moil  they  feem  to  flight; 
Vain  precf  of  folly  tin«ilur'd  ftrong  wuh  pride  !. 
What  man  can  from  himfelf  himfelf  divide  ? 
For  me  (nor  dare  I  lie),  my  leading  aim 
(Confcience  firft  fatisfied)  is  love  of  fame. 
Some  little  fame  denv'd  from  fome  brave  few. 
Who  prizing  honour,  prize  her  v  )t'ries  toi>. 
\,tt  ail  fnor  fuall  referitmen:  fiuih  my  cheek) 
Who   know   me  well,   what   they  krov/,  freely 
So  thofe  (the  greatcfl:  curfe  I  meet  be.ow)  [fneak, 
Wi;o  know  me  not,  may  not  pretend  to  kiiow.    • 


I>et  none  of  thofe,  whom  blef^'d  with  parts  above 
Mv  feeble  genius,  fliii  I  dare  to  love. 
Doing  more  milchief  than  a  thoufsnd  foes, 
Poji humous  nonfenfe  tn  the  world  expofe, 
And  call  it  mire,  for  mine  thot:gh  never  known. 
Of  which,  if  mine;  (  living- blufti'd  to  own.         .-  T 
Know  (ill  the  ivorld.,  no  greedy  heir  fhall  find,     • 
Die  when  1  will,  one  couplet  left  behind. 
Let  none  of  thofe,  whom  I  defpife  though  great, 
Pretending  friendfhip  to  ^\\t  malice  weight, 
Publidi  my  life;    let  no  fall'e.  fneaking  peer, 
(Sdrrie  fiich  there  are)  to  win  the  piblic  ear, 
Hand  mc  to  fhamc  with  fome  vi!c  anecdote; 
Nor  lou!  gall'd  bifhnp  damn  me  wi"h  a  note. 
let  one  poir  iprig  of  bay  around  my  head 
Bloom  whilft  1  live,  aud  point  me  out  when  dead; 
Let  it  (may  Heav'n  indulgent  grant  that  pray'r) 
Be  planted  on  my  grave,  nor  wither  there; 
And  when,  oh  travel  bound, fome  rhyming  gueft 
Roams  thri  ugh  the   church-yard  whilft  his  diu-' 
ner's  drefs'd,  -'  ,  (T 

Let  it  hold  up  tliis  comment' to  his  eyes;  /. 

"   Life  to  the  laft  enjoy'd,  ^fri?  Churchill  lies;" 
Whdft  (O,  what  joy  that  pldafing  fiatt'ry  gives) 
Reading  my  works,  he  crie^-^"  Here  Churchill 
lives."  ... 

Enough  of/'f/Vir — in  lefs  harden'd  times 
Great  was  he-  force,  and  mighty  were  her  rhymes., 
I've  read  of  men,  beyond  man's  daring  brave. 
Who  yet  have  treriibled  at  the  ftr^'kes  flie  gave, 
^S  hofe  fouls  have  felt  more  terrible  alarms 
From  her  one  line,  than  from  ^  world  in  arms.  'C 
V'  h^n,  in  !ier  faithful  and  immortal  page,  ? '-,. 

They  faw  tiranfmitted  dnwn  from  aae  to  age      '  '. 
Recorded  villains,  and  e'ach  fpotted  name 
Branded  with  marks  of  evcrlalliiig  fliame, 
Succeeding  villains  foutrlit  her  as  a  friend, 
And,  if  not  really  mended,  feign'd  to  mend. 
But  in  an";  age,  when  adlions  are  allow'd 
Which  ftrl'te  all  honour  dead,  and  crimes  avoiV'd, 
rot>  terrible  to  UifTer  the  report, 
.Avovv'd  and  prais'd  by  men  who  ftain  a  court: 
Propp'd  by  the  arm  of  pow'r,  when  vice,  high- 
born, 
High-bred,  high-ftat-on'd,  hold*  rebuke  in  fcorn; 
When -file  is  loft  to  tv'ry  thpught  of  fame. 
And,  to  all  virtue  dead,  is  dead  to  fliame  ; 
When'orudence  a  much  cafter  taflc  muft  hold 
I'o  make  a  new  world,  than  reform  the  old  ; 
Satire  throws  by  her  arrows  on  the  ground, 
.■\nd  if  (he  cannot  cure,  flie  vill  no:  >Tound. 

Come,  panegyric — r'ndugh  the  mufe, difdains, 
Fou!^de<l  on  truth,  to  proftitute  her  ftrains 
At  the  bafe  ir.ftance  of  thofe  men,  who  hold 
No  argument  but  pou'r,  no  god  but  gold  ; 
Yet,  mindful  that  from  heav'n  fhe  drew  her  birth. 
She  fcorris  the  narrow  maxims  of  this  e^i  th, 
Virtuous  herfelf.  brings  virtue  forth  to  view, 
An.d  loves  to  praife,  where  praife  is  j.  ftly  due. 

Come,  panegyric — in  a  formef  hour, 
TvTy  foul  v.'ich  pleafure  yielding  to  thy  pow'r, 
r!<y  thrlne  I  fought,  1  pray'd— bnt  waati  n  air,- 
Before  it  reach'd  thy  tar^,  dllpers'd  my  pray'r  j    - 
E'en  at  thy  alt«rS  whilft  I  took  my  ftand. 
The  pea  of  truth  and  hoi'.o.ur  in  my  htindl, 
\M  m  ij 
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Fate,  meditating  wrath  'j^ainft  me  and  mine, 
Chid  my  fond  zeal,  and  thvvarred  my  defign, 
Whilft,  Hayter  *  brought  too  quickly  to  his  end, 
I  lof}  a  fubjeft,  an  ■.  mankind  a  friend. 

,  Gome,  panepyiic — bemiing  at  thy  throne. 
Thee  and  thy  pow  r  my  f'lul  is  prcud  to  own. 
Be  thou  my  kimi  protector,  thou  my  guide. 
And  lead  me  fafc  through  palTes  yet  untry'd. 
Ul^oad  is  the  road,  nor  difncuir  to  find, 
"Which  to  the  houfe  oifatiri  leads  mankind  ; 
Narrow  and  unfrequented  are  the  ways. 
Scarce  found  out  in  an  age,  which  lead  to  praife. 

What  though  no  theme  I  chnofe  of  vulgar  note, 
■Nor  wifh  to  write  as  brother-bards  have  wrote, 
So  mild   fo  meek  In-  praifing,  that  they  fecm 
Afraid  ro  wake  their  patrons  from  a  dream  ; 
What  though  a  theme  I  choofe,  which  might  de- 
mand 
The  niceft  touches  of  a  matter's  hand  ; 
Yet,  if  tlie  in",  ard  workings  of  my  foul 
Deceive  me  not.  1  fhall  attain  the  goal. 
And  envy  fliall  behold,  in  triumph  rais'd, 
'I'he  poet  praifing,  and  t)ie  patron  prais'd. 

What  patron  fhall  I  choofe  ?  Shall  public  voice 
Or  private  knowledge  influence  my  choice  ? 
Shall  I  prefer  the  grand  retreat  of  Stowe, 
Or,  feekmg  patriots,  to  friend  Wildman's  |  go  ? 

To    Wildman's !    cry'd    difcretion,   (who   had 
heard, 
Clnfp-ftanding  at  n-y  elSow,  ev'ry  word)       [Aire 
To  Wildman's  !    Art    thou   mad .''  Can  ll  thou  be 
One  moment  there  to  have  thy  head  fecure  ? 
Are  'hey  nor  all  (let  obfervatioo  tell) 
All  mark'd  in  characflefs  as  black  asheH, 
In  DcomfJay  bo;ik  by  m.inifters  fet  down, 
Who  ftyle  their  pride  the  honour  of  the  crown  ? 
IVIake  no  reply — let  reafon  ftand  aloof — 
Prtfumptions  here  mud  pafs  as  folemn  proof. 
That  fettled  faith,  that  love  which  ever  fprings 
Tn  the  beft  fubjefts  for  the  heft  of  kings, 
]\Iuft  net  be  meafur'd  now,  by  what  men  think, 
Or  fay,  or  do — by  what  they  eat,  and  drink; 
Where  and  with  whom,  that  qucftion's  to  be  try'd,' 
And  flatefmen  are  the  judges  to  decide  ; 
No  juries  call'd,  or,  if  call'd,  kept  in  awe, 
They,  facils  confeft,  in  thcmfelves  veft  the  law. 
Jiach  difh  at  V/ildman's  of  fedition  fmacks  ; 
Blafiihemy  may  be  gofpel  at  Almack's*        [vain  ; 

Peace,  good   difcretion,   peace — thy  fears  are 
Kc'er  will  I  herd  with  Wildman's  fadlious  train, 
i^'evcr  the  vengeance  of  the  great  incur. 
Nor,  without  might,  againft  the  mighty  flir. 
If,  from  Icng  proof,  my  temper  you  diftruft, 
V/cigh  my  profeiTion,  to  my  gown  be  juft  ; 
T)of!:  rhou  one  parfon  know  ia  void  of  grace 
To  pay  h:3  court  to  patrons  out  of  place  ?   I^mains) 

If  ftill  you  doubt  (though  fcarce  a  doubt  re- 
search through  my  alter'd  heart,  and  try  my  reins; 
There,  fearching,  find,  nor  deem  mc  now  in  fport, 
A  convert  made  by  Sandwich  to  the  court. 

*  Dr.  Thomas  Hayter,  Bijhop  of  London.  He 
died  January  9    1762. 

j-  Mnjter  of  the  iavern  ivherc  the  then  cppofers  of 
tid/niKiftration  ufed  to  meet. 


Let  madmen  follow  error  to  the  en(f , 

f,  of  miftakes  convinc'd,  and  proud  to  mend. 

Strive  to  adt  better,  being  better  taught. 

Nor  blufli   to  own  that  change,   which   reafoft 

wrouglH- 
For  fuch  a  change  as  this,  muft  juftice  fpeak  ; 
My  heart  was  hondl,  hut  my  head  was  weak. 

Bigot  to  no  one  man,  or  fet  of  men. 
Without  one  feififh  view,  I  drew  my  pen; 
My  country  afk'd,  or  feem'd  to  aik  my  aid. 
Obedient  to  that  call,  I  left  ofi  trade  ; 
A  fide  I  chofe,  and  on  that  fide  was  ftrong, 
'Till  time  hath  fairly  prov'd  me  in  the  wrong ; 
Convinc'd,  I  change  (can  any  man  do  more  } 
And  have  not  greater  patriots  chang'd  before  ?) 
Chaiig'd,  I  at  once  (can  any  man  do  lefs  i) 
Without  a  finje.le  blufh,  that  change  confefs; 
Confefs  it  with  a  manly  kind  of  pride. 
And  quit  the  lofing  for  the  winning  fide;  .  ? 

Granting,  whilil:  virtuot;s  Sandwich  hold*  the  reiQ^ 
What  Bute  for  ages  rnight  have  fought  in  vain. 
Hail,  Sandwich — nor  (hall  Wilkes  refcntmenE 

fliow. 
Hearing  the  praifes  of  fo  brave  a  foe —        [refufe 
Hail,  Sandwich — nor,  through  pride,  fhalt    thou 
The  grateful  tribute  of  fa  mean  a  mufe — 
-Sandwich,  all  hail — when  Bute  with  foreign  hand. 
Grown  wanton  with  ambition,  fcoiirg'd  the  land. 
When  Sects,  or  flaves  to  >Jcotfmeii  fteer  d  the  helm. 
When  peace,  inglorious  peace,  difgrac'd  the  realm, 
Diflruft,  and  gen'ral  difcontent  prevail'd  ; 
But  when  (he  bed  knows  why)  his  fpirits  fail'd; 
When,  with  a  fudden  panic  firuck,  he  fled, 
Sneak'd  out  of  pow'r,  and  hid  his  recreant  head; 
When,  like  a  Mars  (fear  ordtr'd  to  retreat) 
We  faw  thee  nimbly  vanlt  into  his  feat, 
Into  the  feat  of  pow'r,  at  one  bold  leap, 
A  perfei^l  connoiffeur  in  flatemanlkip  ; 
when,  like  another  Machiavel,  we  faw 
Thy  fingers  twifting  and  untwifiing  law, 
Straining,  where  godlike  reafon  bade,  and  where 
She  warranted  thy  mercy,  pleas'd  to  fpare; 
Saw  thee   refolv'd,  and  fix'd  (cume  what,  come 

might) 
To'  do  thy  Gody  thy  king,  thy  country  right ; 
All  things  were  chang'd,  fufpence  remain'd  n© 

more, 
Certainty  reign'd  where  doubt  had  reign'd  before. 
All  felt  thy  virtues,  and  all  knew  their  ufe, 
what  virtues  fuch  as  thine  muft  needs  produce. 

Thy  foes  (for  honour  ever  meets  with  foes) 
Too  mean  to  praife,  too  fearful  to  oppofe. 
In  fullen  filence  fi. ;  thy  friends  (fome  few, 
Wiio,  friends  to  thee,  are  friends  to  honour  too) 
Plaud  thy  brave  bearing,  and  the  common  weat 
Espeds  her  fafety  from  thy  ftubborn  zeal. 
A  place  amongft  the  reft  the  mufes  claim. 
And  bring  this  free-will  ofF'ring  to  thy  fame. 
To  prove  rheir  virtue,  make  thy  virtues  known. 
And,  holdi-g  up  thy  fame,  fecure  their  own. 

From  his  youth  upwards,  to  the  prefent  day, 
When  vice.s more  than  years  have  mark'd  him  gray. 
When  riotous  excefs  with  wafteful  hand 
Shakes  life  s  frail  glafs,  and  haftes  each  eblnng 

land, 
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Urtnindful  from  what  ftock  he  drew  his  birth, 

Uritainted  with  one  deed  of  real  worth, 

Lothario,  holdinp  honour  at  no  price, 

Folly  to  folly  added,  vice  to  vice, 

Wrought  fin  with  grccdinefs,  and  fought  for  fliame 

With  greater  zeal  than  good  men  feek  for  fame. 

Where  (reafonlcft  without  the  leaft  defence) 
Laughter  wasmirth,  ohfcenity  wasfenfe, 
Where  impudence  made  decency  fubmit, 
Where  noife  was  humour,  and  whi;re  whim  was 

wit, 
Where  rude,  untemper'd  licence  liad  the  merit 
Of  liberty,  and  lunacy  \va5  fpirit. 
Where  the  beft  things  were  ever  held  the  worfl:, 
Lothario  was,  with  juftice,  always  firft. 

To  whip  a  top,  to  knuckle  down  at  taw. 
To  fwing  upon  a  gate,  to  ride  a  flraw, 
To  play  at  pufh-pin  with  dull  brother  peers, 
To  belch  out  catches  in  a  porter's  ears. 
To  reign  the  monarch  of  a  midnight  cell, 
To  be  the  gaping  chairman's  oracle, 
Whilft,  in  moft  blefTcd  union,  rogue  and  whore 
Clap  hands,  huzza,  and  hiccup  out — encore, 
Wbilfl:  ^ray  authority,  ^^  ho  fiumbers  there 
In  nibe's  of  watchman's  fur,  gives  up  his  chair; 
With  midnight  howl  to  bay  tli'  afirighted  moon. 
To  walk  with  torches  through  the  ilrects  at  noon, 
To  force  plain  nature  from  her  ufual  way. 
Each  night  a  vigil,  and  a  blank  each  day  ; 
To  match  for  fpeed  one  feather  'gainft  another, 
To  make  one  leg  run  races  with  Lis  brother; 
'Gainft  all  the  reft  to  take  the  northern  wind, 
Bute  to  ride  firft,  and  he  to  ride  behind  ; 
To  coin  new-fangled  wagers,  and  to  lay  'em, 
Laying  to  lole,  and  lofing  not  to  pay  'em ; 
Lothario,  on  that  ftock  which  nature  gives, 
Without  a  rival  ftands,  though  JVIarch  *  yet  lives. 

When  folly  (at  that  name,  in  lUity  hound, 
Letfubjedl  myriads  kneel,  and  kifs  the  ground, 
Whilft  they  who,  in  the  prefttice,  upriglu  fiand, 
Are  held  as  rebels  through  the  loyal  land). 
Queen  ev'ry  where,  but  nioft  a  queen  in  courts, 
Sent  forth  her  heralds,  and  proclaim'd  her  fports, 
£ade  fool  with  fno!  on  her  behalf  engage. 
And  prove  her  right  to  reign  from  age  to  age ; 
Lothario,  great  above  the  c  mmon  fize. 
With  all  cngag'd,  and  won  from  all  the  prize  ; 
Her  cap  he  wears,  which  from  his  youth  he  wore, 
And  ev'ry  day  deferves  it  more  and  more. 

Nor  in  fuch  limits  refts  his  foul  confiu'd  ; 
Folly  may  fliare,  but  can't  engrofs  his  mi  >d ; 
Vice,  bold,  fubftantial  vice,  puts  in  her  claim. 
And  ftamps  him  perfedl  in  the  books  of  fhame. 
Obferve  his  f'dlies  well,  and  you  would  fwear 
Fody  had  been  his  firft,  his  only  en  e  ; 
Oblerve  his  vices,  you'll  that  oath  difown. 
And  fwear  that  he  was  boivi  for  vice  alone. 

Is  the  foft'iiature  of  fome  haplcfs  maid 
Fond,  eal'y,  tull  of  faith,  to  be  betray'd; 
Murt  ftie,to  virtue  loft,  be  loft  to  fame, 
And  he  who  wrought  her  guilt,  declare  her  Taame  ? 
Js  lome  brave  friend,  who,  men  but  little  known, 
Peems  ev'ry  heart  as  honeft  as  his  own, 

*  /^fterivards  Diiie  of  ^cenjherry. 


And,  free  himfelf,  in  others  ft-ars  no  p;uiJe, 

To  be  enfnar'd,  and  ruin'd  with  a  fmile? 

Is  law  to  be  perverted  from  her  courfe  ? 

Is  abjedl  fraud  to  league  with  brutal  force  ? 

Is  freedom  to  he  crufii'd,  and  ev'ry  fon, 

Who  dares  maintain  her  caufe,  to  be  undone  ? 

Is  bafe  corruption,  creeping  through  the  land, 

To  ])lan,  and  work  her  ruin,  nndeihand, 

With  regular  approaches,  fure,  thoUjrh  flow  ? 

Or  miift  (lie  periftj  by  a  fingle  blow  ?  • 

Are  kingr,  who  truft  to  fervants,  and  depend 

In  fervants  (fond,  vain  thought  1)  to  find  a  friend. 

To  be  abus'd,  and  n^;  d    to  draw  their  breath 

In  darknefs  thicker  than  the  fhadesof  death  I 

Is  God's  moft  holy  name  to  be  profan'd. 

His  v/ord  rejected,  and  his  lav.'sarraign'd. 

His  fervants  fcorn'd,  as  nun  who  idly  dream'd. 

His  fervice  laugh'd  at,  and  liis  Son  blafphem'd? 

Are  debauchees  in  morals  to  prefide  ? 

Is  faith  to  take  an  Atheift  for  her  guide  ? 

Is  fcience  by  a  blockhead  to  he  led  ? 

Are  ftates  to  totter  on  a  linnikard's  head  ? 

I'o  anfwer  all  thefe  purpofes,  and  more. 

More  black  than  ever  villain  plann'd  before, 

Search  earth,  foarch  hell,  the  devil  taniiot  find 

An  agent,  like  Lothario,  to  his  ndnd. 

Is  this  nobility,  which,  i'pruiig  from  king>i. 
Was  n)eant  to  fwell  the  pow'r  from  whence  it 

fprings. 
Is  this  the  gloriou?  produce,  this  the  fruit, 
Which  nature  hop'd  lor  from  fo  rich  a  root  ? 
Were  there  but  two  (iVarch  all  the  world  around) 
Were  there  but  two  fuch  nobles  to  be  found, 
The  very  name  would  fink  into  a  term 
Of  fcorn,  and  man  would  rather  he  a  worm 
I'han  be  a  lord  ;  but  nature,  full  of  grace. 
Nor  meaning  birth  and  titles  to  be  bafe. 
Made  '.nly  one  ;  and,  having  made  him,  fwore, 
In  mercy  ti.  mankind,  to  make  no  more. 
Nor  ftopp'd  ftie  there,  but,  like  a  gen'rous  friend, 
The  ills  which  error  caus'd,  ihe  firove  to  mend  ; 
And,  having  brought  Lothario  f  .rth  to  view. 
To  fave  her  credit,  brought  forth  Sandwich  too. 

Gods !  with  what  joy,  what  honeft  joy  of  hearty 
Blunt  as  I  am,  aiid  void  of  ev'ry  art 
Of  4v'ry  art  which  great  ones  in  the  ftate 
Praiflifc  on  knaves  they  fear,  ?,nd  fools  th;:y  hate, 
To  titles  with  leluvflancc  taught  to  bend. 
Not  prone  to  think  that  virtues  can  defcend. 
Do  I  behold  (a  fight,  alas !  more  rare 
Than  honefty  could  wifti)  the  noble  wear 
His  father's  honours,,  when  his  life  m.akes  linown 
I'hey're  his  by  virtue,  not  by  bitth  alone, 
When  he  recalls  his  father  from  the  grave. 
And  pays  with  int'reft  bacic  the  fame  he  gave. 
Cur'd  of  her  fplenetic  and  fuUen  fits. 
To  fuch  a  peer  my  willing  foul  fubmits. 
And  to  fuch  virtue  is  more  proud  to  yield, 
1  ban  'gainft  ten -titled  rogues  to  keep  the  field. 
Such  (for  that  truth  e'en  envy  fiiall  allow) 
Such  V/yndham  *  was,  and  fuch  is  Sandwich  now, 

O  gentle  Montague,  in  blefTed  hour 
Didft  thou  ftart  up,  and  climb  the  flairs  of  pow'r  ; 

Earl  of£g"cK.'(i.if.   He  died  Augufi  iy6^ 
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England  of  all  her  fears  at  once  was  ea^'d, 

>!or,  'mongft  hur  many  foes,  was  one  difpleas'd. 

France  htard  the  news,  and  told  it  cor^/in  "^]j;»:ii ; 

Spain  heard,  and  told  it  i-or/JIn  France  again  ; 

The  Hollander  rclinquifli  d  hisdcfign 

Of  adding  fpice  to  fpice,  and  mine  to  mine, 

Of  Indian  villanies  he  thouelit  no  more, 

Content  to  rob  us  on  our  native  flinre  ; 

Aw'd  by  thy  fame  (wliich  winds  with  open  mouth 

Shall  blow  from  eafl;  to  weft,  from  north  to  fouth), 

The  weftern  world  fhall  yield  us  her  increale, 

w$.tid  her  wild  fons  be  foften'd  into  peace  ; 

Rich  eaftern  nionarchs  fhall  exhaufi  their  ftores, 

And  pour  unboiincicd  wealth  on  Albion's  fhores  ; 

Unbounded    'wealth,    which   from    thofe   golden 

fcenes, 
And  all  acquird  by  honourable  means, 
SotTie  honourable  chief  ^diW  hither  fteer, 
To  pay  our  debts,  and  fet  the  nation  clear. 

Nabobs  themfelves,  allur'd  by  thv  renown. 
Shall  pay  due  homage  to  the  En^Iifh  crown, 

Shall  freely  as  their  king  our  king  receive 

Provided  the  dlreSlors  give  item  leave. 

Union  at  home  (hall  mark  each  rifing  year, 
Is'or  taxes  be  complain'd  of,  though  ftvere  ;" 
Envy  her  own  deitroyer  (hall  become. 
And  faiflion  with  her  thouland  mouths  be  dumb  ; 
With  the  meek  man  thy  metknei's  ihall  prevarl, 
Nor  with  the  fpirited  t!iy  fpirit  fail; 
Some  to  thy  force  of  reafon  Ihull  fubmit. 
And  fome  be  converts  to  thy  princely  vi'it  ; 
Rev'rence  for  thee  fhalf  ftill  a  nation's  tries, 
A  grand  concurrence  crown  a  grand  excife  ; 
And  unbelievers  of  the  firft  degree, 
Vi'ho  have  no  faith  in  God,  have  faith  in  thee. 

When  a  flrange  jumble,  whimfical  and  vain, 
Poffefb'd  the  region  of  each  heated  brain-; 
When  fome  were  fools  to  ccnfurc,  fome  to  praife, 
jWA  all  were  inad,  but  mad  in  ditf'ient  ways; 
When  commnnwealth's-men,  flarting  at  the  fhade 
V.  hich  in  their  own  wild  fancy  had  been  made, 
Of  tyrants  dream'd,  who  wore  a  thorny  crown, 
./Indv.'ith  flate-bloodhoiMids  hunted  freedom  down; 
When  others,  flrutk  with  fancies  not  lefs  vain, 
Saw  mighty  kings  by  their  own  fubjeds  fiain, 
^Viid  in  each  friend  to  liberty  and  law. 
With  horror  big,  a  future  Cromwell  faw  ; 
I'hy  manly  zeal  ftepp'd  forth,  bade  difcord  ceafe. 
And  fung  each  jarring  atom  into  peace  ; 
Liberty,  chcer'd  by  thy  all-cheering  eye. 
Shall,  waking  from  her  trance,  live,  avA  not  die  ; 
And,  patroniz'd  by  thee,  prerogative 
Shall,  flriding  forth  at  large,  not  die,  but  live; 
Whilft  privilege,  hung  betwixt  earth  and  iky, 
ShaJl  not  well  kn-iw,  whether  to  live  or  die. 

When  en  a  rock  which  overhung  the  flood. 
And  feem'd  to  totter,  commerce  flilv'ring  flood; 
When  credit,  building  on  a  fandy  fliore. 
Saw  the  iea  fV.ell,  and  heard  the  tenipeft  roar, 
Hcurd  death  in  ev'ry  blaft,  and  in  each  wave 
©r  faw,  or  fancied  that  flie  fa>v  her  grave  ; 
When  property,  traniferr'd  from  hand  to  hand, 
Weakcn'd  by  change,  cravvl'd  lickly  throuj^h  the 

l.ind  ;    , 
When  mutual  confidence  was  at  an  end, 
Aiid  lY.zn  r.o  k'ngtr  could  on  \y.zi\  dept:;d  ; 


Opprefs'd  with  debts  of  more  than  common  weight, 
When  all  men  fear'd  a  h;'nknip*cy  of  Ilate  ; 
When,  certain  death  to  honour,  and  to  trade, 
A  fponge  was  talk'd  of  ts  our  only  aid. 
That  to  be  fav'd  we  m  jif  be  more  undone. 
And  pay  off  all  our  debts,  by  paying  none; 
Like  England's  better  genius,  born  to  blcfs. 
And  fnatch  his  finking  coui'try  from  dilbefi, 
Didll:  thou  ftep  fortii.  and  without  fail  or  oar 
Pilot  the  Ihattcr'd  veffrl  fafe  to  ihore  ; 
Nor  fhalt  tl'.ou  quit,  till  a.ihor'd  firm  and  fsfl. 
She  rides  fecure,  a)>d  mocks  the  threatening  blaft  ! 

Born  in  thy  houfe,  and  in  thy  fervice  bred, 
Nurs'd  in  thy  arms,  and  at  thy  table  fed, 
By  thyfage  counfeU  to  rellccftion  brought, 
Yet  more  by  pattern  than  by  precept  taught, 
Economy  her  needful  aid  fh,iU  join 
To  forward  and  complete  thy  grand  defign, 
And,  warm  to  five,  but  yet  with  fpirit  warm, 
Shall  her  own  condii6I:  from  thy  condudl  form. 
Let  friends  of  prodigals  fay  what  they  will, 
Spendthrifrs  at  home,  abroad  are  Ipendthrifts  ftill. 
In  vain  have  fly  and  fubtle  fopiiifls  tried 
Private  fri-m  public  juftico  to  divide; 
For  credit  on  each  ether  they  rely. 
They  live  together,  and  together  die. 
'Gainft  all  experience  'tis  a  rank  offence, 
High-trealon  in  the  eye  of  common  ftnfe. 
To  think  a  (latefman  ever  can  be  known 
To  pay  our  debts,  who  will  not  pay  his  own. 
But  now,  though  late,  now  may  we  hope  to  fee 
Our  debts  difcharg'd,  our  credit  fair  and  free. 
Since  rigid  honefly,  fair  fall  that  hour, 
tiits  at'  the  helm,  and  Sandwich  is  in  pow'r. 
With  what  delight  I  view  thee,  woi;d'rous  man. 
With  what  delight  furvey  thy  flcrling  plan. 
That  plan  which  all  with  wonder  muft  behold. 
And  llamp  thy  age  the  only  age  of  gold. 

Nor  refl  thy  triumphs  here — that  difcord  fled. 
And  fought  with   grief  the  hell  where  Ihe   was 

bred  ; 
That  facflion,  'gainft  her  nature  forc'd  to  yield, 
Saw  her  rude  rabble  fcatter'd  o'er  the  field. 
Saw  her  beft  friends  a  l^anding  jeft  become. 
Her  fools  turn'd  fpeakcrs,   and  her  wics   ftruck 

dumb; 
That  our  moft  bitter  foes  (fo  much  depends 
On  men  of  name)  are  turn'd  to  cordial  friends; 
That  our  offended  friends  (fuch  terror  flows 
From  men  of  name)  dare  not  appear  our  foes; 
That  credit,  galping  in  the  jaws  of  death. 
And  ready  to  expire  with  ev'ry  breath, 
Grows  ftronger  from  dileafe  ;  that  thou  haft  fav'd 
I'hy  drooping  country;   that  thy  name  engrav'd 
On  plates  of  braft  dciies  the  rage  of  time  ; 
Than  plates  of  brafs  more  firm,  that  facred  rhyme 
Embalms  thy  mem'ry,  bids  thy  glories  live. 
And  gives  thee  what  the  mufe  alone  can  give; 
Thefc  heights  of  virtue,  thefe  rewards  of  fame, 
With  thee  in  common  other  patriots  claim. 

But  th;it  poor  fickly  fcience,  who  had  laid 
And  droop'd  for  years  beneath  negledl's  cold  Ihadfj 
By  thofe  who  knew  her  purpofely  forgot. 
And  made  the  jeft  of  thoCs  who  knew  her  not, 
Whilft  igliorance  in  pow'r,  and  p'amper'd  pride^ 
Clad  i'kt  a  J^tieft,  p;;iVd  by  on  t'  other  iidoj 
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Recovcr'd  from  her  wretched  flatp,  at  Icn^jth 
Puts  on    new  health,   and    clothes   hurfelf  with 

llrenfTth, 
To  thee  we  owe,  and  to  thy  friendly  hand, 
Which  rais'd,  and  gave  her  to  pofTefs  the  land. 
This  praife,  thoug-h  in  a  court,  and  near  a  throne. 
This  praife  is  rhinc,  and  thine,  alas  !   alone. 

With  what  fond  rapture  did  the  poddeis  fniile. 
What  bltlfings  did  fhe  proniife  to  this  ifie. 
What  honour  to  herlclf,  and  lenj^th  of  reign  ! 
Soon  as  fhe  heard,  that  thou  didft  not  dildain 
To  be  her  fleward  ;  but  what  grief,  what  Ihame, 
What  rage,  what  difappointment  fhook  her  frame, 
When  her  proud  children  dar'd  her  will  dilpute, 
"When  youth  was  infolent,  and  ape  was  mute. 
Ihat  young  men  fhould  be  fools,  and fome  wild 

few,  .•     ...  ..     .1' 

To  wifdom  deaf,  be  deaf  to  int'reft  too,-  ■«  sT^di  " 
Mov'd  not  her  wonder ;  but  that  nrwn  grown  gray 
in  fearch  of  wifdom,  men  who  own'd  tJie  fway 
Of  reafon,  men  who  flubbornly  kept  down 
Each  rifing  pafllon,  men  who  wore  the  jjown. 
That  they  fliould  ctofs  her  will,  that  they  Ihould 

dare 
Againft  the  caufe  of  int'reft  to  declare. 
That  they  fhould  be  fo  abjed:  and  unwife, 
Having  no  fear  <i  lofs  before  their  eyes. 
Nor  hopes  oi  gain,  fcorning  the  ready  means 
Of  bein<j  vicars,  redlors,  canons,  deans. 
With  all  thofe  honours  which  on  mitres  wait, 
And  mark  the  virtuous  favourites  of  flate  ; 
Thst  they  fliould  dare  a  Hardwick  to  fupport, 
And  talk  within  the  hearing  of  a  court. 
Of  that  vile  beggar  confcience,  who  undone. 
And  flarv'd  herielf,  (larvcs  ev'ry  wretched  fon  ; 
This  turn'd  her  blood  to  gall,  this  made  her  fwear 
No  more  to  throw  away  r.er  time  and  care 
On  wayward  Ions  who  Icorn'd  her  love,  no  more 
To  hold  her  courts  on  Cam's  ungrateful  fliore. 
Rather  than  bear  fuch  irji-jlrs,  which  difgiace 
Her  royalty  of  nature,  birth,  and  place, 
'I'hough  dullnefs  there  unrivall'd  ftate  r/oth  keep, 
Would  fhe-at  Wincheitcr  with  tJurton  *  f.cep; 
Or,  to  exchange  the  mortifying  fccre 
Forfomething  flili  more  dull,  and  dill  more  mean, 
Rather  than  bear  iuch  infults,  fhe  would  Hy 
Far,  far  beyond  the  Icarch  of  F-'nglifo  eye. 
And  reign  aniongft  the  Scots :   to  he  a  queen 
Is  worth  ambition,  though  in  Aberdeen. 
O,  (lay  thy  ilight,  fair  fcunce  !  what  though  fome. 
Some  bafe-born  children  rebels  arc  become. 
All  are  not  rebels  ;  fome  arc  duteous  ftill, 
Atteiid  thy  precepts,  and  obey  thy  will  ; 
Thy  int'reft  is  oppos'd  by  thofe  alone. 
Who  either  know  not,  or  oppofe  their  own. 
Of  llubborn  virtue,  marching  to  thy  aid. 
Behold  in  black,  the  iiv'iy  of  their  trade, 
Marfliali'd  by  lorm,  and  by  dilcrerion  led, 
A  grave,  grave  troop,  and  Smith  is  at  their  head, 
51ack  \  Smith  of  I'liniiy;  en  Chriflian  ground 
For  faith  in  niyllerics  nc-ne  more  renown'd. 


*   Br.  ydn  Burton,  mtijler  of  Winchefler  fchool. 
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Next  (for  the  bed  of  caufcs  now  and  then 
Mufl  beg  afiiftance  from  the  worft  of  men)  . 
Next  (if  old  {lory  lies  not)  fpnmg  from  Greece, 
Comes  Pandarus,  but  comes  without  Ids  niece. 
Her,  wretched  maid!   committed  to  his  truft, 
I'd  a  rank  Ictcher's  coarie  and  bloated  luft, 
I'he  arch,  old,  hoary  hypocrite  had  fold. 
And  thought  himfelf  and  her  well  danin'd  for  gold. 
But  (to  wipe  off  fuch  traces  from  the  mind. 
And  make  us  in  good  humour  with  mankind) 
Leading  on  men,  wlio,  in  a  college  brtrd. 
No  woman  J:ncw  but  thofe  wl)icli  made  their  bed, 
Who,  planted  virgins  on  Cam's  virtuous  (hore, 
Co.ithmcd  iliil  male  virgins  at  threefcore. 
Comes  Sumner  *,  wife,  and  chafte  as  thaftc  can  be. 
With  l.ong  -f ,  as  wife,  and  not  lefs  challe  than  he. 

Are  tJicre  not  friends,  too,  eiiter'd  in  thy  caufe, 
,  Who,  for  thy  fake,  defying  penal  laws, 
Were,  to  fupport  thy  iionourable  plan. 
Smuggled  from  Ji^rfey  and  the  life  of  Man  ? 
Are  there  not  Phiiomailis  of  high  degree 
Who,  always  dumb  bef(>re,  fhall  fpcak  for  thee  ? 
Are  there  not  proilors,  faiihlul  to  thy  will, 
One  cf  full  growth,  others  in  embryo  {lili, 
V\'ho  may,  perhaps,  in  fome  ten  years,  or  more, 
Be  afcertaiii'd  that  two  and  two  make  four, 
Ur  may  a  fiili  miTe  happy  method  find, 
Aud,  taking  one  from  two,  leave  none  behind? 

\^"ith  fuch  a  mighty  pow'r  on  foot,  to  yield     • 
Weic  death  to  manhood  ;  better  in  the  field 
To  leave  our  carcafes.  and  die  with  fame. 
Than  fly,  and  purchafe  life  on  terms  of  Ihame. 
Sackvilles  alone  anticipate  defeat. 
And,  ere  they  dare  the  battle,  found  retreat. 

But  if  perfuafions  ineffedlual  prove. 
If  arguments  are  vain,  norpray'rs  can  move, 
Vet  in  thy  bitternefi  of  frantic  woe, 
Wliy  talk  if  Burton  .'  why  to  Scotland  go? 
Is  there  not  Oxford  ?  fhe  with  open  arms 
Shall  meet  thy  wifh,  and  yield  up  all  her  charms; 
bhall  for  thy  love  her  former  loves  refign, 
And  jilt  the  banilh'd  Stuarts,  to  be  tiiine. 

Bow'd  to  the  yoke,  and,  Ton  as  Ihe  cor.id  rend, 
Tutor'd  to  get  by  heart  the  defpot's  creed. 
She,  of  fubjeiilion  proud,  lliall  knee  thy  throne. 
And  have  no  principles  but  thine  alone  : 
^ihe  fhall  thy  will  implicitly  receive, 
Isor  adl,  nor  Ipeak,  nor  think,  without  thy  ki-e. 
Where  is  the  glory  of  imperial  fway. 
If  fubjeCls  nont.  but  jud  commands  obey  ? 
Then,  and  then  only  is  obedience  feen, 
W^hen,  by  command,  they  dare  do  all  that's  mean.. 
Hither  then  wing  thy  flight,  here  fix  thy  {land, 
Nor  fail  to- bring  thy  Sandwich  in  thy  hand. 

Gods,  with  what  joy  (for  fancy  now  fupplies. 
And  la\''s  the  future  open  to  my  eyes) 
(jr.ds,  with  what  joy  1  fee  the  worthies  meet, 
Ai;d  brother  Litchfield  \  brother  Sandwich  greet  I 

*    Dr.    fohn    Sumner,   fra-VfiR    of  King's    ColL-ge^ 
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Bleft  be  your  greetings,  bleft  each  dear  embrace, 
Bleft  to  yourfelves,  and  to  the  human  race. 
Sick'nicg  at  virtues  which  flie  cannot  reach, 
Which  fcem  her  bafer  nature  to  impeach. 
Let  envy,  in  a  whirlwind's  bofom  hurl'd, 
Outrageous,  fearch  the  corners  of  the  world, 
Ranfack  the  prefent  times,  look  back  to  paft, 
Rip  up  the  future,  and  confcfs  at  laft, 
No  times,  paft,  prefent,  or  to  come,  could  e'er 
Produce,  and  blcfa  the  world  with  fuch  a  pair. 

Phillips  *f  the  good  old  Phillips,  out  of  breath, 
Jilcap'd  from  Monmouth,  and  efcap'd  from  death, 
Shall  hail  his  Sandwich,  with  that  virtuous  zeal. 
That  glorious  ardour  for  the  commonweal. 
Which  warm'd  his  loyal  heart,   and  blefs'd  his 

tongue, 
When  on  his  lips  the  caufe  of  rebels  hung ; 
V/hi!ft  womanhood,  in  habit  of  a  nun. 
At  Mcdnam  lies,  by  backward  monk-  undone; 
A  nation's  reck'ning  like  an  alchoufe  fcore, 
Whilfl  Paul  i/j£  aged  chalks  behind  a  door, 
Compell'd  to  hire  a  foe  to  caft  it  up  ; 
Dafhwood  •[  flial!  pour,  from  a  communion  cup, 
Libations  to  the  goddefs  without  eyes, 
And  tob  and  nol/  in  cyder  and  exciie. 

From  thole  deep  (hades,  where  vanity,  unknown, 
Doth  penance  for  her  pride,  and  pints  alone; 
Curs'd  in  herielf,  by  her  own  thoughts  undone, 
Where  Ihe  fees  ail,  but  can  be  feen  by  none ; 
Where  flie  no  longer,  miftrei's  of  the  fchools. 
Hears  praife  loud  pealing  from  the  mouths  of  fools, 
Or  bears  it  at  a  diftance;   in  dei'pajr 
To  join  the  crcud,  and  put  in  for  a  fhare, 
Twiftingeach  thought  a  thoufand  diff 'rent  ways, 
por  his  new  friends  new-modelling  old  praife, 
Wheie  frugal  fenfe  fo  very  fine  is  fpun, 
It  ferves  twelye  hoiirs,  though  not  enough  for 

one, 
^  King  fnall  arife,  and  burflin'g  from  the  dead, 
Shall  hurl  his //Via/i/  Latin  at  chy  head. 

Burton  (vi'hilft  awkward  affccSation's  hung 
In  quaint  and  labour'd  accents  on  his  tongue. 
Who  'gainft;  their  will   makes  jui;ior  blockheads 

fpeak, 
Ign'rant  i-i  both,  new  Latin,  and  new  Greek, 
Not  fuch  as  was  in  Greece  and  Larium  known, 
But  of  a  modern  cut.  and  all  his  own  ; 
Who  threads,  like  beads,  loofe  thoughts  on  fuch 

a  firing, 
TheyVe  praife,  and  cenrure  ;  nothing,  ev'ry  thing  ; 
JPant:mime  thoughts,  and  flyle  fo  lull  of  trick, 
They  even  make  a  Merry  Andrew  fick ; 
Thoughts  all  fo  dull,  fo  pliant  in  their  grov>rth. 
They  re  verfe,  they're  profe,  they're  neither,  and 

they're  both)  / 

Shall  (though  by  nature  ever  loth  to  praife) 
Thy  curious  worth  fet  forth  in  curiou«  phrafe ; 
Obfcurely  ftiiF,  Ihall  crufh  poor  fenfe  to  death. 
Or  in  long  periods  run  her  out  of  breath; 

*  Sir  yobn  Phillips.  At  ibis  junSlure  he  "was  fo 
pnpopular  as  to  excite  tie  rage  of  a  mob  at  NLonmouih 
tgainfl  him. 
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Shall  make  a  babe,  for  which,  with  all  his  fame, 
Adam  could  not  have  fouad  a  proper  name ; 
Whilft,  beating  out  his  features  to  a  fmile. 
He  hugs  the  baftard  brat,  and  calls  it  flyle. 

Hufli'd  be  all  nature  as  tlie  land  of  death  ; 
Let  each  flream  flcep,   and   each   wind  hold  his 

breath  ; 
Be  the  bells  muffled,  nor  one  fuund  of  care, 
Prefling  for  audience,  wake  the  fl;imb'r!ng  air; 
Brown  comes — behold  how  cautioufly  he  creeps — 
H  w  flow  he  walks,  and  yet  how  faft  he  Heeps — 
But  to  thy  praife  in  fliep  he  (hail  agree; 
He  cannot  wake,  but  he  fhall  dream  of  thee. 

Phyilc,  her  head  with  opiate  poppies  crown'd, 
Her  loins  by  the  chafte  matron  camphire  bound, 
Phyfic,  obtaining  fuccour  from  the  pen 
Of  her  foft  fon,  her  gentle  Heberden, 
If  there  are  men  who  can  thy  virtue  know. 
Yet  fpite  of  virtue  treat  thee  as  a  foe, 
Shall,  like  zfcholar,  flop  their  rebel  breath. 
And  in  each  recipe  fend  dafp:  death. 

So  deep  in  knowledge,  that  few  lines  can  found 
And  plumb  the  bctton^  of  that  vaft  profound. 
Few  grave  ones  with  fuch  graviry  can  think. 
Or  follow  half  fn  fafl  as  he  can  fnik, 
With  nice  diflinftions  glofhng  o'er  the  text, 
Obfcure  with  meaning,  and  in  words  perplext. 
With  fubtleties  on  fubtleties  refin'd, 
Meant  to  divide  and  fubdivide  the  mind, 
Keeping  the  forwardnefs  of  youth  in  awe, 
The  fcov/ling  Blackfione  *  bears  the  train  of  law, 

Divinity,  enrob'd  in  college  fur, 
In  her  right  hand  a  miu  court  tjlendar. 
Bound  like  a  book  of  pray'r,  thy  c;-ming  waits 
With  all  her  pack,  to  hymn  thee  in  the  gates. 

Loyalty,  fix'd  on  liis'  aiter'd  Ibore, 
A  flranger  long,  but  flranger  now  no  more, 
Shall  pitch  her  tabernacle,  and  with  eyes 
Brim-full  of  rapture,  view  her  new  allies, 
Shall  with  much  pleafure  and  more  wonder  viev/ 
Men  great  at  court  and  grea:  at  Oxford  too. 

O  facred  loyalty  !  accurs'd  be  thofe, 
Who,  feeming  friends,  turn  out  thy  deadliell  foes; 
Who  proftiiuteto  kings  thy  honour'd  name. 
And  f 'Oth  tlieir  palTions  to  betray  their  fame : 
Nor   prais'd  be    thofe,   to   whi-fc   proud   nature 

clings 
Conteinpt  of  government,  and  hate  of  kings  ; 
Who,  willing  to  be  free,  not  knowing  how, 
A  flrange  intemperance  of  zeal  avow. 
And  ftart  at  loyalty,  as  at  a  word 
Which  without  dang^er  freedom  never  heard. 

Vain  errors  of  vain  men — wild  both  extremes, 
And  to  the  flate  not  wholefome,  like  the  dreams, 
Cnildren  of  night,  of  indigeflion  bred. 
Which,  rcaton  clouded,  feize  and  turn  the  head. 
Loyalty  without  freedom  is  a  chain 
Which  men  of  jih'ral  notice  can't  fnftain  5 
And  freedom  without  loyalty,  a  name 
V,  hich  nothing  means,  or  mpans  licentious  fhame. 

Thine  be  the  art,  my  Sandwich,  thine  the  toil, 
In  Oxford's  ftubborn  and  untoward  foil 

*  Sir    William  B/ccificne,  ofierivards  one  of  thi 
Judges  cfthi  Com n on- Fleas, 
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To  rear  this  plant  of  union,  till  at  length, 
Rooted  by  time,  and  f<^er'd  into  ftrength, 
Shooting  aloft,  all  danger  it  defies, 
And  proudly  lifts  its  branches  to  the  Ikies; 
Whilft  wifdoni's  happy  fun,  but  not  her  flave. 
Gay  with  the  gay,  and  with  the  grave  ones  grave, 
Free  from  the  cull  impertinence  of  thought, 
Beneath  that  fliade  which  thy  own  labours  wrought 
And  falhion'd  into  ftrength,  flialt  thou  repofe. 
Secure  of  lib'ral  praife,  lince  Ifis  flows, 
True  to  her  Tame,  as  duty  hath  decreed, 
Nor  longer,  like  a  harlot,  luft  for  fweed, 
And  thofe  old  wreaths,  which  Oxford  once  dar'd 

twine 
To  grace  a  Stuart  brow,  flie  plants  on  thine. 

THE  FAREWELL. 

P.  Farewell  to  Europe,  and  at  once  farewell 
To  all  the  follies  which  in  Europe  dwell ! 
'I'o  Eaftern  India  now,  a  richer  clime, 
Richer,  alas  I   in  ev'ry  thing  but  rhyme, 
The  nnifes  (leer  their  coutfe,  and,  fond  of  change, 
At  large,  in  other  worlds,  defire  to  range  ; 
Refolv'd  at  lead,  fince  they  the  fool  mull  play. 
To  do  it  in  a  diff'rent  place  and  way. 

F.   What  whim  is  this,  what  error  of  the  brain. 
What  niadnefs  worfe  than  in  the  dog-ftar's  reign  ? 
Why  into  foreign  countries  would  you  roam, 
Are  there  not  knaves  and  fools  enough  at  home  ? 
If  fatire  be  thy  objed,  and  thy  lays 
As  yet  have  Ihovvn  no  talents  fit  for  praife ; 
If  fatire  be  thy  objed,  fearch  all  round. 
Nor  to  thy  purpofe  can  one  fpot  be  found 
Like  England,  where  to  rampant  vigour  grown 
Vice  chokes  up  ev'ry  virtue  ;  where,  felf-fown, 
The  feeds  of  folly  (hoot  forth  rank  and  bold, 
And  every  feed  brings  forth  a  hundred  fold. 

F.  No  more  of  this — though  truth  (the  more 
our  fhame  [claim, 

The  more  our  guilt)  though  truth  perhaps  may 
And  juftify  her  part  in  this,  yet  here. 
For  tlie  firft  time,  e'en  truth  oiTends  my  ear. 
Declaim  from  morn  to  night,  from  night  to  morn. 
Take  up  the  theme  anew,  when  day's  new-born, 
1  hear,  and  hate — be  England  what  Ihe  will, 
With  all  her  faults  (he  is  my  country  (till,    [word 

F.  Thy  country,  and  what  then  ?    Is  that  mere 
Againft  the  voice  of  realbn  to  be  he."rd  i 
Are  prejudices,  deep  imbib'd  in  youth, 
To  ccunterad,  and  make  thee  hate  the  truth? 
'Tis  the  fure  fymptom  of  a  narrow  foul 
To  draw  its  grand  attachment  from  the  whole, 
And  take  up  with  a  part :  men,  not  confin'd 
Within  fuch  paltry  limits,  men  defign'd 
Their  nature  to  exalt ;  where'er  they  go, 
Wherever  waves  can  roll,  and  winds  can  blow, 
Where'er  the  bleffed  fun.  plac'd  in  the  (ky 
To  watch  this  fubjeft  w^orld,  can  dart  his  eye. 
Are  ftill  the  fame,  and,  prejudice  out-grown, 
Conlider  every  country  as  their  own. 
At  one  grand  view  they  take  in  nature's  plan, 
Not  more  at  home  in  England  than  Japan. 

F    My  good  grave  Sir  of  theory,  whofe  wit, 
Grafting  at  ihadows,  ue'er  caught  fubftapce  yet, 


*Tis  mighty  eafy  o'er  a  glafs  of  wine 
On  vain  refinements  vainly  to  refine, 
To  laugh  at  poverty  in  plenty's  reign, 
To  boaft  of  apathy  when  out  of  pain, 
And  in  each  fentence,  worthy  of  the  fchools, 
Varnifh'd  with  fophiftry,  to  deal  out  rules 
Moft  fit  fir  pradiice  but  for  one  poor  fault. 
That  into  pradiice  they  can  ne'er  be  brought. 

At  home,  and  fitting  in  your  elbow  chair. 
You  praife  Japan,  though  you  was  never  there. 
But  was  the  (hip  this  moment  under  fail. 
Would  not  your  mind  be  chang'd,  your  fpiritsfaif. 
Would  you  not  call  one  longing  eye  to  (hore. 
And  vow  to  deal  in  fuch  wild  fchenies  no  more? 
Howe'er  our  pride  may  tempt  us  to  conceal 
Thofc  paiTions  which  we  cannot  choofe  but  feel. 
There's  a  (Irange  fomething,  which  without  a 

brain 
Fools  feel,  and  which  e'en  wife  men  can't  explain^ 
Planted  in  man,  to  bind  him  to  that  earth, 
In  deareft  ties,  from  whence  he  drew  his  birth. 

If  honour  calls,  where'er  (he  points  the  way. 
The  fens  of  honour  follow,  and  obey; 
If  need  compels,  wherever  we  are  fent, 
'Tis  want  of  courage  not  to  he  content; 
But,  if  we  have  the  liberty  of  choice, 
And  all  depends  on  our  own  fingle  voice, 
To  deem  of  ev'ry  country  as  the  fame. 
Is  rank  rebellion  'gainft  the  lawful  claim 
Of  nature  ;  and  fuch  dull  indilFerence 
May  be  philofophy,  but  can't  be  fenfe. 

F.   Weak  and  unjuft  didintSion,  (Irange  deCgn, 
Moft  peevilh,  moft  perverfe,  to  undermine 
Phiiolophy,  and  throw  her  empire  down 
By  means  of  fenfe,  from  whom   (he  holds  her 

crown. 
Divine  philofophy,  to  thee  we  owe 
All  that  is  worth  po(rt(ri"g  here  below; 
Virtue  and  wifdom  confecrate  thy  reign, 
Doubled  each  joy,  and  pain  no  longer  pain 

When,  like  a  garden,  where,  for  want  of  toil, 
And  wholefome  difcipline,  the  rich  rank  foil 
Teems  with  encumbrances;  where  all  around 
Herbs  noxious  in  their  nature  make  the  ground. 
Like  the  good  mother  of  a  thanklefs  fon, 
Curfe  her  own  womb,  by  fruitfulnefs  undone; 
Like  fucli  a  garden,  when  the  human  foul, 
Uncultur'd,  wild,  impatient  of  controul. 
Brings  forth  thofe  palTions  of  luxuriant  race, 
Which  fpread,  and  ftifle  ev'ry  herb  of  grace, 
Whilft  virtue,  check'd  by  the  cold  hand  of  fcorn, 
Seems  with'ring  on  the  bed  where  (he  was  born, 
Fhilofophy  fteps  in  ;  with  fteady  hand 
Slie  brings  her  aid,  (he  clears  th'  encumber'd  land: 
Too  virtuous  to  fpare  vice  one  ftroke,  too  wife 
One  moment  to  attend  to  pity's  cries, 
See  with  what  godlike,  wliat  relemlefs  pow'r 
She  roots  up  ev'ry  weed 

P.  and  ev'ry  flow'r. 
Philofophy,  a  name  of  meek  degree, 
Embrac'd,  in  token  of  humility, 
By  the  proud  fage,  who,  whilft  he  ftrove  to  hid^ 
In  that  vain  artifice,  rcveal'd  his  pride  : 
Phiiolophy,  whom  nature  had  delign'd 
To  purge  all  errors  fron?  the  human  mind^' 
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Hetfelf  mifled  by  the  philofophcr, 
At  once  her  pried  and  mailer,  made  us  err; 
Pride,  pride,  like  leaven  in  a  mal's  of  flour, 
Tainted  her  laws,  and  e'en  made  virtue  lour. 

Had  Ihe,  content  within  her  proper  fphere, 
Taught  leffonsfuited  to  the  human  ear, 
Which  might  fair  virtue's  genuine  fruits  produce, 
Made  nor  for  ornament,  but  real  u(e. 
The  heart  of  man  unrivall  d  flie  had  Iwpy'd, 
Prais'd  by  the  good,  and  by  the  bad  obey'd. 
But  when  (he,  overturning  reafon's  throne. 
Strove  proudly  in  its  place  to  plant  her  own  ; 
When  fhe  with  apathy  the  breaft  would  fteel, 
And  teach  us,  deeply  feeling,  not  to  feel ; 
When  ftie  would  wildly  all  her  force  employ. 
Not  to  correft  our  paflions,  but  deftroy; 
When,  not  content  our  nature  to  reftore. 
As  made  by  God,  file  made  it  all  new  o'er; 
When,  with  a  ftrarge  and  criminal  excefs, 
To  make  us  more  than  men,  the  made  us  lefs; 
The  good  her  dwindled  pow'r  with  pity  (aw, 
The  bad  with  joy,  and  none  but  fools  with  awe. 
Truth  with  a  iimpie  and  unvarnifh'd  tale 

E'en  from  the  mouth  of  N might  prevail. 

Could  fiie  get  there  ;  but  faifehood's  fugar'd  ftrain 
Should  pour  her  fatal  blandifhmcnts  in  vain. 
Nor  make  ore  convert,  though  the  fyren  hung, 

Where  fhe  too  often  hangs,  on  M tongue. 

Should  all  the  Sophs,  whom  in  his  courfe  the  fun 
Kath  feen,  or  pafl  or  prefent,  rife  in  one ; 
Should  he,  whilft  pleafure  in  each  fentence  flows, 
like  Plato,  give  us  poetry  in  profe  ; 
Should  he,  fiiU  orator  at  once,  impart 
Th'  Athenian's  genius  with  the  R.oman's  art. 
Genius  and  art  fhould  in  this  inftant  fail, 
Nor  Rome  though  join'd  with  Athens  here  pre- 
vail : 
*Tis  not  in  man,  'tis  not  in  more  than  man. 
To  make  me  find  one  fault  in  nature's  plan. 
Plac'd  low  ourfelves,  we  ccnfurc  thofe  above, 
And,  wanting  judgment,  think  that   fhe  wants 

love; 
Blame  where  we  ought  in  reafon  to  commend, 
Aiid  think  her  nioft  a  foe  when  moft  a  friend. 

Si:ch  be  phiicfophers their  Ipecious  art. 

Though  friendlhi|)  pleads,  fhall  never  warp  my 

heart ; 
Ne'er  make  me  from  this  breafl  one  pafHon  tear, 
Which  nature,  my  heft  friend  hath  planted  there. 

F.   Forgiving,  as  a  frieud,  what,  whilfl  1  live, 
As  a  philofopiier  I  can't  forgive, 
In  this  one  point  at  laft  I  join  with  you ; 
To  nature  pay  all  that  is  nature's  due  ; 
But  let  not  clouded  reafon  fink  fo  low 
To  fancy  debts  fhe  does  not,  cannot  owe. 
Bear,  to  full  manhood  grov^n,  thofe  fhacklcs  bear, 
Which  nature  meant  us.  for  a  time  to  wear. 
As  we  wear  leading-firings,  which,  ufelefs  grown, 
Are  laid  aiidc,  when  we  can  walk  alone. 
But  on  thyftlf,  by  peevifh  humour  fv/ay'd. 
Wilt  thou  lay  burdens  nature  never  laid  i       [errs, 
\Vik  tbv>u  make  faults,  whilfl  judgment  weakly 
And  then  defend,  miflaking  them  for  her's  ? 
Dar'fl  thou  to  fay,  in  our  tnlighten'd  age, 
'1  hat  this  grand  maftcr  p.illiun,  this  brave  rage 


Which  flames  out  fur  thy  country,  was  imprefl 
And  fix'd  by  nature  in  the  human  brea  t .' 

If  you  prefer  the  jdacc  where  you  was  born, 
And  hold  all  others  in  contempt  and  i'coru 
On  fair  comparifon  ;"  if  on  that  land 
With  lib'ral  and  a  more  than  e<5ual  hand 
Her  gifts  as  in  profuCon  plenty  lends; 
It  virtue  meets  with  more  and  better  friends; 
If  icience  finds  a  patron  'niongft  the  great; 
If  honefly  is  minifter  of  flate  ; 
If  pow'r,  'be  guardian  of  our  rights  defign'd, 
Is  to  that  great,  that  only  end  confin'd  ; 
If  riches  arc  employ'd  to  blefs  the  poor; 
If  law  is  facred,  liberty  fecure  ; 
Let  but  thefe  faifts  depend  on  proofs  of  weight, 
Reafon  declares,  thy  love  can't  be  too  great ; 
And  in  this  light  could  he  our  country  view, 
A  very  Hottentot  mufl  love  it  too. 

But  if,  by  fate's  decrees,  you  owe  your  birth 
To  feme  moft  barren  and  penurious  earth, 
Where,  ev'ry  comfort  of  this  life  denied, 
Her  real  wants  are  fcaiitily  fupplied. 
Where  pow'r  is  reafon,  liberty  a  joke, 
Laws  never  made,  or  made  but  to  be  broke; 
To  fix  thy  love  on  fuch  a  wretched  fpot, 
Becaufe  in  luft's  wild  fever  there  begot, 
Becaufe,  thy  weight  no  longer  fit  to  bear, 
But  chance,  not  choice,  thy  mother  dropt  thee 

there. 
Is  folly,  which  admits  not  of  defence  ; 
It  can't  be  nature,  for  it  U  not  fcnfe. 
By  the  fame  argument  which  here  you  hold, 
(When  faifehood's  infolent,  let  truth  be  bold) 
If  propagation  can  in  torments  dw^ll, 
A  devil  mufl,  if  born  there,  love  his  hell. 

P.   Hard  fate,  to  whofe  decrees  I  lowly  bend, 
And  e'en  in  puuifhment  confefs  a  friend, 
Ordain'dmy  birth  in  feme  place  yet  untry'd. 
On  purpofe  made  to  mortify  my  pride, 
Where  the  fun  never  gave  one  glinipfe  of  day. 
Where  fcicnce  never  yet  coidd  dart  one  ray; 
Had  I  been  born  on  fome  bleak,  blafted  plain 
Of  barren  Scotland, -in  a  Stuarts  reign; 
Or  in  fome  kingdom,  v.'here  men,  weak  or  wcife, 
Turn'd  nature's  ev'ry  bltfTing  to  a  curie. 
Where  crowns  of  fretdcm  by  the  father's  won, 
Dropp'd  leaf  by  leaf  from  each  degen'rate  fon  ; 
In  fpite  of  all  the  wifdom  you  dilplay. 
All  you  have  faid,  and  yet  may  have  to  fay, 
My  weaknefs  here,  it  weaknefs,  I  confefs, 
1,  as  my  country,  had  not  lov  d  her  lefs. 

Whether  flriit  reafon  bears  me  out  in  this, 
Let  thofe  wjio,  always  feeking,  always  niifs 
1  he  ways  of  reafon,  doubt  with  precious  zeal ; 
Their's  be  the  praife  to  argue,  mine  to  feel. 
Wifh  we  to  trace  this  pafhon  to  the  root, 
We,  like  a  tree,  may  know  it  by  its  fruir. 
From  its  rich  flem  ten  thoufand  virtues  Ipring, 
Ten  thoefand  LltfTings  on  its  bratiches  cling  ; 
Yet  in  the  circle  of  revolving  years, 
Not  one  misfortune,  not  one  vice  appears. 
Hence  then,  and  what  you  realon  call  adore; 
TiiJs,  if  not  re;'.fon,  mult  be  lomething  more. 

But '(for  I  ^'ifli  not  others  to  confine, 
Ee  thfir  opi::Ior)i  unrellraln'd  as  mine) 
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Whether  this  love's  of  good  or  evil  growth, 

A  vice,  a  virtue,  or  a  fpice  of  both, 

Let  men  of  nicer  argument  decide  : 

If  it  is  virtuous,  footh  an  honeft  pride 

With  lib'ral  praife  ;  if  vicious,  be  content, 

It  is  a  vice  I  never  can  repent; 

A  vice  which,  weigh'd  in  heav'n  fhall  more  avail 

Than  ten  cold  virtues  in  the  other  fcale. 

F.  This  wild  uniemper'd  zeal  (vfrhich  after  all 
We,  candour  unimpeach'd,  might  madnefs  call) 
Is  it  a  virtue  ?  That  you  fcarce  pretend  : 
Or  can  it  be  a  vice,  like  virtue's  fiiend. 
Which  draws  us  ofTfrom  and  diffolves  the  force 
Of  private  ties,  nay  flops  us  in  our  courfe 
To  that  grand  objedl  of  the  hunian  foul, 
That  nobler  love  which  comprehends  the  whole  ? 
Coop'd  in  the  limits  of  this  petty  ifle. 
This  nook,  which  fcarce  deferves  a  frown  or  fmile, 
Weigli'd  with  creation,  you,  by  whim  undone. 
Give  all  your  thoughts  to  what  is  fcarce  worth  one. 
The  generous  foul,  by  nature  taught  to  foar. 
Her  ftrength  confirm'd  in  philofophic  lore. 
At  one  grand  view  takes  in  a  world  with  eafe. 
And,  feeing  all  mankind,  loves  all  (he  ftes. 

F.  Was  it  mod  fure,  which  yet  a  doubt  endures, 
Not    found    in  reafon's  creed,  though    found   in 

yours. 
That  thtfe  two  fervices,  like  what  we're  told 
And  know  of  God's  and   Mammon's  cannot  hold 
And  draw  together;  that  however  loth, 
We  neither  ferve,  attempting  to  ferve  both; 
I  could  not  doubt  a  moment  which  to  choofe, 
And  which  in  common  reafon  to  refufc. 

Invented  oft  for  purpofes  of  art, 
Born  of  the  head,  though  father'd  on  the  heart, 
^his  grand  love  of  the  world  mufl  be  confeft 
A  barren  fpeculation  at  the  beft. 
Not  one  man  in  a  thoufand,  Ihould  he  live 
Beyond  the  ufual  term  of  life,  could  give. 
So  rare  occafion  comes,  and  to  fo  few, 
Proof  whether  his  regards  are  feign'd  or  true. 

The  love  we  bear  our  country,  is  a  root 
Which  never  fails  to  bring  forth  golden  fruit; 
'Tis  in  the  mind  an  everlaiting  fpring 
Of  glorious  adions,  which  becotne  a  king. 
Nor  lefs  become  a  fubjedl ;   'tis  a  debt 
Which  bad  men,  though  they  pay  not,  can't  forget; 
A  duty,  which  the  good  delight  to  pay, 
And  ev'ry  man  can  pradlife  ev'ry  day. 

Nor,  for  my  life  (fo  very  dim  my  eye, 
Or  dull  your  argument),  can  I  defcry 
What  you  with  faith  afTert,  how  that  dear  love 
Which  binds  me  to  my  country  can  remove, 
And  make  me  of  neceflity  forego, 
That  gen'ral  love  which  to  the  world  I  owe. 
Thofe  ties  of  private  nature,  fmall  extent. 
In  which  the  mind  of  narrow  cad  is  pent, 
Are  only  fleps  on  which  the  gcn'rous  foul 
Mounts  by  degrees  'till  (he  includes  the  Vi-hole. 
That  Ipring  of  love,  which  in  the  human  mind, 
Founded  on  I'elf,  flows  narrow  and  confin'd, 
Enlarges  as  it  rolls,  and  comprehends 
The  fecial  charities  of  blood  and  friends, 
'Till  fmaller  ilrcams  included,  not  o'crpall, 
U  rifcs  :o  our  ccjncry'o  iove  at  lall ; 


And  he,  with  lib'ral  and  enlarged  mind. 
Who  loves  his  country,  cannot  hate  mankind. 
F.  Friend   as  you  would   appear  to  common 
fenfe, 
Tell  mc,  or  think  no  more  of  a  defence, 
Is  it  a  pioof  of  love  by  choice  to  run 
A  vagrant  from  your  country  ? 

P    Can  the  fon, 
(Shame,  fliame,  on  all  fuch  fons)  with  ruthlefa 

eye. 
And  heart  more  patient  than  the  flint,  (land  by, 
And  by  fume  rufhan,  from  all  fliame  divorc'd. 
All  virtue,  fee  his  honour'd  mother  forc'd  I 
Then,  no,  by  him  that  inade  me,  not  e'en  then, 
Could  1  with  patience,  by  the  worll  of  n\en, 
Behold  my  country  plunder'd,  beggar'd,  lofk 
Beyond  redemption,  all  her  glories  crofs'd 
E'en  when  occafion  made  them  ripe,  her  fame 
Fled  like  a  dream,  while  flie  awakes  to  fliame. 

F.   Is  it  not  more  the  ffHce  of  a  friend,    • 
The  ofhce  of  a  patron,  to  defend 
Her  finking  (late,  than  bafely  to  decline 
So  great  a  caufe,  and  in  defpair  reCgn  i 

P.  Beyond  my  reach,  alas  !  the  grievance  licSj 
And,  whilft  mere  able  patriots  doubr,  fhe  dies. 
From  a  foul  fo^rce,  more  deep  than  we  fuppofe, 
Fatally  deep  and  dark,  this  grievance  flows. 
'  I'is  not  that  peace  our  glorious  hopes  defeats, 
'  Fis  not  the  voice  of  fadtion  in  the  Greets, 
'  ris  not  a  grofs  attack  on  freedom  made, 
'Tis  not  the  arm  of  privilege  difplay'd 
Againft  the  fubjetS,  whilfl  fhe  wears  no  fling 
To  difappoint  the  purpole  of  a  king; 
Thefe  are  no  ills,  or  trifles,  if  compar'd       [clar'd. 
With  thofe,  which  are  contriv'd,  though  not  de- 

Tell  me  philofopher,  is  it  a  crime 
To  pry  into  the  i'ecret  womb  of  time ; 
Or,  born  in  ignorance,  muft  we  defpair 
To  reach  events,  and  read  the  future  there? 
Why,  be  it  fo — ftill  the  right  of  man. 
Imparted  by  his  Maker,  where  he  can, 
To  former  times  and  men  his  eye  to  caft. 
And  judge  of  what's  to  come,  by  what  is  part. 

Should  there  be  found  in  fome  not  diflant  year 
(O  how  I  wifli  to  be  no  prophet  here), 
Amongft  our  Britifh  lords,  (hould  there  be  found 
Some  great  in  pow'r,  in  principles  unfound, 
Who  look  on  freedom  Vv-ith  an  evil  eye. 
In  whom  the  fprings  of  loyalty  are  dry  ; 
Who  wifh  to  foar  on  wild  ambition's  wings, 
Who  hate  the  commons,  and  who  love  not  kings; 
Who  would  divide  the  people  and  the  throne 
To  fet  up  fep'rate  int'refls  of  their  own; 
Who  hate  whatever  aids  their  wholefome  growth, 
And  orly  join  with,  to  dellroy  them  both  ; 
Should  there  be  found  fiich  men  in  after  times. 
May  Heav'n  in  mercy  to  our  grievous  crimes 
Allot  feme  milder  vengeance,  nor  to  them 
And  to  their  rage  this  wretched  land  condemn. 
Thou  God  above,  on  whom  all  Ilatts  depend. 
Who  knoweft  from  the  firll  their  rife  and  end^ 
If  there's  a  day  mark  d  in  the  book  of  fate 
When  ruin  muft  involve  our  equal  ft;ate; 
When  law,  alas  !   muft  be  no  more,  and  we, 
I'o  freedom  bom,  mufl  be  no  Iwiigtrfrce; 
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l.et  not  a  mob  of  tyrants  feize  the  helm. 
Nor  titled  upftarts  league  to  .  ob  the  realm  : 
Let  not,  whatever  other  ill-  affail, 
A  damned  ariftocracy  prevail. 
If,  all  toi;  Ihort,  our  courferf  freedom  run, 
Tis  thy  good  pleafure  we  fliould  be  undone, 
Let  us  fome  comfort  in  our  griefs  to  bring, 
B;  Have*  to  one,  an.l  be  that  one  a  king. 

F.   Poets,  accuftom'd  by  their  trade  to  feign, 
Ofr  fubltitute  creations  of  the  brain 
For  real  fubftance,  and  thenifeives  deceiv'd. 
Would  h:.ve  the  lidion  by  mankind  believ'd. 

Such  ib  your  cafe. But  grant,  to  fovth  your 

pride, 
That  you  know  more  than  all  the  world  befide. 
Why  deal  in  hints,  why  make  a  moments  doubt  ? 
Rrlclv'd,  and  like  a  man,  at  or.ce  fpeak  out; 
Sh<^w  us  our  danger,  tell  us  wliere  it  lies, 
And,  to  en'ure  our  fafcty,  make  us  wife. 

J*  Rather  than  bear  the  pain  of  thought,  fools 
ftray  ; 
The  proud  will  rather  lofe  than  afk  their  way  ; 
To  men  of  fenfe  what  needs  it  to  unfold 
And  tell  a  tale  which  they  muft  know  untold  ? 
in  the  bad,  int'reft  warp-,  the  cai.kcr  d  heart. 
The  good  are  hoodwink'd  by  the  tricks  of  art; 
And  whiift  arch,  fubtle  hypocrites  contrive 
To  keep  the  flames  of  difcontent  alive, 
Wriilft  they,  with  arts  to  honeft  men  unknown, 
Bf'  ?d  doubts  between  the  pe;<ple  and  the  throne. 
Making  us  fear,  where  reafon  never  yet 
AUovv'd  one  fear,  or  could  one  doubt  aJmit, 
Th<  mfeli'es  pafs  unfufpeitcd  in  difgnile, 
And  'gain.t  our  real  danger  feal  our  eyes. 

/".   Mark  them,  and  let  their  names  recorded 

ftand  [land. 

On  (hame's  black  roll,  and  flink  through  all  the 

/",   That  might  fome  courage,  but  no  prud;nce 

No  hurt  to  them,  and  jeopardy  to  me.  [be  ; 

F.  Leave  out  their  names. 

F.   For  rhat  kind  caution  thanks  ; 
But  may  not  judges  fometin'.es  fiil  up  blanks  ? 
/".  Your  country's  laws  in  doubt  then  you  rejedl? 
p.  The  laws  1  love,  the  lavi  y;  rs  I  fu.'peifl : 
Amongfl  twelve  judge*  may  nut  one  be  iound, 
(On  bare,  bare  pofllbiliiy  I  around 
This  whoiefome  doubt,  who  may-cnlarare,  retrench. 
Create  and  uncreate,  an  J  from  the  bench, 
With  winks,  fmiles,  nods,  and  fuch  like  paltry  arts. 
May  work  and  worm  into  a  jury's  hearts; 
Or,  baffled  there,  may,  turbuleiit  of  foul. 
Cramp  their  high  ofScc.and  their  rights controul; 
Who  may,  though  judge,  turn  advocate  at  large, 
And  deal  replies  out  by  the  way  of  charge. 
Making  interpretation  all  the  way, 
In  fpite  of  facfts,  his  wicked  will  obey. 
And,  leaving  law  without  the  lead  defence, 
May  damn  his  confcience  to  approve  his  fenfe  ? 
/■.  Whild  the  true  guardians  of  this  charter'd 
land. 
In  full  and  perfeil  vigour,  juries  (land, 
A  judge  in  vain  fhall  awe,  cajole,  perplex. 
jP.  Suppofe  I  (l)ould  be  tried  in  Middlelex? 
jF-  To  pack  a  jury  they  will  never  dare. 
f.  There's  no  occafiQn  to  pack  juries  chere. 


F   'Gai.'ifl;  prtjudice  all  arguments  are  wcalcj 
Reafon  herfelf  with>  ut  effedt  muft  fpeak. 
1-ly  then  thy  country,  like  a  coward  fly, 
Ren-  usee  her  int'reft,  and  her  laws  defy. 
But  why,  bewitch'd,  to  India  turn  thy  eyes? 
Cannot  our  Europe  thy  va'.l  wrath  fuSice  ? 
Cannot  thy  mifb-'gotten  niufe  lay  bare 
Her  brawny  arm,  and  play  the  butcher  there  ? 

/».    Thy  coijnfel  taken,  what  ftiould  fatire  do  ? 
Wheie  could  fh;  find  an  objeft  that  is  new  .' 
Thofe  traveli'd  youths,   whom    tender    mothers 

wean. 
And  fend  abroad  to  fee.  and  to  be  feen, 
With  whom,  left  they  fhould  fornicate,  or  worfe, 
A  tutor's  fent,  by  way  of  a  dry  nurfe, 
Each  of  whnm  juft  enough  of  fpirit  bears. 
To  fhow  our  follies,  and  to  bring  home  theirs, 
Have  made  all  Europe's  vices  fo  well  known, 
They  feem  almoft  as  nat'ral  as  our  own. 

F.  Will  India  for  thy  purpofe  better  do  ?  [new. 

F.    In   one  refptdl  at  leaft — there's  fomething 

F    A  harmleL-  people,  in  whom  nature  fpeaks 
Free  and  untainted     'mongft  whom  fatire  fecks, 
But  vainly  feeks,  fo  fimply  plain  their  hearts. 
One  bofom  where  to  lodge  ber  poifon'd  darts, 

F.   From  knowledge  fpeak  you  this,  or  doubt 
on  doubt 
Weigh'd  and  refolv'd,  hath  reafon  f'und  it  out  ? 
Neither  from  knowledge,  n.  r  by  reafon  taught. 
You  have  faith  ev'ry  where  but  where  you  ought. 
India  or  Europe — What's  there  in  a  name  ? 
Propenfity  to  vice  m  both  the  fame. 
Nature  alike  in  both  works  fr  man's  good. 
Alike  in  bo  h  by  man  himfelf  withftood. 
Nabobs,  as  wdl  as  thofe  who  hunt  ihcm  down, 
Delerve  a  cord  much  better  than  a  crown, 
And  a  Mogul  can  thrones  as  much  debafe 
As  any  polifti'd  prince  of  Coriftian  race. 

F.  Could  you  a  talk  more  hard  than  you  fuppofe. 
Could  you,  in  ridicule  whilft  fatire  glows, 
iVIake  all  their  follies  to  the  life  appear, 
'  I'is  ten  to  one  you  gain  no  credit  here. 
Howe'er  well  draw^n,  the  pi6ture  after  all, 
Becaufe  we  know  not  the  original, 
Would  not  find  fa-.our  in  the  public  eye. 

F.  That,  havin.;  your  good  leave,  I  mean  to  try. 
And  if  your  obfervations  fterling  hold, 
if  the  piece  fhvuld  be  heavy,  tame,  and  cold, 
To  make  it  to  the  fide  of  nature  lean, 
Ani,  meaning  nothing,  fomething  feem  to  mean. 
To  make  the  whole  in  lively  colours  glow. 
To  bring  before  us  fomething  that  we  know, 
.And  from  all  honeft  men  applaufe  to  win, 
I'll  groupe  the  company,  and  put  them  in. 

F    Be  that  ungcn'rous  thought  by  fhame  fup- 
prefs'd, 
Add  not  diftrefs  to  thofe  too  much  diftrefs'd. 
Have  they  not,  by  blind  zeal  mifled,  laid  bare 
rhofe  fores  which  never  migh.t  endure  the  air? 
Have  they  not  brought  their  myfteries  fo  low. 
That  what  the  wife  fuf;  c<flr-d  not,  f'ols  know  ? 
From  their  firft  rife  e'en  to  the  prefent  hour, 
Have  they  not  prov'd  their  own  abufe  of  pow'r ; 
Made  it  impollible,  if  fairly  view'd, 
£ver  to  hive  that  dang'rous  pow'r  renew'd  ; 
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Whilft;  unfcduc'd  by  minifters,  the  throne 
Regards. our  intereft,  and  knows  iis  own  ? 

F.   Should  ev'ry  other  fuhjc<5l  chance  to  fail, 
Thofe  who  have  fail'd,  and  thofc:  who  wifh  to  faU 
III  the  lift  fleet,  afford  an  ample  field. 
Which  muft  beyond  niv  hopes  a  harveft  yield. 

F.   On  fuch  vile  food  fatire  tan  never  thrive. 

JP.  She  cannot  ftarve,  if  there  was  only  Clive. 

THE  TIMES. 

The  time  hath  been,  a  hoyi(h,blu(hing  time, 
When  modelly  wasfcarccly  hehl  a  crime  ; 
When  the  moti  wicked  had  fi.mc  touch  of  grace, 
And  trembled  to  meet  virtue  iace  to  face  : 
When  thofe,  who  in  the  caufe  nf  fin  jjrown  gray. 
Had  ferv'd  her  without  grudging  day  by  day. 
Were  ycc  fo  weak  an  awkward  ihame  to  feel, 
And  ftrovt  that  glorious  fervice  to  conceal ; 
We,  better  bred,  and  than  our  fues  more  wife, 
Such  paltry  narrownefs  of  foul  defpife. 
To  virtue  ev'ry  mean  p.etence  difclaim, 
Lay  bare  our  crimes,  and  glory  in  our  Ihame. 

TTjme  was,  ere  temperance  had  fled  the  realm ; 
Ere  luxury  fat  guttling  at  the  helm 
From  meul  to  meal,  without  one  moment's  fpace 
Referv'd  for  hufinefs,  or  allow'd  for  grace  ; 
Ere  vanity  hadfo  far  conqutr'd  ftnfe 
To  make  us  all  wild  rivals  in  expence, 
To  make  one  fool  (trive  to  outvie  another. 
And  ev'ry  coxcomb  drefs  againfl  his  brother; 
Ere  bamfla'd  indulky  had  lett  our  fhores. 
And  labour  wa>  by  pride  kick'd  out  of  doors  ; 
Ere  idlenefs  pfevail'd  fole  queen  in  courts. 
Or  only  yielded  to  a  rage  for  fports  ; 
Ere  each  weak  mind  was  with  externals  caught. 
And  diflipation  held  the  pldce  of  thought ; 
Ere  gambling  Lords  in  vice  fo  far  were  gone 
To  cog  the  die,  and  bid  the  fun-look  on; 
Ere  a  great  nation,  not  kfs  jull  than  free, 
Was  made  a  beggar  by  economy; 
Ere  rugged  honefty  was  out  of  vogue, 
Ere  falhion  ftamp'd  her  fauftion  on  the  rogue  ; 
Time  was,  that  men  had  coiifcience,  that  they 

made 
Scruples  to  owe,  what  never  could  be  paid. 
Was  one  then  found,  however  high  hi-^  name, 
So  far  above  his  fellows  damn'd  to  fhame, 
Who  dar'd  abufe  and  falfify  his  truft, 
Who,  being  great,  yet  dar'd  to  be  unjufl; 
Shunn'd  like  a  plague,  or  but  at  diftance  view'd, 
He  walk'd  the  crowded  ftrects  in  folitude, 
Mor  could  his  rank,  and  ftation  in  the  land, 
Bribe  one  mean  knave  to  take  him  by  the  hand. 
Such  rigid  maxims  (O,  might  fuch  revive 
To  keep  exjuring  honefty  alive) 
Made  rogues,  all  other  hopes  of  fame  deny'd, 
Not  juft  thnnigh  principle,  but  jull  through  pride. 
*    Our  times,  m  re  polifh'd,  wear  a  diff'rent  face  ; 
Debts  are  an  honour  ;  payment  a  difgrace. 
Men  of  weak  mindb,  high-plac'd  on  ioUy's  lift. 
May  gravely  tell  us  trade  cannot  fubfift, 
Nor  all  thofe  thoulands  who're  in  trade  cmjiloy'd. 
ti  faith  'twi.tt  man  and  man  i$  once  deilroy'd. 
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Why — be  it  fo — We  in  that  point  accord  ; 
But  what  is  trade  and  tradefmen  to  a  lord? 

Faber.  from  day  to  day,  from  year  to  year. 
Hath  had  the  cries  of  tradefmen  in  his  ear. 
Of  tradefmen  by  his  villany  betray'd. 
And,  vainly  feeking  jufticc,  b.iiikrupts  made. 
What  is't  to  Faber  '   Lordly  as  before. 
He  fits  at  eafe,and  lives  to  ruin  more. 
Fix'd  at  his  door,  as  motioiilefs  as  ftone. 
Begging,  but  only  begging  for  their  own. 
Unheard  they  {tand.  or  oi-.ly  heard  by  thofe, 
Thofe  fl  ves  in  livery,  who  mock  their  woes. 
What  is't  to  Faber?  He  continues  great, 
Lives  on  in  grandeur,  and  runs  out' in  ft:atc. 
The  htilplefs  widow,  wrung  with  deep  defpair. 
In  bicteriitfs  of  foul,  pour^  forth  her  pray'r, 
Hugging  her  ftarving  babes  with  dreaming  eyes, 
And  calls  down  vengeance,  vengeance  from  the 

Ikies.  ■ 
What  is  t  to  Faber  ?  He  (lands  fafe  and  clear, 
Heav'n  ean  commence  no  legal  aftion  here, 
And  on  hisbreaft  a  mighty  plate  he  wears, 
A  plate  more  firm  than  triple  brafs,  which  bears 
The  name  of  privilege  'gainft  vulgar  avire  ; 
He  feels  no  confcience,  and  he  fears  no  law. 

Nor  think,  acquainted  with  fmall  knaves  alone,. 
Who  have  not  fhame  outliv'd,  and  grace  outgrown^ 
The  great  world  hidden  from  thy  reptile  view, 
That  oa  fuch  men,  to  whom  contempt  is  due, 
Contempt  fliall  fall,  and  their  vile  author's  name 
Recorded  (land  through  ali  the  Land  of  Shame. 
No — to  his  porch,  like  Perfians  to  the  fun. 
Behold  contending  crowds  of  courtiers  run  ; 
See,  to  his  aid  what  noble  troops  advance, 
All  fworn  to  keep  his  crimes  in  countenance. 
Nor  wonder  at  it — They  partake  the  charge. 
As  fniall  their  confcience,  and  their  debts  as  large. 

Propp'd  by  fuch  clients,  and  without  controul 
From  all  that's  honeft  in  the  human  fotil. 
In  grandeur  mean,  with  infolence  imjuft,      [trufi*, 
Whilft  none  but  knaves  can  praife-,  and  fools  will 
Carefs'd  and  courted,  Faber  feems  to  ftand 
A  mighty  pillar  in  a  guilty  land, 
And  (a  fad  truth  to  which  fucceeding  times 
Will  fcarce  give  credit,  when  'tis  told  in  rhymes) 
Did  not  flri(9:  honour  with  a  jealous  eye 
Watch  round  the  throne,  did  not  true  piety 
(Who,  link'dwith  honour  for  the  nobleft  ends, 
Ranks  none  but  honJft  men  amongft  her  friends^ 
Forbid  us  to  be  cruih'd  vv'ith  fuch  a  weight, 
He  might  in  time  be  minifter  of  flate. 

But  why  enlarge  I  on  fuch  petty  crimes  ? 
They  might  have  (hock'd  the  faith  of  former  tunes. 
But  now  are  held  as  nothing. — We  begin 
Where  our  fires  ended,  and  improve  in  fin, 
Rack  our  invention,  and  leave  nothing  new 
In  vice  and  folly  for  our  fons  to  do. 

Nor  deem  this  cenfure  hard  ;  there's  not  aplacff 
MuO  confecrate  tO  purpofes  of  grace. 
Which  vice  hath  no:  polluted  ;  none  fo  high, 
But  with  hold  pinion  fhe  hath  dar'd  to  fly. 
And  build  there  for  her  pleafure  ;  none  fo  low, 
But  file  hath  crept  into  it;  made  it  know, 
And  feel  her  pow'r;  in  courts,  in  camps  fhe  reigns, 
O'er  Tobcr  citizens,  and  fimple  fwaicsj 
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E'en  in  our  temples  flie  hath  fix'd  her  throne, 
And  'hove  God's  holy  altars  plac'd  her  own. 
More  to  incre.ife  the  horror  of  our  (late, 
To  make  her  empire  l.afting  as  'tis  great. 
To  make  us  in  fuil-grown  pertedlion  fsel 
Curfes  which  neither  art  nor  time  can  heal, 
All  (hame  difcarded.  all  remains  of  pride, 
Meannefsfitscrown'd,  and  triumphs  by  her  fide  ; 
Meannefs.  who  gleans  out  of  the  human  mind 
Thofe  few  oood  feeds  which  vice  had  left  behind, 
Thofe  feeds  which  might  in  time  to  virtue  tend, 
And  leavfs  the  foul  without  a  pow'r  to  mend : 
Meannefs,  at  fight  of  whom,  with  brave  difdain 
The  breaft  of  manhood  fweils,  but  fwells  in  vain, 
Before  whom  honour  makes  a  forc'd  retreat. 
And  freedom  is  compell'd  to  quit  her  feat ; 
Meannefs,  which,  like  that  mark  by  bloody  Cain 
Borne  in  his  forehead  for  a  brother  flain, 
God,  in  his  great  and  all-fubduing  rage. 
Ordains  the  {landing  mark  of  this  vile  age. 
The  venal  hero  trucks  his  fame  for  gold. 
The  patriot's  virtue  for  a  place  is  fold. 
The  rtatefman  bargains  for  his  country's  fliame. 
And  for  preferment  priefts  their  God  difclaim. 
Worn  out  with  luft,  her  day  of  lech'ry  o'er, 
The  mother  trains  the  daughter  which  flie  bore 
In  her  own  paths  ;  the  father  aids  the  plan, 
And.  when  the  innocent  is  ripe  for  man, 
Sells  her  to  fome  old  letcher  for  a  wife. 
And  makes  her  an  adulttrefs  for  life. 
Or  in  the  papers  bids  his  name  appear. 

And  advertifes  for  a  L ; 

Hulband  and  wife  ^^whom  av'rice  muft  applaud) 
Agree  to  five  the  charge  of  pimp  and  bawd  ; 
Thefe  parts  they  play  themfelves,  a  frugal  pair. 
And  fliate  the  infamy,  the  gain  to  fliare  : 
Well  pleas'd  to  find,  when  they  the  profits  tell. 
That  they  have  play'd  the   whore  and  rogue  fo 
well. 
Nor  are  thefe, things  (which  might  imply  a  fpark 
Of  fliame  flill  left)  tranfadled  in  the  dark. 
j^Q — to  the  public  they  are  open  laid, 
And  carried  on  like  any  other  trade. 
Scorning  to  mince  damnation,  and  too  proud 
To  werk  the  works  i^f  darknefs  in  a  cloud, 
In  fuUeft  vigour  vice  maintains  her  fway  ; 
Tree  are  her  marts,  and  open  at  noon-day. 
Meannefs,  now  wed  to  impudence,  no  more 
In  darknefs  ikulks,  and  trembles,  as  of  yore. 
When  the  ligtit  breaks  upon  her  coward  eye  •, 
Boldly  Ihe  ftalk<  on  earth,  and  to  the  fky 
Lifts  her  proud  head,  nor  fears  left  time  abate. 
And  turn  her  hulband  s  love  to  canker'd  hace. 
Since  fate,  to  make  them  more  fincerely  one, 
Hath  crown'd  their  loves  with  Montague  their  fon; 
A  fon  fo  like  his  dam,  fo  like  his  fire. 
With  all  the  mother's  craft,  the  father's  fire, 
An  image  fo  exprefs  in  every  part. 
So  like  in  all  bad  qualities  of  heart, 
That,  had  they  fifty  children,  he  alone 
Would  (land  as  heir  apparent  to  the  throne. 

With  our  own  ifiand  vices  not  content, 
"We  rob  our  neighbours  on  the  Continent, 
Dance  Eurr pe  round,  and  vifit  ev'ry  court, 
To  ape  their  follies,  and  their  crimes  import. 


To  diff'rent  land*  for  difT'rent  fins  we  roatn, 
And,  richly  freighted,  bring  our  cargo  home. 
Nobly  induftrious  to  make  vice  appear 
In  her  full  ftate,  and  perfect  only  here. 

To  Holland,  where  politenefs  ever  reigns, 
Where  primitive  fincerity  remains. 
And  makes  a  fland,  where  f.-eedom  in  her  courfe 
Hath  left  her  name,  though  (he  hath  loft  her  force 
In  that,  as  other  lands,  where  finiple  trade 
W^as  never  in  the  garb  of  fraud  array'd. 
Where  av'rice  never  dar'd  to  (how  his  head. 
Where,  like  a  fmiling  cherub,  mercy,  led 
By  reafon,  blelTes  the  fweet- blooded  race, 
And  cruelty  could  never  find  a  place. 
To  Holland  for  that  charity  we  roam. 
Which  happily  begins  and  ends  at  home. 

France,  in  return  for  peace  and  pow'r  reftor'd. 
For  all  thofe  countries,  which  the  hero's  fword 
Unprofitably  purchas'd,  idly  thrown 
Into  her  lap,  and  made  once  more  her  own ; 
France  hath  afibrded  large  and  rich  lupplies 
Of  vaniries  full-trimm'd,  of  polifli'd  lies, 
(Jf  fortbing  flatteries,  which  through  the  ears 
Steal  to,  and  melt  the  heart,  of  flavifh  fears 
Which  break  the  fpirit,  and  of  abjedl  fraud — 
For  which,  alas  I  we  need  not  fend  r.broad. 

Spain  gives  us  pride — which  Spain  to  all  the  earth 
May  largely  give,  nor  fear  herfelf  a  dearth — 
Gives  us  that  jealoufy,  which, horn  of  fear 
And  mean  diftruft,  grows  not  by  nature  here — 
Gives  us  that  fuperftition,  which  pretends 
By  the  worft  means  to  ferve  the  heft  of  ends — 
That  CI uelty,  which,  ftranger  to  the  brave,      ' 
Dwells  only  with  the  coward,  and  the  flave  ; 
That  cruelty,  which  led  her  Chriftian  bands 
With  more  than  favage  rage  o'er  favage  lands. 
Bade  her  without  remorfe  whole  countries  thin, 
And  hold  of  nought  but  mercy  as  a  fin. 

Italia,  nurfe  of  ev'ry  fofter  art. 
Who,  feigning  to  refine,  unmans  the  heart. 
Who  lays  the  realms  of  fenfe  and  virtue  wafte. 
Who  mars  whilft  (he  pretends  to  mend  our  tafte  ; 
Italia,  to  complete  and  crown  our  (hame, 
Sends  us  a  fiend,  and  Legion  is  his  name. 
The  farce  of  greatnefs  witliout  being  great. 
Pride  without  pow'r,  titles  without  eftate. 
Souls  without  vigour,  bodies  without  force, 
Hate  without  caufe,  revenge  without  remorfe. 
Dark  mean  revenge,  murder  without  defence, 
Jealoufy  -without  love,  found  without  fenfe. 
Mirth  without  humour,  without  wit  grimace. 
Faith  without  reafon,  gofpel  without  grace. 
Zeal  without  knowledge,  without  nature  art, 
Men  without  manhood,  women  without  heart, 
Half-men,  who,  dry  and  pithlefs,  are  debarr'd 
From    man's   heft  joys — no   fooner    made  than 

marr'd — 
Half -men,  whom  many  a  rich  and  noble  dame. 
To  ferve  her  luft,  and  yet  fecure  her  fame. 
Keeps  on  high  diet,  as  we  capons  feed. 
To  glut  out  appetites  at  laft  decreed  ; 
lVoms!i,^ho  dance  in  poftures  fo  obfcene, 
They  might  awaken  (liame  in  Aretinc  ; 
Who,  when  retird  from  the  day's  piercing  light. 
They  celebrate  the  myfteries  of  night, 
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Might  make  the  rnufcs,  in  a  corner  plac'd  j 

To  view  their  monftrou';  kids,  deem  Sappho  chafte; 
Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  follies  rank  as  tliefe, 
A  thoufand  faults,  ten  thoufand  fools,  who  pleafe  j 
Our  pall'dand  ficldy  tafte,  ten  thoufand  knaves, 
Who  fcrvc  our  foes  as  Ipic-i,  and  ub  as  flives, 
Who  by  degrees,  and  unperceiv'J,  prepare 
Our  necks  for  chains  which  they  already  wear, 
Madly  we  entertain,  at  the  cxpence 
Of  fame,  of  virtue,  tafte,  and  common  fenf^'. 
Nor  flop  we  here — the  foft  luxurious  eaft, 
Where  man,  his  foul  degraded,  from  the  bead 
In  nothing  diff 'rent  but  in  fhaps  we  view. 
They  walk  on  four  leg«,  and  he  walks  on  two, 
Attra6ls  our  eye;  and  flowing  from  that  fource, 
Sins  of  the  blackefi  charaifler,  fms  worfe 
Than  all  her  plagues,  which  truly  to  unfold 
Would  make  the  beft  blood  in  my  veins  run  cold, 
And  ftrike  all  manhood  dead,  which  but  to  name 
'U'^ould  call  up  in  my  checks  the  murks  of  fhame ; 
Sins,  if  fuch  fins  can  be,  which  (hut  out  grace. 
Which  for  the  guilty  leave  no  hope,  no  place 
E'en  in  God's  mercy,  fins  'gaind  nature's  plan 
Poffefs  the  land  at  large,  and  man  for  man 
Burn  in  thofe  fires,  which  hell  alone  cculd  raife 
To  make  him  nvjre  than  damn'd,  which,  in  the 

days 
Of  punifhment,  when  guilt  becomes  her  prey, 
With  all  her  tortures  fhe  can  fcarce  repay. 

Be  grace  fiiut  out,  be  mercy  deaf;  let  God 
With  tenfold  terrors  arm  that  dreadful  nod 
Which  fpeaks  them  loft,  and  fentenc'd  to  defpalr; 
Diftending  wide  her  jaws,  let  hell  prepare 
For  thofe  who  thus  offend  amongft  mankind, 
A  fire  more  fierce,  and  tortures  more  refin'd  ; 
On  earth,  which  groans  beneath  their  monftrotis 

weight. 
On  earth,  alas !  they  meet  a  diff 'rent  fate  ; 
And  whilft  the  laws,  falfe   grace,  falfe  mercy 

fliov/n. 
Are  taught  to  wear  a  foftnefs  not  their  own, 
Men,  whom  the  beafts  would  fpurn,  fhould  they 

,        appear 
Amongft  the  honeft  herd,  find  refuge  here. 

No  longer  by  vain  fear  or  fhame  controul'd, 
From  long,  too  long  lecurity  grown  bold. 
Mocking  rebuke,  they  brave  it  in  our  ftreets, 
And  Lumley  e'en  at  noon  his  miftrefs  meets  : 
So  public  in  their  crimes,  fo  daring  grown, 
They  almoft  take  a  pride  to  have  them  known  ; 
And  each  unnat'ral  villain  fcarce  endures 
To-  make  a  fecret  of  liis  vile  amours. 
Go  where  we  will,  at  ev'ry  time  and  place, 
Sodom  confronts,  and  ftares  us  in  the  face ; 
They  ply  in  public  at  our  very  doors, 
And  take    the   bread  from    much    more  honeft; 

whores. 
Thofe  who  are  mean  high  paramours  fecure, 
And  the  rich  guilty  fcreen  the  guilty  poor; 
The  fin  too  proud  to  feci  fro.ii  reafon  awe, 
And  thofe  who  pradlii'e  it  too  great  for  law. 

lVom..i!i,  the  pride  and  happinefs  of  man. 
Without  whofe  foft  endearments  nature's  plan 
Had  been  a  blank,  and  life  not  worth  a  thought ; 
W«man,  by  all  the  loves  and  graces  taught, 
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With  fofteft  arts,  and  fure,  though  hidden  flcill, 
To  humanize,  and  mould  us  to  her  will ; 
Woman,  with  more   than  common  grace  forni'd 

here. 
With  the  perfuafive  language  of  a  tear 
To  melt  the  rugged  temper  of  our  ifle, 
Or  win  us  to  her  purpofe  with  a  fmile  ; 
Woman,  by  fate  the  quickeft  fpur  decreed, 
The  faireft,  heft  reward  of  ev'ry  deed. 
Which  bears  the  ftamp  of  honour  ;  at  whofe  name 
Our  ancient  heroes  caught  a  quicker  flame, 
And  dar'd  beyond  belief,  whilft  o'er  the  plain. 
Spurning  the  carcafes  of  princes  flain, 
Confuficu  proudly  ftrode,  whilft  horror  blew 
The  fatal  trump,  and  death  ftalk'd  full  in  view; 
Woman  is  out  of  date,  a  thing  thrown  by 
As  having  loft  its  ufe  ;  no  more  the  eye 
VJ'\\S\  female  beauty  caught,  in  wild  amaze. 
Gazes  entranc'd,  and  could  for  ever  gaze; 
No  more  the  heart,  that  feat  where  love  refides. 
Each  breath  drawn  quick  and  fhort,  in  fuller  tides 
Life  porting  through  the  veins,  each  pulfe  on  fire. 

And  the  whole  body  tingling  with  defire, 

Panfs  for  thofe  charms,  which  virtue  might  engage 

To  break  his  vow,  and  thaw  the  froft  of  age, 

Bidding  each  trembling  nerve,  each  mufcle  ftratn. 

And  giving  pleafure  which  is  almoft  pain. 

Women  are  kept  for  nothing  but  the  breed; 

For  plt-afure  we  mnft  have  a  Ganymede  ; 

A  fine,  frelh  Hylas,  a  delicious  boy, 

To  ferve  our  purpofes  of  beaftly  joy. 

Faireft  of  nymphs  where  ev'ry  nymph  is  fair. 

Whom  natiire  form'd  with  more  than  common 
care. 

With  more  than  common  care  whom  art  improv'd. 

And  both  declar'd  mod  worthy  to  be  lov'd, 
negle<5led  wanders,  whilft  a  crowd 


Purfue,  and  confecrate  the  fteps 

She,  haplefs  maid,  born  in  a  wretched  hour, 

Waftes  life's  gay  prime   in  vain,  like  fome  fair 

flow'r. 
Sweet  in  its  fcent,  and  lively  in  its  hue, 
Which  withers  on  the  ftalk  from  whence  it  grew. 
And  dies  uncropp'd  ;  whilft  he,  admir'd,  carefs'd, 
Eelov'd,  and  ev'ry  where  a  welcome  gueft, 
With  brutes  of  rank  and  fortune  plays  the  whore. 
For  this  unnat'ral  luft  a  common  fewer. 

Dine  with  Apicius — at  his  fumptuous  board 
Find  all  the  world  of  dainties  can  afford — 
And  yet  (fo  much  diftemper'd  fpirits  pall 
The  fickle'  appetite)  amidft  them  all 
Apicius  finds  no  joy,  but,  whilft  he  carves 
For  ev'ry  gueft,  the  landlord  fits  and  ftarves. 

The  foreft  haunch,  fine  fat,  in  flavour  high. 
Kept  to  a  moment,  Imokes  before  his  eye. 
But  fmokes  in  vain  ;  his  heedlefs  eye  runs  o'er 
And  lothes  what  he  had  deified  before; 
The  turtle,  of  a  great  and  glorious  fize. 
Worth  its  own  weight  in  gold,  a  mighty  prize 
For  which  a  man  of  tafte  all  rifks  would  run, 
Ttfelf  a  feaft,  and  ev'ry  difh  in  one  ; 
The  turtle  in  luxurious  pomp  conies  in. 
Kept,  kill'd,  cut  up,  prepar'd,  and  drefs'd  by  Quin  : 
In  vain  it  comes,  in  vain  lies  full  in  view; 
As  Q;jiii  hath  dreiVd  it,  he  may  eat  it  too. 
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Apicius  ianriot.— When  the  glafs  goes  round, 
Quick-cii Cling,  and  the  roofs  with  mirth  refound, 
booer  Be  fits,  and  filent — All  alone 
Though  in  a  crowd,  and  to  himfelf  fcarce  known, 
On  griff  he  feeds,  nor  friends  can  cure,  nor  wine 
Sufpend  his  cares,  and  make  him  ceafe  to  pine. 

Why  mourns  Apicius  thus?  Why  runs  his  eye, 
Heedkfs'  o'er  dclicates,  which  from  the  fky 
Might  call  down  Jove  ?  Where  now  his  generous 

wift. 
That,  to  invent  a  new  and  better  difh, 
The  world  might  burn,  and  all  mankind  expire, 
So  he  might  roafl  a  Phcenix  at  the  fire  .' 
Why  fvvims  that  eye  in  tears,  which,  through  a 

race 
Of  fixty  years,  ne'er  fliow'd  one  fign  of  grace  ? 
Why  feels  that  heart,  which  never  felt  before  ? 
Why  doth  that  pamper'd  glutton  eat  no  more, 
Who  only  liv'd  to  eat,  his  ftomach  pall'd, 
And  drown'd  in  floods  of  forrow  ?  Hath  fate  call'd 
His  father  from  the  grave  to  fecond  life  ? 
Hath  Ciodius  on  his  hands  return'd  his  wife  ; 
Or  hath  the  law,  by  firideft  juftice  taught, 
ConiptU'd  him  to  reftore  the  dower  fhe  brought? 
Hath  fome  bold  creditor  againft  his  will 
Brought  in,  and  forc'd  him  to  dilcharge  a  bill, 
Where  eating  had  no  fhare?    Hath  fome  vain 

wench 
Run  out  his  wealth,  and  forc'd  him  to  retrench  ? 
Hath  any  rival  glutton  got  the  ftart, 
And  beat  him  in  his  own  luxurious  art ; 
Bought  cates  for  which  Apicius  could  not  pay. 
Or  dreft  old  dainties  in  a  newer  way  ? 
Hath  his  cook,  worthy  to  be  flain  with  rods, 
Spoil'd  a  difii  fit  to  entertain  the  gods; 
Or  hath  fome  varlet,  crofs'd  by  cruel  fate, 
Thrown  down  the  price  of  empires  in  a  plate  ? 

None,  none  of  thefe — his  fervants  all  are  try'd, 
So  lure  they  walk  on  ice,  and  never  Aide  ; 
His  cook,  an  acquifition  made  in  France, 
Might  put  a  Chloe  out  of  countenance. 
Nor  though  old  Holies  (till  maintains  his  {land, 
Hath  he  one  rival  glutton  in  the  land  ; 
Women  are  all  the  objeiits  of  his  hate. 
His  debts  are  all  unpaid,  and  yet  his  ftate 
In  full  fecurity  and  triumph  held, 
Unk-fs  for  once  a  knave  ihould  be  expell'd ; 
His  wife  is  ftill  a  whore,  and  in  hispow'r. 
The  woman  gone,  he  ftill  retains  the  dow'r ; 
Sound  in  the  grave  (thanks  to  his  filial  care 
Which   mix'd   the  draught,  and  kindly  fent  him 

there) 
His  father  fleeps,  and,  till  the  lafl  trump  fhake 
The  corners  of  the  earth,  fhall  not  awake. 

Whence  flows  this  forrow  then  ?  behind  his  chair 
Did'ft  thou  not  fee,  deck  d  with  a  ffilitaire. 
Which  on  his  bare  breafl  glict'ring   play'd,  and 

grac'd 
With  nicefl  ornaments,  a  flripling  plac'd, 
A  fmootli,  fnug,  {tripling   in  life's  faireft  prime  ? 
Didft  thou  not  mind  too,  how  from  time  to  time 
The  monlirous  letcher,  tempted  to  defpife 
All  othtr  dainties,  thither  turn'd  his  eyes? 
How  he  feem'd  inly  to  reproach  us  ail, 
Who  ftrove  his  fix'd  atte;ition  to  recal, 


And  how  he  wifh'd,  e'en  at  the  time  of  grace, 
Like  Janus,  to  have  had  a  double  face  ? 
His  caufe  of  grief  behold  in  that  fair  boy  ; 
Apicius  dotes,  and  Corydon  is  coy. 

Vain  and  unthinking  {tripling  !  When  the  glafa 
Meets  thy  too  curious  eye,  and,  as  you  pafs, 
Flatt'ring,  prefents  in  fmiles  thy  image  there. 
Why  doft  thou  blefs  the  gods,   who  made  thee 

fair  ? 
Blame  their  large  bounties, and  with  reafon  blame  j 
Curfe,  curfe  thy  beauty,  for  it  leads  to  fhame. 
When  thy  hot  lord,  to  work  thee  to  his  end, 
Bids  fhow'rs  of  gold  into  thy  breafl  defcend, 
Sufpe^Sl  his  gifts,  nor  the  vile  giver  truft  ; 
They're  baits  for  virtue,  and  fmell  flrong  of  lufi. 
On  thofe  gay,  gaudy  trappings  which  adorn 
The  temple  of  thy  body,  look  with  fcorn. 
View  them  with  horror;  they  pollution  mean, 
And  deepeft  ruin  :   thou  haft  often  feen. 
From  'mongft  the  herd,  the  faireft  and  the  beffc 
Carefully  fingled  out,  and  richly  drett. 
With  grandeur  mock'd,  for  facrifice  decreed, 
Only  in  greater  pomp  at  laft  to  bleed. 
Be  warn'd  in  time,  the  threaten'd  danger  fhun, 
To  ftay  a  moment  is  to  be  undone. 
What  though,  temptation  proof,  thy  virtue  fliine, 
Nor  bribes  can  move,  nor  arts  can  undermine, 
All  other  methods  failing,  one  refource 
Is  ftill  behind,  and  thou  muft  yield  to  force. 
Paint  to  thyfelf  the  horrors  of  a  rape,       [efcape  • 
Moft  ftrongly  paint,    and,    whirit   thou    can'ft. 
Mind  not  his  promifes — they're  made  in  fport — 
Made  to  be  broke — Was  he  not  bred  at  court  i 
Truft  not  his  honour,  he's  a  man  of  birth  ; 
Attend  not  to  his  oaths — they're  made  on  earth, 
Not  regifter'd  in  heav'n — He  mocks  at  grace. 
And  in  his  creed  God  never  found  a  place — 
Look  not  for  confcience — for  he  knows  her  not. 
So  long  a  ftranger,  fhe  is  quite  forgot — 
Nor  think  thyfelf  in  law  lecure  and  firm— 
Thy  mafter  is  a  lord,  and  thou  a  worm, 
A  poor  mean  reptile,  never  meant  to  think, 
Who,  being  wellfupplied  with  meat  and  drinlc. 
And  fuffer'd  juft  to  crawl  from  place  to  place, 
Muft  ferve  his  lufts,  and  think  he  does  thee  grace. 

Fly,  then,  whilft  yet  'tis  in  thy  pow'rto  fly; 
But  whither  canft  thou  go  ?  on  whom  rely 
For  wifti'd-proteftion  ?  Virtue's  fare  to  meet 
An  armed  hoft  of  foes  in  ev'ry  ftrcet. 
What  boots  it,  of  Apicius  fearful  grown, 
Headlong  to  fly  into  the  arms  of  Stone  ? 
Or  why  take  refuge  in  the  houfe  of  prayV, 
If  lure  to  meet  with  an  Apicius  there  ? 
Truft  not  old  age,  which  will  thy  faith  betray, 
Sahtt  Socrates  is  ftill  a  goat,  though  gray; 
Truft  not  green  youth ;  Florio  will  fcarce  go  dowii. 
And,  at  eighteen,  hath  furfeited  the  town; 
Truft  not  to  rakes— alas  !   'tis  all  pretence—    ■ 
They  take  up  raking  only  as  a  fence 

'Gainft  common  fame— place  H -in  thy  vieW; 

He  keeps  one  whore  as  Barrowby  kept  two; 

Truft  not  to  marriage — T took  a  wife. 

Who  chafte  as  Dian  might  have  pafs'd  her  life. 
Had  fhe  not,  far  more  prudent  in  her  aim, 
(To  propagate  the  honours  of  his  nanrte. 
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And  favc  expiring  titles)  taken  care 
Without  his  knowledge  to  provide  an  heir; 
Truft  not  to  marriage,  in  mankind  unread  ; 
S 's  a  married  man,  and  S new  wed. 

Would'ft  thou  be  fafe  ?  Society  forbear, 
Fly  to  the  defert,  and  feek  Iheiter  there. 
Herd  with  the  brutes — they  follow  nature's  plan — 
There's  not  a  brute  fo  dangerous  as  man 

In  Afric's  wilds 'mongft  them   that  refuge 

find, 
Which  luft  denies  thee  here  among  mankind; 
Renounce  thy  name,  thy  nature,  and  no  more 
Pique  thy  vain  pride  on  manhood;  on  all  four 
Walk,  as  you  fee  thofe  honeft  creatures  do. 
And  quite  forget  that  once  you  walk'd  on  two. 

But  if  the  thoughts  of  folitude  alarm, 
And  fecial  life  hath  one  remaining  charm. 
If  ftill  thou  art  to  jeopardy  decreed 
Amongft  the  monfters  of  Aagufta's  breed, 
Lay  by  thy  fex,  thy  fafety  to  procure ; 
Put  off  the  man,  from  men  to  live  fecure ; 
Go  forth  a  woman  to  the  public  view. 
And  with  their  garb  affume  their  manners  too. 
Had  the  light-footed  Greek  of  Chiron's  fchool 
Been  wife  enough  to  keep  this  fingle  rule. 
The  maudlin  hero,  like  a  puling  boy 
Robb'd  of  his  plaything,  on  the  plains  of  Troy 
Had  never  blubber'd  at  Patroclus'  tomb, 
And  plac'd  his  minion  in  his  miflrefs'  room. 
Be  not  in  this  than  catamites  more  nice, 
Do  that  for  virtue  which  they  do  for  vice. 
Thus  (halt  thou  pafs  untainted  life's  gay  bloom, 
Thus  fland  uncourted  in  the  drawing-room, 
At  midnight  thus,  untempted,  walk  the  flreet, 
And  run  no  danger  but  of  being  beat. 

Where  is  the  mother,  whofe  ofScious  zeal 
Difcreetly  judging  what  her  daughters  feel 
By  what  (he  felt  herfelf  in  days  of  yore, 
Againft  that  lecher  man  makes  fall  the  door  ? 
Who  not  permits,  e'en  for  the  fake  of  pray'r, 
A  prieft,  uncaftrated,  to  enter  there. 
Nor  (could  her  wiflies  and  her  care  prevail) 
Would  fuflFer  in  the  houfe  a  fly  that's  male  ? 
Let  her  difcharge  her  cares,  throw  wide  her  doors, 
Her  daughters  cannot,  if  they  would,  be  whores  ; 
Hor  can  a  man  be  found,  as  times  now  go. 
Who  thinks  it  worth  his  while  to  make  them  fo. 

Though  they  more  frelh,  more  lively  than  the 
morn. 
And  brighter  than  the  noon-day  fun,  adorn 
The  works  of  nature;  though  the  mother's  grace 
Revives,  improv'd,  in  ev'ry  daughter's  face  ; 
Undifciplin'd  in  dull  difcretion's  rules. 
Untaught,  and  undebauch'd  by  boarding-fchools, 
Free  and  unguarded,  let  them  range  the  town, 
Go  forth  at  random,  and  run  pleafure  down, 
Start  where  (he  will,  difcard  all  taint  of  fear, 
Nor  think  of  danger  when  no  danger's  near. 
Watch  not  their  fleps — They're  fafe  without  thy 

care, 
Unlefs,  like  jennets,  they  conceive  by  air. 
And  ev'ry  one  of  them  may  die  a  nun, 
"Unlefs  they  breed,  like  carrion,  in  the  fun. 
Men,  dead  to  pleafure,  as  they're  dead  to  grace, 
Againft  the  law  of  nature  fet  their  face. 
Vol.  X. 


The  grand  primeval  law,  and  feem  comblu'd 
To  ftop  the  propagation  of  mankind  ; 
Vile  Pathics  read  the  marriage  adt  with  pride. 
And  fancy  that  the  law  is  on  their  fide. 

Broke  down,  and  ftrength  a  ftranger  to  his  bed, 

Old  L ,  though  yet  alive,  is  dead  ; 

T lives  no  more,  or  lives  not  to  our  ifle; 

No  longer  bleft  with  a  Cz 's  fmile 

T is  at  P^ ■  difgrac'd. 

And  M grown  gray,  perforce  grows  chade ; 

Nor,  to  the  credit  of  our  mofleft  race, 
Rifes  one  ftallion  to  fupply  their  place. 
A  maidenhead,  which,  twenty  years  ago. 
In  mid  December  the  rank  fly  would  blow 
Though  clofelykept,«j':t),when  the  Dog-ftar's heat 
Inflames  the  marrow  in  the  very  flreet. 
May  lie  untou'ch'd,  left  for  the  worms,  by  thofe 
Who  daintily  pafs  by,  and  hold  their  nofe. 
Poor,  piain  concupifcence  is  in  difgrace. 
And  Ample  lech'ry  dares  not  (how  her  face. 
Left  (he  be  fent  to  Bridewell  :  bankrupts  made. 
To  fave  their  fortunes,  bawds  leave  off  that  trade. 
Which  firft  had  left  off  them  ;  to  Wellclofe-Squarc 
Fine,  'frelh,   young  ftrumpets  (for  Dodd  preaches 

there) 
Throng  for  fubfiftence  ;  pimps  no  longer  thrive. 
And  penfions  only  keep  L alive. 

Where  is  the  mother,  who  thinks  ail  her  pain, 
And  all  her  jeopardy  of  travail,  gain. 
When  a  man-child  is  bom  ;   thinks  ev'ry  pray'r 
Paid  to  the  full,  and  anfwer'd  in  an  heir  ? 
Short-fightcd  woman !  little  doth  (he  know 
What  ftreams  of  forrowfrom  that  fource  may  flow; 
Little  fufpedl,  while  (he  furveys  her  boy. 
Her  young  Narciffus,  with  an  eye  of  joy 
Too  full  for  continence,  that  fate  could  give 
Her  darling  as  a  curfe  ;  that  (he  may  live. 
Ere  fixteen  winters  their  (hurt  courfe  have  run. 
In  agonies  of  foul,  to  curfe  thatfon. 

Pray  then   for    daughters,  ye  wife    mothers, 
pray; 
They  (hall  reward  your  love,  not  make  you  gray 
Before  your  time  with  forrow  ;  they  (hall  give 
Ages  of  peace  and  comfort,  whllft  ye  live 
Make  life  moft  truly  worth  your  care,  and  fave. 
In  fpite  of  death,  ycur  mem'ries  from  the  grave. 

I'hat  fenfe,    with  more   than   manly    vigour 
fraught. 
That  fortitude  of  foul,  that  ftretch  of  thought. 
That  genius,  great  beyond  the  narrow  bound 
Of  earth's  low  walk,  that  judgment  perfcdi  found 
When  wanted  moft,  that  purity  of  tafte 
Which  critics  mention  by  the  name  of  chaftc 
Adorn'd  with  elegance,  that  eafy  flow 
Of  ready  wit  which  never  made  a  foe. 
That  face,  that  form,  that  dignity,  that  eafd. 
Thofe  pow'rs  of  pleaflng  with  that  will  to  pl&afe, 
By  which  Lepel,  when  in  her  youthful  days, 
E'en  from  the  currifli  Pope  txtorted  praife, 
We  fee,  tranfmitted,in  her  daughter  (hine. 
And  view  a  new  Lepel  in  Carolme. 

Is  a  fon  born  into  this  world  of  woe  ? 
In  never-ceafing  ftreams  let  forrow  flow  ; 
Be  from  that  hour  the  houfe  with  fables  hungj 
Let  lamentations  dwell  upon  thy  ton^uc^ 
i  ■  Na 
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E'en  from  the  moment  that  he  firft  began 
To  wail  and  whine  ;  let  him  not  fee  a  man  ; 
Lock,  lock  him  np,  far  from  the  public  eye, 
Give  him  no  cpportuiuty  to  buy. 

Or  to  be  bought :  B .  though  rich,  was  fold, 

Ar  d  gave  hU  b  'dy  up  to  ftianie  for  gold. 

Let  it  be  bruited  ail  about  the  town. 
That  he  is  coarfe,  indelicate  and  brown, 
An  antidote  to  lui,  his  face  deep  fcarr'd 
Wifh  the  fmall  pes.  his  body  mai  u'd  and  marr'd. 
Eat  up  with  the  king'*  evil,  and  his  blood. 
Tainted  throughout,  a  thick  and  putrid  flood, 
Wh'.re  dwells  corruption  making  him  all  o'er, 
Fr'im  head  to  foo",  a  la.k  and  running  fore. 
Should'^  thou  report  him  a?  by  narure  made. 
He  i^  undone   and  by  thy  praile  betray'd  ; 
Give  him  lut  fair,  lechers  in  numSer.moi  e,  [door 
M'lre  hr  ^taj  a'  d   more  fiercf,  than   throng'd  the 
Of  L'lt  i..  Sodom  (hall  to  thine  repair, 
A"  d  force  a  puff.g'e,  though  a  god  is  there 

Let  him  not  havr  one  f  r^ant  that  is  male; 
Where  lords  are  haffl  d   fcrvants  ott  prevail. 
Sonie  vices  they  propofe,  to  all  a,  ree  . 
H was  guil'y,  but  was  M free  ? 

Give  him  no  tutor  -  throw  him  t"  a  punk, 
Rather  than  truft  his  moraU  to  a  moi'k — 
M"nk's  wea'l  kno  \  — we,  who  hav-  liv'd  at  home. 
From  fair  report  and  travellers,  who  ro:  m, 
More  feelitigl> — nor  tiull  him  tn  the  gown, 
'Tis  of-  a  covering  in  this  vile  town 
For  bafe  defi^:ns;  ouifivcs  have  iiv'd  to  fee         >, 
More  than  one  parfon  in  the  pdlory 
Should  he  have  br  thers   ■  im  ge'  -o  thy  view 
A  Iceiie.  which  though  not  public  made,  is  true) 
Let  not  one  brother  be  to  t'  i.ther  known,  ) 

Hot  let  his  father  fit  with  him  al  ne.. 
Be  all  his  fervant*.  female,  youiig  and  fair; 
And  ift'-.e  pride  <  f  iiauire  fpiir  thy  heir 
To  deed    of  venery,  if,  hot  and  wild, 
He  chance  to  get    ome  fcore  of  niaids  with  cliild. 
Chide,  but  forgive  him  .   whoredom  is  a  crime, 
Which,  more  at  this  than  any  other  time, 
Call-  for  indulgence  and,  "mongft  luch  a  race. 
To  have  a  haitard  u  fome  fitrn  of  grace. 

B'lTD  in  fuch  ti'iies,  Ihou  d  I  fit  tamely  down, 
Supprtf-  my  rage,  anit  faunter  through  the  t'wn 
As  one   who  knew  not,  or   who   ihi^r'd  ihefe 

crimc.'< .' 
Should  I  at  IciT-  r  evils  point  my  rhymes. 
And  let  this  giant  fin,  m  the  full  eye 
Of  obfei  vation  pafs  u.iW  .unded  by  :" 
Though  our  meek  wives,  paflive  obedience  taught. 
Patiently  bear  thiTe  wrongs  for  xvhich  they  ought, 
W'ith  the  brave  fpirit  of  their  dams  pofTch'd, 
T<:  plain  a  d.igger  jn  each  hufbar:d'b  bread. 
To  cut  off  ualc  increafe  f r  m  this  fair  ifle, 
And  turn  our  Thames  into  another  Nile  ; 
Though,  on  his  Sunday,  thefmug  pulpiteer. 
Loud   guinft  all  other  crimes,  is  filent  here. 
And  t.'iinkshimfrlf  abfolv'd,  in  the  pretence 
Of  decency  which  meaiit  for  the  defence 
Of  real  virtue   and  ro  raifa  her  price, 
Becomes  an  agent  for  the  caufe  <>f  vice ;         [take 
Though  the  law  fireps,  and  through  the  care  ttiey 
lo  drug  her  weli,  may  never  more  awake  j 
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Born  in  fuch  'imes  nor  with  that  patience  curfl: 
Which  faints  may  boaft  of,  I  n.ull  fpeak,  or  buift» 

But  if,  too  eager  in  my  bold  career,  ' 

Hap'.y  1  wound  the  nice  and  charter  ear. 
If  all  unguarded,  all  too  rude,  I  fpeak. 
And  call  up  blulhes  in  the  maiden's  cheek, 
Forgive,  ye  fai' — my  real  motives  view, 
And  to  forgivene's  add  your  praifes  too. 
For  yuu  I  write — nor  wifh  a  better  plan, 
The  caufe  of  woman  is  mod  worthy  man — 
For  y"U  I  ftill  will  wite,  nor  hold  my  hand, 
Wh.lft  there  s  one  flive  of  Sodom  in  the  land. 

Let  thcTi  fly  far,  and  fkulk  from  place  to  place. 
Not  daring  to  meet  manhood  face  to  fice, 
I'heir  fteps  I'll  track  nor  yield  them  one  retreat 
Where   they  may  hide   their  heads,  or  reft  their 

feet, 
'Till  God  in  wrath  fliall  let  his  vengeance  fall, 
And  make  a  great  example  ot  them  all. 
Bidding  in  (.ne  grand  pile  this  town  expire, 
Her  tow  rs  in  dull,  her  Thames  a  lake  of  fire ; 
Oi  they  (moft  worth  our  wifh)  convinc'd,  though 

late. 
Of  their  part  crimes,  and  dangerous  eflate. 
Pardon  of  women  with  rej.entance  buy. 
And  learn  to  honour  them,  as  much  as  I. 

INDEFliNDENCE.     ,. 

H.APpy  the  bard  (though  few  fuch  hards  we  find) 
Who,  "bove  cohtroulment,  dares  to  fpeak  his  mind^ 
Dares,  unabafh'd,  jn  ev'^y  place  appear, 
Aiid  n>  thing  fears,  but  what  he  outrht  to  fear.         \ 
H  m  fafhion  cannot  tempt,  him  ahjfdl  need 
Cannot  compel,  him  i  ride  cannot  mlflead 
I'o  be  the  flave  of  grcatnefs,  to  flrike  fail,  \ 

When,  fweeping  onward  with  her  peacock's  tail, 
Quality,  in  full  plumage,  paffcs  by  ; 
tie  views  her  with  a  fix'd,cintemp'uous  eye. 
And  m'ck-  the  puppet,  keeps  his  own  due  ftate, 
.And  is  above  conve.rfing  with  the  great. 

Perifh  thole  flaves,  thofe  minions  of  the  quill. 
Who  have  confpir'd  to  feize  that  facred  hill 
Where  the  nine  fillers  pour  a  genuine  ftrain. 
And  funk  the  m  >untain  level  with  the  plain  ; 
Who,  with  mean,  private  views,  and  ftrvilc  art. 
No  fpark  <f  virtue  living  in  their  heart. 
Have  balely  turn'd  ap  dlates  have  debas'd 
Their  dignity  of  cfHce,  have  difgrac'd. 
Like  Eli  s  fons,  the  altar^  where  they  ftand. 
And  caus'd  their  name  to  {link  through  all  the 

land, 
Have  ftoop'd  to  proftitute  their  venal  pen 
For  the  fupport  of  great  but  guilty  men, 
Have  made  the  b^rd,  of  their  own  vile  accord, 
luferior  to  that  thing  we  call  a  lord. 

What  is  a  lord?  Doth  that  plain,  Cmple  word 
Contain  feme  magic  fpcli  ?  As  f' on  as  heard, 
Like  an  alarum-bell  on  night  s  dull  ear, 
Doth  it  ftrike  louder,  and  more  lining  appear 
Than  other  words  .'   Whether  we  will  -t  no. 
Through  reafon's  court  doth  it  untjueftion'd  go 
E'en  on  the  mention    and  of  coiirle  tranfmit 
N'tions  of fomething  excellent,  of  wit       [chafte, 
Pleafing   though  keen,  of  humour  free   though 
Of  ftcrling  gf  niu*  with  fouad  judgment  grac'd, 
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Of  virtue  far  above  temptation's  reach. 
And  hi;nour  which  not  malice  can  impeach  ? 
Be'if  ve  it  not — 'twas  nature's  fir(l  intent, 
Brfore  their  rank  became  their  puniftiment. 
They  (hould  have  pafs'd  for  men,  nor  blufti'd  to 

prize 
The  blcflil,g^  (he  beftow'd. — She  gave  them  eyes. 
And  they  could  fee— fhe  gave  think  ears — they 

heard — 
The  inftrumtnts  of  ftirrinir,  and  they  ftirr'd — 
Like  us,  they  were  defijjn'd  t>i  eat,  to  drink. 
T'>  talk,  and  (^ev'rynow  and  ther,)  t<   think: 
Till  they,  by  pride  corrv'pied.  for  rhe  fake 
Of  fingularity,  difclaim'd  that  make; 

fill  thiy,  dildaining  nature's  vulgir  mode. 
Flew  (iff,  and  f^ruL-k  into  another  road, 
More  fitting  quality,  and  to  our  view 
Came  forth  a  fpecits  altogether  new,  [know, 

Sonieihtng  we  had  not  known,   and    could  not 
Like  nothing  of  God'.-,  niakiig  here  below  ; 
Nature  exclai  i'd  with  wonder — lords  are  things, 
Which,  licvermade  by  me,  were  made  by  kings. 

A  lord  .  nor  let  the  honefl  and  the  brave. 
The  true,  old  n('ble  with  the  fool  and  knave 
Here  nux  his  fame;    curft  be    that   thought  of 

mine. 
Which  with  a  B—  and  F —  (honld  Grafton  join) 
A  lord  (nor  here  let  cenfure  rafiily  call 
My  juft  contempt  of  fome,  ahule  of  all, 
And  as  oi  lute,  when  S  dom  tvas  my  theme, 
fclander  my  purpole.  and  my  muie  blafphcme, 
Because  (he  ft<  ps  not.  rapid  ii.  hrr  long, 
To  make  exceptions  as  (lie  goes  along, 
Though  well  fhe  hot-es  to  find,  another  year, 
A  whole  minority  exceptions  here) 
A  mere,  mere  lord,  with  nothing  but  the  name. 
Wealth  all  his  worth,  and  title  all  his  fame. 
Lives  on  another  man  ;  himfelf  a  blank, 
Thanklef,  he  live^,  or  muft  fome  grandfire  thank 
for  Iniuggjed  honours,  and  ill-gotten  pelf; 
A  bard  owes  all  to  nature  and  himfelf. 

Gods,  how  my  foul  is  burnt  up  with  difdain. 
When  1  fee  men.  whom  Phoebus  in  his  train 
Might  view  with  pride,  lacquey  the  heels  of  thofe 
Whom  genius  ranks  amonail  her  greateft  foes  : 
.And  what's  the  caufe  ?  Why  thele  fame  fons  of 

fcorn, 
No  thanks  to  them,  were  to  a  title  born, 
And  could  not  help  it;   by  chance  hirher  fent, 
And  only  deities  by  accident 
Had  foitut.e  on  our  getting  chanc'd  to  Ihine, 
Their  birthright  honours  had  been  your's  or  mixe. 
Twas  a  mere  random  ftroke ;  and   (hould    the 

throne 
Eye  thee  with  favour,  proud  and  lordly  grown. 
Thou,  though  a  bard.might'ft  be  their  fellow  yet, 
Bu:  F:  lix  never  can  be  made  a  wit. 
No,  in  good  fulch — tha's  one  of  thofe  few  things 
Which  fate  hath  plac'd  beyond  the  reach  of  kings. 
Bards  may  be  lords,  but  'tis  not  in  the  cards, 
play  how  we  will,  to  turn  lords  into  bards. 

■i  i>arJ~p.  lord — Why  let  them  hand  in  hand 
G  •  forth  as  fr.ends,  and  travel  through  i he  land; 
Obierve  which  word  the  people  can  (iigeft 
lylolt  rcadil}',  which  goes  to  market  bell, 
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Which  gets  mod  credit ;  whether  men  willtrult 
A  iard  becaufe  they  think  he  may  be  juft; 
Or  on  a  lord  viiU  choofe  to  rifle  their  gains. 
Though /iWwVi;^-!?  in  that  point  flill  remains. 

A  iard — a  lord — let  reafoii  take  her  Icales, 
And  fairly  weigh  thole   words  ;  fee   which  pre- 
vails, 
Which  in  the  balance  lightly  kii-ks  the  beam. 
And  which  by  finkirg,  we  the  vidtor  deem. 

'  I'i-  done,  and  Hermes,  by  command  of  Jove, 
Summons  a  fynod  in  the  (acred  grove.  [high, 

Gods  throng  with  gods  to   take  their  chairs  on 
And  fit  in  (late  the  fenate  <  f  the  (ky ; 
Whilil,  in  a  kind  t  f  parliam  nt  btlow. 
Men  ftare  at  thofe  above,  and  want  to  knowr 
What  they're  tranfad:iig     Keafon  fake*  her  (land 
Jiift  in  the  midft,  a  'lalance  in  her  hand. 
Which  o  er  and  o'er  fhe  tries,  and  finds  it  true. 
From  either  fide,  condufted  full  in  view, 
A  man  comes  forth    of  figure  (Irange  and  queer; 
We  now  and  then  fee  fomethiiig  like  them  here. 

Theory?  was  meagre,  flimiy,  void  of  Hrength, 
But  naiuit  kindly  had  made  up  in  length 
What  flie  in  breadth  denied     Erecft  and  proud, 
A  head  and  fhouldcrs   aller  than  the  cr^  wti. 
He  deem'd  them  pigmie-  all :   looft  hung  his  fkie 
O'er  his  bare  bones  :   his  face  fo  very  thin, 
So  very  narrt  w,  and  fo  much  beat  out. 
That  phyfiognomifts  have  made  a  doubt, 
Proportirn  loll,  exprelTion  quite  forgot. 
Whether  it  could  be  call'd  a  face  or  not; 
At  end  of  it  howe'er,  unbbfs  d  with  beard. 
Some  twenty  fathom  length  of  chin  appear'd; 
With  legs,  which  we  might  well  conceive  that  fate 
Meant  .^nly  to  fupport  a  fpider's  weight, 
Firmly  he  drove  t"  tread,  and  with  a  firide 
Which  fliow'd  at  once  his  weaknefs  and  his  pride, 
Siiakiiig  himfelf  to  piece.s,  feem'd  to  cry, 
"  ublcrve  good  people,  how  I  fhake  the  fky." 

In  his  right  hand  a  paper  did  he  hold. 
On  which,  at  large,  in  charaifle*-s  of  gold, 
Dirrindl,  and  plain  for  thofe  who  run  to  fee, 
^'aint  Archibald  had  wrote  Z,  0,  Ji  D. 
This,  with  an  air  of  fcorn,  he  from  afar 
Twirl'd  into  reafon's  fcales,  and  on  that  bar, 
Which  from  his  foul  he  bated,  yet  admir'd, 
Q^ick  turn'd  his  back,  and  as  he  came  retir'd. 
I  he  judge  to  all  around  his  name  dedar'd  ; 
Each  goddcfs   tiiter'd,   each   god  laugh'd,  Jove 

(lar'd, 
And  the  whole  people  cried,  with  one  aecord, 
"  Good  Heaven  blefs  us  all,  is  that  a  lord !" 

such  was  the  Jirjt — the  f^co«d  was  a  man. 
Whom  nature  built  on  quite  a  difF'rent  plan  ; 
A  tear,  whom  from  the  moment  he  was  bora 
His  dam  deJpis'd,  and  left  unlUVd  in  fcorn  ; 
A  Bahcl,  which,  the  pow'i  of  art  outdone. 
She  could  not  finilh  when  (he  had  begun  ; 
An  u'ter  chaos,  out  of  which  no  might 
But  that  of  God  couid  ftrike  one  fpark  of  light. 

Broad  were  his  (boulders,  and  from  blade  t^ 
blade 

A  H n^'ight  at  full  length  have  laid ; 

VafI  wer«  his  bones,  his  mufcles  twilled  flrong; 

His  face  was  fhort,  but  broader  than  'twas  long; 

N  n  ij 
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His  features,  though  by  nature  they  were  large, 
Contentment  had  contriv'd  to  overcharge, 
■'And  bury  nieaninjr,  fave  that  we  might  fpy 
Senfe  low'ring  on  the  penthoufe  of  his  eye; 
His  arms  were  two  twin  oak>' ;  his  legs  fo  (lout 
That  they  might  bear  a  manfion-houfe  about ; 
Kor  were  tiiey,  look  biit  at  his  body  there, 
Dcfign'd  by  fate  a  much  lels  weight  to  bear. 

O'er  a  brown  caffock,  which  had  once  been  black, 
Which  hung  in  tatters  on  his  brawny  back, 
A  fight  mol>  Arange,  and  awkward  to  behold, 
He  threw  a  covering  oi  blue  and^oA/. 
Jufc  at  that  time  of  life,  when  man  by  rule, 
'l"he  fop  laid  down,  takes  up  the  graver  fool, 
He  darted  up  a  fop,  and,  fond  of  (how, 
Look'd  like  another  Hercules  turn'd  beau. 
A  fubi^Cl  met  with  only  now  and  then, 
Tviuch  fitter  for  the  pencil  than  the  pen  ; 
Hogarth  would  draw  him  (envy  muft  allow) 
E'en  to  the  life,  was  Hogarth  living  now. 

With  fuch  accoutrements,  with  luch  a  form, 
Much  like  a  porpoife  jufl:  befure  a  florm, 
Onw.ird  he  roil'd  :  a  laugh  prevail'd  around, 
E'en  J'lve  v/as  fecn  to  fimper  ;  at  the  found 
(Nor  was  the  caufe  unknown,  for  from  his  youth 
Himfelf  he  ftudied  by  the  giafs  of  truth) 
He  jnin'd  their  mirth,  nor  (hall  the  gods  condemn. 
If,  whilfl  they  laugh'd  at  him,  he  laugh'd  at  them. 
"Judge  Reafon  view'd  him  with  an  eye  of  grace, 
Look'd  through  his  foul,  and  quite  forgot  hi?  face, 
And,  from  h.is  hand  receiv'd,  with  fair  regard 
Plac'd  in  her  other  fcale  the  name  oi  Ljrd. 
Then  (for  (he  did  as  judges  ought  to  do, 
She  nothing  of  the  cafe  beforehand  krew, 
Nor  wifli'd  to  know ;  (he  never  ftretch'd  the  laws, 
Kor,  barely  to  anticipate  a  caufe, 
ConipellM  folicitors,  no  longer  free. 
To  (liow  thofe  briefs  (he  had  no  right  to  fee) 
Then  fne  with  equal  hand  her  fcales  held  out, 
Kor  did  the  caufj  one  moment  hang  in  doubt ; 
She  held  her  fcales  out  fair  to  public  view. 
The  lord,  as  fparks  fly  upward?,  upwards  flew. 
More  li^ht  than  air,  deceitful  in  the  weight;  ' 
The  ^ar</,  preponderating,  kipt  his  (late. 
Reafon  approv'd,  and  with  a  vo'ce.  whofe  found 
Shook  earth,  ihook  heaven,  on  the  cleared  ground, 
Vronouiicing  for  the  bardj  a  full  decree. 
Cried — "  J'hofe  mull  honour  thsm  who  honour  »;f; 
"  They  from  this  prefent  day,  where'er  1  reign, 
*'  In  their  own  right  precedence  (nail  obtain  : 
"  Merit  rules  here  ;  be  it  enough  thzt  bhtb 
"  Iii-..xicate«,  and  fways  the  fools  of  earth." 
Nor  think  that  here,  in  hatred  to  a  lord, 
I've  forjr'a  a  tale,  or  alter'd  a  record  ; 
Search  when  you  will  (1  am  not  now  in  fport) 
You'll  find  i'  regifler'd  in  reafon's  court. 

Nor  think  that  envy  hire  hath  ft  rung  ir.y  lyre, 
Tl-at  I  depreciate  what  I  mod  admire  ; 
And  look  on  'itles  with  an  eye  of  fcoro, 
Be^aufe  I  wa«  not  to  a  title  born. 
By  him  thaf  mat'.-  nie,  I  am  much  more  proud, 
More  iiii)  f;'fi.-fied  ro  i'.ave  a  crowd 

Point  at  me  as  I  pafs,  and  crv.— -"  That's  he 

"  A  po';r   but  honed  bard,  who  dares  be  free 
"  A'..idd  Corruption,"  than  to  have  a  train 
Of  liltk'ring  levecfl.ivcs,  to  make  me  vain 


Of  things  I  ought  to  blufh  for ;  to  run,  fly, 
And  live  but  in  the  motion  of  my  eye  ; 
When  I  am  lefs  than  man,  my  faults  t'  adore, 
And  make  me  think  that  I  am  fomcthing  more^ 

Recal  pad  times,  bring  back  the  days  of  old. 
When  the  great  noble  bore  his  honours  bold, 
And  in  the  face  of  peril,  when  he  dar'd 
Things  which  his  legal  baftard,  if  declar'd, 
Might  well  difcredit ;  faithful  to  his  truft. 
In  the  extremed  points  of  juftice  jud, 
Well  knowing  all,  and  lov'd  by  all  he  knew. 
True  to  his  king,  and  to  his  country  true; 
Honed  at  court,  above  the  baits  of  gain. 
Plain  in  his  drefs,  and  in  his  manners  plain ; 
Mod'rate  in  wealth,  gen'rous,  but  not  profufCj 
Well  worthy  riches,  for  he  knew  their  ufe  ; 
Po(re(rmg  much,  and  yet  deferving  more, 
Deferving  thofe  high  honours  which  he  wore 
With  eafc  to  all,  and  in  return  gain'd  fame. 
Which  all  men  paid,  becaufe  he  did  not  claim ; 
When  the  grim  war  was  plac'd  in  dread  array, 
Fierce  as  the  lion  roaring  for  his  prey, 
Or  lionefs  of  royal  whelps  foredone. 
In  peace,  as  mild  as  the  departing  fun, 
A  gen'ral  bleffing  wherefoe'er  he  turn'd. 
Patron  of  learning,  nor  himfclf  unlearn'd ; 
Ever  awake  at  pity's  tender  call, 
A  father  of  the  poor,  a  friend  to  all ; 
Recal  fuch  times,  and  from  the  grave  bring  back 
A  worth  like  this,  my  heart  (hall  bend  or  crack. 
My  dubborn  pride  give  way,  my  tongue  proclaim. 
And  ev'ry  mule  confpire  to  fwell  his  fame, 
Till  envy  (hall  to,  him  that  praife  allow 
Which  fhe  cannot  deny  to  Temple  now. 

This  judice  claims,  nor  fhall  the  bard  forget, 
Delighted  with  the  taCc,  to  pay  that  debt, 
Fo  pay  it  like  a  man,  and  in  his  lays, 
Sounding  fuch  worthy  prove  his  own  right  to  praife< 
But  let  not  pride  and  prejudice  mifdeem. 
And  think  that  empty  titles  are  my  theme; 
Titles  with  me  are  vain,  and  nothing  worth, 
I  rev'rence  virtue,  but  I  laugh  at  birth. 
Give  me  a  lord  that's  honed,  frank,  and  brave, 
I  am  his  friend,  but  cannot  be  hisflave; 
Thoujih  none  indeed  but  blockheads  would  pretend 
To  make  a  (lave  where  they  may  make  a  friend- 
I  love  his  virtues,  and  will  make  them  known, 
Confefs  his  rank,  but  can't  forget  my  own. 
Give  me  a  lord,  who,  to  a  title  born, 
Beads  nothing  el(e,  I'll  pay  him  fcorn  with  fcorn. 
What,  (hall  my  pride  (and  pride  is  virtue  here) 
Tamely  make  way,  if  fuch  a  wretch  appear  ? 
Shall  I  uncover'd  (land,  and  bend  my  knee 
To  fuch  a  fliadow  of  n«bility, 
A  (hred,  a  remnant .'    He  might  rot  unknown 
For  any  rral  merit  of  his  own, 
And  never  had  come  forth  to  public  note. 
Had  he  not  worn  by  chance  his  father's  coat. 

To  think  a  M worth  my  lead  regards, 

Is  treafon  to  the  majfjly  nf  bards. 

By  nature  form'a  (when  for  her  honour's  fake 
She  lomethingmort  than  common  drove  to  make, 
When,  overlooking  each  minute  defe(5l, 
And  all  too  eager  to  be  qi.ite  c^rrc<fl, 
In  her  full  heat  and  vigour  (he  impred 
Her  (lamp  racfl  drongly  on  the  favour'd  breaft' 
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The  hard,  nor  think  too  lightly  that  I  mean 
Thofe  little,  piddling  witlings,  who  o'erween 
Of  their  fmall  parts,  the  Murphys  of  the  ftage, 
The  Mafons  and  the  Whiteheads  of  the  at^e, 
Who  all  in  raptures  their  own  works  rehearfe. 
And  drawl  out  meafur'd  profe,  which  they  call 

verfe) 
The  real  hardf  whom  native  genius  fires, 
Whom  every  maid  of  Caftaiy  infpires, 
Let  him  confider  wherefore  he  was  meant, 
Let  him  but  anfwer  nature's  great  intent. 
And  fairly  weigh  hinifelf  with  other  men, 
Would  ne'er  debafc  the  glories  of  his  pen, 
Would  in  full  Uate,  like  a  true  monarch,  live, 
Nor  'bate  one  inch  of  his  prerogative. 

Methinks  I  fee  old  Wingate  frowning  here, 
(Wingate  may  in  the  feafon  be  a  peer. 
Though  now,  againft  his  will,  of  figures  fick. 
He's  forc'd  to  diet  on  arithmetic. 
E'en  whilft  he  envies  ev"ry  Jew  he  meets, 
Who  cries  old  clothes  to  fell  about  the  ftreets) 
Methinks  (his  iiund  with  future  honours  big, 
His  Tyburn  bob  tum'd  to  a  drefs'd  bag  wig) 
I  hear  him  cry — "  What  doth  this  jargon  mean  ? 
"  Was  ever  fuch  a  damn'd  dull  blockhead  feen  ? 

"   JVTajeJly  Bard  Prerogati-vt Difdain 

"  Hath  got  into,  and  turn'd  the  fellow's  brain  ; 
"  To  Bethlem  with  him — give  him  whips  and 

ftraw — 
"  I'm  very  fenfible  he's  mad  in  law. 
"  A  faucy  groom  who  trades  in  reafon,  thus 
"  To  fet  himfelf  upon  a  far  with  us  ; 
"   If  this  z&irrf 'j  fuffer'd,  and  if  that  there  fool 
"  May  when  he  pleafes  fend  us  all  to  fchool, 
"   Why  then  our  only  bufinefs  is  outright 
"  To  take  our  caps,  and  bid  the  world  good  night. 
"  I've  kept  a  bard  myfelf  this  twenty  years, 
"  But  nothing  of  this  kind  in  him  appears. 
"  He,  like  a  thorough  true-bred  fpaniel,  licks 
"  The  hand  which  cuffs  him,  and  the  foot  which 

kicks ; 
"  He  fetches  and  he  carries,  blacks  my  fhoes, 
"  Nor  thinks  it  a  difcredit  to  his  mufe  ; 
"  A  creature  of  the  right  cameleon  hue, 
"  He  wears  my  colours,  yellow  or  true  blue, 
"  Ju!t  as  I  wear  them;   '•'is  all  one  to  him 
"  Whether  I  change  through  confcience  or  through 

whim. 
*'  Now  this  is  fomething  like ;  on  fuch  ?.  plan 
"   A  bard  may  find  a  friend  in  a  great  man  ; 
"  But  this  pii'id  coxcomb — Zounds,  I  thought 

t^hat  all 
"  Of  this  queer  tribe  had  been  like  my  old  Paul." 

Injuriou-  thought  '    accuffed  be  the  tongue 
On  which  the  vile  infinuation  hung, 
The  heart  -here  'twa;  ;  ngTi  ier'd  I  Curftbe  thofe, 
TJiofe  i(7r(/j,  who  not  thcKili-lves  alone  expofe, 
But  me,  but  all,  and  make  tht  very  name 
By  v^'hich  they're  call'd  a  ftand'ng  mark  of  fhame. 

Talk  not  of  cuftom — 'tis  the  coward's  plea, 
Current  v;ith  foolv  bu'  paffes  not  with  me  ; 
An  old  ftale  trick,  which  guilt,  hath  often  tried 
By  numbers  to  o'crpow'r  the  better  fide. 
Why  tell  me  the-,  that  fiom  the  birth  of  rhyme, 
a.i3t£er  when,  down  to  the  prefent  time, 


As  by  th'  original  decree  of  fate, 

Bards  have  prutecflion  fought  amongft  the  great ; 

Conicious  of  weaknefs,  hive  applied  to  tht-m 

As  vines  to  elms,  and  twining  round  their  item, 

Flourifh'd  on  high  ;  to  gain  tliis  wifli'd  fupport, 

E'en  Virgil  to  Mxcenas  paid  hiscnurt  ? 

As  to  the  cuftom,  'tis  a  point  agreed, 

But  'twas  a  foolifh  diffidence,  not  need. 

From  which  it  rofe  r  had  hards  but  iruly  known 

That    ftrength,    which   is    moft   propc-Jy    their 

own, 
Without  a  lord,  unpropp'd,  they  might  have  ftood, 
And  over:opp'd  thole  giants  of  the  wood. 

But  why,  when  prelcnt  times  my  care  engage, 
Muft  I  go  back  to  the  Atiguftan  age  ? 
Why,  anxious  for  the  living,  am  1  led 
Into  the  manfions  of  the  ancient  dead  ? 
Can  they  find  patrons  no  where  but  at  Rome, 
And  muft  I  i'eek  Ma'cenas  in  the  tomb  ? 
Na.mc  but  a  Wingati ,  twenty  fools  of  note 
Start  up,  and  from  report  Ma-t.  nas  quiite; 
U:ider  his  colours7o,-ai  arc  proud  to  fi^ht. 
Forgetting  that  Mscenas  was  a  kn'aht ; 
They  mention  him,  as  if  to  ufe  hi    .-ims 
Was  in  foni';  meafure  tt)  partake  his  fame, 
Th  )i)gh  Viriril,  were  he  living,  in  the  ftreet 
Miglir  rot  for  them,  or  perilh  in  the  Fleet. 
See  how  they  redden,  and  the  charg-^  difclaim— 
Virgil,  and  in  the  /'/frf/  — Forbid  ir,  fiiame. 
Hence,  ye  vain  boailers,  to  the  Fleet  repair. 
And  aflc,  with  bluihes  alk,  if  Llovb  is   here  *. 
Patrons,  in  days  oi  yore,  v/ere  men  of  fenfe, 
Were  men  of  tafte,  and  had  a  fair  pretence 
l"o  rule  in  letters.—Some  of  them  were  heard 
Vo  read  off  hand,  and  never  fpell  a  word  ; 
Sonje  of  them  :co,  to  luch  a  monilrous  hc'ght 
Was  lear-ing  rifen,  for  themfelves  could  write, 
.'\nd  kept  their  fecrctaries,  as  the  great 
Do  many  other  fooliih  things,  for  flate. 

Our  patrons  are  of  quite  a  diff'rcnt  flrain. 
With  neither  fenfe  nor  tafte,  ag.iinft  the  grain. 
They  patronize  for  fail)i'.ri  I'^ke — no 'more — 
And  ke-'p  a  hard,  jult  as  they  keep  a  ivhore. 
Melcombef  (on  fuch  occafion  1  am  joih 
To  name  the  dead)  was  a  rare  proof  of  both. 
Some  cf  them  would  be  puzzled  e'en  to  read, 
Nor  could  deferve  their  clergy  by  their  creed; 
Others  can  write,  but  fuch  ^patran  h-ind, 
A  Willes  \  Ihould  alwnys  at  our  elbow  fland  ; 
Many,  if  begg'd,  a  chin  cellar,  of  right. 
Would  order  into  keeping  at  firft  light. 
rhofe  who  {land  fairell  to  tlic-  pu  );ic  view. 
Take  to  themfelves  the  praife  to  others  due  ; 
They  rob  the  very  Jpital.  ?nd  make  free 

With  thofe,  alas!  who've  lead  to  fpare Wc  fee, 

-hath  not  had  a  word  to  fay. 

Since  winds  and  wa>fesbore  Sinqrlefpeech  away. 

Patrons  in  days  of  yore,  like  patrons  now, 
Expe<a:ed  that  the  Lard  ihould  make  his  bow 

*   Lloyd  died  in  the  Fleet,  Bee,  I5,  1'](iS„  Jhortly 
after  the  publication  of  this  poem. 

f    Cjeorge   Bubb   Dodingtcn,    Lord  Z'ldcon.he.      He 
died  July  a8,  176^. 

|;  Dscypherer  ta  the  flats. 
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At  coming  in.  and  ev'ry  now  anrl  then 

Hint  to    he  worKI  that  th.  y  were  more  than  men  ; 

IjU',  like  the  paTons  of  the  prelintday, 

They  never  bi  k'd  the  poet  of  his  pay. 

Virjri'  lov'd  rural  rafe,  and,  far  from  harm,        , 

Mscer.as  fix'd  him  in  a  neat,  frug  farm, 

Where  he  miglu  free  from  trouble,  pafs  his  days 

In  his  own  way,  and  pay  his  rent  in  praife. 

Horace  lov'd  wine,  aod,  through   his  friend  at 

court. 
Could  buy  it  off  the  quay  in  ev'rv  port ; 
Horace  lov'd  r.iirth,  Mscenas  lov'd  it  too. 
They  met,  they  laugh'd,  as  Guy  *  and  I  may  do, 
Nor  in  tiiofe  moments  paid  the  leai*  refjard 
To  wl:ich  was  min'ijier,  a':d  which  was  bard. 

Not  fo  ou"  puTons — grave  ai^  ^rave  can  be, 
Tliey  knciv  themfehiei.  they  keep  up  dgnity; 
JBardi  are  a  forward  race,  nor  is  it  fir 
That  men  if  fortune  rank  with  men  of  wit ; 
Wit,  if  familiar  made,  will  find  her  ftrength — 
'Ti-  beft  to  keep  her  weak  and  at  arms- length. 
'Tis  well  enoueh  for  bards   if  patroii«  give, 
pioni  hand  to  mouth   the  fcanty  mi-an^  to  live. 
Such  is  their  language,  and  iheir    ra(ftict  fuch 
They  promife  httlt ,  and  (hey  give  not  n  uch 
Let  the  weak  bard,  with  proftitutcd  drain,  [dain  ; 
Praife  that  p  oud  Scot,  whom  all  good  men  dif- 
What'''  his  reward  .''   Why,  his  own  fame  undone, 
He  may  obtain  a  patent  for  'he  run 
Of  his  lord'-  kitchen,  ana  have  ai:  pie  time, 
With  offal  fed,  to  cout  ihe  co' k  in  rh^me; 
Or  (if  he  ftrives  true  paVriits  to  difgrace) 
IMay  at  the  fecond  table  get  a  pl.'ce. 
With  fomewhat  gre«ter  ilavt  s  allow'd  to  dine, 
And  play  at  crambo  ■  'er  his  gill  of  wine. 

And  are  there  bards,  who  on  creation's  file 
■St.ind  rank'd  as  men,  who  brea-he  m  this  fair  ifle 
The  air  of  freedom   with  fo  little  gall. 
So  low  a  fpirit,  proflracc  thus  to  fall 
Before  thele  idols,  and  without  a  groan 
£ear   wrongs    might   call  forth  murmurs  from  a 

ftone? 
Better  and  much  more  noble,  to  abjure 
The  fight  of  men,  and  in  fome  cave,  fecure 
From  all  the  outrages  c  f  pride,  to  fcafl 
On  nature's  falacis,  and  be  free  at  kaft. 
Better  (though  that,  to  fay  the  truth,  isworfe 
Than  almoft  any  other  modern  curfe) 
Difcard  all  fenfe,  divorce  the  thanklcfs  mufe, 
Critics  commence,  and  write  in  the  rcvieivs ; 
Write  without  tremor,  Griffiths  cannot  read  ; 
No  fool  can  fail,  wheie  Langhorne  can  fucceed. 

But  (not  to  makf  a  h'ave  and  honeft  pride 
Try   thofe  means  firft,  fhe   mufl   difdain  when 

tried) 
There  are  a  tboufand  ways,  a  thoufand  arts, 
By  which,  and  fairiy,  men  of  real  parts 
May  gain  a  living,  gain  what  nature  craves; 
Let  thofe.  who  pine  for  more,  live,  and  be  flaves. 
Our  real  wants  in  a  fmall  cnmpafs  lie, 
But  lawlefs  appetite  with  eager  eye, 
Kept  in  a  conflant  fever,  more  requires, 
And  we  are  burnt  up  with  our  own  defires. 

*  A  FrenebmMn,/€tritar»i  to  Mr,  Wilieu 


H  nee  out  d.-.pender.ce,  hfnce  our  flav'ry  fpringsj. 
Binds,  if  contented   are  as  great  as  kings. 
Ourfclves  are  to  ourfelves  the  caiife  of  ill ; 
We  may  be  in<!cpendrnt,  if  we  will. 
1  he  man  who  (uits  his  fpirit  to  hi-  date. 
Stands  <  n  an  -  qu,>l  footing  <Aith  the  (rreat ;      \^ 
Moiiulf  theml'clv(  s  are  n^  t  more  rich,  and  he 
•Vlio  rule-  the  tn^tlifh  nation,  not  more  free. 
Chains  were  not  forg'd  more  durable  and  ftronif 
For  barJsxha.n  others,  but  they've  worn  them  long. 
And  therefore  wear  them  ilill ;  they've  quite  for- 

gt 
Wi  at  frredom  i-,  and  therefore  prize  her  not. 
Could  they,  thoujih  in  their  fletp,  could  they  but 

know 
Ihe  bleflinys  which  from  independence  flow; 
Could  they  but  have  a  fbort  and  tranfient  gleam 
Of  libr-rry.  th  ugh  'twas  but  in  a  dream  ; 
rhey  would  no  more  in  bondage  bend  their  knee^- 
But,  ot  ct  made  freemen    /.cHild  be  always  free. 
The  mufe,  if  fhe  one  mom-nt  freedom  gains. 
Can  never  more  fubmit  to  fing  in  chiins. 
Bred  if  a  cage,  fnr  from  the  feather'd  throng. 
The  bird  re  ays  his  keeper  with  his  f<  ng. 
But  if  Ibme  play'ul  child  fets  wide  the  do^T, 
\broad  he  flirs.  and  thinks  of  home  n--  more. 
With  lovc  of  liberty  begins  to  burn, 
\uA  rather  flarves  than  to  his  cage  return. 

Hull.  Indep f.dence — by  true  realon  taught. 
How  fe'-    !.  ve  known,  and  priz'd   thee   as  they 

ought, 
some  give  thee  up  frr  riot ;   fme,  like  boys, 
R-figii  thee,  in  rheir  childifh  moods,  for  t^  ys  ; 
Ambifif  n  f  me,  fome  avarice  miflads. 
And  ill  b  'th  cafes  iiidei  cndence  bleeds: 
^  broad,  in  queff  ol  thee,  how  many  roam, 
Nor  know  they  had  thee  in  their  reach  at  home; 
-•■mc,  thi  ugK  about  their  paths,  their  bed-  abuu^ 
Have  never  had  the  fenle  to  fiij  thee  "it ; 
Others,  wh(   know  of  what  they  are  polTcfs'd, 
Like  feaitul  mifcrs,  lock  thee  in  a  cbefl, 

or  have  the  refoliition  to  p;odi:ce 
In  thefe  bad  times,  and  bring  thee  forth  for  ufe. 
Hail,    Independence — though  thy    name's  fcarce 

known. 
Though  thou,  alas'  art  nutof  fafhion  grown, 
Though  all  dtf,  ife  thee,  I  will  not  ilef  i(e. 
Nor  live  one  moment  longer  than  I  pi  ize 
rhy  preit.nce,  and  erjoy  :   by  angry  fate 
Bow  d    down,   and    almofl   crufli'd,    thou   cam'fi, 

though  lare, 
Thou  cam'fl:  upon  me,  like  a  fecend  birth, 
Atn:  made  me  know  what  !ife  was  truly  worth. 
Hail   Independence — never  may  my  cot, 
■  ill  I  forget  thee,    be  by  thre  forgot; 
Thither,  O  thither   oftentimes  repair  ; 
Cotes  I',  whom  thou  lov'ft  too,  (hall  meet  thee 

there  , 
All  thoughts,  but  what  arife  from  joy,  give  o'er; 
Peace  dwells  within,  and  law  fhail  gua'  <\  the  door, 
O'erweening  bard  !   law  guard  thy  door,  whaC 

law  ' 
The  law  of  England  ? To  controul,  and  awc 

•  Humphrey  Cotet, 
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Tliofe  faucy  hope5,  to  ftrifee  that  fpirit  dumb, 
Behold,  in  (late,  adminiftration  come. 

Why  let  her  come,  in  all  her  terrors  too ; 
I  dare  to  fufFer  all  (he  dares  to  do 
I  know  her  malice  well,  and  know  her  pride, 
1  know  her  (Irength,  hut  will  not  change  my  fide. 
This  melting  ma(s  of  flelh  (he  may  controul 
With  iron  ribs,  (lie  cannot  chain  my  loul. 
No — to  the  laft  refolv'd  her  worft  to  bear, 
I'm  ftill  at  hrge,  atid  i>ide/>e/:i/ent  there. 

Where  is  this  miniftcr  ?   Where  is  the  band 
Of  ready  flaves,  who  at  histlbow  (land 
To  hear,  ^nd  to  perform  his  wicked  will  ? 
Why   for  the  fird  time,  are  they  flow  to  ill  ? 
When  fome  grand  adl  'gainft  law  is  to  be  done, 

Doth (Ictp  .  doth  bloodhound  run 

To  L ,  and  worry  'ho(e  fmall  deer, 

When  he  might  do  more  prtciou-  milchief  here  .' 
Doth  Webb  turn  tail  ?  Do;h  he  refufe  to  draw 
Illfgal  warrants  ;  and  tn  call  them  law  ?         [run, 
Doth  Webb,  at  Guildford  kick'd,  from  Guildford 
With  that  cold  lump  of  unbak'd  dough,  his  fon, 
And,  his  more  honell  rival  Ketch  to  cheat, 
Purchafe  a  burial-place  where  three  ways  meet  ? 

Etlieve  it  not ;  is ftill. 

And  never  fleeps,  wht- n  he  (hould  wake  to  ill ; 
'  doth  lelTer  mifchiefs  by  the  bye. 

The  great  ones  till  the  term  in  /e.io  lie  ; 
Webb  lives,  and,  to  the  ftrii5teft  jiiftice  true, 
Scorns  to  defraud  the  hangman  of  his  due. 

O  my  poor  country — weak  and  overpowcr'd 
By  thine  own  fons — eat  to  the  bone?— devour'd 
By  vipers,  which,  in  thine  own  entrails  Ijr^d, 
Prey  on  thy  life,  and  with  thy  blood  are  fed, 
With  unavailing  grief  thy  wrongs  [  lee, 
And,  for  myfelf  not  feeling,  feel  for  thee. 
1  grieve,  but  can't  derpair---for,  lo,  at  hand 
Freedom  prefents  a  choice,  bur  faithful  band 
Of  loyal  patriots,  men  who  greatly  dare 
In  fuch  a  noble  caufe,  men  fit  to  bear 
The  weight  of  empires  ;  fortune,  rani,  and  fenfe, 
Virtue^  and  knoivledgc,  Icagu'd  with  eloquence, 
March  in  their  ranks,   freedom  from  tile  to  file 
Darts  her  delighted  eye,  and  with  a  fmile 
Approves  her  honefr  ft-ns,  whilft  down  her  cheek. 
As  'twere  by  flealth  (her  heart  too  full  to  fpeak) 
One  tear  in  filence  creeps,  one  honeft  tear, 
And  fecms  to  fay,  "  Why  is  not  Granby  here  ?'' 

O  ye  brave /^-u;.  in  whom  we  ftill  n'ay  find 
A  love  of  viitue,  freedom,  and  mankind, 
Go  forth,  in  majefty  of  woe  array'd, 
.  See,  at  your  feet  y^  ur  country  kneels  for  aid, 
And  (maiy  if  her  children  traitors  grown) 
Ki  eels  to  thofe  fons.flie  ftili  can  call  her  own  ; 
Sttming  to  breathe  her  laft  in  ev'ry  breath. 
She  kr.eels  for  freedom,  or  (he  begs  for  death--- 
Fly  then,  each  duteous  fon,  each  EngUfh  chief, 
And  to  your  drooping  parent  bring  relief. 
Go  forth — nor  let  the  (yren  voice  of  tafe 
Tempt  ye  to  fieep,  whilft  tempefts  fwell  the  feas; 
Go  firth — nor  let  the  hy^ocnly,  whofe  tongue 
Wrh  mmy  a  fair,  falfe,  fatal  art  is  hung. 
Like  Bethel's  fawning  pr<  phet,  crols  yiur  way, 
When  your  great  errand  brooks  not  t>f  delay; 
I«lor  let  vain  fear,  who  cries  to  all  (he  meets. 
TrcmbJing  and  pale—"  A  hon  in  the  llrtets"— 


Damp  your  free  fpirits;  let  not  threats  affright, 
Nor  bribes  corrupt,  nor  flatteries  delight. 
Be  as  one  man — concord  fuccefs  enfures— 
(here's  not  an  tnglilh  heart  but  what  is  youri. 
Go  forth— and  virtue  ever  in  your  fight, 
sh;*ll  be  your  guide  by  day,  your  guard  by  night — > 
Go  forth  the  chanpions  of  your  native  land, 
And  may  the  battle  profper  in  your  hand — 
It  may,  muft — Yec;ini;ot  be  withftood — 
Be  your  heaiC  honeft,  as  your  caufe  is  good. 

THE  JOURNEY. 


Some  of  myfr'undi  {inr friends  I  muft  fuppofe         j' 
All,  who,  not  darin>i  to  appear  my  Iocs  / 

Feign  great  gooii-wili,  and  not  more  full  of  fpite 
Than  foil  of  craft,  under  falfe  colours  fight) 
Sofiie  >  f  my  friends  i^fo  lavifhly  I  print) 
As  more  in  forrow  than  in  aiijjet,  hint 
(  Though  that  indeed  (carce  will  admit  a  doubt) 
That  1  (hall  run  my  (lock  of  genius  out. 
My  no  great  ftrck,  and,  publifliing  fo  faft, 
Muft  needs  become  a  bankrupt  at  the  laft. 

•'    The  hufbandman,  to  Ipare  a  thankful  foil, 
"    Which,  rich  in  difpofiilon,  pays  his  toil 
"   Morethan  a  hundredfold,  which  (wells his  ftore 
"  E'en  to  his  wilh,  and  makes  hi'*  barns  run  o'er, 
"   By  long  experience  taught  who  teaches  bcft, 
•'   Foregoes  his  hoprs  a  while,  and  gives  it  reft. 
"   The  land,  allow'd  its  loffes  to  repair, 
"  Refrefti'd,  and  full  in  ftrength,  delights  to' wear 
"    A  fccond  youth,  and  to  the  farmer'*  eyes 
"»  Bids  richer  crop-  and  double  harvefts  rife. 

"  Nor  think  this  pradice  to  the  earth  coiifin'd, 
"  It  reaches  to  the  culture  <.£  the  mind. 
"  The  mind  of  man  craves  reft,  a>  d  cannot  bear, 
"  Though  next  in  pow'r  to  God's  continual  care. 
"  Genius  himfelf  (nor  here  let  genius  frown) 
"  Muft,  to  enfure  his  vigour,  be  laid  down, 
"  And  fallow'd  well :  had  Chur^chiil  known  but 
"  this,  [mifs, 

"  Which  the  moft  flight  ohferver  fcarce  could 
"   He  might  have  fiounfh  d  twenty  years  or  more, 
"  Though  now,  alas .'    poor  man  I    worn  out  ia 
"  four." 
Recover'd  from  the  vanity  of  youth, 
I  feel,  alas  I   this  melancholy  truth. 
Thanks  to  each  cordial,  each  advifing  friend. 
And  am,  if  not  too  late,  relolv'd  to  mend, 
Refolv'd  to  give  fome  refpire  to  my  pen. 
Apply  mylelf  once  more  to  books  and  men. 
View  what  is  prefent,  what  is  part  review. 
And  my  old  ftock  exhaufted,  lay  in  new. 
For  twice  fix  moons  (ler  winds,  turn'd  porters,  beat 
This  oath  to  Heav'n)  for  tv;icc  fix  moons,  1  fweat 
No  niufe  fhall  tempt  me  with  herfyren  lay, 
Nor  draw  me  trom  improvement's  thorny  way  S 
Verfe  1  abjure,  nor  will  forgive  that  fiiend. 
Who  ill  my  hearing  fliall  a  rhyme  commend. 

It  ciipt.ot  be—  Whether  I  wiil,  or  no. 
Such  as  they  are,  m.y  thoughts  in  meafures  flow, 
C'-nvinc'd,  determin'd,  I  in  profe  begin 
But  ere  I  write  one  Icntence,  verfe  creeps  in,[Ii^t, 
And  taints  mc  thr(  ugh  andthiough  :  by  thisg09|i 
In  vtrfc  1  talk  by  day,  1  dream  by  right ; 
N  a  ii^ 
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•    If  now  and  then  I  curfe,  my  curfes  chime, 
Nor  can  I  pray,  unlefs  1  pray  in  rhyme. 
L'en  now  I  err,  in  fpite  of  common  fcnfe, 
And  my  conftrflion  doubles  my  offence. 

Refl  then,  my  friends — fpare,  fpare  your  pre 
clous  breath. 
And  be  your  flunibers  not  lefs  found  than  death ; 
Perturbed  fpiiits  reft,  nor  thus  appear 
To  wafte  your  counfels  in  a  fpendthrift's  ear; 
On  your  grave  leffons  I  cannot  fubfift. 
Nor  e'en  in  verfe  become  economijl ; 
Reft  then,  my  frkiuh,  nor,  hateful  to  my  eyes, 
Let  envy  in  the  fhape  cf  pity  rife 
To  blaft  me  ere  my  time;  with  patience  wait, 
(Tis  no  long  interval)  propitious  fate 
Shall  glut  your  pride,  and  ev'ry  fon  of  phlegm 
Find  ample  room  to  cenfure  and  condemn. 
Read  fome  three  hundred  lines  (no  eafy  taik; 
But  probably  the  lad  that  I  fliali  aflc), 
And  give  me  up  for  ever  ;  wait  one  hour, 
Nay  not  fo  much,  revenge  is  in  your  pow'r, 
And  ye  may  cry,  "  Ere  time  h.ath  turn'd  his  glafs, 
*•  l-o  !  what  -jw  prophefy'd  is  come  to  pafs." 

Let  thofe,  who  poetry  in  poems  claim. 
Or  not  read  this,  or  cnly  read  to  blame  ; 
J>ct  thofe,  who  are  by  ficftion's  charms  enflav'd. 
Return  me  thanks  for  half-a-crown  well  I'av'd; 
Let  thofe,  who  love  a  little  gall  in  rhyme, 
Pofipone  their  purchafe  now,  and  call  next  time  ; 
Let  thofe,  who,  void  cf  nature,  look  for  art : 
Take  up  their  money,  and  In  peace  depart ; 
Let  thofe,  who  energy  ofdicftion  prize, 
For  Billingfgate  quit  Flexney,  and  be  wife  ; 
Here  is  no  lie,  no  gall,  no  art,  no  force  ; 
Alean  are  the  words,  and  fucli  a.s  come  of  courfe, 
The  fubjedi  not  lefs  fimple  than  the  lay  ; 
A  plain,  unlabour'd  Journey  of  a  day. 

Far  from  me  now  be  ev'ry  tuneful  maid, 
I  neither  aik,  nor  can  receive  their  aid. 
Fcgafus  turn'd  into  a  common  hack, 
Alone  I  jog,  and  keep  the  beaten  track, 
Nor  would  I  have  the  fillers  of  the  hill 
Behold  their  bard  in  fuch  a  difliabille. 
Abfent,  but  only  abfent  for  a  time, 
Ldt  them  carefs  fome  dearer  fon  of  rhyme  ; 
Let  them,  as  far  as  decency  permits, 
Without  fufpicion,  play  the  fool  with  wits, 
'Gainft  fools  be  guarded;   'tis  a  certain  rule, 
Wits  are  fafe  things,  there's  danger  in  a  fool,  r 
Let  them,  though  modeft,  Gray  more  modeft 
Woo ; 
Let  them  with  Mafon  Meat,  .nnd  bray,  and  coo; 
Let  them  v/ith  Frankliti,  proud  of  fome  fmldl  Ureek,' 
M:;ke  Sophocles  ditfguis'd,  in  Engliih  fpeak  ; 
L&t  them  with  Glover  o'er  Medea  doze  ;    - 
Let  them  with  Dodfley  wail  Cletine's  woes, 
Whilft  he,  f:tie  feeling  creature,  all  in  tears, 
Ivliltsas  they  melt,  and  weeps  wi?h  weeping  peers; 
Let  them  with  fmiple  Whitehead,  taught  to  creep, 
yiJcc:  and  foft,  lay  Fontenelle  afleep'^  ; 
■I't'/c  them  with  Brown  contrive,  no  vulgar  ttick, 
To  -cure  the  dead,  and  make  the  living  lick  f  j 

'''■'Set   the  Scbtol  for  Lovers,  by  Mr^H^lUbead', 

tMiit  f: oniFontendle.'     '       •■-';•  'r.      •'■' j  ■>•,•  • 
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Let  them  in  charity  to  Murphy  give 
Soaie  old  French  piece,  that  he  may  fteal  and  live; 
Let  them  with  antic  Foote  fubfcriptions  get. 
And  advertifc  a  fummer-houfe  of  wit. 

Thus,  or  in  any  better  way  they  pleafe, 
While  thefe  great  men,  or  with  great  men  like 

thefe. 
Let  them  their  appetite  for  laughter  feed  : 
I  on  my  Journey  all  alone  proceed. 

If  fafhionable  grown,  and  fond  of  pow'r, 
With  bum'rous  Scots  let  them  difport  their  hour  : 
Let  them  dance,  fairy-like  round  Offian's  tomb  ; 
Let  them  forge  lies  and  bi/laries  for  Hume.; 
Let  them  with  Home,  the  very  prince  of  verfc, 
Make  fomething  like  a  tragedy  in  Erfe  ; 
Under  dark  allegory's  flimfy  veil 
L,tt  them  with  Ogilvy  fpin  out  a  tale 
Of  rueful  length  ;  let  them  plain  things  obfcurCj 
Debafe  what's  truly  rich,  and  what  is  poor 
Make  poorer  {till  by  jargon  moft  uncouth ; 
With  ev'ry  pert,  prim  prettinefs  of  youth 
Born  cf  falfe  tafte,  with  fancy  (like  a  child 
Not  knowing  what  it  cries  for)  running  wild. 
With  bloated  flyle,  by  affedlation  taught, 
With  much  falfe  colouring,  and  little  thought, 
With  phrafes  flrange,  and  dialed  decreed 
By  reafon  never  to  have  pafs'd  the  Tiveed, 
With  words  which  nature  meant  each  others  foe, 
Forc'd  to  compound  whether  they  will  or  no; 
With  fuch  materials,  let  them,  if  they  will, 
To  prove  at  once  their  pleafantryand  fkill, 
Build  up  a  bard  to  war  'gainft  common  fenfe, 
By  way  of  compliment  to  Providence; 
Let  them  wirh  Armftrong,  taking  leave  of  fenfe, 
Read  mufty  letSures  on  kr.evo'.siice. 
Or  con  the  pages  of  his  gaping  t/^y. 
Where  all  his  former  fame  was  thrown  away. 
Where  all  but  barren  labour  was  forgot. 
And  the  vain  ftiffnefs  of  a  letter  d  Scot; 
Let  them  with  Armftrong  pafs  the  term  of  light. 
But  not  one  hour  of  darknefs  ;  when  the  night 
S'lfpcnds  this  mortal  coil,  when  memory  v/akes. 
When  for  our  paft  mifdoings  confcience  takes 
A  deep  revenge,  when  by  refledlion  led, 
She  draws  his  curtains,  and  looks  comfort  dead. 
Let  ev'ry  mufe  be  gone  ;  in  vain  he  turns 
And  tries  to  pray  for  fleep ;  an  j5itna  burns, 
A  more  than  .ffitna  in  his  coward  breall. 
And  guilt,  witii  vengeance  arm'd,  forbids  him  reft 
Though   foft    as   plumage  from  young  zephyr's 

wing, 
His  couch  feems  hard,  and  no  relief  can  bring. 
iHgratiiude  hath  planted  daggers  there. 
No  good  man  can  deferve,  no  brave  man  bear. 

Thus,  or  in  any  better  way  they  pleafe 
With  thefe  great  men,  or  with  great  men    like 

thefe, 
Let  ihe:T3  their  appetite  for  laughter  feed ; 
I  on  my  Journey  all  alone  proceed. 

DEDICATION  TO  CHURCHILL'S  SER- 
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HEA'LTH  to  great  Glofter — from  a  man  ua- 

known, 
'Who  holds  thy. health  as  dearly  as  his  OYrn.- 
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Accept  this  greeting — nor  let  modeft  fear 
Call  tip  one  maiden  blufti — I  mean  not  here 
To  wound  with  flattery — 'tis  a  villain's  art, 
And  fuits  not  with  the  franknefs  of  my  heart. 
Truth  beft  becomes  an  crtbodox  divine, 
And,  fpite  of  hell,  that  charader  is  mine  : 
To  fpeak  e'en  bitter  truths  I  cannot  fear  ; 
But  truth,  my  L»rd,  is  panegyric  here. 

Health  to  great  Glofter — nor,  tlirough  love  of  eafe, 
Which  all  priefts  love,  let  this  addrefs  difpleafe. 
I  alk  no  favour,  not  one  note  I  crave, 
And  when  this  bufy  brain  refts  in  the  grave, 
(For  till  that  time  it  never  can  have  reft) 
1  will  not  trouble  you  with  one  bequeft ; 
Some  humbler  friend,  my  mortal  jouj-ney  done, 
More  near  in  blood,  a  nephew,  or  afon, 
In  that  dread  hour  executor  I'll  leave  ; 
For  I,  alas !  have  many  to  receive. 
To  give  but  little — to  great  Glofter  health  ; 
Nor  let  thy  true  and  proper  love  of  wealth 
Here  take  a  f;i!fe  alarm — in  purfe  though  poor. 
In  fpirit  I'm  right  proud,  nor  can  endure 
The  mention  cf  a  bribe — thy  pocket's  free, 
1,  though  dedicator,  fcorn  a  fee. 
Let  thy  own  offspring  all  thy  fortunes  fhare  ; 
I  would  not  Allen  rob,  nor  Allen's  heir. 

Think  not,  a  thought  unworthy  thy  great  foul, 
Which  pomps  of  this  world  never  could  contrcml, 
Which  never  ofFer'd  up  at  power's  vain  (brine. 
Think  not  that  pomp  and  pow'r  can  work  on  mine. 
'Tis  not  t*iy  name,  though  that  indeed  is  great, 
'Tis  not ;       tinfel  trumpery  of  ftate, 
*Tis  not  ti  ■•  :itle,  docflor  though  thou  art, 
Tis  not  t      mitre,  which  hath  won  my  heart. 
State  is  a  tarce,  names  are  but  empty  things, 
Degrees  are  bought,  and,  by  miflalcen  kings, 
Titles  are  oft  milplac'd;  mitres,  which  fhine 
So  bright  in  other  eyes,  are  dull  in  mine, 
Unlel's  fet  off  by  virtue  :  who  deceives 
Under  the  facrcd  fandlion  of  laivn  Jlec-aes^ 
Enhances  guilt,  commits  a  double  fin  ; 
So  fair  without,  and  yet  fo  foul  within. 
'Tis  not  thy  outward  form,  thy  eafy  mien, 
Tiiy  fweet  complacency,  thy  brow  ferene. 
Thy  open  front,  thy  love-commanding  eye, 
Where  fifty  cupids,  as  in  ambufti,  lie. 
Which  can  from  fixty  to  fixteen  impart, 
The  force  of  iove,  and  point  his  blunted  dart ; 
'Tis  not  thy  face,  though  that  by  nature's  made 
An  index  to  thy  foul,  though  there  difplay'd 
We  fee  thy  mind  at  large,  and  through  thy  {kin 
Peeps  out  that  courtefy  which  dwells  within  ; 
'Tis  not  thy  birth,  for  that  is  low  as  mine. 
Around  our  heads  no  lineal  glories  Ihine — 
But  what  is  birth — when,  to  delight  mankind, 
Heralds  can  make  thofe  arms  they  cannot  find ; 
When  thou  art  to  thyfelf,  thy  fire  unknown, 
A  whole  Welch  genealogy  alone  ? 
No,  'tis  thy  inward  man,  thy  proper  worth, 
Thy  right  juft  eftimation  here  on  earth. 
Thy  life  and  dodtrine  uniformly  join'd, 
And  flowing  from  that  wholefome  fource   thy 

mind, 
Thy  known  contempt  of  perfecution's  rod, 
Thy  charity  for  man,  thy  love,  of  God, 


Thy  faith  in  Chrlft,  fo  well  approved  'mongft  men, 
Which  now  give  life  and  utterance  to  my  pen : 
Thy  virtue,  not  thy  rank,  demands  my  lays ; 
'Tis  not  the  bilhop,  b'jt  the  iaint  I  praife. 
Rais'd  by  that  theme,  I  foar  on  wings  more  ftrong, 
And  burft  forth  into  praife  'vjrhheld  too  long. 

Much  did  I  wilh,  tea  whi'ft  I  kept  thofe  flieep, 
Which,  for  my  curfe.  I  was  ordain'd  to  keep  ; 
Ordaiii'd,  alas !  to  keep  through  need,  not  choice, 
Thofe  fher-p  which  never  heard  their  Ihepherd'i 

voice,  [way. 

Which  did  not  know,  yet  would  not  learn  their 
Which  fVray'd  themfelvcs,  yet  griev'd  that  1  fhouli 

Urny, 
Thofe  flieep,  which  my  good  father  (on  his  bier 
Let  filial  duty  drop  the  pious  tear) 
Kept  well,  yet  ftarv'd  himfelf;  e'en  at  that  time, 
Whilft:  I  was  pure,  and  innocent  of  rhyme, 
Whilft,  facred  dullnefsever  in  my  view. 
Sleep  at  my  bidding  crept  from  pew  to  pew. 
Much  did  I  wifh,  though  little  could  I  hope, 
A  friend  in  him  who  was  the  friend  of  Pope. 

His  hand,  faid  I,  my  youthful  lleps  (hall  gaidc. 
And  lead  me  fafe  where  thoufands  fall  befide  ; 
His  temper,  his  experience  (hall  controul. 
And  hufli  to  peace  the  tempeft  of  my  foul ; 
His  judgment  teach  me,  from  the  critic  fchool^ 
How  not  to  err,  and  how  to  err  by  rule; 
Inflriicft  me,  mingle  profit  with  delight, 
Where  Pope  was  wrong,  where  Shakfpeare  was 

not  right;  [whim. 

Where  they  are  juftly  prais'd,  and  where  througk 
How  little's  due  to  them,  how  much  to  him. 
Rais"d  'bove  the  (Isv'ry  of  common  rules, 
Of  common-feufe,  of  modern,  ancient  fchools, 
Thofe  feelings  bani(h'd,  which  miflead  us  all, 
Fools  as  we  are,  and  which  v/e  nature  call. 
He,  by  his  great  example,  might  impart 
A  better  fomething,  and  baptize  it  art ; 
He,  all  the  feelings  of  my  youth  forgot, 
Might  (how  me  what  is  tafte,  by  what  is  not; 
By  him  fupported,  with  a  proper  pride, 
I  might  hold  all  mankind  as  tools  befide  ; 
Ha  ((hould  a  world  perverfe  and  peevifh  grow». 
Explode  his  maxim?,  and  afferr  their  own) 
Might  teach  me,  like  himfelf,  to  be  content. 
And  let  their  folly  be  their  punifhment ; 
Might  like  himfelf  teach  his  adopted  fon, 
'Galnft  all  the  world,  to  quote  ^  Wr.rlurton. 

Fool  that  I  was,  could  I  fo  much  deceive 
My  foul  with  lying  hopes  ;  could  I  believe 
That  he,  the  fervant  of  his  Maker  fwom. 
The  fervant  cf  his  Saviour,  would  be  torn 
From  their  embrace,  and  leave  that  dear  employ. 
The  cure  of  fouls,  his  duty  and  his  joy. 
For  toys  like  mine,  and  vrafte  his  precious  time. 
On  which  fo  much  depended,  for  a  rhyme  ? 
Should  he  forfake  the  taik  he  undertook, 
Defert  his  flock,  and  break  his  paft'ral  crook  ? 
Should  he  (forbid  it  Heaven)  fo  high  in  place. 
So  rich  in  knowl'-dge,  quit  the  work  of  grace. 
And,  idly  wand'ring  o'er  the  mufes'  hill, 
Let  the  falvation  of  mankind  fland  ftill  ? 

Far,  far  be  that  from  thee — yes,  far  from  thee 
Be  fuch  revolt  from  grace,  and  far  from  me 
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The  will  to  think  it — guilt  is  in  the  thought— 
Not  fo,  not  fo  hath  Warburton  been  taught, 
Not   fo  learn'd    Chnft— Rccal   that    day,   well- 
known. 
When  ( to  maintain  God's  honour — and  his  own) 
He  callM  blafphemers  forth — Methinks  I  now 
$ce  ftern  rebuke  enthroned  on  his  brow. 
And  arm'd  with  tenfold  -errors — from  his  tongue, 
Where  fiery  zeal  and  Chriftian  fury  hung, 
Methinks  I  hear  the  deep-ton'd  thunders  roll. 
And  chill  with  horror  ev'ry  finner'sfoul  — 
In  vain  chey  ftrive  to  fly— Bight  cannot  fave, 
Ano  Potter  trenbles  even  in  his  grave — 
With  all  the  confcious  pride  of  innocence, 
Methinks  I  hear  him,  in  his  own  defence. 
Bear  witnefs  to  himfelf,  whilft  all  men  knew. 
By  gofpel  rules,  his  witnefs  to  be  true. 

O  glorious  man,  thy  zeal  1  muft  commend. 
Though  it  depriv'd  me  of  my  deareft  friend. 
The  real  motives  of  thy  anger  known, 
Wilkes  muft  the  juftice  of  that  anger  own, 
And  could  thy  bofom  have  been  bar'd  to  view, 
Pitied  himfelf,  in  turn  had  pitied  you 

Bred  to  the  law,  you  wifely  took  the  gown, 
Which  I,  like  Bemas,  foolifbly  laid  down. 
Hence  double  ttrength  our  Holy  Mother  drew  : 
Me  (be  got  rid  of,  and  made  prize  ot  you. 
1,  hke  an  idle  truant,  fond  •  f  play. 
Doting  on  toys,  and  throwing  gems  away, 
Graiping  at  (hadows,  let  the  fubftarce  flip ; 
But  you,  my  Lord^  renounc'd  attorneytbip 
With  better  purpole,  and  more  noble  aim, 
And  wifely  piay'd  a  more  fubflaocial  game. 


F  CHURCHILL. 

Nor  did  latv  mourn,  blefs'd  in  her  younger  fon, 
For    Mansfield  does  what    Gloliei    would  have . 

done. 
DoBor,  Dean,  B'ljhop,  Glofer,  and  my  Lord^ 
[f  haply  thcfe  high  tit.cs  may  accord 
With  thy  metk  fpirit,  if  the  barren  found 
Of  pride  delights  thee,  to  the  topmoft  round 
Of  fortune's  ladder  got,  defpiie  not  one. 
For  want  of  fmooth  hypocnfy  undone, 
Who,  far  below,  turns  up  his  wond'ring  eye. 
And,  without  envy,  fees  thee  plac'd  fo  high  ; 
Let  not  thy  brain  (as  brains  Icls  potent  might) 
Dizzy,  confounded,  giddy  with  the  height, 
Turn  round,  and  lofe  diftindion,  lol'e  her  Ikill 
And  W'  ntiid  powe  s  of  knowing  good  from  ill, 
Of  fifting    truth  from    falfchood,   friends    from 

foes  ; 
Let  Glofter  well  remember,  how  he  rofe, 
Nor  turn  his  back-on  men  who  made  him  great; 
Let  him  not,  gorg'd  with  pow'r,  and  drunk  with 

ftate. 
Forget  what  once  he  was,  though  now  fo  high; 
How  low,  how  mean,  and  full  as  pour  as  I. 


*         •         •     Castera  defunt  \. 

f  It  it  prefumed  the  fudden  death  of  the  authtt 
villi  fujjiciently  apologize  f»r  the  Dedication  remai  ing 
unJiniJheJ, 

JOHN  CHURCHIliT 
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*Tis  mine,  retir'd  beneath  this  cavern  hoar. 
That  (lands  all  lonely  on  the  fea-beat  fliore, 
Far  other  themes  of  deep  diftrefs  to  fing, 
Than  tver  trembled  from  the  vocal  firing. 
No  pomp  of  battle  fwells  th'  exalted  flrain, 
Nor  gleaming  arms  ring  dreadful  on  the  plain : 
But,  o'er  the  fcene  while  pale  remembrance  weeps, 
Fa'e  with  fell  triumph  rides  upon  the  deeps. 
Here  hofliie  elensents  tumultu-  us  rife, 
And  lawlffs  floods  rebel  againft  the  flcies; 
Till  h<  pe  expires,  and  peril  and  difmay 
Wave  their  black  enfigns  on  the  wac'ry  waj. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  FALCONER. 


Of  the  family,  birth-place,  and  edncation  of  William  Falconer,  there  are  no  memorials.  He 
was  a  native  of  Scotland,  and  bred  to  the  fea,  in  which  he  fpent  the  greateft  part  of  his  life  in  a 
very  low  ftation. 

He  difplayed  his  poetical  powers  at  an  early  age,  and  publifted,  at  Edinburgh,  A  Poem/acred  to 
the  Memory  of  Frederick  Prince  cf  Wales,  8vo,  I7JI. 

In  the  courfe  of  his  fea  life,  he  ferved  on  board  the  Britannia^  a  merchant-man,  bound  from  Alex- 
andria to  Venice,  which  touched  at  the  Ifland  of  Candia,  whence,  proceeding  on  her  voyage,  flie  met 
with  a  violent  ftorni,  that  drove  her  on  the  coall  of  Greece,  where  ihe  fuffered  fliipwreck  near  Caft 
Colonne,  three  only  of  the  crew  being  left  alive.  The  dangers  which  he  really  experienced,  he  feel- 
ingly defcribed  in  his  next  performance,  intituled  The  Sbipivrect,  a  Poem,  in  three  Cantos,  by  a  Sailor^ 
4to.  1762.  He  infcribed  it  to  the  Duke  of  York,  and  prefixed  a  chart  of  the  fhip's  way,  and  a  fec- 
tion  of  the  fhip  icfelf,  in  order  to  render  the  poem  completely  intelligible. 

It  has  been  frequently  obferved,  that  true  genius  will  furmount  every  obftacle  that  oppofes  its 
exertion.  This  very  poetical  and  interefting  performance,  is  a  ftriking  proof  of  this  obfervation. 
The  fituation  of  a /ai/or  may  be  thought  unfavourable  to  the  foet;  but  the  two  charadlers  are  not 
incompatible  •  for  none  but  an  able  failor  could  give  fo  didadlic  an  account,  and  fo  accurate  a  de- 
fcription  of  the  voyage  and  cataflrophe  related  in  this  performance  ;  and  none  but  a  genuine  poet 
could  have  embeilifhed  both  with  equal  harmony  of  numbers  and  flrength  of  imagery. 

Unlefs  a  variety  of  affedling  circumftances  are  to  be  attributed  to  the  power  of  imagination,  he 

appears  to  have  been  poffeffed  of  no  inconfiderablc  (hare  of  fortitude,  to  poffefs,  under  fuch  circum- 

flances,  fo  tenacious  a  memory;  for  it  appears,  from  various  parts  of  the  poem,  and  particularly 

from  the  motto, 

qua;que  ipfe  miferrima  vidi, 

Et  quorum  pars  magna  fui 

that  he  was  perfonally  aboard,  and  ftiipwrecked  by  the  ftorm  he  fo  poetically  dcfcribes. 

The  publication  of  this  work  drew  him  from  the  obfcurity  of  his  fituation ;  he  was  patronized 
by  the  Duke  of  York,  to  whom  he  addreffed  an  Ode  on  his  fccond  departure  from  England,  as  Rear  Admi- 
ral, and  foon  after  received  the  appointment  of  Purfer  to  the  Royal  George. 

Availing  himfelf  of  the  difputes  in  politics,  which  were  then  carried  on  with  peculiar  acrimoBy, 
and  eager  to  promote  the  intereft  of  thofe  with  whom  he  was  conne«fled,  he  wrote  a  fatirical 
poem,  called  The  Demagogue,  in  which  he  cenfures  the  condu6l  of  Mr.  Pitt,  and  his  defenders,  Mr. 
Wilkes,  Churchill,  &c.  with  great  feverity. 

In  1764,  he  publiftied  a  new  edition  of  The  Sbeptvreck,  in  8vo,  with  confiderable  additions,  com- 
prehending feveral  new  dei'criptions,  charaders,  and  epifodes,  amounting  on  the  whole  to  upwards 
of  a  thoufand  lines. 

In  1769,  he  publifhed  his  I'arine  DiHionary,  in  one  volume,  4to.,  an  acknowledged  ufeful  work, 
and  a  third  edition  of  the  Shipivreck,  in  8vo,  with  alterations ;  and  foon  afterwards  embarked  on 
board  the  Aurcra,  with  the  Indian  fupervifors,  to  fettle  in  the  Eall  Icdies, 
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In  December  1769,  he  arrived  at  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  fro.",  whence  he  failed  foUn  after. 
Thele  were  rhe  \ni\  tiding*  of  tlie  (hip,  which  was  never  heard  of  aferwards.  It  i:>  generally  fup» 
pofed  to  have  t.iken  fire,  a  d  that  all  the  crew  periflied 

This  is  a  t.»»t  is  kn  'Wi)  ot  Falconer,  an  able  eaman,  and  an  excellent />o^/,  whofe  nautical  know- 
ledge and  poetical  abilities  entitle  him  to  mure  attention  than  he  hat  hitherto  received  from  the 
writers  of  literary  and  poetical  biography. 

Since  his  death,  Tie  Ship-wreck  his  pi-^cipal  performance,  and  .-h  Occafional  F.legy,  has  been  fre- 
quently rt^printed  ;  and,  together  with  The  Demjgogue,  Poem  on  the  Death  0/ the  Prince  of  Wales,  Ode  on 
the  Duie  af  Ttri's  departure  from  England  and  The  FonJ  Lover  a  ballad  inferted  in  the  edition  of  the 
«  Enghfh  Poets,'  1790.  They  are  republilhed  in  the  (.Tcfcnt  collccft'on.  wirh  m  Addre  s  to  Mi. 
randsy  a  ballad   firft  printed  in  Dr   Stuart's  "  Edinburgh  Vlagazme  an..!  Review,"  for  1773. 

Falconer  feems  to  hav€  had  a  natural  vein  for  poetry,  and  a  facility  of  writing  verfe«.  Hi«  com- 
poGtions  appear  to  be  the  unftudied  and  genuine  offspring  of  natural  genius,  more  than  of  p.ierical 
art  He  fcems  to  have  beftowed  little  attention  to  the  art  and  myftc-ry  of  a  poet,  which  is  not 
merely  the  effed  of  genius,  but  is  to  be  acquired  only  'ly  long  applica'ion,  or  a  dift  attention  to  the 
pradicc  of  the  bcft  writers.  Of  the  two,  he  is  perhaps  a  greater  matter  of  the  nautical,  than  .if  he 
poetical  art.  Indeed,  he  himfelf  confeffes,  that  he  is  more  tenacinus  of  hia  reputation  as  a  fuilor 
than  a  p'-et ;  though,  in  the  latter  capacity,  if  not  a  firft-rate  writer,  he  may  be  juftly  reckoned  the 
firit  poe'ical  failor  of  our  nation. 

The  Shifii-reck  amply  eftabliflies  his  fame.  It  has  received  confiderable  additions  fince  the  firft 
impreffion  but  it  may  be  reafonably  doubted,  whether  it  has  been  improved  in  the  fame  proportion 
as  it  has  been  lengthened.  There  is  frequently  a  copiou-  fimplicity  in  firft  dcfigns,  that  no  after- 
thought or  labour  can  amend  ,  an  irregular  beau'y  that  every  alteration  muft  efface.  In  lengthening 
works,  an  luthor  is  apt  to  fall  into  repetitions,  or  to  increafe  the  number  of  words,  without  adding 
to  the  number  or  energy  of  the  thoughts.  Thus,  the  two  following  lines,  in  the  firft  edition  of  the 
poem,  are  fwelkd  into  four,  in  the  fecond  ;  with  what  improvement,  the  critical  reader  will  judge, 

JRous'd  by  the  tempejl  and  the  blujlering  night, 
A  troop  of  Gieciant  mount  Colonna's  height. 
,  A  troop  of  Grecian-i,  who  inhabit  nigh,    • 
And  oft  the  perils  of  the  deep  defcry, 
Rous'd  by  the  blullering  tempeft  of  the  night', 
Anxious  had  climb'd  Colouna's  neighbouring  height. 

The  alteration  of  two  nervous  and  concife  lines,  the  fenfe  of  which  was  full  and  perfeift,  into  four 
tame  ones,  whofe  imperfetft  exprrfiion  \^%s  to  the  very  end  of  the  fentence,  cannot  be  juftified  by 
the  unimportant  and  unnecrffary  information  which  they  contain.  The  love  tale  of  Paltmon  and 
Anna,  is,  however,  interwoven  with  great  art,  and  is  in  itfelf  pathetic  and  affeding  ;  but  it  diverts 
the  attention  from  the  more  genuine  and  manly  diftrefs  of  the  potm.  it  is  to  be  regretted,  thar  he 
altered  the  conclufion,  for  the  fake  of  the  particular  cataftrophe  of  Palemon,  which,  however  affedl:. 
ing,  does  not  compenfate  for  the  feparation  and  alteration  of  the  beautiful  lines  that  ended  the  poem, 
in  the  firfl  edition. 

Rous'd  by  the  tempeft,  and  the  hluftering  night, 

A  troop  of  Gieciaus  mount  Colonna's  height;     • 

When  gazmg  down  with  horror  on  the  fiuod. 

Full  to  the  view  a  fcene  of  horror  ftoud  ; 

The  furf  with  mangled  bodies  cover'd  o'er, 

And  thofe  yet  breathing  on  the  fea-beat  ftiorc. 

Though  loft  to  icience  and  the  nobler  arts, 

Yet  nature's  lore  inform'd  their  iiniple  hearts; 

St.aight  down  the  vale  their  hafteiiing  fteps  they  bend. 

The  wretched  fufferers  helpful  to  attend. 

Three  ftiil  alive,  in  mournful  plight  they  find, 

Bc'i'jmb'd  and  fliivcring,  on  a  rock  redin'd. 

T'    aff' died  natives,  touch'd  with  gen'rous  pain> 

The  feeble  i^eamen  in  their  arms  fullain ;  "^ 
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With  pitying  fighs  their  helplcfs  lor  deplore, 
And  lead  them  trembling  from  the  fatal  ftiore. 

The  poem  opens  with  a  general  intimation  of  the  fubjcd  and  a  comparative  defcrlptlon  of  the 
prefent  flare  of  rhe  ifland  of  Candia  arid  ancient  Crtte  ;  which  is  followed  by  fcveial  beautiful  marine 
defcriptions,  fuch  as  the  prolped  of  the  (here,  a  (hoal  of  dolphins,  a  water  fpout,  the  method  of 
taking  an  azimuth,  working  the  (hip,  &c. 

In  the  fecond  canto,  the  ftorm  begins,  and  with  it  the  confultations  of  the  pilots  and  operation* 
of  the  feamen,  which  are  defcribed  with  an  fmazing  tninutenefs,  and  the  technical  terms  expreffed" 
in  fmtioth  and  harmonious  numbers.  Homer  has  been  juftly  admired  for  reducing  a  catalogue  of 
fliip-  into  tolerably  flowing  verfe.  Falconer  has  verfifiid  his  own  lea  language  reef-cackles,  hall- 
yards,  clue-garnets,  bunt-lines,  lafhings,  lanyards,  &c.  with  equal  happinefs  and  (kill. 

The  foll<>wiiig  lines,  taken  from  many  others  of  the  fame  kind,  may  ferve  to  ihow  how  fuccef«» 
fully  he  has  ventured  out  of  the  common  road,  to  excel  in  his  own. 

The  mainfail  by  the  fqnall  fo  lately  rent. 
In  ftreaming  pendants  flying  is  unrent; 
With  fails  refix'd,  another  foon  prepar'd, 
Afcending  fpreads  along  beneath  the  yard; 
To  each  yard-arm  the  head-rope  they  extend, 
And  foon  the  earings  and  the  robands  bend 
That  talk  difpatch'd,  they  firft  the  traces  flack, 
Then  to  the  chefstree  bring  aboard  the  tack; 
And  while  the  lee  clue-garnet's  lower  d  away, 
Taught  aft  the  (heet,  they  tally  and  belay. 

The  defcription  of  Pamajut  is  elegant  and  harmonious  in  the  higheft  degree.  His  Pilot  appear* 
to  much  greater  advantage  than  the  Palinurus  of  Virgil,  whom  he  fometinies  imitates.  Tlic  fpliu 
ting  of  the  (hip  <>n  the  rocks,  beginning.  Lifted  on  gathering  billows,  &c.  is  reprefet  ted  in  glowing  and 
lively  colours.  Nor  is  his  talent  confined  to  the  defcription  of  inanimate  fcenes  ;  he  relates  and  be- 
wails the  fate  of  his  companions  in  the  moft  animated  and  pathetic  {trains.  The  clofe  of  the  Pilot'0 
addrefs  to  thf  feamen,  in  the  time  of  their  greatcft  danger,  is  noble  and  philofophical.  It  is  impof^ 
lible  to  read  the  circumltantial  account  of  the  unfortunate  end  of  the  (hip's  crew,  without  being 
deeply  afFeded  by  the  tale,  and  charmed  with  the  manner  >.f  the  relation. 

1  he  Ouafional  EUgy  on  the  unfortunate  crew  of  the  Britannia  is  appropriate,  pathetic,  and  pleaf* 
ing.  rhe  Demagogue  is  not  one  of  the  pleafanteft  of  his  poems,  though  it  contains  a  number  of  ani. 
mated  paiTajjes,  The  fentiments  are,  for  the  moft  part,  noble  and  manly,  the  fatire  poignantly  fc- 
vere,  the  exprcflion  ftrong  and  nervous;  but  the  tendency  of  the  poem  cannot  be  commended, 
and  the  obloquy  thrown  on  Mr.  Pitt  is  totally  inexcufable.  The  Poem  on  the  Death  *f  the  Prine  tf 
Wales  does  not  rife  above  the  ufual  ftrain  of  funeral  panegyric.  His  Ode  on  the  Dule  of  XorlCt  il» 
^arturifrtm  England^  is  written  with  uniform  mediocrity.    Hi»  Songi  are  tender  and  eafy. 


THE  WORKS  OF  FALC  )NER. 


THE   SHIPWRECK*. 


-qvaeque  ipfe  tniferrlma  vidi, 


£t  quurum  pars  magna  fui 
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CANTO    I. 

.  ARGUMENT. 

IProprifal  of  the  rubjcd— Invocatibn— Apo'o^y — 
Allegorical  defcription  of  Vlemory--  Ap;  eai  to 
her  afiiftai^cc — l"he  ftory  begun— Rff.rnlpKft 
of  the  former  part  of  the  voyage—  The  (hip  ar- 
rives at  Candia — Ancient  fta'e  of  that  ifl^nd — 
Prefent  ftafe  of  the  adjacent  ifles  cif  Greece— 
T '.e  feafon  '  f  rhe  year—  Character  of  the  mailer 
and  his  i  fficers  -  Story  ot  Piltmonand  Anna— 
Evening  defcnbed-- Midnight— -  The  (hip  weighs 
anchor  and  departs  from  the  haven-— State  of 
the  wearher — Morning--  Situution  of  the  neij;h- 
bouring  (hores-  -  Operation  of  raking  the  fun  s 
■jsimuth-— Defcription  of  the  vclTcl  as  feen  from 
the  land. 

The  fcene  is  near  the  city  of  Candia ;  and  the 
time  about  four  days  and  a  half. 

The  fcene  of  the  fecond  canto  lies  in  the  fea,  be« 
tween  Cape  Frefchin  in  Candia,  and  the  Illand  of 
Falcontra,  which  is  nearly  twelve  leagues  north- 
ward of  Cape  Spada.-— The  time  is  from  cine 
in  the  morning  till  one  o'clock  of  the  f  llowmg 
morning. 

While  jarring  interefts  walte  the  world  to  arms, 
And  fright  the  peaceful  vale  with  dire  alarms; 
While  ocean  hears  vindicSive  thunders  roll 
Along  his  tremblng  wave  from  pole  to  pole; 

•  ASVEKTISEMCNT  TO  THE  THIRD  EDITION. 
Ti6*     av^urable  reception  ivh'ich  this  performance 
iat  hitberia  met  -with  from   the  puiiic    has  tficourHged 
the  author  /s  give  it  a  firiii  and  thorough  revtfion  ,    in 
the  courfe  of  lonieh  he  Jiatttri  himfdf  it  -wtll  be  found 
te  have  received  very  cimfideruble  improvtmtntt* 
Soiii.  rlrt-Houle,  0(a.  I.  x?6«. 
Vol..  X. 


Sick  of  the  fcene,  where  war,  with  ruthlefs  hand 
Spreads  defolation  o'er  the  bleeding  land  ; 
Sick  of  the  tumult,  where  the  trumpet's  breath 
Bids  ruin  fmile.  and  drowns  the  groan  of  death! 
'  lis  mine,  retir'd  beneath  this  cavern  hoar, 
That  aands  ill  lonely  on  the  fea-heat  ibure, 
Far  ..fher  themes  of  deep  diftrefsto  fing 
Than  ever  trembled  fro.ii  the  vocal  tiring. 
No  pomp  of  battle  fwellsth'  ex.ijted  drain, 
Nor  irleaming  arms  ring  dreadful  on  the  plaint 
But,  o'er  the  fcene  while  pale  remembrance  weeps, 
Fate  with  fell  tnu  "ph  rides  upon  the  deeps, 
tiere  hoftilc  elements  tumultuous  rife. 
And  lawlefs  floods  rebel  againlt  fhe  Ikies; 
rill  hi'pe  expires,  and  peril  and  difmay 
Wave  their  black  enfigtisoi>  the  watery  way. 

Immortal  train,  who  guides  the  raze  of  fungi 
To  whom  all  fcicnce,  arts  and  arms  belong; 
Wdo  bid  the  trumpet  of  eternal  fame 
Exalt  the  warrior's  and  the  poet's  name  ! 
If  e'er  with  trembling  hope  I  tondly  ftray'd, 
In  Ufc's  fair  morn   beneath  your  hallow'd  ihad^i 
To  hear  the  fweetly-mournful  lute  complain, 
And  melt  the  heart  with  ecftacy  of  pain  ; 
Or  liden,  while  th'  enchanting  voice  of  lOve, 
While  all  Elyfiuiti  warbled  through  the  gr  ve; 
Oh  !   by  the  h  'How  hlaft  that  m<  ans  around, 
That  fkveepsthe  wild  harp  withap.aintive  found; 
By  the  1-  ng  furge  that  loams  through  yonder 

cave, 
Whofe  vaults  remurmur  to  the  roaring  wave; 
With  living  colours  give  my  verfe  to  glow, 
1  he  fad  mem' rial  of  a  tale  --f  woe  ; 
A  fcene  from  dumb  oblivion  to  reftore, 
To  fame  unknown,  and  iicw  to  epic  lore! 

Alas !  ncgle(S-d  by  the  facred  nine, 
Their  fupplia  -t  feels  no  genial  ray  d'vine  ! 
Ah  !  will  they  leave  Pieria's  happy  (hoe, 
I'o  plow  the  tide  where  wiut'ry  tempeftsroar? 

O  o 
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Or  fliall  a  youth  approach  their  hallow'd  fane. 
Stranger  to  Phcebu?,  and  the  tuneful  train  I--- 
Far  from  the  mufes'  academic  grove, 
'Twas  his  the  vaft  and  tracklcfs  deep  to  rove. 
Ahernate  change  of  climates  has  he  known. 
And  felt  the  fierce  extremes  of  either  zone  : 
Where  volar  Ikies  congeal  th'  eternal  fnow, 
Or  equinodial  funs  for  ever  glow. 
Smote  by  the  freezing  or  the  fcorching  blaft, 
"  A  (hip  boy  on  the  high  and  giddy  nialj  ■'" 
From  regions  vi-hcre  Peruvian  billows  roar, 
To  the  bieak  coaft'i  of  favage  Labrador. 
From  where  Dafnafcus,  pride  of  Afian  plains ! 
Stoips  her  proud  neck  beneath  tj'rannic  chains, 
To  where  the  Ifthmus  t,  lav'd  by  adverfe  tides, 
Atlantic  and  Pacific  feas  divides. 
But  while  he  meafur  d  o'er  the  painful  race, 
In  fortune's  wild  illimitable  chafe, 
Adverfity ,  companion  of  his  way  ! 
Still  o'er  the  viclim  hung  with  iron  fway ; 
Bade  new  difkrefies  ev'ry  inftant  grow, 
Marking  each  change  of  place  with  change  of  woe. 
In  regions  where  the  Almighty's  chaftcning  hand 
AV'ith  livid  peftilence  afllitas  the  land ; 
Or  where  pale  famine  blafts  the  hopeful  year, 
Parent  of  want  and  mifery  fevere  ! 
Or  where,  all  dreadful  in  th'  embattled  line, 
The  hoftile  fhips  in  fianiing  combat  join  ; 
Where  the  torn  vcfiel  wind  and  wave  affail, 
Till  o'er  her  crew  diftref?  and  di  ath  prevail — 
Where'er  he  wander'd,  thus  vindidive  fate 
Purfued  his  weary  fteps  with  lafting  hate  ! 
Rous'd  by  her  mandate,  ftorms  of  black  array 
Winter'd  the  morn  of  life's  advancing  day  ; 
Relux'd  the  finews  of  the  living  lyre, 
And  quench  the  kindling  fpark  of  vital  fire. — 
Thus  while  forgotten  or  unknown  he  woos, 
What  hope  to  win  the  coy  rehiftant  mufe  ! 
Then  let  not  cenfure,  with  malignant  joy, 
The  harveft  of  his  humble  hope  de(troy  I 
Hisverfe  no  laurel  wreath  attempt.^to  claim, 
Nor  fculptur'd  brafs  to  tell  the  poet's  name. 
If  terms  uncouth,  and  jarring  phrsfes,  wound 
The  fofter  fenfe  with  inharmonious  found, 
Yet  here  let  liftening  fympathy  prevail, 
"While  confcious  truth  unfolds  her  pjteou?  tale  .' 
And  lo !    the  power  that  wakes  the  eventful 
fong, 
Haftes  hither  from  Lethean  banks  along  : 
She  fweeps  the  gloom,  and  rufliing  on  the  fight, 
Spreads  o'er  the  kindling  fcene  propitiou.  light ' — 
In  her  right  hand  an  ample  roll  appears, 
Fraught  with  long  annals  of  preceding  years; 
With  every  wife  and  noble  art  of  man. 
Since  firll  the  circUng  hours  their  courfe  began  : 
Her  left  a  filver  wand  on  high  difplay'd. 
Whofe  magic  touch  difpels  oblivion's  (hade. 
Penfive  her  look ;  on  radiant  wings  that  glow, 
Like  Juno's  birds,  or  Iris'  flaming  bow, 
She  fails,   and  fwifter  than  the  courfe  of  light,^ 
Diredls  her  rapid  intelle(5lual  flight. 
The  fugitive  ideas  fhe  reflores,  [fliores. 

Alid  calU  the  wandering  thought  from  Lethe's 
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To  things  long  part  a  fecond  date  flic  gives. 
And  hoary  time  from  her  frefli  youth  receives. 
Congenial  fifter  of  immortal  fame, 
She  fliares  her  power,  and  Memory  Is  her  name. 

O  firft-born  daughter  of  primeval  time  ! 
By  whom  tranfmitted  down  in  every  clime, 
The  deeds  of  ages  long  elaps'd  are  known, 
And  blaz  n'd  glories  fpread  from  zone  to  zone; 
Whi.fc^  breath  diffolves  the  gloom  of  mental  night. 
And  o'er  th'  obfcur'd  idea  pours  the  light ! 
Whofe    wing  unerring  glides  through  time  and 

place. 
And  trackiefs  fcours  th'  immenfity  of  fpace  ! 
Say  '   on  what  feas,  for  thou  alone  canfl  tell. 
What  dire  mifhap  a  fated  fhip  befcl, 
Affiil'd  by  tempefts,  girt  with  hoftile  fhores  ? — 
Arij'e  !  approach  !   unlock  thy  treafur'd  flores  ! 

■A  SHIP  from  Egypt,  o'er  the  deep  impell'd 
By  guiding  winds,  her  courfe  for  Venice  held; 
Of  fam'd  Britannia  were  the  gallant  crew. 
And  from  that  ifle  her  name  the  vefTol  drew. 
The  wayward  fteps  of  fortune,  that  delude 
Full  oft  to  ruin,  eager  they  purfu'd, 
And,  dazzled  by  her  vifionary  glare, 
Advanc'd  incautious  of  each  fatal  fiiare; 
Though  warn'd  full  oft'  the  fiippery  track  to  fliun. 
Yet  hope,  with  flattering  voice,  betray"d  tiiem  on. 
Beguil'd  to  danger  thus,  they  left  behind 
The  fcene  of  peace,  and  focial  joy  refign'd. 
Long  abfent  they  from  friends  and  native  home. 
The  cheerlefs  ocean  were  inur'd  to  roam  : 
Yet  Heaven,  in  pity  to  fevere  diftrefs. 
Had  crown'd  each  painful  voyage  with  fuccefs; 
Still,  to  atone  for  toils  and  hazards  paft, 
Reflor'd  them  to  maternal  plains  at  laft. 

Thrice  had  the  fun,  to  rule  the  varying  year, 
Acrofs  th'  equator  roU'd  his  flaming  fphere, 
Since  iaft  the  vtlTcl  fpread  her  ample  fail 
From  Albfon's  coaft,  obfequious  to  the  gale. 
Slie  o'er  the  fpacious  flood,  from  (hore  to  fhore, 
Unwearying  wafted  her  commercial  (lore. 
The  richell  ports  of  Afric  (he  had  view'd. 
Thence  to  fair  Italy  her  courfe  purfu'd; 
Hid  left  beliind  Trinacria's  burning  ifle. 
And  vifited  the  margin  of  the  Nile. 
And  now,  that  winter  deepens  round  the  pole. 
The  circling  voyage  haflens  to  its  goal. 
They,  blind  to  fate's  inevitable  law, 
No  dark  event  to  blaft  their  hope  forefaw  ; 
But  from  gay  Venice  foon  expedt  to  ftecr 
For  Britain's  coaft,  and  dread  no  perils  near. 
A  thouj'and  tender  thoughts  their  fouls  employ. 
That  fondly  dance  to  fcenes  of  future  joy. 

Thus  time  elaps'd,  while  o'er  the  pathlefstide 
Their  fhip  through  Grecian  feas  the  pilots  guide. 
Occafion  call'd  to  touch  at  Candia's  Ihore, 
Which,  bleft  with  favouring  winds,  they  foou'Ci^ 

plore ; 
The  haven  enter,  borne  before  the  gale, 
Difpatch  their  commerce,  and  prepare  to  fail. 

Eternal  Powers  !  what  ruins  from  afar 
Mark  the  fell  track  of  defolating  war  1 
Here  art  and  commerce,  with  aufpiclous  reign, 
Once  bieath'd  fweet  influence  on  the  bappy  plain ! 
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While  o'er  the  lawn,  with  dance  and  fcftive  fong, 
Young  plcafure  led  the  jocund  liours  along. 
In  gay  luxuriance  Ccreg  too  was  feen 
To  crown  the  valleys  with  eternal  jjreen. 
For  wealth,  ior  valour,  courted  and  rever'd, 
What  Albion  is,  lair  Candia  tlieii  appear'd.- 
Ah  !    who  the  Hight  of  ages  can  revoke  ? 
The  free-born  fpirit  of  her  fons  is  broke  ; 
They  bow  to  Ottoman's  imperious  yoke  ! 
No  longer  fume  the  dtopin'r  heart  inCpires, 
For  rude  opprefTiun  quench'd  its  genial  fires. 
But  ftiU  her  fields,  with  golden  harwcfts  crown'd, 
Supply  the  barren  fliorea  of  Greece  around. 
What  pale  diilrcfs  affliAs  thofc  wretched  illes ! 
There   hope    ne'er   dawns,    and    pleaiure    never 

finiies. 
The  vaffal  wretch  obfequious  drags  his  chain, 
And  hears  his  famifli'd  babes  lament  in  vain. 
Thefe  eyes  h.ive  I'een  the  dull  reluctant  foil 
A  fcventh  yeari'corn  the  weary  iab'rer's  toil. 
No  blooming  Venus,  on  ^he  defart  lliore. 
Now  views  with  triumph,  captive  gods  adoi'e. 
No  lovely  Helens  now,  with  fatal  charms, 
Call  forth  th'  avenging  chiefs  of  Greece  to  arms. 
No  fair  Penelopes  enchant  the  eye, 
For  whom  contending  kings  are  proud  to  die. 
Here  fullen  beauty  fiieJs  a  twilight  ray, 
While  forrow  bids  her  venal  bloom  decay. 
Thofc  charms,  fo  long  renown'd  in  cialTic  (trains, 
Had  dimly  ihone  on  Albion's  happier  plains  ! 

Now,  in  the  fouthern  hemifphere  the  fim 
Through  the  bright  Virgin  and  the   Scales  had 

run ; 
And  on  the  ecliptic  wheel'd  his  winding  way, 
Till  the  fierce  Scorpion  felt  his  flaming  ray. 
The  fliip  was  moor'd  befidc  the  wave-worn  flrand  ; 
Four  days  her  anchors  bite  the  golden  faud  : 
For  fickening  vapours  lull  the  air  to  fleep, 
And  not  a  breeze  awakes  the  filent  deep. 
This,  when  th'  autumnal  equinox  is  o'er, 
And  Phuebus  in  the  north  declines  no  more, 
The  watchful  mariner,  whom  Heaven  informs. 
Oft  deenls  the  prelude  of  approaching  florms. 
True  to  his  truft  when  facred  duty  calls, 
No  brooding  fcorm  the  niafter's  foul  appals  : 
Th'  advancing  fealbn  warns  him  to  the  main  ; 
A  captive,  fetter'd  to  the  oar  of  gain  1 
His  anxious  heart,  impatient  of  delay, 
Expedls  the  windb  to  fail  from  Candia's  bay  ; 
Determin'd,  from  whatever  point  they  rile, 
To  truft  his  fortune  to  the  feas  and  Ikies. 

Thou  living  ray  of  intelledlual  fire, 
Whofe  voluntary  gleams  my  verfe  infpire  ! 
Ere  yet  the  dee;i'ning  incidents  prevail, 
Till  rou-i'd  attention  feci  our  plaintive  tP.le, 
Record  whom,  chief  among  the  gallant  crew, 
Th'  unbleft  purfuit  of  fortune  hither  drew  ! 
Can  Ions  of  Neptune,  generous,  brave  and  bold. 
In  pain  and  hazard  toil  for  fordid  gold  ? 

They  can  I  for  gold  too  oft,  with  magic  art, 
Subdues  each  nobler  impulfe  of  the  heart : 
This  crowns  the  profperous  villain  with  applaufe, 
To  whom,  in  vain,  fad  merit  pleads  her  caufe  : 
This  ftrews  with  rofes  life's  perplexing  road, 
And  leads  the  way  to  pkafure's  bleft  abode ; 


With  flaughter'd  vicftims  fills  the  wdeping  plain. 
And  fmootlis  the  furrows  of  the  treacherous  main' 

O'er  the  gay  vellel,  and  Utr  daring  band, 
Experienc'ct  -Albert  held  the  chief  command; 
Though  train'd  in  buiftcrous  elements.  Lis  mind 
Was  yet  by  foft  humanity  refiii'd. 
Eich  joy  of  wedded  love  at  home  he  knew; 
Abroad  confeft  the  father  of  his  crew  ! 
Brave,  liberal,  jull,  the  calm  domeftic  fcene 
Had  o'er  his  temper  breath'd  a  gay  ferenc. 
Him  fcience  taught  by  rnyftic  lore  to  trace 
The  planets  wheeling  in  eternal  race; 
To  mark  the  iliip  in  floating  balance  held, 
By  earth  attracted  and  by  feas  repell'd  ; 
Or  point  her  devious  track,  through  climes  un- 
known, 
That  leads  to  every  fhore  and  every  zone. 
He   faw   the  moon  through  heaven's  blue  con- 
cave glide. 
And  into  motion  charm  th'  expanding  tide  ; 
While  earth  imuttuous  round  htr  axle  rolls, 
Exalts  her  watery  zone,  and  fink  the  poles. 
Light  and  attradliori,  from  their  genial  fource, 
He  faw  flill  wandering  with  diminidi'd  force  ; 
Whi'e  on  the  margin  of  declining  day, 
Night's  fhadowy  cone  relu6lant  melts  away. — 
Inur'd  to  peril,  with  unconquer'd  foul. 
The  chief  beheld  tempeftuous  ocean's  roll; 
His  genius,  ever  for  the  event  prepar'd. 
Role  with  the  ftorm,  and  all  its  dangers  fhar'd. 

The  fecond  powers  and  office  Rodmond  bore  : 
A  hardy  Ton  of  England's  furtheft  (bore  ! 
Where  bleak  Northumbria  pours  her  lavage  train 
In  fable  fquadrons  o'er  the  northern  main  ; 
That,  with  her  pitchy  entrails  ftor'd,  refort, 
A  footy  tribe  '.   to  fair  Augulla's  port. 
Where'er  in  ambufh  lurk  the  fatal  fands, 
rhey  claim  the  danger;  proud  of  fkilful  bands! 
For  while  with  darkling  courfe  their  velTclsfweep 
The  winding  Ihore,  or  plough  the  faithlefs  deep. 
O'er  bar  *  and  fhelf  the  watery  path  they  found. 
With  dextrous  arm;  fagacious  of  the  ground! 
Fearlefs  they  combat  ev'ry  hoftile  wind, 
Wheeling  in  mazy  tracks  with  courfe  inclin'd. 
Expert  to  moor,  where  terrors  line  the  road  ; 
Or  win  the  anchor  from  its  dark  abode  : 
But  drooping  and  relax'd  in  climes  afar, 
Tumultuous  and  undifcipiin'd  in  war. 
Such  Rodmond  was ;  by  learnitig  unrefin'd, 
That  oft  enlightens  to  corrupt  the  mind  : 
Boifterous  of  manners;  train'd  in  early  youth 
To  fcenes  that  fhame  the  confcious  cheek  of  truth  ; 
To  fcenes  that  nature's  ftruggling  voice  controu!,' 
And  freeze  compafiion  rifing  in  the  foul!    [fliore,' 
Where  the  grim  hell-hounds,  prowling  round  the 
With  foul  intent  the  flranded  bark  explore — 
Deaf  to  the  voice  of  woe,  her  decks  they  board. 
While  tardy  juftice  flumbers  o'er  her  fword — 
Th'  indignant  mufe,  feverely  taught  to  feel. 
Shrinks  frem  a  theme  Ihe  blulhes  to  reveal  1 

*  A  litir  IS  knotvii,  ill  hydrography,  to  be  a  mafs  of 
earth  or  fund  collcSicd  by  ihe  f'lrge  of  the  fca,  at  ibe  en- 
trance of  a  r'iver  or  haven  ;  fo  as  to  render  the  nuvigatio/i 
diff!c;.'lt)  mid  <f ten  dangerous. 
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Too  oft  example,  arm'd  with  poifons  fell, 
Pollutes  the  (hrine  where  mercy  loves  to  dwell  : 
Thus  Rodniond,  train'd  by  this  unhallow'd  crew, 
The  facred  fecial  pafTions  never  knew  : 
Unftill'd  to  argue  ;  in  difpiite  yet  loud  ; 
Bold  without  caution  ;  without  honours  proud; 
In  art  nnfchool'd,  each  veteran  rule  he  priz'd, 
And  all  improvement  haughtily  defpis'd  : 
Yet  though  full  oft  to  future  perils  blind, 
"U'ith  feill  fuperior  glow'd  hit  daring  mind, 
Through   fnares  of   death  the  reeling    bark    to 

guide, 
When  midnight  (hades  involve  the  raging  tide. 

To  Rodmond  nexr,  in  order  of  command, 
Succeeds  the  youngeft  of  our  naval  band. 
But  what  avails  it  to  record  a  name 
1  hat  courts  no  rank  among  the  fons  of  fame  ? 
While  yet  a  (Iripling,  oft  with  fond  alarms, 
His  bofom  danc'd  to  nature's  brundlefs  charms  ; 
On  him  fair  fcience  dawn'd  in  happier  hour. 
Awakening  into  bloom  young  fancy's  flower ; 
But  frowning  fortune  with  untimely  blaft 
The  bloffom  wither'd,  and  the  dawn  o'ercaft. 
Forlorn  of  heart,  and  by  fevere  decree 
Condemn'd  reludlant  to  the  faithlefs  fea. 
With  long  farewell  he  left  the  laurel  grove, 
Where  fcience  and  the  tuneful  Cfters  rove. — 
Hither  he  wander'd,  anxious  to  explore 
Antiquities  of  nations  now  no  more; 
To  penetrate  each  diftant  realm  unknown, 
And  range  excurfive  o'er  th'  unravell'd  zone. 
In  vain  ' — for  rude  adverfity's  command," 
Still  on  the  margin  of  each  famous  land, 
With  unrelenting  ire  his  fteps  oppos'd. 
And  every  gate  of  hope  againft  him  clos'd. 
Permit  my  verfe,  ye  bleft  Pierian  train, 
To  call  Arion  this  ill  fated  fwain  ! 
For,  like  that  bard  unhappy,  on  his  head 
IVlalignant  ftars  their  hoftile  influence  flied. 
Both,  in  lamenting  numbers,  o'er  the  deep, 
With  confcious  anguifli  taught  the  harp  to  weep; 
And  both  the  raging  furge  in  fafety  bore 
Amid  deflrucftion  panting  to  the  (hore. 
1'his  laft  our  tragic  flory  from  the  wave 
Of  dark  oblivion  haply  yet  may  fave; 
With  genuine  fympathy  may  yet  complain. 
While  fad  remembrance  bleeds  at  ev'i-y  vein. 

Such  were  the  pilots ;  tutor'd  to  divine 
Th*  untravell'd  courfe  by  geometric  line; 
Train'd  to  command,  and  range  the  various  fail, 
Whofe  various  force  conforms  to  every  gale. — 
Charg'd  with  the  commerce,  hither  alfo  came 
A  gallant  youth,  Palemon  was  his  name ; 
A  father's  ftern  refentmcnt  doom'd  to  prove, 
He  came,  the  viftim  of  unhappy  love  I 
His  heart  for  Albert's  beauteous  daughter  bled  ; 
For  her  a  fecret  flame  his  bofom  fed. 
Nor  let  the  wretched  flaves  of  folly  fcorn 
This  genuine  paflion,  nature's  eldeft  born  ! 
'Twas  his  with  lading  anguifh  to  complain, 
While  blooming  Anna  mourn'd  the  caufe  in  vain. 

Graceful  of  form,  by  nature  taught  to  pleafe, 
Of  power  to  melt  the  female  breaft  with  eafe, 
To  her  Palemon  told  his  tender  tale. 
Soft  at  the  voice  of  fummcr's  evening  gale. 


O'erjoy'd,  he  faw  her  lovely  eyes  relent; 
The  blufliing  maiden  fmil'd  with  fweet  confenf. 
Oft  in  the  mazes  of  a  neighliouiing  grove. 
Unheard,  they  breath'd  alternate  vows  of  love  : 
By  fond  fociety  their  paflion  grew, 
Like  the  young  blofl"om  fed  with  vernal  dew. 
In  evil  hour  th'  officious  tongue  of  fame 
Betray'd  the  fecret  of  their  mutual  flame. 
With  grief  and  anger  ftruggling  in  his  breaft, 
Palemon's  father  heard  the  tale  confeft. 
Long  had  he  liften'd  with  fufpicion's  ear, 
And  learnt,  fagacious,  this  event  to  fear. 
Too  well,  fair  youth  !  thy  liberal  heart  he  kncw^ 
A  heart  to  nature's  warm  impreflions  true! 
Full  oft  his  wifdom  ftrove,  with  fruitlefs  toil, 
With  avarice  to  pollute  that  generous  foil : 
That  foil,  impregnated  with  nobler  feed, 
Refus'd  the  culture  of  fo  rank  a  weed. 
Elate  with  wealth,  in  adive  commerce  won, 
And  balking  in  the  fmile  of  fortune's  fun, 
V\'ith  fcorn  the  parent  cy'd  the  lowly  {hade. 
That  veil'd  the  beauties  of  this  charming  maidi 
Indignant  he  rcbuk'd  th'  enamour'd  boy, 
The  flattering  promife  of  his  future  joy  : 
He  footh'd  and  menac'd,  anxious  to  reclaim 
This  hopelefs  paflion,  or  divert  its  aim  : 
Oft  led  the  youth  where  circling  joys  delight 
The  ravifli'd  fenfe,  or  beauty  charms  the  fight. 
With  all  her  powers  enchanting  mufic  fail'd, 
And  pleafure's  fyren  voice  no  more  prevail'd. 
The  merchant,  kindling  then  with  proud  difdain, 
In  look  and  voice  afi'um'd  an  harfber  flrain. 
In  abfence  now  his  only  hope  remain'd; 
And  fuch  the  ftern  decree  his  will  ordain'd. 
Deep  anguifli,  while  Palemon  heard  his  doom, 
Drew  o'er  his  lovely  face  a  faddening  gloom. 
Fn  vain  with  bitter  forrow  he  repin'd. 
No  tender  pity  touch'd  that  fordid  mine 
To  thee, brave  Albert,  was  the  charge  i 
The  ftately  fhip,  forfaking  England's  fliore. 
To  regions  far  remote  Palemon  bore. 
Incapable  of  change,  th'  unhappy  youth 
Still  lov'd  fair  Anna  with  eternal  truth : 
From  clime  to  clime  an  exile  doom'd  to  roam. 
His  heart  ftill  panted  for  its  fecret  home. 

The  moon  had  circled  twice  her  wayward  zone, 
To  him  fince  young  Arion  firfl  was  known  ; 
Who,  wandering  here  through  many  a  fcene  re» 

nown'd. 
In  Alexandria's  port  the  vefl"el  found  ; 
Where,  anxious  to  review  his  native  fliore. 
He  on  the  roaring  wave  embark'd  once  more. 
Oft  by  pale  Cynthia's  melancholy  light, 
With  him  Palemon  kept  the  watch  of  night; 
In  whofe  fad  bofom  many  a  figh  fuppreil. 
Some  painful  fecret  of  the  foul  confeft. 
Perhaps  Arion  foon  the  caufe  divin'd, 
Though  fliunning  ftill  to  probe  a  wounded  mind: 
He  felt  the  chaftity  of  fjlent  woe. 
Though  glad  the  balm  of  comfort  to  beftow ; 
He,  with  Palemon,  oft  recounted  o'er 
The  tales  of  haplefs  love  in  ancient  lore, 
Recall'd  to  memory  by  th'  adjacent  ftiorc. 
The  fcene  thus  prefent,  and  its  ftory  known, 
The  lover  figh'd  for  forrows  not  his  own. 
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Thus,  though  a  recent  date  their  friendfliip  bore, 
Soon  the  ripe  metal  own'd  the  quick'ning  ore ; 
For  in  one  tide  their  paffions  feem'd  to  roll, 
By  kindred  age,  and  fympathy  of  foul. 

Thefe  o'er  th'  inferior  naval  train  prefide, 
The  courfe  determine,  or  the  commerce  guide  : 
O'er  all  the  reft,  an  undiftinguifli'd  crew  ! 
Her  wing  of  deeped  fhade  oblivion  drew. 

A  fullen  languor  ftill  the  fkies  opprefl, 
And  held  th'  unwilling  fliip  in  ftrong  arreft. 
High  in  his  chariot  glow'd  the  lamp  of  day, 
O'er  Ida  flaming  with  meridian  ray. 
Relax'd  from  toil  the  failors  range  the  (hore, 
Where  famine,  war,  and  florm  are  felt  no  more  : 
The  hour  to  focial  pleafure  they  refign. 
And  black  remembrance  drown  in  generous  wine. 
On  deck,  beneath  the  (hading  canvas  fpread, 
Redmond  a  rueful  tale  of  wonders  read. 
Of  dragons  roaring  on  the  enchanted  coaft, 
The  hideous  goblin,  and  the  yelling  ghoft— 
But  with  Arion,  from  the  fultry  heat 
Of  noon,  Palemon  fought  a  cool  retreat. 
And   lo !    the    fhore  with    mournful    profpedls 

crown'd  *  ; 
The  rampart  torn  with  many  a  fatal  wound; 
The  ruin'd  bulwark  tottering  o'er  the  ftraiid; 
Bewail  the  ftrokc  of  war's  tremendous  hand. 
What  fcenes  of  woe  this  haplefsifle  o'erfpread  ! 
Where  late  thrice  fifty  thoufand  warriors  bled. 
Full  twice  twelve  fummers  were  yon  towers  af- 
Till  barbarous  Ottoman  at  laft  prevail'd;     [fail'd, 
While  thuridering  mines  the  lovely  plains  o'er- 

turn'd. 
While  heroes  fell,  and  domes  and  temples  burn'd. 

But  now  before  them  happier  fcenes  arife  ! 
Elyfian  vales  falute  their  ravilh'd  eyes  : 
Olive  and  cedar  form'd  a  grateful  fhade, 
Where  light  with  gay  romantic  error  flray'd. 
The  myrtles  here  with  fond  careffcs  twine  ; 
There,  rich  with  necftar,  melts  the  pregnant  vine. 
And  lo  !  the  flream,  renown'd  in  claffic  fong, 
Sad  Lethe,  glides  the  filent  vale  along. 
On  moffy  banks,  beneath  the  citron  grove, 
The  youthful  wanderers  found  a  wild  alcove  : 
Soft  o'er  the  fairy  region  languor  Hole, 
And  with  fweet  melancholy  charmM  the  foul. 
Here  firlt  Palemon,  while  his  penfive  mind 
For  confolation  on  his  friend  reclin'd. 
In  pity's  bleeding  bofom  pour'd  the  ftream 
Of  love's  foft  anguifh,  and  of  grief  fupreme — 
Too  true   thy  words ! — by  fweet  remembrance 

taught. 
My  heart  in  fecret  bleeds  with  tender  thought : 
In  vain  it  courts  the  folitary  fhade. 
By  every  adion,  every  look  beiray'd  ! — 
The  pride  of  generous  woe  difdains  appeal 
To  hearts  that  unrelenting  frofts  congeal ; 
Yet  fure,  if  right  Palemon  can  divine. 
The  fenfc  of  gentle  pity  dwells  in  thine. 


*  The  intelligent  reader  luill  readily  dlfco-jcr,  that 
thefe  remarks  allude  to  the  ever-memorable Jtege  of  Candia, 
tvhich  ivas  taken  from  the  Venetians  by  the  'Turks  in 
1069  ;  being  then  conjidered  as  imfregrtable^  and  eJlenKed 
the  tnijfl formidable fortrefs  in  tbe  uni-.'erfe. 
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Yes !  all  his  cares  thy  fympathy  (hall  know, 
And  prove  the  kind  companion  of  his  woe. 

Albert  thou  know'ft  with  (kill  and  fcience  grac'd, 
In  humble  ftation  though  by  fortune  plac'd, 
Yet  never  feaman  more  ferenely  brave 
Led  Britain's  conqu'ring  fquadrons  o'er  the  wave. 
Where  full  in  view  Augufta'sfpires  are  feen, 
With  flow'ry  lawns,  and  waving  woods  between, 
A  peaceful  dwelling  ftands  in  modeft  pride. 
Where  Thames,  flow-winding,  rolls  his  ample  tide* 
There  live  the  hope  and  pleafure  of  his  life, 
A  pious  daughter,  with  a  faithful  wife. 
For  his  return,  with  fond  officious  care. 
Still  every  grateful  objedt  thefe  prepare  ; 
Whatever  can  allure  the  fmell  or  fi^ht. 
Or  wake  the  drooping  fpirits  to  delight. 

This  bleoming  maid  in  virtue's  path  to  guide, 
Her  anxious  parents  all  their  cares  apply'd. 
Her  fpotlefsfcul,  where  foft  compafTion  reign' d. 
No  vice  untun'd,  no  fickening  folly  ftain'd. 
Not  fairer  grows  the  lily  of  the  vale,  .   . 

Whofe  bofcm  opens  to  the  vernal  gale  : 
Her  eyes,  unconfclous  of  their  fatal  charms, 
Thrill'd  every  heart  with  exquifite  alarms : 
Her  face,  in  heauty's  fweet  attradlion  drefl. 
The  fmile  of  maiden  innocence  expreft  ; 
While  health,  that  rifes  with  the  new-born  day, 
Breath'd  o'er  her  cheek  the  fnfteft  hlufh  of  May, 
Still  in  her  look  complacence  fmjl'd  fercne  ; 
She  mov'd  the  charmer  of  the  rural  fcene. 

'Twas  at  that  feafon  when  the  fields  refum.c 
Their  lovelieft  hues,  array'd  in  vernal  bloom  ; 
Yon  (hip,  rich  freighted  from  th'  Italian  fhore^ 
To  Thames*  fair  banks  her  coflly  tribute  bore  ; 
While  thus  my  father  law  hi%  ample  horde, 
From  this  return,  with  recent  treafure  ftor'd ; 
Me,  with  affairs  of  commerce  charg'd,  he  fent   "y 
To  Albert's  humble  manfion  ;  foon  I  went,        > 
Too  foon,  alas  !   unconfcious  of  th' event —      .3 
There  ftruck  with  fweet  furprife  and  filent.  awe. 
The  gentle  miftrefs  of  my  hopes  I  faw  : 
There,  wounded  firft  by  love's  refiftlefs  arms,'   ' 
My  glowing  bofom  throbb'd  with  ftrange  alarms. 
My  ever-charming  Anna  I  who  alone 
Can  all  the  frowns  of  cruel  fate  atone  ; 
O  !   while  all-confcious  memory  holds  her  pawet. 
Can  I  forget  that  fw eetly- painful  houi;. 
When  from   thofe   eyes,   with  loyely  lightning 

fraught, 
My  fluttering  fpirits  firfl  th*  infecftion  caught; 
When,  as  I  gaz'd,  my  faultering  tongue  betray'd 
The  heart's  quick  tumults,  or  refus'd  its  aid :  • 
While  the  dim  light  my  ravifh'd  eyes  forf'i^k. 
And  every  limb  unftrung  with  terror  (hook  \ 
M^ith  all  her  powers  diffentirg  reafon  ftrcvc 
To  tame  at  firft  the  kindling  flame- of  loVe; 
She  ftrove  in  vain  !  fubdu'd  by  charms  divine,. 
My  foul  a  vidlim  fell  at  beauty's  Ihrine. 
Oft  from  the  din  of  buftling  life  I  ftray'd, 
In  happier  fcenes,  to  fee  my  lovely  maid. 
Full  oft,  where    i  hame»  his  wandering  curcerit 
leads,  .'    '' 

We  rov'd  at  evening  hour  through  flowery  mea'dj. 
There,  while  my  heart.'s  foft  sngiiifh  I  reveal'd^ 
To  her  with  tender  fighs  my  hope  appeal'd.- 
O  o  iij 
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While  the  fwect  nymph  my  faithful  rale  believ'd, 
.Her  fnowy  breaft  with  fecret  tumult  heav'd  ; 
Tot,  train'd  in  rural  fcenes  from  earlieft  youth, 
Naiure  was  her's,  and  innocence  and  truth. 
She  never  knew  the  city  damfel's  art, 
Whofe  frothy  pcrtntfs  charms  the  vacant  heart  !— 
3VIy  foitprevail'd     for  love  ii  form'd  my  tongue, 
^nd  on  his  votary's  lies  perfuafion  hunp^. 
Her  eyes  with  contcious  iympathy  withdrew,; 
And  o'er  her  cheek  the  rofy  current  flew.— 
Tiirice  happy  hours !  where,  with  no  dark  allay, 
Life's  faireft  funfhine  gilds  the  vernal  day  I 
For  here  the  fieh,  that  foft  affedlion  heaves. 
From  (tings  of  (harper  woe  the  foul  relieves. 
Elyfian  fcenes  too  happy  long  to  la.l  1  — 
Too  foon  a  llorm  the  fmiling  dawn  o'ercaft  1 
Too  foon  fome  -demon  to  my  father  bore 
The  tidings  that  his  heart  with  anguith  tore — " 
T^f  pride  to  kindle,  with  difTuaUve  voice. 
Awhile  he  labour 'd  to  degrade  my  choice  : 
Then,  in  the  whirlirg  wave  of  pleafurc,  fought 
From  its  lov'd  objedl:  to  divert  my  thought. 
With  equal  iiope  he  might  attempt  to  bind, 
In  chains  of  adamant,  the  lawlefs  wind  : 
For  love  had  aim'd  the  fatal  fhaft  too  Cure  : 
Hope  fed  the  wound,  and  ablence  knew  no  cure. 
With  alienated  look,  each  art  he  faw 
Still  baffled  by  fupe rior  nature's  law. 
His  anxious  ini'nd  on  various  fchemes  revolv'd ; 
At  laft  on  cruel  exile  he  refolv'd. 
The  rigorcus  doom  was  fix'd ;  alas  !  how  vain 
To  him  of  tender  anguifli  to  complain  ! 
His  fcul,  that  never  love's  fweet  influence  felt, 
By  fecial  iympathy  could  never  melt ; 
With  flern  command  to  Albert's  charge  he  gave, 
To  waft  Palemon  o'er  the  dillant  wave. 
f   The  fhip  was  laden  and  prepar'd  to  fail, 
-And  only  waited  now  the  leading  gale. 
«  Twas  ours,  in  that  fad  period,  full  to  pj-ove 
Shen heart-felt  torments  of  defpairing  love. 
Th'  impatient  wiih  that  never  feels  rcpoi'e; 
Defire  that  with, perpetual  current  flows; 
.  The  iludluating  pang*  of  bop e  and  fear ; 
Joy  diftant  ftill,  and  forrow  ever  near  1 
Thus,  while  the  pangs  of  thought  feverer  grew, 
TThe  weftcrn  breezes  in3u»i)icious  blew, 
Haftcning  the  moment  of  our  laft  adieui- 
frhe  Teflel  parted  on  the  falling  tide  ;  .-jVi    lun // 
Yet  time  one  facred  hour  to  love  fupj-ly'd. 
Tht  night  was  filcnr,  and,  advancing  faft,  • 
The  muon  o'er  Thames  her  (Jlver  manllc  caft.    - 
Impatient  hope  the  midnight  path  cxplor'd. 
And  led  me  tp  the  nymph  my  fo.ul  adrr'd. 
Soon  her  quick  footdeps  ilruck.my  lift*ning  esr.I 
She  came  confeft     the  lovely  maid  drew  near  ! 
But  ab'^'what  force  of.langiiage  can  impart 
Th' iiripetuous  joy  that  glow.'d  in  either  hearft 
O  !  ye,  whofe  melting  hearts  are  form'd  to  prove 
The  treriibling  e'cftafies  of  genuine  love  i 
When,  with  delicious-agony,  the  thought 
ireo  thff  verge  of  high  delirium  wrought ; 
Your  fecret  lympatliy  alone  can  tell 
,Wliat  raptures  then  the  thi'obbing  bofom  fwell : 
Q'cr  all  the  nerves  what  tender  tumults  roll. 
While  Jove.wttb  fweec  iQchaotinenc  melts  the  foul ! 


} 


In  tranfport  loft,  by  trembling  hope  iniprcft. 
The  blufliing  virgin  funk  upon  my  breaft; 
While  her's  congenial  beat  with  fond  alarms; 
Dlffolving  foftnefs  I  paradife  of  charnis  ! 
Flaih'd  from  our  eyes,  in  warm  transfufion  flew 
Our  blending  fpirits,  that  each  other  drew  I 
O  blifsfupreme  !  where  virtue's  felf  can  melt 
With  joys  that  guilty  pkafure  never  felt ! 
Form'd  to  refine  the  thought  with  chSlte  defire, 
At;d  kindle  fweet  affc(51ion's  pureft  fir'e  1 
Ah  !  wherefore  fliould  my  hopelefs  love,  (he  cries. 
While  forrnw  burft  with  interrupting .flghs. 
For  ever  deftin'd  to  lament  in  vain. 
Such  flattering,  fend  ideas  entertain  .'       • 
My  heart  through  fcenes  of  fair  illufion  ftray'd, 
To  joys  decreed  for  fome  fuperior  maid-.; 
'Tis  mine  to  feel  the  (harpeft  (lings  of  grief, 
Where  never  gentle  hope  affords  relief.  • 
Go  then,  dear  youth  !   thy  father's  rage. atore;.  ; 
And  let  this  tortur'd  bofom  beat  alone  !  -  •  i' 

The  hovering  anger  yet  thou  niay'ft  appeafe ; 
Go  then,  dear  yotith  !  nor  tempt  the  faithlefsfeas! 
Find  out  fome  happier  daughter  of  the  town,.  .  .'• 
With  fortune's  fairer  joys  thy  love  to  crown  ; 
Where  fmiling  o'er  thee,  with  indulgent  ray,.'.I  , 
Profperity  (hall  hail  each  new-born  day.         i '.'. 
Too   well  thou  know'ft   good  Albert's  niggard 
fate,  ,  -i  "     ■  ■  '■' 

111  fitted  to  fuftain  thy  father's  hate;      •  ■  '." 

Go  then,  I  charge  thee,  by  thy  generous  love, 
,  That  fatal  to  my  fat'ner  thus  may  prove  '. 
On,  me  alone  let  dark affliclion  fall !  ....i';/ 

Whofe  heart,  for  thee,  will  gladly  fuffer  all. 
Then  hafle  thee  hence,  Palemon,  ere  too- late,   . 
Norrafhly  hope  to  brave  oppofing  fate!. 

Sheceas'd;   while  anpuifh  in  her  angcl-face 
O'er  all  her  beauties  (hower'd  celeftial  jjrace..  • 
Not  Helen,  in  her  bridal  charms  array'd, 
Was  lialf  fo  lovely  as  this  gentle  maid. 
O  foul  of  all  my  wifbe.si   I  reply'd. 
Can  that  foft. fabric  ftem  afRiclion's  tide  ^ 
Canfl  thou,  fair  emblem  of  exalted  truth  1 
To  forrow  doom  the  fummer  of  thy  youth; 
And  I,  perfidious !  .ail  thaf  fweetnefsfce 
Confign'd  to  ialting  mifcry  for  me  i* 
Soontr  this  moment  may  the  eternal  doom 
Palemon  in  the  filent  earth  entomb  I  . 
Atteft  thou  moon,  fair  regent  of  the  night ! 
Whofe  lullre  (kkt-ns  at  this  mournful  light ; 
By  ai!  the  pansys  divided  lovers  feel. 
That  fweet  pofftfTion  only  knows  to  heal ! ; 
By  all  the  horror.s  brooding  o'er  the  deep! 
Where  fate  arid  ruiii  fad  dominion  keep  ;■     - 
Though  tyrant  duty  o'er  me  threatening,  ftands, 
And  claitns  obedience  to  her  ftcni  commands: 
Should  fortune  cruel  or  aufpici'  us  prove, 
Her  fmile  or  frown  (hall  never  change  my  lofC  I 
My  heart,  that  now  mud  every  joy  refign, 
Incapable  of  change,  is  only  thine! — 
O  ceafe  to  weep!   this  ftorm  will  yet  decay. 
And  thefe  fad  clouds  of  forrow  melt  away. 
While  through  the  rut{ged  path  of  life  we  go, 
All  mortals  tafte  the  bitter  draught  of  woe. 
The  fam'd  and  great,  decreed  to  equal  pain, 
Full  of:  in  fpkudid  wretchcdncfs  complain. 
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Sis 


For  this  prdfperity,  with  brighter  ray, 
In  fniiling  confrafl  giJds  our  vital  day. 
Thou  too,  fwect  maid !  ere   twice  ten  months'J 
arii  o'er  / 

Shalt  hail  Palcmon  to  his  native <fhorc,  T 

Where  never  intereft  dial!  divide  us  more.  J 

Ker  ftruggling  foul,  o'etwhelm'd  with  tender 
grief, 
Now^  found  an  interval  of  fliort  relief : 
So  melts  the  furface  of  the  frozen  ftieam, 
B^Death  the  wint'ry  fun's  departing  beam. 
With  warning  hade  the  (hades  of  night  withdrew, 
And  gave  the  fignal  of  a  fad  adieu. 
As  on  my  neck  th'  afflicS^ed  maiden  iiung, 
A  thoufiind  racking  doulus  her  fpirit  wrung  ; 
She  vvept  the  terrors  of  the  fearful  wave, 
Too  oft,  alas  !   the  wandering  lover's  grave  1 
With  foft  perfuaSon  I  difpell'd  her  fear. 
And  from  her  cheek  beguil'd  the  falling  tear. 
While  dying  fondncfs  lan^uifh'd  in  lier  eyes. 
She  pour'd  her  foul  to  Heaven  in  fuppliant  (ighs— 
Ijook  down  with  pity,  oh  !  ye  poweis  above. 
Who  hear  the  fad  complaint  of  bleeding  love  1 
Ye,  who  the  fecret  laws  of  fate  explo'-e, 
Alone  can  tell  if  he  returns  no  more  : 
Or  if  the  hour  of  future  joy  remain, 
l.Qng-wifli'd  atonement  of  long-fuffer'd  pain  I 
Bid  every  guardian  minifler  attend, 
And  from  all  ill  the  rauch-lov'd  youth  defend  ! 

With  grief  o'erwhclm'd   we  parted  twice  in 

-        vain, 
And,  urg'd  by  ftrong  attradlion,  met  again. 
At   laft,  by  cruel  forrunc  torn  apart. 
While  tender  paflion  ftream'd  in  cither  heart, 
Oiw  eyes  transfis'd  with  agonizing  look, 
One  lad  farewell,  cne  lad  embrace  we  took. 
Forlorn  of  hope  the  lovely  maid  I  left, 
Pei;f:ve  and  pale  ;  of  every  joy  bereft. 
She  to  her  fi'.ent  couch  retir'd  to  weep. 
While  her  fad  fwain  embark'd  upon  the  deep. 

His  tale  thus  clos'd,  from  fympathy  of  grief, 
Pale.mons  bofnm  felt  a  fweet  relief 
■]"he  liaplefs  bird,  thus  ravilh'd  from  the  ikies, 
Where  all  forlorn  his  lov'd  companion-flies, 
In  fecret  long  bewjil^  his  cniel  fate, 
With  fi'iid  renUiiibrance  of  liis  win|jed  mate  : 
Till  grown  familiar  wi;h  a  foreign  tra  n,  p 

Compos'd  at  length,  his  iadiy-warbling  ftrain    > 
In  fweet  oblivion  charm?  the  fenfe  of  pain.  j 

Ye  tender  maids,  in  wliofe  pathetic  fouls 
Conipafiiun'sfacred  ftream  impetuous  rolls; 
Whofe  warm  affedlions  exquifitely  feel 
The  fecret  wound  you  tremble  to  reveal ; 
Ah  !  may  no  wanderer  of  the  faithlels  main 
Pour  through  your  breaft  the  foft  delicious  banc  '■ 
May  never  fatal  tendernefs  approve 
'I'he  lond  effufions  of  their  ardent  love. 
O  !  wain'd  by  fricndfliip's  counfel,  learn  to  fliun 
The  fatal  path  where  thoufands  are  undoite  ! 

Now  as  the  youth?,  returning  o'er  the  plain, 
Approach'd  the  lonely  margin  of  the  main, 
Firft,  with  attention  rous'd,  Arion  ey'd 
The  graceful  lover,  form'd  in  nature's  pride. 
Hi?  frame  the  happieft  fymme.try  dilj;lay'd; 


In  every  look  the  Paphian  graces  fliine.  • 

Soft  breathing  o'tr  his  ciicek  their  bloom  divine. 

With  lighten'd  heart  he  fmll'd  ferenely  gay, 
Like  young  .'\donis  or  the  fon  of  May. 

Not  Cytherea  from  a  fairer  fwain 
Reieiv'd  her  apple  on  the  Trojan  plain  ! 

The  fun  s  brig.'it  orb,  declining  all  fercne, 
Now  glanc'd  obliquely  o'er  the  woodland  fcene. 
Creation  froiles  around;  on  every  fpray 
The  warbling  birds  exalr  thtir  evening  lay. 
Blithe  flcipping  o'er  yon  hill,  the  fleecy  train 
Join  the  deep  chorus  of  the  lov.'ing  plain  : 

J  he  golden  Jime  and  orange  there  were  feen, 
On  fragrant  branches  of  perpetual  green.        , 

i'he  cryllal  ftreams,  that  velvet  meadows  lavp,  /^ 
To  the  green  ocean  roll  with  chiding  wave. 
The  glaity  ocean  hufh'd  forgers  to  roar,         .    . 
Biit  trembling  murmurs  on  the  fandy  fhorc  : 
And  lo  !  his  furface,  loyely  to  behold  ! 
Glows  in  the  welt,  a  fsa  of  living  g.Jd  I 
While,  all  above,  a  thoufand  liveries  gay 
The  feics  with  pomp  ineffable  array. 
Arabian  fweets  perlume  the  happy  plains  : 
Above,  beneath,  around  enchantment  reigns ! 
While  yet  the  Ibades,  on  time's  eternal  fcale, 
With  long  vibration  deepen  o'er  thfi  vale ; 
While  yet  tlie  fongllers  of  the  vocal  grove 
With  dying  numbers  tune  the  foul  to  love ; 
With  joyful  eyes  th'  attentive  mailer  fees 
Th'  a.ufpicious  omens  of  an  eaftern  breeze.— 
Now  radiant  vefper  leads  the  ftarry  train. 
And  night  flow  draws  her  veil  o'er  land  andjnain; 
Round  the  charg'd  bowl  the  failors  form  a  ring  j- 
By  turns  recount  the  vi;ond'rous  tale,  or  fing^ 
As  love  or  battle,  hardfhips  of  the  main. 
Or  genial  wine,  awake  their  homely  ftrain  : 
Then  feme  the  watch  of  night  alternate  keep, 
The  reft  lie  buried  in  oblivious  flecp. 

Deep  midnight  now  involves  the  livid  feies, 
Vv^hile  infant  breezes  from  the  flioie  arife. 
I'he  waning  moon,  behind  a  wat'ry  fhroud, 
Falc-glimmcr'd  o'er  the  long-protrafted  cloud.    ■ 
A  mighty  liiig  around  her  filver  throne, 
,  With  parting  meteors  croft,  portentous  fhonc.  .  ^^^ 
I'his  in  the  troubled  fky  full  oft  prevails ; 
Oft  deem'd  a  fignal  of  tempeftuous  gales. — 
While  young  Arion  llceps,  before  his  fight 
Tumultuous  fsvim  the  viiions  of  the  night.         :  ^ 
Now  blooming  Anna,  with  her  happy  fwain,      :• 
Approach'd  the  facred  Hymeneal  fane  : 
Anon  tremendous  lightnings  ilafh  between  ; 
And  funeral  pomp,  and  weeping  loves  are  feeti '. 
Now  with  Pakmon  up  a  rocky  flecp, 
Whofe  i'ummit  trembles  o'er  the  roaring  deep, 
With  painful  ftep  be  climb'd  ;  while  far,  above 
Sweet  Anna  charm'd  them  with  the  voice  of  love. 
Then  fudden  from  the  flippery  height  they  fell,    . 
While  dreadful  yawh'd  beneath  the  jaws  of  hell. — 
Amid  this  fearful  trance,  a  thundering  found 
He  hears— and  thrice  the  hollow  decks  rebound. 
Upflarting  from  his  couch,  on  deck  he  fprung  ; 
Thrice  with   fhrill  note  the  boatfwain's  whiftlc 
rung.  -.. 

Ail  bands  unmoor  .'  proclaims  a  boiftcrous  cry  : 
All  hands  unmoor,  the  cavern  rocks  reply  I 
O  0  iiij 


SU  THE    WORKS  OF   FALCONER. 

R  us'd  from  repofe  aloft  the  lailor-  Iwarm, 
And  with  their  levrr>  t'oiin  the  wiiid.afs  "  arm. 
1  he  order  \rivi  n,  up  tp  inking  witf.  a  hound      "J 
Tney  iodgf  the   bars,  and  wneel    their  engine  f 
found  :  r 

At  every  'urn  rh'-  c'anping;  rauK  rcfound.  J 

Upt  rn  rehidant  from  is  oozy  cave, 
The  (Minderou^  anchor  riles  o't  the  wave. 
Al"  w  their  fl:ppcry  nvafts  the  yarcls  afcend. 
And  high  in  air  the  canvas  wings  extend: 
Re  lotibiing  cords  the  1<  fty  canvas  guide, 
A  .d  through  inextricable  maze;,  glide. 
The  lunar   ay-  with  long  reflcdiun  gleam, 
To  light  the  velTcloVr  the  filver  (tream  : 
Aloi.g  the  glaffy  plain  ierene  {he  glide-, 
Whi:«  azure  lathaMce  tremble  on  her  fides. 
From  <aft  to  noith  thr  tranfient  breezes  play; 
An  !  in  the  E;<yptian  qaaiter  fnon  decay. 
A  calinenlue-;   thiy  dread  th*  adjacent  (li-^re; 
The  boats  with  rowers  arm'd  a  e  itn'  before  : 
With  cordage  fallen'd  to  the  lolty  pmw, 
Aloof   o  lea  the  ftatcly  fhip  they  t'  \v  f. 
The  nerv  us  crew  their  fvvefping  oars  extend  ; 
And  pealing  fhouts  the  fhore  of  Candia  rend. 
Succ<ls  attrnd*  their  flciil     the  danger's  '.'er: 
The  port  i'-  doubled  and  beheld  no  more,     [fight. 

Now  m  rn,  her  lamp  pale  glimmering  on  the 
SratTer'd  before  her  van  reiutSant  iiight. 
She  comes  not  in  relulgent  pomp  array'd, 
Ent  ftetniy  frotvning,  wrapt  in  (uUen  ihade. 
Ab  ve  incunbtn:  vap.  urs,  Ida's  height, 
1  remind  u«^  rock     erne -gts  on  the  fight. 
IJorth-eaft  tie  guardian  ifle  of  rftandia  lies,  ' 
A'fi  weftward  Fi efi. bin's, W'ody  capes  arife. 

With  winning  poftu^es,  now  the  wanton  fails 
Spread  all  their  fnares   to   charm   th'  inconftant 

gales. 
The  fw  elhng  ftu'n-fails  \  now  their  wings  extend. 
Then  ftay  lals  fidefng  to  the  brcze  afcend  ; 
While    all    to   court   the   wandering    breeze  are 

plar'd  ; 
Vith  yards  now  thwavtlng,  now  obliquely  brac'd. 

1  he  dim  hcrizoii  h  wering  vapour-  {hr..ud. 
And  blot  ihe  fun,  yet  llruggling  in  the  cioud: 
Through  the   wide  atmoJphtre    condens'd   with 
His  glaring  orb  emits  a  fangur  e  bl':ze.         [haze, 
The  pilots  now  their  'ule-  "f  art  apply. 
The  myftic  needle's  devious  aim  to  try. 
The  compalspiac'd  to  catch  the  rifing  ray§, 
The  quadrant's  fliadov\  s  ftudious  thty  furvey  '. 


*  7te  tfindla/s  is  a  fort  oflarae  roller^  ufed  to  zvind 
in  the  ciibUy  or  hca-ot  up  tfje  anchor.  It  is  turned  about 
'veriicuUy  by  a  number  of  long  bui  s  or  levers}  in  tvhtcb 
opiiatinn    t  is  prevfritcd  from  tecoilmg   by  the  pauis. 

•f  Tdtuing  IS  the  opera  ion  of  dra-wmg  a  Jhip  f  r- 
ifurd,  by  means  of  topes,  extending  from  het  fore-part 
to  one  0    nio  e  of  the  boats  roiving  before  her. 

.\  Studding  fails  are  long,  nrrrotv  fails  tvhich  (ire 
tn'y  ufed  in  fine  ivealber  and  fair  tv  nds  on  the  outfide 
of  the  larger  fquurf^fails.  Sta\-/ails  are  three  cornered 
faiL ,  ivbich  are  ofifed  up  on  tbejlayi,  tvhen  the  vind 
croffes  tlefhip^s  coi:>fe  either  d'ridity  or  obliquely. 

,  The  operation  oj  tuiing  the juns  azimuth  in  or- 
4er  to  dfc'vo  the  eafiern  w  tvefiern  variatkn  of  the 
vta^netital  needle* 


Along  the  arch  the  gradual  index  Aides, 
While  Phcebu>di)wn  the  veitic  circle  glide*, 
Now,  feen    n  ocean's  utnioft  veige  to  fwim, 
He  fweeps  it  vibrant  wi  h  his  nether  limb, 
i  heir  fige  experience  thus  .xplores  the  height 
And  polar  diftance  of  the  foi.rce  of  light : 
Then  through  the  chiliads  triple  maze  they  trace 
rh'  analogy  that  proves  the  magnet's  place. 
Tlie  wayv»'ard  fleel,  to  truth  thus  reconcii'd. 
No  more  the  at  entive  pilot's  eye  heguil'tf 

I  he  natives,  w^ile  the  fhip  depart-  the  land, 
Afhore  with  admiration  gazing  ftand. 
Majcirically  flow   before  the  breeze. 
In  fiient  pomp  fhe  marches  on  the  leas. 
Her  milk  white  bottom  caft  a  fofter  gleam, 
While  trembling  through  the  green  tranflucen^ 

ftream. 
The  wdlesf,  that  clofe  above  in  contrail  {hone, 
Clalp  the  lone  fabr.c  with  a  jetty  zone. 
Britannia,  riding  awful  on  the  prow, 
G.iz'd  o'er  the  vaffal-wave  that  roll'd  below: 
iVhe.e'er  fhe  mov'd,  the  vaffai-waves  were  feen 
To  yield  obUquious,  a:  d  coiifels  their  queen, 
rh'  imperial  trident  grac'd  her  dexter-hand, 
Of  power  to  rule  the  furge,  like  Mofes'  wand, 
I  h' eternal  empire  of  the  main  to  keep, 
'^nd  guide  her  fqua  irons  o'er  the  trembling  deep^. 
Her  left  propitious  b^re  a  myftic  fliield, 
\.round  whofe  margin  rolls  the  wat'ry  fic-ld. 
There  her  bold  genius,  in  hisfloa  ing  cav. 
O'er    he  wild  billow  hurls  the  ftorm  of  war— > 
And  1    .   the  beafls,  that  oft  wth  j.-a  ous  rage 
In  bloody  comba;  met,  from  age  to  age 
Pam'd  into  union,  yok'd  in  frlendfhIp'^  chain, 
Draw  his  pr>ud  chariot  round  the  vatiqu:fh'd  n>ala» 
From  the  broad  margin  to  the  centre  grew 
ahelves,  rocks,  and  whirlpools,   hideous   to  the 

VK  w  ! — - 
I'h'  immortal  fhield  from  Neptune  fhe  receiv'd. 
When  firft  her  head  above  the  waters  heav  d. 
Loofe  fl  dted  <•  er  her  limbs  an  azure  veil; 
A  figur'd  fcutchcon  glitter'd  on  her  breaft; 
There,  from  one  parent  foil,  for  ever  young, 
Tlie  blooming  role  and  hardy  thiflle  fprung. 
Around  lier  head  an  oaken  wreath  was  leen. 
Inwove  with  laurels  of  unf.iding  green. 
Such  vyas  the  fculprur'd  prow- — ftom  van  to  rear, 
Th'  artillery  frown'd,  a  black  tremendous  rier  I 
itmb.ilm'd  with  orient  gum  above  the  wave, 
The  fvvelling  fides  a  yellow  radiance  gave. 
On  the  broad  (lern,  a  pencil  warm  and  bold, 
I  hat  never  fcrvile  rules  ot  arr  controul'd. 
An  allegoric  tale  on  high  porrray'd, 

i  1  here  a  young  hero   here  a  royal  maid. 

•  Fair  Englao'i's  genius,  in  the  youth  cxpreft, 

I  Her  ancient  foe,  but  n<>v\'  her  friend  confeft, 
I'he  warlike  nymph  with  fo'id  regard  furvey'd  ^ 

,  No  more  hishoftilr  f    wn  her  h  ait  difmay'd. 
His  look,  that  onti  Ihot  terror  from  afar. 
Like  young  .\)cide-,  or  the  god  of  war, 

+    The  vales  here  alluded  to  are  an  affemhlage  of 

Riong plunki  ivhich  envelope  the  loii-er  part  vf  the  fhif  s 

fide,  ivherein  they  are  broader  and  thicker  than  the  refl, 

and  a-'peiir  fomiivhat  like  a  range  of  hoops  j  •Ulhlib  fepet' 

\  Toiei  (be^  bottom  from  tb^  vp^er  ivoris. 
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Serene  a?  fummer's  evening  flcies  (he  faw; 
Serene,  yet  firm  ;  thoujjh  mild,  imprcfliiig  awe. 
Her  nervous  arm,  inur'd  to  toil^  fevere, 
BrindiftiM  th*  unc  nquer'd  Cali  donian  fpear. 
The  dreacful  faulcfuon  of  tlie  hills  fhe  wore. 
Sung  to  the  h.np  in  many  a  tale  of  yore. 
That  oft  her  rivers  dy'd  with  i^olUle  }^ore. 
B'ue  was  her  rocky  (hield  ;  her  piercing  eye 
p.afn'd  hke  the  meteors  of  her  native  Iky; 
Her  creft,  high-plum  d,  was  rough  wi  h  many  a 

fear, 
A''d  o'er  her  helmet  gleam'd  the  northern  ftur. 
The  warrior  youth  appcar'd  of  noble  frame, 
The  hardy  oif-pring  of  fome  Runic  dame 
Loofe  o'er  his  ftmulders  hung  the  flackend  bow, 
Renown'd  in  fong,  the  terror  of  the  foe  ! 
The  fword,  that  oft  the  barbarous  north  defy'd, 
The  fcourije  •  f  tyrants  !  gljtter'd  by  hi-  fide. 
Clad  in  rrfulgent  arm-,  in  battle  won, 
The  George  emblazon'd  pn  his  corlciet  {hone. 
Fall  by-his  fide  was  feen  a  golden  lyre, 
J'regnant  with  numbers  of  eternal  fire  ; 
Whole  firings  unlock  the  witches'  midnight  fpell; 
Or  waft  wrapt  fancy  through  the  gulfs  of  hell — 
Struck  with  contagi^  n,  kindling  fancy  hears 
The  fongs  of  heaven     the  inufic  of  the  ipheres  1 
Borne  on  Newtonian  wing  through  air  fhe  flies, 
Wiiere  other  luns  to  other  fyftems  rife  ! — 
Thefe  front  the  fcene  conficuous — overhead 
Al  Kin's  proud  oak  his  filial  branches  fpread  : 
While  on  the  fea-beat  fhore  ob(equious  fto.id, 
Bciieah  their  feet,  the  fa'her    f  tbe  flood — 
Here,  the  bold  native  o(  her  cliflf-.  above, 
Peich'd  by  the  martial  maid  the  bird  of  Jove ; 
There  on  the  watch,  lagacious  of  jii«  prey, 
With  eyes  of  fire,  an  Englilh  malfilf  lay. 
Yonder  fair  comncrce  Itrctch'd  her  wingrd  fail ; 
Here  frown'd  the  god  that  wakes  the  living  gale — 
High  o  er  the  poop,  the  flatrering  wind*  unfurl'd 
Th  imperial  flag  that  rules  the  wat'ry  world. 
Deep-biufhing  armors  all  the  t'ps  invefl ; 
And  warlike  trophies  either  quarter  <.reft  : 
Then  tower'd  the  mails;  the  canvas  fwell'd  on 

high; 
And  waving  flreamer*  floated  in  the  iky. 
Thus  the  rich  vefTel  moves  in  trim  array. 
Like  fome  fair  virgin  on  her  bridal  day. 
7  bus  like  a  fwan  fhe  cleaves  the  wat'ry  plain. 
The  pride  and  wonder  of  the  ^gean  m^m  1 

CANTO   n. 

ARGUMENT. 

^efleiSJon  on  leaving  the  land— The  gale  conti- 
nues—A water-fp(>ut--«Bcauty  of  a  dying  dol- 
phin—The  fliip  s  jrrgiefs  along  the  ihore — 
Wind  ftrengthens— The  fails  reduced— -A  fhoal 
of  purpiijfes — Laft  ^ppearanc*  of  Cape  Spado — 
Sea  rifes- -A  fquali — the  fails  further  dimi- 
rifhed'-Mainfail  fplit— Ship  teais  away  be- 
fore the  wind— ^gain  hauls  upon  the  wind--- 
Another  mainfail  fitted  to  the  yard-  -The  gale 
ilill  iucreafes—  I'l^pfaih  furled  —  Pop-gailant- 
yanis   fent    down-"Sea   e   larges Sun-fet-— 


main-yard-arm— Anxiety  of  the  pilots  froia 
their  dangcmus  fiuation — Refolute  behaviour 
of  the  failors  —The  (hip  labours  in  great  dif- 
trtfs— The  artillery  thrown  overboard — Dif- 
mal  appearance  of  the  weather. — Very  high 
and  dang'-rous  fea- -Severe  fatigue  of  the  crew 
-•-C  nfuitation  and  refolution  of  the  officers- 
Speech  and  advice  of  Albert  to  the  crew— 
NecclTiry  difpofition  to  vei-r  before  the  wind 
---Diiappoiiitmtnt  in  thi  propofed  efrc<5t  -  New 
diipofitions  equally  unfucccfsful.— The  mi;tea> 
mall  cat  away. 

Adieu  ye  pleafurcs  of  the  rural  fcene, 

Whe.  £  pi-ace  and  calm  contentment  dwell  ferepei. 

I'o  me  in  vain,  on  earth's  prolific  foil, 

With  fummcr  cmwn'd  the  iilyfian  vallles  {auhfl 

To  me  thofc  happier  fcene:  no  joy  impart, 

But  tantalize  with  hope  my  aching  heart. 

For  thefe,  alas!   reluctant  I  forego, 

I'o  vifit  ftorms  and  elements  of  woe' 

Ve  tempefls,  o'er  my  head  congenial  roll, 

To  fuit  the  nioui  nful  mufic  of  my  foul ! 

In  black  progrefli  n,  lo  '   they  hover  naar; 

Hatl  focial  horrors,  like  my  fate  fcverc ! 

Old  ocein  hail,  benea  h  whole  azure  zone 

I'he  fecret  deep  lies  unexplor'd,  unknown. 

A.ppr(j^ch  ye  brave  companions  of  the  fea, 

And  fearlefs  view  this  awful  fcenp  with  me  t 

Ye  iwtive  guardian^  of  your  country's  laws  t 

Ye  bild  affertorsof  her  (acr^d  caufe  I 

The  niufe  invites  yvu  ;  judge  if  fhe  depart 

Unequal  fr^ni  the  precepts  of  your  art. 

Ill  pr.iiitice  traind,  and  confcious  of  her  pow'r, 

Her  Ittps  inricpiJ  meet  the  t'-ying  hour 

O'er  the  fiiooth  bolom  of  the  faithlefs  tides, 
Pjopeil  d  by  ge   tie  gales,  the  vfitL-l  glides. 
Rodmond  exulting  felt  th'  aufpicious  wind, 
-\.Bd  by  a  niyftic  charm  its  aim  confin'd.— 
The  tho  ights  of  home,  that  o'er  his  fancy  roll^ 
With  trenibiing  joy  dilate  Palemon's  foul : 
Hoyt:  littj  his  heart,  before  whofe  vivid  ray 
Diitrtfs  recedes,  and  danger  melts  away. 
-Viready  Britain's  partnt-cliifs  arife, 
A;id  in  idea  greet  his  longing  eyes! 
Eich  amorous  failor  too,  with  heart  elate, 
Dwells  on  the  beauties  of  his  gentle  mate. 
E'en  they  th'  imprcflive  dart  of  l.ive  can  feel, 
Wiicfe  ftubborn  louls  are  fheath'd  in  triple  fteel. 
Nor  lefs  o'erjoy'd,  perhaps  with  equal  truth. 
Each  faithful  maid  experts  th'  approaching  youth; 
In  diltant  bofom-  equal  ardours  glow, 
And  mutual  paflions  mutual  j&j's  beftow.— 
Tail  I  la's  fummit  now  more  difiant  grew. 
And  Jove's  high  hill  was  rifing  on  the  view; 
When,  from  the  left  ap;jroaching,  they  defcry 
A  liquid  c  lumn  towering  (hoot  on  high. 
1  he  foaming  bafe  an  angry  whirlwind  fweeps. 
Where  curling  billows  roufe  the  fearful  deeps. 
Still  round  and  round  the  fluid  vortex  flies, 
tjcatteiing   dun   night;    and    horror    through  tho 

fkies.  * 

The  fwift  -volution,  and  th'  enormous  train, 
Let  fages  vers'd  in  nature's  lore  explain  '. 
The  horrid  apparition  flill  draws  nigh, 


^ouifes  K?fe4— f  e^JF  fe^nwo  loft  «|f  th«  If c  |  Au^  whit«  with  foam  th,e  whirling  furgej  &^ !-- 
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Tlie  jpins^^cte  pnm'd :  the  ■vefTel  rorthward  veers 
TilK her  black  battery  on  the  column  bears. 
-TJieoitre  fir'd  ;  and  while  the  dreadful  found-' 
•CoVivulfive  ihook  the  flumbering  air  around,'- 
•The  ifrat'ry  valunie,  rrembliner  to  the  Iky,  • 
-BDr<l  down  a  dreadful  deluge  from  on  high  l  ■■ 
-Th'alfr»ghted'l"u»!<i;e,  recoilin-jasit  fell; 
•Rf»llit%  in  hilts  ilifelosM  th'abyfs  of  hellJ 
^Ht  fdon,  this  trartfieiit  undulation  o'er. 
The  fea  "fuhO'de?.  the  whiilwind*  rape  no  more. 
-WKtle  fiffHthr/aFd  now  th?  iqcreafing  breezes  veer, 
Dar'k  clouds  incumbent  on  their  wings  appear. 
In  front  theyvLew  the  cpry'crated  grove 
_Of  cvfii^efslTuc'red  once  ri  Cretan  Jove.  ■ 
Trfi'ii'^hirfty'can'va^,  ail  a'rounfl  ftr^'pUed,    ' 
Still  dri.''.ks''tiiiqucnch'd  the  full  aerial  tide. 
Aft^fcow,  a^^roAching  neir  the  lofty  ftern, 
A  flioaft  If 'fprtriiVe" dolphins  they  difcern.  ' 
From  bti^filfh'd  fcales  tKey  beam  refulg;ent  rajrs. 
Till  all  the  glowing  ocean  fccms  toljlaze. 
Soon  to  jthe  fport  of  death  the  cre-.v  repair, 
Dart  the'l^r'^iance,  or  fpread  the  baidccl  fnarc 
One  in  re'dW.bling  mares  wheels  alorg, 
And  gli't^s  unhappy  rear  the  triple  prong. 
Rodmond  tfnirring  o'eriiis  head  fufpends 
The  baifBed  ftetl,  and  every  tarn  attends ; 
■Unerrifi'^"airi-t'il;  the  miffile  weapon  ftew, 
And,  pfui^gTfig,  flruch  the  fated  viftim  fhr#i;g'K^ 
Th'  iipt'iimit^g  points  his  pnride'rons  hulk  faftain;  \ 
On  dect:  he  ftruggles  with  coi^vulfive  pain.  '     ' 
But  while  hjs  hi^art  the  fatal  javeMn  thrills. 
And  fliiHiig  life  efcapcs  in  fanguine  rills,         '    " 
What  radiant  changes  ftrike  th'  aflonifli'd  fight! 
What  glow'ing  hues  of  mingted  fhade  and  light  I 
Not  equapbeauticsgild  the  lucid  well, 
With  pKrtju*  beams  all  o'er  profufcly  drefl. 
Not  loyeTitr-colours  paint  the  vernal  dawn, 
When* "orient' dews  impeari  th' enameli'd  lawn, 
Than  from  hi?  fides  in  bright  fuffufion  flow. 
That  now  with  gold  empyreal  feeni  to  glow; 
Now  in  pcHqcid  fapphi'-es  meet  the  view. 
And  emulate  fhfe  fcft  celeOial  hue ; 
Now  beam  a'flaming  crimlbn  on  the  eye, 
And  now  affume  the  pnrple's  deeper  dye, 
Eut  here  dcjfcripticn  clouds  each  fliining  lay;' 
What  tetihs  of  sft  can  nature's  powers  difplafy? 
Npxr,'  wTiiHr'fan'^Kiglr  the  freft'nin*  gale  Ihe 
•-■ftj^t?,  ■]';'•'  "  :  ■    ••'■  -  ■'  '  '  ■•:  ■      \-; 
'fheflilpibei-.i^irfilicrtofty  prrffurt;  reels'' 
The  ausifiaf^fuil^  that  court  a.genile  breezre, 
l^'roWi'tbefr  high^ft'ation?  fink  by  flow  degrees. 
The  watchful  I'uref  of  the  helm  no  more 
With  ITjc'^  'attc'nrion  eyes  th'  ac^jacent  Ihore; 
Bi:t  by  the  Torachsrof  truth  below,      ■       ' ^-    ■  '  ' 
1  he  viroTtd 'rous  mngnct ,  guides  '-he  •wayward  pro'^V. 
The'^winrf,  that  f^ill  the  impreflive  canvas  fweU'd, 
Swift  air^-morcfwift  the  yielding  bark  impell'd. 
Impaticrtt  rhn»  fh*  glides  along  the  coaft, 
Ti!l'fai"  behind  tire  hill  of  Jove  is  loft : 
And  yvhz\c  ab'of  from  Retimo  fhe  fleers, 
'>R^lit§fs*s  foretind  full  in  front  ap^^fars. 
V/idc  o'er  yon  >flhii-us  flantK  the  cypref--grove 
That  nnfc-enclos'3  rhe  hallo w'd  fane  of  Jove. 
Here  too,  tnt-tiW-ial  f-i  his  name  !  is  found 
A  tombj  in  ktiaffelfertfins  on  the'gr'ownd.  ■ 


This  gloomy  tyrant,  whofe  triltfnphant  yoke 
The  trehibling  Hates  around  to  flav'ry  broke, 
Through  .Greece  for   murder,    rape,   and   incell 

known. 
The  piufes  rais'd  to  high  Olympus'  throne. — 
For  oft,  alas  !■  their  venal  flrains  adorn 
The  jinnce  whom  blufhing  virtue  holds  in  fcorn. 
Still  Rome  and  Greece  record  his  endlefs  fame. 
And  hence  yon  mountain  yet  retains  his  name. 

But  fee  !  in  confluence  borne  before  the  blaft. 
Clouds  roU'd  on  clouds  the  dufky  noon  o'ercall; 
'I'he  black'ning ocean  curls;  the  winds  arife  ;' 
And  the  dark  feud  *  in  fwiftluccellion  flies. 
While  the  Iwolii  canvas  bends  the  mafts  on  high,. 
Low'in  the  waves  the  leeward  cannon  iief. 
The  failors  now,  to  give  the  fnip  reLef, 
Pvoduce  the  topfaiis  by  a  fingle  reef  |. 
Each  lofty  yard  with  flackea'd  cordage  reels. 
Rattle  the  creaking  blocks,  and  ringing  wheels. 
Down  the  tali  mails  the  topfaiis  link  amain  ; 
And,  icon  reduced,  affume  their  pofl;  again. 
More  diltant  grew  receding  Ganuia's  fhore  ; 
And  fouthward  of  the  well  Cape  Spado  bore. 

Four  hours  the  fun  his  high  meridian  throne 
Had  left,  and  o'er  Atlantic  regions  flione; 
Stili  blacker  clouds,  that  all  the  ikies  invade. 
Draw  o'er. his  fullied  orb  a  difmal  Ibade. 
A  fquali  deep-low'ring  blots  the  fouthern  iky. 
Before  Whojc  boilterous  breath  the,  waters  fly. 
Its  weight  the  tiipfails  can  no  more  fuftain. 
Reef  topfaiis.  Reef,  the  boatfwain  calls  again  ! 
The  baiiards  jjaiid  top-bowlines  \\  foon  are  gone,. 
To  clue-lines  and  reef-tackles'^  next  they  run  : 
The  -fhivering    fails   deicend  ;    and    now    they 

fquarc 
The  yards,  while  ready  failors  mount  in  air. 

*  Scud  is  a  name  given  by  fcamen  to  ihe  lo'wcjl  cloudSy 
■ichich  are  dri-vcri  ivith  giut  rapidity  along  the  atmo- 
fphcre,  inf(jv'uliy  or  tempejiumis  iceaiher. 

f  WljentheiiilidcrofTcs  a  fkiji's courje,  eiihty  d.reSlv 
or  obliquely,  ihatjide  of  thejhipupontvbith  itoBs,  is  cat- 
Itfl  tljetvetiher-^de  ;  and  the  eppfjitfom,  luhich  is  tbin 
prejj'ed  doiinivards,  is  calLd  ibe  lec-fide.  Hence  alltl c 
rigging  and  furnilur  e  of  the  jhip  an,  at  this  tiaie,dif- 
tiitguijhrd,by  the Jide  til  •which  tiey  arejituated ,  as  ti'e 
lee-cannoiiy  the  lec-bracesy  the  iveatber-braces,  \3'c. 

\  -Xhe,  topfaili  are  large  fquarc  fails  of  thefecoiid  de- 
gree in  hfiighi  and  maguilude^  ^"J^  "''^  certain  di-viftoirs 
or  fpL.ces  by  luhicb  the  principal  fails  are  reduced  ivhen 
the  luind  increafes  ;  and  again  enlarged  projiortionably 
11  ben  its  force  abates.  '•  - 

il  Haliards  are  either  fingle  ropes  or  tackles,  by  ivbicb 
the  fails  are  boijled  up'dhd  loiueired  tvben  the  fail  is  to  be 
.^xttHded'iOfridUtcd.  -      ■        ■   '  ■■  '    -t 

,  §  Boiu-lii/cs  are  ropes  iuttoded  to  keep  the  ivirMdiuard 
edge  tf  ticfc.il fieady,  audprtwnt  itfromjlctking  ia.  an 
unfarjoui  able  tvind.  ■ 

fl  Clnc-lines  are  ropes  ufcd  to  trufs  up  the  clues,,  or 
loiver  COrncYsyof  the  principal  fails  to  their  rcfpcciii'e 
yards,  particularly  ivfien  the  fail  is  to  be  clofe  reefed  or 
furled. — Reef-tackles  arc  ropes  employed  to  facilitate  the 
operation  of  reefn^r.  By  oi fining  the  extremities  of'  the 
'reef  clofe  ip  to  the  yard,  fa  ftjat  the  interval  becomes 
flack,  and  is  therefore  cafily  rolled  up  andfafened  to  ib: 
'y'arc^by  the  punts  employMfor  ibis  furpnj: . 

''  •'•'  V'    •■  ■ '  -    -  ••■ 
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The  wcatbor-earings  a_nd  the  lee  they.-pa^l"*  ;:      . 
The  reef"  erirpll'd,  and  evVy  point  iHsde!faft. 
Their  tsficaJrove  thusfiiiiih'd,  they  dtXcend, 
And  vigilant  th'  apj^roaching  Iquall  attend.  ' 

If  comes  refiftlefs,  and  with  foaniinp  f\vecp 
Upturns  the  \vhitening  iurface  of  the  deep. 
In  fuch  a  tempeft,  home  to  fieeds  of  dea,th, 
The  wayward  fifters  fcour  tha  blaflcd  heath. 
With  ruin  pregnant  now  the  ciouds  impe«d, 
And  ftorm  and  catara»5t  tumultuous  blend. 
Deep  on  her  fide  the  reeling  veffel  lies — 
Brail  tip  the  mizcn  quicit  f  !  the  mafter  cries,  • 
Man  the  clue-garnets. J!  let  the  niain-flieft  fly  || ! — 
The  boifterous  fquall  l>ill  preffcs  from  on  high,   ,-. 
And  fwift,  and  iatal  as  the  lightning's  courle, 
Through  the  torn  main-faiU  burlls  with  thunder- 
ing force. 
While  the  rent  canvas  flutter'd  in  the  wind, 
Still  on  her  flank  the  floopingbaikincliri'd. — 
Bear  up  the  helm  §  a-\veather  !   Rodmond  cries  1  • 
Swift,  at  the  word,  the  helm  a-weather  flics.    . 
The  prow  with  fecret  inftinft  veers  apace  ; 
And  now  the  fort-fail  right  athwart  thebra,c,e  : 
With  equal  fheets  reflrain'd,  the  bellying  fail 
Spreads  a  broad  concave  to  the  fweeping  gale. 
While  o'er  the  foam  the  fliip  impetuous  flies, 
Th'  attentive  tinioneer  ^  the  helm  applies. 
A<  in  purfuit  alpng  th'  aerial  way. 
Wirh  ardent  eye,  the  falcon  marks  hi:-  prey, 
Each  motion  watches  of  the  doubtful  chjfe, 
Obiiqutly  wheeling  through  the  liquid  fpace ;,    ,  . 
So,  govcia'd  by  the  fieerfman's  glowir.g  hands,  " 
The  regent  helm  her  motion  ftlU  coninrands. 

But  now  the  trar.fieni  fquall  to  leeward  paft,;i; 
Again  (he  rallies  to  the  fullen  blafl.  .-•  : 

The  helm  to  flarboard  '  '  turns;  with  wings  ir.cljn'd 
The  Cdelong  canvas  clafps  the  faithlefs  wind. 


The,  ipizeti  draVvs ;  flic  fprings  aloof  once  mttre^''' 
Wi^jile  the  Jure  ftay-fail  *  ba'ances  before,  I'l 

The  fore -fail,  bi'ac'd  obbq-uciy  to  the  wind,  '^ 

They  near  the  prow  th'  extended  tack  confin'dl'^- 
Thcij  oji'tilie  leeward  ihdet  tlw  leamcn  bend,'  1  ^  T 
And  hajj  the  bowline  to  the  bow<pvit  end.''  :A 
To  ^opfeJJs  next  they  hafle  j  the'buntlines  goiie,-  '"^ 
The  cluelincs  through  their  wheel'dmacnmiiry  rufii 
On  ei.titbr  fide  below  the,  ffieets  are  niann'd  ;> "  ;  ■ 
Again  f he  fluttering  fails.their.flcirtfcexpartd*  ' 
Once  more  the  topfailsj^i  though  ^ith  huniWer 
plume,  '       v.iot.  ■  f> '.  -   ;,''.   u^f.  j.-lT 

Monhtirig  aloft  their  ancifntpnfi:  refumivu  '-jni'i 
Again  the  bowlines  and  the  yiirds  are  brac'd'f  ;  •'- 
And  all^th' entangled  cord-r  in  order-plac'd.   •        »■' 

The  fail,  by  whirlwinds  thus  fo  lately  rent, 
Tn  tatter'druins  fluttering  isujibent,  ' 

With  brails  \  rcfix'd  another  foon  prepar'd, 
Afc-ridiug,  fpreads  along;  beneath  the  yard.  -> 

I'o  each  yard-arm  the  head-ropeH  they  extend,   ■  i 
And  foon  their  earings  and  the  ro<  bins  §  bend.    •   ' 
lliat  t^ik  performed,  they  the  firft  braces^  flack; '' 
Then  tp  its  fkation  drag  th'  unwilling  tack; 
And  while  the  lee  clue-garnet's  lowtr'd  away, 
Taught  aft  the  Iheet,  they  tally  and  belay'*  . 

Now  to  the  north  from  Airic's  burning  fliore,  " 
Atrdop  of  porpoifes  their  cpurfe  explore  : 
In  cufliiTg  vvreaths  they  gambol  on  the  tide,     .'--i 
Npw  bound  aloft,  now  down  the  billow  glide; 
Their  tracks  awhile  the  hoary  waves  retain. 
That  burn  in  fparkling  trails.along  the  main.; 
The  fleetcfl  courfers  of  the  fii^ny  rate,  [face,'' 

When  thrtat'ning  clouds- th'  ethereal  vault  de-i' 
Their  route  to  jeeward  iHll  fagacious  form,  ' 

To  fiiun  the  fury  of  th'  approaching  florm. 

Fiir 'Cuniia  ::ow  no  mtjrc,  beneath  her  lee, 
Proteifts  the  veffel  from  th'  infulting  fea  : 
Round  her  broad  arms,  impatient  of  countrouT, 
'<  Rous'd  from  their  fecret  deeps  the  billows  roll.     ' 
j  Sunk  were,  the  bulwarks  of  the  friendly  fhore, 
j  And  ail  the  iccne  an  hoftile^fpecft  wore. 

The  fail,  'which  is  itiith  more' propriety  callcrf  ile 


*  En  rings  arc  fniall  cords,  hy  iifhh.h  ihe.upp.er  cor-^ 
vers  of  the  principal  fails,  and  alfo  the  e>;t.r€ii?ities  of  tie 
reefs,  are  faflenei  to  the yar.'-arms.        i    ,  ■  i  f-  •  • 

■j"  Tiv  triizcn  is  a  large  fail  of  an  oblong  figure  ext^d- 
ed  tpon  the  iiiizen-mafl. 

\   Cliie-garnds  are  employed  for  thefimep'urprfeson   lj^,.e  topnwf-Ja'M-fail,  is  a  triangular  fail  that  runs  up^ 
the  mcinfail  andforefail,  as  the  clue-lmes  are.  vpon  all  }  oititljejore  topinafl  flay  \  (yver  the  boivfbrif.       It  is  ifd_ 


other fq«are  fail. 

II  It  is  neieffary  in  this  place  to  rcmdrh,that'ihejheefs, 
ivhiehare  umwrfclly  mif alien  by  the  Englifh'pnvts  and 
their  readers  for  .he  fails  themfel'ves,  are  no  other  than 
the  ropes  ufed.to  extend  the  cities,  oi'  loii'ir  tl>e  corners  of 
tie  fails  to  ivhichthc'^  are  attached.  Tnfilydmain-fi-.il  end 
f ore-jail  there  is  a fkeet  and  tack  on  eachj:de;  too  latter  of 
•which  is  a  thick  rope,fer'ving  to  confine  the  xi'eaiher-cliie 
of  the  fail  dwivn  to  the  fnp  s  fide,  ivhilfi  th-e  former 
draiv.:  out  the  lee  clue  or  loicer  corner  on  the  oppofitejide.\ 
Tacks  are  only  ifcd  in  a  fide-'wind. 

§  The  helm  is  faid  to  he  a-iueather,  ivhen  the  bar  by 
ivhii.h  it  is  managed  is  turned  to  the  fide  of  the  fhip  next 
the  icind. 

f   Timoneer  (from  timonnier,  Fr.)  the  hclmfman  or  \ 
fieetfman. 

*  *    The  helm  being  turned  to  flarboard,  or  to  the  ri^ht 

Jideofthefhip,  direils  the  proiv  to  the  left,  or  to  port, 

and  vice  verfa.      Hence  the  helm  being  put  a-flarboard, 

•jvhen  the  Jhip  is  running  northward,  dtreiii  hir  prow 

fouards  the  vjefl. 

■  I 


t«-a>mmand  the  fore  part  of  the  f^ip,  and  counterbalance 
'  the  f Ails  extended  toivards  the  fern.  See  alfo  the  lafl^ 
'  noteaf  this- Canto. 

\  Ayardis  faidto  be  braced,  tuhen  it  is  turned  about  .. 
themaft  hori^^ontally,  either  to   the  right  tr   lift:    the 
ropes  employed  in  this  feri'iie  are  accordingly  called  bracti,' 

I  The  ropes  vfed  to  triifs  up  a  fail  to  the  yard 
or  rnafl  ivhi.reto  it  is  attached,  are,  in  a  general f^fe/ 
called  brails,       ■  -*•    i 

II  The  head  rope  is  a  cord  to  lohicb  the  upper  part  of 
the  fail  isfetved. 

5  Rope-bands,  pronounced  roebins,  are  fmall  cords, 
ufed  to  fafen  the  upper  edge  of  any  fail  to  its  refpeSH'oc 
yard, 

^  Becaufe  the  lec-bruce  tonfnes  the  yard  fo  that  the 
tack  ivill  not  come  doivn  to  its  place  till  the  braces  are 
cafl  loofe.  .   ■  :■      . 

**    Taught  implies fiff,  tenfe,  or-extendfd  flraighf;' 
and  talh  is  a  phrafe  particularly  applied  to   the  opera-y.- 
tion  of  hauling  ajt  the  Jheets,  or  draiving  them  towards 
the  fhip^sf fern.      To  belay,  xs.tofafifn. 
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The  flattering  wind,  that  late  with  promis'd  aid 
From  Candia  s  bay  th'  unwilling  fhip  betray'd, 
No  longer  fawns  beneath  the  fair  difguife, 

But  like  a  ruffian  on  his  quarry  flies. 

Tofs'd  on  the  tide  flwj  feels  the  tempeft  blow, 
And  dreads  the  vengeance  of  fo  fell  a  foe. 
As  the  proud  horfe,  with  coflly  trappings  gay, 
Jiulting  prances  to  the  bloody  fray; 
Spurning  the  ground,  he  glories  in  his  might, 
But  reels  tumultuous  in  the  fbock  of  fight; 
j^ven  fo,  caparifon'd  in  gaudy  pride, 
The  bounding  vefl"el  dances  on  the  tide. — 
Fietce  and  more  fierce  the  fouthern  demon  blew, 
And  more  incens'd  the  roaring  waters  grew. 
The  fliip  no  longer  can  her  topfaiis  fprcad. 
And  every  hope  of  fairer  (kies  is  fled. 
Bowlines  and  haliards  are  relax'd  again  ; 
Cluclincs  haul'd  down,  and  fheets  let  fly  amain; 
Clued-up  each  topfail,  and  by  braces  fquar'd; 
The  feamcn  climb  aloft  on  either  yard. 
They  furld  the  fail,  and  pointed  to  the  wind 
The  yard,  by  rolling-tackles  *  then  confin'd. 
While  o'er  the  fiiip  the  gallant  boatfwain  flies. 
Like  a  hoarfe  maftilT through  the  ftorm  he  cries: 
Prompt  to  direft  the  unlkiiful  dill  appears ; 
Th'  expert  he  prailes,  and  the  fearful  cheers. 
Now  lome  to  ftrike  top-gallant  yards f  attend;  ") 
Some  travellers  |  up  the  weather  backftays  y  f 
fend;  f 

At  each  maft-head  the  top-ropes  others  §  bend.J 
The  youDgeft  failorsfrom  the  yards  above 
Their  parrels  5,  lifts  **,  and  braces  foon  remove  ; 
Then  topt  an  end,  and  to  the  travellers  tied,  [Aide. 
Charg'd  with  their  fails,  they  down  the  backftays 
The  yards  fecure  along  the  booms  f  f  reclin'd  ; 
While  fome  they  flying  cords  aloft  confin'd. — 


*  7bc  rolling  lackle  is  an  ajfcmllag:  of  piillies,  ufed 
to  conJiTie  the  yard  io  the  lueuthtr-fids  of  the  mofi,  and 
frement  the  former  from  rubbing  agaitifl  the  latter  by  the 
fuMuating  motion  of  tie  fhip  in  a  turbulent fca. 

\  It  is  ufual  to  fend  doivn  the  top  gallant  yards  on  the 
»pprogch  of  a  form.'  They  are  the  highefi  yards  that  are 
rigged  in  a  fhip. 

I  Tra-vellers  are  fender  iron  rings,  encircling  the 
hacifays,  and  ufed  to  facilitate  the  hoifing  or  loiv- 
ering  the  tap-gallant  yards ,  by  coi fining  them  to  the  back- 

floys,  in  their  afent  or  defent,  fo  as  to  prevent   them 
fromfvinging  about  by  the  agitation  of  the  "veffel. 

II  Backjlays  are  long  ropes,  extendingfrom  the  right 
and  left  fide  of  the  fhip  to  the  topmaf -heads,  ivhicb  they 
arc  intended  to  fecure.,  by  coimttraciing  the  effort  of  the 
•wind  upon  the  fails. 

§  Top-ropes  are  the  eords  by  ivhich  the  top -gallant 
yards  are  hoifed  up  from  the  deck,  or  Utiuercd  again  in 
f.ormy  iv.ather. 

^  The  parrel,  tvhich  is  ufually  a  moveable  band  of 
rope,  is  employed  to  confine  the  yard  to  its  refpe5iii>e 
maf}. 

**  Lifts  are  ropes  extending  from  the  bead  of  any  mafl 
to  th:  extremities  of  its  particular  yard,  to  fupport  the 
•weight  cf  the  latter  ;  to  retain  it  in  balance ;  or  to  raife 
ene  yard-arm  higher  than  the  other,  tvhich  is  according- 
ly called  lopping. 

f  f  The  booms  in  this  place  imply  any  mafls  or  yards 
lying  on  the  deck  in  refer-je,  to  fupply  the  place  of  others 
whiih  may  be  carried  civay  by  difirefs  of  -Meatber^  XS'i, 


Their  fails  reduc'd,  and  all  the  rigging  clear, 
Awhile  the  crew  relax  from  toils  fevere. 
Awhile  their  fpirits,  with  fatigue  opprcft, 
In  vain  exped  th'  alternate  hour  of  reft  : 
But  with  redoubling  force  the  tempefts  blow, 
And  watery  hills  in  fell  fucceflion  flow. 
A  difmal  (hade  o'ercafts  the  frowning  (kies; 
New  troubles  grow  !  new  difficul.ies  rife. 

No  feafon  this  from  duty  to  defcend  1 

All  hands  on  deck,  th'  eventual  hour  attend. 
His  race  perform'd,  the  facred  lamp  of  day 
Now  dipt  in  weftern  clouds  his  partingj-ay. 
His  fickn'ning  fires,  half-loft  in  ambient  haze, 
Refradl  along  the  du(k  a  crimfon  blaze  ; 
Till  deep  immerg'd  the  languid  orb  declines. 
And  now  to  cheerlefs  night  the  (ky  refigns ! 
Sad  evening's  hour,  how  different  from  the  paft  ? 
No  flaming  pomp,  no  blufhing  glories  caft. 
No  ray  of  friendly  light  is  feen  around  ; 
The  moon  and  ftars  in  hopolefs  (hade  are  drown'd. 

The  fliip  no  longer  can  her  courfes  *  bear  : 
To  reef  the  courfes  is  the  mafter's  care  : 
The  failors  fummon'd  aft,  a  daring  band  1 
Attend  th'  enfolding  brails  at  his  command. 
But  here  the  doubtful  officers  difpute. 
Till  (kill  and  judgment  prejudice  confute.——* 
Rodmond,  whofe  genius  never  foar'd  beyond 
f  he  narrow  rules  of  art  his  youth  had  cunn'd, 
Srill  to  the  hoftiie  fury  of  the  wind 
Releas'd  the  (heet,  and  kept  the  tack  confin'd. 
To  long-tried  practice  obftinately  warm. 
He  doubts  conviAion,  and  relies  on  form. 
But  the  fage  mafter  this  advice  declines ; 
With  whom  Arion  in  opinion  joins.— 
The  watchful  feaman,  whofe  fagacious  eye 
On  fure  experience  may  with  truth  rely. 
Who  from  the  reigning  caufe  foretels  th'  effeA, 
This  barbarous  pradlice  ever  will  rejeci. 
For,  fluttering  loofe  in  air,  the  rigid  fail 
Soon  flits  to  ruins  in  the  furious  gale; 
And  he  who  ftrives  the  tempeft  to  difarm, 
Will  never  firft  embrail  the  lee  yard-arm. 
The  mafter  faid ; — obedient  to  command. 
To  raife  the  tack,  the  ready  failors  ftand  f. 
Gradual  it  loofens,  while  th'  involving  clue, 
Swell'd  by  the  wind,  aloft  unruflling  flew. 
The  Iheet  and   weather-brace  they  now  ftand 

byt; 

The  lee  clue-garnet  and  the  bunt-lines  ply. 
Thus  all  prepar'd.  Let  go  thefhect,  he  cries; 
Impetuous  round  the  ringing  wheels  it  flies ; 

*  Theeourfes  are  generally  underfood  to  bethemainfail, 
forcfail,  and  mizen,  ivhich  are  the  largcfl  and  loivefl 
fails  on  their  fever  al  mafls  :  the  term  is  hoivever  fome- 
times  taken  in  a  larger fnfe. 

■}•  It  has  been  remarked  before,  that  the  tack  is  ahvays 
fafened  to  •zcindicard  :  accordingly  as  foon  as  it  is  cafl 
loofe,  and  the  clue-garnet  hauled  up,  the  -weather  clue  of 
the  fail  immediately  mounts  to  the  yard  :  and  this  opera' 
tion  mill!  be  carefully  performed  in  a  form,  to  prevent 
the  fail  from  f putting,  or  ieing  torn  to  pieces  by  fhiver- 
ing. 

^  It  is  neceffary  to  pull  in  the  •aseaf her -brace  tvben- 
ever  thefheet  \s  cafl  off,  to  fr^ervc  the  fail  from  fiaking 
'vioUntly, 
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Shivering  at  firfl,  til!  by  the  blad  impell'd. 
High  o'er  the  lee  yard-arm  the  canvas  fwell'd  : 
By  fpilling-hnei  •  embrac'd,  with  brails  confin'd, 
It  lies  at  length  unfhaken  by  the  wind. 
The  forcfail  then  fecur'd,  with  equal  care 
A^ain  to  reef  the  mainfail  they  repair. — 
While  fome  high-mounted  overhaul  the  tie, 
Below  the  down-haul-tackle  f  others  ply. 
Jears  f,  lifts,  and  brails,  a  feaman  each  attends, 
Along  the  mad  the  willing  yard  defcends. 
When  lower'd  fufficient  they  fecurely  brace  ; 
And  fix  the  rolling-tackle  in  its  place; 
The  reef-lines  ||  and  their  eatings  now  prepar'd, 
Mounting   on   pliant  fhrouds  §,  they  man  the 

yard. 
Far  on  th'  extremes  two  able  hands*  appear, 
Arion  there,  the  hardy  boatfwain  here ; 
7'hat  in  the  van  to  front  the  temped  hung; 
This  round  the  lee  yard-arm,  ill-omen *d!  clung. 
Each  earing  to  its  ftation  fird  they  bend ; 
The  reef-band  ^  then  along  the  yard  extend ;         , 
The  circling  earings,  round  th'  extremes  entwin'd 
By  outer  and  by  inner  turns  **  they  bind. 
From  hand  to  hand,  the  reef-lines,  next  receiv'd, 
Through  eye-let  holes  and  roebin-Iegs  were  recv'd. 
The  reef  in  double  folds  involv'd  they  lay  ; 
Strain  the  firm  cord,  and  either  end  belay. 

Hadd  thou,  Arion,  held  the  leeward  pod. 
While  on  the  yard  by  mountain  billows  tod, 
Perhaps  oblivion  o'er  our  tragic  tale 
Had  then  for  ever  drawn  her  dufky  veil.— — 
But  ruL"ng  Heaven  prolong'd  thy  vital  date, 
Severer  ills  to  fuffer  and  relate  ! 

For,  while  their  orders  thofe  aloft  attend, 
To  furl  the  mainfail,  or  on  deck  defcend, 

•  The  fpilling-lines,  •which  are  only  ufed  on  particu- 
lar ocoaftons  in  tempejiuous  •wtatber,  are  employed  to 
ilratv  together  and  confine  the  belly  of  the  fail,  ivben  it  is 
injlafed  by  the  ivind  over  the  yard. 

f  The  violence  of  the  ivind  forces  the  yardfo  much 
tvrtivard from  the  maf  on  tbefe  occafions,  that  it  cannot 
eaftly  be  loivered,fo  as  to  reef  the  fail,  ivithout  the  ap- 
plication of  a  tackle  to  haul  it  doivn  on  the  mafl.  This  is 
after-wards  converted  into  rolling-tackle. 

\  fears  are  the  fame  to  the  mainfail,  fore/ail,  and 
mizen,  as  the  baliards  are  to  all  the  inferior  fails.  The 
tie  is  the  upper  part  of  the  jears, 

I  Reef -lines  are  only  ufed  to  reef  the  mainfail  and 
J'orefail,  They  are  pajfed  in  fpiral  turns  through  the  eye- 
let holes  of  the  reef,  and  over  the  head  of  the  fails  be- 
t-ween the  rope-band  legs,  till  they  reach  the  extremities 
»f  the  reef  to  tvhich  they  are  firmly  extended,  fo  as  to 
lace  the  reef  clofe  up  to  the  yard. 

§  Shrouds  are  thick  ropes,  firetching  from  the  maft- 
heads  do-wn-wards ,  to  the  outfide  of  the  fhip,  ferving  to 
S''PP'"^^  '*'  w<2/?j.    They  are  alfo  ufed  as  a  range  of  rope- 
ladders,  by  -which  the  feamen  afcend  or  defcend,  to  per- 
J'orm  -whatever  is  neceffary  about  the  fails  and  rigging. 

^  The  reef -band  is  a  long  piece  of  canvas  fe-wed  acrofs 
the  fail,  to  frengthen  the  canvas  in  the  place  -where  the 
eye-let  holes  of  the  reef  are  formed. 

**  The  outer  turns  of  the  earing ferve  to  extend  the  fail 
along  the  yard ;  and  the  inner  turns  art  tmphysd  to  con- 
fine its  head-reps  defe  t«  itsfurface. 


A  fea  *,  up-furging  with  tremendous  roll. 

To  indant  ruin  feems  to  doom  the  whole. 

O  friends,  fecure  ynur  hold  !  Arion  cries  :— 

It  comes  all-dreadful,  doopingfrom  the  flciesl 

Uplifted  on  its  horrid  edge,  fhe  feels 

The  fliock,  and  on  her  fide  half-bury'd  reels : 

The  fail,  half-bury'd  in  the  whelming  wave, 

A  fearful  warning  to  the  feamen  gave  : 

While  from  its  margin,  terrible  to  tell ! 

Three  failors  with  their  gallant  boatfwain  fell. 

Torn  with  reCftlefs  fury  from  their  hold. 

In  vain  their  druggling  arms  the  yard  enfold  : 

In  vain  to  grapple  flying  cords  they  try  ; 

The  cords,  alas,  a  folid  gripe  deny ! 

Prone  on  the  midnight  furge,with  panting  breath 

They  cry  for  aid,  and  long  contend  with  death. 

High  o'er  their  heads  the  rolling  billows  fweep; 

And  down  they  fink  in  everlading  deep. — 

Bereft  of  power  to  help,  their  comrades  fee 

The  wretched  vidlims  die  beneath  the  lee; 

With  fruitlefs  forrow  their  lod  date  bemoan; 

Perhaps  a  fatal  prelude  to  their  own  ! 

In  dark  fufpence  on  deck  the  pilots  dand, 
Nor  can  determine  on  the  next  command. 
Though  dill  they  knew  the  vefTel's  armed  fide 
Impenetrable  to  the  clafping  tide ; 
Though  dill  the  waters  by  no  fecret  wound 
A  paffage  to  her  deep  recefl'es  found  ; 
Surrounding  evils  yet  they  ponder  o'er, 
A  dorm,  a  dangerous  fea,  and  leeward  fliore  ? 
Should  they,  though  reef'd,  again  their  fails  extend. 
Again  in  fluttering  fragments  they  may  rend  ; 
Or  diould  they  dand,  beneath  the  dreadful  drai» 
The  down-prcd  fliip  may  never  rife  again  ; 
Too  late  to  weather  f  now  Morea's  land, 
Yet  verging  fad  to  Athens'  rocky  drand.— . 
Thus  they  lament  the  confequence  fevere, 
Where  perils  imallay'd  by  hope  appear. 
Long  in  their  minds  revolving  each  event, 
At  lad  to  furl  the  courfes  they  canfent. 
That  done,  to  reef  the  mizen  next  agree. 
And  try  \  beneath  it,  fidelong  in  the  fea. 

Now  down  the  mad  the  doping  yard  declin'd. 
Till  by  the  jeers  and  topping-lift  ||  confin'd. 
The  head,  with  doubling  canvas  fenc'd  around, 
In  balance,  near  the  lofty  peek,  they  bound. 

*  A  fea  is  the  general  name  given  by  failors  to  a  fin- 
gle  -wave  or  billo-iv  :  hence  ivhen  a  -wave  burjls  over  the 
deck,  the  veJfA  is  faid  to  have  flipped  a  fea. 

f  To  -lueather  a  fhore,  is  to  pafs  to  the  -wind-ward  of 
it,  ivhich  at  this  iimt  is  prevented  by  the  violence  of 
the  form. 

\  To  try,  is  to  lay  the  fhip  with  herftde  nearly  in  the 
direiiion  of  the  -wind  and  fea,  -with  the  head  fome-what 
inclined  to  the  -wind-ward;  the  helm  being  laid  a-lee  te 
retain  her  in  that  p  fit  ion.  See  a  further  illufration  of 
this  in  the  lafl  note  of  this  canto. 

Ij  The  topping-lift,  which  tops  the  upper  end  of  the 
mizen-yard.  This  line,  and  the  fix  folloiving,  defctibe 
the  operation  of  recfng  and  balancing  the  mizen  The 
reef  of  this  fail  is  to-wards  the  lo-wer  end,  the  knittles  be- 
ing fmall  fhort  lines  ufed  in  the  room  of  points  for  this 
purpofe  :  they  are  accordingly  knotted  under  the  f  it- 
rope  ^  tr  lotMtr  tdge  tf  the  fail. 
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The  reef  onwrapt,  th'  inferred  knittlesty'd,     . 
To  Iioift  the  {borteii'd  fail  agaiu  they  hied. 
The  order  given,  the  yard  aloft  they  fway'd  ; 
The  brails  r.clax'd,  th'  extended  fheet  belay'd. 
Theheim  its  pod  forfopk,  and,  lafh'd  a-lee  *, 
Inclin'dthe  wayward  prow,  to  front  the  fea. 

WheQ,facred  Orpheus,  on  the  Stygian  coaft, 
With  notes  divine  implor'd  his  confort  loft ; 
Though  ronnd  him  perils  grew  in  fell  array. 
And  fatasand  furires  flood  to  bar  his  way ; 
Not  more  advent'rous  was  th'  attempt  tp  mpyc 
The  pswcrs  of  hcU  with  ftraias  of  heavenly  )oyc,   ■ 
Than  mine  t-o  bid  th'  unwiliinn:  niufe  explore 
The  wilderncfs  of  rude  mechanic  lore. 
Such  toil  th' unwearied  D.xdalus  cndur'd, 
When  in  the  Cr«;tan  labyrinth  immur'd  ; 
Till  art  her  falutary  help  beftow'd. 
To  guide  him  through  that  intricate  abode. 
Thus,  long  entangled-in  a  thorny  way, 
That  never  heard  the  fwect  Pierian,  lay, 
The  mufe,  that  tun'd  to  barbaroui  founds  her 

firing. 
Now  fprcads,  like  Dsdalus,  a  bolder  wing  ; 
The  verfe  begins  in  foftcr  flrains  to  flow, 
Replete  with  fad  variety  of  woe. 

As  yet  amid  this  elemental  war, 
That  fcatters  defolation  from  afar. 
Nor  toil,  nor  hazard,  nor  diflrefs  appear 
To  fink  the  feamen  with  unmanly  fear. 
Thuugh  their  firm  hearts  no  pageant  honour  lioaft, 
They  fcorn  the  wretch  that  trembles  in  his  pofl ; 
Who  from  the  face  of  danger  flrlves  to  turn, 
Indignant  from  the  focial  hour  they  fpurn. 
Though  now  full  oft  they  felt  the  raging  tide. 
In  proud  rebellion  climb  the  veffel's  tide, 
No  future  ills  unknown  their  foul*  appal; 
They  know  po  dr.nger,  or  they  fcorn  it  all ! 
But  ev'n  the  generous  fplrits  of  the  brave, 
Subdu'd  by  toil,  a  friendly  rcfpitc  crave ; 
A  fhortrejiofe  alone  liuir  thoughts  implore, 
Their  harafs'd  powers  by  flumb'.r  to  reflore. 

Far  otlier  cares  the  mailer's  mind  employ  ; 
Approaching  perils  all  his  hopes  deftroy. 
In  vain  he  fpreads  the  graduated Ti;art, 
j^nd  bounds  the  diftance  by  the  rules  of  art; 
In  vain  athwart  the  mimic  feas  expands 
The  compafTes  to  circumjacent  lands. 
Ungrateful  tafic  !  for  no  afylum  trac'd, 
A  pafTage  open'd  from  the  wat'ry  wafte. 
Fate  feem'd  to  guard,  with  adamantine  mound, 
The  path  to  every  friendly  port  around. 
"While  Albert  thus,  with  feciet  doubts  difmay'd, 
The  geometric  dillances  furvey'd. 
On  deck  the  watchful  Rodmond  cries  aloud. 
Secure  your  lives — grafp  every  man  a  fliroud  ! — 
Rous'd  from  his  trance  he  mounts  with  eyesaghaft, 
When  o'er  the  fhip,  in  undulation  vafl, 
A  giant  furge  down-rufhes  from  on  high, 
And  fore  and  aft  diffevcr'd  ruins  lie. — 
A.S  when,  Britannia's  empire  to  maintain, 
Great  Hawke  defcends  in  thunder  on  the  main ; 
Around  the  brazen  voice  of  battle  roars. 
And  fatal  lightnings  blalt  the  hoAile  ihores ; 

*  Lajbed  a-lee,  \:  fajlitied  to  tic  Ucjtde, 


Beneath  the  ftornnheir  fhatter'd  navies  groan, 
The  trembling  deeps  recoil  from  zone  to  zone  : 
Thus  the  torn  veflei  felt  th'  enormous  ftroke  ; 
The  boats  betieath  the  thundering  deluge  broke  ; 
Forth  flarted  from  their  planks  the  burfting  rings, 
Th'  extended  cordage  all  afunder  fiirings. 
The  pilot's  fair, machinery  (Irews  the  deck, 
And  cards  and  needles  fwim  in  floating  wreck. 
The  balanc'd  ntizen,  rending  to  the  head, 

'In  ftreaming  ruins  from  the  margin  fled. 
The  tides  con vullive  (hook  on  groaning  beams. 
And  rent  with  labour,  yawn'd  the  pitchy  feams. 
They  found  the  well    ,  and  terrible  to  hear  ! 
Five  feet  immers'd  along  the  line  appear. 
At  either  pump  they  ply  the  clanking  brake  f, 
And  turn  by  turn  th'  ungrateful  office  take. 
Rodmond,  .-^rion,  and  Palemon,  here. 
At  this  fad  tafK,  all  diligent  appear. 
Asfome  fair  caftle,  fhook  by  rude  alarms, 
Oppofcs  long  th'  approach  of  hoftile  arms  ; 
Grim  vear  around  her  plants  his  black  array. 
And  death  and  forrow  mark  his  horrid  way ; 
Till  in  fume  deftin'd  hour,  againfl  her  wall. 
In  tenfold  rage  the  fatal  thunders  fall; 
The  ramparts  crack,  the  folid  bulwarks  rend  ; 
And  hoftile  tioops  the  fhatter'd  breach  afcend; 
Her  valiant  inmates  ftill  the  foe  retard, 
Refolv'd  tilldiath  their  facred  cliarge  to  guard  : 
So  the  brave  mariners  their  pumps  attend, 
And  help  inceffant  by  rotation  lend  ; 

.  But  all  in  vain — for  now  the  founding  cord, 
Updrawn,  an  undiminifti'd  depth  explor'd. 
Nor  this  fevere  diftrefs  is  found  alone ; 
The  ribs  oppreft  by  ponderous  cannon  groan. — 
Deep  rolling  from  the  wat'ry  volume's  height, 
The  tortur'd  fides  feem  burfling  with  their  weight. 
So  reels  Pelorus,  with  convulfive  throes. 
When  in  his  veins  the  burning  earthquake  glows; 
Hoarfe  through  his  entrails  roars  th'  infernal  ilame. 
And  central  thunders  rend  his  groaning  frame — 
Accumulated  mifchiefs  thus  arife. 
And  fate  vindivStive  all  their  fkill  defies. 
One  only  remedy  the  feafon  gave  ; 
To  plunge  the  nerves  of  battle  in  the  wave  : 
From  their  high  platforms  thus  th'artillery  thrown, 
Eas'dof  their  load,  the  timbers  lefs  fhall  groan  ; 
But  arduous  is  the  talk  their  lot  requires; 
A  talk  that  hovering  fate  alone  infpires ! 
For,  while  intent  the  yawning  decks  to  eafe. 
That  ever  and  anon  are  drench'd  vi'ith  feas, 
Some  fatal  billow,  with  recoiling  fwcep. 
May  whirl  the  helplefs  wretches  in  the  deep. 

No  feafon  this  for  counfel  or  delay  1 
Too  foon  th'  eventful  moments  hade  away  1 
Here  perfeverance,  with  each  help  of  art, 
Muft  join  the  boldeft  efforts  of  the  heart.    ■ 
Thcfe  only  now  their  mifery  can  relieve  ; 
Thefc  only  now  a  dawn  of  fafety  give  1 

•  The  -well  is  an  apartment  in  thejhip's  bold^fer-ving 
to  encloje  tie  pumps.  It  ii  founded  by  dropping  a  meafured 
iron  rod  doiun  into  it  by  a  loig  line.  Hence  the  increafe 
or  diminution  of  the  teaks  are  eajily  difcovered. 

f  The  brake  is  the  levtr  or  handle  of  the  pump^  by 
■which  it  is  -wrought. 
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While  o'er  the  quiverings  deck,  from  van  to  rear, 

Broad  furges  roll  in  terrible  career, 

Redmond,  Arion,  and  a  clioCen  crew. 

This  office  in  the  face  of  dea;h  purfue. 

The  wheel'd  artillery  o'er  the  deck  to  guide, 

Redmond  defcendiiig^  claim'd  the  weather-fidc. 

Fearlefs  of  heart  the  chief  his  orders  gave  ; 

Fronting-  the  rude  afTaults  of  every  wave. 

Like  fome  flrong  watch-tower  nodding  o'er  the 

deep, 
Whofe  rocky  bafe  the  foaminp  w'aters  fweep, 
Untani'd  he  flood ;  the  ftern  aerial  war 
Had  mark'd  his  honefl  face  with  many  a  fciir. — 
Meanwhile  Ariim,  traverfing  tlie  waift  *,  ~\ 

The  cordage  of  the  leeward  guns  uubrac'd,  J- 

And  pointed  crows  beneath  the  metal  plac'd.      J 
Watching  the  roll,  their  forelocks  they  withdrew, 
And  from  their  beds  the  reding  cannon  threw. 
Then,  from  the  windward  battlements  unbound, 
Redmond's  alTociates  wlieel  th'  artillery  round; 
Pointed  with  iron  fdPg«,  their  bars  beguile 
The  ponderous  arms  acrofs  tlie  fieep  defile; 
Then,  hiirl'd  from  founding  iiinges  o'er  the  fide, 
Thunderiiig  they  plunge  into  theflafliing  tide. 
'I'he  fliip  thus  eas'd,  fome  little  refpite  finds, 
In  this  rude  confli(5t  of  the  feas  and  winds. 
Such  eafe  Alcides  felt,  when,  dogg'd  with  gore, 
Th'  envenom'd  mantle  from  his  fide  he  tore  ; 
When,  tti^ng  with  burning  pain,  he  ftrovc,  too  late, 
To  ft"p  the  fwift  career  of  cruel  fate. 
Yet  then  his  heart  one  ray  of  hope  procur'd, 
Sad  harbinger  of  fevenfold  pangs  endur'd  I 
Such,  and  fo  fhort,  the  paufc  of  woe  '{lie  found  I — 
Cimmerian  darknefs  (hades  the  deep  around. 
Save  when  the  lightnings  gleaming  on  the  fight, 
Flafti  through  the  gloom  a  pale  oilaftrous  light. 
Above  all  ether,  fraught  with  fcenesof  woe. 
With  grim  dellrudtinn  threatens  all  below. 
Beneath  the  ftorni-lafh'd  furges  furious  rife, 
And  vyave  uproU'd  on  wave  affails  the  Ikies; 
With  ever-floating  bulwarks  they  furround 
The  fliip,  half  fwallow'd  in  the  black  profound  I 
With  ceafelefs  hazard  and  fatigue  oppreft, 
Dilinay  and  anguifli  every  heart  poffeft  ; 
For,  while  with  boundlefs  inundation  o'er 
The  fea-beat  ftiip  th"  involving  waters  roar, 
Difplac'd  beneath  by  her  capacious  womb, 
They  rage  their  ancienr  flation  to  refunie  ; 
By  fecret  ambulhes,  their  force  to  prove, 
Through  many  a  winding  channel  firft  they  rove  ; 
Till,  gathering  fury,  like  the  fever'd  blood, 
Through  her  dark  veins  they  roil  a  rapid  flood. 
While  unrelenting  thus  the  leaks  they  found, 
"Xhe  pumps  with  ever-clanking  flrokes  refound. 
Around  each  leaping  val-^e^  by  toilfubdu'd, 
The  tough  bull-hide  mud  ever  be  renew'd. 
Their  finking  hearts  uiiiifual  horrors  chill ; 
And  down  their  weary  limbs  thick  dews  diftil. 
No  ray  of  light  their  dying  hope  redeems  ! 
pregnant  with  fome  new  woe  each  moment  teems ! 


*  T/je  ivaijl  of  ajhip  of  ibis  kind  is  anhollonv  fpace, 
of  about  Jive  feet  in  depth,  contained  betzveen  the  ele-va- 
tioiis.  of  the  quarter  deck  and  forecaflle^  and  having  the 
fj>^er  deck  for  tit  hafe^  or  ^lat/urm. 


Agahi  the  chief  th"  inftru(9ive  draught  extends, 
And  o'er  the  figur'u  plane  attentive  bends  ; 
To  him  the  motion  of  each  orb  was  known, 
That  wheels  around  the  fun's  refulgent  throne  : 
BC!t  here,  alas,  his  fcience  nought  avails ! 
Art  droops  unequal,  and  experience  fails. 
The  different  travcrfes,  fince  twihght  made. 
He  on  the  hydmgraphic  circle  laid  ; 
Then  the  broad  angle  of  iee-way  *  explor'd. 
As  fwept  acrofs  the  graduated  chord. 
Her  place  diCcover'd  by  the  rules  of  art, 
Unui'ual  terrors  fnook  the  mafter's  heart; 
When  f  alconera's  rugged  ifle  he  found 
Within  her  drift,  with  ihelves  and  breakers  bound ; 
For  if  on  thofe  deflrudlive  flialiows  toft, 
The  helplefs  bark  with  all  her  crew  arc  loft  : 
As  fatal  tbll  appears,  that  danger  o'er,  ' 

The  ifeep  St.  George,  and  rocky  Gardalor. 
With  him  the  pilots  of  their  hopelefs  ftate 
In  niournful  confultatiun  now  debate. 
Not  more  perplexing  doubts  her  chiefs  appal  \ 

When  fome  proud  city  verges  to  her  fall;  i 

While  ruin  glares  around,  and  pale  affright 
Convenes  her  councils  in  the  dead  of  night — 
No  blazon'd  trophies  o'er  their  concave  fpread,' 
Nor  iloried  pillars  rais'd  aloft  the  head  : 
But  here  the  queen  of  fliade  around  them  threw 
Her  dragon-wing,  difaflrous  to  the  view  1         [er; 
Dire  was  the  fcene,  with  whirlwind,  hail,  and  fliow- 
Black  melancholy  rul'd  the  fearful  hour  ! 
Beneath  tremendous  roU'd  the  flafhing  tide. 
Where  fate  on  every  billow  feem'd  to  ride — 
Enclob'd  with  ills,  by  peril  unfubdu'd. 
Great  in  diftrefs  the  mafter-feaman  flood  : 
Skill'd  to  command;   deliberate  to  advife; 
Expert  in  aiSion  ;  and  in  council  wife  ; 
Thus  to  his  partners,  by  the  crew  unheard. 
The  didates  of  his  foul  the  chief  referr'd  ; 

Ye  faithful  mates,  who  all  my  trouble  fhare, 
Approv'd  companions  of  your  mafter's  care! 
To  you,  alas!   'twere  fruitlrfs  now  to  tell 
Our  fad  iiliftrefs,  already  known  too  well! 
This  morn  with  favouring  gales  the  port  we  left, 
Though  now  of  every  flattering  hope  bereft : 
No  fkill  nop  long  experietice  ciuki  forecaft 
I'h'  unfecn  approach  of  this  deftrudfive  blaft. 
Thefe  feas,  where  ftorms  at  various  fcafons  blow, 
No  reigning  winds  nor  certain  omens  know. 
The  hour,  th'  occafion  all  your  fkill  demands; 
A  kaky  fliip  embay'd  by  dangerous  lands. 
Our  bark  no  tranfient  jeopardy  furrounds; 
Groaning  fne  lies  beneath  unnumber'd  wounds. 
'  I'is  ours  the  doubtful  remedy  to  find ; 
To  fhun  the  iury  of  the  feas  and  wind. 
For  in  this  hollow  fweil,  with  labour  fore, 
Her  flank  can  bear  the  burfting  floods  no  more  : 
Yet  this  or  other  ills  fhe  muft  endure; 
A  dire  difeale,  and  delperate  is  the  cure  ! 
Thi's  two  expedients  olTer'd  to  your  choice. 
Alone  require  your  counfel  and  your  voice. 


*  The  lei-'way,  or  drift,  ivhich  in  this  place  are  fy- 
nonyrr.ous  terms,  is  the  mo-vement  by  'which  a  fhip  is 
driiien  Jideivays  at  the  mercy  of  the  luind  and  fca,  ivhen, 
pie  is  deprived  of  the  government  of  the  fails  and  helm.    : 
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Thefe  only  in  our  power  are  left  to  try; 
T<i  perifh  here,  or  from  the  ftorm  to  fly. 
TJie  doubtful  balance  in  mv  iuft<nierit  caft, 
For  various  reafori'  I  prefer  the  laft. 
'Tis  true,  the  vtlTel  and  her  coftly  frei^jht. 
To  tne  confign'd,  my  orders  only  wait; 
"Vet,  fince  the  charge  of  evorv  ilfe  is  mine, 
To  equal  votes  our  counfels  I  rifi^n: 
Fo.-bid  it,  Heaven,  that,  in  this  dreadful  hour, 
I  clai-ii  the  dangerotis  reins  of  purblind  power! 
But  ftiould  we  now  refolve  to  bear  away, 
Our  hoplefs  flate  can  fuffer  no  delay. 
Nor  can  we,  thus  bereft  ■  f  evrry  fail, 
Attempt  to  fleer  obliquely  on  the  k^'c 
For  then,  if  b'<-achi:!g  fideward  to  the  fea, 
Our  dropfy'd  fhip  may  founder  by  the  lee; 
No  more  obedient  to  the  pilot's  pi.wer, 
Th'  o'erwhelmjng  wave  may  foon  her  frame  de- 
vour. 

He  faid ;  the  liftenmg  mates  with  fix'd  regard, 
And  filent  reverence,  his  opinion  heard. 
Important  wa?'  the  queftion  in  debate, 
And  o'er  their  counfeU  hung  impending  fate. 
Rodmond,  in  many  a  fcene  of  peril  try'd, 
Had  oft  the  matter's  happier  (kill  defrry'd. 
Yet  now,  the  hour,  the  fcene.  th*  occafion  known, 
Perhaj  8  with  equal  right  prefcrr'd  his  own. 
Of  long  experience  in  the  naval  art, 
B'unt  was  his  fpeech,  and  naked  was  his  heart ; 
Alike  to  him  each  climate  and  each  blaft; 
The  firft  in  danger,  in  retreat  the  laft; 
Sagacious  balancing  rh'  oppos'd  events, 
From  Albert  hi«  opinion  thus  diffents. 

I'oo  true  the  perils  of  the  prefent  hour. 
Where  t  iU  excee('.ing  t<  i's  our  ftrengih  o'erpower ! 
Yet  whither  can  we  turn,  w'lat  road  purfue, 
With  death  befire  ftill  opening  on  the  view? 
Our  bark,  'ti«  true,  no  fhelter  here  can  find, 
Sore  fhatter'd  by  the  ruffian  feas  and  wind. 
Yet  with  what  hope  of  refuge  can  we  flee, 
Chas'd  by  this  tempeft  and  outrageous  tea? 
For  while  its  violence  the  temped  keeps, 
Bereft  of  every  fa:l  we  rodm  the  deeps  : 
At  random  driven,  to  prefent  drath  we  hafte ; 
And  one  (hort  hour  perhap?  may  be  our  lali. 
Tn  vain  the  gulf  of  Corinth  on  ou    lee, 
Now  opens  to  her  ports  a  paffage  free  ; 
Since,  if  before  the  blaft  the  veffcl  flies, 
Full  in  her  track  unnumher'd  dangcis  rife. 
Here  Falconera  fpreads  her  lurking  fnares; 
There  diftant  Greece  her  nigged  fiirlfs  prepares. 
Should  once  herbortom  ft  iko  t:  a;  rocky  fti'  re. 
The  fplitting  bark  that  inftairt  were  no  more; 
Nor  fhe  alone,  but  with  her  all  the  crew 
Beyi  nd  relief  were  duom'd  to  perifh  too. 
Tiius  if  to  feud  too  raftily  we  confen'. 
Too  late  in  fa'al  hour  we  may  repent. 
Then  of  our  purpofe  this  appears  the  fcope. 
To  weigh  the  danger  with  the  doubtful  hope. 
Though  forely  boffetted  by  every  fca. 
Our  hull  unbroken  long  may  try  aUe. 
The  crew,  though  harrafs  d  long  with  toils  fevere. 
Still  at  their  pumps  perceive  no  hazards  near. 
Shall  we,  incautious,  then  tht  danger  tell. 
At  once  their  courage  aad  their  hope  to  <juell  ? 


No 


Prudence  forbids  — Phis  fouthern  tempeft  fooa 
May  changre  it-  quarter  with  the  chan,  ing  mcjOIl* 
Its  rage,  thoujrh    eiriMe    may  fo  n  fu  fiile. 
Nor  inom  untains  lafli  th'  unruly  tide. 
Thrfc^  leaks  (hall  then  decn  aft  ;  the  (ails  once  more 
Dirt  (ft  <  ur  courfe  to  fome  relievmg  fhorc  — 

Thu=  while  he  fpoke,  anmnd  fr  m  man  to  man 
At  either  pump  a  hollnw  murmur  ran. 
For  while  the  vtfTt-',  thr  ugh  unnumber'd  chinki. 
Above,  below,  th'  invathng  waters  drink", 
Sounding  her  depth,  they  ey'd  the  wetted  fcalcj 
And  li> !  the  leak-  o'er  ail  their  powers  prevail. 
Yet  in  thtir  poft    by  terrors  unlubdu'd. 
They  with  redoubling  force  their  tafk  purfu'd. 

And  now  the  fenior  pilor  feem'd  to  wait 
Arion's  voice  to  clofe  the  dark  debate. 
Though  many  a  bitter  ftorm,  with  peril  fraught,"^ 
In   Neptune's  fchool   the   wandering    ftriplingf 
taught,  r 

t  twice  nine  fummer=  yet  matur'd  his  thought.  J 
So  oft  he  bled  by  fortune's  cruel  dart, 
It  fell  at  laft  innoxious  on  his  heart. 
His  mind  ftill  fhunning  care  with  fecrct  hate^ 
In  patient  indolence  rcfign'd  Jo  fare. 
But  now  the  horrors  that  arourd  him  toll. 
Thus  rous'd  to  aiflion  his  rekindling  foul. 

With  fix'd  attention,  pondering  in  my  mind 
The  dark  diftreffes  on  each  fiJe  combin'd  ; 
While  here  we  linger  in  the  pafs  of  latCj 
I  fee  n    moment  lef'  for  fad  debate. 
For,  fome  decifion  if  u  e  wifh  to  form, 
Jire  yet  our  vcfTtl  fink  beneath  the  ftorm, 
Her  fhatter  d  ftate  and  yon  defponding  crevf 
At  once  fu-geft  what  meafures  to  purfue. 
The  labourmg  hull  already  ftems  half  fiU'd 
With  waters  through  an  hundred  leaks  diftilPdi^ 
As  in  a  dropfy,  wallowing  with  her  freight, 
Half-drown'd  {he  lies,  a  dead  inactive  weight! 
Thus  drench'd  by  every  wave,  her  riven  deck 
Stript  and  defencelefi:,  float-  a  naked  wreck; 
Her  wounded  flank-  no  longer  can  fuftain 
Thefe  fell  invaGons  of  the  burftmg  main. 
At  ev'ry  pitch,  th'  o'erwheimmg  billows  benJ 
Beneath  their  load,  the  qniv'rir.g  bowfprir-end« 
A  feaiful  warning  '  fince  the  maftion  high 
On  that  fupport  with  trembling  hope  rely. 
A'  tither  pump  our  feamen  pant  for  brea'h, 
In  d.irk  dilniay  ant  Cipatiog  de;<th. 
S'ill  ail  our  powers  th'  incrcafing  leak  defy  : 
We  fink  at  fea,  no  fhore.  no  haven  ni<ih. 
One  dawn  of  hope  y^t  breaks  aihwart  'he  glooin^ 
To  light  and  fave  u-  from  the  wat'ry  tomb. 
That  bids  os  ftiu"  the  death  impending  here: 
Fiy    from    the   following    blaft,  and  fhurewar^" 

fteer. 
'TisurgM  indeed,  the  fury  «'f  the  gale 
Precludes  the  help  •  f  eve'  %  guiding  fail ; 
And  driven  before  it  on  the  wat'ry  wafte, 
Ti'  rock;-  (hores  and  fcenes  of  death  we  haftei 
But  haply  Falconera  we  may  fhun  ; 
And  far  to  Grecian  coafts  is  yet  the  run  t 
Lcfs  h.iraf*  o  then,  our  fcudding  ftiip  n.ay  hea^ 
Ih'  aflaiiltini;  furge  repelld  U|.or  her  rear ; 
Ev'n  then  the  woried  ftorms  as  fo  n  (hall  die/ 
Or  lcfs  tuiment  the  groaning  pine»  on  high. 


THE   SH 

Should  we  at  laft  be  driven  by  dire  decree 
Too  near  the  fatal  margin  of  the  fca, 
The  hull  difmafted  there  a  while  may  ride, 
With  lengrhen'd  cables,  on  the  raging  tide. 
Perhaps  kind  Heaven,  with  interpufing'  power, 
May  curb  the  ten-.peft  ere  that  dreadful  hour. 
But  here  ingulf 'd  and  foundering  while  we  (lay, 
Fate  hovers  o'er  and  mark^  us  for  her  prey. 

He  faid  ;— Palemon  faw,  with  grief  of  heart, 
The  ftorn)  prevailing  o'er  the  pilot's  art; 
In  filent  terror  and  diftrefs  involv'd. 
He  heard  their  lail  alternative  refolv'd. 
High  beat  his  bofom  :    with  fuch  fearfubdu'd, 
Beneath  the  gloom  of  fome  inchanted  wood, 
Oft  in  old  time  the  wandering  fwain  cxplor'd 
The  midnight  wizards,  breathing  rites  ahhnrr'd 
Trembling  approach'd  their  incantations  fell, 
And,  chi'd'd  v.'ith  horror,  heard  the  fongs  of  hell 
Arion  faw,  with  fecret  anguiili  niov'd, 
'j'he  deep  afHicftion  of  the  friend  he  lov'd  ; 
And,  al!  awake  to  friendfnip's  genial  heat, 
His  bofom  felt  confenting  tumults  beat. 
Alas  !  no  feafon  this  for  tender  love  ; 

Far  hence  the  mufic  of  tlie  myrtle  grove  ! - 

With  comfort's  fooihing  voice,  from  hope  deceiv'd 
Paleni'  n's  drooping  fpirit  ke  reviv'd. 
For  confolation,  oft  with  healing  art, 
Retunes  the  jarring  numbtrs  of  the  heart — 
Now  had  the  pilots  all  th'  events  revolv'd, 
And  on  their  final  refuge  thus  refolv'd  ; 
When,  like  the  faithful  fhcpherd,  who  beholds 
Some  prowling  wolf  approach  his  fleecy  folds  ; 
To  the  brave  crew,  whom  racking  doubts  per- 
plex, 
The  dreadful  purpofe  Albert  thus  diredls: 

Unhappy  partners  in  a  wayward  fate  1 
Whofe  gallant  fpirits  now  are  known  too  latC; 
Ye  !  who  unmov'd  behold  this  angry  ftorm 
With  terrors  all  the  rolling  deep  deform ; 
Who,  patient  in  adverfity,  ftill  hear 
The  firmed  front  when  greateft  ills  are  near  ! 
The  truth,  though  grievous,  I  muft  now  reveal, 
That  long  in  vain  I  purpoi'd  to  conceal. 
Ingulf'd,  all  helps  of  art  we  vainly  try. 
To  weather  leeward  fhores,  alas  !  too  nigh. 
Our  crazy  bark  no  longer  c;n  abide 
The  feas  that  thunder  o'er  her  batter'd  fide  ; 
And,  while  the  leaks  a  fatal  warning  give, 
That  in  this  raging  fea  (he  cannot  live. 
One  only  refuge  from  defpair  we  find  ; 
At  once  to  wear  and  feud  before  the  wind  * 
Perhaps  ev'n  then  to  ruin  we  may  fleer  ; 
For  broken  (hores  beneath  our  lee  appear; 
But  that's  remote,  and  inflant  death  is  here; 
Yet  there,  by  Heaven's  affillance,  we  may  gain 
Some  creek  or  inlet  of  the  Grecian  marin  ; 
Or,  flielter'd  by  fome  rock,  at  anchor  ride, 
Till  with  abating  rage  the  blall  fublide. 

But  if,  detcrmin'd  by  the  will  of  Heaven, 
Our  helplefs  bark  at  laft  aftiore  is  driven, 
Thefe  couufels  fuUow'd,  fiom  the  wat'ry  grave 
Gur  floating  failors  in  the  furf  may  fave. 


I 


*  Tor  an  explanation  of  thefe  mancewurcs   the  read- 
er is  rcfrred  to  the  tajl  note  of  ibis  iatttf. 
Vol.  X. 


IP  WRECK.  593 

And  firft  let  all  jowt  axes  be  fecur'd, 
Ti>  cut  the  mafl>  and  rigging  from  a  board. 
Then  to  the  quarters  bind  each  plank  and  oar. 
To  float  beiween  'he  veffel  and  the  Ihore. 
The  longeft  cordage  too  mufl  be  convey'd 
On  deck,  and  to  the  weather-rails  belay'd. 
So  they  who  haply  reach  alive  the  land, 
Th*  extended  lines  may  faften  on  the  ftrand. 
Whene'er,  loud  thundering  on  the  leeward  fhore, 
While  yet  alonf  we  hear  the  breakers  roar, 
Thiis  for  the  terrible  event  prepar'd, 
Brace  fore  and  aft  to  {larboard  every  yard. 
So  fl-iall  our  marts  fwim  lighter  on  the  wave, ' 
And  from  the  broken  rocks  our  feariien  fave. 
Thtn  weftward  turn  the  fte.n,  that  every  malt: 
May  fhorev.ard  fall,  v/hen  from   the  veilel  call.--- 
When  o'er  her  fide  once  more  the  billows  boundj 
Afcend  the  rigging  till  (he  ftrikes  the  ground  : 
And  when  you  hear  aloft  th'  alarming  fiiock 
I'hat  'trikcs  her  bottom  on  fome  pointed  rock, 
The  boldeft  of  our  failors  muft  defcend, 
The  dangerous  bufinefs  of  the  deck  to  tend  : 
Then  each,  fecur'd  by  fome  convenient  cord, 
Should  cut  the  fhrouds  and  rigging  from  the  board; 
Let  the  broad  axes  next  aflail  each  maft  : 
And  booms,  and  oars,  and  rafts  to  leeward  caft. 
Thus,  while    the   cordage    flretch'd  alhore   may- 
guide 
Our  brave  companions  throngh  the  fwclling  tidCj 
This  floating  lumber  (liall  fuftain  them  o'er 
The  rocky  (helves,  in  fafcty  to  the  fliore. 
But  as  your  firmeft  fuccour,  till  the  laft, 
O  cling  fecurely  on  each  fiuthful  maft  ! 
Though  great  the  danger,  and  the  tafk  fevercj 
Yet  bow  nor  to  the  tyranny  of  fear  \ 
If  once  that  flavifh  yoke  your  fpirits  quell. 
Adieu  to  hope  1   to  life  itfelf  farewell '. 

I  know,  among  you  fome  full  oft  have  Yiew'dj 
With  murd'ring  weapons  arm'd,  a  lawlefs  brood. 
On  England's  vile  inhuman  (here  who  ftand,    "> 
The  foul  reproach  and  fcandal  of  our  land !         V= 
To  rob  the  wandererswreck'd  upon  the  ftrand.j 
Thefe,  while  their  favage  office  they  purfue. 
Oft  Wound  to  death  the  helplefs  plunder'd  crew^ 
Who,  'fcap'dfrom  every  horror  of  the  main, 
Implor'd  their  mercy,  but  iroplor'd  in  vain. 
But   dread  not   this !— a  crime    to    Greece    un- 
known. 
Such  blood-hounds  all  her  circling  (bores  difown  : 
Her  fons,  by  barbarous  tyranny  oppreft. 
Can  (hare  afllidion  with  the  wretch  diftreft : 
I'heir  hearts,  by  cruel  fate  inur'd  to  grief. 
Oft  to  the  friendlefs  ftranger  yield  relief. 

With  confciou-  horror  ftruck,  the  naval  band 
Detefted  for  a  while  their  native  land. 
They  curs'd  the  fleeping  vengeance  c.f  the  laws, 
That  thus  forgot  her  guar^.iaa  failor's  caufe. 
Mean  while  the  mafter's  voice  again  they  heard j| 
V.'hom,  as  with  filial  duty,  all  rever'd. 

No  more  remams — but  now  a  trufly  band 
Muft  ever  at  the  pump  induftricus  i^and; 
And  while  with  us  the  reft  attend  to  wear, 
Two  fkilful  feamen  to  the  helm  repair  ■— 
O  Source  of  life  !   our  refuge  and  our  ftay  1 
Whofe  voice  the  warring  elements  obey, 
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Op  thy  fuprenic  afliflancc  we  rely; 
Thy  n^ercy  fi:pplicatf,  if  dfoni'ci  to  die! 
Pirrhaiis  this  'l.  rm  is  fenr,  with  heahno;  breath, 
From  neighbouring  ftiores  to  fci  urge  dileafc  and 

death  ! 
'Tis  ours  on  thine  unerring  laws  to  truft  : 
Vith  thee,  I'reat  1-ord  !  '■  whatever  is,  isjuft  " 

He  (aid;  and  with  confenti'  (r  reverence  f'raiijjht. 
The  Jailors  j;.iin'd  his  prayer  iu  filent  thought. 
Hi^  intelcdlual  i  ye.  Icrently  br  ght ! 
Saw  diflant  objt <!^«  with  propheiic  li>rht 
Thus  in  a  land,  that  lafting  wars  oi  •  rcfs 
T^at  {jioans  I'tiit-ath  mi  fortunes  and  diOiefs; 
\Vhofe  wfalth  to  conquerir.jj;  armies  falls  a  prey  ; 
Her  bul'-«arl;s  fuikii'g-   ?s  hrr  troops  decay  ; 
Some  bold  fagacious  ftateinian,  from  the  helm, 
Sees  defolari'  ii  jratherinjy  o'er  his  realm  : 
He  daits  around  his  penetrating  eyrs 
■Where  dai:pt  rs  frrow,  trd  hoftile  unions  rife  ! 
With  deep  attention  marks  th'  invading  foe; 
Eludes  their  wiles,  and  Iruflrates  ev'ry  blow; 
Tries-  his  laft  art  the  tott'rinj:  ilate  to  fave, 
Or  In  its  ruins  find  a  glf  rious  prave. 

Still  in  the  yawr.int'  trough  theveffel  reels, 
InjTi  If'ii  beneath  two  fludtuatiiifj  hil  b  ; 
On  cither  fide  thty  rife  ,  tremendous  fcene  ! 
A  long  dark  mcb.ncholy  vale  between  *. 


Tiat  the  reader  ivho  is  unacquainted  ivlth  the  jtic- 
votwjtei   of  navigation,  may  conceive  a  clearer  idea  of  a 

Jhifsjlaie  tvhen  trying,  and  of  the  change  of  herfiiii- 
ailoii  to  that  of  ft  lidding,  I  ha-i'e  quoted  a  part  of  the 
exflanaticn  of  ihofe  articlei,  as  they  appear  in  the  Dic- 
ttonaty  rf  the  A'Jarine. 

li}i;ig  ii  the  fituation  in  V'hich  a  fkip  lies  nearly 
in  the  trough  or  hoiiotv  of  the  jea  in  tcmpeji,  patticu- 

*larly  ivhefi   it  bloivs  co»/rar\  to  her  ccurfe. 

Jn  trying  as  -u-eli  as  in  fcudJin^  the  fails  are  al- 
•wayj  reduced  ir  proportion  to  the  increaje  of  th  form, 
and  in  either  fate,  is  the  florm  if  exceffivc.  fhe  may 
ha-ve  all  her  Jails  funed  ;  or  be.  according  to  the  fa 
phrafc    under  bare  poles 

The  intent  oj  fpt racing  a  fail  at  this  time  is  to  hep 
li.ejuip  morejieady.  and  to  prevent  her  from  rolling  vio- 
lenil      by  prefjing  htr  file  doiin  in  the  itatcr  ;   and  al 

fo  to  tui  n  her  head  toivardi  the  fource  of  the  luijid  fo 
that  the jhocL  of  the  feas  n: ay  fall  more  oblique'y  on  her 

fl:ink.  than  ivhenfhe  lies  along  the  trough  of  the  Jea.  or 
in  ■I..C  intcfual  bel-a-ccn  tioo  i:<aves.  While Jhe  ties  in 
this  f:ti:atu,n,  the  helm  is  fhjiirnd  clofe  to  the  eefide, 
to  prtient  her,  as  much  as  pofjiile,  Jrom  falling  to  ife^ 
iViiid.  But  as  the  fiMp  is  not  then  kept  in  equilibria  by 
Ii  ' ' iii'lion  of  bo  fiils,  -uthjch  at  ether  tin:es  couvier- 
talaiice  each  other  at  the  head  and  flern.  fke  is  moved  by 
ajlu-iv  o:.l  continual  vibiation,  ivhich  turns  her  head 
aittrnateiy  to  windnard  and  to  leeivatd  for  trying  an  argle 
cf  3'    or  40  degrees  in  the  interval       That  par!  -where 

J^^'^Mt^  '"  approaching  the  direciion  of  the  wind,  is  cal- 
leJ  her  coming  to  ;  and  the  contrary  excfs  of  the  anrrle 
to  ieezvcird,  is  called  hey  fa/  infr  rif 

Peering  or  ivearing  as  ujcd  in  the  prefvnt  fenfe.  may 
he  defined,  the  movement   by  ivhcb   a  foip  changes  her 

J''ilefrom  trying  to  that  of  feiitlding.  or,  vf  running  be- 

f.ie  the  direciion  of  the  ivind  and  fa. 

J  tis  an  axiom   in  natural  pbile/ofihy,  '    That  eve-y 

body  ■xjuill  perjtvers  in  a  flute  of  rfl^  or  cj"  a-^vi-'g  uni- 


Thc  balanc'd  (hip,  now  forward,  now  behind,  ") 
Still  felt  th'  in-.prcffion  of  the  waves  and  wind,  V 
And  to  the  right  and  left  by  turns  incliti'd.    '    5 

formly  n  a  right  line,  unUfs  it  be  compelled  to  change 
its  Pate  by  forces  impreff'ed ;  and  lh.it  the  change  of  mo- 
tion is  pioporfional  to  the  moving  force  imp,effed,  and 
made  according   to  the  right  line  in  luhich   that  force 

ence  it  is  eafy  to  conceive  hoiv  ajhip  is  compelled  to 
turn  into  any  direSian  by  the  fo.ce  of  the  iviml,  acting 
upon  any  pa  rt  of  her  length .  in  lines  parallel  to  the  plane 
of  the  horizon.  Thus,  i.i  the  a£i  of  veering,  tvhich  is  a 
a  nr:ej].iry  coifeqiienre  of  this  invariable  principle  the 
objea  of  the  fe-jman  is  to  reduce  the  aBion  of  the  -wind 
on  thejhip's  hind  part  and  to  receive  its  utmofl  exertion 
on  her  fore  part  Jo  that  the  latter  may  be  pujhed  to  lee- 
ivard  •  This  iffeil  is  e'tker  produced  by  the  operation  of 
the  jails  or  by  the  impreffion  0/  the  -wind  on  the  mafs 
and  yards.  Jn  the  form-. ■  caj'e  the  fails  on  the  hind-part 
ofth  fhip  are  ei the  furled  oi  arranged  nearh  par.illcl 
to  the  direa'ion  of  the  ivind.  ivhich  then  glides  in'ffedual- 
ly  along  their  J'urfaces  ;  at  the  fame  time  the  forenifi 
Jails  are  fpread  abroad,  fo  as  to  receive  thegreate/l  ex- 
ertion of  the  ivind  The  fore  part  accordingly  yiel  .1  to 
thisimpulfe.  and  is  put  in  motion  ;  and  this  motio  ,,ite- 
cejf.iriiy  confpiring  -with  that  of  the  ivind  tufljis  the  fcip 
about  as  much  as  is  rtq^iifte  it  produce  the  dcfired  effdi. 

But  ii.:hen  the  tempef  is  ,0  violent  as  to  preclude  the 
"fi  °ff'''^-  tl>e  effort  of  the  -wind  operates  almofi  equal- 
ly on  the  oppojile  ends  of  the  fhip.  hecatife  the  mafls  and 
ya  ds,fttuaied  near  the  head  and  fern  fe  ve  to  counter- 
balance each  other',  in  receiving  its  i,npre£l,n  The  ef- 
feB  of  the  helm  is  alfo  confiderably  dlminified,  becaufe 
the  Lead  ivay,  -which  gives  ife  and  vigour  to  all  its 
ope^a-.ions  is  at  this  time  feeble  and  inejfaual.  Hence 
it  becomes  necejiryto  defroy  this  equilibrium  ivhich J'ub- 
ftfls  betivcen  the  mafs  ana  yards  -before  and  behind,  and 
to  throiv  the  balance  forivard  to  prepare  fa  veering. 
If  this  cannot  be  ef'-fiediy  the  arrangement  of  the  yards 
on  the  mafs,  and  it  becomes  abfoliitely  nece/Jdry  to  veer^ 
in  order  fo  fave  the  fbip  fro?n  defruHionAhe  mizen  maji 
muf  be  cut  aiva  and  even  the  main-maf,  if  fhe  fill 
remains  incapable  of  anfivering  the  helm  by  turning  her 
proiv  to  leiivard 

Soudding  is  that  movement  in  navigation  by  ivhich  a 
fijip  is  carried  precipitately  before 'a  tc^.-fietl. 

.  s  a  fhip  fies  ivith  atnaaing  rapidity  through  the 
-water,  iihenever  this  expedcnt  is  put  in  practice,  it  is 
never  attempted  in  a  contrary  ivind,  unlcfs  -when  her 
condition  renders  her  incapahle  of  fufaining  the  mutual 
effort  of  the  ivind  and  ivaves  any  longer  on  her  fide  ^ 
ivithout  being  eypofed  to  the  mof  imt/iinent  danger. 

A  fhip  either  fcuvs  ivith  a  fii',  extended  on  her  fore- 
maJl,  or  if  U'efcrm  is  cxceffve.  iviihuui  any  fail,  ivhich 
in  the  feu  phrafe  is  caKe-tJ'cudding  under  hare  poles. 

The  principa  haz.ayds  incident  to  fcudding  ore.  gene- 
rally, a  Jea f  riling  the  fip\  fern  ,  the  dijf.cutty  of 
feerin  .  ivhich  perpetually  expofes  her  to  the  danger  of 
broaching  in  ,■  and  the  ivant  of  fffxient  fea  room.  A 
fea  ivhich  frike.1  the  fern  violently,  may  fhattcr  it  to 
pieces,  by  ivhich  the  fhip  mufl  inevilably  Joundcr.  By 
broaching  tofuddenly,  fhe  is  threatened  ivith  lufing  all 
Ije  ■  mafs  and  fails ,  or  being  immediately  averlurned  ; 
and  for  ivant  of fea-room,  fhe  is  cxpofcd  to  the  dangers 
of  bang  ivreckcdon  a  lerfhore. 


THE   SHIP 

But  Albert  from  teliind  the  lialance  drew. 
And  on  the  prow  its  double  tffoits  threw. — 
The  order  now  was  given  to  bear  away  ; 
The  order  given,  the  tim  meers  obey. 
High  o'er  the  bowfprit  ftretch'd  the  tortur'd  fail, 
As  on  the  rack,  difiends  beneath  the  ^ale. 
But  fcarce  the  yielding  prow  its  impuffe  knew, 
When  in  a  thoufand  flitting:  flireds  it  flew  ! — 
Yet  Albert  new  ref  urces  ftill  prepares, 
And,  bridling  grief,  redoubles  all  his  cares. 
Away  then/  ;  lower  the  miz^-n-yard  on  deck! 
He  calls,  and  brace  the  forem ift  yards  aback  1 
His  great  example  every  bolom  fires; 
New  life  rekindles,  and  nev^  hope  iiifpires; 
While  to  the  helm  unfaithful  dill  (lie  lies, 
One  defperate  remedy  at  laft  he  tries. — 
Halle,  with  your  weapon'*  cut  the  ihrouds  and  flay; 
And  hew  at  once  the  mizen-mall  away  ; 

He  faid  ;  th'  attentive  Tailors  on  each  fide, 
At  his  command  the  trembling  cords  divide. 
Faft  by  the  fated  pine  bold  Rodmond  (lands  ; 
Th'  impatient  axe  hung  gleaming  in  his  hands; 
Branddh'd  on  high,  it  fell  with  dreadful  found  ; 
The  tall  maft  groaning,  felt  the  deadly  wound. 
Deep  galh'd   with  fores,  the  tott'ring  llrudure 

rings. 
And  crafting,  thund'ring,  o'er  the  quarter  fwing^. 

Thus  when  fome  limb,  cot.vuls  d  with  pangs  of 
dea'h, 
Imbibes  the  gangrene's  pcftilential  breath  ; 
Th'  experienc'd'artift  from  the  blood  betrays 
The  latent  venom,  or  its  courfe  delays  : 
But  if  th'  infeiStion  triumphs  o'er  his  art, 
•  Tainting  the  vital  ftream  that  warms  the  heart, 
Refolv'd  at  laft,  he  quits  th'  unequal  ftrife, 
Severs  the  member,  and  preferves  the  life. 

CANTO    III. 

ARGUMENT. 

The  defign  and  infl';ence  of  poetry — Applied  to 
the  fubjeft-- Wreck  of  the  mizenmalt  cleared 
away — Ship  veets  .'.efore  the  wind---Her  vio- 
lent agitation— -Different  flations  of  the  officers 
— .\ppearar.ce  of  the  ifland  of  Falconera— Ex- 
cuiion  t>  the   adjacent  nations  of  Greece,  re. 
nowned  in  ant'quity— Athens— Socrates— Pla- 
to— Ariftides— -Solon-  -Corinth-— Sparta— Leo- 
nldas---Iilyafion    of   Xerxes-  L)curgu> — hpa-' 
niinondas- -Modern  appearance-- Arcadia — Irs 
former  happincfsand  fertility— Prelent  dlllref>,, 
the  effeifl  of  flavery--Ithaca — Ulyffes  and  Pe- 
nelcpe-  -Argos  and  Mycenae—  .'ganumnon— 
Macronifi—  Lemn.s- -Vulcan  and  Venus--'De- 
los  —Apollo  an'lDiana— -Troy— Se{to-,l.eatider 
and  Hero. -Dt*lphos  Temple    of   Apollo— Par- 
naffus — The    Mufes--The  fubjeft   rcfumed-- 
SparklJng  of  the  fea — Prodigious  ternpeft    ac- 
companied with  rain,  hail,  and  meteors— Dark* 
nefs,  lighrening,  and    thunder-— Approach    tf 
day— Difcovery   of  land—  Fhe    fhi,'    in    great 
danger  paffes  th'.-  iflatid  of  St.  George-"Turns 
her  broadiide  to  theihnre — Her  btwlprit,  fon- 
maft,  and   main-tpp-mail   carried   away — bhs 
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f>rikes  a    rock — Splits   afunder— Fate  of   the 
crew. 

Thefcene  flretches  frrm  that  part  of  the  Ar- 
chipelago which  Vus  ten  miles  to  the  northward 
of  Falconera,  to  Cape  Coh.nna,  in  Attica.— The 
time  is  about  f^veri  hours,  being  from  one  till 
eight  in  the  morning. 

When  in  a  barbarous  age.  with  blood  dffii'd, 
I  lu  hiim;in  favige  roan.'d  t!'e  gloomy  wild; 
Wl.tn  fullen  Ignorance  her  flag  dii'ph>'d. 
And  rapine  and  revenge  her  voice  obty'd  ; 
Sent  f  om  -.he  fltores  of  light  the  mules  came, 
The  dark  ;ind  folirar'.  race  to  tame. 
'  Twas  their's  the  lawlefs  patSons  to  controul, 
A"d  melt  in  t.:nd.r  lympatliy  the  foul; 
The  hc:at  from  vice  and  error  to  reclaim, 
And  brc-Jthe  in  hurran  breail-  ccl.'Uial  flame. 
The  kindling  fp'ri;  cauglit  th'  e-.npyreal  ray, 
Andglow'd  congenial  with  the  f^^•elli•'g  lay. 
Rous'd  from  the  chaos  of  primeval  night, 
At  once  fair  truth  and  reafon  fprung  to  light. — 
When  great  Maeonides,  in  rapid  iong, 
The  thundering  tide  .-f  battle  rol's  along, 
Eirh  ravifli'd  bol-m    eels  the  high  alarms. 
And  all  the  burning  puifes  beat  to  a-ms. 
From  earth  upborn,  on  Pegaiean  wings, 
Far  through   the  boundkls  realms  of  thought  he 

fpring»; 
While  diflant  poet«,  trembling  as  they  view 
His  funward  flight,  the  dazzling  traCk  puTue. 
But  when  his  firings,  with  mou  iifiil  magic,  tell 
What  dire  diftrefs  Laertes'  fon  bcfel, 
The  flrains  meand'ring  through  the  n-.aze  of  woCj 
Bid  facrcd  fynvpathy  the  heart  o'erflow.  ^ 

'Thus,  in  old  time,  the  mufes'  heavenly  breath 
With  viral  force  diffolv'd  the  chains  of  death: 
Each  bard  in  epic  lays  began  to  fing,^ 
Taught  by  the  mafter  of  the  voc.d  Itring. — 
'Ti--  mine,  alas!  th.rough  dangcu  usfcencs  to  flray. 
Far  from  (the  light  of  his  unerring  ray  ! 
While,  all  unus'd  the  wayward  ;  ath  to  tread, 
Darkling  I  wander  with  provhetic  dread. 
To  me  in  vain  the  bold  Msonian  lyre 
Awakes  the  numbers,  fraught  with  living  fire  !— 
hull  cf:  indeed,  that  niournftd  harp  ..f  yore    , 
Wept  the  (ad  wa;  derer  loft  upon  the  (hore  ; 
But  o'er  that  fcene  th'  impatient  numbers  ran, 
Subfcrvieiit  only  to  a  nobler  p'an. 
'Tis  mine,  the  unraveli'd  piofpcd:  to  difplay, 
And  chain  th'  eveits  in  regular  array 
Though  hiud  the  talk,  to  fii'g  in  varied  flrains, 
While  all  unchang'd  the  tragic  theme  remains! 
Tirict  hapi>y  !  might  the  fecret  powers  cf  art 
Unlock  the  latent  winditij^s  of  the  h  a-'t  '. 
Might  the  lad  numbers  draw  companion's  tear 
F  r  kindred-mifcrits,  oft  beheld  too  near: 
For  kindied-wretches,  ofr  in  ruin  caft 
On  Albion's  flrafid,  beneath  tlie  wint'ry  blafl  :. 
For  all  the  pangs,  the  complicated  woe, 
Her  biaveil  fofs,  her  iaithful  failors  know  ! 
So  pity,  gufliing  fi'ereach  Bririfh  breaft, 
Mvj^ht  fympa-h'ife  with  Britain's  fons  diHrefi  ; 
For  'his,  rr.)  theme  through  mazes  I  purfue, 
WhiCh  nor  MKonidas  nor  Maro  knew. 

p  ?  n 
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Awhile  the  maft,  in  ruins  dragjr'd  behind, 
Balanc'J  the  impreflion    f  the  helm  and  wind  : 
The  wounded  ferpent,  agoiiiz'd  with  pain, 
Thtis  trails  his  manj(letl  voluoie  on  the  plain, 
Bur  no'v  the  v  r-ck  diffcve  'd  from  the  rear, 
The  long  reludlant  pr  w  began  to  veer; 
And  while  around  before  the  wind  it  falls, 
Squart  all  ".be  yards     ;  the  attenrive  mafter  calls— - 
You    timoneers,  her  nioti-n  (till  attend  ! 
For  on  your  fteerage  all  our  lives  depend. 
So.  rteddv  t  !  meet  her,  watch  the  blaft  behind, 
And  {leer  her  right  bef.re  the  feas  and  wind ! 
Starboard  again!   the  watchful  pilot  cries; 
Starboard,  th'  obedient  timoneer  replies. 
Then  to  the  left  the  ruhng  helm  returns; 
The  wheel  \  revolves  ;  the  ringing  axle  burns! 
The  fliip  no  linger,  foundering  by  the  lee, 
Bears  on  her  fide  th'  iuvalions  of  the  fea  : 
All  lonfly  o'er  the  defart  wafte  fhe  flies, 
Scourg'd  on  by  furge-,  florm  and  burfting  fkies. 
As  when  the  mafters  of  the  lance  afTail, 
In  Hyperborean  feas,  the  flumbering  whale  ; 
Soon  as  the  javelins  pierce-  his  fcaly  hide, 
With  anguifh  ftung,  he  cleaves  the  downward  tide ; 
In  vain  he  flies  '   no  friendly  refpite  found; 
His  life-blood  guflies  through  th'  inflaming  wound. 
The  wounded  bark,  thus  fmarting  with  her 
pain, 
Sc'ids  from  purfuing  waves  alnns:  the  main  ; 
While,  dafh'd  apart  by  her  dividing  prow, 
I, Ike  burning  adamant  the  waters  glow. 
Her  joints  forget  their  firm  elaflic  tone  ; 
Her  long  keel  trembles,  and  her  timbers  groan. 
XJ;  heav'd  behind  her,  in  tremendous  heit^ht. 
The  billow;  frown,  with  fearful  radiance  bright ! 
Now  fliivering,  o'er  the  topinoft  wave  fhe  rides, 
While  dc'-'p  beneath  th'  enormous  gulf  divides. 
Now  launching  headlong  down  the  horrid  vale, 
She  hears  no  mr)re  the  roaring  of  the  gale  ; 
Till  up  the  dreadful  height  again  fhe  flies, 
Trembling  beneath  the  current  of  the  Ikies. 
As  that-  rebellious  angel  who  from  heaven 
To  regions  of  eternal  pain  was  driven  . 
Wh'.n  dreadlefs  he  forfook  the  Stygian  fhore, 
The  diftant  realms  of  Eden  t.>  explore; 
Here,  on  fulphure  u?  cloud?  fublime  upheav'd, 
With  daring  wing  th'  infernal  air  he  cleav'd; 
There,  in  fome  hideous  gulf  defcendlng  prone, 
Far  in  the  raylefs  void  of  night  was  thrown  : 
Even  fo  file  fcales  the  btiny  mountain  s  heieht. 
Then  down  the  black  abyfs  precipitate?;  her  flight. 
The  marts,  around  whofe   tops  the  whirlwinds 

fmg,  • 

With  long  vibration  round  her  axle  fwing. 
To  guide  the  wayward  courfe  amid  the  gloom, 
The  watchful  vilots  (iifferent  polls  afl'nme. 
Albert  and  Rodmond.  ftation'd  on  the  rear, 
With  warning  voice  diredl  each  timoneer. 


•  To  rquare  the  yards,  in  this  place  is  meant  to  ar- 
range tbem  dir:Elly  athivari  thejhip's  length. 

+  fitedJy,  is  the  order  tofcer  thejh'p  according  to  the 
line  on  tvbich  Jke  ad-jances  at  that  inflent,  ivirbout  de- 
flating to  the   ight  or  left  thereof. 

i  In  all  large  fbips  the  helm  is  managed  h  a  ivhe:!. 


High  on  the  prow  the  guard  Arion  keeps, 

To  fljun  the  cruifers  wand'ring  o'er  the  deeps  7 

Where'er  he  moves  Palemon  ftill  attends, 

As  if  on  hmi  his  only  hope  depends  : 

While  Rod'^:ond,  fearful  of  fome  neighbouring 

fhore, 
C  ies,  ever  and  anon,  Loot  out  afore .' 
F.-iir  h  >urs  thus  Icudding  on  the  tide  (he  flew, 
When  Falc  nera's  rocky  heieht  they  view. 
H;gh  o'er  it-  fummit,  through  the  gloom  of  night, 
I  he   glimmering   watch  tower  caft   a   mournful 

light, 
(n  dire  amazement  rivetted  they  {land. 
And  hear  the  breakers  lafh  the  rueged  flrand  : 
But  foot)  beyond  this  ftiore  the  veflel  flies, 
Swift  as  the  rapid  eagle  cleaves  the  flties. 
So  from  the  fangs  of  her  mfatiate  foe, 
O'er    the  broad  champain    feuds    the    trembling 

roe. — 
That  danger  patl,  reflc  6ls  a  feeble  joy; 
But  fen  returning  fears  their  hopt  deftroy. 
I'hus,  in  th'  .-\  lar  tir,  oft  the  failor  eyes, 
While  melting  in  the  reign  ri  fofter  Ikies, 
Some  alp  -'f  icc,  from  polar  regions  blown, 
Hail  the  glail  influence  of  a  warmer  zone : 
Its  frozen  cliffs  afemper'd  gaits  fupply  ; 
In  CO. ding  flream  the  acreal  hilliWs  fly  ; 
.■\while  delivpr'd  from    he  fcorching  heat, 
hi  gentler  tides  rhe  feverilh  p-.ilfes  beat. 

i>o.  when  their  trembling  vtflel  paft  this  ifle, 
Such  vifior^ary  joys  the  cnw  !)eguile  : 
Th'  illufive  meteors  of  a  lifelefs  fire  ! 
Too  f  on  they  kindle,  and  too  fuon  expiie! 

Say,    memory  1    thou,    from    whofe   unerring 
tongt;e 
Inflnj(ftive  flows  the  atiirr.ated  fong  I 
Wh.\t  regions  now  the  flying  fhip  furround  ? 
Rcgi<'n-.  of  old,  through  all  the  wild  renown'd; 
That,  once  the  poet's  theme   the  mufcs  boaft, 
Now  lie  in  ruins     in  oblivion  loft  ! 
Did  they,  whofe  fad  diftrefs  the(e  lays  deplore, 
Unlkili'd  in  Grecian  or  in  Roman  lore 
Unconicious  yaf-  each  famou^  circling  fh> 

I'hey  did  ,   for,  blafted  in  the  barren  fliade, 
Here,  all  :oo  foi.n,  the  buds  of  fcience  fade : 
bad  ocean's  genius,  in  untimely  hour. 
Withers  the  bloom  of  every  fpringirg  flower. 
Here  fancy  droops,  while  fullen  cloud  and  fl:orna 
rhe  generous  climate  of  the  foul  deform. 
Then  if,  among  the  wandf^ring  naval  train. 
One  ftripling,  exil'd  fro.>i  th'  AoniaH  plain. 
Had  e'er,  entranc'd  in  fancy's  foothing  dream, 
.Approach'd  to  t^fle  th-  fweet  Caftal-an  ftream, 
(>ince  thofe  falubrious  ftreams,  with  power  divine. 
To  purer  fcnfe  th'  attemper'd  foul  refine) 
His  heart,  with  liberal  commerce  here  unbleft. 
Alien  to  joy!    fincerer  grief  pofl'eft. 
Yi't  on  the  youthful  mind  th'  impreffion  caft 
Of  ancient  glory,  fliall  for  evt?r  Lft. 
I'here,  all  unquench'd  by  cruel  fortune's  ire, 
It  glows  with  ircxtinguifhablc  fire. 

Immortal  Atheu'  firft,  in  ruin  fpread, 
Contigu  -us  lies  at  Port  Liono'shead. 
Great  f  urce  of  fcience  :   while  immortal  name 
Stands  forcmoft  in  the  glorious  roll  of  fame. 
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Here  podlike  Socrates  atK?  Phto  (hove, 

And    firn^  to  truth   eternal  honour  won. 

The  firft  in  virtue's  caufe  his  life  r<  fign'd, 

By  hcjv'n  pronouiic'd  the  wifelt  of  mankind  : 

The  laft  forctcld  the  fpark  of  vital  fire, 

The  foul's  fine  effence,  never  CDuhi  expire. 

Here  Solon  dwelt,  the  ]-.hi]ol(  phic  fage, 

That  flfd  Pififtratu-.'  vifidldive  rage. 

Juft  Aiftides  here  maintain'd  the  caufe, 

Whofe  facred  j^recepts  fhine  through  Solon's  laws. 

Of  all  her  towering  {Irucflures,  now  alone 

Some   fcatter  d  columns  {land,  with  weeds  o'er- 

grown. 
The  wandering:  ftranger,  near  the  port,  defcries 
A  milk- white  lion  of  fcnpendous  fize  ; 
Unknown  the  fculptor  ;  marble  is  the  frame  : 
And  hence  th'  adjacent  havm  drew  its  name. 

,N<rX-,  in  the  gulf  of  Engia,  Corinth  lies, 
Whofe  gorgeous  fabrics  feem'd  to  ftnke  the  (kies; 
Whom,  though  by  tyrai.f-vi(5tors  oft  fubdu'd, 
Greece,  Egypt,  Rome,  with  awful  wonder  view'd 
Her  name,  for  Pallas'  heavenly  art  reiiown'd  *, 
Spread  like  the  foliapje  which  her  pillars  crownM. 
But  now,  in  fatal  dcfolution  laid, 

Oblivion  o'er  it  draws  a  difmal  fhade. 

Then  further  wellward  on  VIorea'i=  land, 
Eair  Mifitra  !   thy  modern  turrets  fland. 

Ah !   who,  unmov'd  with  fecret  woe,  can  tell 

That  here  great  I.acedtmon's  glory  fell  ? 

Here  once  Ihe  flourilh'd.  at  v/hole  trumpet's  found 

War  burft:  his  chams,  and  nations  fliook  around. 

Here  brave  Leonidas  from  (hore  t-  fhore 

Through  all  Achaia  hade  her  thunders  roar  : 

He,  when  imperial  Xerxes   from  atar, 

Advanc'd  with  Pr;  fia's  fumlefs  troops  to  war, 

Till  Macedonia  fhrunk  beneath  his  (pear, 

And  Greece  difmay'd  beheld  the  chief  draw  near. 

He,  at  Thermopylse'b  immortal  plain, 

His  force  repell'd  with  Sparta's  glorious  train. 

Tall  Oeto  faw  the  tyrant's  cor.quer'd  bands. 

In  gafi  ing  millions,  bleed  on  hollile  lands. 

*rhus  xa.<  quilb'd  Afia  trembling  beard  thy  name, 

And   rhebe>  and  Aihens  ficken'd  at  thy  fame! 

Tliy'ftate,  fnpp  rted  by  L;  cur;  us'  laws, 

Drew,  like  thine  arms,  Superlative  applaufe. 

Even  great  Epaminondas  drove  in  vain 

To  curb  that  fpirit  with  a  I'heban  chain. 

B'ttah  !   how  low  her  tree-boro  fpirit  now! 

Her  abjtdt  fons  to  haughty  tyrants  bow  ; 

A  falfe    degenerate,  fr.perfl-itious  race 

Infeft  thy  region,  and  thy  name  difgrace  ! 
Not  diftaut  far,    Arcadia's  bleR  domains 

P.cioponnefus'  circling  (hore  contains. 

'1  hrice  happy  foil  I  where  ilill  ferei^ely  gay; 

Indulgent  Flora  breath'd  perpetual  May; 

Where  buxom  Cere- taught  th'  obi'equiou?  field, 

Rich  wiihout  art,  fpontaneous  gifts  to  yield. 

Then  with  fome  rural  nynph  lupremeiy  bled. 

While  tranfport  glow'd  in  each  enamour'd  breaft, 

Each  faithful  (hepherd  told  his  tender  pain, 

And  fung  of  fylvan  fports  in  artlefs  flrain. 

l«Jow,  fad  rtverfe  !  opprelTion  s  iron  hand 

Eiiflaves  her  natives,  and  oefioils  the  land. 
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!n  lawlefs  rapine  bred,  afanguine  train         ,        - 
With  midnight-ravage  fcour  rh'  uncultur'd  plain. 

Weftward  of  thefe,  beyonr,  the  Ifthmus,  lies 
The  long-loft  ifle  of  hhacus  the  wife  ; 
Where  fair  Penelope  her  abfent  lord 
Full  twice  ten  years  with  faithful  love  deplor'd.   ■ 
Though  many  a  princely  heart  her  beauty  won, 
she.  guarded  only  by  her  ''ripl-ng  fon, 
l':ach  bold  attempt  of  fuitor-kiiigs  repell'd, 
And  undefil'd  the  nuptial  contrad;  held. 
With  various  arts  to  win  her  love  they  toil'd. 
But  all  their  wiles  by  virtuou-  fraud  flie  foil'd. 
True  to  her  vows,  and  refolutely  chafle. 
The  beauteous  princ  fs  triumph'd  at  the  lafl. 
Argos,  in  Greece  f  irgotten  and  unknown, 
Still  Teems  her  cruel  f<irture  to  bemoan  ; 
Argos,  whofe  nxmarch  led  the  Grecian  hofts 
Far  o'er  th'  ./Egean  main  to  Dardan  coaft-s. 
Unhappy  prince  !   who,  on  a  hoftile  (hore, 
Toil,  peril,  anguilh,  ten  long  winters  hore. 
And  when  to  native  realms  rellor'd  at  laft, 
To  reap  the  harveft  of  thy  labours  patl; 
A  pcrjur'd  friend,  alas!  and  faithlefs  wife, 
There  facrific'd  to  impious  lull  thy  life  !  — 
Fart  by  Arcadia  ftr^tch  thefe  defart  plains,  -> 

And-o'er  the  land  a  gloomy  tyrant  reigns. 

Next  the  fair  ifle  of  Helena  *  is  feen, 
Where  adve  fe  winds  detain'd  the  Spartan  queea  ; 
For  whom  in  arms  com^nn'd  the  Grecian  holt, 
With  vengeance  fir'd,  invaded  Phrygia's  coall ; 
For  whom  f"  long  they  lahour'd  to  dellroy 
The  facred  turrets  of  imperial  Troy. 
Here,  driven  by  Juno's  rage,  the  haplefs  dame. 
Forlorn  of  heart,  from  ruin'd  Ilion  came. 
The  port  an  image  hi  ars  of  Parian  ftone. 
Of  ancient  fabric,  but  of  dare  uukr.ov>^n, 

Di.e  ealt  from  this  appi  ars  th'  imm'  ital  fliore 
That  facred  Phoebus  and  Diana  bore  : 
Delos,  through  all  th'  ^Egean  feas  rcnown'd  ! 
(Whofe  coalt  the  rocky  Cycladesfurr.und) 
By  i'ha;bus  honour'd.  and  by  Greece  rever'd; 
Her  iiallow'd  groves  even  diftant  Perfia  fear'd. 
But  now,  a  filent  ui'frequented  land  1 
No  human  footftep  marks  the  tracklefsfand. 
rhence  to  the  north,  by  Afia's  weftern  hound,  . 
Fair  Lemnos  (lands,  with  rifii!?  niarble  crown'd'; 
Where,  in  her  rage,  avenging  jumhurl'd 
Ill-fated  Vulcan  from  tn'  ethcriai  world. 
There  his  eternal  a-ivils  firfche  rear'd; 
Then,  forg'd  by  Cyclopean  art,  appear'd 
Thunders,  that  (hook  the  (Icies  with  dire  alarms. 
And,  fcrm'd  by  (kill  divine,  Vulcanian  arms. 
I'here,   with  this  crippled  wretch,  the  foul  dif» 

grace    ■ 
And  living  fcandal  of  th'  cirprreal  race, 
i  he  beauteous  queen  pf  love  in  wedlock  dwelt, 
In  fires  profai  e  can  heavenly  bofoms  melt  ? 

Eallward  of  this  av  pean,  xi  t  Dardan  (Viore, 
That  once  th'  imperial  towers  (1  Ilium  hore. 
llluflrious  Troy      renown'd  in  *?very  clime, 
Through  the  long  annals  of  unfylding  time  '. 
How  ott,  thy  royal  bulwarks  to  defend, 
I'hou  faw'ft  thy  tutelar  gods  in  vain  delcend  1 

■    f   Noxv  kncivn  by  the  name  cf  Macrotiiju 
PjP  iij 
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Though   chiefs   nnnumber'd  in  h;r   caufc  we;e 

Thoiigli  nations  ptrifh'd  on  her  blonciy  plain, 
That  rcfugs  of  perfidious  Hilcn's  (haii;e 
Was  doou.'d  at  length  to  linls  in  Grecian  flame  : 
Ap,d  iU>v,  by  time's  deep  plough-lhare  harrovv'd 

o'er. 
The  feat  of  facred  Troy  is  fcund  no  rnorc. 
K»  tracf.  of  a.i  her  glories  now  remains; 
But  corn  and  vines  enrich  hercultur'd  (.-lains. 
•siivL-if  Staniiendcr  l-ivcs  the  verdant  fhore  ; 
ScKHjapdcr  pft  4'erflovv'd  wuh  hoftile^nrel 

^;otfar  rtmov'd  from  liion's  famous  hind, 
In  counter  vi;;w  appears  the  ihracian  llrand; 
WhcTCT  beauteous  Hero,  from  'he  t'irrtt's  height, 
liifp.'ay'd  her  crefcent  each  revolving  night; 
Vx'h'vfe  gleam  direvfted  lov'd  Leander  o'er 
The  rollini^  Hellefpont  to  Afia's  fhore ; 
Till,  i^  a  fated  hour,  on  fhracia's  coal?; 
She  fa\v  her  iovcr's  hfslefs  body  tcfl : 
Then  f^lt  her  b.' fom  a^ony  fevere  ; 
He-  eyes  fad-gazing  j^oui'd  th'  ineofTant  tear ; 
O'trwhelm'd  with  angpifh,  frantic  w'a'-i  defpairj 
She  inat  her  beauteous  bread  and  tore  her  hair- 
On  dear  Leander's  name  jn  vain  (be  cry'd  ; 
Th-.n  headlong  phinji'd  into  the  parting  tide, 
The  pirtins;  tfdc  receiy'd  the  loycly  wcijjht, 
^nd  proudly  flow'd,  exultinjj^  in  its  freight. 

Far  well  of  I'lrace,  bpyoiid  t|i'  iE:^eun  niain, 
Repioicfrom  ocean,  li;sthe  Delphic  plain. 
The  facred  oracle' of  Phoebus  tnere 
Ki'.'h  o'er  the  nsount  arole,  divinely  fair! 
Ac,baiah  nvarbie  foini'^'.  the  gorgeous  pile  : 
Augufh  the  fabric  '   elegant  its  ftyle  ! 
On  ^.razen  hinges  turn'd  the  liiver  doors. 
And  chequer'd  marble  ;  av'd  the  polilh'd  floors. 
The  roof-,  where  Itoiicd  tablatures  appear'd, 
On  columns  <if  Cormtliian  mould  were  rcar'd  ; 
Of  (liinitig  porphyry  the  ihafts  were  fram'd, 
And  round  tlic  hollov/  dome  bright  jewels  iiam'd. 
A])ollo's  luppliant  priefts,  a  biamelels  train  I 
Fr^Di'd  their  oblations  on  :he  holy  fane  : 
To  front  the  lun's  decliiiirig  ray  'twas  plac'd; 
With  golden  harps  and  hving  laurels  grut'd. 
The  fciences  and  arts  around  the  fhrine 
Coiifpicuous  fhoiic,  cngrav'J  by  hand*,  divine! 
Here  jEl'culapius'  fnakc  difplay'd  his  crell, 
An.l  burning  glories  fparklcd  on  his  breafl : 
Vt'hilc  ffom  his  eye';  infufferable  light 
Difcale  and  death  recoil'd  in  headlong  flight. 
Of  this  great  temple,  through  all  limo  renovvn'd, 
Sui;k  in  oblivion,  no  remains  are  found,      jfpread, 

Contiguous  here,  with   hallow'd    woods  o'er- 
ParnuiTu^  lifts  to  heaven  ii;.  ho'.ioui'd  head-; 
Where, ficni  the  deluge  fav'i.;,  by  Heaven's  com 
Deucalion  leading  Pyrrha  hjind  in  hand,  [ma; 
Repeopied  all  the  delolated  land. 
Around  the  fccne  untaOing  laurels  grow, 
And  arom.itic  flowers  for  ever  blow. 
The  winged  choirs,  on  every  tree  above, 
C'.rol  fweet  numbers  through  the  vocal  grove  ; 
While  o'er  th*  eternal  fprnig  that  fn-.iles  beiieatb, 
Young  zephyrs  borne  on  voiy  pinions  breathe. 
Fair  daughters  of  the  iun  I   the  facred  nine, 
Here  Wiik$  to  edlafy  their  longs  divine  ^ 
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Or  crown'd  vyith  myrtle,  in  fop;ie  fweet  *lcove 
Attune  the  tender  ftrings  to  bleedieg  love. 
All  fidly  fwee^  the  balmy  currents  roll, 
Soothing  to  fofteft  peace  the  tortur'd  foul, 
While  bill  and  vale  with  choral  voice  aromjid 
The  mufic  of  immortal  harps  refound. 
Fair  picafure  leads  in  dance  the  happy  hours, 
atill  fcattcring  where  (he  moves  Elyuan  flowers! 
Even  now  the  If  rains,  with  fweet  contagion  fr^ught^ 
Shed  a  delicious  languor  o'er  the  thought. — '■      '.''; 
Adieu  ye  vales,  that  fmiling  peace  bellow, 
VVheie  Eden's  bloHoms  evcr-vern.il  blow  1 
Adieu  ye  ftreams,  that  o'er  enchanted  ground 
In  lucid  maze  th'  Aonian  hill  furiound! 
Ye  fairy  fcenes,  where  fancy  loves  to  dwell. 
And  young  delight,  for  ever,  O  farewell ! 
The  foul  with  tender  luxury  you  fill, 
And  o'er  the  fenfe  Lethean  dews  dilHl '. 
Awake,  O  memory,  from  th'  inglorious  dream  ! 
With  brazen  lungs  refume  the  kindling  theaie  ! 
Co.'lcil  thy  powers  !  arou'e  thy  vital  fire  ; 
Vc  fpirits  of  the  florm,  tiiy  verfe  inf'pirc  ! 
Hoarfc  as  the  whirUyinds  that  enrage  the  main. 
In  torrents  pour  ahjng  the  fwelling  ftiain  ! 

Now  borne  impetuous  o'er  the  boiling  deeps, 
Her  courfe  to  Attic  fhores  the  vcffcl  keeps  : 
The  pilots,  as  the  waves  behind  her  fv/ell. 
Still  with  the  wheeling  flern  their  force  repel. 
For  this  affault  fiiould  either  quarter  '  feel, 
Again  to  flank  the  tempefl  fhe  might  reel. 
The  fteetfmen  every  bidden  turn  apply  ; 
fo  right  and  left  the  fpokes  alternate  fly. 
Thus  when  fome  conquer'd  hoft  retreats  in  fear, 
1  he  braveft  leaders  guard  the  broken  rear; 
Indignant  they  retire,  and  long  oppofe 
Superior  armies  that  aroiind  them  dofe ; 
Still  fhield  the  flank'i ;  the  routed  fquadrons  join  ; 
And  guide  the  flight  in  one  embodied  line  ; 
So  th-y  diretSl  the  flying  bark  before 
Th'  impelling  floods  that  lafn  her  to  the  fliore. 
As  feme  benighted  traveller,  through  the  ihade. 
Explores  the  devious  path  with  heart  difmay'd; 
While  prowling  favages  behind  him  roar. 
And  yawning  pits  and  quagmires  lurk  before — 
High  o'er  the  poop  th'  audacious  feas  afpire, 
Uproli'd  in  hills  of  fiudluating  lire. 
Ab  ibme  fell  coTiqueror,  frantic  with  fucccfs. 
Sheds  o'er  the  nations  ruin  and  diltrefs  ; 
So,  while  the  wat'ry  wildernefs  he  roams, 
iiicens'd  tofcvsnfuld  rage  the  temped  foams; 
And  o'er  the  trembling  pines,  above,  below,  [woe. 
Shrill  through   the  coroage  howls,  with  notes  of 
Now  thunders,  v\fafted  from  the  burning  zone, 
G.  ow]  from  afar  a  deaf  and  hollow  groan  ! 
The  Ihip's  nigh  battlements,  to  either  fide 
For  ever  rocking,  drink  the  briny  tide:. 
Her  joints  unhi'ig'd,  in  palfied  languors  play, 
As  ice  difl'oives  beneath  the  noon-tide  ray. 
The  Ikies,  afunder  tt'rn,  a  deluge  pour  ; 
The  impetuous  hail  defccnds  in  whirling  (hower. 
High  on  tlie  mafls.  with  pale  and  livid  rays, 
Amid  the  gloom  portentous  meteors  blaze. 

*    77»;'  tjuarter  is  the  hinder  part  of  ajkifsftdc^  or 
i/.ai  j-art  'wLich  is  mar  thufurn. 
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Th'  etheria   dome,  in  mournful  pomp  array'd, 
Now  lurks  behi.-id  impiiierrable  fliadt  , 
No  .V,  flaftiinjr  rounti  intol.-rablc  Ight, 
lledoiiblesall  the  terrors   .f  the  niijht. 
Such  tcrrorSifiai's  quaking-  hili  o'erfpreatl,  [head. 
M'^hen   Heaven's  loud    rrumpct   fbuniicd  o'er  his 
It  foem'd  the  v.rarhtul  argtl  of  th    wind 
Had  all  the  hoiTo:s  of  the  fkits  combin'd; 
And  here,  to  one  ill  fated  fliip  .  pp  .s'd, 
At  once  the  drtatlfu!  magazine  dilcliis'd. 
And  lo     tremend  u^  o'rr  tht  det-p  he  fprings, 
Th'  enflaming  fulphur  flafhinjj  frDOi  lu!^  wings !  — 
Hark  !  his  ftrong  voic    the  difmal  filmce  urcaks; 
Mad  chat;9  from  the  chains  <•{  death  awakes  ! 
I.f.ud  and  more  loud  the  rolling-  peals  eniar}>;e. 
And  blue  on  deck  thiMr  blazing  fuks  difchargc  : 
There  all  aghaft  the  ftiivcrir.g  wretihf  s  flood. 
While  chili  fuipenfe  and  fear  coiigcal'i;  'heir  biood. 
Now  in  a  dtlug--  l>urlls  the  living  flmie. 
And  dread  coiicufilon  rends  th'  ttlierial  frame; 
Sick  earth  convulfi-e  jjjroans  from  Aire  in  uiore, 
And  nature  laddering  feels  the  horrid  roar. 

Still  the  fad  pri  fped  rifes  on  niy  fight, 
Reveal'd  m  ail  its  mournful  (hade  and  li-iht 
Swift  through  my  pulfe^  glides  the  kindling  fire, 
As  lightning  glances  on  th'  cledliic  wire. 
But  ah     the  force  ot  numbers  urive?.  in  vain, 
The  glowing  fc.ne  unequal  to  fultain. 

But  lo  !  at  la(V  from  tenfidd  darknefs  borne. 
Forth  ifl'ues  o'er  the  wave  the  weeping  morn. 
Hail,  facred  vifnni !    who,  on  orient  wing, 
The  cheering  dawn  of  light  propitious  bring! 
All  nature  fr.iiling  hail'd  the  vivid  ray. 
That  gave  her  be'^nties  to  returnmg  day  : 
All  but  out  fliip,  that,  gr  aning  on  the  tide, 
No  kind  relief,  no  gleam  of  hope  defcry'd. 
For  now  in  front  her  trembling  inmates  fee 
The  hills  of  Greece  emerging  on  the  lee. 
So  the  loil  lover  views  that  fa^al  morn, 
On  which,  for  ever  from  his  bofom  torn. 
The  nymph  ad'jr'd.  reiigns  her  blooming  charms, 
To  blcfswith  love  fome  happier  rival's  arms. 
So  to  Eliza  dawn'd  that  cruel  day. 
That  tore  jEneas from  her  arms  away; 
That  faw  him  parting,  never  t  >  return, 
Herfelf  in  funeral  flames  decreed  to  burn. 
O  yet  in  tlouds,  thou  genial  fource  of  light, 
Conceal  thy  radiant  glories  from  our  light  I 
Go,  with  thy  fmile  adorn  tlie  happy  plain,   [reign: 
And  gild   the  fcenes   where  health  and  pleafure 
But  let  not  here,  in  fcorn,  thy  wantom  beam 
Infulr  the  dreadful  grandeur  of  my  theme  '. 

Wl'ile  flioreward  n  w  the  bounding  vefTel  flies, 
Full  in  her  van  St.  George's  cliiF-.  utile : 
High  o'er  the  reft:  a  pointed  crag  is  leen, 
That  ining  prwjedling  o'er  a  nmlfy  tureen. 
Nearer  and  nearer  now  the  danger  grows, 
At;d  all  their  Ikill  rclentlefs  fates  onpcfe. 
For,  while  more  eaftward  they  dirtdt  the  prow, 
Fnormous  waves  the  quivering  deck  o'erflow. 
While,  as  (he  wheels,  unable  to  ftibdue 
Her  lallies,  fliU  they  dread  her  broaching-to  *. 


*  Bioj(hitig-to  is  a  ftd-!en  a-iii  in'ooliintar-y  mirocvent 
in  naiigatioi]-^  wherein  ajki^^  ivhiLjl  fcuddh'g  or  fdling 
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Alarm)  g  thought !  for  now  no  more  a-lee  i 

Her  riven  11  e  could  bear  th"  invaiiing  fea; 
And  if  the  following  furge  (he  Icuils  before, 
Headlong  flie  runs  upon  the  dreadfa!  (hore ; 
\  (bore  where  (helves  and  hiiiden  roek^  abound, 
Where  death  in  (ecret  ainbii(h  lurks  around.— 
Far  Icfs  dif.ay'd  -Vnchifes'  wandering  (on 
Was  teen  tne  (traits  ..f  Sicii.   to  ihun  : 
When  Palinurus  from  the  helm  de.cry'd 
The  rocks  of  Scylla  i^n  his  e:i!lern  fide  ; 
While  in  the  i«eit,  with  hideous  y;ivvn  difclos'd, 
His  oi.waid  path  Charybdis'  gulf  opp.i.s'd  ; 
The  doable  danger  as  by  turns  he  view'd. 
His  vviictling  bark  her  arduous  track  pu-'fu'd. 
I'hus,  wlnle  to  rijjht  and  left  deftruiSt.on  lies, 
Bet  .veen  th'  extremes  the  daring  vcffcl  flies. 
With  houn':!lefs  involution,  burfting  o'er 
The  marble  cUfFs,  louJ-dafhing  furge-  roar. 
Hiarfe  ihruugh  each  winding  cicek  the  tempefl 

ravi,?, 
,-Vnd  hollow  rocks  repeat  the  groan  of  waves. 
DeflruiStion  round  th'  infatiate  coaft  prepares 
l"o  crufh  the  trembling  (hip,  uni  umber'd  fnares. 
Bur  haply  uov*  fhe  'I'capss  the  fatal  (trand, 
rhoagh  fcarce  ten  fathoms  dillant  from  the  land. 
Swiffas  the  weapon  iffumg  from  the  bow. 
She  cleaves  the  burning  waters  with  her  prow; 
And  forward  leaping  with  tumultuous  haltc, 
As  on  the  tempeft's  v/ing,  the  ifle  Ihe  paft. 
With  hmging  eyes,  and  ag-.,>ny  of  mind, 
The  failor-  view  this  refuge  left  behind  ; 
H.'uipy  to  bribe,  with  India's  nciiell  ore, 
A  ("aie  jccelliun  to  that  bafren  (hore  I 

When  in  the  dark  l\ruvian  mine  confin'd. 
Loft  to  the  cheeif  1  commerce  of  ma;ikind, 
I  he  groaning  captive  waftes  his  life  away. 
For  ever  exil'd  froni  the  realms  of  day ; 
Not  equal  pangs  his  liofom  agonize. 
When  far  above  the  facred  light  he  eyes. 
While  all  furlorn  the  vi6l;n>  pines  in  vain 
For  fctnes  he  never  Itiall  poffefs  again. 

But  now  Athenian  mounf.iins  chey  defcry, 
And  o'er  the  (urge  Colonna  frowns  on  high. 
Bcfioe  the  cape's  projecting  verge  is  plac'd 
A  range  of  cohnnns,  long  by  time  defac'd  ; 
firll  planted  by  devotion  to  fudain, 
In  elder  times,  Tritonia's  (acred  fane. 
Foams  the  wild   beach   below    with    madd'ning 

rage, 
V^here  waves  and  rocks  a  dreadful  combat  wage. 
The  lickly  heaven,  fermenting  Aith  its  freight, 
Still  vomi's  o'er  the  main  the  feverifh  vj'ciglit : 
And  now.  while  winj^'d  with  rum  irooi  on  high, 
I'hrough  the  rent  cl -ud  ihe  ragged  lightnings  fly, 
A  flafh,  quick  glancing  on  the  nerves  "f  light, 
Sttuck  the  pale  helmfman  with  etcrtial  night : 
Rodmond,  who  heard  a  piteous  efan  behind, 
I'ouch'd  with  compafllon,  gaz  d  jpun  the  bliiid; 
And,  while  around  his  fad  cumpvous  crowd, 
He  guides  th'  unhappy  vidlim  to  the  (hrouc, 

before  the  ivind,  unexpeciedly  turns  her  fide  to  ivind- 
ivard.    It  is  geiientlly  occuficned  by  the  I'-Jfiutlty  rj  f.'ser- 
ing  her,  or  by  fame  difajle,   happening  to  ibe  machinery  of 
ihe  helm.     Sec  the  /cji  xotc  of  thejluo/id  mnio, 
V  p  iiij 
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Hie  thee  aloft,  my  gallant  friend  1   he  cries  ; 
Thy  only  fuccour  on  the  maft  relies! — 
Th^  helm,  bereft  of  h^if  its  vital  force, 
Mow  fcarce  fiibdu'd  the  wild  unbridled  courfe  : 
Quick  to  th'  abandon'd  wheel  Arion  came, 
1  he  fliip's  tempeftuou';  Tallies  to  reclaim.  ^ 

Amaz'd  he  faw  her,  o'er  the  foundirg  foam 
Upborne,  to  right  and  left  diftradted  roam, 
fc'o  gaz'd  young  Phaeton,  with  pale  difmay, 
When  mounted  on  tne  flaming  car  of  day, 
With  rafli  and  impious  hand  the  ftripling  try'd 
Th'  immortal  courf-.rs  of  the  ftiii  to  guide. — 
The  vcfTel,  while  the  dread  event  draws  nigh, 
Seen  s  mere  in-.parient  o'er  the  waves  to  fly  : 
Fate  fpurs  her  on. — Thus  iiT-inl*  from  afar, 
Advances  to  the  fun  fome  blazing  ftar; 
And, as  it  fetls  th'  attradlion's  kindling  force, 
iJjii<ngs  ^onward  with  accelerated  cov'^t. 

With  mournl'ul  look  the  feamen  cy' '  the  ftrand, 
Where  death's  inexorable  jaws  expand  : 
Swift  from  their  minds  elap's'd  all  dangers  paft, 
A^,  dumb  V.  ith  terror   they  beheld  the  laft. 
Nov*'  on  the  trembling  fhrouds,  before,  behind, 
In  mtue 'fulpenfe  they  mount  into  the  wind. — 
The  oenins'f.f  the  deep,  on  rapid  wing. 
The  blaci;  eventful  moment  feem'd  to  bring. 
T!ie  fatalfifters,  on  the  furge  before, 
Yok'd  their  infernal  hnrfcs  to  the  prore. — 
The  (leerfmen  now  receivM  their  laft  command 
To  wheel  'he  veffel  fidelong  to  the  ftrand. 
Tw^.lve  failors,  on  the  fnremaft  who  depend. 
High  on  the  platfrmiof  the  top  afcenfl; 
Fatal  retreat!   for  while  the  plunging  prow 
IniH-erges  headlong  in  the  wave  below, 
Down-preft  by  vi-at'ry  weight  the  bowfprit  bends, 
And  from  above  the  ftem  deep  crafhing  rends. 
Beneath  htrbeak  the  floating  ruins  lie; 
The  forem^ft  totters,  unfuilain'd  on  high  : 
And  now  the  fhip,  fore-lifted  by  the  fca, 
Hurls  the  tali  fabric  backward  o'er  her  lee; 
Whilc'fn  the  general  wreck,  the  faithful  ftay 
Drno-s  the  main-to;;maft  from  itspoft  away. 
Clung  from  the  mad,  the  feamen  ftnve  in  vain 
Throug-h  lioftile  fiood-i  their  vtflel  to  regain. 
The  waves  they  buffet,  till  bereft  of  (Irength, 
O'erpo',\  er'd  they  yield  to  cruel  fate  at  length.  ■ 
The  hoftile  water?  clofe  aronndctheir  head.        '-■-■- 
They  fink  for  ever,  number'd  with  the  deafl  ! 

i'hcfe  who  remaifl  their  fearful  doom  await,' 
l>Jor  longer  mourn  ttieir  loft  companions'  fate.    ■■ 
The  heart  that  bleeds  with  forrows  all  its  own j.. 
Forn^ets  the  pangs  of  friendlhip  to  bemoan. — 
Albert  and  Rodmoud  and  Palenion  here,  , 
With  yourg  Ar:6ri,  on  the  maft -appear;     r! 
Even  they,  amidth'  urfpeakable  diftrefs,      ' 
In  every  look  diftradling  thoujjhts  cnfefs; 
In  every  vein  the  rcfl-ient  blood  congeals. 
And  every  bffom  fa'al  terror  feels. 
Fnclos'd  with  all  the  demons  rf  the  main,  ' 

They  vicw'd  th'  adjacent  Ibote,   but  view'd   in 

vain. 
.Such  toVments  in  the  drear  ab^de''  of  hell, 
Where  fad  d:fpair  laments  with  rueful  yell, 
Such  torments  agonize  the  damned  breaft, 
While  fancy  views  the  oiarjior.s  of  ths  blsfl. 


F    FALCONER. 

For  Heaven's  fwect  help  their  fuppliant  cries  im- 
plore; 
But  Heaven,  rclrntlefs,  deigns  to  help  no  more! 

•  And  now.  lalh'd  on  by  deftiny  feverc, 
iWith  horror  fraught  the  dreadful  fcenc  drew  near! 
'i  he  Ihip  hangc  h<ivering  on  the  verge  of  death, 
Hell  yawns,    rocks   rife,   and   bieakcts  roar  be- 
neath ! 
In  vain,  alas  !  the  facred  (hades  of  yore 
V.'ould  arm  the  mind  with  philofophic  Icrc ; 
111  vain  they'd  teach  us,  at  the  latdl  breath, 
To  fmile  ferene  amid  tb.e  pangs  of  death. 
Even  Zt-no's  f  If,  and  Epicle-.us  old, 
This  fell  abyfs  had  flrjdaer'd  to  behold.. 
Had  Socrates,  for  godlike  virtue  fam'd. 
And  wifeft  of  the  fons  of  men  prcclaim'd. 
Beheld  this  fcene  of  phrenzy  and  diftrefs, . 
His  foul  had  trembled  to  its  laft  refcfs ! — 
O  yet  confirm  my  heart,  ye  powers  above, 
This  laft  tremendous  fhock  of  fate  to  prove. 
The  tottering  frame  of  reafun  yet  fuitain  ! 
Nor  let  this  total  ruin  whirl  my  brain  ! 

In  vain  the  cords  and  axe-  were  p.f-epar'd. 
For  now  th'  audacious  Teas  infult  the  yard ; 
High  o'er  the  ftiip  they  throw  a  horrid  fhade, 
And  p'er  her  buril,  in  terrible  cafcade. 
Uplifted  on  the  furge,  to  heaven  ftie  flies. 
Her  {hatter'd  ti  p  half  buried  in  the  fiti^s, 
I'heu  headlong  {'lunging  thunders  on  the  ground. 
Earth  groans :   air  trembles !    and   the  deeps  re- 
found  I 
Her  giant  bulk  the  dread  concufTion  fetls. 
And  quivering  with  the  wound,  in  torment,  reel?. 
So  reels,  convuis'd  with  agonizing  throe.s. 
The  bleeding  bull  beneath  the  murd'rer's  blows.— 
Again  ftie  plunges!  hark  1  a  fecond  fhock 
Tears  her  ftrong  bottom  on  the  marble  ruck! 
Down  on  the  vale  of  death,  with  difmal  cries, 
The  fated  vidtinis  fhuddering  roll  their  eyes 
In  wild  dtfpair;   while  yet  another  ftr<  k?, 
With  deep  convulfi'jn,  rends  the  lo!id  oak  : 
Till  like  the  mine,  in  wh.  fe  infernal  cell 
The  lurking  demons  of  deftru^fliou  dwell, 
At  length  afunder  tern  her  frame  divides, 
And  crafhing  fpreads  in  ri;in  o'er  the  tides. 

O  were  it  mine  with  tuneful  Maro's  art 
To  wake  to  fympathy  the  feeling  heart ; 
Like  him  the  fmot^th  and  mournful  verfeto  dref^ 
In  all  the  pomp  of  exq;iifite  diftrtfs ! 
Then,  too  fevercly  taught  by  cruel  fate 
To  fliare  in  all  the  perils  1  relate, 
Then  might  1  with  unrivaii'd  ftrains  deplore 
Th'  i:iipervious  horrors  of  a  leeward  ihore. 

As  o'ec  the  furge  the  fto.  ping  main-niaft  hung. 
Still  on  the  rigging  thirty  feamen  clung  : 
Some,  ftruugiing,  on  a  broken  crag  were  caft. 
And  there  by  ot>zy  tangles  grappled  fall  : 
Awhile  they  bore  th'  o'erwhelnnng  billows  rage, 
Unequal  combat  with  their  fate  to^  wage; 
rill  aii  benumb'd  and  feeble  they  forego 
Their  fllp;iery  hold,  and  fink  to  fhadts  below. 
Some,  !rcm  the  mam-yard  ami  impcti.ous  thrown 
Oh  marble  ndges,  die  withou    a  ^roan. 
Three  with  Palemon  on  their  (kill  depend. 
And  from  the  wrick  on  oars  and  rafts  dcfcend. 
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Now  on  ths  mountain  wave  on  high  they  ride. 
Then  downward  plunge  bencathth' involving  tide; 
Ti]l  one,  whom  feemsin  agony  to  ftrive, 
The  whirling  breakers  heave  on  fiiore  alive; 
The  reft  a  fpeedier  end  of  anguifli  knew, 
And  preft  the  ftoiiy  beach,  a  lifclcfs  crew  ! 

Next,  O  unhappy  cl/itf !  th'  eternal  doom 
Of  Heaven  decreed  thee  to  the  briny  ton;b ! 
What  fcenes  ol  n'ilery  torment  thy  view  ! 
What  painful  ftrugglcs  of  thy  dying  crtvj  ! 
Thy  perifli'd  hopes  all  buried  in  the  flood, 
O'erlpread  vyith  corfes!   red  with  human  blood  1 
So  pierc'd  v/ith  anguifli  hoary  Priam  gaz'd, 
When  Troy's  imperial  domes  in  ruin  blaz'd; 
While  be,  i'everell  lorrow  doom'd  to  feel, 
Eipir'd  beneath  the  vigor's  murdering  fteel. 
Thus  with  his  helplefs  partners  till  the  laft, 
Sad  refuge  1    Albert  hugs  the  floating  mail ; 
His  foul  could  yet  fuftain  the  m-rtal  blow. 
But  droops,  alas  !   beneath  fuperior  woe  : 
For  now  fofi  nature's  fympathetic  chain 
Tugs  at  his  yearning  heart  with  powerful  ftrain  ; 
His  faithful  wife  for  ever  doom'd  to  mourn 
For  him,  alas!   who  never  fiiall  return  ; 
To  black  advcrfuy's  approach  expos'd, 
With  want  and  hardfhi^;s  unforefeen  enclos'd  : 
His  lovely  daughter  left  without  a  friend, 
Her  innocence  to  fuccour  and  defend ; 
By  yoiith  and  indigence  fet  forth  a  pi  ey 
To  lawltfs  guilt,  that  flatters  to  betray — 
While  thefe  refled:ions  rack  his  feeling  mind, 
Rodmond,  who  hung  befide,  his  gralp  refign'd  ; 
And,  as  the  tumbling  waters  o'er  him  roil'd, 
His  out-ilretch'd  arms  the  mafler's  legs  enfold — 
Sad  Albert  feels  the  diffolution  near,  T 

And  ftrives  in  vain  his  fetter'd  limbs  to  clear  ;  j- 
For  death  bids  every  chnching  joint  adhere.  J 
All-faint,  to  Heaven  he  thro\\s  his  dying  eyes. 
And,  "  O  prote<3:  my  wife  and  child  i"  he  cries  : 
The  gufhing  flreams  roil  back  th'  unfinifli'd  found  ! 
He  galpsi  he  dies  !  and  tumbles  to  the  ground! 

Five  only  left  of  all.tlie  perifh'd  throng, 
Yet  ride  the  pine  which  fliiireward  drives  along; 
With  thefe  Arion  ftill  his  hold  fecures, 
And  all  the  affaul's  of  hoflile  waves  endures. 
O'er  the  dire  profpedl  as  for  life  he  ftrives, 
He  looks  if  poor  Palemon  yd  furvives. 
Ah  wherefore,  trufting  to  unequal  art, 
Didft  thou,  incautious'  frcim  the  wreck  depart  ? 
Alas !   thefe  rocks  all  human  Ikill  defy, 
Who  ftrikes  them  once  beyond  relief  muft  die  : 
And  now,  fore  wounded,  thou  perhaps  art  toft 
On  thefe,  or  in  fcnie  oozy  cavern  loif . 
Thus  thought  Arion,  anxious  gazing  round 
In  vain,  his  eyes  no  more  Palemou  found. 
The  demons  of  deftruflion  hover  nigh. 
And  thick  their  mor:al  fiiafts  commiifion'd  fly. 
And  now  a  breaking  fuige,  with  forceful  fvvay, 
Two  next  Arion  furious  tears  a%vay 
Huri'd  on  the  crags,  behold,  they  gafp !  they  bleed! 
And,  groaning,  cling  upon  th'  eli>live  v/eed  !-•- 
Another  billow  burfts  in  boundiefs  roar! 
Arion  finks '.  and  memory  views  no  more  ! 

Ha  !  total  night  and  horror  hen;  p;cfiJc  I 
My  ftunn'd  ear  tingles  to  ths  whizzing  tide  ! 


Ft  is  the  funeral  knell'  and,  gliding  near, 
Methinks  the  phantoms  of  the  dead  appear  ! 

But  !o  !  emerging  from,  the  watery  grave. 
Again  they  float  incumbent  on  the  wave  '. 
A}<ain  the  difmal  profjjcdl  opens  round, 
The  wreck,  the  fhores,  the  dying,  and  the  drown'd! 
And  fee  !  enfeebled  by  repeated  fhocks^ 
Thofe  two  who  fcramble  on  th'  adjacent  rocks, 
Their  iaithltfo  hold  no  longer  can  retain, 
Tht  y  fink  o'erv/helm'd,  and  never  rife  again '. 

Two  with  Arion  yet  the  maft;  upbi  re. 
That  now  above  the  ridges  reuch'd  the  fliore  : 
Still  trembling  to  defcend,  they  downward  gaze. 
With  horror  pale,  and  torpid  with  amaze: 
'I'he  floods  recoil !  the  ground  appears  below  ! 
And  life's  faint  embers  now  rekindling  glow: 
Awhile  they  wait  th'  exhaufted  wave's  retreat, 
Then   climb   flow   up   the  beach  with  hands  and 
feet. 

0  Heaven  I  delivet'd  by  whofe  fuvereign  hand, 
Still  on  the  brink  of  hell  they  fhudderinor  ftand. 
Receive  the  languid  incenfe  they  beftcw, 

1  hat  damp  with  death  appears  not  yet  to  glow. 
To  thee  eath  foul  the  warm  oblation  pays. 
With  trembling  ardour  of  unequal  praife; 

In  every  heart  difmay  with  wonder  ftrives. 
And  ho^e  the  ficken'd  fpaik  of  life  revives; 
Her  n;agic  powers  their  exil'd  health  reftore, 
Till  horror  and  defpair  are  felt  no  more. 

A  troop  of  Grecians  who  inhabit  nigh, 
And  oft  thefe  perils  of  the  deep  defcr-y, 
Rous'd  by  the  blullering  tempt  ft  of  the  night, 
Anxious   had   cJimb'd    Colonna's   neigiibouring 

height ; 
When  gazing  downward  on  th'  adjacent  flood. 
Full  to  cheir  view  theictne  of  ruin  tlood; 
The  furf  with  mangled  bodies  ftrew'd  around. 
And  thi  fe  yet  breathingon  the  fea-vvalh"d  ground! 
Though  loft  to  I'cience  and  the  nobler  arts, 
Vet  nature's  lore  inform'd  their  feeling  hearts : 
strait   down   the   vale  with  haU'ning  fteps  they 

hied, 
Th'  unhappy  fufFerers  to  afllft  and  guide. 

Meanwhile  thofe  three  elcap'd  beneath  explore 
The  firU  advent'rous  youth  vjUo  reach'd  the  fhore: 
Panting,  with  eyes  averted  from  the  day. 
Prone,  helplefs,  on  the  ta:igly  beach  he  lay — 
It  is  Pslemon  : — oh!   what  tumults  roll 
With  hope  and  terror  in  Arion's  foul  1 
If  yet  uaiiurt  he  lives  again  to  view 
His  friend  and  this  foie  remnant  of  our  crew  1 
With  us  to  travel  through  this  foreign  Z'^ne, 
And  fliare  the  future  good  or  ill  unknown. 
Arion  thus  :   but  ah  !  fad  doom  of  fate  I 
I'hat  bleeding  memory  forrows  to  relate. 
While  yet  afloat  on  fome  refifting  rock, 
His  rib',  were  dafli'd  and  fraiilur'd  with  the  fhock: 
Heart-piercing  fight  !   thofe  cheeks  fo  late  array'd 
In  beauty's  bloom,  are  pale  with  mortal  fhade  ! 
Diftilhng  blood  his  lovely  breaft  o'eri'pread. 
And  ciogg'd  the  golden  treffes  ..f  his  head  ! 
Nor  yet  the  lungs  by  this  pernicious  ftrokc 
Were  wounded,  or  the  voca:  organs  broke. 
Down  fr.  m  his  neck,  xvith  blaziifg  gems  array'd, 
Th^  im3ge,  lovely  Anna  !  hung  pourtray'd  j 
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Th'  unconfcicus  figure  fniiling  all  ferene,, 
Sufpended  in  a  gi.lden  chain  was  feen. 
Hadft  thou,  foft  maidet. !  in  this  hour  of  woe, 
Beheld  him  wrihing  from  the  deadly  blow, 
What  force  of  arr,  what  language  could  esprefs 
T^'hjne  agony  ?  thine  exquifite  dift!ef^? 
Bat  thou,  alas!  art  d  ,^n'l'd  t"  weep  in  vain 
For  him  thine  eyes  Ihall  never  lee  again  ! 
With  dumb  amazement ;  ale,  Arion  gaz'd, 
And  cautioufly  the  wounded  youth  uprais'd; 
Palemon  i.hen,  virith  cruel  pangs  oppreft, 
In  faultering  accents  thus  his  friend  addrefs'd  : 

"  O  refcu'd  from  dcftruiflio!!  hte  fo  nigh, 
"  'Beneath  whofs  fatal  irfli;ence  dooni'd  I  lie; 
**  Are  we  then  exil'd  'ta  this  laf:  retreat 
**  Of  life,  unhappy  '   thus  decreed  to  meet? 
"   Ah  I  how  unlike  what  yefter-mcrn  enjoy'd, 
"  Enchanting,  hcpes,  for  ever  now  deiiro^'d  ! 
"  For  wounaed  far  beyond  all  healing  power, 
"  Palemcn  dies,  and  this  his  fipal  h.  ur  : 
"  By  thofe  fell  breakers,  where  in  vuin  I  drove, 
"  At  once  cut  <.fF  from  fortune,  life,  and  !ove^! 
"   Far  other  fcenes  mufl  foon  prefent  my  fight, 
^  That  lie  deep-buried  yet  in  tenfold  night. 
"  Ah  !  wretched  father  of  a  wretched  fon, 
"  Whom  thy  paternal  prudence  has  undone  ! 
"  Hovy  will  ren'/emhrance  of  tliis  blinded^care 
"  Bend  down  thy  head  with  anguifh  and  de- 

•    "  fpair! 
•*  Such  dire  efFeds  from  avarice  arife, 
*♦  That,  deaf  to  nature's  voice,  and  vainly  wife, 
"  With  force  fevere  endeavours  to  controul 
«  The  nobleft  paffions  that  inf^irc  the  foul. 
"  But  O,  thou  facred  Power '  whofe  law  connesSts 
•'  Th' eternal  chain  of  cauf^rs  and  cffedts, 
"  Let  not  thy  chaftenii.g  nunirters  of  rage 
«  Affli'ft  v.'ith  {harp  remorfe  his  feeble  age ! 
"  And  you,  Arion  !  who  with  thefc  the  lall 
"  Of  all  our  crew  furvive  the  (hipvreck  pafV — 
"  Ah,  ceafe  to  mourn  I  thofe  friendly  tears  re- 

"  ftrain  ! 
*'  Nor  i^ive  my  dying  m.oments  keener  pain  ! 
"  Since  Heaven  may  foon  tl:y  wandering  fleps  re- 

"  ffore, 
"  ^Vhe^  parted  hence,  to  England's  diftantfhore; 
"  Shouldfl  thou,  th*  unwilling  meffenger  of  fate, 
"  To  him  the  tra<iic  ftory  firft  relate, 
"  Oh,  friendlhi;i'>  generous  ardour  then  fupprefs  1 
"  Nor  hint  the  fatal  caufe  of  mydiftrefs; 
"   Nor  let  each  horrid  incident  fuftain 
"  The  lengthen'd  tale  to  aggravate  his  pain. 
"  Ah  I  then  remember  well  my  lad  rcqueft 
"  For  her  who  reigns  for  ever  in  my  bread  ; 
"  Yet  let  him  prove  a  father  and  a  friend, 
"  The  helplefs  maid  to  fuccour  and  defend. 
»'  bay,  I  this  fuit  implor'd  with  parting  breath, 
•'  So  Heaven  befriend  him  at  his  hour  of  death  ! 
"  But  oh  !   to  lovely  Anna  fhouldft  thou  tell 
"  What  dire  untimely  end  thy  frimd  befel, 
"  Draw  o'er  the  difmal  fcene  foft  pity's  veil, 
"  A.^d  lightly  touch  the  lamentable  tale  : 
**  Say  that  my  love,  inviolably  true, 
•'  No  change,  no  diminution  ever  knew, 
*'  .1^1)1  her  bright  image,  pendent  on  my  neck, 
"•  If,  all  Talemcn  refcu'd  from  the  v;rec^  ; 


"  Take  it.  and  lay,  when  patiting  in  the  wave, 
"  I  ftruggled,  life  and  this  alone  to  fave  I 

"  My  foul  that  fluttering  haftens  t-   be  free, 
"   Would  yet  a  train  of  thoughts  impart  to  thee, 
•'    But  ilrives  in'vaii! ! — the  chilling  ice  of  death 
"  Congeals  my  blood,  and  ch.  kes  the  ftrtam  of 

"  breath  : 
"  Refign'd  the  quits  her  comfortlef^  abode 
"    To  courfc  thut  long,  unknown,  eternal  road  — 
"   O  Sacred  Source  of  evcf-living  light 
"  Conducft  the  v.'eary  wanderer  in  her  flieht ! 
"  Dircft  her  onward  to  that  peaceful  fhore, 
"   Where  peril,  pain,  and  death,  are  felt  no  more  ! 
"  When   thuu   fome  tale  of  haplcfs  love  ihalt 
"  hear, 
"  That  lleals  from  pity'.«eye  the  melting  tear, 
"   Of  two  chafte  hearts,  by  mutual  paCion  j-jiii'd, 
"   To  abfence,  forrow,  and  deipair,  confign'd, 
''   Oh  then  1  toj  fwell  the  tides  of  focial  woe, 
"  Thai  heal  tH'  ailliifled  bofom  they  o'erfiow, 
"  Whilj  inemory  didates,  this  fad  (h  pwreck  tell, 
"   And  what  diftrefs  thy  wretched  friend  btfel! 
"  Tlien,   while    in    flreams   of    foft    compaffion 

'"  drown'd,- 
"  The  fwains  lament,  and  maidens  weep  around; 
"   While  lilping  children   tou<-h'd  with  infant  fear, 
"   With  wonder  gaze,  and  drop  th'  unconfcious 

"  tear; 
"  Oh  !  then  this  moral  bid  their  fouls  retain. 
"  All  thoughts  of  happinefs  on  earth  are  vain  *." 

The  laft  faint  accctits  trembled  on  his  tongue, 
That  now  inadlive  to  the  palate  clung . 
His  bofom  heaves  a  mortal  groan — he  dies ! 
And  fhades  eternal  fink  upon  his  eyes  ! 

As  thus  defac'd  in  death  Palemon  lay, 
Arion  gaz'd  upon  the  lifclef-  clay ; 
Tran-hx'd  he  ftood,  with  awful  terror  fill'd, 
While  down  his  cheek  the  fileiit  drops  dilliU'd. 

Oh    ill-flair'd  v.>t'ry  of  unfpotted  truth  ! 
Untimely  perifh'd  in  the  bloom  of  youth. 
Should  e'er  thy  friend  arrive  on  Albion's  land. 
He  will  obey,  though  painful,  thy  demand  : 
His  tongue  the  dreadf^.l  ftory  fliall  difplay, 
And  all  the  horrors  of  this  difmal  day  ! 
Difaflrous  day  !  what  ruin  haft  th-.u  bred  ! 
What  anguiih  to  the  living  and  the  dead  ! 
H'jw  haft  thou  left  the  widow  iah  forlorn, 
And  ever  doom'd  the  orphan  child  to  mourn; 
rhrcuj;h  life's  fad  journey  hopelef>  to  complain  ! 
Can  fiicred  juftice  thefc  events  ordain? 
But,  O  my  foul !  avoid  that  wond'rous  maze, 
Where  reafon,  loft  in  endlefs  error,  ftrayr, ! 
As  through  this  thorny  vale  of  life  we  run. 
Great  Caufe  c  f  all  effeds,  "  I'hy  v.'.ll  be  done  '." 

Now  had  the  Grecians  on  the  bearh  arriv'd, 
To  aid  the  helplefs  few  who  yet  furviv'd  : 
While  pL'.fTing  they  behold  the  waves  o'erfpread 
With  fhatter'd  rafts  and  corfes  of  the  dead, 
I'hree  ftiil  alive,  bcnumb'd  and  faint  they  find, 
In  mournful  filence  on  a  rock  reclin'd. 

fed  fcilicir  ultima  femper 


ExpctSbanda  dies  homini  ;  "  dicique  beatus 
"  Ante  obitumhemo  f-jpremaque  funera  debet." 
O-viil.  Mitam.  lib.  i. 
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The  generous  na>iyes,  moy-M  with  fecial  pain, 
The  fcrble  ftranj^ers  in  th;.'ir  arms  luftain  ; 
With' pitying;  fighs  their  haplels  lot  deplore, 
Aiici  lead  .hem  tijembling  from  the  fatal  Ihore. 

OCCASIONAL  ELEGY. 

The  fcene  cf  death  is  cl^s'd.  the  mournful  flrains 
Difiblve  in  'lying  lang-  ur  on  the  car  : 

Yet  pity  weeps,  yet  fympathy  complains.  [fear. 
And   dumb  iulpcnce  awaits  o'erwhclm'd  with 

But  the  fad  mufes  with  prophetic  eye 

At  once  the  future  and  the  paft  explore  ; 

Their  harps  oblivion's  influence  can  defy, 
And  waft  the  Ipirit  to  th'  eternal  ftiore. 

Then,  O  Palemon  !  if  thy  (hade  can  hear 

The  voice  of  friendlh:p  liill  lament  thy  doom  ; 

Yet  to  the  fad  obladon-  bend  thine  car, 
That  rife  in  vocalincenfe  o'er  thy  tomb. 

In  vain,  alas  !  the  gentle  maid  ftiall  weep, 
While  fecret  anguifh  nips  her  vital  bloom; 

O'er  her  fofc  frame  ihall  Hern  difeafo.-.  creep. 
And  give  the  lovely  vufbim  to  the  tomb. 

ReUntlefs  phrenzy  fnall  the  father  Iling, 

Untauglit  in  virtue's  fchoo!  djlirefj  to  bear  ; 

Sevetfe  remotfc  his  t;^>r(iir'd  f  ^ul  fliall  wring, . 
'  lis  his  to  groan  and  perifli  in  defpair. 

Ye  loft  companions  of  di(l:ref>,  adieu  I 

Your  toils,  and  pains,  and  dangtr>,  are  no  more  ! 
The  te.-iipelt  now  fhali  howl  unheard  by  you. 

While  ocean  fniites  in  vain  the  trembling  Chore. 

On  you  the  blaft,  furcharg'd  with  rain  and  fnow, 
In  winter's  dilmal  nights  no  more  faall  beat  : 
Utifclt  by  vou  the  verticfun  may  gl'iw, 
-    And  fcoich  the  panting  earth  with  baneful  heat. 

No  more  the  joyful  maid,  the  fprlghtly  ftrain, 
Shall wakethe  dance  to  give youwelcome home; 

Nor  hopelefs  love  impart  undying  pain, 

When  far  froni  fcenes  of  focial  joy  you  roam. 


No  more  on  yon  wide  wat'ry  wafle  you  flray, 
W'l'e  hunger  and  di'feafe  your  life  confume  ; 

While  parching  thirft,  that  burns  without  allay. 
Forbids  the  blafted  rofe  of  health  to  bloom. 

No  more  you  feel  contagion's  mortal  breath, 
Ihat  taints  the  realms  with  milery  fevcre; 

No  more  behold  pale  famine,  fca.tering  death. 
With  cruel  ravage  dcfolate  the  year. 

The  thundering   drum,    the    trumpet's   fwelling 
ftr:iin. 

Unheard  fnall  form  the  long  embattled  'ire  : 
Unheard,  the  deep  foundations  of  the  main 

•Shali  tremble  when  the  hoiHle  fquadions  join. 

Since  grief  fatigue,  and  hazards,  ftill  mblcft 
The  wandering  vallMs  of  the  fiithlefs  deep, 

O  :  happier  now  cfcap'd  to  endlels  rcit, 

Tnan  we,  who  ftillfurvive  to  wake  and  weep. 

What  though  no  funeral  pomp,  no  borrovv'd  tear. 
Your  hour  of  death  to  g&zing  crowds  (hall  tell  j 

Nor  weeping  friends  attend  your  fable  bier, 
vV'h  I  fadly  lirten  to  the  pafling  bell: 

The  tutor'd  figh,  the  vain  parade  of  woe. 
No  real  anguifti  to  the  fiui  impart  ; 

And  I'.ft,  alas    tlie  tear  that  friends  bellow. 
Belies  the  latent  feelings  of  the  heart. 

What  th>ugh  no  fculptur'd  pile  your  name  dif- 
plays, 

Like  thofe  who  perilh  in  their  country's  caufe ; 
What  though  no  epic  mufe  in  living  lays 

Records  your  dreadful  daring  with  applaufe  : 

Full  oft  the  flatterlr'g  marble  bids  renown 

Withblazon'd  trophies  deck  the  fpotted  name; 

And  oft,  too  oft,  ths  venal  mufes  crown 
The  flaves  of  vice  with  never-dying  fame. 

Yet  fliall  remembrance  from  oblivion's  veil 

Relieve  your  fcene,  anvl  figh  with  grief  lincere; 

And  loft  cunipaflion,  at  your  tragic  tale. 
In  filent  tribute  pay  her  kindred  tear. 
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A  POEM, 

SACRED  TO  THE  M  EMORY  OF  lIlS  ROYAL  HIGHNESS 

FREDERIC  PRINCE   OF  IV ALES. 

Erom  the  big  horror  of  war's  hoarfe  alarms, 
And  the  tremendous  ciang  of  clafhing  arms, 
Defcend,  niy  mufe  !  a  deeper  fctne  to  draw 
(A  fcene  will  hold  the  lili:'iiing  world  in  awe  *) 
Is  my  intent-   Melpomene  infpire, 
While,  with  fad  note?,  1  flrike  the  trembling  lyre  1 
And  may  my  lines  with  eafy  morion  flow, 
iVlelc  as  they  move,  and  fill  each  heart  with  woe  : 

*  ^y  azve,  hsre^  is  meant  atUntiott, 


Big  with  the  forrow  it  defcrlbes,  my  fong. 
In  lolemn  pomp,  majcflic,  move  along. 

Oh  1   bear  me  to  fome  awful  filent;  glade 
Where  cedars  form  an  unremitting  Ihade; 
Where  never  track  of  human  feet  was  known  * 
Where  never  cheerful  light  of  Ph.oebus  flione  • 
Where  chirping  linnets  warble  tales  of  love, 
And  hoarfer  winds  howl  murm'ring  through  the 

grove; 
Where  fome  unhappy  wretch  ay  mourns  his  doom. 
Deep  melancholy  wand'ring  through  the  gloom ; 
Where  folitude  and  meditation  roam. 
And  where  no  dawning  glimpfe  of  hope  can  come : 
Place  me  in  fuch  an  unfrequented  (liade, 
To  fpeak  to  none  but  with  the  mighty  dead : 
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T'  aflift  the potiTmpr  rains  witJi  brimful  eyes, 
Ai '!  aid  hoarfc;  howling  Boreas  vith  my  iitjhs. 

Wheij  •vvi^ief'*'  liorr^rs  left  Britannia's  ille, 
And  Ipring  in  blooii'ing  verdure  'gan  to  fmile; 
"Uheii  rill'  lirbounriVbegan  ttV  purl  along. 
And  Avarbling  larks  renew'd  the  vernal-long; 
When  fproutirg  rofes,  dcck'd  in  crimfon  dye, 

Began  to  blioni, ^    ■ 

Hard  fate  !   then,  noble  Fred'ric,  didft  thou  die  : 

Doom'd  by  ititxorabk  fate's  decree, 

Th.' approaching  iumnier  ne'er  on  eanh  to  fee;- 

In  thy  p-.rch'd  vitals  burning  fevers  rage, 

Whofe  flame  the  virtue  of  no  herbs  aff.iage; 

No  coolinji  mcd'cine  can  its  hc-at  allay, 

Rclentlcfs  deftiny  crfes,  "  No  delay." 

Ye  pow'rs!  and  inuft  a  prince  fo  noble  die  ? 

(Wh(fc  eq<^al  breathes  not  under  th' ambient  fky): 

Ah !  muft   he   die,    then,    in    youth  s  full-blown 

prime. 
Cut  by  the  fcythe  of  all-devouring  time  ? 
Yes,  fate  has  doom'd  ;  his  foul  now    leaves  its 

weight. 
And  all  are  under  the  decree  of  fate; 
Th'  irrevocable  dobm  of  deftiny 
Prcii  ounc'd,  All  mortals  muft  fubmiflive  die. 
The  princes  wait  around  with  weeping  eyes. 
And  the  dnme  echoes  all  with  piercing  cries  : 
W  th  doleful,  noife  ihe  matrons  kream  around,  _ 
With  female  ft-  icks  the  vaulted  roofs  rebaund  : 
A  dUmal  noil'e!    Mow  one  promifcuou-  roar 
Cries,  "  Ah  !  the  noble  Freil'ric  is  no  more  I" 
The  chief  re lutSlant  yields  his  lateft  breath; 
Ki";  eye-lids  fettle  in  the  ftades  of  death  : 
Dark  fable  fhades  prefent  bef-re  each  eye, 
Atid  the  deei>  vaft  abj-fs,  eternity  '. 
Throuoh  perpetuity's  expanle  he  fprlnps  ; 
And  o'er  rlie  vafl  probuno  he  ftootf  on  wings: 
The  foul  to  diflant  rej;ioi  s  ftcets  her  flight, 
And  fails  ii:cunibenr  (n  inferior  night: 
With  v.ift  celerity  fte  {hoot-  away. 
And  meets  the  region*    f. eternal,  day, 
To  ftine  forever  in  the  heav'nly  bir  h, 
And  leave  the  body  here  to  rot  on  earth. 
The  melancholy  patriots  round  it  wa:t, 
And  mourn  the  royal  hero's  timelefsfate. 
Dilconfolate  they  move,  a  mournful  band  1 
In  ((•](. mn  pomp  they  march  along  the  ftrand  : 
The  noble  chief  interr'd  in  youthful  bloom, 
Lies  in  the  dreary  rejdions  of  the  tomb. 

Adown  Atigufta'.-  pallid  Vifage  flow 
The  living  \  carls,  with  unaffedtd  woe  t 
Difcons'late,  haplefs,  lee  pale  Britain  mourn, 
Abandon'ii  iflc  !  forfaken  and  forlorn  1 
With  defp'rat<hantls her  bleeding  breaft  fte  beats; 
While  o'er  her,  frowning,  grim  deltrudiun  threats, 
She  mourn-  -Aith  heart-felt  grief.ibie  rends  her  hair, 
And  fills  with  piercing  cries  the  echoing  air. 
Well  may'fb  thou  mourn  thy  patriot's  timelefs  end. 
Thy  nntles  pat  on,  ^.hI  thy  merchants  friend. 
What  heart  ftall  pity  thy  full -flowing  grief  ? 
What  hand  now  deign  to  give  thy  poor  relief? 
T'  enci-urage  arts,  whofe  bounty  now  ftall  How, 
And  learncil  (cience  to  pr  mote,  beftcw  f 
Wh.)  n"W  ppite(5l  thee  from  the  hofttle  frowD, 
And  to  the  uijur'd  juft  rcturu  his  own  ? 
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From  up'ry  and  oppteflion  who  ftould  guard 
The  helplefs,  and  the  threat'nirg  ruin  ward? 
Alas  !  the  truly  noble  Briton's  gone. 
And  left'us  here  ir.  ceafelefs  woe  to  moan  ! 
Impending  dqfolation  hangs  around. 
And  ruin,  hovers  o'er  the  trembliiig  ground  : 
The  bhtoming  fpring  droips  her  enamell'd  head,- 
Her  glories  w-ther,  and  her  flowV.-  all  fade  : 
The  fprouting  leaves  already  drop  away  ; 
Laiigirift  the  living  herbs  with  pale  decay  : 
The  bowipg  trees,  Tee  !  o'er  the  blaftcd  heath, 
Depending,  bend  beneath  the  weight  of  death: 
Wrapped  in  th'  expanfive  gloom,  the  lightnings 

play. 

Hoarfe  thunder  mutters  through  th'  aerial  way  : 
Ail  nature  feeis  'he  pangs,  the  florms  rei.ew. 
And  fproutf,  with  fatal  hafte,  the  b^ileful  yew. 

Some  pow  r  avert  the  tlireat'nin-j;  horrid  weight-, 
And,  godlike,  prop  Britannia's  finking  ftate  ! 
Minerva,  hover  o'er  young  George's  f.ul; 
I\Tay-facred  wifdom  all  his  deeds  controull 
Lxalted  grandeur  in  each  adlion  ftine, 
His  conduct  all  declare  the  youth  divine. 

Mcthinks  I  fee  himftaie  a  glorious  flar, 
Getttle  in  peace,  but  terrible  in  war! 
K'ethinks  each  region  does  his  praife  refound, 
And  nations  tremble  at  hi-  name  around! 
His  fame,  throagh  ev'ry'diftaot  kingoom  rung, 
Pr.  claims  him  of  the  rac-.  from  whence  he  fprung: 
So  lable  fii  oke,  in  volumes  curls  on  high. 
Heaps  roll  on  heaps,  ai.d  blaclten  all  the  Iky  : 
Already  fo,  his  fame,  methinks,  ishurl'd 
Arc  una  th'  aominng  venerating  v»'uild. 
So  the  benighted  wand'rer,  on  his  way. 
Laments  the  abfence  of  all-cheering  day; 
i-ardiftant  fom  his  friend^  and  native  home. 
And  not  one  glimpfe  does  glimmer  through  the 

gloom  : 
In  thought  he  breathes,  each  figh  hi-  lateft  bieath, 
Piefei  t,  each  meditation,  pits  of  death; 
Irreg'lar,  wild  chimeras  fill  his  foul. 
And  death,  and  dying,  every  ftep  controul. 
Till  from  the  cafl  thire  breaks  a  purple  gleam, 
His  fcar-i  then  vanift  as  a  fleeting  dream, 
Hid  in  a  cloud  the  fun  firfl:  ftoots  hi«  ray. 
Then  breaks  eiTulgent  on  th'  illutniti'd  day; 
We  fee  no  fpot  then  in  the  flamine  rays, 
Confus'd  and  loft  within  th'  exccffive  blaze, 

ODE 

ON  THE  Bvr.u  or  York's   second  departure 

FROM    tNGLAND   AS    REAR  ADMIRAL, 

Written  aboard  the  Royal  George, 

Again  the  royal  ftreamers  play  ! 

To  glory  Edward  haftes  away  ; 

Adieu,  ye  happy  fylvan  bowers. 

Where  plealure'slpri^htly  throng  await! 

Ye  domes,  where  regal  grandeur  towers 
In  purple  ornaments  of  flatc  ! 
Ye  fcenes  where  virtue's  lacrcd  ftrain 
Bids  the  tragic  mule  complain  I 
W  here  fatire  treads  ihc  comic  ftage. 
To  fcourgQ  and  mend  a  venal  age  j 
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"Where  mufic  pours  the  foft,  me^of'.ioui  lay, 
And  melting  fymplvnles  congenial  play  ! 
Ye  filken  fons  of  eale,  who  dwell 
In  flowery  vales  of  peace,  farewell  I 

In  vain  the  goddefs  of  the  myrtle  grove 

Her  charniK  intfTahle  dif|  lays  ; 
In  vain  (he  calls  to  happier  realms  of  love, 
Which  fprinjj's  unfa(^ing  hloooi  arrays  : 
In  vain  htr  living  rofes  blow, 
And  ever. vrrnal  plcafures  grow; 
The  gentle  fports  of  youth  no  more 
Allure  him  to  the  pcacrful  fhore : 
Arcadian  eafe  no  longer  charms, 

For  war  and  fame  alone  can  pleafe. 
His  throbbing  hofom  beats  to  arms, 
To  war  the  hero  moves,  through  ftorms  and 
wititery  leas. 

CHORUS.  ■ 
The  gentle  fpnrts  of  youth  no  more 
Allure  him  to  the  peaceful  fhore, 
For  war  and  fame  alone  can  pltafe  ; 
To  war  the  hero  moves,  through  ftorms   and 
wintery  feas. 

Though  danger's  hoftile  train  appears 

T"  thwart  the  courfe  that  hon'-ur  {leers; 

Unmov'd  he  leads  the  rugged  way, 

Def|iifing  peril  and  difmay  : 

His  country  calls ;  to  guard  her  laws, 
Lo     t-very  joy  the  gallant  youth  refigns; 

Th  avenging  naval  fword  he  draws, 
Ani'  oVr  rhe  waves  conduifts  her  martial  lines  : 

Hark  !  his  fprightly  clarir'ns  play ; 

Follow  where  he  leads  the  way  ! 

The  piercing  fife,  th.'  fou  ding  drum, 

Tell  the  deeps  their  mafter's  come. 
CHORUS. 

Hark  !  his  fprightly  clarions  play, 

Follow  where  he  leads  the  way  '. 

The  piercing  fife,  the  founding  drum, 

Tell  the  deeps  their  mafter's  come. 

Thus  Alcmena's  warlike  fon 
The  thorny  courfe  of  virtue  run. 
When,  taught  by  her  unerring  voice. 

He  ma^e  the  glorious  choice  : 
Severe,  indeed,  th'  attempt  he  knew. 
Youth's  genial  ardours  to  fubdue  ; 
For  pleafure  Venus'  lovely  form  afiani'd; 

Her  glowing  charms,  divinely  bright, 
In  all  the  pride  of  beauty  bloom'd, 
And  ftruck  his  ravifli'd  fight. 
Transfix'd,  amaz'd, 
Alcides  gaz'd  : 
Enchanting  grace 
Adorn'd  her  face, 
And  all  his  changing  looks  confeft 
Th'  alternate  paffions  in  his  breaft  : 
Her  f-Aelling  bofom  half  reveal'd. 

Her  eyes  that  kindling  raptures  fir'd, 
A  tlioufand tender  pains  inhill'd, 

A  thoufand  flatt'ring  thoughts  infpir'd  ; 
Prrluafion's  fvveeteft  language  hung 
In  melting  accent  on  her  tongue  : 
Deep  in  his  heart   the  winning  tale 
infus'd  a  magic  power  j 


She  preft  him  to  the  rofy  vale. 

And  (how'd  th'  Elyfiln  bower: 
Her  hand,  that  trembling  ardours  move, 
Condu(5li  him  blufliing  to  the  bleft  alcove: 
Ah  !  fee,  o'erpov/'rd  by  beauty's  charm?. 
And  won  by  love's  refiftlefs  arms, 
The  captive  yields  to  nature's  foft  alarms  ^ 

CHOBUS. 

Ah  !  fee,  o'erpower'd  by  beauty's  charms, 
And  won  by  love's  icuftltf*  arms. 
The  captive  yield?  to  nature's  foft  alarms ! 

Aflift,  ye  guardian  powers  above  I 
From  ruin  five  the  fon  of  J^ve  I 
By  heavenly  mandate  virtue  came. 

And  check'd  the  fatal  flame  : 
Swift  as  the  quivering  needle  wheels, 
Whofe  point  the  magnet's  influence  feels. 
Infpir'd  with  awe. 
He,  turning,  faw 
The  nymph  divine 
Tranfcendent  fhine; 
And,  while  he  view'd  the  godlike  maid. 
His  heart  a  facred  imptdfe  fway'd  : 
His  eyes  with  ardent  motion  roll, 
And  love,  regret,  and  hope,  divide  his  foul. 
But  foon  her  word«  his  pain  deftroy, 
And  all  the  numbers  of  his  heart, 
Return'd  by  her  celeftial  art, 
Now  fwell'd  to  ftrains  of  nobler  joy, 
Inftrudted  thus  by  virtue's  lore, 
His  happy  fteps  the  realms  explore 
Where  guilt  and  error  are  no  mure : 
The  clouds  that  veil'd  his  intelleiSlual  ray. 
Before  her  breath  difpelling,  melt  away  : 
Broke  loofe  from  pleafure's  glittering  chain, 
He  fcorn'd  her  foft  inglorious  reign  : 
Convinc'd,  refolv'd,  to  virtue  then  he  turn'd, 
And  in  his  breaft  paternal  glory  burn'd. 

CHORUS. 

Broke  loofe  from  pleafure's  glittering  chain. 
He  fcorn'd  the  fort  inglorious  reign  : 
Convinc'd,  rtfolv'd,  to  virtue  then  he  turn'd, 
And  in  his  breaft  paternal  glory  burn'd. 

So  when  on  Britain.'s  other  hope  fhe  fhone. 
Like  him  the  royal  youth  fhe  won  : 
Thus  taught,  he  bids  his  fleet  advance 
To  curb  the  power  of  Spain  and  France  : 
Aloft  his  martial  enfigns  flow. 
And  hark  '   his  brazen  trumpets  blow  ! 

The  wat'ry  profound, 

Awak'd  by  the  found, 

All  trembles  around : 
While  Edward  o'er  the  azure  fields 

Fraternal  wonder  wields : 
High  on  the  deck  behold  he  ftands. 
And  view*  around  his  floating  bands 

In  awful  order  join  : 
They,  while  the  warlike  trumpet's  flrain. 
Deep  founding,  fwells  along  the  main. 

Extend  the  embattled  line. 
Then  Britain  triumphantly  favy 

His  armament  ride 

Supreme  on  the  tide. 
And  o'er  the  vaft  ocean  give  hvr. 
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Then  Britain  tiiumphantly  faw 

His  armament  ride 

Supreme  on  the  tide, 
And  o'er  the  vaft  ocean  give  law. 

Now  with  flinuting  peals  of  joy. 

The  fiiips  their  horrid  tubes  difplay, 
Tier  over  tier  in  terrible  array. 

And  wait  the  fignal  to  deftroy  : 
The  failors  all  burn  to  engage  : 

Hark  '•  hark  '.  their  Ihouts  arife, 

And  {hake  the  vaulted  fkies ! 
Exalting  with  Bacchanal  rage. 
Then,  Neptune,  the  hero  revere, 

Whofe  power  is  fuperior  to  thine  '. 
And,  when  his  proud  fquadrons  appear, 

The  trident  an.d  chariot  reCgn  ! 

CHORUS. 

Then,  Neptune,  the  hero  revere, 
Whofe  power  is  fuperior  to  thine ! 

And,  when  his  proud  fquadrons  appear, 
The  trident  and  chariot  refign  ! 

Albion  wake  thy  grateful  voice  ! 
Let  thy  hills  and  vales  rejoice  : 
O'er  remotcft  hoftile  regions 

Thy  vidorious  flags  are  known  ; 
Thy  refifllefs  martial  legions 

Dreadful  move  from  z  -ne  to  zone  ; 

Thy  flaming  bolts  unerring  roll, 

And  all  the  trembling  globe  controul : 

Thy  fcamen,  invincibly  true, 

No  menace,  no  fraud,  can  fubdue : 

To  thy  great  truft 

Severely  juft, 
All  dilTonant  flrife  they  difclaim  ; 
To  meet  the  foe. 
Their  hoioms  glow  ; 
Who  only  are  rivals  in  fame. 

CHORUS. 

Thy  feamcn,  invincibly  true, 
No  menace,  no  fraud  can  fubdue  : 
All  dilTonant  flrife  they  difclaim, 
And  only  are  rivals  in  fame. 

For  Edward  rune  your  harps,  ye  nine  '. 

Triun  phanr  ftrike  each  living  firing, 
For  Mm,  in  ecftacy  divine, 

Your  choral  lo  I'satis  fing  1 
For  him  your  feftive  concerts  breathe  '. 
For  him  ycur  flowery  garlands  v.-reathe  I 

Wake  !   O  wake  the  joyful  fong  ! 
Ye  fauns  of  the  woods, 
Ye  nymphs  of  the  floods, 

The  muQcal  current  prolong  '. 
Ye  fylvans.  that  dance  on  the  plain. 

To  fwell  the  grand  chorus  accord  1 
Ye  Tritons,  that  fport  on  the  main, 

lixuking,  acknowledge  your  lord  ! 
Till  all  the  wild  numbers  combin'd. 

That  floating  pri  c'Uim 

Our  admiral  »  name, 
In  fymphony  Toll  on  the  wind  ! 

GIIOIIUS. 

Wake  !  O  wake  the  joyful  fong ! 
Ye  fylvans,  that  dance  on  the  plain. 


Ye  Tritons,  that  fport  on  the  main, 
The  mullcal  current  proh  ng  ! 

O  !  while  onfenting  Britons  praife, 

Thofe  votive  meafures  lieign  to  hear; 
For  thee  mufe  awakes  he"  lays, 
For  thee  th'  unequal  viol  p!ays,  * 

The  tribute  of  a  fvul  flncere. 
Nor  thou,  illuftrious  chief,  refufe 
The  incenfe  of  a  nautic  mufe  ! 
For  ah  !  to  v.hom  fhall  Neptune's  fons  complain. 
But  him  whofe  arms  unrivall'd  rule  the  main. 
Deep  on  my  grateful  breafl 
Thy  favour  is  inipreft  ; 
No  happy  fon  of  wealth  or  fame 
To  court  a    oval  patron  came  1 
A  haplefs  youth,  whofe  vital  page 
Was  ore  fad  lerigthen'd  tale  of  woe, 

Whe.e  ruthlefsfate,  impelling  tides  of  rage, 
Bade  wave  on  wave  in  dire  fucctflion  flow. 
To  glittering  ftars  and  titled  names  u.'known, 
Preferr'd  hi?  fuit  to  thee  altine. 
The  tale  your  facrcd  pity  mov'd  ; 
You  Lit,  c  nfented,  and  approv'd. 
Then  touch  my  ftrings,  yc  bl'll  Picnan  quire! 

Exalt  to  rapture  every  happy  line  ! 
My  b'.fom  kindle  with  Promethean  firel 
And  fwell  each  note  with  energy  divine, 
No  more  to  plaintive  ffunds  of  woe 
Let  the  vocal  number^  fl  w  1 
Perhaps  the  chief  to  whom  I  fing    ^ 
May  yet  ordain  p.ufp.cious  days, 
T'.  wake  th?  lyre  with  nobler  lays, 
And  tune  to  war  the  net  vous  Itriiig. 
Though  all  the  powers  of  genius  he  poflefs, 
For  who,  i!nfau>^iit  in  Ni  ptune's  fchool, 
Tho'jgh  difciplin'd  by  clufllc  rule, 
With  daring  ptJ5cll  can  difplay 
The  fii.ht  that  tbiinders  on  the  watery  way. 
And  all  its  horrid  incidents  exprefs  ? 
To  him   my  mufe,  thele  warlike  {trains  belong  ! 
Source  of  thy  hope,  and  patron  of  thy  fong. 

CnORL  3. 

To  him,  my  mufe,  thefe  warlike  iflrains  belong. 
Source  of  thy  hope,  and  patron  of  thy  fong. 

THE  FOND  LOVER, 

A   BALLAD. 

A  NYMPH  of  ev'ry  cha:m  polTcfs'd, 

That  native  vi  tue  «;tve?. 
Within  my  bolom  all-confcfs'd, 

In  bright  idea  lives. 
For  her  my  trembling  numbers  play 

Along  the  pathlels  deep. 
While  ladly  focial  with  my  lay 

The  winds  in  oncert  weep. 

If  beauty's  facrtd  influet.ce  charms 

The  rag  •  of  advctfc  fate, 
Say  why  the  pleafirg  loit  alarms 

Such  cruel  pangs  create  .' 
Since  all  her  tho!:ghts  by  fenl'e  rcfin'd. 

Unartful  tttth  exprefs. 
Say  wl.crefore  fenle  and  truth  are  join'd 

To  give  my  foul  diitrefst 
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If  when  her  blooming  lips  I  prefs, 

Which  vernal  fragrance  fills, 
Through  all  my  vcin^  the  fweet  excefs 

In  trembling  motion  thrills . 
Say  whence  this  fccret  angiufh  grows, 

Congenial  with  my  joy  ? 
And  why  the  touch,  where  pleafure  glows, 

Should.vital  peace  deftroy  ? 

If  when  my  fair,  in  melting  fong, 

Awakes  the  vocal  lay, 
Not  all  your  notes,  ye  Phocian  throng. 

Such  plcaiing  founds  convey  : 
Thus  wrapt  all  o'er  with  fondeii:  love, 

Why  lieavcs  this  broken  fijh  ? 
For  then  my  blood  forgets  to  move, 

I  gaze,  adore,  and  die. 

Accept,  my  charming  maid,  the  ftrain 

Which  you  alone  inf'pire  ; 
To  thee  the  dying  firings  complain 

That  quiver  on  my  lyre. 

0  !  give  this  bleeding  hofom  eafe, 
That  knows  no  joy  hut  thee  ; 

Teach  me  thy  happy  art  to  pleafe, 
Or  deign  to  love  like  me. 

AN  ADDRESS  TO  MIRANDA. 
The  fmilinu  plains,  profufcly  gay. 
Are  drefs'd  in  all  the  pride  of  May  ; 
The  birds,  on  ev'ry  fjiray  above. 
To  rapture  wake  the  vocal  grove. 

But  ah  :   Miranda  1   without  thee, 
Nor  fpring,  nor  fummer  (miles!  on  me  : 
All  loiely  in  the  fecret  fhade, 

1  mourn  thy  abftnce.  charming  maid ! 

O  Inft  as  love  '   as  honour  fair  ! 
Serenely  fweet  as  vernal  air  1 
Come  to  my  arms,  for  ymi  alone 
Can  all  my  abfence  paft  atone. 

O  come  !  and  to  my  bleeding  heart 
The  foveieign  balm  of  love  impart; 
Thy  prefence  lafting  joy  fhall  bring, 
And  give  the  year  eternal  fpring  ! 

THE  DEMAGOGUE. 
Bold  is  the  attempt,  in  theft-  licentious  times, 
Wf.en  with  fuch  towering  ftrides  fediti'>n  climbs, 
With  fenfe  or  fatite  to  confront  her  power, 
And  charge  her  in  the  great  decifive  hiiur  : 
Bold  !s  the  man,  who,  on  her  conquering  day. 
Stands  in  the  pafs  nf  fate  to  bar  her  way  ■ 
Whofe  heart,  by  fr  .wnuig  arrogance  unaw'd. 
Or  the  deep-iurking  fnares  of  (pecious  fraud. 
The  tnreats  of  giatit.fafliion  can  deride. 
And  fterti,  with  Ilubix  rn  arm,  her  roaring  tide. 
For  him  unnamber'd  brooding  ills  await, 
Scorn,  niaiice   info.ence,  reproach,  and  hate  : 
At  him,  who  darr'R  this  leginn  to  defy, 

•  A  tiioM  and  mortal  fliafts  in  fecr.  t  fly  : 
Revenge,  exulting  v.'ith  malignant  joy, 

■  Purfiies  the  incautiou.s  vidtim  to  deltroy  : 
And  flanderHrivc^,  with  unrelenting  aim. 
To  Ibic  her  blafang  venom  on  his  name  ; 


Around  him  fadion's  harpies  IT.ip  their  wings. 
And  rhyri-iing  vermin  dart  tlieir  feeble  ftings: 
In  vain  the  wretch  retreats,  while,  in  full  cry. 
Fierce  on  hi'  throat  the  hungry  blood  hounds  fly. 
Enclos'd  with  perils  thus  the  confcious  mufe, 
Alarni'd,  though  undifmay'd,  her  danger  views. 
Nur  fliall  unmanly  terror  now  con-roul 
The  (bong  refentmcnt  ftruggling  in  her  foul. 
While  indignation,  with  refiftlefs  ftrain, 
Pours  her  full  deluge  thn^ugh  each  fwelling  vein. 
By  the  vile  fear  that  chills  the  coward  breaft, 
By  firdid  caution  is  her  voice  fuppreft, 
While  arrogance,  with  big  theatric  rage, 
Aud;.ciaus  ftruts  on  power  s  imperial  ftage  ; 
Whiie  o'er  (.ur  country,  at  her  dread  command. 
Black  difcord,  fcreaming,  (hakes  her  fatal  brand  : 
While,  in  defiance  of  maternal  laws, 
rhe  facrilcgious  fword  rebellion  draws; 
Shall  (he  at  this  important  hour  retire, 
And  quench  in  Lethe's  wave  her  genuine  fire  ? 
Honour  forbid  !  (lie  fears  no  threat'ning  foe, 
VVhen  confcious  juftice  bids  her  bofom  glow  : 
And  while  Jhe  kindles  the  relu<Sant  flame, 
Let  not  the  prudent  voice  of  friendfnlp  blame! 
She  feels  the  fting  of  keen  refentmcnt  goad. 
Though  guiltlefs  yet  of  fatire's  thorny  road. 
Let  other  Quixotes,  frantic  with  renown, 
Phnf  on  their  brows  a  tawdry  paper  crown  ! 
While  fools  adore,  and  vaffal-bards  obey, 
Let  the  great  Monarch  Afs    through    Gotham 

bray  ! 
Ourprje:  brandilhes  no  mimic  fword. 
To  rule  a  realm  of  dunces  felf  explor'd  : 
Ni>  bleeding  vi<Sims  curfe  his  iron  fway  ; 
Nor  murder'd  reputation  marks  his  way. 
True  to  herfelf  unarm'd,  the  fearlefs  mufe 
Through  reafon's  path  her  fteady  courfe  purfues; 
True  to  herfelf  advances,  undeterr'd 
By  the  rude  clamours  of  the  favage  herd. 
.As  fome  boldfurgeon,  with  inferted  fteel, 
Probes  deep  the  putrid  fore,  intent  to  heal  ; 
So  the  rank  ulcers  that  our  Patriot  load. 
Shall  (he  wirh  caudic's  healing  fires  corrode. 
Yet  ere  from  patient  (lumber  fatire  wakes, 
And  brandifhes  th*  avenging  fcourge  ef  fnakes; 
Yet  ere  her  eyes,  with  lightning's  vivid  ray. 
The  dark  reccfies  of  his  heart  difplay ; 
Let  candour  own  th'  undaunted  pilot's  power. 
Felt  in  fevereft  danger's  trying  hour! 
Let  truth  confenting,  with  the  trump  of  fame. 
His  glory,  in  aufpicious  drains,  proclaim  I 
He  bade  the  tempeft  of  the  battle  roar. 
That  thunder'd  o'er  the  deep  from  (bore  to  fhore. 
How  oft,  amid  the  horrors  of  the  war, 
Chain'd  to  the  bloody  wheels  of  danger  s  car. 
How  oft  my  bufom  at  thy  name  has  glow'd. 
And  from  my  beating  heart  applaufe  beftow'd; 
Applaufe,  that,  genuine  as  the  hlufh  of  youth 
Unknown  to  guile,  was  fan<Aify'd  by  truth  1 
How  oft  1  blcrt  the  PAfRioT's  honeft  rage. 
That  greatly  dar'd  to  lafh  the  guilty  age  ; 
That,  rapt  with  zeal,  pathetic,  bold,  and  flrong-, 
Roll'd  the  full  tide  of  eloquence  along; 
That  power's  big  torrent  brav'd  with  manly  pride 
And  all  conUption's  venal  arts  Jefy'di 
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WIiPU  from  afar  thofe  penetrating  eyes 
B^^Tield  each  fecret  hoftile  fcheme  arife  ; 
Watch'd  every  tnoticn  of  the  faithk-fs  foe. 
Each  plot  o'erturn'd,  and  buflled  evtry  blow  : 
"A  fond  enthufiaft,  kindling  at  thy  name, 
1  glow'd  in  ftcret  with  congenial  flame; 
While  my  y.^ung  hofom,  to  deceit  unknown, 
Believ'd  all  real  virtue  thine  alone.  [be, 

Such  then  he  feem'd,  and   fuch   indeed  might 
If  truth  with  error  ever  c)uld  agree  ! 
Sure  fatire  never  with  a  fairer  hand 
Pourtray'd  the  objed  Ibe  defign'd  to  brand. 
Alas '   that  virtue  ftiould  fo  foon  decay, 
And  fadvion's  wild  applaufe  thy  heart  betray  ! 
The  mufe  with  fecret  fympathy  relents, 
And  human  failings,  as  a  irlend,  laments  : 
But  when  thofe  dangerous  errors,  big  with  fate. 
Spread  difcurd  and  diilravSlion  through  the  ftate, 
Reafon  (bould  then  exert  her  utmoft  power 
To  guard  our  paffions  in  that  fatal  hour. 

There  was  a  time,  ere  yet  his  confcious  heart 
Durfl;  from  the  hardy  path  of  truth  depart. 
While  yet  with  generous  fentiment  it  glow'd, 
A  ftranger  to  corruption's  flippery  road; 
There  was  a  time  our  Patriot  durft  avow 
Thofe  honefl  maxims  he  defpifes  now. 
How  did  he  then  his  country's  wounds  bewail, 
And  at  the  infatiate  German  vulture  rail ! 
Whofe  cruel  talons  Albion's  entrails  tore, 
Whofe  hungry  maw  was  glutted  with  her  gore  ! 
The  miilsof  error,  that  in  darknefs  held 
Our  reafon,  like  the  fun,  his  voice  difpell'd. 
And  lo  !  exhauded,  with  no  power  to  fave, 
We  view  Britannia  panting  on  the  wave  ;  [weight 
Hung  round  he'r   neck,  a  millllone's  ponderous 
Drags  down  the  flruggling  vi<5tim  to  her  .fate  I 
While  horror  at  the  thought  our  bofom  feels, 
We  blefs  the  man  this  horror  who  reveals. 

But  what  alarming  thoughts  the  heart  amaze, 
When  on  this  Janus'  other  face  we  gaze  ; 
For,  lo  '.   pcfTcft  of  power's  imperial  reins, 
Our  chief  thofe  vitionary  ills  difjains  1 
Alas  :  how  foon  the  fteddy  Patriot  turns ! 
In  vain  this  change  aftonifh'd  England  tr.ourns  ! 
Her  viial  blood,  that  poiir'd  from  every  vein. 
So  late,  to  fill  the  accurs'd  Wef^phalian  drain. 
Then  cea.s'd  to  flow  ;  the  vulture  now  no  more 
With  unrelenting  rage  her  bowels  tore. 
His  magic  rod  transforms  the  bird  of  prey  1 
The  millftone  feels  the  touch  and  mti:s  away  ! 
Atid,  ftrange  to  teli,  ftill  ftranger  to.  believe, 
What  eyes  ne'er  faw,  and  heart  could  ne'er  con- 
ceive, 
At  once,tranfpl3nted  by  the  forcerer's  wand, 
Columbian  hills  in  difiant  Auftria  {land  1 
America,  with,  pangs  before  unknown. 
Now  wirh  Wcftphalia  utters  groan  for  groan  : 
By  fympathy  flie  fevers  with  her  fires. 
Burns  as  flie  burns,  and  as  fbe  dies  expiree. 

From  maxims  long  adopted  thus  he  flew, 
For  ever  changing,  yet  for  ever  true  : 
Swoln  with  fuccefs,  and  with  applaufe  cnflam'd, 
He  fcorn'd  all  caution,  all  advice  difclaim'd  ; 
Arm'd  with  war's  thunder,  he  cmbrac'd  no  more 
Thofe  patriot  principles  maintain'd  before. 
7       " 


Perverfe,  inconftant,  obftinate,  anJ  proud. 
Drunk  with  ambition,  turbulent,  and  loud. 
He  wrecks  us  headlong  on  that  dreadful  ftrand 
He  once  devoted  all  his  powers  to  brand  ! 

Our  haplefs  country  views  with  weeping  eyes 
On  every  fide  o'erwhel'iiing  horrors  rile  ; 
Drain'd  of  her  wealth,  exhaufted  of  her  power, 
And  agoniz'd  as  in  the  mortal  hour; 
Her  armies  wafied  with  inceffant  toils' 
Or  doom'd  to  perilh  in  contagious  foils, 
To  guard  fome  needy  royal  plunderer's  throne, 
And  fent  to  fall  in  battles  not  their  own.  [charg'd, 
rh'  enormous  debt  at  home,  though  long  o'er- 
With  grievons  burdens  annually  enlarg'd  : 
Crufh'd  with  increafing  taxes  to  the  ground. 
That  fuck  like  vampires  every  bleeding  wound  : 
Ground  with  fevere  diflrefs  th'  indurtrinus  poor, 
Driven  by  the  ruthlefs  landlord  to  the  door. 

While  thus  our  land  her  haplefs  fate  bemoans 
In  fecret,  and  with  inward  forrow  groans; 
Though  deck'd  with  tinfel  trophies  of  renown, 
All  gafti'd  with  fores,  with  anguifli  bending  down, 
Can  yet  fome  impious  parricide  appear. 
Who  ftrives  to  make  this  anguifh  more  fevere  ? 
Can  one  exifl,  fo  much  his  country's  foe. 
To  bid  her  wounds  with  frcfli  elFufion  flow  ? 

There  can  ;  to  him  in  vain  ihe  lifts  her  eyes, 
His  foul  relentlefs  hears  her  piercing  Cghs  '. 
Shamelefs  of  front,  impatient  of  controul, 
He  fpiirs  her  onward  to  deftrudlion's  goal ! 
Nor  yet  content  on  curft;  Weflphalia's  fhore 
With  mad  profufion  to  cxhauft  her  fiore. 
Still  peace  his  pompous  fulminations  brand. 
As  pirates  tremble  at  the  fight  of  land : 
Still  to  new  wars  the  public  eye  he  turns ; 
Defies  all  peril,  and  at  reafon  fpurns ; 
Till  preft  with  danger,  by  diflrefs  affail'd, 
That  ba.'Sed  courage,  and  o'er  Ikill  prevail'd  ; 
Till  foundering  in  the  fiorm  himfclf  had  brew'd, 
He  ftrives  at  lad  its  horrors  to  elude. 
Some  wretched  fhift  muft  llill  proted  his  name, 
And  to  the  guiltlefs  head  transfer  his  fhame  : 
Then  hearing  modefl.  diffidence  oppofe 
His  rafli  advice,  that  golden  time  he  chofe ; 
And  while  big  furges  threateu'd  to  o'crwhehn 
The  ftiip,  inglorioufly  forfook  the  helm. 

But  all  th'  events  coUeded  to  relate. 
Let  us  hisadinns  recapitulate. 

He  firft  aff'tini'd,  by  mean  perfidious  art, 
Thofe  patriot  tenets  foreign  to  his  heart  : 
Next,  by  his  country's  fond  applaufes  fwell'd, 
Thruft  himfelf  forward  into  power,  and  held 
The  reins  on  principles  which  he  alone,      [own  ; 
Grown   drunk   and   wanton  with    fuccefs,  could 
Betray'd  her  intereft,  and  abus'd  his  truft  ; 
Then,  deaf  to  prayers,  forfoofc  her  in  difgufl; 
With  tragic  mummery,  and  moft  vile  grimace,^ 
Rode  through  the  city  with  a  woeful  face,  > 

As  in  diflrefs,  a  Patriot  out  <if  place!  J 

Infults  his  generous  prince,  and  in  the  day 
Of  trouble  flculks,  becaufe  he  cannot  fway  '. 
In  foreign  climes  embroils  him  with  allies  ! , 
And  bids  at  home  the  flames  of  Discoud  rife  '. 

She  comes !  from  hell  the  exulting  fury  fprinj 
With  grim  uellrudion  failing  on  her  wings ; 
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Around  her  fcream  an  hundred  harpies  fell ! 
An  hundred  demons  fliriek  with  hideous  yell ! 
From  where,  in  mortal  venom  dipt  on  high, 
Full-drawn  the  deadlieft  fhafts  of  fatire  fly, 
Where  Churchill  braiMjjfhcs  his  clumfy  club, 
And  Wilkes  unloads  his  excremental  tub, 
Down  to  where  Entick,  awkward  and  unclean. 
Crawls  on  his  native  dud,  a  worm  obfcenc  ! 
While  with  unnumber'd  wings,  from  van  to  rear 
Myriads  of  namelefs  buzzing  drones  appear  : 
From  their  dark  cells  the  angry  inle<Sls  fwarm, 
And  every  little  fling  attempt  to  arm. 
Here  Chaplains*,  Frivilegc-s  *,  moulder  round, 
And  feeble  Scourges  *  rot  upon  the  ground  : 
Here  hungry  Kenrick  flrivcs,  with  fruitlefs  aim. 
With  Grub-ftreet  flander  to  extend  his  name  : 
At  Bruin  flies  the  flavoring,  fnarling  cur, 
But  only  fills  his  famifli'd  jaws  with  fur. 
Here  Baldwin  fpreads  th'  aflafiinating  cloke, 
Where  lurking  rancour  givts  the  fecret  flroke; 
While  gorg'd  with  filth,  around  this  fenfelefs  block, 
A  fwarm  of  fpider-bards  obfequious  flock  : 
Whiie  his  demure  Weich  Goat,  with  lifted  hoof, 
in  Foet^j-Conier  hangs  each  flimly  woof ; 
And  frifky  grown,  attempts,  with  awkward  prance, 
On  wit's  gay  theatre  to  bleat  and  dance. 
.Here,  feiz'd  with  iliac  paliion,  mouthing  Leech, 
Too  low,  alas  !  for  fatire's  whip  to  reach. 
From  his  black  entrails,  faftiou's  common  fewer, 
Difgorges  all  her  excremental  ftore. 

With  equal  pity  aud  regret  the  mufe 
The   thundering    ftorms    that    rage  around  her 

views-, 
Impartial  views  the  tides  of  difcord  blend, 
Where  lordly  rogues  for  pov/er  and  place  contend ; 
Were  not  her  patriot-hear:  with  anguilh  torn. 
Would  eye  the  oppofing  chiefs  with  equal  fcorn. 
l.et  freedom's  deadliefl.  foes  fcr  freedom  bawl. 
Alike  to  her  who  govern  or  who  fall ! 
Aloof  {he  {lands,  all  unconcern'd  and  mute, 
While   the  rude   rabble   bellow,   "  Down  with 

Bute!" 
While  villany  the  fcourge  of  juflice  bilks, 
Howl  on,  yerufaansl  "  Liberty  and  Wilkes." 
Let  fome  foft  mummy  of  a  peer,  who  ilains 
His  rank,  fome  fodden  lump  of  afs's  brains, 
To  that  abandon'd  wretch  hisfancSion  give  ; 
Support  his  flander,  and  his  wants  relieve  1 
liCt  the  great  hydra  roar  aloud  for  Pitt, 
And  power  and  wildom  all  to  him  fubmit  ! 
Let  proud  ambition's  Ions,  with  hearts  fevere, 
Like  parricides,  their  mother's  bowels  tear  ! 
Sedition  her  triumphant  flag  dilpiay, 
And  in  embodied  ranks  her  troops  array  I 
While  coward  juftice,  trtnibling  on  her  feat. 
Like  a  vile  flave  defcends  to  lick  her  feet  1 
Nor  here  let  cenfure  draw  her  awful  blade. 
If  from  her  theaie  the  wayward  mufe  has  ftray'd  1 
Sometimes  th'  impetuous  torrent,  o'er  its  mounds 
Redundant  burftingjfwamps  the  adjacent  grounds; 
But  rapid  and  impatient  of  delay, 
Through  the  deep  channel  ftill  purfues  its  way. 

*    Certain  poems  intended  to  be  -very  Jutirical  ^   tut 
ghs  ! — -we  refer  our  reader  to  ibt  Rcviizvs^ 


Our  pilot  now  retir'd,  no  pleafure  knows, 
But  every  man  and  meafure  to  oppofe  ; 
Like  jEfop's  cur,  flill  fnarling  and  perverfe, 
Bloated  with  envy,  to  mankind  a  curfe. 
No  more  at  council  his  advice  will  lend, 
But  with  all  others  who  advife  contend  : 
He  bids  diftraiflion  o'er  his  country  blaze, 
Then,  fwelter'd  with  revenge,  retreats  to  Hayes  *  : 
Swallows  the  penfion ;  but,  aware  of  blame. 
Transfers  the  proffer'd  peerage  to  his  dame. 
The  felon  thus  of  old,  his  name  to  fave, 
His  pilfer'd  mutton  to  a  brother  gave.  [know 

But  {h<juld  fome  frantic  wretch,  whom  all  men 
To  nature  and  humanity  a  foe, 
Deaf  to  the  widow's  moan  and  orphan's  cry. 
And  dead  to  Ihame  and  friendlhip's  focial  tie; 
Should  fuch  a  mifcreant,  at  the  hour  of  death. 
To  thee  his  fortunes  and  domains  bequeath ; 
With  cruel  rancour  wrcfting  from  hia  heirs 
What  nature  taught  them  to  expe<5f  as  theirs ; 
Would'll  thou  with  this  dete{led  robber  join. 
Their  legal  wealth  to  plunder  and  purloin  ? 
Forbid  it,  Hsav'n  !   thou  canft  not  be  fo  bafe. 
To  blaft  thy  name  with  infamous  difgrace  ! 
The  mufe  who  wakes, yet  triumphs  o'er  thy  hate, 
Dares  not  fo  black  a  thought  anticipate  : 
By  Heaven,  the  mufe  her  ignorance  betrays; 
For  v/hile  a  thoufand  eyes  with  wonder  gaze, 
Though  gorg'd  and  glutted  with  his  country's 

ftore. 
The  vulture  pounces  on  the  Ihining  ore;  , 
In  his  ftrong  talons  gripes  the  golden  prey. 
And  from  the  weeping  orphan  bears  away. 

The  great,  th'  alarming  deed  is  yet  to  come, 
That,  big  with  fate,  flrike'>  expcdtaiion  dumb.:      , 
O!   patient,  injur'd  England,  yet  unveil^),;    i._,-j 
Thy  eyes,  and  liften  to  the  mufe's  tale,       ■      ,  ,- • 
That  true  as  honour,  unadrirn'd  with  art,     - 
Thy  wrongs  in  fair  fucctlTion  Ihall  impart  I 

Ere  yet  the  defolating  god  of  war 
Had  crufh'd  pale  Europe  with  his  iron  car, 
Had  {hook  her  fiiores  with  terrible  alarms,  [arms  1 
And    thunder'd    o'er    the    trembling    deep,    to 
In  climes  remote,  beyond  the  fetting  fun. 
Beyond  th'  Atlantic  v.-ave,  his  rag;:  begun. 
Alas  :   poor  country,  liow  with  pangs  uuknovyn  : 
To  Britain  did  thy  filial  bofom  groan  1     j  ,,•[  -.ji-^ 
What  favage  armies  did  thy  realms  invade,    ■; 
Unarm'd,  and  diftant  from  maternal  aid  1    • 
Thy  cottages  with  cruel  flames  confum'd. 
And  the  fad  owner  to  deftrudion  dcom'd ; 
Mangled  with  wounds,  with  pungent  anguilh  torn, 
Or  Ictt  to  periih  naked  and  forlorn  1 
What  carnage  reek'd  upon  thy  ruin'd  plain  I 
What  infants  bled  !  what  virgins  fliriek'd  in  vain  I 
In  every  look  diftrailiou  I'eem'd  to  glare. 
Each  heart  was  rack'd  with  horror  and  defpalr. 
To  Albion  then,  with  groans  and  piercing  cries. 
America  lift  up  her  dying  eyes; 
To  generous  Albion  pour'd  forth  all  her  pain, 
To  whom  the  wretched  never  wept  in  vain, 

*   See  anecdotes  of  Luca  Fitt,  a  man  of  a  veryfsmi-^ 
lar    complexion  jxnd    coiijiitulion^    in    "    Machiaviil'^ 
I  U'f-orj  of  Florencf^'   iJH^ 
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She  heard,  anfl  inftant  to  relieve  her  flew. 
Her  arm  the  gleaming  fword  of  vtngeance  drew  ; 
Far  o'er  the  ocean  wave  her  voice  was  known, 
That  (hook  the  deep  abyfs  from  zone  to  zone  : 
She  bade  the  thunder  of  the  battle  glow. 
And  pour'd  the  ftorm  of  lightning  on  the  foe  : 
l>lor  ceasM  til!,  crown'd  with  vivSlory  complete, 
Fale  Spain  and  France  lay  trembling  at  her  feet  *. 
Her  fears  difpeli'd,  and  all  her  foes  remov'd,  ■ 
Her  fertile  grounds  indiillrioufly  improv'd, 
Her  towns  with  trade,  with  fleets  her  harbours 

crown'd, 
And  plenty  fmiling  on  her  plains  around  • 
Thus  bled  with  all  that  commerce  could  fupply, 
jf^merica  regards  with  jealous  eye. 
And  canker'd  heart,  the  parent,  who  fo  late 
Had  I'natch'd  her  gafping  from  the  jaws  of  fate ; 
"Who  now,  with  wars  for  her  begun,  relax'd, 
With  grievous  aggravated  burdens  tax'd, 
Ker  treafures  wafted  by  a  h'lngry  brood 
Of  cormorants,  that  fuck  her  vital  blood  ; 
"Who  now  of  ier  demands  that  tribute  due, 
^'or  whom  alone  th'  avenging  fword  fhe  drew. 

Scarce  had  America  the  juft  requeil 
Recciv'd,  when  kindling  in  her  faithlefs  bread 
Refentment  glows,  enrag'd  fedition  burns, 
And,  lo  !  the  mandate  of  our  laws  fhe  fpurns  1 
Her  fecret  hate,  incapable  of  ftiame 
■Or  gratitude,  incenfes  to  a  flame, 
Derides  our  power,  bids  infurredion  rife, 
Infults  our  honour,  and  our  laws  defies  ; 
O'er  all  her  coafts  is  heaid  th'  audacious  roar, 
"  England  Ihall  rule  America  no  more  '." 

Soon  as  on  Britain's  fhore  th'  alarm  was  heard, 
Stern  indignation  in  her  look  appear'd ; 
Yet,  loth  to  punifli,  ftie  her  fcourge  withheld 
From  hsr  perfidious  fons  who  thus  rebell'd  : 
Now  Aung  with  anguifh,  now  with  rage  affail'd. 
Till  pity  in  her  foul  at  laft,  prevail'd, 
Deterniin'd  not  to  draw  her  penal  fleel 
Till  fair  perfuafion  made  her  laft  appeal. 
•      And  now  the  great  decifive  hour  drew  nigh, 
•She  on  her  darling  ^a/r/oi  caft  her  eye  ; 
His  voice  like  thunder  will  fupport  her  caufe, 
Enforce  herdiflates,  and  fuftain  her  laws: 
Rich  with  her  fpoils,  hisfandlion  will  difniay. 
And  bid  th*  infurgents  tremble  and  ohey. 

He  comes ' — but  vvliere,  th'  amazing  theme  to 
Pifcover  language  or  ideas  fit  ?  [hit, 

Splay-footed  words,  that  hedlor,  bounce,  and  fvvag- 

The  fenfe  to  puzzle,  and  the  brain  to  flagger  ? 
Our  patriot  ct.mes  1 — with  frenzy  fir'd,  the  niufc 
With  allegoric  eye  his  figure  views : 
l^ike  the  grim  portrefs  of  hell-gate  he  ftands, 
Bellona's  fcourge  han^s  trembling  in  his  hands! 
Around  him,  fiercer  than  the  ravenous  ftiark, 

A  cry  of  hell-hounds  nevcr-ctafmg  bark  !' 
.And  lo  !   th'  enormous  giant  to  bedeck,  ^ 
A  golden  niilftone  hangs  upun  his  neck  I 

*  See  Marine  Di^ionary,  article  Cartel,  ami  a 
Ifiter  from  Mr.  Sfcreiary  Pitt  to  the  fe-ueral  Governors 
and  Councils  in  hiotlh  America.,  relating  to  the  Flag  of 
Truce  Trade,  Auv,'%^.  176a. 


On  him  ambition's  vulture  darts  her  claws, 
And  with  voracious  rage  his  liver  gnaws. 
Our  patriot  comes  ! — the  buckles  of  whofe  fhoes 
Not  Cromwell's  felf  was  worthy  to  unloofe. 
Repeat  his  name  in  thunJ^t  to  the  fkies! 
Ye  hills  fall  proftrate,  and  ye  vales  arife  ! 
Through  fa<£lion's  wildernefs  prepare  the  way  ! 
Prepare,  ye  liftening  fenates,  to  obey  ! 
The  idol  of  the  mob,  behold  him  ftand. 
The  alpha  and  onicga  of  the  land  ! 

Methinks  1  hear  the  bellowing  demanor^ue 
Dumb-fo\inding  declamations  difembogue, 
Exprcffiors  of  immeafurable  length. 
Where  pompous  jargon  fills  the  place  of  ftrength  ; 
Where  fulminating,  rumbling  eloquence. 
With  loud  theatric  rage,  bombards  the  fenfe  ; 
And  vi'ords,  deep  rank'd  in  horrible  array, 
Exafperated  metaphors  convey  ! 
With  thefe  auxiliaries,  drawn  up  at  large, 
He  bids  enrag'd  fedition  beat  the  charge; 
From    England's   fanguine   hops   his    aid   with- 
draws, 
And  lifts  to  guide  in  infurreftion's  caufe. 
And  lo  !   where,  in  her  facrilegious  hand. 
The  parricide  lifts  high  her  burning  brand  ! 
Go,  while  fhe  yet  fufpends  her  impious  aim. 
With  thofe  infernal  lungs  aroufe  the  flame  '. 
Though  England  merits  not  her  leaft  regard. 
Thy  friendly  voice  gold  boxes  fliall  reward  ! 
Arife,  embark  !  prepare  thy  martial  car. 
To  lead  her  armies  and  provoke  the  war  I 
Rebellion  waits,  impatient  of  delay. 
The  fignal  her  black  enfigns  to  difplay  *. 
****** 

To  thee,  whofe  foul,  all  ftedfaft  and  ferene. 
Beholds  the  tumults  that  diftracft  our  fcene; 
And,  in  the  calmer-feats  of  wifdom  plac'd. 
Enjoys  the  fweets  of  fentiment  and  tafte ; 
To  thee,  O  Marius  ■'  whom  no  fadlions  fway, 
Th'  impartial  mufe  dtvotes  ht-r  honeft  lay  ! 
In  her  fond  breaft  noproftirured  aim, 
Nor  venal  hope,  alTumes  fair  friendfhip's  name  t 
Sooner  ftiall  Chiirc/jill's  feeble  meteor-ray, 
That  led  our  foundering  <kmago<'j:e  aftray. 
Darkling  to  grope  and  flounce  in  error's  night, 
Eclipfe  great  Mansfielcfs  llrong  meridia-n  light, 
Than  fhall  the  change  of  fortune,  time  or  place. 
Thy  generous  fricndfhip  in  my  heart  efface  ! 
O  !   whether  wandering  from  thy  country  far, 
Aiid  plung'd  amid  the  murdering  kenes  of  war; 
Or  in  the  blcft  retreat  of  virtue  iaid, 
Where  contemplation  fpreads  her  awful  fliade; 
If  ever  to  forget  thee  I  have  power, 
May  Heaven  defert  me  at  my  latett  hour  ! 

Still  fatire  bids  my  bolbm  beat  to  arms. 
And  throb  with  irrefiftible  alarms. 
Like  fome  full  river  chai  g'd  with  falling  (howcrg. 
Still  o'er  my  breaft  her  fwelling  deluge  pours. 
But  reft  and  filence  now,  who  wait  bcfide. 
With  their   llrong  flood  gates  bar  th'  impetuous 
tide. 

*  See  account  of  the  fall  of  Luca  J'itt,  in  "  ikfa. 
chiavel's  Hiji'o: y  cf  florincc,'* 
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Peace  to  thy  aflies,  Lloyd,  ill-treated  bard 

Hard  was  thy  lot,  fweet  bird  !  in  this  rude  age, 

That  coop'd  thee  up  to  whiftle  in  a  cage  : 

Yet  thou  could'ft  even  freedom's  felf  furvive. 

And  blithly  fing  while  Churchill  was  alive. 

But  when  your  mate  was  fnatch'd,  you  droop'd  and  died; 

Bleft  was  that  trial,  for  thy  truth  was  tried. 

Tor  ages  hence  your  chaplet  fliall  be  green, 

And,  ages  paft,  no  withering  leaf  be  feen. 

Softly  repofe  upon  the  Mufe's  breaft. 

And  Phoebus'  felf  fhall  fing  you  to  your  reft. 

EVAN  Lloyd's  verses  on  the  death  of  xlotd. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  LLOYD. 


IvoBERT  Llovd  was  the  fon  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Pearfon  Lloyd,  fecond  Mailer  of  Weflminfter  SchooL 
He  was  born  in  1733. 

He  received  his  education  at  Weftminfler  School;  and  had  for  his  fchoolfellows,  Churchill, 
Thornton,  Colman,  Benfley,  and  fome  others,  who  have  diftinguifhed  themfelves  in  the  literary 
world.     To  Churchill,  he  was,  through  life,  particularly  attached. 

In  1751,  he  flood  firft  in  the  lift  of  Weftminfter  fcholars  who  were  fent  to  Trinity  College, 
Cambridge ;  at  the  fame  time  that  his  friend  Cohnan  obtained  the  fame  rank  among  thofc  who 
were  fent  to  Oxford.  v 

So  early  as  the  year  1751,  he  had  written  The  Progrefs  of  Envy,  to  fliev/  his  indignation  at 
Lauder's  malevolent  attack  upon  Milton,  and  continued  to  cultivate  his  poetical  talents  during  his 
refidence  at  Cambridge. 

J"  l755^  he  took  the  degree  of  Bachelor,  and  in  1 761,  that  of  Mafter  of  Arts. 

Though  he  went  to  the  Univerfity  from  fchool,  in  a  niinner  fo  honourable  to  his  llterattire,  he 
never  became  a  Fellow  of  his  College. 

To  the  decency  or  propriety  of  his  condudl  at  Cambridge,  little  commendation  can  be  afforded ; 
the  report  of  his  contemporaries  is  not  the  leaft  favourable  to  his  behaviour  there. 

On  leaving  the  Univerfity,  he  returned  to  Weftminfter,  and  became  an  afliftant  to  his  father,  as 
one  of  the  Ulliers  of  the  fchool,  an  employment  he  undertook  with  relu>5tance,  and  retired  from 
with  difguft. 

His  motives  for  relinquifliing  this  fituation,  the  duties  qf  which  he  was  particularly  well  qualified 
to  difcharge,  as  afTigned  by  himfelf,  in  his  Apology,  was  his  defire  of  farther  improving  his  own  mindj 
inftead  of  Vainly  attempting  the  improvement  of  others. 

For  fuch  his  talk,  a  difmal  truth, 
Who  watches  o'er  the  bent  of  youth; 
And  while  a  paltry  ftipend  earning. 
He  fovvs  the  richeft  feeds  of  learning. 
And  til^s  their  miads  with  proper  care,  . 
And  fees  them  their  due  produce  bear  : 
No  joys,  alas  !  his  toil  beguile. 
His  otvn  lies  fallow  all  the  while. 

It  Is  probable,  however,  that  this  impatience  of  reftraint  and  difguft  at  fcholaftic  confinemen?. 
■were  heightened  by  his  intimacy  with  Churchill,  Thornton,  and  Benfley,  whofe  congenial  talents 
and  difpofition  might  ferve  to  encourage  each  other  in  the  purfuit  of  fuch  youthful  amufements, 
as  infenfibly  betrayed  them  into  a  liberality  of  life  and  converfation  which  the  prudential  part  o£ 
the  world  condemned. 

It  is  a  melancholy  refledlion,  and  fufficiently  mortifying  to  men  of  parts  and  genius,  that  every- 
one of  his  fpirited  companions  fell,  with  himfelf,  a  facrifice  in  the  prime  of  life  to  the  want  of  that 
difcretion  in  themfeives  which  they  fo  wittily  ridiculed,  and  as  imprudently  defpifed  in  others. 

Having  reQgned  the  Ufniiifliip  of  Weftminfter  School,  he  became  an  author  by  profelTion,  and 
experienced  mdft  of  the  viciflitudcs  o£  fortune  to  which  men  of  that  precarious  profelTion  arc 
.  liable,  • 
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He  engaged  in  many  literary  undertakings ;  but  added  little  ro  his  reputation,  and  nothing  to 
his  independence.  The  firfl  performance  which  eflablifhed  his  reputation  as  a  poet  was  ne  Aifor, 
publiftied  in  1760,  and  addreffed  to  his  friend  Thornton,  which  not  only  gave  proofs  of  great 
judgment,  but  had  alfo  the  merit  of  fmooth  verfification  and  great  ftrength  of  poetry. 

The  fame  year,  his  ode,  intituled,  the  Tears  and  Triumphs  of  Pamajfus,  was  performed  at  Drury- 
Lane,  and  publiflied  in  410. 

It  is  fuppofed,  that  the  reputation  he  acquired  by  the  AP.or,  (limulated  Churchill  to  write  his 
celebrated  "  Rifciad  ;"  the  fuperior  popularity  of  which,  according  to  Dr.  Kenrick,  gave  him  at 
firft  fome  difguft ;  but  on  the  farther  exertion  of  Churchill's  abilities,  the  fuperiority  in  force  of 
numbers,  and  power  of  imagery,  appearing  fo  greatly  on  the  fide  of  his  friend,  with  the  mcdefly  be- 
coming real  genius,  and  the  complacency  of  a  difpofition  untainted  by  envy,  he  joined  the  reft  of 
bis  admirers  in  the  unlimited  applaufe  bcftowed  on  his  jroduftions. 

For  me,  who  labour  with  poetic  fin. 
Who  ''ften  woo  the  raufe  I  cannot  win. 
Whom  pleafure  firft  a  wil'ing  poef  made, 
And  folly  fpnilt  by  taking  up  the  trade  : 
Pleas'd  1  behold  fuperior  genius  fhinc. 
Nor,  ting'd  with  envy,  wifh  that  genius  mine. 
To  ChnrcLilSs  mufe  can  bow  with  decent  awe, 
Admire  his  mode,  nor  make  that  mode  my  law  : 
Bo'h  may,  perhaps,  have  various  powers  to  pleafe, 
Be  his  XJit  Jlrength  of  numbers,  mine  the  eafe. 

In  the  beginning  of  the /lorfwd/ war,  to  which  the  •' Rofciad"  founded  the  firft  charge.  Lloyd 
was  fufpedted  to  be  the  author ;  but  exculpated  himfe'f  from  the  charge,  by  an  advertifement  in 
the  public  papers ;  on  which  occafion,  Churchill  came  forward,  and  in  the  fame  public  manner,  de- 
clared himfelf  the  author,  and  drew  on  that  torrent  of  "  Anti  Rofciads,"  "  Apologies,"  "  Mur- 
phiads,"  Churchilliads,"  "  Examiners,"  &c.  which  for  a  long  time  engaged  the  attention  of  the 
public. 

In  1761,  his  Arcadia  on  the  ShepherJ's  IVedJ'in^,  a  dramatic  paftoral,  was  brought  on  the  ftage  at 
Drury-Lane,  and  performed  feveral  nights,  though  with  no  great  fuccefs.  It  is  extremely  fliort 
and  fimple,  being  only  a  compliment  to  their  prefent  Majefties  on  their  nuptials. 

The  fame  year,  he  conduced  the  poetical  department  of  a  periodical  publication,  called.  The 
Z,lhrary,  to  which  Churchill  is  fuppofed  to  have  contributed. 

His  attachment  to  the  pleafures  of  the  table,  particularly  to  thofe  of  the  bottle,  being  much  ccn- 
fured  both  by  his  real  and  pretended  friends,  Churchill  attempted  to  apologize  for  him,  and  even 
to  juftify  the  pradice,  as  well  by  precept  as  example.  His  gay  and  fpirited  epiftle,  intituled, 
"  Night,"  infcrlbed  to  Lloyd,  is  a  ptcfefled  apology,  if  not  a  formal  juftification  of  their  nodlurnal 
feftivity. 

Let  flavcs  to  bufinefs,  bodies  without  foul, 
Important  blanks  in  nature's  nightly  roll. 
Solemnize  nonfcnfe  in  the  day's  broad  glare, 
We  right  prefer,  which  heals  or  hides  our  care. 

The  truth  feeras  to  be,  that  however  eagerly  they  might  enter  on  the  career  of  thefe  jovial 
amufements,  they  continued  their  race  out  of  pique  at  the  worldly  difrefpe>ft,  which  they  had  im- 
prudently, and  perhaps  unexpededly  incurred.  This  is  pathetically  infinuated  in  the  following 
lines : 

When  foes  infult.  and  prudent  friends  difpenfe 

In  pity's  ftrains,  the  worft  of  infolence, 

Oft  with  thee,  Lloyd,  1  fteal  an  hour  from  grief, 

And  in  thy  focial  converfe  find  relief. 

The  mind,  of  folitude  impatient  grown. 

Loves  any  forrovvs  rather  than  her  own. 

The  expences  neceffary  to  fupport  the  charadter  of  a  man  of  the  town  exceeding  the  incometof 
a  man  of  wit,  he  was  induced  to  engage  in  publications  that  promifed  to  produce  profit  rather  than 


THELIFEOFLLOYD.  /rj 

pralfe.  Among  thefe  v/zsthe  St. yames^sMagazi/ie,z  periodical  work,  begun  1763,  and  winch  was  foon 
difcontinued  for  want  of  encouragement,  though  far  fupcrior  to  moft  other  publications  of  the  kind. 

In  this  work,  he  inferted  a  tranflation  of  Moliere's  Ecole  dei  Femmei,  which  was  publifhed  merely 
to  lho\v  how  much  Mr.  Murphy  had  borrowed  in  compofing  "  The  Way  to  keep  Him." 

The  fame  year,  he  publiftied  The  Death  of  Adam ^  a  tragedy,  tranflated  from  the  German  of  Klop- 
ftock.  Dr.  Kenrick  obferves,  that  he  was  not  fufficiently  acquainted  with  that  language,  to  do  juftici 
either  to  the  original  or  to  himfelf. 

The  St.  'James's  Magazine  not  meeting  with  that  fuccefs  which,  from  its  merit,  might  be  reafon- 
ably  expeded,  he  found  himftlf  unable  to  difcharge  fome  pecuniary  obligations  which  he  had  im- 
providently  laid  himfelf  under  on  the  flattering  profpedt  of  its  fuccefs ;  and  of  courfe  became  a  pri- 
foner  in  the  Fleet,  where  he  was  almoft  entirely  fupported  by  the  benevolence  of  his  friend 
Churchill,  who  allowed  him  a  regular  ftipend,  from  the  commencement  of  his  confinement. 

He  was  vifited  in  the  Fleet  by  a  number  of  thofe  who  had,  or  would  be  thought  to  have  pre- 
ter.fions  to  wit ;  but  he  was  abandoned  by  almoft  all  the  friends  and  companions  of  his  youth,  efpe- 
cially  thofe  on  whom  he  laviflied  many  encomiums  in  his  writings. 

"  Thornton,"  fays  he,  in  one  of  his  letters  to  Mr.  Wilkes,  after  the  death  of  Churchill,  "  is 
•what  you  thought  him.  I  have  many  acquaintances,  but  noiu  no  friend  here."  Mr.  Wilkes  was 
then  in  France.  Garrick,  Colman,  and  Hogarth,  whom  he  had  fo  berhymed  and  bepraifed,  were 
in  England. 

During  his  confinement,  he  undertook,  in  conjundion  with  Mr.  Charles  Denis,  a  tranflation  of 
the  Centes  Moraux  of  Marmontel ;  a  carelefs  performance  that  did  them  little  credit. 

Fn  1 763,  he  colledled  his  Poems  into  a  410  volume,  for  which  he  obtained  a  very  liberal  fub- 
fcription. 

He  wrote  alfo  a  comic  opera,  intituled,  the  Capricimts  Lovers,  which  was  adted  at  the  theatre 
in  Drury-Lane,  in  1764,  with  fome  applaufe ;  but  not  with  fo  much  as  it  merited;  though  his 
genius  does  not  appear  to  have  led  him  ftrongly  to  dramatic  conipofition.  The  ground-word  of 
this  piece  is  the  Caprices  d'' Amour,  or  Ninette  a  la  Cour,  by  Favart. 

In  this  (tate  of  derelidion  and  depreflion,  he  had  the  afflidtion  to  lofe  his  friend  Churchill,  whofe 
kindnefs  to  him  continued  undiminiflied  duting  all  his  neceflities. 

The  following  letters  to  their  common  friend,  Mr.  Wiikes,  the  one  written  before,  and  the  other 
after  the  death  of  his  liberal  benefador,  fufficiently  fpeak  his  apprehenfions  and  fcnfe  of  that  me- 
lancholj  event. 

"  Your  letters  have  given  me  inexprefllble  uneafinefs  concerning  my  friend  Charles ;  and  your 
not  giving  me  a  dire(5i;ion,  leaves  me  in  flill  greater  anxiety  that  this  may  not  reach  you,  and  I  con- 
fequently  hear  nothing  how  he  does.  Indeed,  we  are  all  much  alarmed  ;  for  though  the  feeming 
.  fpirits  of  your  letter  to  me  gave  us  hopes  that  it  might  not  be  fo  bad  with  him,  that  which  Jack 
has  received  entirely  qualhes  them.  Pray  let  me  hear  from  you  the  earliefl  opportunity.  1  hope 
I  fhall  not  be  doubly  unfortunate  in  the  lofs  of  my  friend,  and  be  reduced  to  the  comfortlefs  ne- 
ceffity  of  brooding  over  my  own  calamities  in  this  ungrateful  fituation.  Dear  Wilkes,  give  me  alf 
the  information  you  can,  and  what  fervices  I  can  do,  I  in  duty  owe  to  you  both,  command." 

"  I  will  fpare  your  own  feelings,"  he  writes  him,  Nov.  ao,  1764,  "  and  mine  on  our  irreparable 
lofs.  You  did  not,  I  imagine,  receive  my  letter,  directed  to  you  at  an  uncertainty,  at  the  poft- 
houfe,  or  if  you  did,  you  returned  no  anfwer,  I  fuppofe  becaufe  you  could  give  no  comfort.  I  am 
pleafed  to  find  from  Mr.  Cotes,  who  communicated  yotr  letter  td  him  this  day  to  me,  that  you 
tvill  be  kind  to  the  remains  of  our  dear  friend.  What  is  in  my  power  to  execute,  you  will  direfl  and 
command.  And  I  could  mu£h  wifli,  you  would,  as  early  as  you  can,  bring  your  mind  to  write  on 
fuch  a  fubjedl. — Do,  if  it  is  only  for  my  confolation,  who  indeed  moft  truly  want  it ;  write  to  me, 
and  as  the  memory  of  Charles  was  dear  to  you,  do  not  forget  him  who  is  moft  unfortunate  in  the 
lofs  of  the  living  and  :he  dead  friend." 

The  news  of  the  melancholy  event  being  announced  to  him  fomewhat  abruptly  while  he  was 
fitting  at  dinner,  «  he  was  feized,"  fays  Dr.  Kenrick,  "  with  a  fudden  ficknefs,  and  faying,  •  f 
fhall  follow  poor  Charlesj'  took  to  his  bed,  from  which  he  never  rofe  again." 
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He  fell  into  a  fit  of  defpondence,  and  furvived  him  but  a  few  weeks.  He  died  on  the  15th  oJ 
December  1764,  at  the  age  of  31,  and  was  buried  on  the  19th,  in  the  church-yard  of  St.  Bride's  parifh. 

In  his  ficknefs,  he  was  attended  by  Mifs  Patty  Churchill,  the  favourite  fifter  of  his  deceafed  friend, 
vho  is  faid  to  have  pofleffed  a  confiderable  portion  of  the  fenfe,  fpirit,  and  genius  of  her  brother.      ^ 
She  is  reported  to  have  been  betrothed  to  Lloyd,  and  that  fo  mournful  was  the  effedl,  which  the  /*/ 
melancholy  cataftrophe  of  her  lover  and  brother  had  on  her  fufceptible  mind,  that  Ihc  caught  the 
contagion  of  grief,  which  preyed  on  her  fpirits,  and  did  not  permit  her  long  to  furvive  them. 

His  Fcd'ual  Works.,  with  confiderable  additions  from  the  St.  James's  Magazine,  were  reprinted. 
In  a  vols.  8vo.  1774,  with  "  An  Account  of  his  Life,"  by  Dr.  Kenrick,  and  inferted,  with  ad- 
ditions, in  the  edition  of  the  "  Engliih  Poets,"  1790. 

Lloyd  ieems  to  have  been  of  a  difpofition  diilerent  from  that  of  the  genus  irrltabile  -oatum.  In  the 
general  intercourfe  of  life,  he  is  faid  to  have  been  generous  and  friendly  ;  he  had  a  grateful  heart,  and 
Slowed,  by  his  warm  attachment  to  his  friends,  how  fenfible  he  was  of  their  kindnefs.  ThoagW 
rfie  rigid  moralift  might  have  reafon  to  cenfure  his  irregularities,  they  were  of  fuch  a  nature  as 
betrayed  no  malevolence  of  temper,  refleifting  on  him  the  charafter  fo  well  known  under  the  de- 
nomination o£  no  one's  enemy  but  his  oicn,  rather  than  that  of  a  friend  only  to  himfelf,  and  an  enemy 
to  others.  His  grateful  attachment  to  Churchill,  needs  no  other  proof  than  the  fatal  one  of  break- 
ing his  heart  at  his  death. 

"  Mr.  Lloyd,"  fays  Mr.  Wilkes,  "  was  mild  and  affable  in  private  life,  of  gentle  manners,  and 
very  engaging  in  converfation."  Captain  Edward  Thompfon  defcribes  him  as  of  a  tacit  difpofition, 
referved  and  attentive ;  "  he  took  much  fnuff,"  fays  he,  "  and  would  often  fit  the  auditor  of  con- 
verfation rather  than  the  promoter."  "  He  was  the  worft  reciter  of  his  own  verfes,"  fays  Dr. 
Kenrick,  "  that  I  ever  remember  to  "have  heard.  At  the  fame  time,  what  he  wanted  in  power 
of  declamation,  was  amply  fupplied  by  tenacioufnefs  of  memory  and  facility  of  compoCtion  ;  the 
produiSions  of  no  writer,  perhaps  ancient  or  modern,  being  more  truly  faid  to  be  written  currents 
tralamo  than  thofe  of  Mr.  Lloyd.  So  ready  was  his  pen,  and  retentive  his  mind,  that  when  his 
devotion  to  the  mufes  has  been  interrupted  by  the  orgies  of  Bacchus,  and  the  fufpendcd  fable,  like 
that  of  Butler's  tale,  been  broke  off  in  the  middle,  he  has  purfued  it  from  memory  with  the  utmofl: 
compofure,  when  the  fever  of  the  brain  was  over,  and  finifhed  the  compofition  as  confidently  as  i£ 
the  copy  had  been  ail  before  him." 

As  a  poet,  Lloyd  is  to  be  confidered  as  an  elegant  and  corredl,  rather  than  a  very  animated  or 
firft  rate  writer.  His  compofitions  are  diftinguifhed  Iiy  a  happy  eafe,  and  a  graceful  negligence  of 
expreiTion.  But  they  are  extremely  unequal ;  fometimes  terfe  and  neat,  and  at  other  times  flovenly 
and  inaccurate.  Prior,  Gay,  and  Swift,  were  the  models  which  he  followed,  in  preference  to  Dry- 
den,  Pope,  and  Churchill.  The  A^J^r  is  one  of  his  beft  produdionp.  It  is  not  a  regular  treatife 
of  the  whole  art  of  adbing,  but  only  fuch  particular  parts  of  it  as  he  probably  tliought  beft  adapted- 
tD  the  Improvement  of  the  llage.  He  begins,  by  exploding  the  prevailing  vice  of  imitation,  and 
paffes  a  very  high  and  juft  encomium  on  Garrick,  the  great  objecft  of  imitation  among  the  inferior 
players.  He  then  cenfures  the  moft  ftriking  errors  in  theatrical  aiStion,  particularly  the  ftudied 
affeflatlon  of  attitude.  He  goes  on  ta  cenfure  the  difagreeable  pra^ftice,  not  uncommon  among 
players  of  great  merit,  of  over-adling  their  parts;  and  cenfurcs,  with  equal  juftice  and  propriety, 
the  monotony  of  fonie  aflors,  the  rant  of  others,  .and  the  inattention  of  moft ;  as  alfo,  the  feveral 
flage  tricks  of  drefs,  ghofts,  and  the  abfurd  entertainments  of  pantomime ;  concluding  with  the 
following  apology  for,  and  addrefs  to  the  a<ilor,  which  is  feleded  as  a  fpecimea  of  his  terfe  fty.lt 
aod  cafy  verii&cauon. 

Shall  they,  who  trace  the  paflions  from  their  rife^ 
Show  fcorn  her  features,  her  own  image  vice  i 
(_  Who  teach  the  mind  its  proper  force  to  fcan,. 

And  hold  the  faithful  mirror  up' to  man. 
Shall  their  profeffion  e'er  provoke  difdarn. 
Who  ftand  the  forcmoft  in  the  moral  train. 
Who  lend  reflection  all  the  grace  of  art. 
And  ftrike  the  precept  home  upon  thehcaiii  ^ 
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Yet,  haplefs  artift  !  though  thy  flclll  can  ralfe 
The  burfting  peal  of  univerfal  praife, 
Though  at  thy  beck  applaufe  delighted  (lands, 
And  lifts,  Briareus'  like,  her  hundred  hands, 
'  ~ ;,_  "".  Know,  fame  awards  thee  but  a  partial  breath  I 

Not  all  thy  talents  brave  the  ftroke  of  death. 
Poets  to  ages  yet  unborn  appeal, 
■■."^!,  And  lateft  times  th'  eternal  Nature  feel. 

Though  blended  here  the  praife  of  bard  and  play'r. 
While  more  than  half  becomes  the  ador's  fhare, 
Relentlefs  death  untwifls  the  mingled  fame. 
And  finks  the  player  in  the  poet's  name. 
The  pliant  mufcles  of  the  various  face, 
The  mien  that  gave  each  fentence  ftrength  and  grace. 
The  tuneful  voice,  the  eye  that  fpoke  the  mind, 
Are  gone,  nor  leave  a  fingle  trace  behind. 

Of  his  Occa/tonal Pieces,  the  Efi/lle  to  Carrlck,  Epifile  to  Churchill^  Shakffeare,  The  Poet,  The  CohUrofTif- 
Jingtons  and  The  CMer  of  Cripplegate  s  Letters,  &c.  have  confiderable  merit.  His  Progrefs  of  Envy,  is  a 
happy  imitation  of  the  ftyle  and  manner  of  Spenfer.  The  two  Odds  to  Obfcurity  and  Obli-vion,  written 
in  conjunftion  with  Colman,  are  admirable  parodies  of  Gray's  "  Progrefs  of  Poetry,  and  Bard,"  and 
Mafon's  "  Ode  to  Memory,"  &c.  In  the  firft,the  birth  of /"^'S/on  is  huraoroufly  and  poetically defcrib- 
ed,  and  in  the  latter,  the  goddefs  Oblivion  is  pleafantly  and  charadieriftically  reprefented.  His  Latin 
verfion  of  Gray's  "  Elegy  in  a  Country  Church- Yard,"  is  inferior  to  fome  other  verCons  of  that  ex- 
quifite  performance.  His  tranflation  of  the  firft  book  of  Voltaire's  Henriade  is  executed  with  fpirit 
and  elegance.  The  Imitation  from  the  SpeBator  is  exquifitely  beautiful.  His  Song-/ are  tender  and 
elegant.  His  Fables,  Tales,  &c.  are  familiar  and  eafy.  His  other  levities  and  pieces  of  humour  have 
their  proportion  of  wit  and  pleafantry ;  but  require  no  diftindl  enumeration  or  particular  criticifm. 

"  To  expatiate  on  his  merit  as  a  writer,"  fays  Dr.  Kenrick,  "  would  be  needlefs ;  as  nothing  can 
be  more  fully  faid  of  him  than  he  hath  occafionally  faid  of  himfelf,  in  reply  to  the  cenfure  of  the 

critics : 

Hift  !  'tis  a  critic — yes — 'tis  he — 

What  would  your  gracelefs  form  with  ms  3 

Is  it  t'  upbraid  me  with  the  crime 

Of  fpinning  unlaborious  rhyme. 

Of  {bringing  various  thoughts  together 

In  verfe  or  profe,  or  both,  or  nfither  ? 

A  vein  which,  though  it  muft  offend 

You,  lofty  Sirs  !  who  can't  defend 

To  fame,  has  often  made  its  way. 

From  Butler,  Prior,  Swift,  and  Gay. 

*•  In  his  claflical  allufions,  and  happy  imitations  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  poets,  Mr.  Lloyd  bears 
away  the  palm  from  all  other  Englifh  poets.  I  do  not  mean  to  refer  the  reader  to  his  tranflation 
of  Homers  Hymn,  which  appears  (as  well  as  his  imitation  of  Spenfr)  to  be  a  very  juvenile  per- 
formance. The  claflical  reader,  however,  cannot  fail  of  being  pleafed  with  mofl;  of  his  Latin  com- 
pofitions,  his  tranflation  of  Mr.  Gray's  celebrated  Ode,  [Elegy]  and  particularly  on  making  the 
comparifon  with  his  Englifli  imitation  of  Theocritus. 

"  It  is  yet  remarkable,  that  Mr.  Lloyd,  though  fo  excellent  a  fcholar,  had  not  the  leaft  tintSure 
of  the  pedant  in  his  character  ;  none  being  more  ready  to  turn  pedants  into  ridicule ;  particularly 
thofe  affe6ted  pedagogues  who  attempted  to  reduce  the  numbers  of  Englilh  verfe  to  the  fcale  of 
Greek  and  Roman  feet.  He  was  indeed  one  of  thofe  whom  he  defcribes  under  the  title  of  real 
fcholars :" 

Whofe  knowledge  unaffe<fted  Sows, 
And  fits  as  eafy  as  their  clothes. 

"  Mr.  Lloyd,"  fays  Mr.  Wilkes,  "  was  an  excellent  fcholar,  and  an  eafy,  natural  poet.     His  pe- 
culiar excellence  was  the  drefling  up  an  old  thought    in  a  new,  neat,  and   trim  manner.     He  wafoi 
content  to  fcamper  round  the  foot  of  Parnaffus  on  his  little  Welch  poney,  which   feems  never  to 
have  tired.     He  left  the  fury  of  the  winged  fteed,  and  the  daring  flights  of  the  facred  mountainj 
to  the  fublime  genius  of  his  friend  ChurchiU." 


THE  WORKS  OF  LLOYD. 


THE  AUTHOR'S  APOLOGY. 

My  works  are  advertis'd  for  fale. 
And  cenfures  fly  as  thick  as  hail ; 
While  my  poor  fcheme  of  publication 
Supplies  the  dearth  of  converfation. 

What  will  the  -lyor/a' fay? — That's  your  cry. 
Who  is  the  -world?  and  wh=it  am  I  ? 

Once,  but  thank  Heavpn,  thofe  days  are  o'er, 
And  perfecution  reigns  no  more, 
One  man,  one  hardy  man  alone, 
Ufurp'd  fhe  critic's  vacant  throne, 
And  thence  with  neither  tafte  nor  wit, 
By  powerful  catcall  irom  t'le  pit, 
Knock'd  farce,  and  play,  and  ador  down. 
Who  pafs'd  the  fentence  then  ? — the  town. 
So  now  each  upftart  puny  elf 
Talks  of  the  ivorld,  and  means  himfelf. 

Yet  in  the  circle  there  are  thofe 
Who  hurt  e'en  more  than  open  f  >es  : 
Whofefriendfhip  ferves  the  talking  turn, 
Juft  fimmers  to  a  kind  concern. 
And  with  a  wond'rous  foft  expreffion 
Expatiates  upon  indifcretion ; 
Flif^s  from  the  poems  to  the  man. 
And  gratifies  the  favourite  plan 
To  pull  down  others'  reputation, 
And  build  their  own  on  that  foundation, 
j'he  fcholar  grave,  of  tafte  difcerning. 
Who  lives  on  credit  for  his  learnmg. 
And  has  no  better  claim  to  wit, 
Than  carping  at  what  others  writ, 
With  pitying  kindnefs,  friendly  fear, 
Whifpers  corjedlures  in  your  ear, 
"  I'm  forry — and  he's  much  to  blame — 
"  He  might  have  publifli'd — but  his  name  ! 
"  The  thing  mighr  plcal'e  a  few,  no  doubt, 
**  As  handed  privately  about — 
"  It  might  amufe  a  friend  or  two, 
"  Some  partial  friend  like  me  and  you; 
"  But  when  it  comes  to  prefs  and  print, 
*'  You'll  find,  I  fear,  but  little  in't. 
"   He  ftands  upon  a  dangerous  brink, 
"  Who  totter*  o'er  the  fea  of  ink, 
"   Where  reputation  runs  aground, 
"  The  author  caft  away,  and  drown'd. 

"  And  then — 'twas  wilful  and  abfurd, 
"   (So  well  approv'd,  fo  we'i  preferr'd) 
•'  Abruptly  tiius  a  place  to  quit, 
""  A  place  which  moft  his  genius  hit, 
•*  Tile  theatre  for  Latin  wi: ! 


} 


««  With  critics  round  him  chafte  and  terfe, 
"  To  give  a  plaudit  to  his  verfe  1" 

Latin,  I  grant,  (hows  college  breeding. 
And  feme  fchool-common-place  of  reading. 
But  has  in  moderns  fmall  pretenfion 
To  real  wit,  or  flrong  invention. 
The  excellence  you  critics  praife 
Hangs  on  a  curious  choice  of  phrafe ; 
Which  pick'd  and  chofen  here  and  there, 
From  profc  or  verfe,  no  matter  where. 
Jumbled  together  in  a  di(h. 
Like  Spanifti  olio,  fowl,  flefti,  fifli, 
You  let  the  clafTic  hodge-podge  oa 
For  pedant  wits  to  feed  upon. 
Your  would-be  genii  vainly  feek 
Fame  f or  their  Latin  verfe,  or  Greek ; 
Who  would  for  that  be  moft  admir'd 
Which  blockheads  niay,  and  have  acquir'd. 
A  mere  mechanical  connection 
Of  faVMurite  words — a  bare  cr.lledion 
Of  'hrafes — where  the  labour'd  cento 
Prefents  you  with  a  dull  memento, 
Hov^  Vhgil^  Horace,  Ovid,  join, 
And  club  together  half  a  line. 
Thefc  only  ftrain  their  motly  wits 
In  gathering  patches,  (hrcds,  and  bits. 
To  wrap  their  barren  fancies  in. 
And  make  aclailic  Harlequin. 

—  Were  I  at  once  empower'd  to  fliow 
My  utmoft  vengeance  on  my  foe, 
To  punifh  with  extremelh  rigour, 
1  could  Inflici  no  penance  bigger 
Than  ufing  him  as  learning's  tool, 
To  make  him  ufher  of  ;*  fchool. 
For,  not  to  dwell  upon  the  toil 
Of  working  on  a  barren  foil, 
And  lab'ring  with  inceffant  p.iins 
To  cultivate  a  blockhead's  brains, 
The  duties  there  but  ill  befit 
The  love  of  ktters,  arts,  or  wir. 
For  whofoe'er,  though  llightly,  fips. 
Their  grateful  flavour  with  his  lips, 
Will  find  it  leave  a  fmatch  behind, 
Shall  fink  fo  deeply  in  the  mind. 
It  never  thence  can  be  eras'd — 
Bat,rlfing  up,  ym  call  it  tajle. 

'  Fwcrc  foolirti  for  a  drudge  to  choofe 
A  guflo  which  he  cannot  ufe. 
Better  dlfcard  the  Idle  whim, 
What's  he  to  tafe  :'  or  taj!'-  to  b'lm  ? 
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For  me,  it  hxirts  me  to  tne  foul 
To  brook  confinement  or  ciintroul; 
Still  to  be  pinion'd  down  to  teach 
The  fyntax  and  the  parts  of  fpeech  ; 
Or,  what  perhaps  is  drudging  worfe, 
The  links,  and  joints,  and  rules  of  verfe; 
To  deal  out  authors  by  retail, 
Like  penny- pots  of  Ox/or J»&\e  ; 
— Oh  '  'tis  a  fervice  irkfome  more 
Than  tugging  at  the  flavifli  oar. 

Yet  fuch  Lii  talk,  a  difmal  truth. 
Who  \Yatches  o'er  the  bent  of  youth; 
And  while,  a  paltry  ftipend  earning. 
He  fows  the  richeft  feeds  of  learning. 
And  tills  //v/r  minds  with  proper  care. 
And  fees  them  their  due  produce  bear. 
No  joys,  alas  !  his  toil  beguile. 
His  c-iun  lies  fallow  all  the  while. 

"   Yet  ftill  he's  in  the  road,  you  fay, 
"  Of  leatning." — Why,  perhaps,  he  may. 
But  turns  like  horfes  in  a  mill, 
Nor  getting  on,  nor  {landing  flill : 
For  little  way  his  learning  teaches, 
Who  reads  no  more  than  what  he  teaches*  . 

"   Yet  you  can  fend  advent'rous  youthj 
"  In  fearch  of  letters,  tafte,  and  truth, 
"  Who  ride  the  highway-road  to  knowledge, 
"  Through  the  plain  turnpikes  of  a  college," 
True. — Like  way-pofis,  we  fcrve  to  fnow 
The  road  which  travellers,  fiiould  go  ; 
Who  jog  along  in  eafy  pace. 
Secure  of  coming  to  the  piace, 
A'et  find,  return  whene'er  they  will, 
The  f'pj,  and  its  dire(51ion  ftill : 
Which  {lands  an  ufeful  unthank'd  guide. 
To  many  a  paflenger  befiJe. 

Tis  hard  to  carve  for  others'  meat. 
And  nut  to  have  time  one's  felf  to  eat. 
'i'hough,  be  it  always  underftood. 
Our  appetites  are  full  as  good. 

"   But  t'licre  have  been,  and  proofs  appear, 
"  Wl-,o  bore  this  load  from  year  to  year  ; 
"   Whofe  claim  to  letters^ parts,  and  wit, 
"  The  world  has  ne'er  difputed  yet. 
"    Whether  the  flowing  mirth  prevail 
♦'  !n  Wef.eys  fong,  or  hum<irou5  tale;  '  ^ 

"   Or  happier  Bourne  s  exprcffion  pleafe 
"   With  graceful  turns  of  clafiic  eafe  ; 
"Or  Oxford's  well-read  poet  lings 
"   Pathetic  to  tlie  ear  rf  kings  : 
"  Tl.efe  have  indulg'd  the  mufes  flight, 
"   Mor  lofh  tlieir  time  or  credit  by't; 
"   Nor  fufi'cr'd  fancy's  dreams  to  prey 
"  On  the  due  bufiiiefs  of  the  day. 
"  Verfe  was  to  tiitm  a  recreation, 
"  Us'd  by  way  of  rc^laxation." 

Your  jiifliiices  ire  fair  and  true, 
And  geniiis  1  tcfpcd;  with  you. 
I  tnvy  none  their  honefl  praife  ; 
J  fetk  to  blad  no  fcholar's  !)ayfi  : 
Still  let  the  j^ractiul  fpHuge  i'pread 
Its  preenell  hoijours  round  their  head, 
Blefl,  if  the  mufes  band  entwine 
A  fpr  g  at  lealVto  circle  mine  ! 

Come — I  admit,  you  tax  me  right. 
Prudence,  'tis  true,  was  out  of  fight. 


And  you  may  whifper  all  you  mcef. 
The  man  was  vague  and  indifcreet. 
Yet  tell  me,  while  you  cenfure  me. 
Are  you  from  error  found  and  free  ? 
Say,  does  your  breaft  no  bias  hide. 
Whofe  influence  draws  the  mind  afide  ! 

All  have  their  hobby-horfe  you  fee, 
FromTriftram  down  to  you  and  me. 
Ambition,  fplendour  maybe  thine; 
Eafe,  indolence,  perhaps  arc  mine. 
Though  prudence,  and  our  nature's  pride 
May  wiih  our  vi'eaknefles  to  hide. 
And  fet  their  hedges  up  before  'em. 
Some  fproutswiil  branch,  and  flraggle  o'er  'etHj 
Strive,  fight  againft  her  how  you  will. 
Nature  will  be  the  miflrefs  flill. 
And  though  you  curb  with  double  rein 
She'll  run  away  with  us  again. 

But  let  a  man  of  parts  be  wrong, 
'Tis  triumph  to  the  leaden  throng. 
The  fools  fliall  cackle  out  reproof, 
The  very  afs  will  raife  his  hoof; 
And  he  who  holds  in  his  pofTcfiioni 
The  fingle  virtue  of  difcretion. 
Who  knows  no  overflow  of  fpirit, 
Whofe  want  of  pafiions  is  his  merit. 
Whom  wit,  and  tafte,  and  judgment  fliesy 
Shall  Ihake  his  noddle,  2>.t\hfeem  wife, 

THE  ACTOR. 

ADDRESSED  TO  BONNEL  THORNTON,  ESQ. 

Acting,  dear  Thornton,  its  perfeiflion  draws,' 

From  no  obfervance  of  mechanic  laws; 

No  fealed  maxims  of  a  fav'rite  ftage, 

No  rules  deliver'd  down  from  age  to  age. 

Let  players  nicely  mark  them  as  they  will. 

Can  e'er  entail  hereditary  flcill. 

If  'mongft  the  hun\ble  hearers  of  the  pit. 

Some  curious  vet'ran  critic  chance  to  fit. 

Is  he  pleas'd  more  becaufe  'twas  afled  fo 

By  Booth  and  Cibber  thirty  years' ago  ? 

The  mitid  recals  an  objeift  held  more  dear. 

And  hates  the  copy,  that  it  comes  fo  near. 

Why  lov'd  he  Wilkes's  air,  Booth's  nervous  tone  ' 

In  them  'twas  narural,  'twas  all  their  own. 

A  Garrick',  genius  muft  our  wonder  raife. 

But  gives  his  mimic  no  refleifled  praife. 

Thrice  happy  genius,  whofe  unrlvall'd  nam.c, 
Shall  live  for  ever  in  the  voice  of  fime  '. 
'  ris  thine  to  lead  with  more  than  magic  {kill, 
The  train  of  captive  paflions  at  thy  will ; 
To  bid  the  burlling  tear  fpontaneous  flow 
In  the  fweet  fenfe  of  fympathetic  woe  : 
Through  ev'ry  vein  I  feel  a  chillnefs  creep, 
When  horrors  fuch  as  thine  ^at'ir  7rurd:r''djlcep  i 
And  at  the  old  man's  look  and  frantic  flare 
'  I'is  Lear  aljrmc:  me,  for  1  fee  him  there. 
Nor  yet  confin'd  to  tragic  walks  alone, 
I'hc  comic  niiife  too  ci.iims  thee  for  her  own. 
With  each  delightful  rcquifite  to  pleafe, 
Tafte,  fpirit,  judgment,  elegance,  and  eafe, 
Familiar  nature  forms  thy  only  rule, 
•  From  Ranger's  rnke  to  Drugger's  vacant  fool, 
■  With  powers  fo  pliant,  and  lb  various  Weft, 
That  what  we  fee  the  hll,  we  like  the  befi. 


POEMS. 
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Not  idly  pleas'd,  at  judgement's  dear  expence, 
But  burft  outrageous  with  the  laugh  of  fenfe. 

Perle<ftion's  top,  with  weary  toil  and  pain, 
'Tis  genius  only  that  can  hope  to  gain. 
The  play'r's  piofeffion  (though  1  hate  the  phrafe, 
'Tis  fo  mechanic  in  thefe  modern  days) 
Lies  not  in  trick,  or  attitude,  or  ftart, 
Nature's  true  knowledge  is  the  only  art. 
The  ftrong  felt  paflion  bolts  into  his  face, 
The  mind  untouch'd,  what  is  it  but  grimace! 
To  this  one  flandard  make  your  juil  a^^peal, 
Here  lies  the  golden  fecret ;  learn  to  feel. 
Or  fool,  or  monarch,  happy,  or  diftrefs'd, 
No  acStor  pleafes  that  is  not  pojfefid. 

Once  on  the  flage,  in  Rome's  declining  days, 
When  Chriftian's  were  the  fuhjedl  of  their  plays. 
E'er  perfecution  dropp'd  her  iron  rod, 
And  men  ftill  wag'd  an  impious  war  with  God, 
An  ad:or  flourifti'd  of  no  vulgar  fame. 
Nature's  difciple,  and  Geneft  his  name. 
A  noble  obje(3;  for  his  flcill  he  chofe, 
A  martyr  dying  'midft  infulting  foes. 
Refign'd  with  patience  to  religion's  laws. 
Yet  braving  monarchs  in  his  Saviour's  cuufe, 
Fill'd  with  th'  idea  of  the  facred  part, 
He  felt  a  zeal  beyond  the  reach  of  art. 
With  look  and  voice,  and  gefture,  all  expreft 
A  kindred  ardour  in  the  player's  bread ; 
Till  as  the  flame  through  all  his  bofom  ran, 
He  loft  the  &&.or,  and  commenc'd  the  man  ; 
Profeft  the  faith  ;  his  pagan  gods  denied, 
And  what  he  atiled  then,  he  after  died. 

The  player's  province  they  but  vainly  try. 
Who  want  thefe  pow'rs,  deportment,  ■voice,  and  eye. 

The  critic  fight  'tis  only  ^ra«  can  pleafe. 
No  figure  charms  us  if  it  has  not  eafe. 
There  are,  who  think  the  ftature  all  in  all, 
Nor  like  the  hero,  if  he  is  not  tall. 
The  feeling  fenfe  all  other  want  fupplles, 
1  rate  no  ador's  merit  from  his  fize. 
Superior  height  requires  fuperior  grace, 
And  what's  a  giant  with  a  vacant  face  ? 

Theatric  monarchs,  in  their  tragic  gait, 
Affe<St  to  mark  the  foiemn  pace  of  ftate. 
One  foot  put  forward  in  pofition  ftrong, 
The  other,  like  its  vafTal,  drag  along. 
So  grave  each  motion,  fo  exadc  and  flow. 
Like  wooden  monarchs  at  a  puppet-fhow. 
The  mien  delights  us  with  that  native  grace, 
But  affedation  ill  fupplies  its  place, 

Unlkiiful  adors,  like  your  mimic  apes, 
Will  writhe  their  bodies  in  a  thoufand  fbapes  ; 
However  foreign  from  the  poet's  art. 
No  tragic  hero  but  admires  a  ftart. 
What  though  unfeeling  of  the  nervous  line. 
Who  but  allows  his  attitude  is  fine  ? 
While  a  whole  minute  equipois'd  he  ftands, 
Till  praife  difmifs  him  with  her  echoing  hands! 
Refolv'd,  though  nature  hate  the  tedious  paufe,    . 
By  perfeverance  to  extort  applaufe. 
When  Romeo,  forrowing  at  his  Juliet's  doom. 
With  eager  madnefs  burfts  the  canvas  tomb. 
The  fudden  whirl,  ftretch'd  leg,  and  lifted  ftaff. 
Which  pleafe  the  vulgar,  make  the  critic  laugh. 

To  paint  the  paflion's  force,  and  mark  it  well, 
The  proper  adicn  nature's  Iclf  will  uli ; 


No  pleafing  pow'rs  diftortions  can  exprefs,       -^*>i] 
And  nicer  judgment  alway  lotlies  excels 
In  fock  or  bulkin,  who  o'erleaps  the  bound'', 
Difgufts  our  reafon,  and  the  tafle  confoundsiy.,. 

Of  all  the  evils  which  the  ftage  molulc, 
I  hate  your  fool  who  ovcra>5ls  his  jefl; 
Who  murders  what  the  poet  finely  writ. 
And)  like  a  bungler,  haggles  all  his  wit, 
With  Ihrug,  and  grin,  and  gcfture  out  of  placCj 
And  writes  a  foolifii  comment  with  his  face.       •     ' 
Old  Jobnfon  once,  though  Gibber's  ])erter  vein  *, 
But  meanly  groups  him  with  a  num'rous  train. 
With  fteady  face,  and  fober  huni'rous  niieji, 
Fill'd  the  ftrong  outlines  of  the  comic  fceue, 
What  was  writ  down,  with  decent  utt'iance  fpoke, 
Betray'd  ho  fymptom  of  the  confcious  joke  ; 
The  very  man  in  look,  in  voice,  in  air. 
And  though  upon  the  ftage,  appear 'd  no  play'r. 

The  word  and  ailion  fliould  conjointly  luit. 
But  adting  words  is  labour  too  minute. 
Grimace  will  ever  lead  the  judgment  wrong; 
While  fober  humour  marks  th'  impreflion  ftrong. 
Her  proper  traits  the  fist  attention  hie,  *• 

And  bring  me  clofer  to  the  poet's  wit ; 
With  her  delighted  o'er  each  fcene  I  go, 
Well-pleai'd,  and  not  alham'd  of  being  fo. 

But  let  the  generous  aiStor  ftill  forbear 
To  copy  features  with  a  mimic's  care  ! 
'Tis  a  poor  flcill  which  ev'ry  fool  can  reach, 
A  vile  flage-cuftom,  honour'd  in  the  breach- 
Worfe  as  more  clofe,  the  difingtnuous  art 
But  fliows  the  wanton  loofenels  of  the  heart* 
When  I  behold  a  wretch,  of  talents  mean, 
Drag  private  foibles  on  the  public  Icene, 
Forfaking  nature's  fair  and  open  road  » 

To  mark  fome  whim,  fomc  ftrange  peculiar  mode, 
Fir'd  with  difguft  I  lothe  his  fervile  plan, 
Defpife  the  mimic,  and  abhor  the  man. 
Go  to  the  lame,  to  hofpitals  repair. 
And  hunt  fer  humour  in  diftortion  there  ! 
Fill  up  the  meafure  of  the  motely  whim 
With  fhrug,  wink,  fnuffle,  and  convulfivc  limb  - 
Then  fhame  at  once,  to  pleafe  a  triflmg  age. 
Good  fenfe,  good  manners,  virtue,  and  the  ftage! 

'Tis  not  enough  the  voice  be  found  and  clear, 
'Tis  modulation  that  mult  chatm  the  ear. 
When  defperate  heroines  grieve  with  tedious  moan. 
And  whine  their  forrows  in  a  fee-faw  tone. 
The  fame  foft  founds  of  uninipaffioned  woes 
Can  only  make  the  yawning  hearers  doze. 

The  voice  all  modes  of  paiTion  can  exprefs. 
That  marks  the  proper  word  with  proper  ftrefs. 
But  none  emphatic  can  that  adtor  call. 
Who  lays  an  equal  emphafis  on  all. 

Some  o'er  the  tongue  tlie  labour'a  meafures  roll 
Slow  and  deiib'rate  as  the  parting  toll. 
Point  ev'ry  ftop,  mark  ev'ry  paufe  fo  ftrong, 
Their  words,  like  ftage-proceflTions  ftalk  along. 
All  affedtation  but  creates  difguft, 
And  e'en  in  fpeaking  we  may  feem  too  juft. 

Nor  proper,  Thornton,  can  thole  ibunds  appear         / 
Which  bring  not  numbers  to  thy  nicer  ear ; 
In  vain  for  them  the  pleafing  meafure  flows. 
Whole  recitation  runs  it  all  to  profe ; 

*  S:s  Cil/l/er's  Apology,  Zvo,  ^730. 
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Repeating  what  the  poet  fets  not  down, 
The  verb  disjointing;  fiom  its  friendly  noun, 
"While  paufe,  and  break,  and  repetition  join 
To  make  a  difcord  in  each  tuneful  line. 

Some  placid  natures  fill  th'  allotted  fcene 
With  lifelefs  drone,  infipid  and  ferene; 
While  others  thunder  ev'ry  couplet  o'er, 
And  almoft  crack  your  ears  with  rant  and  roar. 
More  nature  oft  and  finer  flrokes  are  ftiown, 
In  the  low  whifper  than  tempeftunus  tone. 
And  Hamlet's  hollow  voice  and  fixt  amazd, 
More  powerful  terror  to  the  mind  conveys, 
Than  he,  who,  fwoi'n  with  big  impetuous  rage, 
Bullies  the  bulky  phantom  off  the  ftage. 

He,  who  in  earneft  ftudies  o'er  his  part. 
Will  find  true  nature  cling  about  his  heart. 
The  modes  of  grief  are  not  included  all 
In  the  white  handkerchief  and  mournful  drawl ; 
A  fingle  look  more  marks  th'  internal  woe, 
Than  ail  the  windings  of  the  lengthen'd  Oh. 
Up  to  the  face  the  quick  fenfation  flies. 
And  darts  its  meaning  from  the  fpeaking  eyes; 
Love,  tranfport,  madnefs,  aneer,  fcorn,  defpair, 
And  all  the  pafllons,  all  the  foul  is  there. 

In  vain  Ophelia  gives  her  flowrets  round, 
And  with  her  ftraws  fantaftic  flrews  the  ground, 
In   vain   now   fings,  now   heaves  the   dcfp'rate 

figh, 
If  phrenzy  fit  not  in  the  troubled  eye. 
In  Gibber's  look  commanding  forrows  fpeak. 
And  call  the  tear  fafl  trick'ling  down  my  cheek. 

There  is  a  fault  which  flirs  the  critic's  rage; 
A  want  of  due  att,ention  on  the  ftage. 
1  have  feen  atSor-,  and  admir'd  ones  too, 
Whofe  tongues  wound  up  fet  forward  from  their 

cue ; 
In  their  own  fpeech  who  whine,  or  roar  away. 

Yet  feem  unmov'd  at  what  the  reft  may  fay ; 

Whofe  eyes   and  thoughts   on  difT'rent  objeds 
roam. 

Until  the  prompter's  voice  recal  them  home. 
Diveft  yourfelf  of  hearers,  if  ym  can, 

And  flrive  to  fpeak,  and  be  the  very  man. 

Why  fliould  the  well-bred  aiftor  wifh  to  know 

Who  fits  above  to-night,  c  r  who  below  ? 

So,  'mid  th'  harmonic-us  tones  of  grief  or  rage, 

Italian  fq'.,!i!er    oft  diforace  the  ftage ; 

When,  with   a  fimp'ring  leer,  and   bow  pro- 
found. 

The  fqueakiiig  Cyrus  greets  the  boxes  round ; 

Or  proud  Mandane,  of  imperial  race, 

Familiar  drops  a  curt'fie  to  her  grace. 
To  fuit  the  drcfs  demands  the  a<5tor's  art. 

Yet  there  are  thole  who  over-drefs  the  part. 

To  fome  prefcriptive  right  gives  fettled  things. 

Black  wigs  to  murd'rers,  feather'd  hats  to  kings. 

But  Michael  Caflio  might  be  drunk  enough. 

Though  all  bis  features  were  not  grim'd  with 
fnufr. 

Why  fliould  Poll  Peachum  thine  in  fatin  clothes  ? 

Why  ev'ry  devil  dance  in  fcarlet  hofe  ? 

But  in  ftage  cnftoms  what  offends  mc  mofk 

Is  the  llip-docr,  and  H'wly-rifing  ghoft. 

Tell  me,  nor  count  ti.e  queftion  too  fevere. 

Why  need  the  difnial  powdcr'd  forms  appear  ? 


When  chilling  horrors  (hake  th'  affrighted  king. 
And  guilt  torments  him  with  her  fcorpion  fting; 
When  keeneft  feelings  at  his  bofom  pull, 
And  fancy  tells  him  that  the  feat  is  full; 
Why  need  the  ghoft  ufurp  the  monarch's  place, 
To  frighten  children  with  his  mealy  face  ? 
The  king  alone  fliould  form  the  phantom  there. 
And  talk  and  tremble  at  the  vacant  chair, 

If  Belvidera  her  lov'd  lofs  deplore. 
Why  for  twin  fpedres  burfts  the  yawning  floor? 
When  with  diforder'd  ftarts,  and  horrid  cries, 
She  paints  the  murder'd  forms  before  her  eyes, 
And  ftill  purfues  them  with  a  frantic  ftare, 
Tis  pregnant  madnefs  brings  the  viCons  there. 
More  inftant  horror  would  enforce  the  fcene 
If  all  her  fliudd'rings  were  at  fhapes  unfeeu. 

Poet  and  aAor  thus,  with  blendid  Ikill, 
Mould  all  our  pafTions  to  their  inftant  will  ; 
'Tis  thus  when  feeling  Garrick  treads  the  ftage, 
(The  fpeaking  comment  of  his  Shakfpeare's  page) 
Oft  as  I  drink  the  words  with  greedy  ears, 
I  fhake  with  horror,  or  difiblve  with  tears. 

O,  ne'er  may  folly  feize  the  throne  of  tafte, 
Nor  dullnefs  lay  the  realms  of  genius  wafte  1 
No  bouncing  crackers  ape  the  thund'rers  fire. 
No  tumbler  float  upon  the  bending  wire  '. 
More  natural  ufes  to  the  ftage  belong 
Than  tumblers,  monfters,  pantomime,  or  fong. 
For  other  purpofe  was  that  fpot  dcfign'd  ; 
To  purge  the  paflians,  and  reform  the  mind. 
To  give  to  nature  all  the  force  of  art, 
And,  while  it  charms  the  ear,  to  mend  the  heart. 
Thornton,  to  thee  I  dare  with  truth  commend 
The  decent  ftage  as  virtue's  natural  friend. 
Though  oft  debas'd  with  fcenes  profane  and  loofe. 
No  reafon  weighs  againft  its  proper  ufe. 
Though  the  lewd  prieft  his  facred  function  Ihame, 
Religion's  perfect  law  is  ftill  the  fame. 

Shall  they,  who  trace  the  paffions  from  their 
rife, 
Show  fcorn  her  features,  her  own  image  vice  ? 
Who  teach  the  mind  its  proper  force  to  fcan. 
And  hold  the  faithful  mirror  up  to  man  ; 
Shall  their  profefiion  e'er  provoke  difdain. 
Who  ftand  the  foremoft  ir  the  moral  train. 
Who  lend  refledtion  all  the  grace  of  art. 
And  ftrike  the  precept  home  upon  the  heart  ? 

Yet,  haplefs  anift  ;   though  thy  Ikill  can  raife 
The  burfting  peal  of  univerlal  praife  ; 
Though  at  thy  betk  applaufe  delighted  ftands. 
And  lifts,  Briareus'  like,  her  hundred  hands; 
Know,  fame  awards  thee  but  a  partial  breath  ! 
Not  all  thy  talents  brave  the  ftroke  of  death. 
Poets  to  ages  yet  unborn  appeal. 
And  lateft  times  th'  eternal  nature  feel. 
Though   blended  here  the   praife   of  bard   and 

play'r. 
While  more  than  half  becomes  the  atSor's  (hare^ 
Reientlefs  death  untwifts  the  mipgled  fame. 
And  finks  the  player  in  the  poet's  name. 
The  pliant  mufcles  of  the  various  face. 
The  mien  that  gave  each  fenteoce  flrength  and 

grace. 
The  tuneful  voice,  the  eye  thatfpole  the  tnind^ 
Are  gone,  nor  leave  %  fingle  trace  behind- 


/ 
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THE  LAW  STUDENT  *. 

TO  GEORGE  COLMAN,  ESC^.. 

Quid  tibi  cum  Cirrhi  ?  quid  cum  Pcrmeflldos 
unda  ?  Romanuni  propius  dividufque  Forum 
eft.  Mart. 

Now  Chrift-Church  left,  and  fixt  at  Lincoln's  Inn, 
Th'  important  ftudies  of  the  law  begin; 
Now  groan  the  Shelves  beneath  th'  utiUfual  charge 
Of  records,  ftatutes,  and  reports  at  large. 
Each  claffic  author  fecks  his  peaceful  nook. 
And  modeft  Virgil  yields  his  place  to  Coke. 
No  more,  yc  bards,  for  vain  precedence  hope, 
But  even  Jacob  take  the  lead  of  Pope  I 

While  the  pil'd  (helves  fink  down  on  one  ano- 
ther, 
And  each  huge  folio  has  its  cumb'rous  brother, 
While,  arm'd  with  thefe,  the  fludcnt  views  with 

awe 
His  rooms  become  th^  magazine  of  law. 
Say  whence  fo  few  fucceed  ?  where  thoufands  aim. 
So  few  e'er  reach  the  promis'd  goal  of  fame  ? 
Say  why  Caecilius  quits  a  gainful  trade 
For  regimentals,  fword,  and  fmart  cockade  ? 
Or  Sextus  why  his  firft  profeflion  leaves 
For   narrower  band,  plain   ftiirt,    and   pudding 
fleeves  ? 

The  depth'  of  law  afks  ftudy,  thought,  and  care  ; 
Shall  we  feek  thefe  in  rich  Alonzo's  heir  ? 
Such  diligence,  alas  !   is  feldom  found 
In  the  brjfk  heir  to  forty  thoufand  pound. 
Wealth,  that  excufes  folly,  floth  creates. 
Few  who  can  fpend  e'er  learn  to  get  eftates. 
What  is  to  him  dry  cafe,  or  dull  report, 
Who  ftudies  fafhions  at  the  inns  of  court ; 
And  proves  that  thing  of  emptinefs  and  fhow, 
That  mungrel,  half-form'd  thing,  a  temple-beau  ? 
Obferve  him  daily  faunt'ring  up  and  down, 
In  purple  flippers,  and  in  filken  govt-n ; 
Lall  night's  debauch  his  morning  converfation, 
The  coming  all  his  evening  preparation. 

By  law  let  others  toil  to  gain  renown  1 
Fiorjo's  a  gentleman,  a  man  o'  th'  town. 
He  nor  courts  clients,  or  the  law  regarding; 
Hurries  from  Nando's  down  to  Covent-Garden  : 
Yet  he's  a  fcholar; — mark  him  in  the  pit 
With  critic  catcall  found  the  flops  of  wit  ! 
Supreme  at  George's  he  harangues  the  throng, 
Cenfor  of  ilyle  from  tragedy  to  fong  : 
Him  ev'ry  willing  views  with  fecret  awe. 
Deep  in  the  drama,  fhallow  in  the  law. 

Others  there  are,  who,  ind' lent  and  vain, 
Contemn  the  fcience  they  can  ne'er  attain  : 
"Who  write,  and  read,  but  all  by  fits  and  ftarts, 
And  varnifli  folly  with  the  name  of  parts; 
Truft  all  to  genius,  for  they  fcorn  to  pore. 
Till  e'en  that  little  genius  is  no  mi.re. 

Knowledge  in  law  care  only  can  attain, 
Where  honour's  purchas'd  at  the  price  of  pain. 

*  In  the  preface  to  Caiman's  profe,  that  gentleman 
elaims  the  prefent  performance^  and  fays  that  it  ivas 
oiven  to  our  author  to  Jill  up  a  volume  of  poems  publijh- 
cd  by  ftihfcriptkn. 


If,  loit'ring,  up  th'  afcent  you  ceafe  to  dimb, 
No  ftarts  of  labour  can  redeem  the  time. 
Induftrious  ftudy  wins  by  flow  degrees. 
True  fons  of  Coke  can  ne'er  be  fons  at  eafe. 

There  are,  whom  love  of  poetry  has  fmie. 
Who,  blind  to  intereft,  arrant  dupes  to  wit, 
Have  wandered  devious  in  the  pleafing  mad, 
With  Attic  flowers  and  claflic  wreaths  beftrew'd: 
Wedded  to  verfe,  embrac'd  the  mufe  for  life, 
And  ta'en,  like  modern  bucks,  their  whores  t» 

wife.  ' 

Where'er  the  mufe  ufurps  defpotic  fway, 
All  other  ftudies  muft  of  force  give  way, 
Int'reft  in  vain  puts  in  her  prudent  claim, 
Nonfuited  by  the  pow'rful  plea  of  fame. 
As  well  you  might  weigh  lead  againft  a  feather^ 
As  ever  jumble  wit  and  law  together. 
On  I.yttleton  Coke  gravsly  thus  remarks, 
(Remember  this,  ye  rhyming  temple  fparks)! 
"   In  all  our  author's  tenures,  be  it  noted, 
"  This  is  the  fourth  time  any  verfe  is  quoted." 
Which,  'gainft  the  mufe  and  verfe,  may  well  imply 
What  lawyers  call  a  noli  profequi. 

Quit  then,  dear  George,  O  quit  the  barren  field. 
Which  neither  profit  nor  reward  can  yield  ! 
What  though  the  fprightly  fcene,  well  acSted,  draws 
From  unpack'd  Engliftimen  unbrib'd  applaufe. 
Some  monthly  Grub,  fome  Dennis  of  the  age, 
In  print  cries  fhame  on  the  degen'rate  ftage  *. 
If  haply  Churchill  ftrive  with  generous  aim, 
To  fan  the  fparks  of  genius  to  a  flame  ; 
If  all  unask'd,  unknowing,  and  unknown, 
By  noting  thy  defert,  he  jrove  his  own  ; 
Envy  ftiall  ftraight  to  Hamilton's  repair, 
And  vent  her  fpleen,  and  gall,  and  venom  there. 
Thee,  and  thy  works,  and  all  thy  friends  decry. 
And  boldly  print  and  publifti  a  rank  lie. 
Swear  your  own  hand  the  flatt'ringlikenefsdrcWj 
Swear  your  own  breath  fame's  partial  trumpet 
blew. 

Well  I  remember  oft  your  friends  have  faid, 
(Friends,  whom  the  fureft  maxims  ever  led) 
Turn  parfon,  Colman,  that's  the  way  to  thrive: 
Your  parfons  are  the  happieft  men  alive. 
Judges,  there  are  but  twelve,  and  never  more, 
But  ftalls  untold,  and  bifliops,  twenty-four. 
Of  pride  and  claret,  floth  andven'fon  full. 
Yon  prelate  mark,  right  reverend  and  dull ! 
He  ne'er,  good  man,  need  penfive  vigils  keep 
To  preach  his  audience  once  a  week  to  fleep  ; 
On  rich  preferments  battens  at  his  eafe, 
Nor  fweatsfor  tithes,  as  lawyers  toil  for  fees. 

Thus  they  advis'd.     I  know  thee  better  far; 
And  cry,  ftick  clofe,  dear  Colman,  to  the  bar  1 
If  genius  warm  thee,  where  can  genius  call 
For  nobler  acStion  than  in  yonder  hall  I 


*  See  the  very  curious  and  veryfimilar  criticifms  ea 
the  comedy  of  the  Jealous  Wife,  in  tivo  Revieivs,  toge- 
ther ixiith  the  mofi  malicious  and  infolent  attack  on  the 
•writer ,  and  the  author  of  this  colleSiion,  in  the  Critical 
Re-vie-w  for  March  ;  an  injury  poorly  repaired  by  a 
lame  apology  in  the  Rtvietv  for  the  fucceeding  monih^ 
cintaining  Jrjh  infults  on  one  of  the  injured  parties. 
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THE  WORKS   OF  LLOYD. 


'Tis  ooticnougK  earh.  morn,  on  term's  approach, 
To  club  your  legal  threepence  for  a  coach; 
Then  at  the  hail  to  take  your  Clent  ftand. 
With  ink-horn  arid  long  note-book  in  your  hand, 
Markinjj  grav-eferjcaiits  cite  each  wife  report. 
And  npting  down  lage  didiums  from  the  court, 
With  overwhelming  brow,  and  law-learn'd  face. 
The  index  of  your  book  of  common-place. 

Thefe  are;  mere  drudges,  that  can  only  plod, 
Ap4  tread  the  path  their  dull  forefathers  trod, 
Doom'd  through  law's  maze,  without  a  clue,  to 

range, 
Ttomjicond  yernon  down  lofecond  Strange. 
Do  thou.uplift  thine  eyes  to  happier  wits ! 
Dulnefs  no  longer  on  the  woolpackfits; 
No  longer  on  the  drawling  dronifh  herd 
Are  the  firft  honours  of  the  law  confer'd ; 
But  they  Whofe  fame  reward's  due  tribute  draws. 
Whofe  a<5iive  merit  challenges  applaufe. 
Like  glorious  beacons,  are  fet  high  to  view. 
To  mark  the  paths  which  genius  fliould  purfue. 

O  f or  thy  fpirit,  Mansfield  !   at  thy  name 
What  bbfom  glows  not  with  an  adive  flame  ? 
Alone  from  jargon  born  to  refcue  law, 
From  precedent,  grave  hum,  and  formal  faw  1 
To  ftrip  chican'ry  of  its  vam  pretence. 
And  marry  common  law  to  common  fenfe ! 

Pr.\tt*!  on  thy  lips  perfuafion  ever  hung  ! 
Englifh  falls,  pure  as  manna,  from  thy  tongue  ; 
On  thy  voice  truth  may  reft,  and  on  thy  plea 
Unerring  Henley  f  found  the  jufl:  decree. 

Henley  !  than  whom,  to  Hardvvicke's  well- 
rais'd  fame. 
No  worthier  fecond  Royal  George  cou'd  name  : 
No  lawyer  of  prerogative  ;  no  tool 
Fafhion'd  in  black  corruption's  pliant  fchool; 
Form'd  'twixt  the  people  and  the  crown  to  ftand. 
And  hold  the  fcales  of  right  with  even  hand  1 

True  to  our  hopes,  and  equal  to  his  birth, 
See,  fee  in  Yorke  \  the  force  of  lineal  worth  ! 

But  why  their  fev'ral  merits  need  I  tell 
Why  on  each  honour'd  fage's  praifes  dwell 
WiLMOT  §    how   well  his  place,    or  Foster  [j 

fill.  ? 
Or    fhrew'd    fenfe    beaming    from    the    eye    of 

WlLLES«[  .•" 

Such,  while  thou  feeft  the  public  care  engage, 
Their  fame  increaling  with  increafing  age, 
Rais'd  by  true  genius,  bred  in  Phoebus'  fchool, 
Whofe  warmth  of  foul  found  judgment  knew  to 

cool ; 
—With  fuch  illuftrioiis  proofs  before  your  eyes, 
Think  not,  my  friend,  you've  too  much  wit  to 

rife, 

*  Afterwards  Earl  Camden. 

\   After-wards  Earl  of  Norihington. 

\  Charles  Tarte,  EJq.  feeond  fan  of  Lord  Hard- 
•w'tcke. 

§  Sir  foLn  Eardky  IVilmot,  aflernvards  Chief 
^ufiice  of  the  Common  I'leas. 

II  Sir  M-ichael  Ffler,  one  of  the  Judges  of  the  King's 
£encb. 

^  ^ir  y»bn  IVilUs,  Chief  Jujiice  of  the  Common 
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Think  of  the  bench,  the  coif,  long  robe,  and  fee* 
And  leave  the  prcfs  to  *********  **•  *«  *• 

THE  POETRY  PROFESSORS. 

Old  England  has  not  loft  her  pray'r. 

And  George,  (thank  Heav'n  !)  has  got  an  heir. 

A  royal  babe,  a  Prince  of  Wales. 

— Poets  1    I  pity  all  your  nails — 

What  reams  of  paper  will  be  fpoii'd  ', 

What  gradufet  be  daily  foil'd 

By  inky  fingers,  greafy  thumbs. 

Hunting  the  word  that  never  comes! 

Now  .academics  pump  their  wits. 
And  lafli  in  vain  their  lazy  tits  ; 
In  vain  they  whip,  and  flafli,  and  fpur, 
The  callous  jades  will  never  ftir; 
Nor  can  they  reach  ParnaJJ'us'  hill. 
Try  every  method  which  they  will. 
Nay,  fhould  the  tits  get  on  for  once, 
Each  rider  is  io grave  a  dunce. 
That, -as  I've  heard  good  judges  fay, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  they'd  lofc  their  way; 
Though  not  one  wit  beftrides  the  back 
Of  ufeful  drudge,  ycleped  hack. 
But  fine  l/rcd  things  of  mettled  blood, 
Pick'd  from  Apollo's  rqyaljlud. 
Greek,  Roman,  nay  Arabian  fteeds, 
Or  thole  our  mother  country  breeds ; 
Some  ride  ye  in,  and  ride  ye  out,   ■ 
And  to  come  home  go  round  about, 
Nor  on  the  green  fwerd,  nor  the  road, 
And  that  I  think  they  call  an  Ode. 
Some  take  the  pleafant  country  air. 
And  fmack  their  whips  and  drive  a  pair. 
Each  horfe  with  bells  which  clink  and  chiirie. 
And  fo  thiy  march---and  that  is  rhyme. 
Some  copy  with  prodigious  Ikill 
The  figures  of  a  buttery-bill. 
Which,  with  great  folks  of  erudition, 
Shall  pafs  for  Coptic  or  Fhcenician. 
While  fome,  as  ^^z/r/W  love  prevails, 
To  compliment  a  prince  of  Waltt, 
Salute  the  royal  babe  in  IVe/Jh, 
And  fend  iorth. gutturals  like  a  belch. 

What  pietty  things  imagination 
Will  fritter  out  in  adulation! 
The  Pagan  gods  fliall  viiit  earth, 
To  triumph  in  a  Chriftians  birth. 
While  cljffio  poets,  pure  and  chafte, 
Oi  trim  and  academic  TASTE, 
Shall  lug  them  in  by  head  and  fhoulders. 
To  be  or  fpeaiers,  or  beholders. 
Mars  (hail  prefcnt  him  with  a  lance, 
To  humble  Spain  and  conquer  France ; 
The  Graces,  buxom,  blithe  and  gay. 
Shall  atliis  cradle  dance  the  Hay ; 
And  Venus,  with  her  train  of  Loves^j 
Shall  bring  a  thoufand  pair  of  doves 
To  bill,  to  coo,  to  whine,  to  fqueak, 
Through  all  the  dialeils  of  GreeL 
How  m^ny  fivuins  of  daflic  breed. 
Shall  diftly  tune  their  oaien  reed. 
And  bring  their  Boric  nymphato  town_) 
To  fing  their  mealures  ///>  and  dovjn.^     ^ 


POEMS. 


as 


In  notes  alternate,  clear,  and  fwcet, 

Like  ballad  fingers  in  a  I^ret-t. 

While  thcfc-  who  grafp  at  reputation, 

From  imitating  imitation. 

Shall  hunt  each  cranny,  nook,  and  creek, 

"Bor precious  fragments  in  the  Gre^i, 

And  ro6  tie  /pit al,  and  the  luafle. 

For  fenfe,  and  fentirncnt,  and  '■afle. 

What  Latin  hodgepodge   Grecian  bajh. 
With  Hebrew  roots,  and  Enjilifli  trajh. 
Shall  academic  coi>ks  pnvduce 
For  prefent  fliovv  and  future  ufe  '. 
Fellows  '  who've  foak'd  away  their  knowledge, 
\njlecpy  refidence  at  college  ; 
Whole  lives  are  like  a  ftajjnant  pool, 
Muddy  and  placid,  dull  and  cool ; 
Mere  drinking,  eating  ;  eating,  drinking  ; 
With  no  impertHience  of  thinking; 
Who  lack  no  farther  erudition. 
Than  jurt  tc^fet  an  impoiition 
To  cramp,  demolilh,  and  difpirit. 
Each  true  begotten  child  of  merit ; 
Confers,  who,  in  the  day's  broad  light, 
Punifh  the  vice  they  a6t  at  night ; 
Whofe  charity  withyj^y  brgins, 
Nor  covers  others  venial  fins ; 
But  that  their  feet  may  fafcly  tread. 
Take  up  hypocrify  inftead. 
As  knowing  that  muft  always  hide 
A  multitude  of  fins  bcfide  ; 
Whofe  rufty  wit  is  at  a  Hand, 
Without  T\.frejh  man  at  their  hand  ; 
(Whofe  fervice  muft  of  courfe  create 
The  jufl  return  of  fev'nfcld  hate) 
Lord  !  that  fuch  good  and  ufeful  men 
Should  ever  turn  to  books  agcn. 

Yet  matter  muft  be  gravely  plann'd. 
And  fyllables  on  fingers  fcann  d. 
And  rackin-j  pangs  rend  lab'ring  head. 
Till  lady  mufe  is  brought-to-bed  : 
What  hunting,  changing,  toiling,  fvveating, 
To  bring  the  ufual  epithet  in  ! 
Where  the  cranipt  meafure  kindly  fliows 
It  -will  be  vcrfe,  hut  Jiotild  be  profe. 
So,  when  its  neither  light  nor  dark, 
To  "prentice  fpruce,  or  lawyer's  clerk, 
The  nymph.  wht>  takes  her  nightly  itand 
At  fome  fly  corner  in  the  Strand, 
Plump  in  the  cheft,  tight  in  the  boddice, 
Seems  to  the  eye  a  perfecft  goddcfs; 
But  canvafs'd  more  mmutely  o'er. 
Turns  out  an  old,  ftale,  batter'd  whore. 

Yet  muft  thefe  fonsof  gowned  eass, 
Proud  of  the  plumage  o{ degrees, 
Forfake  their  apatuy  a  while. 
To  figure  in  the  Roman  ftyle, 
And  oiler  incenfe  at  tlie  flirine 
Oi  Lai  \N  Pqeiry  diiiiiie. 

Upon  a  throne  the  goddefs  fits, 
Surrounded  by  her  6ii!iy  wits  ; 
Fabricius,  Cooper   Calepine, 
AiNswoR  rmus,  Fabes,  Constantjne  ; 
And  he,  who  like  Dodona  fpoke, 
Dfi  Sacra  Quercu,  Holyoake  ; 
Thefe  are  her  counfellars  of  ftate. 
Men  of  much  \Ycrdj,  and  wits  of  iveight; 
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Here  GradCS,  full  n^  pur  a  fa  ch^er. 
Lord  of  her  treafury  for  ever. 
With  liberal  hand  his  bounty  deals  ; 
Si!i  Cento  Keeper  of  the  Seals. 
Next  to  t'le  perfon  of  the  queen, 
Old  madam  Prosody  is  feen ; 
Talking  irceflant.  although  dumb, 
Upon  her  fingers  to  her  thumb. 

And  all  around  iier  portraits  hung 
Of  heroes  in  the  Latin  tongue  ; 
Italian,  Englifi,  German^  Frencl, 
Who  moft  liiboroufly  entrenih 
In  deep  parade  of  language  dead. 
What  would  riot  in  their  c-j.'n  be  read, 
Wi'hont  impeachment  of  that  Taste, 
Which  Latin  Ioium  turns  to  chajle. 
Santolius  here,  whofe  flljipant  joke, 
Sought  refuge  in  a  Roman  cloke  : 
With  dull  CoMMiRius  at  his  iide, 
In  all  the  pomp  of  Jtfuit  pride. 
Menage,  the  pcdaiit  figur'd  there, 
A  trillcr  with  a  folenin  air  : 
And  there  in  loofc.  unfeemly  view, 
The  gracelefs,  cafy  Loveling  too. 

Tishere  grave  poets  urge  their  claim, 
For  feme  thin  blaft  of  tiny  fame  ; 
Here  bind  their  temples  drunk  with  praife, 
With  half  a  fprig  of  %ulth;r'd  ba)'s. 

O  poet,  if  that  hoiiour'd  name 
B.'fits  fuch  idle  childifti  aim; 
If  ViRGiL  alk  thyfacred  care, 
If  HouACE  charm  thee,  Oh,  forbear 
To  fpoil  with  facrcligeous  hand 
The  glories  of  tiie  Classic  l^nd  I 
Nor  (ow  thy  dowlas  on  the  Satin, 
Of  fZi^/r  ptire  uncorrupted  Latin. 

Better  be  native  in  thy  verfe, 

What  is  FiN'GAL  but  genuine  Erfe  ? 

Which  all  fublime  fonorous  flows, 

Like  Hervey's  thoughts  in  drunken  profe. 

Hail,  Scotland,  hail,  to  thee  belong 
All  puw'rs,  but  moft  the  pow'rs  of  fong; 
Whether  the  rude  unpolifh'd£r/i' 
Stalk  in  the  buckram  profe  or  iierfe. 
Or  bonny  Ramsay  pleale  thee  mo'. 
Who  fung  fae  Iweetlv  aiu  his  woe. 
If  ought  (and  fay  who  knows  fo  well) 
The  fecoad-fighted  mufe  can  tell, 
Tlie  happy  LAi-t^Ds  fliall  iaugh  and  fing. 
When  England's  Genius  droops  his  wing. 

So  fhall  thy  foil  new  wealth  difclofe. 
So  thy  own  thistle  choke  the  rose. 
But  what  comes  here  ?  Mcthinks  I  fee 

A  ivalking  univerfity. 

See  how  they  prefs  to  crofs  the  Tweed, 

Ard  ftrain  their  limbs  with  eager  fpeed  ! 

While  ScoTL.iND,  Irom  htr  fertile  fhore, 

Cries,  On  my  fons,  return  no  more. 
Hither  they  hafte  wirh  willing  tnind. 

Nor  caft  one  longing  look  behind; 

On  ten-foe  carriage  to  fa'.ute, 

The  k- ,  and  q n,  and  Earl  of  Bute. 

No  more  tlie  gallant  northern  ions 

Spcut  forth  their  ftrings  of  Latin  puns; 

Nor  courfe  all  languages  to  frame, 

The  cjuibble  fuitcd  to  their  nam.e ; 
Rr 
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As  when  their  ancefiors  ie-verj'J, 

That  ff/amuj  Stuart,  James  the  First. 

But  with  that  elocution's  grace, 

l^.at  oiatorial  flalhy  luce, 

\Vhich  the  fani'd  Iii/i  ToMMir  Poff, 

Would  fow  on  fef;t;men:al^«.j^; 

Twaii;;  with  a  fweet  pronunciation, 

The  fiow'rsof  bold  iivaginatioi). 

JvlAcriiERSoN  leads  the  •flam in pt  van, 

Laird  ol  the  ne'U'  Firjgalian  clan  ; 

Wliile  Jacket  Home  brings  up  the  rear, 

W"ith  r.cw-j^ot  peniion  neat  and  clear 

Three  hundred  Englifi  pounds  a-year. 

While  fifter  Peg,  oi:r  ancient  Friend, 

i'ends  M/.cs  and  Donalds  without  end  ; 

To  George  awhile  they  tune  their  lays, 

Then  all  their  choral  voices  raife, 

To  heap  their  panegyric  wit  on 

Th'  iliuflrious  chief,  and  our  North  Briton. 

Hail  to  the  I'iiane,  whofe/a/W<-/  flcill 
Can  break  all  natior.b  to  his  will; 
Mafter  of  fciences  and  arts, 
Mjecin'as  to  all  men  of  parts; 
Wiicfe  fofl'ring  hand,  and  ready  wit, 
Shall  fjfld  us  all  in  places  fit ; 
So  Iliad  thy  friends  no  longer  roam, 
Eut  change  to  meet  a  fettled  home. 
Hail  mighty  Tiiane,  for  ScoTtAND  bora. 
To  fill  her  almofi  empty  horn  : 
H-il  to  [hy  ancient  glorious ^'?fCT,    ■ 
XoT  THEY  from  iings^Bvr  kings  from  them. 

THE  CIT'S  COUNTRY  BOX,  1757. 

"  Vos  fapere  et  folos  aio  bene  vivere,  quorum, 
'•  Conlpicitur  nitidis  fundata  pecunia  villis." 

Hon. 

The  wealthy  Cir,  grown  old  in  trade,  - 
Kow  wifhcs  for  the  rural  fhade. 
And  buckles  to  his  one-horfe  chair, 
Old  Dcboltt,  or  the  founder' J  mare; 
While  wedg'd  in  cLfcly  by  his  fide. 
Sits  Madam,  his  unwieldy  bride. 
With  yc:-cly  on  a  flool  hefcire  'em, 
And  out  they  jog  in  d\ic  decorur.i. 
Scarce  paft.  the  turnpike  half  a  mile, 
Kov/  all  the  country  feems  to  fm.ile  I 
And  as  they  flowly  jog  together. 
The  Cit  commends  the  road  and  weather ; 
While  madam  doats  upnn  the  trees. 
And  longs  forev'ry  houfe  flic  fees, 
Admires  its  views,  its  fituation. 
And  thus  file  opens  her  oration. 

What  fignify  the  loads  rif  wealrh. 
Without  that  richeft  jewel,  health  ? 
txcufe  the  fondncfs  of  a  wife, 
Who  doats  upon  your  precious  life  ! 
Such  ceafelcls  toil,  fuch  conftant  care. 
Is  more  than  htman  flrength  can  bear. 
One  may  obJ'orve  it  in  your  face- 
Indeed,  my  dear,  you  break  apace  : 
And  nothing  can  your  health  repair, 
But  exercifc  and  country  air. 
Sir  Traffic  has  a  houfe,  you  know', 
About  a  mile  fiom  Cheney-Row  i 


He's  a  good  man,  indeed  ''tis  tru(?, 
But  nor  fo  tvarm,  my  dear,  as  you  : 
And  folks  are  always  apt  to  fneer — 
One  would  not  be  out-done  my  dear  ! 

Sir  Traffic's  name  fo  well  apply'd 
Awak'd  his  brother  m.erchant's  pride  ; 
And  Thrif:y,  who  had  all  his  lite 
Paid  utmiift  deference  to  his  wife. 
Confefs'd  her  argumenti  had  reafrni, 
.\nd  by  th'  approaching  fummer  feafon. 
Draws  a  few  hundreds  from  the  flocks, 
Aiid  purchafes  his  country  box. 

Some  three  or  four  mile  out  of  town, 
(  An  hour's  ride  will  bring  you  down,) 
He  fixes  on  his  choice  abode, 
Not  half  a  furlong  from  the  road: 
And  fo  convenient  does  it  lay. 
The  ftagespafs  itev'ry  day  : 
And  then  fo  fnug,  fo  mighty  pretty, 
To  have  an  houfe  fo  near  the  city  ! 
Take  but  your  place:-^  at  the  Boar 
You're  fet  down  at  the  very  door. 

Well  then,  fuppofe  them  fix'd  at  lafr, 
White-wafhing,  painting,  fcrubbing  paf:. 
Hugging  themfclves  in  eafe  and  clover. 
With  all  the  fufs  of  moving  over; 
Lo,  a  nev/  heap  of  whims  are  bred  '. 
And  wanton  in  my  lady's  head.  :  . 

Well  to  be  fure,  it  rauft  be  own'd. 
It  is  a  charming  fpct  of  ground  ; 
So  fweet  ^  diilaiice  for  a  rice. 
And  all  about  fo  countrijled  ! 
'  Fwould  come  but  to  a  trifling  price 
To  nxike  i:  quite  a  paradife  ; 
\  cannot  bear  thofe  nally  rails, 
Thofe  ugly  broken  mouldy  pales  : 
Suppofe,  my  dear,  inftead  of  thefe, 
We  build  a  railing,  all  Chinefe. 
Although  one  hates  to  be  expos'd  ; 
'Tib  difnral  to  be  thus  enclos'd; 
One  hardly  any  objed:  fees — 
I  wifh  you'd  fell  thofe  odious  trees. 
Objeifls  continual  pafiing  by 
Were  foniethirg  to  amufs  the  eye. 
But  to  be  pent  within  the  walls— 
One  might  as  well  be  at  St.  Paul's. 
Our  houfe,  beholders  would  adore, 
V.'zi-  there  a  level  lawn  before. 
Nothing  its  views  to  incommode. 
But  quite  laid  open  to  the  toad  ; 
While  ev'ry  trav'ler  in  amaze, 
Si  ou!d  on  onr  little  mani'ion  gaze. 
And  pointing  to  the  choice  retreat. 
Cry,  that's  Sir  Thrifty'^  country  feat. 
No  doubt  htr  arguments  prevail. 
For  mada.ni's  taste  can  never  fail. 

Bleft  age  I  when  all  men  may  procur^j 
The  title  of  a  ccnnoilTeur ; 
When  noble  and  ignoble  herd. 
Are  govern'd  by  a  fingle  word  ; 
Thrugh,  like  the  royal  German  dames. 
It  bears  an  hundred  Chriftian  names; 
As  genius,  fancy,  judgment,  gout. 
Whim,  caprice,  je-ne-fcai-quoi,  virtu 
Which  apvcllatioi:s  all  defcribe 
I'aste,  and  the  modern  tajle/ul  tribe 
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Now  bricklayV?,  carpenters,  and  joiners, 
With  Chinefe  artifts,  and  defigiiers, 
Produce  their  fchemes  of  aheration, 
To  work  this  wond'rous  reformation. 
The  ufeful  dome,  which  fecrct  ftt)od, 
Embofom'd  in  the  yew-tree's  wood, 
The  trav'ler  with  amaze. neiit  fees 
A  temple,  Gothic,  or  Chinefe, 
"With  many  a  bell,  and  tawdry  rag  on, 
And  crefted  with  a  fpravvliDg  dragon  ; 
A  wooden  arth  is  btnt  aftride 
A  ditch  of  water,  four  foot  wide, 
"U'ith  angles,  curves,  and  zit!:zag  lines, 
From  halfpenny's  exadl  deligns. 
In  front,  a  level  lawn  is  fccn. 
Without  a  fhrub  upon  the  green, 
Where  tafte  would  want  its  firfl  great  law, 
But  for  the  fknlking,  fly  ha-ba. 
By  whofe  miraculous  affiftanre, 
You  gain  a  profpeA  two  fields  diftance. 
And  now  from  Hyde-Paik  corner  come 
The  gods  of  Athens,  and  of  Rome- 
Here  fquabby  Cupids  take  their  places. 
With  Venus,  and  the  clumfy  graces  : 
Apollo  there,  with  aim  fo  clever, 
Stretches  his  leaden  bow  for  ever ; 
And  there  without  the  pow'r  to  lly, 
Stands  fix'd  a  tip-tne  Mercury. 

The  villa  thus  completely  grac'd. 
All  own  that  Thrifty  has  a  taite  ; 
And  madam's  female  friends,  and  counns. 
With  common-council-men,' by  dozens. 
Flock  every  Sunday  to  the  feat, 
To  Iiare  about  thsm,  and  to  eat. 

GENIUS,  ENVV,  AND  TIME. 


Addrejpd  to  WHliam  Hogarth,  E^'q. 

In  all  profeffionary  fkill. 
There  never  was,  nor  ever  will 
Be  excellence,  or  exhibition. 
But  fools  are  up  in  cppofition  : 
Each  letrer'd,  grave,  pedantic  dunce 
Wakes  from  his  lethargy  at  once. 
Shrugs,  fliakes  his  head,  and  rubs  hi=  eyes, 
Ard,  being  dull,  looks  wond'rous  wife, 
With  folemn  phiz,  and  ctitic  fcowl. 
The  wifdnm  of  his  brother  owl. 

Moderns!   He  hates  the  very  name  ; 
Yoiir  ancients  have  prcicriptive  claim  :— 
But  let  a  century  be  paft, 
And  we  have  tafte  siid  wit  at  la(l; 
For  at  that  period  moderns  too 
J  lift  turn  the  corner  oi -virtu. 
But  merit  now  has  little  claim 
To  any  meed  of  prefent  fame. 
For  'tis  not  worth  that  get  you  friends, 
Tis  excellence  that  moll  offends. 
If,  Protcus-like,  a  G.^kkick's  art. 
Shows  tarte  and  fkill  in  every  part ; 
If,  ever  juft  to  nature's  plan, 
He  is  in  all  the  very  man. 
E'en  here  fliall  envy  take  her  aim, 
— write  and  —  -^^  -^  blame.  ■ 
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The  Jealous  Wife,  though  cfiaftely  vvritj 

With  no  purade  of  frippixy  wit, 

Shall  L-t  a  fcrlbbling,  all  at  once. 

Both  giant  wit,  ana  pifftiy  dunce  ; 

While  Critical  Reviewers  write, 

Who  (how  their  teeth  before  they  bite. 

And  facrifice  earcti  reputation, 

From  wanton  faife  imag!na:ion. 

Thefe  obfervations,  rather  Itale, 

May  borrow  fpirit  from  a  tale. 

GENius,  a  bulHing  hd  of  parts, 
Who  all  things  did  by  fits  and  ftarta, 
Nothing  above  him  or  below  him. 
Who'd  make  a  riot,  nr  a  poem, 
From  eccentricity  of  thought, 
Not  always  do  tiie  thing  he  ought ; 
But  was  it  once  his  .own  electii).  , 
Would  bring  all  matters  to  (:e:  !■  dlion  ; 
Would  ach,  defign,  engrave,  write,  paint. 
But  neither  from  the  Icali  conftraint, 
Who  hated  all  pedantic  fchoob, 
And  fcorn'd  the  glofs  of  kncAving  fools. 
That  hold  peifeciion  ail  in  ail, 
Yet  treat  it  as  mechankol. 
And  give  the  fame  fuIHcient  rule 
To  make  a  poem,  as  a  (lool — 
From  the  firil  fpring  time  of  his  youth, 
Was  d'.'wnright  wo:{liipper  of  truth  ; 
And  vvith  afreeaiid  liberal fpiru, 
His  couitfliip  paid  to  lady  Meri  )■. 

Envv,  a  fquint-ey'd,  mere  old  maid. 
Well  known  among  the  fctibbling  trade  ; 
A  Ing,  fo  very,  very  thin. 
Her  bones  peep'd  through  her  bladder-fkin ; 
Wlio  could  not  for  her  foul  abide 
That  folks  Ibouldpraifc  where  fhe  muil  chide, 
Follow'd  the  youth  where'er  he  went. 
To  mar  each  good  and  brave  intent ; 
Would  lies,  and  plots  and  mifchief  hatch, 
To  ruin  him  and  fpnil  the  match. 
Honour  file  held  at  bold  defiance, 
Talk'd  much  oifa£i:nn,  gang,  alliance, 
As  if  the  real  for,.s  of  tafte 
Had  clubb'd  to  lay  a  Desert  wafte. 

In  fliort,  whet  ever  Genius  came. 
You'd  find  this  antiqu;:tsd  dame  ; 
Whatc'er  he  did,  where'er  he  went, 
She  follow'd,  only  to  torment; 
Cail'd  Merit  by  a  thoufand  names. 
Which  decency  or  troth  difclainis, 
While  all  her  bufinefs,  toil,  and  care. 
Was  to  depreciate,  lie,  compare, 
To  pull  ti'c  niodeft  main.in  down. 
And  blail;  her  fame  to  all  the  town. 

'1  he  youth,  inflam'd  with  confcious  pride, 
To  Prnice  Posteki';  y  apjly'd, 
Who  gave  his  anfwer  thu'i  in  rhyme. 
By  his  chief  minifter,  Old  Time. 

•'  Repine  not  at  what  pedants  fay, 
"  We'll  bring  thee  forward  011  the  way ;  , 

■'   If  wither'd  Envy  firive  10  huit 
"   With  lies,  with  impudence  and  dirt, 
"  You  only  pay  a  common  tax 
"   Which  fool,  and  knave,  and  dunce  exa»Sls, 
"  Be  this  thy  comfur.',  this  th)  joy, 
"  Thy  ftrcngthis  in: its  prime,  my  boy, 
R  r  ij 
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*'   And  evVy  year  thy  vi^onr  grows, 

''   Impairs  the  credit     f  mv  foes. 

''   Fnvt  fliall  fink,  and  he  n^  more 

"  Than  what  her  Naiads  were  before; 

"  Mere  excremental  masf^ots,  bred, 

"  In  poet's  topfv-turvy  head, 

«'   Born  like  a  momentary  fly, 

"  To  flutter,  buzz  about,  and  die. 

"  Yet,  Genios,  mark  what  I  prefaffe, 
"  Who  look  through  every  diflant  zvc  : 
«  Me  UT  fliall  blefs  thee  with  her  charms, 
*'  Fame  lift  thy  off"r>rin2-  in  her  arms, 
"   Anrl  (lamp  eternity  of  ?rare 
"  On  "U  thy  nu^iprou*  various  race. 
"  RouBiLLiAC,  Wilton, names  as  high 
*'    As  Phidiis  of  anriqiiitv, 
•'  Shall  (Irengrh,  expreffion,  manner  Rive, 
"   And  make  e'en  marble  breathe  and  live; 
"  Whilt  tJieisMUNDA's  deep  diftrefs, 
"    Which  looks  the  foul  of  wretchednefs, 
"  When  I,  with  flow  a  id  foft'ning  p^'n, 
"   Have  gone  o'tr  all  *he  tints  ag-en, 
"  Shall  '  rge  a  bold  and  proper  claim 
•'    I'o  level  ha'f  the  ancient  fame  ; 
•'  -Wh  !e  future  ages  vet  unknown 
"   With  critic  air  fhall  proudly  own 
"    rhy  HuGai'.Th  firft  <>f  eve'-y  clime 
•'   i»or  humour  'Keen,  oi'  ftrong  fulilime, 
**    And  hail  him  from  his  fire  and  fpirit, 
**  The  child  of  Genius  and  of  Merit." 


THE  Hare  and  tortoise.  1757. 


GENIUS,  b'eft  term,  of  meaning  wide, 
for  furi-  no  term  fo  niifapp  y'd, 
Hivv  many  bear  thy  ficed  name. 
That  never  felt  a  real  flime  I 
proud  of  the  fpecious  appellation, 
Thusfoi)ls  have  chriften'd  iiclination. 

Btit  yer  fupDofe  a  genius  true, 
Ex'»:f)li  gralia   me  or  you  ; 
Wi'.ate'ei  he  tries  witji  due  attention, 
Rar/ly  efcapes  his  apprehenfion  ; 
Su,  mounting  ev'ry  'ppofition, 
You'd  fwear  he  learnt  by  intuition, 
Should  he  rely  alone  i'H  pa'-t'-. 
And  0-ndy  therefore  but  by  ftarts. 
Sure  of  foccefs  v.he-e'er  he  tries. 
Should  he  forego  the  means  to  rife  ? 

Suppofe  your  watch  a  Gr.-ham  make, 
Gold,  if  y-  u  will,  for  value's  fake  ; 
lis  (priugs  within  in  order  due. 
No  Watch,  when  going,  goes  fo  true; 
If  ne'er  wound  up  witjh  proprr  care, 
What  ftrvice  is  it  in  the  wear  ? 

Some  g<  nial  fpark  of  Phoebus'  rays. 
Pi  rhaps  within  your  boloni  plays  : 
O  h'lw  the  purer  rays  afpire. 
If  application  fans  the  fire 
Without  it  get. ius  vainly  tries, 
H  we'er  lometime-  it  feems  to  rife  : 
Nay  .'pjilication  will  p'  .v.iil 
When  braggart  parts  and  genius  fail : 


And  now    o  lay  my  proof  before  ye, 
I  here  prefent  y  lu  with  a  (lory. 

In  days  of  vnre,  when  time  was  young, 
When  birds  Cnnvers'd  as  well  as  Tung, 
When  ufe  of  ipeecb  was  n«r  confin'd, 
Merely  to  brutes  of  human  kind, 
A  forward  hare,  of  fwiftnefs  vain, 
The  genius  of  the  neigbb'^ing  plain, 
Would  oft  deride  the  drudging  crowd: 
For  g-eniufes  are  e  er  proud. 
He'd  bold,  hisflipht  'twere  vain  to  follow, 
For  dog  and  horfe  he'd  heat  them  hollow, 
Nav,  if  he  pift  forth  all  hs  ftrength, 
Outftrip  his  brethren  A.iy<z  length. 

A  torcoife  heard  his  vain  oration, 
And  vented  thus  his  indignation. 
Oil  pufs,  it  bodes  thee  dire  difgrace. 
When  I  defy  thee  to  the  race. 
Come,  'tis  a  match,  nay,  no  denial, 
I  lay  my  fliell  upon  the  trial. 

'  Pwas  done  and  gone  all  fair,  a  bet. 
Judges  prepar'd,  and  diftance  fet. 

The  fcamp'ring  hare  outftript  the  wind, 
The  cieeping  fortoife  lagg'd  behind, 
.A.nd  fcarce  had  pafs'd  a  fingle  pole. 
When  pufs  had  almoft  reach'd  the  goal. 
Friend  tortoife,  quoth  the  jeering  hare. 
Your  burden's  more  than  you  can  bear, 
To  help  your  fpeed,  it  were  a?  well 
That  1  Ihould  e.Si(e.  you  of  your  fhell  : 
Jog  on  a  little  fafler  pr'ythee, 
I'll  take  a  nap,  and  then  be  with  thee. 
So  faid,  fo  done,  and  fafely  fure, 
For  fay,  what  conqueft  more  fecure  .' 
Whe'  e'tr  he  walk'd  (that's  all  that's  init^ 
He  could  o'ertake  him  in  a  minute. 

The  tortoife  heard  his  taunting  jeer, 
B'.it  (lill  refolv'd  to  ierfe-uere^ 
Still  draw'd  along,  as  wh'<  fliould  fay, 
I'll  win,  like  Fablus,  by  delay; 
On  to  the  goal  fecurely  crept, 
While  pufs  unknowing  foiindly  flept. 

rhe  bets  were  won,  the  hare  awake, 
When  thus  the  vidlor  tortoife  fpake. 

Pufs,  though  1  own  thy  quicker  parts, 
Things  a'e  not  always  done  by  ftarts. 
You  rnay  deride  my  awkward  pace, 
Buty?oTU  andjleady  wins  the  race. 

THE  SATYR  Atto  PEDLAR.  1757, 

Words  are,  fo  v\''ollafl-on  defines, 

Of  our  ideas  merely  figns, 

Which  have  a  pow'r  at  will  to  vary. 

As  bemg  vague  and  arbi-rarv. 

Mow  damnd  for  invalid" — all  agree, 

Damnd  's  tlie  fuperlitiv   degree  ; 

Means  that  alone,  and  ootoiiig  more. 

However  taken  heretofore  ; 

D.unnd  is  a  word  can't  fland  alone. 

Which  has  no  meaiiing  of  itj  own. 

But  fignifies  or  l>ad  or  good 

Juft  a*  its  neighbourV  underftood. 

Ex  '.mples  we  m  ly  find  eno  igh. 

X^rtOTrt't/higb,  damnd  low,  damni  fjlic,  </tfW«'</ftufi 
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So  fares  it  too  with  its  relation, 
I  mean  its  Cuh(\aT\nye,  damnation. 
The  wit  with  metaphors  makes  bold, 
And  tells  ynu  he's  damnation  cold  ; 
Perhaps  that  metaphui  tortrot, 
The  felf-fame  wit's  damnation  hot. 
And  here  a  fable  I  remember — 
Once  in  the  middle  bf  December, 
When  ev'ry  mead  in  Inow  is  lofl, 
And  cv  ry  river  bound  with  froft. 
When  families  ^et  all  together, 
And  feelingly  talk  o'er  the  weather; 
When — pox  on  the  defcriptive  rhyme — 
In  fhort  it  was  the  winter  time. 
It  was  a  pedlar's  happy  lot, 
To  fall  mto  a  fatyr's  co^^: 
Shiv  ring  with  cold,  and  almoft  froze, 
W'th  pearly  dro,  upon  his  nofe,  ■ 
His'  finger^'  ends  all  pinch'd  to  death. 
He  blew  upon  them  with  his  breath. 
"   Friend,  quoth  the  facyr,  what  intends 
"   That  blowing  on  thy  fingers  ends? 
•'  It  is  to  warm  them  thus  1  blew, 
"   F<;r  they  arc  froze  as  cold  as  Ihow. 
••   And  fo  inclement  has  it  been 
•'  I'm  like  a  cake  of  ice  within." 
Come,  quoth  the  latyr,  comfort,  man  ! 
I'll  cheer  thy  uifide,  if  I  can  ; 
You're  welcome  in  my  homely  cottage 
To  a  warm  fire,  and  me(s  of  p<  itage. 

This  faid,  the  fatyr,  nothing  loth, 
A  bowl  prepar'd  of  fav  ry  br(,th. 
Which  with  delight  the  pedlar  view'd, 
As  Imoking  on  the  board  it  flood. 
But,  though  the  very  fteam  aroi'e 
With  grateful  odour  to  his  nofe. 
One  finglc  fip  he  ventur'd  not, 
The  gruel  was  fo  wond'rous  hot. 
What  can  be  done  ? — with  gentle  puff 
He  blows  it,  till  it's  cool  enough. 

Why,  how  now,  pedlar,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Still  at  thy  blowing  !  quath  the  fatyr. 
I  blow  to  cool  it,  cries  the  clown, 
That  I  may  get  the  liquor  down  : 
For  though  I  grant,  you've  made  it  well, 
You've  boil'd  it,  fir,  as  hot  as  hell 

Then  raifittg  high  hisch'ven  ftump. 
The  fatyr  fmoe  him  on  the  ruinp. 
"  Begone,  thou  double  knave,  or  fool, 
"  With  the  fame  breath  to  warm  and  cool : 
•'  Friei.dftvip  with  fuch  I  never  hold 
«•  Who're  fo  damn  d  hot,  and  fo  </jwn'</cold.'' 

THE    NIGHTINGALE,    THE    OWL,    AND 
THE  CUCKOW. 

A  FABLE. 

/iddreffed  to  David  Garrici,  Efq.  on  the  rfport  of  his 

retiring  from  the  Stage,  Dec.  I760. 

Critics,  who  like  the  fcarecrows  ilan4 
Upon  the  poet's  common  land. 
And  with  feverity  of  i'enfe, 
Drive  all  imagination  thence. 
Say  that  in  tiuth  lies  all  fublime, 
\Vi)£ther  you  write  in  profe  or  rhytr.e. 


And"  yet  the  truth  may  lofe  its  grace, 
If  blurted  to  a  perfoa's  face ; 
Elpeciaily  if  what  you  fpeak 
Should  crimfon  <i'er  the  glowing  cheek  : 
for  when  you  throw  that  flaver  o  e:  him, 
And  tumble  ou'  your  praife  before  him, 
However  jufl  the  application, 
It  looks  a-lquint  at  adulation. 

I  would  be  honell  and  fincere. 
But  not  a  flatterer,  or  fcvere. 
Nttd  I  be  furly,  rough,  uncouth, 
That  folks  may  think  1  luve  the  truth  ? 
•\nd  (he,  good  dame,  with  beauty's  queen, 
Was  not  at  all  times  naked  feen  : 
For  every  b<>y,  with  Prior,  knows, 
By  accident  (he  loft  her  clothes, 
When  falfchood  ftole  them  to  difguife 
Her  niifbcgottcn  brood  of  lies. 
Why  (hould  the  prudilh  goddefs  dwell 
L^own  at  the  bottom  of  a  wt.ll, 
But  that  fhe  is  in  pitious  fright, 
Left,  riling  up  to  mortal  fii;ht. 
The  modell  world  (liould  fleer  and  flout  her. 
With  not  a  rag  of  clothes  about  her  ? 
Yet  (he  might  wear  a  proper  drefs 
And  keep  her  effence  ne'erthelefs. 
So  Delia's  bofom  ftill  will  rife. 
And  fafcinatc  her  lovt-r's  eyes, 
Though  round  her  ivory  neck  (he  drawsi 
The  decent  (hade  of  fpecious  gauze, 

I  hear  it  buzz'd  about  the  table, 
What  can  this  lead  to  ? Sirs, 

A  FABLE. 

When  birds  allow'd  the  eagle's  fway, 
Ert  eagles  turn'd  to  fowls  of  prey. 
His  royal  m.jefty  of  air 
I'ocik  mufic  underneath  his  care  ; 
And,  for  his  queen  and  court's  delight. 
Commanded  conceits  ev'ry  night. 
Here  every  bird  of  parts  might  enter, 
I  he  nightingale  was  made  precentor; 
Under  whofe  care  and  jull  diredlion, 
Merit  was  fure  to  meet  protedtion. 
I'ht,  lark,  the  blackbird,  and  the  robia 
This  concert  always  bore  a  bob  in  : 
(he  belt  perlormer^  all  were  in  it, 
1  he  thrufti.  canary  bird,  and  linnet. 

But  birds,  alas  1  are  apt  to  aim 
At  things,  to  which  they've  fmalleft  claim. 
J  he  ftanng  owl,  with  hideous  hoot, 
OfFcr'd  his  fervice  for  a  flute. 
The  cuckiiw  needs  would  join  the  band  ; 
"    1  he  thriifli  la  but  a  pamtry  hand  : 
"  And  1  can  beft  fupply  that  place, 
"  For  I've  a  (hake,  a  iwell,  a  grace." 

The  manager  their  fuit  pitftrr'd  : 
Both  tun'd  their  pipes,  and  both  were  heard; 
Yet  each  their  fevcral  praifes  mifs'd, 
For  both  were  heard,  and  both  were  hlfs'd. 

The  cuckow.  hence,  witn  rancour  ftirr'd, 
(A  kind  ol  periodic  bird, 
Of  nafty  hue,  and  body  fcabby, 
No  WQiild-bc-piay-wright  half  fo  fhabby) 
'  II  r  iij 
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Reviles,  aliufes,  and  defames, 

Screams  from  a  branch,  and  calls  hard  names, 

And  firikes  at  nightingale  or  lark, 

Like  Lifbon  ruffians,  in  the  dark. 

The  owl  harangues  the  gaping  throng 
On  poiurs,  and  excellence  of  fong, 
"  The  blackbird's  note  has  loft  its  force ; 
"  The  nightingale  is  downright  hoarfe  ; 
"  The  linnet's  harfh  ;  the  robin  flirill; 
"  — The  fparrow  has  prodigious  ilcill !" 

At  length  they  had  what  they  defir'd  : 
H'he  Ikilful  nightingale  re'ir'd. 
AVhen  folly  came,  with  wild  uproar. 
And  harmony  was  heard  no  more. 


A  TALE. 

Vekus,  of  laughter  queen  and  love, 

The  grezteft  demirep  above, 

\yho  fcorn'd  reflriclion,  hated  cuftom, 

Knew  hrr  own  lex  too  well  to  truft  'em, 

Proceeded  on  the  noble  plan, 

At  any  rate,  to  have  her  man  ; 

Look'd  on  decorum,  as  mere  trafli. 

And  liv'd  like  ***  and  '•*, 

From  Paph.os,  where  they  her  revere 

As  much  as  we  do  C£eiia  here. 

Or  from  Cyther^,  where  her  altars 

Are  deck'd  with  daggers,  true-love  halters, 

Garters  yclept,  and  other  trophies,. 

Which  prove  that  man  in  love  an  oaf  is, 

Arctirding  to  appointment,  came 

To  fee  CECILIA,  tuneful  dame, 

Whofe  praife  by  Dryden'sode  is  grown 

Bright  and  immortal  as  his  own  ; 

And  who  hath  been  for  many  years 

The  chief  diredlrefs  of  the  fpheres. 

Thomas,  who  rode  behind  the  car, 
And  for  a  flambeau  held  a  ftar, 
Who,  in  the  honeft  way  of  trade, 
Hath  forg'd  more  horns,  and  cuckolds  made, 
Than  Vulcan  and  his  brawny  dnlts 
^ver  for  Jove  forg'd  thunderbolts, 
Slipt  gently  down,  and  ran  before  'em, 
Ringing  the  bell  with  due  decorum. 

But,  truth  to  fay,  1  cannot  tell 
Whether  it  knocker  was  or  bell, 
(This  for  vertii  an  anecdote  is),     • 
Which  us'd  to  give  C-Ilcilia  notice, 
When  any  lady  of  the  fky 
Was  ccme  to  bear  her  company. 
Dnt  this  I'm  fure,  be  which  it  will, 
I'hornas  perform'd  his  part  with  fkill. 

Methinks  I  hear  the  reader  cry — 
His  part  with  Ikiil?  why,  you  or  I, 
Or  any  body  elfe,  as  well 
As  Thomas,  (urc,  could  ring  it.  bell, 
Nor  did  I  ever  hear  before 
Of  ftill  in  knocking  at  a  door. 

Poor  low-liv'd  creature  !  I  fuppofe. 
Nay,  and  am  fure,  yru're  one  of  thofe 
Who,  at  wliat  doorfoe'er  they  be, 
Will  always  knock  in  t!ie  f.,me  key. 
Thinking  that  bell  atid  knocker  too 
Were  found  out  nothing  elfe  to  do. 


But  to  inform  the  ho'jfe,  no  doubt. 
That  there  was  fomcbojy  without. 
Who,  if  they  might  fuch  favour  win, 
Would  rather  choofe  to  be  within. 

But  had  our  fervants  no  more  fenfe, 
Lord !   what  muQ  be  the  ccnfequence  ? 
Error  would  error  flill  purfue. 
And  ftrife  and  anarchy  enfue, 
Pun>Slilio  from  her  altar  hurl'd, 
Whence  ftie  declares  unto  the  world 
Whate'er  by  fancy  is  decreed. 
Through  all  herniceties  muft  bleed. 

For  if  there  was  not  to  be  found 
Some  wholefome  difference  of  found, 
But  the  fame  rap  foretold  th'  approach 
Of  him  who  vvalk'd,  or  rode  in  coach,      , 
A  poor  relation  now  and  then. 
Might  to  my  lord  admittance  gain. 
When  his  good  lordfliip  hop'd  to  fe& 
Some  rafcal  of  his  own  degree  ; 
And,  what  is  more  unhappy  ftill. 
The  ftupid  v.'retch  who  brmgs  a  bill. 
Might  pafi  through  all  the  motley  tribe. 
As  free  as  cne,  who  brings  a  bribe. 

My  lady  too  might  pique  her  grace 
With  carriage  fliff,  and  formal  face, 
Which,  file  deceiv'd,  had  taken  care 
For  fome  inferior  to  prepare  ; 
Or  might  fome  wretch  from  Lombard-flree; 
With  greater  eafe  and  freedom  meet, 
Than  fenfc  of  honour  will  admit 
Between  my  lady  and  a  cit. 

Thofe  evils  wifely  to  prevent, 
And  root  out  care  and  difcontent, 
Ev'ry  gay  fmart,  who  rides  behind, 
With  rofe  and  bag  in  tafte  refin'd, 
Muft  mulit  fully  underftand. 
Have  a  nice  ear  and  fkilful  hand  ; 
At  ev'ry  turn  be  always  found 
A  perfedl  connoiflcur  in  found; 
Through  all  the  gamut  Ikilful  fly, 
Var)ing  his  notes,  now  low,  now  high, 
According  as  he  fhifts  his  place  ; 
N''W  hoarfely  grumbling  in  the  bafe. 
Now  turning  tenor,  and  again 
To  treble  raifing  his  fnrill  ftrain; 
So  to  declare,  where'er  he  be, 
His  ruafter's  fortune  and  degree. 
By  the  diftinguilhing  addrefs, 
Which  he'll  upon  the  door  cxprefs. 

Thom.as,  whom  I  have  nam'd  before 
As  ringing  at  C^ecilta's  door,  ' 

Was  perfc(5l  mafter  of  this  art, 
Andvers'd  :uike  in  ev'ry  part : 
So  that  Cxcilia  knew,  before 
Her  footman  came  unto  the  door. 
And  in  due  for.m  had  told  her  fo. 
That  Madam  Venus  was  below. 

The  doors  immediate  open  Hew, 
The  GonDESs,  without  m>.rc  ado, 
Difplaying  beauty's  thoufand  airs, 
Skini'd  through  the  hall,  and  tripp'd  up  flairs. 

Cjecilia  met  her  with  a  fmiie 
Of  great  delight,  when  all  the  while, 
If  her  falfe  heart  could  have  been  feen, 
She  wifhd  fhe  had  at  Cyprus  been. 


But  ladies,  ikiU'd  in  forms  and  arts, 
Don't  in  their  faces  wear  their  hearts, 
And  thofe  above,  like  thofe  below. 
Deal  frequently  in  outfide  (how, 
And  always  to  keep  up  parade, 
Hare  a  ftnile  by  theni  ready  made. 

The  forms,  which  ladies  when  they  meet 
Muft  for  good  manners"  fake  repeat. 
As  humble favarit ,  hoTV  d^ycu  do. 
And  in  return,  fray  hoiv  are  you  ? 
Enrich'd  at  ev'ry  proper  fpacc, 
With  due  integuments  of  lace. 
As  Madam,  Grace,  and  Godcftiip, 
Which  we  for  brevity  (hall  flcip, 
Happily  paft,  in  elbow-chair 
At  length  our  ladies  feated  are. 

IndifF'rcnt  fubjetSs  firft  they  choofe, 
And  talk  of  weather  and  the  news. 
That  done,  they  fit  upon  the  ftate, 
And  fnarl  at  the  decrees  of  fate, 
Invecflives  againft  Jove  are  hurl'd. 
And  they  alone  fiiould  rule  the  world. 

Dull  politics  at  length  they  quit, 
And  by  ill-nature  fhow  their  wit  ; 
For  hand  in  hand,  too  well  we  know, 
Thefe  in'imates  are  faid  to  go. 
So  that  where  either  doth  prelide 
T'  others'  exiftencc  is  implied. 
The  man  of  wit,  fo  men  decree, 
Muft  without  doubt  iil-natur'd  be  ; 
And  the  ill-natur'd  frarce  forgets 
To  rank  himfelf  among  the  wits. 

Malicious  Venus,  who  by  rote 
Had  ev'ry  little  anecdote. 
And  nioft  minutely  could  advance 
Each  interefting  circumftance, 
Which  unte  all  intrigues  related, 
Since  Jupiter  the  world  created, 
Difplay'd  her  eloquence  with  pride. 
Hinted,  obferv'd,  enlarg'd,  applied  ; 
And  not  the  reader  to  detain 
With  things  impertinent  and  vain, 
She  did,  as  ladies  do  on  earth 
Who  cannot  bear  a  rival's  worth, 
In  fuch  a  way  each  tale  rehearfe 
As  good  made  bad,  and  bad  made  worfe  : 

Cj.cilia  too,  with  faint-like  air. 
But  lately  come  frotn  evening  pray'r, 
Who  knew  her  duty,  as  a  faint, 
Always  to  pray,  and  not  to  faint, 
And,  rain  or  fhine,  her  church  ne'er  mift, 
Prude,  devotee,  and  Mtthoditl, 
With  equal  zeal  the  caufe  promoted, 
Mifconftru'd  things,  and  words  milquoted, 
Mifreprefented,  mifapplled. 
And,  infpiration  being  her  guide, 
The  very  heart  of  man  diffeiSled, 
And  to  his  principles  objedled. 
Thus,  amongft  us,  the  fanftified, 
In  all  the  fpirituals  of  pride, 
Whofe  honefi:  c(  nl'ciences  ne'er  refted, 
Till  of  carnalities  divefted, 
They  knew  and  felt  themfelves  t'  inherit 
A  double  portion  of  the  fpirit : 
Who  from  one  church  to  th'  other  roam, 
Whilfl  their  poor  children  ilarve  athome,' 
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Confid'ring  they  may  claim  the  care 

Of  Providence,  who  fent  them  there, 

And  therefore  certainly  i<.  tied 

To  fee  their  ev'ry  want  fupplied  ; 

Who  unto  preachers  give  away, 

That  which  their  creditors  fhould  pay, 

And  hold  that  chofen  veffeU  mull 

Ee  generous  before  they're  juft. 

And  tliat  their  charity  this  way 

Shall  hind  o'er  Heaven  their  debts  to  pny, 

And  fervc  their  temp'ral  turn,  no  doubt, 

Better  than  if  they'd  put  it  out, 

Whilft  nought  hereafter  ran  prevent. 

Their  fure  reward  of  cent,  per  cent. 

Who  honeft  labour  fcorn,  and  fay 

None  reed  to  work  who  I'jvc  to  pray, 

For  Heaven  will  fatisfy  their  cravings. 

By  fending  of  Elijah's  ravenf. 

Or  rain  down,  when  their  fpiritsfail, 

\  diih  of  manna,  or  a  quail ; 

Who  from  MoorfieMs  to  Tottenham- Court 

Irt  furious  fits  of  zeal  refort, 

Praile  what  they  do  not  underfland, 

Turn  up  the  eye,  flretcli  out  the  hand. 

Melt  into  tear-,  whiul ; —  blows 

The  twang  of  nonfenfe  through  his  nofe. 

Or deals  in  fpeculation, 

Or hums  his  congregation, 

Or talks  wilh  the  Lord  of  Holls, 

with  pillars  and  with  polls; 

Who{lri(Slly  watch,  left  .Satan  fhould,  ' 

Roaring  like  lion  for  his  food, 
Enfnare  their  feet  his  faral  trap  in. 
And  their  poor  fouls  be  tak'.n  napping; 
Who  ftridly  faft,  bccaufc  t'ley  fir.d. 
The  Hcfh  tlill  wirs  againll  the  mind. 
And  flefli  of  faints,  like  finner's,  muft 
Be  mortified,  to  keep  down  luil ; 
Who,  four  times  in  the  year  at  leaf!:. 
Join  feaft.  of  love  to  love  of  feait. 
Which,  though  the  profligate  and  vain 
In  terms  of  blafphcmy  profane. 
Yet  all  the  ceremony  here  is, 
Pure  as  the  myfieries  of  Ceres  ; 
Who.  God's  ele(Jl:,  with  triuniph  feel 
Within  themfelves  fcilvation's  feal, 
And  will  not,  mnfl  not,  dare  not  doubt, 
That  Heav'n  irfelf  can't  blot  it  out ; 
After  they've  done  their  holy  labours. 
Return  to  fcandalizs  their  neighbours, 
And  thirk  they  can't ferve  Heav'n  fo  well, 
I  As  with  it>  creatures  liiiing  hell  ; 
So  that,  inflam'd  with  holy  pride. 
They  favo  themfelves,  damn  all  l^i^fide. 
For  perlons,  who  pretend  to  feel 
The  giowings  of  uncomm.f'n  zeal, 
Who  others  fcorn,  and  feem  to  be 
Righteous  in  very  great  degree. 
Do,  'bove  all  others,  take  delight 
I'o  vent  their  fpken  in  tales  of  fpite. 
And  thin'K  they  raife  their  owii  rcnovvn 
By  pulling  of  a  neighbour's  down  ; 
Still  lying  on  with  mod  fuccefi, 
Becaufe  they  charity  profefs. 
And  make  the  outfide  of  relisjion, 
i-.ikc  Mahomet's  ir.fpirlng  pigeon, 
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To  =i!  tJieir  forgeries  gain  credit, 

'Ti5  eiioiipli  furc  that faid  it. 

But  what  can  all  this  rambling  mean  ? 
\Va-  ever  fiich  an  hodgepodge  feen? 
Venus,  Cjecii.I/*, faints,  and  whores, 
Thomas,  Ve.iu  bells  knockers  doors, 
Lords  r-gues.  relatioiis,  ladle?,  cits. 
Stars,  flambeaux,  thtirderbolts,  horns,  v;it9, 
Vulcan,  and  cuckold-maker,  fcandal, 
Wufic,  and  foctmen,  car  ef  Handel, 
Weather,  news,  envy,  politics, 
Intrij^ues,  and  women's  thoufand  tricks, 
Pnidcs,  Mcthodifts,  and  devotees. 
Fadings,  feafts,  pray'rs.  and  charities, 
Ctre.-i,  wiih  her  niyfterious  train, 

■ , — , ,  and , 

Tlc'h,  fpirit,  love,  hate,  and  religion, 
A  quail,  a  raven,  aiid  a  pigeon. 
All  jumbled  up  in  one  large  dilh. 
Red-herring,  bread,  fowl,  flcfli.  and  filh. 

Where's  the  connetStion,  v.here'sthe  plan, 
The  devil  fure  is  in  the  man. 
All  in  an  inllant  we  are  hurl'd 
From  place  to  place  all  round  the  world, 
Yet  find  no  reafcn  for  it — mum — 
There,  my  good  critic,  lies  the  hum — 
Well,  but  methiiiks,  it  would  avail 
To  know  the  end  of  this— A  f  ALE. 


SHAKSPEARE. 

AS!  EPISTLE  TO   MR.  GARRi'CK. 

Thanks  to  much  indu'lryand  pains, 
Aluch  twifting  of  the  wit  and  braiijs, 
'I'ranflation  ha!»  unlock'd  the  ftore. 
And  fpread  abroad  the  Grecian  lore, 
While  Sophocles  his  fcenes  are  grown 
E'en  as  familiar  as  our  own. 

No  n-.ore  fliali  tafte  prcfuroe  to  fpeak 
From  its  enclcfureG  in  the  Greek  ; 
But,  ail  its  fences  broken  down, 
Lie  at  the  mercy  of  the  town. 

Critic,  I  hear  thy  torrent  rage, 
"   'Tis  biafphemy  againfl  that  (lage, 
"   Which  jEfchylus  his  warmth  dtlign'd, 
"  Euri'  ides  his  tafle  refin'd, 
"   Aiid  Sophocles  his  laft  diredlion, 
"   Stamp'd  with  -hefignet  of  perfedion." 

PcrfetSion  '  'tis  a  word  ideal, 
That  bears  about  i'.  nothing  real: 
For  excellence  wa.s  never  hit 
In  the-  lirlt  i  ITays  of  man's  wit. 
Shall  ancien:  wirth,  or  ancient  lame 
Preclude  the  moderns  from  thtir  cia-m  ? 
Muil  :hcy  be  blockheads,  dolts,  and  fools, 
Who  write  not  up  -o  Grecian  rules? 
"Who  tread  in  bufkins  or  m  focks. 
Muft  thty  be  damn'd  as  heterodox, 
Nor  merit  <,f  good  works  prevail. 
Except  within  the  cUff.c  p«ie  .' 
'Tis  ihiff  that  bears  the  name  cf  knowledge, 
Not  currriit  half  a  mil';  f.on\  cllccc; 
V,h>-re  hail  tlicii  Icdtures  yield  nomore 
(B.fure  I  fpeak  of  times  ox  yorej 
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Than  juft  a  niggard  light,  to  niarfe 
How  much  we  all  are  in  the  dark  ; 
As  ruftilights  in  a  fpacious  room, 
Juft  burn  enough  to  form  a  gloom. 

When  Shakfpeare  leads  the  mind  a  dance, 
From  France  to  England,  hence  to  France, 
Talk  not  to  mc  of  time  and  place; 
I  own  I'm  happy  in  the  chafe. 
Whether  tht  drama's  here  or  there, 
'Tis  nature,  Shakfpeare,  every  where. 
The  poet's  fancy  can  create, 
Contraft,  enlarge,  annihilate. 
Bring  part  and  prefent  clofe  together, 
In  fpite  of  diftance,  feas,  or  weather  ; 
And  fliut  up  in  a  fingle  a(Slion 
What  coft  whole  years  in  its  tranfadion. 
So.  ladies  at  a  play,  or  rout. 
Can  flirt  the  univcrfe  about, 
Whofe  geographical  account 
la  drawn  and  piflured  on  the  mount : 
Yet,  when  they  pleafe,  contradl  the  plan. 
And  fhut  the  world  up  in  a  fan. 

True  genius,  like  Armida's  wand, 
Can  raife  the  fpring  from  barren  land. 
While  all  the  art  of  imitation. 
Is  pilf'ring  from  the  firft  creation; 
Tranfpianting  flowers,  with  ufelefs  toil. 
Which  wither  m  a  foreign  foil. 
As  confcience  often  fets  us  right 
By  its  interior  a(5live  light, 
Without  th'  aflit>ance  of  the  laws 
To  combat  in  the  moral  caufe ; 
So  genius,  of  itfclf  difcerning, 
Without  the  mytlic  rules  of  learning. 
Can,  from  it^  prefent  intuition. 
Strike  at  the  truth  of  compofition. 

Yet  thofe  who  breathe  the  claflic  vein, 
Enlifted  in  the  mimic  train. 
Who  ride  their  fteed  with  double  bit. 
Ne'er  run  away  with  by  their  wit. 
Delighted  with  the  pomp  of  rules, 
The  Specious  pedantry  of  Ichoois, 
(Which  rules,  like  crutches,  ne'er  became 
Of  any  ule  but  to  the  lame,) 
Puriue  the  method  fet  before  'em  ; 
Talk  much  of  order,  and  decorum, 
Of  probability,  of  fisSion, 
(Jf  manners,  ornament,  and  diftion, 
And  with  a  jargon  of  hard  names, 
(  .A  privilege  which  duluefs  claims, 
Aiifl  merely  us'd  by  way  of  fence, 
Jo  keep  out  plain  and  common  fenfe), 
Extol  the  wit  of  ancient  days, 
The  fimple  fabric  of  rheir  plays  ; 
Then  from  the  fable,  all  fo  chafte, 
I  rick'd  up  in  ancient -modern  tafte, 
So  mighty  gentle  all  the  while. 
In  fuch  a  fwcct  ilefcriptive  ftyle, 
While  chorus  marks  the  fervile  mode 
Wit.h  fine  refleclion,  in  an  ode, 
Prefent  you  with  a  perfevft  piece, 
Forni'd  on  the  model  of  old  Greece. 

Come,  pr'ythi.e  cniic,  fet  before  us, 
The  ufe  and  office  of  a  chorus. 
What !  filent !  why  then,  I'll  produce 
'  Italeryic^s  from  ancient  ufe. 
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'Tis  to  be  ever  on  the  ftage, 
Attendants  upon  griff  Oi  rsge; 
To  be  an  arrant  go  between, 
Chief-mourner  at  each  diimal  fccne  ; 
Showing  its  forrow,  or  delight, 
By  fhifiing  dances,  h  ft  and  right, 
Kot  much  unlike  our  modern  notions, 
Adagio  or  Allegro  moticns; 
To  watch  upon  the  decpdiflref?. 
And  plaints  of  royal  wietchednefs  ; 
And  when,  with  tears,  and  execration, 
They've  pour'd  out  all  their  lamentation, 
And  wept  whole  cataradls  from  their  eyes, 
To  call  on  rivers  for  fuprlies, 
And  with  their  hah,  andZviv,  and  hocs^ 
To  make  a  fymphory  of  woes. 

Doubtlefs  the  ancients  want  the  art 
Toflrike  ar  oice  upon  the  heart  ; 
Or  why  their  prologues  of  a  mile 
In  Cniple — call  it — humble  ftylc. 
In  unimpaflion'd  phrafe  to  fay 
*'   'Fore  the  beginning  of  thi^  plaj'i 
"  I,  Lapkfs  Polydore,  was  found 
"  By  fifhermen,  or  others  drown'd  1" 
Or,  "  1,  a  gentleman,  did  wed, 
"  The  lady  I  wou'd  never  bed, 
"  Grtat  Agamemnon's  royal  daughter, 
"  Who's  coming  hither  to  draw  water." 

Or  need  the  choru*to  reveal 
Reflciftions,  which  the  audience  feel; 
And  jog  them,  lefi  attention  link. 
To  tell  them  how  and  what  to  think  ! 

Oh,  where's  the  bard,  who  at  one  view 
Could  look  the  whole  creation  through. 
Who  travers'd  all  the  human  heart, 
Without  recourfe  to  Grecian  art? 
He  Icorn'd  the  modes  of  imitation, 
Of  altering,  pilfering,  and  tranflatioti, 
Nor  painted  horror,  grief,  or  rage, 
From  models  of  a  former  age  ; 
I'he  bright  original  he  took, 
And  tore  the  leaf  from  nature's  book. 
'  f  is  Shakfpeare,  thus,  who  flands  alone — 
— But  why  repeat  what  jo«  have  ihown  \ 
How  true,  how  perfect,  and  how  well, 
The  feelings  of  our  hearts  muft  tell. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  C.  CHURCHILL, 

AUTHOR  OF  THE  ROSCIAD. 

If  at  a  tavern,  where  you'd  with  to  dine. 
They  cheat  your  palate  with  adulterate  wine. 
Would  you,  refolve  me,  critics,  for  you  can. 
Send  for  the  matter  up,  or  chide  the  man  \ 
The  man  no  doubt  a  knavifli  bufmefs  drives, 
But  tell  me  what's  the  niafler  who  connives  ? 
Hence  you'll  infer,  and  fure  the  doftrine's  true, 
Which  fays,  no  quarter  to  a  foul  review. 
It  matters  not  who  vends  the  naufeous  flop, 
Mailer  or  'prentice ;  we  detefl  the  fliop, 

Critics  of  old,  a  manly  liberal  race, 
Approv'd  or  cenfur'd  with  an  open  face  : 
Boldly  purfu'd  the  free  decifive  taflc, 
f''9r  ftabb'd,  conccal'd  beneath  arufBnn's  mafk. 


To  works  not  men,  with  honeft  warmth,  fevcre, 
Th'  impartial  judges  laugh'd  at  hope  <  r  fear  : 
Theirs  wa^  the  noble  fkill,  with  gen'rous  aim. 
To  fan  t>  lie  genius  to  an  acftive  flame  ; 
To  bring  forth  merit  in  its  ffrongcft  light. 
Or  damn  the  blockhead  to  his  native  nigtic. 
But,  as  all  ftatesare  fubjeift  to  decay. 
The  fla'e  of  letters  too  will  melt  away, 
Smit  with  'he  harlot  charms  of  trilling  found, 
Snftntfs  now  wantons  e'en  on  R^  r>»an  ground; 
Where  I  hebans,  i)j)artans,  fought  their  honour'^ 

graves. 
Behold  a  weak  enervate  race  of  flaves. 
In  dalTic  lore,  deep  fciciice,  lar.guage  dead. 
Thou  modern  witlings  are  but  Icantlyread, 
Profeffors  *  fail  not,  who  will  loudly  bawl 
In  praife  of  either,  with  the  want  of  all : 
Hail'd  mighty  critics  to  this  prefent  hour. 
— The    tribune's    name    furviv'd    the    tribune's 

pow'r. 
N"W  quack  and  critic  differ  but  in  name, 
Empirics  frontlefs  both,  they  mean  the  fame; 
1  his  raw  in  pbyfic,  that  in  letters  frefh, 
Borh  fpring,  like  warts,  excreicence  from  the  flefh. 
Half  form'd,  half  bred  in  printer's  hirelit^g  lchoolS| 
For  all  profefTions  have  their  rogues  and  fools, 
Though  the  pert  vvitiing,  or  the  coward  knave. 
Calls  no  refleflion  on  the  wife  or  brave. 

^  et,  in  tlu-fe  leaden  times,  this  idle  age, 
When,  blind  with  dulnefs  or  as  blind  with  rage. 
Author  'gainft  author  rails  with  venom  curft, 
And  happy  he  who  calls  out  blockhead  firft; 
From  the  low  earth  afpiring  genius  fprings. 
And  faih  triumphant,  born  on  eagle  wings. 
No  toothlefs  l^'lcen,  no  venom'd  critic's  aim. 
Shall  rob  thee,  Churchill,  of  thy  proper  fame  ; 
While  hitch'd  for  ever  in  thy  nervous  rhyme. 
Fool  lives,  and  fhines  out  fool  to  latefl  time. 

Pity  perhaps;  might  wilb  a  harmlels  fool 
To  'fcace  th'  oblervance  of  the  critic  fchool; 
But  if  low  malice,  leagu'd  with  folly,  rile, 
Arm'd  with  inveiilives,  and  hedg'd  round  with 

lies ; 
Should  wakeful  dulnefs,  if  flie  ever  wake. 
Write  fleepy  nonftnfe  but  for  writing's  fake, 
And,  flung  with  rage,  and  pioufly  fevere, 
Wifh  hitter  comforts  to  your  dying  tar; 
If  fome  fmall  wit,  fome  filk-lin'd  verfeman,  rakcs« 
For  quaint  refleiSions  in  the  putrid  jakes. 
Talents  ulurp'd  demand  a  cenfor's  rage, 
A  dunce  is  dunce  profcrib'd  in  ev'ry  age 
Courtier,  phyiician,  lawyer,  parfun,  cit| 
All,  all  are  objedhsof  theatric  wit. 
Are  ye  then,  adlor!--,  privileg'd  alone. 
To  make  that  weapon,  ridicule,  your  own? 
Proleffions  bleed  not  from  his  jull  attack. 
Who    laughs   at    pedant,    coxcomb,    knave,   or 

quack ; 
Fools  on  and  oft'  the  ftage  are  fools  the  fame, 
And  every  dunce  is  fatire's  lawful  game. 


*  Ihe  author  takes  this  opportunity  ^  notii'ithjlanding 
all  injtiiuations  to  the  contrary,  ts  declare,  that  he  has 
no  particular  aim  at  a  gentkman^  •wbofe  ability  lefuf- 
Ji:ienU\  aiknoivk\lges. 
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Treelf  you   thought,   where    thought    has  freeft 

room, 
Why  then  apologize  ?  for  what  ?  to  whom  ? 
Though  Gray's-Inn  wits  with  author  fquires 
unite. 
And  fe'.f-msde  gianf;  club  their  labour'd  mite. 
Though  pointiefs  fa; ire  make  its  weak  efcape. 
In  the  dull  babble  of  a  mimic  ape, 
Bold'y  purfue  where  genius  points  the  way. 
Nor  hetd  what  monthly  puny  critics  fay. 
Firm  in  thyfelf,  with  calm  indifTerence  fmile. 
When  the  v.  ife  vetVan  knows  you  by  your  flyle, 
With  critic  fcales  weij^lis  out  the  partial  wit, 
What  I,  or  you,  or  he,  or  no  one  writ ; 
Denying  thee  thy  juil  and  proper  worth. 
But  to  give  faifchood's  fpurious  ifiiie  birth; 
And  all  fclf-wili'd  with  lawlefs  hand  to  raife 
Malicious  {lander  on  the  hafe  of  praife. 

Difgrace  eternal  wait  the  wretch's  name 
Who  lives  on  credit  of  a  borrow'd  fame ; 
Who  wears  the  trappings  of  another's  v.rit, 
Of  fathers  bantlings  which  he  could  not  get ! 
But  ftirewd  fiifpicion  with  lier  fquinting  eye, 
To  truth  declat'd,  prefers  a  whifper'd  lie. 
With  greedy  mind  the  proffer'd  tale  believes. 
Relates  her  wilhes,  and  with  joy  deceives. 

The  world,  a  pompous  name,  by  cuftom  due 
To  the  fmall  circle  of  a  talking  few, 
With  heart-felt  glee  th'  injurious  tale  repeats, 
And  ftnds  the  whifper  buzzing  through  the  flreets, 
The  p'ude  demure,  with  fober  faint-like  air, 
Pities  her  neighbour  for  flie's  wond'rous  fair. 
And  when  temptations  lie  before  our  feet. 
Beauty  is  frail,  and  females  indifcreet : 
She  hopes  the  nymph  will  every  danger  fhun. 
Yet  prays  dt^voutly — that  the  deed  v/ere  done. 
Mean  tiaie  uts  watching  for  the  daily  lie, 
As  fplders  lurk  to  catch  a  Gmple  fly. 

Yet  Is  not  fcandal  to  onefex  confin'd, 
Though  men  would  fix  it  on  the  weaker  kind. 
Yet,  this  great  lord,  creation's  mafter,  man. 
Will  vent  his  malice  wliere  the  bljckhead  can. 
Imputing  crime?,  of  which  e'en  thought  is  free, 
for  inilance  now,.yiur  Rofciad,  all  to  me. 
If  partial  frieudihip,  in  thy  Iterling  lays. 
Grows  all  too  wanton  in  another's  praife, 
Critics,   who   jutlge    by    ways    themfelves   have 

known. 
Shall  fwear  the  praife,  the  poem  is  my  own  ; 
For  'tis  the  method  in  thefe  learned  days 
Fur  wits  to  fcribbls  firft,  and  after  praife. 
Critics  and  Co.  thus  vend  their  wretched  fluff. 
And  help  out  nonfcnfe  by  a  montlily  puff, 
j£xah  to  giant  forms  weak  puny  elves, 
And  defcant  fweetly  on  their  own  dear  felves ; 
For  works  per  month  by  learning's  midwives  paid, 
Demand  a  pufhng  iu  the  way  of  trade. 

Referv'd  and  caurious,  with  no  partial  aim 
My  mufe  e'er  fought  to  b'taft  another's  fame. 
With  willing  hand  could  twine  a  rival's  hays. 
From  candour  filent  where  (he  could  not  praife : 
But  if  vile  rancour,  from  (no  matter  who) 
Adtor  or  mimic,  printer,  cr  review  ; 
Lies,  oft  o'crthrown,  with  ceafelcfs  venom  fpread 
IJtill  hils  oat  fcandal  frcm  their  Hydra  head; 


If  the  dull  malice  boldly  wtilk  the  town. 
Patience  herfelf  wcuid  wrinkie  to  a.  frown. 
Come  then  with  juflice  draw  the  ready  pen, 
Give  me  the  works,  I  would  not  i;now  the  men  t 
All  in  their  turns  might  make  repriC^i?  too. 
Had  all  the  patience  but  to  tread  tiiem  through. 
Come,  ti)  the  utmoft,  probe  the  deipcr  ate  wound. 
Nor  fpare  the  knife  where'er  infeiftion's  found  ! 
But,  prudence,  Churchill,  or  her  fifter,  fear, 
Whifpers  forbearance  to  my  fright'ned  ear. 
Oh  !  then  with  me  forfake  the  thorny  road, 
Left  we  Ihould  flounder  in  fome  Fleet-Ditch  ode, 
And  funk  for  ever  in  the  lazy  flood 
Weep  with  the  Naiads  heavy  drops  of  mud. 

Hail  mighty  ode  !  which  like  a  piAure  frame, 
Holds  any  portrait,  and  with  any  name; 
Or,  like  your  nitches,  planted  thick  and  thin. 
Will  ferve  to  cram  the  random  hero  in. . 
Hail  n)ighty  bard  too — whatfoe'er  thy  name, 

or  Durfy,  for  it's  all  the  fame. 

To  brother  bards  (hall  equal  praife  belong. 
For  wit,  for  genius,  comedy,  and  f"ng  .' 
No  collive  mufe  is  thine,  which  freely  rakes        • 
With  eafe  familiar  in  the  well-known  jakes, 
Happy  in  (kill  to  foufe  tlirough  foul  aud  fair. 
And  tofs  the  dung  out  with  a  lorJly  air. 
Si;  have  1  f:tn,  amidft  the  grinning  throng. 
The  fledge  proceffion  flowiy  dragg'd  along. 
Where  the  mock  female  fhrew  and  hen-peck*d 

male 
Scoop'd  rich  contents  from  either  copious  pail, 
C.iU'd  burfts  of  laughter  from  the  roaring  rout. 
And  dafh'd  and  fplafh'd  the  filthy  grains  about. 
Quit  then,  my  friend,  the  mufe's  lov'd  abode, 
Alas  !  they  lead  not  to  preferment's  road. 
Be  folemn,  fad,  put  on  the  prieflly  frown, 
Be  dull !   'tis  facred,  and  becomes  the  gown. 
Leave  wit  to  others,  do  a  Chri{iian  deed,     [need. 
Your  foes  fhall  thank  you,  for  they  know  their 

Broad  is  the  path  by  learning's  fons  poffefs'd, 
A  thoufand  modern  wits  might  walk  abreaft. 
Did  not  each  poet  mourn  his  lucklefs  doom, 
J.jftkd  by  pedants  out  of  eibow  room. 
I,  who  nor  court  their  love,  nor  fear  their  hate, 
Muft  mourn  in  filence  o'er  the  mufe's  fate. 
No  right  of  common  now  on  Pindus'  hill, 
While  all  our  tenures  are  by  critic's  will ; 
Where,  watchful  guardians  of  the  lady  mufe, 
Dwell  montlrous  giints,  dreadful  tall  Reviews, 
Who,  as  we  read  in  fam'd  romance  of  yore, 
Sound  but  a  horn,  prefs  forward  to  the  doof  : 
But  let  fome  chief,  fomc  bold  adveni'rous  knight. 
Provoke  thefe  champions  to  an  equal  fight. 
Strait  into  air  to  fpacelefs  nothing  fall 
The  caitle,  lions,  giants,  dwarf  and  ail. 

Ill  it  beSts  wit'n  undifcerning  rage, 
To  cenfure  giants  in  this  polifh'd  age. 
No  lack  of  genius  ftains  thefe  happy  times, 
No  want  of  learning,  and  no  dearth  of  rhymes. 
The  fce-fdvv  mufe  that  flows  by  miafurd  laws. 
In  tuneful  numbers,  and  affedled  paufe, 
With  found  alone,  found's  happy  virtue  fraught. 
Which  hates  the  trouble  and  expence  o£  thought. 
Once,  every  moon  throughout  the  circlii;g  year, 
With  even  cadenc^  charms  the  critic  eai-. 
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While,  Jirc  promoter  of  poetic  fin, 

A  magazine  nmft  hand  the  lady  in.  ["well, 

How  moderns  write,  how  nervous,  ftrong  and 
The  Anti-Rosciad's  decent  mufe  does  tell; 
Who,  while  Ihe  ftrives  to  cl;aiife  each  a-Sor  hurt, 
13aubs  with  her  praife,  and  rubs  him  into  dirt. 

Sure  never  yet  was  happy  era  known 
So  gai ,  fo  wife,  iojajiefut  as  our  own. 
Our  curious  hiftories  rife  at  once  complete, 
Yet  ibil  coatimied,  as  they're  paid,  p.-r  iheet. 

See  every  fcience  which  the  world  would  know, 
Ynur  magazines  fhall  every  month  beftow, 
Whofe  very  titles  fill  the  mind  with  awe. 

Imperial,  ChriJIian.  Royal,  Britijh,  Laiu  ; 
Their  rich  contepts  will  every  reader  fit, 
Staicfman,  Divine,  Philofopher ,  and  Wit  ;  [once. 

Compendious  fchemes  1  which  teach  all  things  at 
And  make  a  pedant  coxcomb  of  a  dunce. 

But  let  not  anger  with  fuch  frenzy  grow, 
DrawcanCr  like,  to  ftrike  down  friend  and  foe. 
To  real  Viforth  be  homage  duly  paid, 
But  no  allowance  to  the  paltry  tradq. 
My  friends  I  name  not  (thouoh  1  boafl  a  few. 
To  me  an  honour,  and  to  letters  too) 
Fain  would  I  praife,  but,  when  fuch  things  oppnfe, 

.Mv  praife  of  courfe  muft  make  them 's  foes. 

If  manly  Johnson,  with  fatyric  rage, 
Lafii  the  dull  follies  of  a  trifling  age, 
If  his  ftrong  mufe  vath  genuine  ftrength  afpire, 
Glows  not  the  reader  with  the  poet's  fire  .' 
HIS  the  true  fire,  where  creep  the  witling  fry 
To  warm  themfclves,  and  light  their  ruflilights  by. 
What  mufe  like  Graf's  fnail  pleafing  penfive 
flow 
Attempet'd  fwectly  to  the  ruflic  woe  ? 
Or  who  like  him  fliall  fwecp  the  Theban  lyre, 
AnrI,  as  his  mafter  pour  fi^rth  thoughts  of  fire  ? 
E'en  now  to  guard  affliifted  learning's  caufe, 
To  judge  by  reaibn's  rules,  and  nature's  laws, 
Boaft  we  true  critics  in  their  proper  right, 
While  LowTii  and  Learning,  Hurd  and  Tafte 
unite. 
Hail  facrcd  names  ! — Oh  guard  the  mufe's  page. 
Save  ynur  lov'd  miflrefifrom  a  ruffian's  rage; 
See  hov/  fhe  gafps  and  flruggies  hard  for  life. 
Her  wounds  all  bleeding  from  the  butcher's  knife  : 
Critics,  like  furgeons,  blefl  with  Cbrious  art. 
Should  mark  each  paflage  to  the  human  heart. 
But  not,  unfkilful,  yet  with  lordly  air. 
Read  fuigeon's  lectures  vvhi'c  they  Icalp  and  tear. 

To  names  like  thefe  I  pay  the  hearty  vow, 
Proud  of  their  worth,  and  not  afliam'd  to  bow. 
""Jo  thefe  infcribe  my  rude,  but  honeft  lays, 
And  feel  the  pleafures of  my  confcioiis  praife  : 
Not  that  I  mean  to  court  each  letter'd  name. 
And  poorly  glimnier  from  rtfled:cd  fame. 
But  that  the  mufe,  who  owns  no  fervile  fear, 
Is  proud  to  pay  her  willing  tribute  here. 

EPISTLE  TO  J.  B.  ESQ^  1757. 

Agaisi'I  urge  my  old  objedlion. 
That  modern  rules  obfiruiSt  perfedlion, 
And  the  fevcrity  of  talfe 
Has  laid  the  walk  of  genius  waftc. 


Fancy's  a  flight  we  deal  no  more  ia 
Our  authors  creep  inAead  of  foaring, 
And  all  the  biave  imagination 
Is  dwindled  into  declamation. 

But  ftill  you  cry  in  foher  fadnefs. 
"  There  is  difcretion  ev'n  in  madnef%" 
A  pithy  fentence,  which  wants  credit  I 
Becaufe  I  find  a  poet  faid  it ; 
Their  verdldb  makes  but  fmall  imprcflion, 
Who  are  known  liars  by  profeflion. 
Rife  what  exalted  flight."  it  will. 
True  genius  will  be  genius  flill; 
And  lay,  that  horfc  would  you  prefer. 
Which  \\nnts  a  bridle  or  a  fpiir  ? 
The  metiled  Heed  may  lofe  his  tricks; 
The  j.ide  grows  callous  to  your  kicks. 

Had  Shiikfpcare  crept  by  modern  rules, 
We'd  loft  his  witches,  fairies,  fools  : 
Inftead  of  all  that  wiid  creation. 
He'd  form'd  a  regular  plantation, 
A  garden  trim,  and  all  enclos'd. 
In  niceft  fymmetry  difpos'd, 
The  hedges  cut  in  proper  order. 
Nor  e'en  a  branch  beyond  the  border : 
Now  like  a  foreft  he  appears, 
l"lie  growth  of  twice  three  hundred  years ; 
Where  many  a  tree  afpiring  Cirouds 
Irs  airyfumniit  in  the  clouds. 
While  rou;id  i.s  root  ftill  love  to  twine 
The  ivy  or  wild  eglantine. 

"  But  Shakfpeare's  all  creative  fancy 
"  Aiade  others  love  extravagancy  ; 
"  While  cloud- capt  nonfenfe  was  their  aim, 
"  Like  Hurlothrumbo's  mad  Lord  Flame." 
True — who  can  flop  dull  imitators? 
Thofe  younger  brothers  of  tranflators, 
Thofe  infeifls,  which  from  genius  rife. 
And  buzz  about,  in  fwarms,  like  flies? 
I   Fafliion,.that  fets  the  modes  of  drefs, 
I  Sheds  too  her  influence  o'er  the  preis: 
I  As  formerly  the  fons  of  rhyme 
Sought  Shakfpeare's  fancy  and  fublime 
By  cool  correCtnefs  now  they  hope 
To  emulate  the  praife  of  Pope. 
But  Pope  and  Shakfpeare  both  difclaira 
Thofe  low  retainers  to  their  fame. 

What  talli  can  duilnefs  e'er  c£FeCl 
So  eafy,  as  to  write  correii  ? 
Poets,  'tis  faid,  are  fure  to  fpllt 
By  too  much  or  too  little  wit; 
So,  to  avoid  th'  extremes  of  either. 
They  mifs  their  mark  and  follow  neither  ; 
They  fo  esasftly  poife  the  fcale 
That  neither  meafure  will  prevail, 
And  mediocrity  the  mufe 
Did  never  in  her  Ions  excufe, 
'  fis  true,  their  tawdry  works  are  grac'd 
With  all  the  charms  of  modern  tafte. 
And  every  fenfelefj  line  is  dreO: 
In  quaint  expreflion's  tinfel  vcft. 
Say,  did  you  never  chance  to  meet 
A  monueur  barber  in  the  ftreet, 
Whofe  ruSe,  as  it  lank  depends. 
And  dangles  o'er  his  fingers  ends, 
Hi-  olive-tann'd  ccmpiexicn  graces 
With  little  dabs  of  Drclli-^n  Iaccs, 
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While  for  the  body  Morfienr  Puff, 
Would  think  t*en  dowlas  fine  enough  ? 
So  fares  it  with  <  ur  men  of  rhymes, 
Sweet  til  klcrs  <  f  poetic  chimes. 
Fcr  lace,  and  fringe,  and  tawdry  clothes, 
Sore  ncv  r  yet  wt-re  greater  beaux; 
But  fairly  Orip  theni  to  the  fhirt, 
They're  all  niaHe  tp  of  rags  and  dirt. 

Arc,  (hall 'h^fe wretches  bards  commence, 
"Without  or  fpirit   talte,  or  fcnfe  ? 
And  when  they  bring  no  other  treafure, 
Shall  I  admre  them  for  their  mtalure  ? 
Or  do  I  fcorn  the  critic''  rules 
Becaiifc  1  will  not  If  arn  of  fools  ? 
>Slth«.ugh  Longinus'  full  mouth  d  profc 
With  all  the  force  of  genius  gl  ws; 
Tb'  ogh  Dioryfius*  learned  tafte 
Is  ever  manly,  jufl.  and  chafte, 
Who.  like  a  fkilful  wife  phyfician, 
rUTeifls  lach  patt  of  c^mp' fition, 
And  &<.ws  how  beauty  Urikes  the  foul 
From  a  juft  compad  nf  the  whole; 
Though  judgment  in  (^intilian'-  page. 
Holds  foitb  her  lam    lor  tv'ry  age  ; 
Yet  Hepercriiics  i  diC'iam, 
A  race  of  blockheads  dull  and  xain, 
And  laugh  at  all  thofe  empty  fools, 
Wi^o  cramp  a  gerius  with  dull  rules, 
And  what  their  narrow  fcience  n  ocks 
Itemn  with  the  name  of  hetVodox. 

Thefe  butchers  of  a  poet's  fame. 
While  they  ufurp  the  critic  s  name. 
Cry — "  This  is  tafte — that's  my  opinion." 
And  poets  dread  their  mock  dominion. 

So  have  you  lecn  w  ith  dire  affright. 
The  petty  monarch  of  the  night. 
Seated  aloft  in  elbow  cVair, 
Command  the  pnfoners  to  appear, 
Har;ingue  an  hour  on  watchmen's  praife, 
And  on  the  dire  ( fTcA  of  frays; 
Then  cry, "  Yii '11  luffer  for  your  daring, 
••  And  d — n  you,  you  fhall  pay  for  (wearing." 
Then  turning,  tell  th"  aftonifli'd  ring, 
J  fit  t»  reprefent  the  KING. 

EPISTLE  TO  THE  SAME.  1757, 

Has  tny  good  dame  a  wicked  child  ? 
It  takes  the  gentle  name  < >f  wild; 
If  chefts  he  breaks,  if  locks  he  picks, 
'Ti»  no-hing  more  than  y.  uthful  tricks: 
The  mother's  fondnefs  ftamps  it  merit. 
For  vices  are  a  fign  of  fpirit. 

bay,  do  the  noghbours  think  the  fame 
With  the  good  old  indulgent  dame  ? 
Cries  goflip  Plate,  "  I  hear  with  grief 
"  iVIy  neighbour's  'on's  an  arrani  thn.f. 
"  Nay,  couici  yi  u  thu.k  it,  1  am  told, 
"  He  ftole  five  guine.is,  all  in  gold, 
•'   You  know  tht  youth  was  always  wild— • 
"  He  got  his  father's  maid  with  child  ; 
"  And  robb'd  his  mafter.  to  defray 
«'  The  money  he  had  li.ft  at  play. 
«'  All  means  to  fave  him  mult  now  fail, 
e'  What  can  it  end  in  ?— In  *  jail.'* 


Howr'er  the  dame  doats  o'er  her  yonth» 
My  gc-'flip  fays  the  very  truth. 

But  as  his  vices  love  wi.uld  hide, 
Ur  torture  them  to  vir.tue's  fide, 
So  friciidfhip'sglafs  deceives  the  eye, 
(A  glafs  too  apt  to  magnify) 
And  makes  ycu  ihink  at  leaft  you  fee 
Some  fpark  of  genius,  ev'n  in  me. 
Y   u  fay  I  Ihould  ge'  fame  :  1  doubt  It  : 
Pi  rhaps  I  am  as  well  without  it 
F  r  what's  the  wor'h  of  empty  praife  ? 
What  poet  ever  diu'd  on  bays  ? 
For  though  the  laurel,  rarefl  wonder! 
May  fcretn  us  from  the  ftrok-^  of  thunder, 

I  his  mind  I  ever  was,  and  am  in. 
It  is  no  antidote  to  famine 

And  poers  live  on  (lender  fare, 
Who,  like  cameleoi/s,  feed  on  air, 

^nd  ftarve,  to  gain  an  empty  breath. 
Which  only  ferves  them  after  death. 
Gratt  I  1  cceed.  like  Horace  rife. 
And  flrike  my  headagainft  the  Ikies; 
Common  experience  c.ajlj  fhows. 

That  poets  have  a  world  of  foes ; 
And  we  fhaJl  find  in  every  town 

Goflips  enough  to  cry  thtm  down; 

U  ho  meet  in  pious  convtrfation 
T'  anatomize  a  reputation. 

With  flipijant  tongue,  and  empty  head. 

Who  talk  '  f  things  they  never  read. 
Their  idle  cenlures  1  defpife; 

Their  niggard  prailes  won't  luffice. 

Tempt  me  no  mure  then  to  the  crime 

Of  dabbling  in  the  f  nt  of  rhyme. 

My  mufe  has  anlwei'd  all  her  end 

It  her  produiStions  pleafe  a  friend. 

The  world  isburden'd  with  a  (lore. 

Why  need  I  add  one  fcribbkr  more  ? 

TO     *     •     *     * 

Ahut  to  publijh  a  Volume  of  Mi/cellattiest. 
WRITTEN  IN  THE  TEAR  17S5- 

Since  now,  all  fcruples  caft  away. 
Your  works  are  rifing  into  day, 
Foro-ive,  though  I  prefume  to  fend 
This  honeft  counfel  of  a  fnend. 

Ltt  not  your  verfe,  as  \ei[e  now  goes. 
Be  a  ftrange  k;nd  of  meafur'd  profe; 
Nor  let  your  profe,  which  fure  is  worfe. 
Want  nought  but  meafure  to  be  verfe. 
\*  rite  from  your  own  imagination, 
Nor  curb  yi>urmufeby  imitation: 
l"or  copies  fhow,  howe'er  expreft, 
A  barren  genius  at  tht  befl 

But  jnniation'sall  the  mode — 
Yet  whtre  one  hits,  ten  mif  the  road. 

rhe  min.ic  bard  with  pieafure  lee« 
Mat    Prill's  unalfecSed  eafe  : 
Afiunies  his  tlyle,  aff.  £ti  his  ftory. 
Se;s  every  circmiiancc  before  ye, 
Flie  day,  tht  hour,  the  name,  the  dwelling; 
.\nd  n.ars  a  curious  tale  in  telling  : 
Obftrve  how  ea/y  Prior  flows, 
i'hen  runs  bis  uumbsis  down  to  profe. 
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Othef  s  have  fought  the  filthy  ftews 
To  find  a  dirty  flip-fhud  miife. 
Their  groping  gentiis,  while  it  rakes 
The  bogs,  fhe  common  fcwcrs,  and  jakes, 
Ordure  and  filth  in  rhyme  cxpofes, 
Difguftful  to  our  eyes  and  nofes  ; 
With  many  a  dafh  that  muft  offend  us, 
And  much  «  •  » 

•  •  «f  •  * 

•  •  •         Hiatus  non  dijicndus. 
O  Swift !  how  wouldft  thou  blufh  to  fee, 
Such  are  the  bards  who  copy  thee  \ 

This,  Milton  for  his  plan  will  choofc: 
Wherein  refembling  Milton's  mufe  ? 
Milfon,  like  thunder,  rolls  along 
In  all  the  majefty  of  fong; 
While  his  lojv  mimics  meanly  creep, 
Not  quite  awake,  nor  quite  afleep  ; 
Or,  if  their  thunder  chance  to  roll, 
'lis  thunder  of  the  muftard  bowl. 
The  (liff  expreflion,  phrafes  ftrange, 
The  epithet's  prep  ifteri  us  change. 
Forc'd  nunibers,  rou<jh  and  unpolite, 
Such  as  the  judging  ear  affright, 
Stop  in  mid  verfe.     Ye  mimics  vile  I 
Is't  thus  you  copy  Milton's  flyle  ? 
His  faults  religioufly  you  trace, 
But  borrow  not  a  fingle  grace. 

How  few  (fay,  whence  can  it  proceed)  ? 
Who  copy  Milton,  e'er  fucceed  ! 
But  all  their  labours  are  in  vain  : 
And  wherefi)re  fo  ? —  The  reafon's  plain. 
Take  it  for  granted,  'tis  by  thofe 
Milton's  the  mode!  moftly  chafe, 
Who  can't  write  verfe,  and  won't  write  profe 

Others,  who  aim  at  fancy,  choofe 
To  woo  the  gentle  Spenfer's  mufe. 
This  poet  fixes  for  his  theme 
An  allegory,  or  a  dream; 
Ficftion  and  truth  together  joins 
Through  a  long  wafte  of  flimfy  lines ; 
Fondly  believes  his  fancy  glows. 
And  image  upon  image  grows  ; 
Thinks  his  ftrong  mufc  takes  wond'rous  flights, T 
Whene'er  (he  fings  of  peerlefs  wights,  > 

Of  dens,  of  palfreys,  fpells  and  knights :  _; 

Till  allegory,  Spenfer's  veil 
T'  inftru<5l  and  pleafe  in  moral  rale, 
With  him's  no  veil  the  truth  to  fhroud, 
But  one  impenetrable  cloud. 

Others,  more  darinij,  fix  their  hope 
On  rivnlling  the  fame  of  Pope 
Satire's  the  word  againfl  'he  times— 
Thefe  catch  the  cadence  of  Kis  rhymes, 
And  borne  from  earth  by  Pope's  ftrong  wings,  ") 
Their  mufe  afpires,  and  boldly  fl.ngs  p- 

Her  dirt  up  in  the  face  of  king*.  j 

In  theft  the  fpleen  of  Pojie  we  find ; 
But  where  the  greatnefs  "f  his  mind  ? 
His  numbers  are  their  whole  pretence, 
Merc  ftrangcrsto  his  manly  fe-nfe. 

Some  few,  the  fav'rites  of  the  mnfe, 
Whom  with  her  kindefl;  eye  ihe  views; 
Round  whom  Apollo  s  brighteft  r.iys 
Shine  forth  with  audiminiih'd  bh2,e  ^ 


Some  few,  my  friend,  have  fweetly  trod 
In  imitation's  dang'rous  road. 
Long  as  tobacco's  mild  perfume 
Shall  fcent  each  happy  curate's  room. 
Oft  as  in  elbow-chair  he  fmokes. 
And  v^uaff')  his  ale.  and  cracks  his  jokes. 
So  I'Pg,  O  '   Brown,  fhall  laft  thy  praife, 
Crown'd  with  tobacco- leaf  for  bays; 
And  \A  hnfoe'er  thy  verfe  (hall  fee, 
Shall  fill  another  pipe  to  thee. 


TO  GEORGE  COLMAN,  ES(^ 

A  FAMIHAR  EPISTLE. 

IVjitten  "January  I.  1761.     From  Tijftnglm  in  Der- 

byjbire. 

Frit'NDship  with  mofl^  is  dead  and  cool, 

A  dull,  i..aiflive,  ftagnant  pool  ; 

Yours  like  the  lively  current  flows, 

And  (hares  the  pleafuie  it  beftows. 

If  there  is  ought,  whofe  lenient  pow'r 

Can  footh  .'fflKftion's  painful  hour, 

Svieeten  the  bitter  cup  of  care, 

And  fnatch  the  wretched  from  defpair, 

Superior  to  the  fenfe  of  woes. 

From  friendfhip's  fource  the  balfam  flows. 

Ricli  then  am  I,  poffcft  of  thine, 

Who  knew  that  hap,  y  balfam  mine. 

In  yo'ith,  from  nature's  genuine  heat, 
The  fouls  congenial  fpring  t'   meet. 
And  emulation's  infant  firife. 
Cements  the  man  in  future  life. 
Oft  too  the  miiid  well  pleas'd  furveys 
Its  progrefs  from  its  childifh  days; 
Sees  how  the  current  upn  ards  ran. 
And  reads  the  child  o'er  in  the  man. 
For  men,  in  reafon's  fober  eyes. 
Are  children,  bur  of  1 -rger  fize, 
Have  ftill  their  idle  hopes  and  fears, 
And  hobby-h  r  e  of  riper  years. 

Whether  a  blcffing  or  a  curfe, 
My  rattle  is  the  love  of  verfe. 
Some  fancied  parts,  and  emulation, 
Which  ftill  afpires  to  reputation. 
Bade  infant  fancy  plume  her  flight,    | 
And  held  the  laurel  full  to  fight. 
For  vanity   the  pnet's  fin, 
Had  ta'en  pnff.  ffi  >n  all  within  : 
And  he  whole  brain  i-  verfe-poffcft, 
Is  in  himfelf  as  higlUy  bleft. 
As  he,  vthofe  lines  and  circles  vie 
With  heav'n's  diiedlion  of  the  flcy. 

Howe'er  the  river  rolls  i;s  tides. 
The  cork  upon  the  furf  .ce  rides. 
And  on  ink  s  ocean,  lightly  buoy'd, 
The  c  ik  of  vanity  is  Lloyd. 
Let  me  too  ufe  the  common  claim 
And  loufe  at  once  upon  my  name, 

*  Ifaa  Ha-ahhis  Broivn  Efq  aulhor  of  a  ftccs 
called  the  Pips  of  Tobacco^  a  mojl  exeelknt  imitation  of 
fix  diffcrsnt  authors. 
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Which  fome  have  done  with  greater  ftrefs. 
Who  know  me,  and  who  love  me  Ids. 

Poets  are  very  harmlefs  things, 
Unlefs  you  teaze  one  till  it  ftings; 
And  when  affronts  are  plainly  meant, 
We're  bound  in  honour  to  refect; 
And  what  tribunal  will  deny 
An  injur'd  perfon  to  reply  ? 

Ill  thefe  familiar  emanations. 
Which  are  but  wriiinj;  converfations. 
Where  thought  appears  in  difliabiUe, 
And  fancy  does  jult  what  (he  will, 
The  Ibureft  critic  would  excufe 
The  v.lj^rant  fallies  of  the  mufe  : 
Which  lady,  for  Apollo's  blefling. 
Has  fti'I  attended  our  careffing. 
As  mai.y  children  round  her  fees 
As  maggots  in  a  Chcfhire  cheefe, 
Wli'ch  I  maintain  atvaft  expence, 
(i(  pen  and  paper,  time  and  fenfe  : 
And  fureiy  'twas  no  fmall  mifcarriage 
When  firft  I  enter  d  into  marriage. 
The  poet's  title  which  I  bear, 
With  fome  ftrange  caflles  in  the  air, 
Was  all  my  poition' with  the  fair. 

However  narrowly  I  look, 
In  Phoebas's  •ualonm  bonk, 
I  cannot  from  inquiry  find 
Poets  had  much  to  leave  behind. 
They  had  a  copyliold  cllare 
In  lands  which  they  themfelves  create, 
A  foolifll  title  to  s.  fountain, 
A  right  of  common  in  a  mountain. 
And  yet  they  liv'd  amongil  the  great, 
More  than  their  brethren  do  of  late; 
Invited  out  at  feafls  to  dine, 
Eat  as  they  pleas'd,  and  drank  their  wine ; 
Nor  is  it  any  where  fet  down 
They  tipt  the  fervants  half-a-crown, 
But  palb'd  amid  the  Vi'aiting  throng 
And  pay'd  the  porter  with  a  fong; 
As  once,  a  wag,  in  modern  days, 
When  all  are  in  thefe  bribing  ways, 
liis  fnilling'.  to  difpenfe  unable, 
iicrap'd  half  the  fruit  from  off  the  table. 
And  walking  gravely  through  the  crowd, 
Which  ftood  oi  fequioufly,  and  bow'd. 
To  keep  the  fafliion  up  of  tipping, 
Dropt  in  each  iiand  a  gi  k'.cn  pijipin. 

liiit  there's  a  difference  indeed 
'Twixt  ancient  birds  and  modern  breed. 
Though  poet  known,  in  Roman  days, 
Fca.lefs  he  walk'd  the  public  v.  ays. 
Not  ever  knew  that  facred  name 
Co'.itemptuous  Imile,  or  painful  iliamc  : 
While  with  a  foulifh  face  of  pvaiie. 
The  folks  would  ftop  to  gape  and  gaze. 
And  half  untold  the  (lory  leave. 
Pulling  their  neighbour  by  the  fleeve. 
While  ih'  indtK  of  the  finger  fliows, 
— There — yondtr'a  Horace — there  he  goes. 

This  finger,  I  allow  it  true, 
Points  at  us  modern  potts  too; 
But  'tis  by  way  of  wit  and  joke, 
To  laugh,  or  as  the  phrafe  is,  Jhiohe^ 


Yet  there  are  thofe,  who're  fond  of  wit. 
Although  they  never  us'd  it  yet, 
Who  wits  and  witlings  entertain  ; 
Of  tafte,  virtii,  and  judgment  vain, 
And  dinner,  grace,  and  grace-cup  done, 
Expedl  a  wond'rous  deal  of  fun  : 
"  Yes — He  at  bottom—don't  you  know  him? 
"  That's  he  that  wrote  the  laft  new  poem. 
"  His  humour's  exquifitely  high, 
"  You'll  hear  him  open  by  and  by." 

The  man  in  print  and  converfation 
Have  often  very  fmall  relation  ; 
And  he,  whofe  humour  hits  the  town, 
When  copied  fairly,  and  fet  down, 
In  public  company  may  pafs, 
For  little  better  than  an  afs. 
Perhaps  the  fault  is  on  his  fide,  : 

Springs  it  from  modefty,  or  pride, 
Thefe  qualities  afham'd  to  own. 
For  which  he's  happy  to  be  known ; 
Or  that  his  nature's  {Irange  and  fhy. 
And  diffident,  he  knows  not  why  ; 
Or  from  a  prudent  kind  of  fear, 
Asknovi/ing  that  the  world's  fevere, 
He  wou'd  not  fuffer  t*^  efcape 
Familiar  wit  in  eafy  fbape  : 
Left  gaping  fools,  and  vile  repeaters, 
Should  catch  her  up,  and  fpoil  her  features. 
And,  for  the  child's  unlucky  maim. 
The  faultlef'i  parent  come  to  fhame. 

Well,  but  methinks  I  hear  you  f.iy, 
"  Write  then,  my  friend!" — Write  what? — 

"  play. 
"  The  theatres  are  open  yet, 
"   l"hc  market  for  all  fterling  wit ; 
"  Try  the  flrong  efforts  of  ycur  pen, 
"   And  draw  the  cbaraiSlers  of  men  ; 
"   Or  hid  the  burfiing  tear  to  flow, 
"   Obedient  to  the  fabled  woe  ; 
"   With  tragedy's  fevereft  art, 
"   Anatomize  the  human  heart, 
"   And,  that  you  may  be  underfiood, 
"  Bid  nature  fpeok,  as  nature  Ihou'd." 

That  talent,  George,  though  yet  untried^ 
PiThaps  my  genius  has  denied  ; 
Wliiic  you,  my  friend,  are  fure  to  pleafe 
With  all  the  povv'rs  of  comic  eafc. 

Authors,  like  maids  at  fifteen  years. 
Are  full  of  wi flies,  full  of  fears. 
One  might  by  pieafant  thoughts  be  led, 
I'o  lofe  a  trifling  maiden-head; 
But  'tis  a  terrible  vex.ation 
To  give  up  with  it  reputation. 
And  he,  who  has  with  plays  to  do, 
Has  got  the  devil  to  po  through. 
Critics  have  reafon  for  their  rules, 
I  dread  the  cenlure  of  your  io"U. 
For  tell  me,  and  confiilt  your  pride, 
(Set  Garrick  lor  a  while  afide) 
How  cou'd  you,  George,  with  patience  bear, 
i'hc  critic  profing  in  the  play'r  i" 

Some  of  that  calling  have  i  known. 
Who  held  no  judgment  like  their  own  ; 
And  yet  their  reafoiis  fairly  fcaii, 
And  feparato  the  wh'.at  and  bran ; 
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You'cTbe  aniazM  indeed  to  find 
What  little  wheat  is  left  behind. 
For,  after  all  their  mighty  rout 
Of  chatt'ring  round  and  round  about, 
'TIs  but  a  kind  of  clock-work  talking', 
Like  crofling  on  the  flage,  and  walking. 

The  form  of  this  tribunal  paft, 
The  play  receiv'd,  the  parts  all  call, 
Each  acflor  has  his  own  objc61ions, 
Each  charadler  new  imperfedlions  : 
The  man  is  drawn  too  coarfe  and  rough. 
The  lady  has  not  fmut  enough. 
It  wants  a  touch  of  Gibber's  eafe, 
A  higher  kind  of  talk  to  pleafe  ; 
Such  as  your  titled  folks  would  choofe, 
And  lords  and  ladylhips  might  ule  ; 
"Which  fly!e,  whoever  would  fucceed  in, 
Muft  have  fmall  wit,  and  much  good  breeding. 
If  this  is  dialogue — mafoi. 
Sweet  Sir,  fay  I,  parilo>inez  mot  ! 

As  long  as  life  and  bufinefs  laft, 
The  aiflors  have  their  feveral  cart, 
A  walk  where  each  his  talent  fliows. 
Queens,  nurfes,  tyrant.-,  lovers,  beaux ; 
Suppofe  you've  found  a  girl  of  merit, 
Would  {how  your  part  in  all  its  fpirit. 
Take  the  whole  meaning  in  the  fcope, 
Some  little  lively  thir.g,  like  Pope, 
You  rob  fome  others  ui  a  feather 
They've  worn  for  thirty  years  together. 

But  grant  the  cafl  is  as  you  like 
To  adtors  which  you  thinii  will  flrike. 
To-morrow  then — (but  as  you  know 
I've  ne'er  a  con-.edy  to  Ihow, 
Let  me  a  while  in  converiation 
Make /ree  with  yours  for  application) 
The  arrov.-'s  fli):rht  can't  be  prevented — 
To-morrow  thm  will  be  prefented 
The  jEALdtfs  WiTE  !  'i'o-morrow?  Right. 
How  do  you  fleep,  my  friend,  to-night .' 
Have  you  no  pit-pat  hopes  and  fears, 
Road  beef,  and  catcalls  in  your  ears  ? 
Mab's  wheels  a-crofs  your  temples  creep, 
You  tofs  and  tumble  in  your  fleep, 
And  cry  aloud,  with  rage  and  fplecn, 
"  That  fellow  murders  all  my  fcene." 

To-morrow  conies.     I  know  your  merit, 
And  f^e  the  piece's  fire  and  fpirit ; 
Yet  friendihip's  zeal  is  ever  hearty, 
And  dreads  the  efforts  of  a  party. 

"^he  coach  below,  the  clock  gone  five, 
Now  to  the  theatre  we  drive  : 
Peeping  the  curtain's  eyelet  through, 
Behold  the  houfe  in  dreadful  view  ! 
Obferve  how  dole  the  critics  fit, 
And  not  one  bonnet  in  the  pit. 
With  horror  hear  the  galleries  ring, 
Nofy  !   Black  Jock  !   God  fave  the  King ! 
Sticks  clatter,  catcalls  fcream,  Encore  ! 
Cocks  crow,  pit  hilTes,  galleries  roar  : 
E'en  cha  fame  oranges  is  found 
This  night  to  have  a  dreadful  found  : 
I'ill,  decent  fables  on  hii  back, 
(Your  prologuizers  ail  wear  black) 
Thq  prologue  comes;  and,  if  it's  mine, 
It's  very  good,  and  very  fine ; 


If  not,  I  take  a  pinch  of  fnufF, 

And  wonder  where  you  got  inch  ftuflF. 

That  done,  a-gape  the  critics  fit, 
Expeftant  of  the  comic  wit. 
The  fiddlers  play  again  pell-mell  : 
— But  hifl: ! — the  prompter  rings  his  bell. 
— Down  there  !  hats  off! — the  curtain  draws  ! 
What  follows  is — the  jufl  applaufe. 

TWO  ODES  *. 

*nNANTA  2TNETOI2IN.  ES 
AE  TO  HAN,  EPiMIINEHN 

XATizEi.  PiNDAK,  Olymp.  n. 

ODE   I. 

I.     r. 

Daughter  of  chaos  and  old  night, 
Cimmerian  nuife,  all  hail  '. 

■fhht  wrapt  in  never-twinkiing  gloom  canfi  writej 
And  fliadoweil:  meaning  with  thy  dufky  veil ! 
What  poet  f'lngs,  and  ftrikes  the  firings? 
It  was  the  mighty  Thcban  fpoke. 
He  from  the  ever-living  lyre 
With  magic  hand  elicits  fire. 
Heard  ye  the  din  of  modern  rhymers  bray? 

It  was  cool  M n,  or  warm  G — y, 

Involv'd  in  tenfold  fmoke. 
I.      2. 
The  fhallov/  fop  in  antic  vefl:, 

Tir'd  of  the  beaten  road. 
Proud  to  be  fingly  drefl, 
Changes,  with  every  cha^iging  moon,  the  mode. 
Say,  fhall  not  then  the  hcav'n-born  mufe^  too 

Variety  purl'ue  ? 
Shall  not  applauding  critics  hail  the  vogue  ? 
Whether  the  mufe  the  flyle  of  Cambria's  fons. 
Or  the  rude  gabble  of  the  Huns, 
Or  the  broader  dialect 
Of  Caledonia  flie  affed, 
Or  take,  Hibernia,  thy  flilJ  ranker  brogue  ? 

I-     3- 

On  this  terreftrial  ball 
The  tyrant  fafnion  governs  all. 
She,  fickle  goddefs,  whom,  in  days  of  yore, 
The  ideot  Moria,  on  the  banks  of  Seine, 
Unto  an  antic  fool,  bight  Andrev/,  bore  : 
Long  fhe  paid  him  with  difdain, 
And  long  his  pangs  in  filence  he  conceal'd  ; 
At  length,  in  happy  hour,  his  love-fick  paia 
On  tliy  bleft  calends,  April,  hs  reveal'd. 
From  their  embraces  fprung, 

Ever  chai;ging,  ever  ranging, 
Falhion,  gcdJefs  ever  young. 
II.     I. 
Perch'd  on  the  dubious  height,  (he  loves  to  ride 
Upon  a  v.-eather-cock  aftride. 

*  I  take  the  Uheriy  of  infirting  tlye  tico  fo'lozving 
odes,  though  I  cannot,  ivithjlriii  proprieiy,  print  them 
as  my  oiun  comfsfition.  TLe  truth  is,  tLcy  i»uc  ivrit^ 
ten  in  concert  -with  a. friend,  to  -uihcfc  labou:  s  1  am.  al- 
luays  happy  to  add  my  oivn  :  I  mcdn  the  author  of  the 
\  jealous  iVifi. 
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Each  blall  that  blows,  around  (he  goes, 
While  noddinjT  o'er  her  creft. 

Emblem  of  her  magic  pow'r, 
The  light  cameleon  ftands  confeft, 
Changing  it's  hues  a  thoufand  times  an  hour. 
And  in  a  veft  is  fhe  array'd, 
Of  man}'  a  dancing  moon-beam  made, 
Nor  Eonelefs  is  her  waift  : 
But  fair  and  beautiful  I  ween, 
As  the  ceftus-cindur'd  queen, 
Is  with  the  rainbow's  fhadowy  girdle  brac'd. 

II.  a. 

She  bids  purfue  the  fav'rite  road 

Of  lofty  ch'ud-capt  ode. 
Meantime  each  hard,  with  eager  fpeed, 
Vaults  on  tlie  Pegafean  Reed  : 
Yet  not  that  Pegafus  of  yore 
Which  th'  illuftrious  Pindar  bore. 
But  one  of  nobler  breed  ; 
Hi"h  blood  and  youth  his  luOy  veins  infpire : 

From  Tottipontimoy  he  came  ; 
Who  knows  not,  Tottipontimoy,  thy  name  .' 
The  bioody-ftioulder'd  Arab  was  his  fire  ; 
*  His  White-nofe.  He  on  fam'd  Don,caflria's  plains 

Rffign'd  his  fatal  breath  : 
In  vain  for  life  the  ftruggling  courfer  ftrains. 
Ah  !  who  can  run  the  race  with  death  ? 
The  tyrant's  fpeed,  or  man,  or  fteed, 

Strives  all  in  vain  to  fly. 
He  leads  the  chafe,  he  wins  the  race, 
We  flunible,  fall,  and  die. 
H.     3- 
Third  from  White-nofe  fprings 
Pegafus  with  eagle  wings  : 
Light  o'er  the  plain,  as  dancing  cork, 
_    With  many  a  bound  he  beats  the  ground, 
While  all  the  turf  with  acclamation  ring>  : 
He  won  Northa-iipton,  Lincoln,  Oxford,  York  : 
He  too  Newmarket  won  : 
There  Gnnta's  Ion 
Seiz'd  oi-  the  fleed. 
And  thence  him  led  (fo  fate  decreed) 
To  where  old  Cam,  reni  wn'd  in  poet's fong, 
With  his  dark  and  mky  waves. 
Either  bank  in  fi'.ence  laves. 
Winding  flvAV  his  flugi^ifh  ftreams  along. 

III.  I. 

What  {tripling  neat,  of  vlfage  fweet, 

In  trimmeft  guile  array'd. 
Fit  ft  the  neighing  fteed  affay'd  ? 
His  hand  a  taper  fv^itch  adorns,  his  heel 
Sparkles  refulgent  with  elaOic  fteel : 
The  whiles  he  wins  hi*  whiffling  way, 
Prancing,  ambling,  round  and  round, 
By   hill,    and  dale,    and  mead,   and   ^reenfward 
gay  : 
Till  fated  with  the  pleafiug  ride, 
From  the  lofty  fteed  difniounting. 
He  lies  along,  enwrapt  in  conl'rious  pride, 
By  gurging  rill,  or  cryftal  fountain. 


•  The  author  is  either  miP.akeh  in  this  place,  or  Las 
el's  i'ldttlged  b'lmfelf  in  a  very  untvarrantable  po'.tical 
licence.  IVhile  »ofe  tuas  not  the  fire.,  but  a  fan  of  the 
Qidolilin  Arabian,     Ute  my  Calendar,  Hebek.. 


111.      2. 
Lo  '  next  a  bard  fecure  of  pralfe, 
His  fclf  complacent  countenance  difplays. 
His  broad  muftachios,  ting'd  with  golden  dye, 
Flame  like  a  meteor  to  the  troubled  air: 
Proud  his  demeanor,  and  his  eagle  eye, 
O'erhung  with  lavifti  lid,  yet  Ihone  with  glorious 
glare. 

The  grizzle  grace 
Of  bufliy  peruke  fhadovv'd  o'er  his  face. 

In  large  wide  boots,  whofe  ponderous  weight 
Would  fink  each  wight  of  modern  date, 
He  rides  well  pleas'd  :   So  large  a  pair 
Not  Garagantua's  felf  might  wear: 
Not  he,  of  nature  fierce  and  cruel, 
Who.  if  we  truft  to  ancient  ballad, 
Devour'd  three  pilgrims  in  a  fallad  ; 
Nor  he  of  fame  germane,  bight  Pantagruel. 

III.     3. 
Accoutred  thus,  th*  advent'rous  youth 
Seeks  not  the  level  lawn,  or  velvet  mead, 

Faft  by  whofe   fide   clear  ftreams  meand'ring  ' 
creep  ; 
But  urges  on  amain  the  fiery  fteed 
Up   Snowdon's  fliaggy  Sde,   or   Cambrian  rock 
uncouth: 
Where  the  venerable  herd 
Of  goats  wirh  long  and  fapisnt  beard, 
And  wanton  kidlings  their  blithe  revels  keep. 
Now  up  the  mountain  fee  him  ftrain, 

Now  down  the  vale  he's  toft, 
Now  flafiies  on  the  fight  again, 
Now  in  the  palpable  obl'cure  quite  luft. 

IV.    I. 
Man's  feeble  race  eternal  dangers  wait, 

With  high  or  low   all,  all  is  woe, 
Difcafe    mifthance,  pale  fear   and  dubious  fate. 

But,  o'er  every  peril  bounding, 
Ambition  views  not  all  the  ills  furrounding, 
And   tiptoe  on  the  mountains  fteep, 
RefleiSls  not  on  the  yawning  deep. 
IV.    Z. 
See,   fee,   he    T-ars !    With    mighty    wings   out« 
fpread, 
And  long  refounding  mane, 
The  courfer  quits  the  plain. 
Aloft  in  air,  fee,  fee  him  bear 

The  bard,  who  fhrouds 
His  lyric  glorv  in  the  cl)uds, 
Too  find  to  ftrike  the  ftars  with  lofty  heSti, 
He  topples  headlong  from  the  giddy  height, 
Deep  in  the  Cambrian  gulf  immerg'd  in  endlcfs 
night  I 

IV.    3.     _ 
O  fteed  divine  !  what  daring  fpirit 
Rides  thee  now  .'  though  he  inherit 
Nor  the  pride,  nor  (elf  opinion,' 
Which  elate  the  mighty  pair. 
Each  of  tafte  the  fav'rite  muiion, 
Piancing  through  the  defart  air; 
By  help  mechanic  of  equeftrian  block. 
Yet  (hall  he  m -unt,  with  claOic  houftngs  grac'd, 
,  And,  all  unheedfid  of  the  critic  mock. 
Drive  hii  lij/hc  courfer  o'er  the  bounds  of  taftf. 
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ODE  II. 


TO    OBLIVION. 


*  Parent  of  Ease!  Oblivion  old, 
Wh<>  !ov'ft  thy  dw-'lling-  place  to  hold, 
Where  fcepter'd  Pinto  keeps  hi-  dreary  fway, 
Whofe  fulltn  pride  the  {h-v'rinjj  ghofts  obey  1 
Thou,  who  delighted  fiill  to  dwell 
By  fonie  hoar  and  niofs-gr(Avn  cell, 
At  whoft  dank  fcot  Cocyrus  joy^  to  roll, 
Or  Styx'  black  ftreams,  which  even  Jovecontroul ! 
Or  if  it  fuit  thy  better  will 
To  choofe  the  tinkling  weeping  rill, 
Hard  by  whofe  fide  the  fetJ^lt  d  jioppy  red 
Heaves  high  in  air  his  fweetly  curling  head, 
While,  creeping  in  meander^  ilow, 
Lethe's  drowfy  waters  flow, 
And  hollow  hlafts,  which  never  ceafe  to  figh, 
Hum  to  each  care  ftruck  mind  their  luUa-lulla-by  1 
A  prey  no  longer  let  me  be 
To  that  gi'flip  Memory, 
Who  waves  her  banners  trim,  and  proudly  flies 
Tofpread  abroad  her  bribhie  br^alible  lits. 
With  thee.  Oblivion,  let  me  go, 
For  Memory's  a  friend  to  woe  ; 
With  thee,  Forgetfulness.  fair  Clent  queen. 
The  folemn  flole  of  grief  is  never  feen. 

All,  all  is  thine.    Thy  pow'rful  fway 

The  throng'd  poetic  hofls  obey  : 
Though  in  the  van  of  Mem'ry  proud  t'  appear, 
At  thy  command  they  darken  in  the  rear. 

What  'hough  the  modern  trag'c  flrain 

For  nine  whole  days  protrail  thy  reign, 
Yet  through  the  nine,  like  whelp-  of  currifh  hind, 
Scarcely  it  lives  weak,  impotent,  and  blind. 

Sacred  to  thee  the  Crambo  rhyme, 

The  motley  forms  <)f  pantomime  : 
For  thee  from  eunuch's  throat  flill  loves  to  flow 
The  foothing  fadnefs  of  his  warbled  woe  : 

Each  day  to  thee  falls  pamphlet  clean  : 

Each  month  a  new-horn  magazine  : 
Hear  then,  O  Goddess,  hear  thy  vot'ry's  pray'r ! 
And,  if  thou  deign  11  to  take  one  moment's  care, 

Attend  thy  bard  !   who  duly  pays 

The  tribute  of  his  votive  lays; 
Whofe  mufe  flill  offers  at  thy  iacrcd  flirine; — 
Thy  bard,  who  calls  Thee  iiis,  and  makes  him 
Thine. 

O  fweet  Forgetfulness  fupreme  ! 

Rule  fupine  o'er  ev'ry  theme. 
O'er  each  fad  fubjttSl:,  o'er  each  foothing  ftrain. 
Of  mine,  O  Goddess,  ftretch  thine  awful  reign  I 

N'T  let  Mem'ry  fteal  one  note, 

Which  this  rude  hand  to  thee  hath  wrote  ! 
So  (halt  thou  fave  me  from  the  poet's  fhame, 
Thougii  on  the  letter'd  rubric  Dodsley  poft  my 
name. 

*    /iccordSng  to  Lillaus,    -who  bcfows  the  parental 
funSiion  on  oblimou. 

Verba  Obliviscendi  regunt  Genitivum 

Lib.  xiii.  Cap.  8- 
There  h  a  ftmllar  paJTage  in  Bujbtsui, 

VoL.jj; 


O  come,  with  opiate  poppies  crown'd, 

Sheddinj;  flundiers  fof'  around  ;  [fack  !•— 
O  come,  FAT  Goddess,  drunk  with  latreat's 
See   where  fhc  lits  on  the  benumb'd    I'orpe- 

do's  back  ' 
Me,  \n  thy  dull  Elyfium  lapt,  O  blefs 
With  thy  cal;v  forgnfulncfs ! 
And  gently  lull  my  fenfcs  all  the  while 
With  phicid  potm.s  in  the  finking#Tyle  ! 
Whether  the  hernng  p^  et  fing, 
Great  laureat  of  the  fillies  king, 
Or  Lycophron  prciphetic  rave  his  fill. 
Wrapt  in  the  darker  ftralns  o\  Johnny  —  ; 
Or   if  He  ling,  whofe  verfe  afTnrds 
A  be-sy  of  the  choiccji  WiTUS, 
Who  meets  his  lady  mufe  by  niofs-grown  cell, 
Adorn'd  wi'h  epithet  and  tinkling  bell  : 
i'hefe.  Goddess,  let  me  ftill  forget. 
With  all  the  dearth  of  modern  wit ! 
So  mayft  thou  gently  o'er  my  youthful  bread, 
Spread,  with  thy   welcome   hand,   Oblivion's 
friendly  velt. 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  ENVY. 

•written  in  the  year  1751. 

Ah  me'  unhappy  ftate  of  mortal  wight, 
Sith  Envy's  fure  attendant  upon  fame, 
Ne  dorh  (he  reft  from  rancorous  defplght. 
Until  file  works  him  mickle  woeandlhame; 
Unhappy  he  whom  Envy  thus  doth  fppil, 
Ne  doth  fhe  check  her  ever-reft'.tfs  hate  : 
Until  Ihe  doth  hi*  reputation  foil  : 
Ah  !  lucklefs  imp  is  he,  whole  worth  elate, 
Forces  him  pay  this  heavy  tax  for  being  great. 

There  flood  an  ancient  mount,  yclept  Parnafs, 
(The  fair  domain  of  facred  poefy) 
Which,  with  freflx  odours  ever-blooming,  was 
Befprinkled  with  the  dew  of  Caftaly  ; 
V/hich  now  in  foothing  murmurs  whifp'ririg 

glides, 
Wat'ring  with  genial  waves  the  fragrant  foil. 
Now  roils  adov/n  the  mountain'^  fteepy  fides. 
Teaching  the  vales  full  beauteoufly  to  fmile. 
Dame    Nature's    handywork,  not   furm'd   by 
•      lab'ring  toil. 

The  Muses  fair,  thefe  peaceful  fhades  among, 
Withflciliful  fingers  fweep  the  trembling  ftringsj 
The  air  in  file:  ce  iiftcns  to  the  long. 
And  TjMf-  foruets  to  p!y  his  lazy  wings; 
Pale-vilag'd  Care,  with  foul  unhallow'd  feet. 
Attempts  the  lummit  of  the  hill  to  gain, 
Ne  can  the  hag  arrive  the  l-iiisful  feat ; 
Hir  unavailing  llrength  !S  lp<'iit  in  vain,  [rain. 
Content  fits  on  the  top,  and  mocks  her  empty 

Ofr  Phoebus  felf  left  Ms  divine  abode, 
Apd  here  enflirouded  in  a  Ihady  bow'r, 
Rtgardlefs  of  his  ftate,  lay'd  by  the  god. 
And  own'd  fweet  mufic's  more  al'uring  pow'r. 
On  either  fide  was  plac'd  a  peerlef-  wigh", 
Whofe  merit  long  had  fiU'd  the  trump  of  Fame; 
This,   Fancy's   darling  child,  was  Spenser 
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Who  pip'd  full  pkaGncr  on  the  banks  of  Tame  ; 
That  lip  lefs  fani'd  than  he,  and  Milton  was  his 
name. 


In  thefe  coolbow'rs  they  live  fupincly  calm  ; 
Now  harmlefs  talk,  now  emuloufly  ling; 
While  Virtue,  pouring  round  her  facred  balm, 
Makes  happinefs  eternal  as  the  fpring. 
Alternately  they  fung;  now  Spenser  'g-*") 
Of  jourts  and  tournaments. andchampionsftrong; 
Now  IMiLTON  fung  of  difobedient  man, 
And  Eden  loft  :  M'he  bards  around  them  throng, 
Drawn  by  the  wond'rous  magic  of  their  princes' 
fong. 

Not  far   from  thefe,  Dan  Chaucer,  ancient 

wight, 
A  lofty  feat  on  Mount  Parnaffus  held. 
Who  long  had  been  the  mufes  chief  delight ; 
Hi^  reverend  lock'  were  fiiver'd  o'er  with  eld  ; 
Grave  was  his  vifage,  and  liis  habit  plain  i 
Ai.d  while  he  fung,  fair  nature  he  difplay'd, 
In  verl'c  alheit  uncouth,  and  fimple  ftrain  ; 
Ne  mote  he  wdl  iic  feen,  f'>  thick  the  (hade, 
Which   elms  and   aged  oaks  had  all  around  him 

made. 

Nest  ^HAKSPEARF  fat,  irrrgularly  great, 
And  in  his  hand  a  iragic  rod  did  hold, 
"Which  viOonary  being":  did  create. 
And  turn  the  fouieft  drofs  to  pureft:  gold  : 
Whatever  fpirits  rove  in  earth  or  air, 
Or  bad  or  good,  obey  his  dre?  1  command ; 
To  his  behefts  thefe  willingly  repair. 
Thofe  aw'd  by  terrors  of  his  magic  wand. 
The  which   not  all  their  pow'rs  united  might 
withftand. 

Befide  the  bard  there  flood  a  beauteous  maid, 
Whofe  glittering  appearance  dimn'd  the  eyen ; 
Her    thin-wrought   vefture    various    tints  dif- 
play'd, 
Fancy  her  name,  yfprong  of  race  divine; 
Her  mantle  *  wimpled  low,  her  filken  hair, 
Which  loofe  adown  her  well-turn'd  flioulders 

flray'd, 
•  She  made  a  net  to  catch  the  wanton  air,' 
Whofe  love-fick  breezes  all  around  her  play'd 
And  feem'd  in  whifpers  foft  to  court  the  heav'nly 
maid. 

And  ever  and  anon  fhe  wav'd  in  air 
A  fceptre,  fraught  with  all-creative  pow'r  : 
She  wav'd  it  round  :   Eftfoons  there  did  appear 
Spirits  and  witches,  forms  unknown  before  : 
Again  fhe  lifts  her  wonder-working  wand  ; 
Eftfoons  upon  the  flow'ry  plain  were  feen 
The  gay  inhabitants  of  Fairy-Land, 
And  blithe  attendants  upon  iVIab  their  queen 
In  myftic  circles  danc'd  along  th'  enchanted  green. 

On  th* other  fide  ftood  Naturf,  g.-ddefs  fair  ; 
A  matron  feem'd  fhe,  and  of  manners  ftaid ; 


*  Wimpled.  A  ivord  ufed  by  Spenfer  for  hung 
down. —  The  line  enclopd  ivithin  commas  is  ene  of  Fair- 
fax's,  in  bis  tranjlation  of  Taffo, 


Beauteous  her  form,  majeftic  was  her  aiV, 

In  loofe  attire  of  pureft  white  array'd  : 

A  potent  rod  (he  bore,  whofe  pow'r  was  fuch 

(As  from   her  darling's  works   may   well  be 

(liowo,) 
That  often  with  its  foul-enchanting  touch, 
She  raisd  or  joy,  or  qaus'd  the  deep-felt  groan. 
And  each  man's  paflions  made  fubfervient  to  her 

own. 

But  lo  :   thick  fogs  from  out  the  earth  arife, 
Ard  murky  mifts  the  buxom  air  invade. 
Which  with  contagion  dire  infed  the  (kies. 
And  all  around  their  baleful  influence  fhed  ; 
Th'  infeded  (ky,  which  whilom  was  fo  fair. 
With  thick  Cimmeri.n  darknefs  is  o'erfpread  ; 
The  iiin,  which  whilom  (hone  without  compare. 
Muffles  in  pitchy  veil  his  radiant  head,       [bed. 
And  fore  the  time  fore-grieving  feeks  his  wat'ry 

Envy,  the  daughter  of  fell  Acheron, 

(The  flnod  of  deadly  hate  and  gluomy  night) 

Had  left  precipitate  her  Stygian  throne. 

And  through  the  frighted  heavens  wing'd  her 

flight  : 
With  carefal  eye  each  realm  (he  did  explore, 
Ne  mnte  (he  ought  of  happinefs  obferve; 
For  happinefs,  alas !  was  now  no  more, 
■?ith  ev'ry  one  froir.  virtue's  paths  did  fwerve* 
And  trample  on  religion  bafe  defigns  to  ferve. 

At  length,  on  blefl:  Parnaffus  feated  high, 
Their  temple  circled  with  a  laurel  crown, 
Spenser  and  Milton  met  her  fcowling  eye. 
And  turn'd  her  horrid  grin  into  a  frown. 
Full  faft  unto  her  fitter  did  (lie  poft. 
There  to  unload  the  venom  of  her  breaft, 
To  tell  how  all  her  hai)pinefs  was  croft, 
Sith  others  were  of  happincf-.  poffeft  : 
Did  never  gloomy  hell  fend  forth  like  ugly  pe(t. 

Within  the  covert  of  a  gloomy  wood, 
Where fuH'ral  cyprefs  ftar-proof  branches  fpread, 
O'ergrown  with  tangling  briers  a  cavern  flood  ; 
Fit  place  for  melancholy  '  dreary-head. 
Here  a  deformed  monfler  joy'd  to  won, 
Which  on  fell  rancour  ever  was  ybent. 
All  from  the  riling  to  the  fetting  fun. 
Her  heart  purfued  fpite  with  black  intent, 
Ne  could  her  iron  mind  at  human  woes  relent. 

In  flowing  fable  flole  (he  was  yclad. 

Which  with  her  countenance  did  well  accord  ; 

Forth  from  her  mouth,  like  one  through  grief 

gone  mad, 
A  frothy  fea  of  naufeous  foam  was  pour'd ; 
A  ghaftly  grin  and  eye?  afquint,  difpiay 
The  rancour  which  htr  hellilh  thoughts  contain, 
And  how,  when  man  is  bitft,  fhe  pines  away. 
Burning  to  turn  his  happinefs  to  pain  ;       [man. 
Malice  the  monfter's  nanie,  a  foe  to  God  and 

Along  the  floor  black  Inthfome  toads  ftill  crawl, 
Their  gullets  fwell'd  with  poilon's  mortal  bane, 
Which  ever  and  anon  they  (pit  at  all 
Whom  haplefs  fortune  leads  too  near  her  dcB 

*  Dreary-lead.     Gloominefs« 
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Around  her  waifl,  in  place  of  fiiken  zone, 
A  life-devouring  viper  rcar'd  his  head, 
Who  no  diflinvftion  made  'twixt  friend  and  foen, 
But  death  on  ev'ry  fide  fierce  brandilhed, 
Fly,  recklefs  mortals,  fly,  in  vain  is  *  hardy-head. 

Impatient  Envy,  through  th'  etherial  wafie, 
With  inward  venom  fraught,  and  deadly  Ipice, 
Unto  this  cavern  f>eer'd  her  pantinr  hafle, 
Enihrouded  in  a  darkfome  veil  of  night. 
Her  inmoff  heart  burnt  with  impetuous  ire, 
And  fell  deflrudlion  fparlded  in  her  look. 
Her  ferret  eyes  fiafh'd  with  revengeful  fire, 
Av^hile  contending  pafllons  utt'rance  choke, 
At  length  the  fiend  in  furious   tone  her  filcnce 
broke. 

Sifter,  arife  !   fee  how  our  pow'r  decays. 
No  more  our  empire  thou  and  I  can  hoafl:, 
Sith  mortal  man  now  gains  immortal  praife, 
Sith  man  is  bleft,  and  thou  and  I  are  loft  : 
See  in  what  ftate  ParnafTus'  hili  appears; 
See  Phoebus'  felf  two  happy  bards  atween  ; 
See  how  the  God  their  fong  attentive  hears ; 
This  Si'ENSER    hight,   that    Milton,   well    I 
ween  1 
Who  can  behold  unmov'd  Cke  heart-tormenting 
fcene  ? 

Sifter,  arife  !  ne  let  our  courage  droop. 
Perforce  wc  will  compel  thefe  mortals  own. 
That  mortal  force  unto  our  force  fliall  ftoop  ; 
Envy  and  Malice  then  fhall  reign  alone  : 
Thou  bcft  has  known  to  file  thy  tongue  with  lies, 
And  to  deceive  mankind  v.ith  ipeciousbaiL  : 
Like  Truth  accoutred,  fpreadeft  f.Tgeries, 
The  fountain  of  contention  and  of  hare  : 
Arife,  unite  with  me,  and  be  as  whilom  great  I 

The  fiend  obey'd,  and  with  impatient  voice — 
"  Tremble,  ye  bards,  within  ihat  blifsful  feat; 
"  Malice  and  Envy  fliall  o'crth-ow  your  joys, 
"  Nor  Phoebus  felf  raall  our  defigns  defeat. 
"  Shall  we,  who  under  friendfliip's  feigned  veil, 
"  Prompted  the  bold  archangel  to  rebel; 
"  Shall  v;e,  who  under  fhow  of  facred  zeal, 
"  Plung'd  half  the  pow'rs  of  lieav'n  in  loweft 
'•  h^'ll—  [cell." 

Such  vile   difgrace  of  us    no  mortal    man    fiiall 

And  now,  more  hideous  rendered  to  the  fight. 

By  rcaf^n  of  her  raging  cruelty, 

She  burnt  to  go,  equipt  in  dreadful  pliglit, 

.And  find  fit  engine  for  her  forgery. 

Her  eyes  inflam'd  did  caft  tlieir  rays  aikance. 

While  hellifh  imps  prepare  the  monlfer's  car. 

In  which  flie  might  cut  through  the  wide  ex- 

panfe. 
And  find  out  nations  that  extended  far. 
When  all  was  pitchy  dark,  ne  twinkled  one  bright 
flar. 

Black  was  her  chariot,  drawn  by  dragons  dire, 
And  each  fell  fcrpent  had  a  d'  uble  tongue, 
Which  ever  and  anon  fpit  flaming  fire, 
The  regions  of  the  tainted  air  anion ■>  ;' 

*  Hardy-head.     Courage. 


A  lofty  feat  the  fifter-monftersbore. 
In  deadly  machinations  clofe  combin'd. 
Dull  Folly  drove  with  tenible  uproar. 
And  cruel  Discord  follow'd  faft  bthind  ; 
God  help  the  man  'gainft  whom  fucli  caitiff  foes 
arc  join'd. 

Al  ift  in  air  the  rattling  chariot  flics, 
M'^hile  thunder  harftily  grates  upon  its  wheels; 
Black  pointed  fpires  of  fniokr  around  them  rife. 
The  air  deprefs'd  unufual  burthen  feels ! 
Detefted  light  I   in  terrible  array, 
They  fpur  their  fiery  dragons  on  amain, 
Nc  ni'ite  their  anger  fuffcr  cold  delay. 
Until  the  wifli'd-for  reglfin  they  obtain, 
And  land  their  dingy  car  on  Caledonian  plain, 

Plere,  eldeft  fon  of  Malice,  long  had  dwelt 
A  vi-recch  of  all  the  joys  of  life  forlorn  , 
His  fame  on  double  faliiries  was  built : 
(Ah  '.  worthlefs  Ion,  of  wortblefs  parent  born)  \ 
Under  tb.e  fiiow  of  femblance  fair,  he  veil'd 
I'he  black  intentions  (<f  his  hellifti  breaft  ; 
And  by  thefe  guileful  means  he  more  prevail'd 
Than  had  he  open  enmity  profefi  ; 
The  wolf  more  fafely   wounds  when  in  fheep's 
clothing  dreft. 

Him  then  themfelves  atwern  they  joyful  place, 
(Sure  fign  of  woe  when  fuch  are  vjlcas  d,  alas)  ! 
Then  meafure  back  the  air  with  fwiftcr  pace. 
Until  they  reach  the  foot  of  Mount  Parnafs. 
Plitherin  evil  hour  the  monfterscame, 
And  with  ihelr  new  companion  did  alight. 
Who  long  had  loft  all  fcnfe  of  virtuous  ihame. 
Beholding  w.^rth  with  poifonous  defpight; 
On  his  fuccefs  depends  their  impious  delight. 

Ivong  burnt  he  fore  the  fummit  to  obtain. 
And  fpread  his  venom  o'er  the  blifsful  feat ; 
Long  burnt  he  fore,  but  flill  he  burnt  in  vain  ; 
Mote  none  come  there,who  come  with  impious 

feet. 
At  lengtli,  at  unawares,  he  out  doth  fpit 
That  fpite  which  elfe  had  to  himfcif  been  bane  ; 
The  venom  on  the  breaft  of  Milton  lit, 
And  fpreadbenumbingdeath  through  every  vein; 
The  bard  of  life  bereft  fell  fenfelefs  on  the  plain. 

As  at  the  banquet  of  Thyeftes  old, 

'1  he  (un  is  faid  t'  have  fhut  his  radiant  eye. 

So   did  he  now  through  grief  his  beams  with* 

hold. 
And  darkncfs  to  be  felt  o'erwhelm'd  the  fky; 
Forth  iffued  from  their  difmal  dark  abodes 
1  he  birds  attendant  upon  hideous  night. 
Shriek-owls  and  ravens,  whofe   fell   croaking 

bodes 
Approaching  death  to  miferable  wight : 
Did  never  mind  of  man  behold  fike  dreadful  fight  j 

Apollo  wails  his  darling  done  to  die 
By  foul  attempt  of  Envy's  fatal  bane  ; 
Th.e  Muses  fprinkle  him  wirh  dew  of  Caftaly, 
And  crown  his  death  with  many  a  living  ftrain; 
Hoary  ParI'- Assusbeats  his  aged  brtaft. 
Aged,  yet  ne'er  before  did  forrow  know; 
The  flowers  drooping  theJr  defpair  atteft, 
Sf  ij 
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Th'  aggrieved  rivers  queruloufly  flow  ; 
All  nature  fudden  groan'd  v-fith  fympathetic  woe 

But,  lo  !  the  flcy  a  gayer  livery  wears. 
The  meltincr  clouds  begin  to  fade  apace, 
And  now  the  cloak  of  darknefs  difappears, 
(May  darknefs  ever  thus  to  light  give  place!) 
Erll  griev'd  Apollo  j'cund  looks  refumes, 
The  Nine  renew  their  whilom  cheerful  fong, 
Ko  p-riff  Parnassus'  aged  bread:  ccnfumes. 
For  from  the  teeming  earth  rew  flowers  fprong, 
The  plenteous  rivers  flow'd  full  peacefully  along. 

The  ftricken  hard  frelh  vital  heat  renews, 
Whofe  blood,  erll  ftagnate,  rulhes  through  his 

veins; 
life  through  each  pore  her  fpirit  doth  infufe, 
Ard  Fame  hy  \4alice  unextinguifh'd  rei<jns  : 
And  fee,  a  form  break-)  forth,  all  heav'nly  bright, 
Upheld  hy  one  of  m':rtal  progeny, 
A  fen  ale  form,  jclad  in  fno.vy  v.-hire, 
Ne  half  fo  fair  at  diflance  feen  as  I'igh  ; 

pouGLAS  and  Tkuth  appear,  £Nvy  and  Lauder 

'''-''-   die. 

PROLOGUE  TO  THE  JEALOUS  WIFE. 

SPOKEN   BY    MR.  GARRICK. 

The  Jealous  Wife  !  a  comedy  :   poor  man! 
A  cl-.arming  fubjecft  '   biit  a  wretchci'l  plan. 
His  flcirti{h  wit,  r'erleaping  the  due  bound, 
Comrniis  flat  trcfpafs  upon  tragic  gr.  und. 
Quarrels,  upbraidings.  jealoufies,  and  fpleeo, 
Qmw  too  familiar  in  the  comic  fcone. 
Tinge  hu;  the  language  with  heroic  chime, 
'Ti^pafiiiin,  pathos,  character,  fublime  !       [fcene. 
What  round  big  words  had  fwell'd  the  pompous 
A  king  the  hufl^and,  and  the  wife  a  queen  ! 
Then  might  diftraClidn  rend  her  graceful  hair, 
Sec  Cghtiefs  forms,  and  fcream,  and  gape,  and  flare. 
Drawcaiifir  death  had  rag'd  without  contn.ul. 
Here  the  drav.n  dagger,  there  the  poifon'd  bowl. 
What  eyes  had  ftrcam'dat  all  the  whining  woe  ! 
What  hands  had  thunder'd  at  each  Hub  and  OL  F 
But  ptace  !  the  gentle  prologue  cuftom  fends. 
Like  drum  and  ferjeant,  to  beat  up  for  friends, 
At  vice  and  folly,  each  a  lawful  game, 
Our  author  flies,  but  with  no  partial  aim. 
He  read  the  manners,  open  as  they  lie 
In  nature's  volume  to  the  general  eye. 
Bof  ks  ton  he  read,  nor  blufh'd  tn  ufe  their  (lore. — 
He  does  but  what  hi?  betters  did  before, 
ifhakfpeare  has  done  it,  and  the  Grecian  ftage 
Caught  truth  of  chara^fler  fr.om  Homer's  page. 

If  in  his  fctnts  an  hoieft  ikill  i^fliown, 
And  borrowing  little,  much  aj-pears  his  own  ; 
If  what  a  niafter's  happy  pencil  drew 
He  bringsmorc  forward,  in  dramatic  view; 
To  yur  decifion  he  fubmits  hi-  caufs. 
Secure  of  candour,  anxious  for  applaufe. 

But  if  all  rude,  his  artlefs  fcenc  deface 
The  Oniple  beauties  which  he  meant  to  grace; 
If,  an  invader  upon  others"  land. 
He  fpoil  and  plunder  wi;h  a  robber's  hand. 
Do  juflice  on  him  ' — As  on  (rr,]<  hcf.  re. 
And  give  to  blockheads  paft  one  bkdbsad  niore, 


PROLOGUE, 

Int:ndid  to  have  bein  fbolcn  at  Drury-Lane  theatref 
on  his  Majejlys  Birth-day,  I761. 

GENTUs,negledVed,  mourns  his  wiiher'd  bays; 
But  foars  to  heav'n  from  virtue's  generous  pralfe. 
When  kings  themielves  the  proper  judges  fit 
O'er  thebleft  realms  of  fcience.  arts  and  wit. 
Each  eager  bread  beats  hir^h  f  >r  glorious  fame, 
And  emulation  glows  with  aAivt  flame. 
Thus,  with  Auguftus  rofe  imperial  Rome, 
For  arms  renown'd  abr^'ad,  for  arts  at  home. 
Thus,  when  Eliza  fill'd  Britannia's  throne, 
VVhat  arts,  what  learning  was  not  then  our  own  ? 
Then  finew'd  genius   ftrong  and  nerv'^us  rofe^ 
In  .Spenfer's  numbers,  and  in  Raleigh's  profe  ; 
On  Bacon's  lips  then  every  fcience  hung. 
And  nature  fpoke    from   her    own    Shakfpeare's 

tongue. 
Her  patriot  fmiles  fell,  like  refrefhing  dews. 
To  wake  t'>  life  each  pleafing  ufeful  mufe, 
While  every  virtue  which  the  queen  profefs'd, 
Bram'd  on  her  fcbjeiSs,  but  to  make  them  bleft. 
O  glorious  times  ! — O  theme  of  praife  divine  ! 
—  Be  happy,  Britain,  then — fuch  times  are  thine. 
Behold  e'en  now  ftrong  fcience  imps  her  wing, 
And  arts  revive  beneath  a  patriot  king. 
The  mufes  too  burft  forth  with  double  light, 
Fo  fhed  their  luftre  in  a  monarch's  fight- 
His  cheering  fmiles  alike  to  all  extend — 
Perhaps  thisfj>ot  may  boaft  a  royal  friend. 
And  when  a  prince,  with  early  judgment  grac'd, 
Himfelf  fliall  marflial  out  the  way  to  tafle, 
Caught  with  the  flame  perhaps  e'en  here  may  rife 
Some  powerful  genius  of  uncommon  fize. 
And,  plea.s"d  with  nature,  nature's  depth  explore, 
And  be  what  our  great  Shakfpeare  was  before. 

PROLOGUE  TO  rIECUBA. 

SPOKEN   BY  MR.  GARRICK,  I76I. 

A  Grecian  bard,  two  thoufand  years  ago, 
Phnn'dthis  fad  fable  of  iliuftrious  woe  ; 
Wakon'd  each  foft  emotion  of  the  breafl. 
And  called  forth  tears,  that  wotild  not  be  fuppreft. 

Vet,  O  )e  mighty  Sirs.  c;f  judgment  chafte. 
Who,  lacking  genius,  have  a  deal  of  tajile, 
Can  you  forgive  our  modern  ancient  piece, 
Which  brings  no  chorus,  though  it  comes  from 

Greece  .'' 
Kind  focial  chorus,  which  all  humours  meets, 
And  fiiigsand  dances  up  and  down  the  ftreets. 

(Jh  !  might  true  tafle,  in  thefe  undaflic  days. 

Revive  the  Grecian  fafliions  with  their  pl.iys  ! 
Then,  rais'd  on  ftiks,  our  players  would  ftalk  and 

rage. 
And,  at  three  flcps,  flride  o'er  a  modern  flage  ; 
Each  gefture  then  woiilu  boaft;  unufual  charms. 
From   lengthen'd   legs,   ftuff'd    body,   fprawling 

arms! 
Your  Clitic  eye  would  then  no  pigmies  fee. 
But  buflcins  m^akc  a  giant,  even  of  me. 
N'T  features  tlii-n  the  poet's  mind  wnild  tracc< 
But  one  black  vizor  blot  out  all  the  face. 


POEMS. 


Us 


O  I  glorious  times,  when  aeftors  thus  could  ftrike, 
Exprefilve,  inexpreflivt,  all  alike  I 
Leis  change  of  face  than  in  our  punch  they  faw, 
For  punch  can  roll  his  eyes,  and  wa^  his  jaw  ; 
With  one  fet  glare  they   mouth'd   the   rumbling 

vcrfe  ; 
Our  Go;;  and  Magng  look  not  half  fo  fierce  ! 

Yet,  though  depriv'd  of  inftruments  like  thefe, 
Nature,  perhaps,  may  find  a  way  to  pleafe  ; 
Which,  whercfoe'er  ftie  glows  with  genuine  flame, 
In  Greece,  in  Rome,  in  England,  is  the  fame. 

Of  raillery,  then,  ye  modern  wits,  beware. 
Nor  damn  the  Grecian  poet  for  the  player. 
Theirs  was  the  (kill,  with  honeft  help  of  art, 
To  win,  by  jufl  degree,  the  yielding  heart. 
What  if  our  Shakfpearc  claims  the  magic  throne, 
And  in  one  inftant  makes  us  all  his  own  ; 
They  differ  only  in  one  point  of  view, 
I'or  Shakfpeare's' nature,  was  their  nature  too. 

ODE 

SPOKEN  ON  A  PUBLIC   OCCASION  AT  WESTMIN- 
STER  SCHOOL. 

Nor  at  Apollo's  vaunted  fhrine, 

Nor  to  the  fibled  fifters  nine. 
Offers  the  youth  his  intffedlual  vow. 
Far  be  their  rites  '. — Such  worfhip  fits  not  now; 

When  at  Eliza's  facred  name 

Each  breaft  receives  the  prefent  flame  : 
While  eager  genius  plumes  her  infant  wings. 
And  with  bold  impulfeftrikesth'  accordant  firings, 

Refledling  on  the  crowded  line 

Of  mitred  lages,  bards  divine. 
Of  patriots,  adtive  in  their  country's  caufe, 
Who  pla:i  her  councils,  or  dired:  her  laws. 

Oh  memory  I   how  thou  lov'fl  to  fcray. 

Delighted,  o'er  the  flow'ry  way 
Of  childhood's  greener  years  1  when  fimple  yoUth 
Pour'd  the  pure  diflates  of  ingenuous  truth  1 

'Tis  then  the  fouls  congenial  meet, 

Tnfpir'd  with  frieadlhip'a  genuine  heat, 
Ere  interefl,  frantic  zeal,  or  jealous  art. 
Have  taught  the  language  foreign  to  the  heart. 

'Twas  liere,  in  mar^y  an  early  {train 

Dryden  firft  try'd  his  claflic  vein, 
Spurr'd  his  (Irong  genius  to  the  diftant  goal, 
Sn  wild  effufions  of  his  manly  foul; 

When  Biifby's  Ikill,  and  judgment  fage, 

Reprcfs'd  the  poet's  frantic  rage, 
Cropt  his  luxuriance  bold,  and  blended  taught 
The  flow  of  nuaibers  with  the  flrength  of  thought. 

Nor,  Cowley,  be  thy  mufe  forgot  I  which  ftrays 

In  wit's  ambiguous  flowery  maze, 
With  many  a  pointed  turn  and  lludied  art ! 

Though  affedation  blot  thy  rhyme, 

Thy  rriind  was  lofty  and  fublime. 
And  manly  honour  dignified  thy  heart  : 
Though  fond  of  wit,  yet  firm  to  virtue's  plan, 
The  ^cet'i  trifles  ne'er  difgrac'd  the  man. 

Well  might  thy  morals  fweet  engage 
Th'  attention  of  the  mitred  fage, 
Smit  with  the  plain  fimplicity  of  truth. 


For  not  amhition's  giddy  flrlfe. 

The  gilded  toys  of  public  life, 
Which  (nare  the  gay  unftable  youth, 

Ci  u'd  lure  thee  from  the  fober  charmf?, 

Which  lapt  thee  in  retirement's  arms. 
Whence  thou,  untaimed  vvi'h  the  pride  of  fiate, 
Cou  dft  fmile  with  pity  on  the  buftimg  great. 

Such  were  Eliza's  fons.     Her  fofl'ring  care 
Hereh<idc  free  genius  tune  his  grateful  fong ; 
Which  elfc  had  wafted  in  the  dclart  air, 
Or  droop'd  unnotic'd  'mid  the  vulgar  rhrong. 

—  Ne'er  may  her  youth  degenerate  fhame 

The  glories  of  Eliza's  name  1 

But  with  the  poet's  frenzy  buld. 

Such  as  infpir'd  her  bards  of  old, 
Pluck  the  green  laurel  from  the  hand  of  fame  I 


TEARS  AND  TRIUMPH  OF  PARNASSlJSj 

AN   ODE, 
Set  to  Mtijic  and  performed  at  Drury-Lane^  1760. 

The  fcene  difcovers  Apollo  and  the  Nine  MufcJ 
in  their  proper  habits. 

JpoIIo. 
Fate  gave  the  word ;  the  deed  is  dene; 

Augustus  is  no  more: 
His  great  career  of  fame  is  run, 
And  all  the  lofs  deplore. 

\_The  mufes  tear  off  their  ljurif}i 
Calliope. 
Well    fifters  of  the  facred  fpring. 
Well  may  you  rend  your  golden  hair; 
Well  may  you  now  your  dirges  fing. 
And  pierce  \<"ith  cries  the  troubled  air. 

C/joriis, 
Fate  gave  the  word,  &c. 

Clid. 
Founded  in  juflice  was  his  fway ; 
Ambition  never  iriark'd  his  way. 

Calliope. 
Unlefs  the  beft:  ambition  that  can  fire 
A  monarch's  breafl  and  all  his  foul  infpii*ej 
The  gen'rou*  purpofe  of  the  noble  Uiiiid, 
The  beft  ambition — to  ferve  human  kind. 

Apollo. 
Yes,  virgins,  yes  ;  that  wifli  fublime 
Rank'd  him  with  thofe  of  earlicft  time. 

Who  for  a  people's  welfare  ftrove ; 
Whofe  fpirits  breathe  ttherial  air,  ' 

And  for  their  meed  of  earthly  care, 
Drink  nedar  with  Olympian  Jove. 
Calliope. 
Oh  Truth  '.  fair  daughter  of  the  fky^ 
And  MrRCy  ! — that  with  afking  eye 
Near  the  Omnipotent  doft  ftaca  ; 
And,  when  mankind  provoke  his  ra^/e, 
Daft  clufp  his  knees,  his  wrath  afl"uage. 
And  win  the  thunder  from  his  hand  5 
Clio. 
Oh  white-rob'd  Faith  1  celeftial  maid  !, 
Twin-born  with  justice  !  by  whofe  ai4 
He  liv'd  the  guardian  ©f  the  laws  j 
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Dear  Liberty  !  round  Albion's  ifle 
That  bid'ft  eternal  fuiiihine  fmile, 

Who  now  will  guard  your  facred  caufe  ? 

CH0i<U3. 

Dear  liberty,  &c. 

Calliope. 
Where  were  ye,  mufe?,  whtn  the  fatal  fheers 
The  KuR-y  rais'd,  to  close  his  rev'rend  years? 
But    ah,   vain    wilh : — you  could   not   Hop  the 

blow ! 
No  omen  warn'd  ye  ofth'  impending  woe. 

Apollo. 
Sec,  where  Brttaxnia  flands 
With  clole-enfolded  hands, 

On  yonder  fea-beat  fhorc  ! 
Behold  her  languid  air  ! 
Lo,  her  difhevell'd  hair! 

Majeftic  now  no  more  I 
Still  on  the  fuUen  wave  her  eye  is  bent, 
The  Trident  of  the  Main  thrown  idle  by; 
Old  Thames,  hi=  fea-grecn  mantle  rent. 
Inverts  hi?  urn,  and  heaves  a  doleful  figh. 
Hark  !   to  the  winds  and  waves 
Frantic  with  griet  fhe  raves. 

And,  cru'']  gods!  {he  cries; 
Each  chalky  cliff  around. 
Each  rock  returns  the  found, 
And,  cruel  gods !  replies. 
Calliope. 
See,  the  procefTion  fad  and  flow, 
Walks  in  a  folcmn  pomp  of  woe 
Through  awful  arche?  gloomy  ailes, 
And  rows  of  nionuinental  piles, 
Where  lie  the  venerable  juft. 
Where  heroes  moulder  into  duft. 
Nf'W  quietly  inurn'd  he  lies, 
Pale  !  pale  I  inanimate  and  cold  ! 

Where  round  him  baleful  vapours  rife, 
'Midfl  bones  of  legiflators  old  ! 
Clio. 
Of  him  who  fought  th'  ambitious  Gaul 

O'er  thick-embattled  plains, 
Who  felt,  who  liv'd,  and  reign'd  for  all, 
This  only  now  remains. 
Apollo. 
jBring,  in  handfuls,  lilie-  bring 
Bring  me  all  the  flov,''ry  fpring. 
Scatter  rofes  on  his  bier  ; 
Bver  honour'd,  ever  dear  I 

CHORUS. 

Scatter  rofes,  Sec. 

Merciiry  defcends. 
No  more,  harmi  nious  progeny  of  Jove, 

No  more  let  fun'ral  accents  rife ; 
The  great,  the  good   \'jgl"stlis  reigns  above, 
Tranfiated  to  his  kindred  flcies. 
Clio. 
No  more  for  my  hifloric  page — 

Calliope. 
No  more  for  my  great  epic  rage— 

Both. 
Will  by  the  hero  now  be  done— 

Chorus. 
His  great  career  of  fami  is  run, 
And  all  the  lofs  deplore. 


/ 

THE    WORKS    OF   LLOYD. 


E;iter  Mars. 
Lo  !  Mars,  from  his  beloved  land, 
Where  freedom  long  hath  fix'ij  her  fland, 
Bids  ye  coUeifl  your  flowing  hair, 
And  again  the  laurel  wear  : 
For  fee,  Britaxnia  rears  her  drooping  head; 
Again  refv.mes  her  Trident  of  the  main  ; 
Ikames  takes  his  urn,  and  feeks  bis  wat'ry  bed. 
While  gay  content  fits  fmiling  on  the  plain. 
Hark  :   a  glad  voice 
Proclaims  the  people's  choice. 

Chorus,  ■within  thefcenet. 
He  is  our  liege,  our  rightful  lord  ! 
Of  heart  and  tongue  with  one  accord 
We  all  will  fing 
Long  live  the  king  ! 
He  is  our  liege  ! — he  . — he  alone  I 
With  British  IIeart  he  mounts  the  throne  ; 
Around  him  throngs  a  loyal  band; 
He  will  protecft  his  Native  Land  ! 
He  is  our  liege,  &c. 

\JThc  mufes  rife  and  put  on  their  laurels. 
■    Calliope. 
The  mufee  now  their  heads  fhall  raife  ; 

The  arts  to  lile  fhall  fpring ; 
Virgins,  we'll  trim  our  wither'd  bays, 

And  wake  each  vocal  firing ; 
Now  fhall  the  fculptor's  happy  fkill 
Touch  the  rude  ftone  to  life ; 
The  painter  fnall  his  canvas  fill, 

Fleas'd  with  his  mimic  flrife. 
Clio. 
Sweet  Mercy,  Faith,  Celestial  Truth, 
Now  by  your  aid  the  royal  youth 

Shall  live  the  guardian  of  the  laws; 
Dear  Liberty!   round    iLBioN'sifle 
That  bidft  eternal funfhine  fmile. 

He  now  will  guard  your  facred  caufe. 
Apollo. 
Blefc  prince  I  whofe  fubjedls  in  each  adverfe  hour 

For  freedom  flill  have  flood  ! 
Blcft  ifle  :   whole  prince  but  deems  the  fov'reign 
pow'r, 
The  pow'r  of  doing  good  1 
Mars. 
Now  open  all  your  Helicon  ;  explore 
Of  harmony  the  hiftielt  flore  ; 
Let  the  drum  beat  alarms, 
Such  as  roufe  us  to  arms ;  [the  fky  ! 

The  trumpet's  fhrill  clangor,  fhall  pierce  through 
Swell  the  rapture,  Iwell  it  high  ; 
And  in  notes  fublime  and  clear 
Pour  the  flrong  melody,  that  Heav'n  may  hear. 
Apollo. 
Nothing  mortal  » ill  I  found  ; 
Lo,  the  flame,  the  flame  divine  ! 
High  I  mount,  I  quit  the  ground, 
iioly  fury  I  1  am  thine. 
Wi.h  rage  pclTeft 
Big  fwells  my  bread  ! 
In  vifions  rapt,  before  my  fight  appears 
A  brighter  order  of  increafing  years. 
Mars. 
I  fee  the  Rhine  devolve  his  flood, 
Deep-crimfoii'd  with  the  Gallic  blood ! 
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I  hear,  I  hear  the  diflant  rear 

Of  ruin  on  yon  hoftile  fliore  ! 

I  fee,  young  prince,  to  thee  I  fee 

The  favage  Indian  bend  the  knee  ! 

Lo,  Afric  from  her  fable  kings 
,  Her  richeft  ftorcs  in  tribute  brings ! 
And  fartheft  Ind,  beneath  the  fifing  day 
Lays  down  her  arms,  and  venerates  thy  fway. 

Calliope. 
1  fee  Bellona  banifii'd  far  ! 
I  fee  him  clofe  the  gates  of  war, 
While  purple  rage  within 
With  ghaftly  ire  fliall  grin, 
And  rolling  hii  terrific  eyes. 
Where  roi;.nd  him  heaps  of  arms  arife, 
Bound  with  a  liundred  brazen  chains, 
In  vain  fhall  foam,  and  thirll  for  fanguine  plains. 
Clio. 
Sweet  peace  returns; 
O'er  Albion's  fons 

She  waves  her  dove-Jike  wing  : 
On  ev'ry  plain 
The  fliepherd  train 

Their  arilcfs  loves  fliail  fing. 
Pale  Discord  fhall  fly 
From  the  light  of  the  flcy. 
To  black  Cocytus  hurl'd  ; 
There,  there  fhall  feel 
Ixion's  wheel. 
The  furies  with  their  ferpents  curl'd ; 
With  the  unceafing  toil  Ihall  groan 
Of  the  unconquerable  ftone. 
And  leave  in  harmony  the  Britifh  world. 
Apollo. 
Proceed  great  days ;  lead  on  th'  aufpicious  years  ; 
buch  years  ( — for  lo  !   the  fcene  of  fate  appears)  ! 
Such  years,  the  destinies  have  faid,  fhall  roll  ; 
Jove  nods  confeat,  and  thunder  (hakes  the  pole. 

ARCADIA.     A  DRAMATIC  PASTORAL. 

SCENE    I.      A  "uieTv  of  the  country. 

Shepherds  and  Shepherdfjfss. 

CHORUS. 

Shepherds,  buxom,  blithe  and  free, 
Now's  the  time  for  jollity. 

Sylvia. 

AIR. 

Hither  hafte,  and  bring  along 
Merry  tale  and  jocund  fong, 
To  the  pipe  and  tabor  beat 
Frolic  meafures  with  your  feet. 
Ev'ry  gift  of  time  employ  ; 
Make  the  moft  of  proffer'd  joy. 
Pleafure  hates  the  fcanry  rules 
Portion'd  out  by  dreaming  fools. 

CdORUS. 

Shepherds,  buxom,  blithe  and  free 
Now's  the  time  for  jollity. 

'     [  A  dance  of  Shepherds^  ifc. 
Sylvia. 
RECITATIVE. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  fvvains,  rejoice ; 
It  U  the  heart  that  prompts  the  voice. 


Be  forrow  banifii'd  far  away  ; 
Thyrfis  fhall  make  it  holiciay. 
Who  at  his  name  can  jny  fuppr^fs  ? 
Arcadi.\n-born  to  rule-  and  blcfs. 
Damon. 
And  hark  !   from  rock  to  rock  the  found 
Of  winding  horn,  and  deep-mouth'd  hound. 
Breaking  witl-  rapture  on  the  ear. 
Proclaims  the  biithefome  Phcebe  near  : 
See  where  flie  haltes  with  eager  pace. 
To  fpeak  the  joys  that  paint  her  face. 

SCENE   If.    Opens  to  a  pro/peil  of  roch. 
Huntfmen,   Huntrcjfesy   l^c,  coming  dozuti  from  therftt 

Phube. 
Hither  I  fpeed  with  honell  glee. 
Such  as  befit"*  the  mind  that's  free  ; 
Your  cheerful  troop,  blithe  youth,  to  join, 
And  mix  my  focial  joys  with  thine. 
Now  may  each  nymph  and  frolic  fwain,    ' 
O'er  mountain  fteep,  or  level  plain, 
Court  buxom  health,  while  jocund  horn 
Bids  echo  wake  the  fluggard  morn. 

AIR. 

When  the  morning  peeps  forth,  and  the  zephyr's 

cool  gale,  [dale ; 

Carries  fragrance  and  health  over  mountain  and 

Up,  ye  nymplu,  and  ye  fvvains,  and  together  we'll 

rove, 
Up  hill,  down  the  valley,  by  thicket  or  grove  : 
Then  follow  with  me,  where  the  welkin  refounds 
With  the  notes  of  the  horns,  and  the  cry  of  the 
hounds. 

Let  the  wretched  be  flaves  to  ambition  and 

wealth; 
All  the  blefling  we  allc  is  the  bleffing  of  health. 
So  fliall  innocence  felf  give  a  warrant  to  joys 
No  envy  difturbs,  no  dependence  deflroys.  /^ 

Then  follow  with  me,  where  the  welkin  refotinds 
With  the  notes  of  the  horn,  and  the  cry  of  the 

hounds. 

O'er  hill,  dak,  and  woodland,  with  rapture  wc 

roam; 
Yet  returning,  Hill  find  the  dear  pleafures  at  home ; 
Where  the  cheerful  good  humour  gives  honcfly 

grace,  [face. 

And  the  heart  fpeaks  content  in  the  fmiles  of  the 
Then  follow  with  me,  where  the  welkin  refounds 
With  the  notes  of  the  horn,  and  the  cry  of  the 

hounds. 

Damatas. 

RECITATIVE. 

Small  carCj  my  friends,  your  youth  annoys, 
Which  only  looks  to  prefciitjoys. 
Sylvia. 
Though  the  white  locks  of  filver'd  age, 
And  long  experience  hail  thee  fage  ; 
111  fults  it  in  this  joy,  to  wear 
A  brow  fo  overhung  with  care. 
Better  with  us  thy  voice  :o  raife, 
And  join  a  whole  Arcadian's  praife. 
Dam  at  as. 
With  you  I  joy  that  Thyrfis  reigns 
The  guardian  o'er  his  native  plain* : 
S  f  iiij 


ut 
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But  pralfe  is  fcanty  to  reveal 
The  fpcaking  bleflings  all  muft  feel. 
Damon 
True,  all  muft  feel — but  thanklefs  too? 
Nor  give  to  virtue,  virtue'"  due  ? 
My  grateful  heart  fhall  ever  (how 
The  debt  I  need  not  bluQi  to  owe. 

AIR, 

That  I  go  where  f  lift,  that  I  fing  what  I  pleafe, 
That  my  labour's  the  price  of  contentment  and  eafe. 
That  no  care  from  abroad  my  retirement  annoys, 
That  at  home  1  can  tafte  the  true  family  joys, 
That  my  kids  wanton  fafely  o'er  meadows  and 

recks, 
That  my  fheep  graze  fecure  frrm  the  robber  or  fox; 
Thefe  are  bleflings  I  Ihare  with  the  reft  of  the 

fwains, 
foT   its    rhyvfis  who  gave  them,   and  Thyrfis 

maintains. 

Sauitstas. 

RT.CI  TAT  JVE. 

Pcrilh  my  voice   if  e'er  I  blame 
Thy  duty  to  our  guardian's  name  1 
His  aAive  ralents  [  revere. 
But  oye  the;u  with  a  jealms  fear. 
Intent  to  form  ojrblif*  alone, 
The  generous  yeuth  forgets  his  own; 
Nor  e'er  his  buly  mind  empliiys 
To  find  a  parrner  of  his  j)ys 
So  might  his  happy  <  fTspnng  own 
The  virtues  which  their  ftre  hat^  fliown. 

AIR 

With  joy  the  parent  loves  to  trace 
S-efemblancc  in  his  children's  face  : 
And  as  he  form-  their  docile  youth 
To  walk  the  fteady  paths  of  truth, 
Obferves  therti  fhoithng  ihto  men, 
•And  lives  ir  them  life  o'er  again. 

While  adHve  fans,  v.*  1th  eager  flam*, 
Catch  virtue  at  their  fathers  name; 
"When  full  of  glory,  fu'l  of  age, 
The  parent  quits  this  bufy  ftage. 
What  in  the  fons  we  moft  admire, 
Calls  to  nevl^  life  the  honour'd  lire. 
Sylvicr. 

RECI  !  ATIVE. 

O  prudent  fage  forgive  the  zeal 
Of  thoughtlefs  youth.     With  thee  I  feel, 
The  gloi  ies  now  Arcadia  il'.ares 
May  but  embitter  future  cares. 

Oh  mighty  Pan  '   attend  Arcadians  Voice, 
Infpirc,  diredt,  and  fanAify  his  choice. 

AJR. 

So  may  all  the  fylvan  train, 

Dryad,  nymph,  and  ruftic  fawQ, 
To  the  pipe  and  merry  ftrain. 

Trip  it  o'er  the  ruifft  lawn  \ 
Slay  no  fht>rn  or  bearded  grafs 
Hurt  their  footfteps  as  they  pafs,- 
Whijft  in  gambols  round  and  round 
They  fport  it  o'er  the  fliaven  ground  1 

Though  thy  fyrinx,  like  a  dream, 

Flying  at  the  face  of  day, 
Vanifli'd  in  the  limpid  ftream. 

Bearing  all  thy  hopes  away, 


If  again  thy  heart  fliould  burn, 

In  carefling, 

Bleft,  and  blclTmg, 
May'ft  thou  find  a  wilh'd  return. 

CHORUS. 

O  mighty  Pan  I  attend  Arcadia's  voice, 
Infpire,  diredt,  and  fandlify  his  choice. 

\_A  dance  of  Huntfmen  and  Huntreffes, 
Damtetas. 

RECITATIVE. 

Peace,  ftiepherds,  peace,  with  jocund  air, 
Which  fpeaks  a  heart  unknown  to  care. 
Young  Delia  haftes.     The  glad  furprifc 
Of  rapture  ilalhing  from  her  eyes. 
Enter  Delia. 
Delia. 

AIR. 

Shepherds,  fhepherds,  come  away  ; 
Sadnefs  were  a  lin  to-day. 

I,et  '.he  pipe's  merry  notes  aid  the  flcill  of  the  voice; 
For  our  wiihes  are  crown'd,  and  our  hearts  fhall 
rejoice. 

Rej'/ice,  and  be  glad  ; 

For  fure  he  is  mad 
Who,  where  mirth  and  good  htimour,  and  har- 
mony'.'i  found,  [lound. 

Never    catches  the  fmile,  nor  lets   pleafure    go 

Let  the  ftupid  be  grave, 

'  ris  the  vice  of  the  flave ; 

But  can  never  agree 

Wirh  a  maiden  l;ke  me, 
Who  is  born  in  a  country  that's  happy  and  free. 
DtJijtiatas. 

RECl  TATIVE. 

What  means  this  rapture,  Delia  ?  Show 
rh'  event  our  bofoms  burn  to  know. 

Delia. 
Now  as  I  trod  yon  verdant  fide. 
Where  Ladon  rolls  its  iilver  tide. 
All  gaily  deck'd  in  gorgeous  ftate, 
Sail'd  a  proud  barge  of  richeft  freight  : 
Where  fat  a  nymph,  more  frefli  and  fair 
Than  bloffoms  which  the  morning  air 
Steals  perfume  from  ;   the  modeft  grace 
Of  maiden  blufli  bcfpread  her  face. 
Hither  it  made,  and  on  this  ftrand 
Poiir'd  its  rich  freight  f'  r  fhepherds'  land. 
Ladon,  for  this,  fmooth  flow  thy  ride  '. 
The  precious  freight  was  rhyrfis'  bride. 
Dametas. 
RECITATIVE. 

Stop,  fhepherds,  if  aright  I  hear. 
The  founds  <  f  joy  proclaim  them  near  : 
Let's  meet  them,  friends,  I'll  lead  the  way ; 
Joy  makes  me  young  again  to-day. 
SCENE  in, 

A  vie-ui  efthefea,  •with  a  "vejfel  at  a  dijlame, 
\_Here foUo-wt  a  Pajl'ral  Proce£iou  tt  the  Vied- 
ding  of  TLyrfis. 

Pricfi. 

REQITATIVE, 

Mighty  Pan  !  with  tender  care. 
View  this  fwain  and  virgin  fair ; 
May  they  ever  thus  impart 
Juft  return  of  heart  for  hearts 
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May  the  pledges  of  their  Mils 
Climb  their  knees  to  Ihare  the  kifs. 
May  their  fteady  blooming  youth. 
While  diey  tread  tlie  paths  of  truth, 
Virtues  catch  from  either  fide, 
From  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride. 

CHORUS. 

May  their  fteady  blooming  youth, 
"While  they  tread  the  parhs  ot  truth, 
Virtues  catch  from  eicher  fide, 
From  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR.  COLMAN. 

WRITTEN   IN   THE   YEAR  1  7  56. 

You  know   dear  George,  I'm  none  of  tbofe 
Thai  condefrcnd  to  wiite  in  profc  ; 
Infpir'd  with  path,  s  and  (ublime, 
1  always  foar — in  do^'grel  rhyme. 
And  fcarce  can  alk  you  how  you  do, 
Without  a  jingli:  g  line  or  two. 
Befides,  I  always  took  delight  in 
What  bears  the  name  of  eafy  tvriting  ; 
Perhaps  the  reafon  makes  it  pleafe 
Is,  that  I  find  its  writ  with  cafe. 

I  vent  a  notion  here  in  private. 
Which  public  tafte  can  ne'er  connive  at. 
Which  thinks  no  vvjf  i,r  judgment  greater 
Than  Addifou  and  his  Spietflaior, 
Who  fays  (it  is  no  matter  where, 
But  that  he  fays  it,  I  can  fwear) 
With  eajy  -uerfe  moil  bards  are  fmitten, 
Becaufe  they  think  its  eafy  ivritten  i 
Whereas  the  eafter  it  appears, 
The  greater  marks  of  care  it  wears ; 
Of  wliich,  to  give  an  explanation, 
Take  this  by  way  of  illuflration  : 
The  fam'd  Mat.  Prior,  it  is  faid, 
Oft  bit  his  nails,  and  fcratch'd  his  head, 
And  chang'd  a  thought  a  hundred  times, 
Becaufe  he  did  ret  like  the  rhymes. 
To  make  my  meaning  clear,  and  pleafe  ye, 
In  fliort,  he  labour  d  to  write  eafy. 
And  yet,  no  critic  e'er  defines 
His  poems  into  labour'd  lines. 
I  have  a  fimile  will  hit  him ; 
His  verfe,  like  clothes,  was  made  to  fit  him, 
Which  (as  no  tailor  e'er  denied) 
The  better  fit,  the  more  they're  tried. 

Though  I  have  mention'd  Prior's  name. 
Think  not  I  aim  at  Prior's  fame. 
'Tis  the  refult  of  admiration 
To  fpend  itfelf  in  imitation; 
If  imitation  may  be  faid. 
Which  is  in  me  by  nature  bred, 
And  you  have  better  proofs  than  thefe. 
That  I'm  idolater  of  eafe. 

Who,  but  a  madman,  would  engage 
A  poet  in  the  prcfent  age  ? 
Write  what  we  will,  our  works  befpeak  us 
Jmtiatores.fervum  Pecus. 
Tale,  elegy,  or  lofty  ode, 
We  travel  in  the  beaten  rood  : 
T  he  proverb  ftill  flicks  tlofely  by  us, 
Nil  diSlum,  quod  non  d'liium  prius. 
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The  only  comfort  that  I  tno\V 

Is,  'hat  'twas  faid  an  age  ago. 

Ere  Milion  foar'd  in  thoutthc  fublime, 

Ere  Pope  refin'd  the  chink  of  rhyme, 

Ere  Colman  wrote  in  ftylc  fo  pure, 

Or  the  great  I'WO  the  Connoisseur; 

Ere  1  burlefqu'd  the  rural  cit, 

Proud  to  hedge  in  my  fcrapsof  wit. 

And  happy  in  the  clofe  connexion, 

T'  acquire  fome  name  from  their  reflecSion  ; 

So  (the  fimilitude  is  trite) 

The  moon  (till  (hines  with  borrow'd  lights 

And,  like  the  race  of  modern  beaux, 

'licks  with  the  fun  for  her  lac'd  clothes. 

Methink;  there  is  no  better  time 
To  (how  the  ufe  I  make  of  rhyme. 
Than  now,  when  I,  who  from  beginning 
Was  always  fond  of  couplet  finging, 
Prefuming  on  good-nature's  fcore, 
Thus  lay  my  bantling  at  your  door. 

The  firft  advantage  which  I  fee. 
Is,  that  I  ramble  loofe  and  free  : 
The  bard  indeed  full  oft  copiplains. 
That  rhymes  zrt  fetters^  linh,  and  cbaintf 
And  when  he  warns  to  leap  the  fence. 
Still  keep  him  pris'nrer  to  ihe  itnie. 
Howe'er  in  common  place  he  rage. 
Rhymes  hkc  yow  fetters  v'n  thejlage, 
W>ich  when  the  play.r  once  hath  worCj 
It  makes  him  only  ftrut  the  more. 
While,  raving  in  pathetic  llrains. 
He  fhakes  his  legs  to  clank  his  chains. 

From  rhyme,  as  from  a  handfome  face, 
Nonfenle  acquires  a  kind  of  grace  ; 
I  iherefore  give  it  all  its  fcope, 
That  fenfe  may  unperceiv'd  elope: 
So  minifters  vi  bafeft  tricks 
(I  love  a  fling  at  politics  J 
Amufe  the  nation,  court,  and  king. 
With  breaking  Fowke,  and  hanging  Byng  j 
And  make  each ^z/nv  rogue  a  prey. 
While  they,  the  greater  flink  away. 
This  fimile  perhaps  would  ftrike. 
If  match'd  with  fomething  more  alike ; 
Then  take  it  drcfs'd  a  fecond  time 
In  Prior's  eafe,  and  my  fublime. 
Say,  did  you  never  chance  to  meet 
A  mob  of  people  in  the  ftreet. 
Ready  to  give  the  robb'd  relief. 
And  all  in  halle  to  catch  a  thief. 
While  the  fly  rogue,  who  filch'd  the  pre}?, 
Too  clofe  befet  to  run  away. 
Stop  thief !  flop  thief !  exclaims  aloud, 
And  fo  efcapes  among  the  crowd  ? 
So  minifters  &c. 

O  England,  how  I  mourn  thy  fate ! 
For  furr  thy  hfTes  now  are  great; 
Two  fuch,  what  Briton  can  endure, 
Minorca  and  the  connoiffeur  ! 

To-day,  before  the  fun  goes  down, 
Will  die  the  cenfor,  Mr.  Town  ! 
He  dies,  whoe'er  takes  pains  to  con  him, 
With  bluftiing  honours  thick  upon  him  ; 
O  may  his  name  thefe  verfes  fave, 
Be  thefe  infcrib'd  upon  his  grave  1 


Know,  reader,  t^at  on  Thurfday  died 
The  CoNMoissEUR,  afuicide  ! 
Yet  think  not  that  his  foul  is  fled, 
N'T  rank  him  'raongfl;  the  vuljrar  dead. 
Ho.ve'er  defunft  you  fet  him  down, 
tie's  oaly  going  out  oftoivn. 


THE  PUFF. 

A  DIALOGUE    BETWEEN    THE    BOOKSELLER    AND 
AUTHOR. 

Bootfeller. 
Museum,  fir !  that's  not  enough. 
Kew  works,  we  know,  require  a  puff; 
A  title  to  entrap  the  eyes, 
And  catch  the  reader  by  furprife  : 
As  gaudy  figns,  which  hang  before 
The  tavern  or  the  alehoufe  door. 
Hitch  every  paffer's  obfervation, 
Magnetic  in  their  invitation. 
—That  Shakspeare  is  prodigious  fine '. 
Shall  we  ftep  in,  and  tafte  the  wine  ? 
Men,  women,  houfes,  horfes,  books, 
AH  borrow  credit  from  their  looks. 
Externals  have  the  gift  of  ftriking, 
And  lure  the  fancy  into  liking. 
Author. 
Oh  '  I  perceive  the  thing  you  mean — 
Gall  it  St.  'James's  Magazine. 
Bookfeller. 
Or  the  New  Britifo — 

Author, 
Oh  !  no  more. 
One  name's  as  good  as  haif  a  fcore. 
And  titles  oft  give  nothing  lefs 
Than  what  ihey  fa  ringly  profefs. 
Puffing,  I  grant,  is  all  the  mode; 
The  common  hackney  turnpike  road : 
But  cuflom  is  the  blockhead's  guide. 
And  fuch  low  arts  difguft  my  pride. 
Succefs  on  merit's  force  depends. 
N't  on  the  partial  voice  of  friends ; 
Not  on  ihe  feems,  that  bully  fin  ; 
But  that  lubich  pajjeth  Jhoixj  ivithin  : 
Which  bids  the  warmth  of  friendfhip  glow, 
And  wrings  convicftion  from  a  foe. — 
Deferiie  fuccefs,  and  proudly  claim. 
Hot  Jleal  a  paflage  into  fame. 
Boolfeller. 
Your  method,  fir,  will  never  do  ; 
You're  right  in  theory,  it's  true. 
But  then,  experience  in  our  trade 
Sayb.  there's  no  harm  in  fome  parade. 
Suppofe  we  faid,  by  Mr.  Lloyd  ? 

Author. 
The  very  thing  I  would  avoid ; 
And  would  be  rather  pleas'd  to  own 
Myfelf  unknowing,  and  unknown  : 
What  cfuld  th'  unknowing  niufe  expedl, 
But  information  or  negledt  ? 
Unknown — perhaps  her  reputation 
Efcapes  the  tax  of  defamation. 
And  wrapt  in  darknefs,  laughs  unhurt, 
While  critk  blockheads  throw  their  dirt ; 
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But  he  who  madly  prints  his  name, 
Invites  his  foe  to  take  fure  aim. 
Bookfeller. 
True — but  a  name  will  always  bring 
A  better  fandlion  to  the  thing  : 
And  all  your  fcribbling  foes  are  fuch. 
Their  cenfure  cannot  hurt  you  much ; 
And,  take  the  matter  ne'er  fo  ill, 
\i  you  don't  print,  Sir,  they  will. 

Authtr, 
Well,  be  it  fo — that  ftruggle's  o'er— 
Nay, — this  (hall  prove  one  fpur  the  more 
Pleas'd  if  fuccefs  attends,  if  not, 
I've  ivrit  my  name,  and  made  a  blot. 
Bookfeller, 
But  a  good  print. 

Author. 
The  print  ?  why  thertr 
I  truft  to  honeft  Leach's  care. 
What  is't  to  me  ?  in  verfe  or  profe, 
I  find  the  fluff,  you  make  the  clothes  : 
Add  paper,  print,  and  all  fuch  drefs, 
Will  lofe  no  credit  from  his  prefs. 
Bookfeller, 
You  quite  miftake  the  thing  I  mean, 
— I'll  fetch  you,  Sir,  a  magazine  ; 
You  fee  that  pidure  there- --the  (^ueen. 
Author. 
A  dedication  to  her  too  1 
What  will  not  folly  dare  to  do  ? 

0  days  of  art !  when  happy  flcill 
Can  raife  a  likenefs  whence  it  will ; 
When  portraits  afk  no  Reynolds'  aid, 
And  queens  and  kings  are  ready  made. 

No,  no,  my  friend,  by  helps  like  thefe, 

1  cannot  wi(h  my  work  fhould  pleafe ; 
No  piAures  taken  from  the  life, 
Where  all  proportions  are  at  ftrife; 

No   HUMMING-BIRD,  nO  PAINTED  FLOWER} 

No  BEAST  jufl  landed  in  the  tower, 
NoweoDEN  notes,  no  colour'd  map, 
No  country-dance  fhall  flop  a  gap  ; 
O  Philomatu,  be  not  fevere. 
If  not  one  problem  meets  you  here; 
Where  goflip  A,  and  neighbour  B, 
Pair,  like  good  friends,  with  C  and  D  ; 
And  E  F  G,  H  I  K  join  ; 
And  curve  and  incidental  line 
Fall  out,  fall  in,  and  crofseach  other, 
Jufl  like  a  fitter  and  a  brother. 
Ye  tiny  poets,  tiny  wits. 
Who  frifk  about  on  tiny  tits. 
Who  words  disjoin,  and  fweetly  fing, 
Take  one  third  part  and  take  the  thing  ; 
Then  clofe  the  joints  again,  to  frame 
Some  lady's,  or  fome  city's  name, 
Enjoy  your  ov/n,  your  proper  Pbabus : 
We  neither  make,  nor  print  a  Rebus, 
No  Crameo,  no  Acrostic  fine. 
Great  letters  hcing  down  each  line ; 
No  flrange  conundrum,  no  invention 
Beyond  the  reach  of  comprehenfion, 
No  riddle,  which  whoe'er  unties. 
Claims  twelve  museums  for  the  prize, 
Shall  flrivc  to  pleafe  you,  at  th'  expence 
Of  fimple  tafte  and  comflion  feufe. 


} 
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Bookfeller. 
But  woulJ  not  Ornament  produce 
Sfame  real  grace  and  proper  ufc  ? 
A  Frontispiece  would  have  its  weight, 
Neatly  engrav'd  on  copper-plate. 
Author. 
Plain  letter- prefs  fliall  do  the  feat; 
What  need  of  foppery  to  he  neat  ? 
The  pafteboard  guard  delights  me  more 
That  ftands  to  watch  a  bun-houfe  door, 
Than  fuch  a  mockery  of  grace, 
And  ornament  fo  out  of  place. 
EootfdUr. 
But  one  word  more,  and  I  have  done — 
A  Pate  NT  might  enfure  its  run. 
Author. 
Patent !  for  what  ?  can  patents  give 
A  genius,  or  make  blockheads  live  ? 
If  fo,  O  hail  the  glorious  plan  I 
And  buy  it  at  what  pi-ice  you  can. 
But  what,  alas  !   will  that  avail 
Beyond  the  property  of  fale  ? 
A  property  of  little  worth, 
If  weak  our  produce  at  its  birth. 
For  fame,  for  honed  fame  we  firive. 
But  not  to  ftruggle  half  alive. 
And  drag  a  milerable  being, 
Its  end  ftill  fearing  and  forefeeing. 
Oh  !  may  the  flame  of  g^iiius  blaze, 
Enkindlad  with  the  breath  of  praife  ! 
But  far  be  ev'ry  fruitlef'  puff 
To  blow  to  light  a  dying  fnuff. 
BookfAUr. 
But  fliould  not  fomethiiig.  Sir,  be  faid 
Particular  on  ev'ry  head  ? 
What  your  Originals  will  be, 
What  infinite  variety, 
JVLultum  in  parvo,  as  they  fay, 
And  fomething  neat  in  every  way  ? 
^'iuthor. 
I  wifli  there  could — but  that  depends 
Not  on  myfelf  fo  much  as  friends. 
I  but  fet  up  a  new  machine, 
With  harnefs  tight,  and  furnirti'd  clean  ; 
Where  fuch,  who  think  it  no  difgracc 
To  fend  in  time,  and  take  a  place, 
The  book-keeper  fnall  minute  down, 
And  I  with  pleafure  drive  to  town. 
Bookfcller. 
Ay,  tell  them  that   bir,  and  then  fay. 
What  letters  copne  in  every  day ; 
And  what  great  ivits  your  care  procures, 
To  join  their  fecial  hands  with  yours. 
Atithar. 
What  I  rauft  I  huge  propofals  print, 
Merely  to  drop  fome  faucy  hint, 
That  real  folks  of  real  fame 
Will  give  their  works,  and  not  their  name  ? 
— I'his  puff's  of  ufe,  you  fay — why  let  it. 
We'll  boaft  fuch  friendihip  >vhen  we  get  it. 
±.ookfMer. 
Get  it !    Ah,  -)ir,  you  do  but  jeft  ; 
You'll  have  affiftance,  aud  the  beft. 
There's  CuHRCHiLL — will  not  Churchill  lend 
AfEHance?  6 


Author. 
Surely — to  his  Friend. 
BookfAUr. 
And  then  your  interell  might  procure 
Somethuig  from  either  Connoisseur. 
CoLMAN  and  Thornton,  both  will  join 
Their  focial  hand,  to  ftrengthen  thine  : 
And  when  your  name  appears  in  print, 
Will  Gakrick  never  drop  a  hint  ? 
Author. 
True,  I've  indulg'd  fuch  hopes  before 
From  thofe  you  name,  and  many  more  ;  ' 

And  they,  perhaps,  again  will  join 
Their  hand,  if  not  alham'd  of  mine. 
Bold  is  the  talk  we  undertake  ; 
The  friends  we  wilh,  the  Work  mud  make  : 
For  wit«,  like  adje6lives,  are  known 
To  cling  to  that  which  ftands  alone. 
BooLfAlcr. 
Perhaps  too,  in  our  way  of  trade, 
Wc  might  procure  fonrie  ufeful  aid  : 
Could  we  engage  fome  able  pen 
To  furnilh  matter  now  and  then; 
There's — what's    his    name,    Sir?    would  com- 
pile, 
And  methodife  the  news  \nflyle. 
Author. 
Take  back  your  newfman  whence  he  came, 
Carry  your  clutches  to  the  lame. 
BookfAUr. 
You  mud  enrich  your  book,  indeed ! 
Bare  Merit  never  will  fuccecd; 
Which  readers  are  not  now  a-days 
By  half  fo  apt  to  buy  as  praife  ; 
And  praife  is  hardly  worth  purfuing, 
Which  tickles  authors  to  their  ruin. 
Books  fhift  about  like  ladies'  drefs, 
And  there's  a  fafliion  in  fuccefs. 
But  could  not  we,  like  little  Baycs, 
■  Armies  imaginary  raife  ? 
And  bid  our  generals  take  the  field, 
'i"o  head  the  troops  that  lie  conceal'd  ?     . 
Bid  General  EsSAV  lead  the  van. 
By — Oh  I  thefyU  will  Ihow  the  man  : 
Bid  Miijor  Science  bold  appear. 
With  all  his  pot-hooks  in  the  rear. 
Author. 
True,  true — our  News,  our  Prose, our  Rhtmes, 
Shall  fliow  the  colour  of  the  times; 
For  which  moft  falutary  ends 
We've  fellow-foldiers,  fellow-friends. 
For  city  and  for  court  affairs,  ' 

My  lord  duke's  butler,  and  the  mayor's. 
For  politics — eternal  talkers, 
Profound  obfervers,  and  park-walkers. 
For  plays,  great  aiflors  of  renown, 
(Lately  or  juft  arriv'd  in  town) 
Or  fome,  in  ftate  of  abdication, 
Of  oratorial  reputation ; 
Or  thofe  who  live  on  fcraps  and  bits, 
Mere  green-room  wafps,  and  temple  wits; 
Shall  teach  you,  in  a  page  or  tvo. 
What  Garrick  fhould,  or  fliould  not  do. 
Trim  poef-  from  the  city  drflc. 
Deep  vers'd  ii)  rural  pititurefc^ue, 
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Who  minute  down,  with  ■wond'rous  pains. 
What  Rider's  autumn  contains 
On  flow'r  and  feed,  and  wind,  and  weather, 
And  bind  them  in  an  ode  together  ; 
Shall  through  the  feafons  monthly  fing  • 
Stveet  Winter,  Autumn,  Summer,  Spring. 
BookjdUr. 
Ah,  fir '.  I  fee  you  love  to  jeft, 
1  did  but  hint  things  for  the  beft. 
Do  what  you  pleafe,  'tis  joar  defign, 
And  if  it  fails,  no  blame  is  mine; 
1  leave  the  management  to  you. 
Your  fervant,  Sir, 

Author. 
I'm  yours, — Adieu. 

CHIT-CHAT. 

An  Imitation  of  Theocritus. 
Idyll.  XV.    £>?«;  Xipa%ivBct,  &c. 
Mrs.  Broivn, 
Is  Miftrefs  Scot  at  home,  my  dear? 
Servant. 
Ma'm,  is  it  you  ?  I'm  glad  you're  here, 
My  Mijfefs,  though  rcfolv'd  to  wait. 
Is  quite  unpatient — 'tis  fo  late. 
She  fancy 'd  you  would  not  come  down, 
— But  pray  walk  in,  Ma'm — Mrs.  Brown. 
Mrs.  Scot. 
Your  fervant,  Madam.     Well,  I  fwear 
I'd  giv'n  you  over — Child,  a  chair. 
Pray,  Ma'm,  be  feated. 

Mrs.  Brozon. 

Lard  !  my  dear, 
I  vow  I'm  almofl:  dead  with  fear. 
There  i-iiwchfcrouging  and  inch/queeging^ 
The  folks  are  all  fo  difobliging  ; 
And  then  the  waggons,  carts  and  drays 
•So  clog  up  all  thefe  narrow  ways, 
What  with  the  buftle  and  the  throng, 
I  wonder  how  1  got  along. 
BeCdes  the  walk  is  fo  immenfe— 
N'-.t  that  I  grudge  a  coach  expence, 
But  then  it  jumbles  me  to  death, 
—  And  I  was  always  ftiort  of  breath. 
H"W  can  you  live  fo  far,  my  dear  ? 
It's  quite  a  journey  to  come  here. 
Mrs.  Scot. 
Lard  1   Ma'm,  I  left  it  ail  to  him, 
Hufbandsyou  know,  wiilhave  their  whim. — 

he  took  this  houfe This  houfe  !  this  den 

See  but  the  temper  of  fome  men. 
And  I,  forfooth,  am  hither  hurl'd. 
To  live  quite  out  of  all  the  Ivor  Id. 

Hufband,  indeed  I 

Mrs.  Brozcn. 

Hill !  lower,  pray. 
The  child  hears  every  word  you  fay. 
See  how  he  locks — 

Mrs.  Scot. 

Jacky,  come  here. 
There's  a  good  boy,  look  up,  my  dear. 
'Twas  not  papa  we  talk'd  about. 
—Surely  he  cannot  find  it  out. 


Mrs.  Sroivn, 

See  how  the  urchin  holds  his  hands. 
Upf>n  my  life  he  underftands. 
— There's  a  fweet  child,  come,  kifs  me,  comcj 
Will  yacky  have  a  fugar -plumb  ? 
Mrs.  Sent. 
This  perfon,  Madam  (call  him  fo 
And  then  the  child  will  never  know) 
From  houfe  to  houfe  would  ramble  cut. 
And  every  night  a  drunken-bout. 
For  at  a  tavern  he  will  fpend 
His  twenty  ftiillings  with  a  friend. 
Your  rabbits  fricaffeed  and  chicken, 
With  curious  choice  of  dainty  picking, 
Each  night  got  ready  at  the  Crown, 
With  port  and  punch  to  wafli  "em  down, 
Would  fcarcely  ferve  this  belly-glutton, 
Whilft  we  muft  ftarve  on  mutton,  mutton. 
Mrs.  Brozvn. 

My  good  man,  too-  -Lord  blefs  us  I  wives 
Are  born  to  lead  unhappy  lives. 
Although  his  profits  b'-ing  him  clear 
Almoft  two  hundred  pounds  a-year. 
Keeps  me  of  calh  fo  (hort  and  bare, 
That  /  have  not  a  goivn  to  "wear  ; 
Except  my  robe,  and  yellow  fack. 
And  this  old  luteflring  on  my  back. 
—But  we've  no  time,  my  dear,  to  wafte. 
Corae,  where's  your  cardinal,  make  hade. 
The  King,  God  blefs  his  majefly,  I  fay, 
Goes  to  the  houfe  of  lords  to-day. 
In  a  fine  painted  coach  and  eight, 
And  rides  along  in  all  his  flate. 
And  then  the  Queen  — 

Mrs.  Scot. 
Aye,  aye,  you  know, 
Great  folks  can  always  make  a  fhow. 
But  tell  me,  do — I've  never  feen 
Her  prefent  majefly,  the  Queen, 
Mrs.  Broivn. 

Lard !  we've  no  time  for  talking  now. 
Hark ! — one — two — three — 'tis  t-welve  I  vow. 
Mrs.  Scot. 

Kitty,  my  things, — I'll  foon  have  done. 
It's  time  enough,  you  know,  at  one. 
— Why,  girl  :  fee  how  the  creature  {lands ! 
Some  water  here,  to  wafli  my  hands. 
— Be  quick — why  fure  the  gipfy  fleeps  ! 
— -Loo'k  how  the  drawling  daudle  creeps. 
That  bafon  there — why  don't  you  pour. 
Go  on,  I  fay— flop,  flop— -no  more — 
Lud  1    1  could  beat  the  huffey  down, 
She's  pour'd  it  all  upon  my  gown. 
— Bring  me  my  rufSes-— can'ft  not  mind  ? 
And  pin  my  handkerchief  behind. 
Sure  thou  haft  awkwardnefs  enough, 
Go — fetch  my  gloves,  and  fan,  and  muff. 
— Well,  heav'n  be  prais'd---this  work  is  done, 
I'm  ready  now,  my  dear— let's  run. 
Girl, — put  that  bottle  on  the  fhelf, 
And  bring  me  back  the  key  yourfelf. 
Mrs.  Broivn. 

That  clouded  filk  becomes  you  much. 
i  wonder  how  you  mset  witli  fuch, 
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But  youVe  a  charming  tafte  in  drefs. 
What  might  it  coft  you,  Madam  i 
Mrs.  Scot. 

Guefs. 
Mrs.  Broii'n. 
Oh  !  that's  impoffible— -for  I 
Am  in  the  world  the  worft  to  buy. 
Mrs.  Scot. 
T  never  love  to  bargain  hard, 
Five  Ihillings,  as  I  think,  a-yard. 
-—I  .was  afraid  it  fhould  be  gone-— 
'Twas  what  I'd  fet  my  heart  upon. 
Mrs.  Broivn. 
Indeed  you  bargain'd  with  fuccefs, 
For  its  a  moft  delightful  drefs. 
Btfides,  it  fits  you  to  a  hair, 
■  And  then  'tis  flop'd  with  fuch  an  air. 
Mrs.  Scot. 
I'm  glad  you  think  to,— Kitty,  here. 
Bring  me  my  cardinal,  my  dear. 
"Jaciy,  my  love,  nay  don't  you  cry, 
Tnkc  you  airoaj  / -—indeed  not  I ; 
For  all  the  Lngaboes  to  fright  ye— 
BeCdes,  the  naughty  horfe  will  bite  ye  ; 
With  fuch  a  mob  about  the  flreet, 
Blcfs  me,  they'll  tread  you  under  feet. 
Whine  as  you  pleafe,  I'll  have  no  blame, 
You'd  better  blubber  than  be  lame. 

The  more  you  cry,  the  lefs  you'll 

Come,  come  then,  give  mamma  a  kifs, 

Kitty,  I  fay,  here  take  the  boy, 
And  fetch  him  down  the  laft  new  toy, 
Make  him  as  merry  as  you  can, 

There,  go  to  Kitty — there's  a  man. 

Call  in  (he  dog,  and  (hut  the  door, 
JMow,  Ma'm. 

Mrs.  Broivn. 
Oh  Lard! 
Mrf.  Scot. 

Pray  go  before. 
Mrs.,  Brawn. 
I  can't  indeed,  now. 

Mrs.  Scot. 

Madam,  pray. 
Mrs.  Brozvn. 
Well  then,  for  once,  I'll  lead  the  way. 

Mrs    Scot. 
Lard  !  what  an  uproar !  what  a  throng  '. 
How  fhall  we  do  to  get  along  ? 
What  will  become  of  us? — look  here, 
Here's  all  the  king's  horfe-guards,  my  dear. 
Let  us  crofs  over — hafle,  be  quick, 
—Pray  fir,  take  care---your  horfe  will  kick* 
He'll  kill  his  rider— he's  fo  wild. 
—I'm  glad  I  did  not  bring  the  child. 
Mrs.  Broiun, 
Don't  he  afraid,  my  dear,  come  on. 
Why  don't  you  fee  the  guards  are  gone  ? 
Mrs   Scot. 
Well,  I  begin  to  draw  my  breath; 
But  I  was  almoft  (car'd  to  death 
For  when  a  horfe  rears  up  and  capers, 
It  always  puts  me  in  the  vapours. 
For  as  I  live, — nay,  don't  you  laugh, 
I'd  rather  fee  a  toad  by  half, 


They  kick  and  prance,  and  look  fo  bold. 
It  makes  my  very  blood  run  cold. 
But  let's  go  forward— come,  be  quick. 
The  crowd  again  grows  vaftly  thick. 
Airs.  Broivn. 

Come  you  from  Palace  '^ard,  old  dame? 

Old  iVo7r,an. 
Troth,  do  I,  my  young  ladies,  why  ? 

Mrs.  Broivn. 
Was  it  much  crowded  when  you  came  ? 
Mrs.  Scot. 
And  is  hismajefty  gone  by  ? 
Mrs.  Broivn. 
Can  we  get  in,  old  lady,  pray 
To  fee  him  robe  himfelf  to-day  ? 
Mrs  Scot. 
Can  you  diredl  us,  dame  ? 

Old  Woman. 

Endeavour. 
Trov  could  not  fland  a  fi^ge  for  ever. 
By  frequent  trying,  Trot  was  won. 
All  things,  by  trying,  may  be  done. 
Mrs.  Broivn. 
Go  thy  ways,  proverbs— well  (he's  gone-* 
Shall  we  turn  back,  or  venture  on  ? 
Look  how  the  folks  prefs  on  before, 
And  throng  impatient  at  the  door, 

'Mrs.  Scot. 
Perdig'inus  !  I  can  hardly  (land, 
Lord  blefs  me,  Mrs.  Brown,  your  hand  j 
And  you,  my  dear,  take  hold  of  hers. 
For  wc  muft  flick  as  clofe  as  burrs. 
Or  in  this  racket,  nnife  and  pother. 
We  certainly  fhall  lofe  each  other. 

Good  God  !   my  cardinal  and  fack 

Are  almoft  torn  from  off  my  back 
Lard,  I  fliall  faint — Oh  Lud  —my  bread — 
I'm  crufh'd  to  atoms,  I  proteft. 
God  blefs  me— I  have  dropt  my  fan, 
-      Pray  did  you  fee  it,  honeft  man  ?        ~ 
Man. 
I,  madam  I  no,-— Indeed,  I  fear 
You'll  meet  with  fome  misfortune  here- 
---Stand  back   I  (ay---pray,  fir,  forbear — 
Why,  don't  you  Ikc  the  ladies  there  ? 
Put  yourfelves  under  my  di-e<ftion. 
Ladies,  I'll  be  your  fafc  protcdlion. 
Mrs.  Scot. 
You're  very  kind,  fir  ;  truly  few 
Are  half  fo  complaifant  as  you. 
We  fhall  be  glad  at  any  day 
This  obligation  to  repay, 
And  you'll  be  always  furc  to  meet 
A  welcome,  fir,  in-— Lard  1   the  ftreetr 
Bears  fuch  a  name    I  can't  tell  how 
To  teil  him  where  1  live,  I  vow. 
— Mercy  '  what's  all  this  notfe  and  fllr? 
Pray  is  the  King  a-coming,  fir  ? 
Man. 
No — don't  you  hear  the  people  fhout  ? 
'Tis  Mr  Pitt  juft  o-o/n^  oitt. 
Mrs    Broivn. 
Aye,  there  he  goes,  pray  Heav'n  blefs  him! 
Weil  may  the  people  all  carefs  him. 
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—Lord,  how  my  hufband  us'd  to  fit, 
And  drink  fuccefs  to  honeft  Pitt, 
And  happy  o'er  his  evening  cheer. 
Cry,  you  fnall  pledge  this  toaft,  ray  dear. 
Man. 
Hjft--Clence — don't  you  hear  the  drumming  ? 
Now,  ladies,  now,  the  King's  a-coming. 
There,  don't  you  fee  the  guards  approach  ? 

Mn.  Broivn. 
Which  is  the  king  ? 

Mri.  Scot. 

Which  is  the  coach  ? 
Scotchman 
Which  is  the  noble  Earl  of  Bute, 
Geud-faith,  I'll  ^?  him  a  faliite. 
For  he's  the  laird  of  aiv  cur  clan, 
Troth  he's  a  bonny  muckU  man. 
Mm. 
Here  comes  the  coach,  fo  very  flow 
As  if  it  ne'er  was  made  to  go, 
la  all  the  gingerbread  of  ftate. 
And  ftaggering  under  its  own  weight. 
Mrs.  Scot. 
Upon  my  word,  it's  monjlrous  fine  I 
Would  half  the  gold  ujon't  were  mine  1 
How  gaudy  all  the  gilding  ftiows  ! 
It  puts  one's  eyes  out  as  i'  goes. 
What  a  rich  glare  of  various  hues, 
A^'har  fhining  yellows,  fcarlets,  blues! 
It  muft  have  coft  a  heavy  price; 
'Tis  like  a  mountain  drawn  by  mice. 
Mrs-  Brotvn, 
So  painted,  gilded,  and  fo  large, 
Blcfs  me  I   'tis  like  my  lord  mayor's  barge. 
And  fo  it  is-— look  how  it  reels  ' 
'Tis  nothing  e'fe — a  barge  on  wheels. 
Man. 
Large  I  it  can't  pafs  St.  James's  gate, 
So  big  the  coach,  the  arch  fo  flrait, 
It  might  be  made  to  rumble  through 
And  pafs  as  other  coaches  do. 
Could  they  a  'body-cozohreizn  get 
So  moft  prepofteroufly  fit. 
Who'd  undercake  (and  no  rare  thing) 
Without  a  i&ea</ to  drive  the  king. 
Mrs.  Scat. 
Lard  !  what  are  thofe  two  ugly  things 
There— with  tfieir  hands  upon  the  fprings. 
Filthy,  as  ever  eyes  beheld. 
With  naked  brca'ts,  and  faces  fweli'd  ? 
What  could  the  faucy  maker  mean. 
To  put  fuch  things  to  fright  the  Queen  ? 
Man. 
Oh  !  they  are  gods,  ma'm,  which  you  fee, 
Of  the  ,1  arine  Society, 
Tritons,  which  in  the  ocean  dwell, 
And  only  rife  to  blow  their  fhell. 
Mrs.  Scot. 
Gods,  d'ye  call  thofe  filthy  men  ? 
Why  don't  they  go  to  fea  again  ? 
Pray,  tell  me,  fir,  you  under  ftand. 
What  do  thcfe  Tritons  do  on  land  ? 
Mrs.  Broicn. 
And  what  are  they  .'  th.fe  hindmoft  things. 
Men,  fifti  and  birds,  with  flelh,  fcales,  wings  ? 
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Oh,  tbey  are  g  ds  too,  like  the  others. 
All  of  ore  family  and  brothers, 
Creatures,  vv-hich  feldom  come  a-fhore. 
Nor  feer.  about  the  king  be-fore. 
For  Jhozu,  they  wear  the  yellow  but. 
Their  proper  colour  is  true-blue. 
Mrs.  Scot. 

Lord  blefs  us  !   what  s  this  noife  about  ? 
Lord,  what  a  tumult  and  a  rout  ! 
How  the  f 'Iks  holla,  hifs,  and  hoot ! 
Well-  -Heav'i!  preferve  the  Earl  or  Bute  ^ 
I  cannot  ftay,  indeed,  not  I, 
If  there's  a  riot  I  fliall  die. 
Let's  make  for  any  houfe  we  can. 
Do— give  us  (belter,  honeft  man. 
Mrs.  Bro-wn. 

I  wonder'd  where  you  was,  my  dear. 
I  thought  1  fhould  have  died  with  fear. 
This  n<iife  and  rackering  and  hurry 
Has  put  my  nerves  in  fuch  a  flurry  ! 
I  could  not  think  where  you  was  got, 
I  thought  I'd  loft  you,  Mrs.  Scott ; 
Where's  Mrs.  Tape.,  and  Mr.  Grin  ? 
Lard,  I'm  fo  glad  we're  all  got  in. 

A  DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN   THE  AUTHOR  AND   HIS  FRIENB;, 

Friend. 
You  fay,  "  it  hurts  you  to  the  foul 
To  brook  confinement  or  controul." 
And  yet  will  voluntary  run 
To  that  confinement  you  would  fliun. 
Content  to  drudge  along  the  track. 
With  bells  and  harnefs  on  your  back. 
Alas  1  what  genius  can  admit 
A  monthly  tax  on  fpendthrift  wit. 
Which  often  flings  whole  ftores  away. 
And  oft  has  not  a  doit  to  play  ! 
— Give  us  a  vi'ork,  indeed — of  length — 
Something  which  fpeaks  poetic  ftrength  ; 
:s  fluggifli  fancy  at  a  ftand  ? 
No  fcheme  of  confequence  in  hand  ? 
I,  nor  your  plan,  nor  book  condemn. 
But  why  your  name,  and  why  A.  M.  ?  . 
Author. 
Yes-.iit  fl:ands  forth  ro  public  view. 
Within,  without,  on  white,  on  blue, 
In  proper,  tall,  gigantic  letters. 
Nor  dafti'd  --emvowell'd— like  my  betters. 
And  though  it  ftares  me  in  the  face, 
Refle(Sls  no  fliame,  hints  no  difgrace. 
While  thefe  unlaboured  trifles  pleafe. 
Familiar  chains  are  worn  with  eafe. 
—Behold  ;   to  yours  and  my  furprife, 
Thefe  trifles  to  a  volume  rife. 
Thus  will  you  fee  me,  as  I  go. 
Still  gath'ring  bulk  like  balls  of  fnow. 
Steal  by  degrees  upon  your  ftielf, 
And  grow  a  giant  from  an  elf. 
The  current  lludics  of  the  day. 
Can  rarely  reach  beyond  a  play  : 
A  PAMPHLET  may  deferve  a  look. 
But  Heav'n  defend  us  from  a  book  '. 
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A  LIBEL  flies  on  fcandal's  wings, 
But  works  of  length  are  heavy  chlngs, 
---Not  one  in  twenty  will  fuceed — 
Confider,  Sir,  how  few  can  read. 

i'ritnd. 
I  mean  a  work  of  merit 

Author. 
True. 
Friend. 
A  man  of  taJSe  must  buy. 

jiutl>t>r. 

Yes ; You 

And  Haifa  dozen  more,  my  friend, 
Whom  your  good  tafte  (hall  recommend. 
Experience  will  by  facfls  prevail. 
When  argument  and  rcalon  fail ; 
The  NUPTIALS  now — 

Friend. 
Whofe  nuptials,  fir  .'— 
Aidhar. 
A  poet's — • — did  that  poem_/?/r  ? 
No — fixt — though  thoufand  readers  pafs, 
It  flill  looks  through  its  pane  of  glafs. 
And  feems  indignant  to  exclaim 
Pafs  on  ye  sons  of  taste,  for  Ihame  ! 

While  duly  each  revolving  moon, 
Which  often  comes,  God  knows  too  foon, 
Continual  plagues  my  foul  moleft, 
And  magazines  difturb  my  reft. 
While  fcarce  a  night  I  fteal  to  bed, 
Without  a  couplet  in  my  head. 
And  in  the  morning,  when  I  ftir. 
Pop  comes  a  devil,  "  copy  fir." 
I  cannot  ftrive  with  daring  flight 
To  reach  the  bold  Pamafflan  height  ; 
But  at  it's  foot,  content  to  ftray, 
In  eafy  unambitious  way, 
Pick  up  thofe  flowers  themufes  fend. 
To  make  a  nofcgay  for  my  friend. 
In  fhi^'  t,  I  lay  no  idle  claim 
To  genius  ftrong,  and  noify  fame. 
But  with  a  hope  and  with  ro  pleafe, 
I  write,  as  I  would  live,  with  eafe. 
Friend. 
But  you  muft  have  a  fund,  a  mine, 
Profe,  poems,  letters, 

Anther. 
Not  3  line. 
And  here,  my  friend,  I  reft  fecure; 
He  can't  lofe  much,  who's  always  poor. 
And  if,  as  now,  through  numbers_/^i/j. 
This  work  with  pleafure  kept  alive 
Can  flill  its  currency  afford, 
l;Ior  fear  the  breaking  of  its  hoard, 
Can  pay  you,  as  at  fundry  times, 
For y^//" per  Mag,  two  thoufar.d  rhymes, 
From  whence  ftiould  apprehenfion  grow, 
That/f^fliould  fail,  with  richer  Co  .' 

No  doer  of  a  monthly  grub, 
Myfelf  alone  a  learned  club, 
I  afk  my  readers  to  no  treat 
Of  fcientific  hafcd-up  meat. 
Nor  feck  to  pleafe  theatric  friends, 
y/ith  fcraps  of  pla^s,  and  pdds  and  ends.-. 
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Friend. 
Your  method.  Sir,  is  plain  enough  ; 
And  all  the  world  has  read  your  puff  *. 
Th'  allufion's  neat,  expreflion  clean, 
Abour  your  travelling  machine. 
But  yet— it  is  a  magazine. 

Author. 
Why  let  it  be,  and  wherefore  ftiame  ? 
As  Juliet  fays,  what's  in  a  name  ? 
Bcfides  it  is  the  way  of  trade. 
Through  which  all  fcience  is  convey'd. 
Thus  knowledge  parcels  out  her  Ihares; 
The  COURT  has  hers,  the  lawyers  theirs. 
Something  to  scholars  fure  is  due,— 
'^Vhy  not  one  magazine  for  voo  ? 
Friend. 
That's  an  Herculean  talk,  my  friend. 
You  toil  and  labour— -to  offend. 
Part  nf  your  fcheme — a  free  tranflation. 
To  SCHOLARS  is  a  profanation; 
What  :   break  up  Latin  .'  pull  down  Greet  ' 
(Peace  to  the  foul  of  Sir  John  Cheeke|)( 
And  fhall  the  gen'rous  liquor  run, 
Broach'd  from  the  rich  Falernian  tun  \ 
Will  you  pour  out  t©  Englijh  fwine. 
Neat  as  imported,  old  Greek  wine? 
Alas  !   fuch  beverage  only  fits 
Collegiate  taftes,  and  clailic  wits. 
Author. 
I  feek  not,  with  fatiric  ftroke, 
To  ftrip  the  pedant  of  his  cloak ; 

No let  him  cull  and  fpout  quotation*, 

And  call  the  jabber,  demon ftrations, 
Be  his  the  great  concern  to  ftiow, 
\i  Roman  gowns  were  tied  or  no  ^; 
Whether  the  Grecians  took  a  flice 
Four  times  a-day,  or  only  ttuice. 
Still  let  him  work  about  his  hole. 
Pi  or,  bufy,  blind,  laborious  mole  ; 
Still  let  him  puzzle,  read,  explain, 
Oppugn,  remark,  and  read  again. 

Such,  though  they  wafte  the  midnight  o2 
In  dull,  minute,  perplexing  toil. 
Not  underftanding,  do  no  good. 
Nor  can  do  harm,  not  underflood. 
By  fcholars,  apprehend  me  right, 
I  mean  the  learned,  and  polite, 
Whofe  knowledge  unafFeded  flows. 
And  fits  as  eafy  as  their  clothes; 
Who  care  not  though  an  ac  or  fed 
Mifplac'd,  endanger  Priscian's  head; 
Nor  think  his  wit  a  grain  the  worfe, 
Who  cannot  frame  a  Latin  verfe. 
Or  give  the  Roman  proper  word 
To  things  the  Romans  never  heard. 

'Tis  true,  except  among  the  great. 
Letters  are  rather  out  of  date. 
And  quaking  genius  more  difcerning, 
Scoffs  at  your  regulars  in  learning. 
— Pedants,  indeed,  are  learning's  curfc. 
But  ignorance  is  fomething  worfe  : 


*   Seethe  Puff. 

f  ■  Thejirjl  rejlorer  tf  Greek  learning  in  Englantl. 

J  See  Sigonius  and  JUa/iutiut, 
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All  are  not  bkft  with  reputation, 
Builr  on  the  want  of  education, 
And  feme,  to  letters  duly  bred. 
Mayn't  ivrite  the  worftf,  becaufe  they've  read, 
Tl-.ough  bonks  had  better  be  unknown, 
Thr.n  nor  one  thought  appear  our  own  ; 
As  fome  ca:t  never  I'peak  themftlves, 
But  through  the  authors  on  their  (helves, 
Whpf  •  writirig  fmacks  fo  much  of  reading. 
As  affedation  Tpoils  gor-d  breeding. 
J  riend. 
True ;  but  that  faul*  is  feldom  known. 
Save  in  yr>ur  bf>rk-fh  college  drone. 
■Whr>,conlLant  (as  I've  heard  them  fay) 
Study  their  founeen  hours  a-day, 
And  (quatting  clofe,  wsth  dull  attention. 
Read  themfelves  out  of  ap;>rehenfion  ; 
Who  fcarce  can  wafli  their  hands  or  face. 
For  fear  of  kfiiig  time,  or  place, 
And  give  one  hour  tr  meat  and  drink, 
But  never  bjlfa  one  to  t  hink. 

■-uhor. 

Lord  I   I  have  feen  a  thoufand  fuch, 
"Who  read,  or  feem  to  read,  too  much. 
So  have  I  known,  in  that  rare  place, 
"Where  chjffcs  always  breed  di%race, 
A  wight,  upon  difcoverieshot, 
As  whether  flames  have  heat  or  not, 
Study  himfelf,  po;  r  fc-=-ptic  dunce. 
Into  the  very  fire  at  once, 
And  clear  the  philofophic  doubt, 
By  burning  all  ideas  <fut. 
With  fuch,  eternal  books,  fncceffive 
Lead  to  no  fciencej  progreflive, 
While  each  dull  fir  cf  lludy  paft, 
Jnft  like  a  wedge  drives  out  the  hfl. 

From  thefe  1  ground  no  expe>5lation 
Of  genuine  wic,  or  free  tranflation  ; 
Bur  you  mjft^ke  me,  friend.      Suppofe, 
(Ti  anflati-  ns  are  hut  modern  clothes) 
I  drefs  my  buy — (for  iiiftance  fake 
Maintain  thefe  children  which  I  make) 
1  give  him  coat  and  breeches-— 
Friend. 

True — 
Bat  not  a  bib  and  apron  too  ! 
You  would  not  let  your  child  be  feen. 
But  drcft  confident,  neat,  and  clean. 
bulbar. 

So  would  I  clothe  a  free  tranflation, 
Or  as  Pope  calls  it,  imitation  ; 
Not  pull  down  auiho-s  from  my  ftelf. 
To  fpoil  their  wit,  and  plague  myfelf, 
My  learning  fludinus  to  difplay, 
■  And  lofc  their  ipirit  by  the  way. 
Friend. 

Your  Horace  now — e'en  borrow  thence 
His  eafy  wit,  his  manly  fenfc, 
Eur  let  the  moralift  convey 
Things  in  the  maniers  of  to-day. 
Rather  than  that  old  garb  affunie. 
Which  only  fuits  a  man  at  Rome, 
Author. 

Originals  will  always  pleafe, 
And  copies  too,  if  done  with  cafe. 


Would  not  old  Plauths  wifii  to  wear, 
Turn'd  Englljh  hoft,  an  Englifo  air, 
If  Thornton,  rich  in  native  wit. 
Would  make  the  modes  and  didlion  fit? 
Or,  as  I  kn^^w  you  hate  to  roam. 
To  fetch  an  iuftauce  nearer  home  ; 
Though  in  an  idiom  moft  unlike, 
A  fimilarity  muft  ftrike, 
Where  both  of  Cmple  nature  fond. 
In  art  and  genius  correfpond  ; 
And  nati-ue  both  (allow  the  phrafe 
Which  no  I  ne  Engljh  word  conveys) 
Wrapt  up  their  flories  neat  and  clean, 
Eafy  as 

Friend. 

Dennis's  you  mean. 
— The  very  man — nor  mere  trai;flation. 
But  La  Fontaine  by  tranfmigration. 

Author. 
Authors,  as  Drtdiin's  maxim  runs 
Have  what  he  calls  p  letic  fons, 
Thus  Milton,  more  correiflly  wild,' 
Was  richer  Spcrifer's  lawful  child  : 
A:"'  CuuRCHiLL,  got  on  all  the  nine, 
Is  Dryden's  heir  in  every  line 
Thus  Dennis  proves  his  parents  plain. 
The  child  of  Ease  and  I  a  Fontaine. 

Friend 
His  mufe.  indeed,  the  witk  fecures, 
And  afks  our  praife  as  much  as  your's; 
For  if.  delighted   readers  too 
May  pay  'heir  'hanks  as  well  as  you. 

B  t  You,  my  frier^d  (fo  folks  complain) 
For  ever  in  this  eafy  vein, 
This  profc  in  verfe,  thismeafur'd  'alk, 
This  pace  that's  neither  trot  nor  walk. 
Aim  at  lio  flights,  nor  drive  to-  give 
A  real  p  em  fit  to  live. 

Author. 
(  To  critics  no  offence  1  hope) 
PaiOR  flvall  live  as  long  as  Pope. 
Each  in  his  manner,  fure  to  pleafe, 
While  both  have  ftrength,  and  both  have  cafe. 
Yet  though  their  various  beauties  ftnke. 
Their  ta'e,  their  flrength  is  not  alike. 
Both  with  confummate  horfeman's  flcill. 
Ride  as  they  lift  ahoiit  the  bill ; 
But  take,  peculiar  in  their  mode, 
'1  heir  favourite  h:  rfe,  and  faviurite  road. 

For  me,  once  fond  of  author  fanie. 
Now  forc'd  to  hear  its  weig  t  and  (hanie, 
I  have  no  time  to  run  a  race, 
A  traveller  s  my  only  pace. 
I  hey,  whom  their  fteeds  unjaded  bear 
Around  Hyde-Park^  'O  take  the  air, 
Mayfriik  diid  prance,  and  ride  their  fill, 
And  go  all  paces  which  thty  will  ; 
Wc  hackr.ey  tits— nay    never  fmile. 
Who  tr«  t  our  ftage  of  thirty  mile, 
Muft  travel  in  a  conltant  plan, 
And  run  our  journey,  as  we  can. 

•  Friend. 
A  critic  fays,  upon  whofe  fleeve 
Some  pin  jnore  fa:th  than  you'll  believ:, 
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That  writings  which  as  eify  pleafe, 
Are  not  the  writings  wrote  with  eafi. 
From  whence  the  inference  is  plain, 
Your  friend  Mat.  Prior  wrote  with  pain. 
Author. 

With  pain  perhaps  he  might  corredt 
With  carefupply  each  loofe  defecft, 
Yet  fure,  if  rhyme,  which  fcems  to  flow 
Whether  its  mafter  will  or  no, 
If  humour,  not  by  (ludy  fought, 
But  rifinj  from  immediate  thought, 
Are  proofs  ai  eafe,  what  hardy  name 
Shall  e'er  difpute  a  Prioti's  claim  ! 

But  flill  your  critic's  obfervation 
Strikes  at  no  Poet's  reputation, 
His  keen  refit  dlion  only  hits 
Your  rhyming  fops  and  pedling  wits. 
As  fome  take  ftiifn^s  for  a  grace. 
And  walk  a  dancing-mafter's  pace, 
And  others,  for  f.'.miliar  air 
Miftnks  the  flouching  of  a  bear; 
So  fome  will  finically  trim, 
And  drefs  their  lady  mufe  too  prim, 
Others,  mere  flovens  In  th-  ir  pen 
(The  mob  of  Lords  and  G:r.tl:m(n) 
Fancy  they  write  with  eafe  and  pleaf'urc, 
By  ram'oling  out  of  rhyme  and  meafare. 
And,  on  your  critic's  judgment,  thefe 
Write  cafily,  and  nor.  with  Ease. 

There  are,  indeed,  whofe  wifh  purfucs, 
And  inclination  courts  the  mufe ; 
Who  happy  in  a  partial  f<ime, 
A  while  pf/ffefs  a  poet's  name. 
But  read  their  work",  examine  fair. 
—Show  nie_  invention,  fancy  there, 
Taftc  I  allow  ;  but  is  the  flow 
Of  genius  'v.\  them?  Surely,  no. 
.'Tis  labour- from  the  clafhc  brain. 
Read  your  own  Addison's  Campaign. 

E'en  he,  nay,  think  me  not  fevere, 
A  critic  fine,  of  Latin  ea*". 
Who  tofs'd  his  claflit  thoughts  around 
With  elegance  on  Roman  ground, 
Jufl  fimmering  with  the  mufc's  llame 
Woos  but  a  cool  and  fober  dame; 
And  all  his  En^UJb  rhymes  exprefs 
But  beggar-thoughts  in  royal  drefs. 
In  verfe  his  genius  feldom  gloivs, 
A  Poet  only  in  h'l^ prof e, 
WITich  rolls  luxuriant,  rich,  and  chafle^ 
Improv'd  by  fancy,  wit,  and  tafte. 
Friend, 

I  taflcyou  for  yourfeif,  my  f-iend, 
A  fubjedf  you  can  ne'er  defend, 
And  you  cajole  me  all  the  while 
With  difT^rtations  upon  fly'e. 
Leave  others  wits  and  works  alone. 
And  think  a  little  of  your  own 
For  Fame,  when  all  is  faid  and  done, 
Though  a  coy  miftrefs  may  be  Wv,n  ; 
And  haif  the  thought,  and  pains,  and  time. 
You  take  to  jingle  eafy  rhyme, 
Would  ni;ikc  an  Onf,  v.ould  make  a  Plav 
Done  into  iinglifli,  Malloch's  way, 
--Strttch  out  your  uiore  Heroic  feet, 
And:  write  an  Elkby  complete* 
Vol.  X  7 
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pr,  not  a  more  laborious  taflc, 
'Could  you  ftot  pen  a  dojfic  Masque  ? 

Author. 
With  will  at  large,  and  uriclogg'd  wing?, 
i  durfl  noffoar  to  fuch  high  things. 
For  I,  who  have  more  phlegm  than  fire, 
JVTuft  underfland,  or  not  admire. 
But  when  I  read  with  admiration, 
Perhaps  I'll  write  in  Imitation. 

Triend. 
But  hufinefj  of  this  monthly  kind,     . 
Need  that  alone  engrofs  your  mind. 
Affiftance  muft  pour  in  a-pace. 
New  paiTcngers  will  take  a  place. 
And  then  your  friends 

Author. 

Aye,  they  indeed, 
Might  make  a  better  work  fucceed. 
And  with  the  help;  which  they  (hall  gire', 
I  and  the  Magazine  lliill  live. 

Friend. 
Yes,  live,  &nicat,  and  nothing  more, 

Author. 
I'll  live  as Authors  did  before. 

THE    POET, 

an  epistle   to   C.  CliURCHlLL. 

WEi.L-,-{haIl  1  wifh  you  joy  of  fame, 
,)  hat  loudly  echoes  C.i:nr,cuiT.L's  name, 
And  feLs  you  on  the  mufes'  throne. 
Which  right  of  conqucft  made  your  own  I 
Or  (hall  I  (knowing  how  unfit 
Che  world  efteems  a  man  of  wit. 
That  wherefoever  he  appears. 
They  wonder  if  the  knave  has  ears) 
Addrcfs  with  joy  and  lamentation, 
C'oNuoi.EMCE  and  Co:-i  5r  \tulation 
As  colleges,  who  duly  bring 
V'^ieir  mefs  of  verie  to  every  king, 
iFoo  e:-onom!cal  iti  taflc,  '^ 
iT'heir  forrow  or  their  joy 'to  waOe  : 
Mix  both  together,  fweet  and  lour  ; 
-^!>d  bind  the  thorn  up  witli'the  flow'r  ? 

Sometimes  'tis  e!(?gy,  op'ode, 
EpiPle  non'f  your  only  mode. 
vVhetherthat  llyle  more  glibly  hits, 
'he  foncies  of  our  rambling  \v)ts. 
Who  wince  and  kick  at  all  opprcHlon, 
But  love  to  ftraggle  in  digrelTion; 
Or,  that  by  writing  to  the  GrSat 
In  letters,  honours,  or  efla^e,    ' 
:Vl'e  Hip  more  eafy  into  fame,   ' 
By  clinging  to  another's  name, 
Ana  with  their  ftrength  our  weaknefs  y<.kej 
A*  ivy  climbs  aboui  an  oak  ; 
As  T  (JKT-HuNTHRs  Will  buzz  and  purr 
'About  a  FALLOW. Commoner, 
Or  ciows  will  wing  a  higtier  flight, 
When  failing  round  the  floating  kite. 

Wfiate'er  the  motive,  'tis  the  mode, 
And  I  will  travel  in  the  road. 
The  faihionablc  track  purfue, 
'And  write  my  fimple  thoughts  to  You, 
Jn'il  as  they  rife  from  head  or  heart, 
i  Not  marfhsll'd  by  the  herald  art. 
T  t 
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By  vanity  or  pleafure  led. 
From  thirft  of  fame,  or  want  of  bread, 
Shall  any  ftart  U!>  fons  of  rhyme 
P.4THET1C,  Easy,  or  Sublime? 
' — You'd  think,  -o  hear  what  critics  fay, 
Thei-^  labour  was  no  more  than  play  : 
Aiid  that,  but  luch  a  paltry  ftation 
Refledts  difgrace  on  education, 
(As  if  we  could  at  once  forfake 
What  education  helps  to  make) 
Each  reader  has  fuperior  flciU, 
And  can  write  better  when  he  will. 

In  fliort,  howe'er  yfu  toil  and  drudge, 
The  world,  the  migh.y  w  rid,  is  judge, 
And  nice  and  fanciful  opinion 
Sways  all  the  world  with  ftrange  dominion; 
Opini'  n  !   which  on  crutches  walks, 
And  founds  the  words  another  talks, 

Bfing  me  eleven  critics  ^-rown, 
Ten  have  no  judgment  of  their  own  : 
Bat,  like  the  Cyclops  watch  the  nod 
Of  fohie  Informing  matter  god. 
Or  as,  when  near  his  latefl  breath, 
The  patient  f  .in  would  juggle  death, 
When  Doctors  fit  in  Consultation 
(Which  means  no  more  than  cimverfation, 
A  kind  of  comfortable  chat 
'Mi.ii.lt  focial  friends,  on  this  and  that. 
As  whether  flocks  get  up  or  down. 
And  tittle-tattle  of  the  town; 
Books,  pidlures,  politics,  and  news, 
Who  lies  with  whom,  and  who  got  whofe) 
Opinions  never  difagree, 
One  dodlor  writes,  all  take  the  fee. 

But  eminence  offends  at  once 
The  owlifh  eye  of  critic  dunce. 
Dullness  alarm'd,  colIeiSts  her  force. 
And  FdLLY  fcreams  till  (he  is  hoarfe. 
'I'hen  far  abroad  the  Libel  flies 
From  all  th'  artillery  of  lies. 
Malice,  delighted,  flaps  her  wing, 
And  tPiCKAM  prepares  he:  fling.        ^ 
Around  the  frequent  pellets  whiftle 
From  Satihe.   Ode,  and  pert  Epistle; 
While  every  blockhead  flrive-  to  throw 
His  fhare  ol  vengeance  on  his  foe  : 
As  if  it  were  a  Shrove-tide  game. 
And  cocks  and  poets  were  ihe.  fame. 

Thus  (hould  a  wooden  collar  deck 
Some  woeful  'Iquire's  embarralVd  neck. 
When  high  above  the  crowd  he  flands 
With  equi-diftant  fprawling  hands, 
Aixl  without  hat,  politely  bare. 
Pops  out  his  head  to  take  the  air ; 
The  mob  his  kind  acceptance  begs 
Ol  oirt,  and  ftones.  and  ad  •lie  eggs. 

O  Genius  !  though  thy  noble  ikill 
Can  guide  thy  Pegafus  at  will ; 
Fleet  let  him  bear  thee  as  the  wind — 
Dullness  mounts  up  and  clings  behind. 
In  vain  you  fpur,  anu  whip,  and  fmack, 
You  cannot  fliake  her  from  your  back, 

III  nature  fprings  as  merit  grows, 
Cl'ife  as  the  thorn  is  to  the  rofe. 
Could  Herculaneum,'s  friendly  earth 
Give  MjeVius'  works  a  fecund  birth, 


Mal'^volfnce,  with  lifted  eyes, 
Wdu'd  fan<5tify  the  noble  prize. 
While  modern  critics  Ihould  behold 
1  heir  near  relation  to  the  old. 
And  wondering  gape  at  one  another, 
To  fee  the  likenefs  of  a  brother. 

But  with  us  rhyming  moderns  here. 
Critics  are  not  the  only  fear; 
['he  poet's  bark  meets  {harper  fhocks 
From  other  lands,  an^l  other  rocks. 

Not  fuch  alone  who  underftand, 
Whofe  bo.ik  and  memory  are  at  hand« 
Who  fcientific  flcill  profefs, 
And  are  great  adept- — mart  or  lefs ; 
(U'hether  didinjiufh  d  by  degree. 
They  write  A.  M.  or  fign  M.  D. 
Or  make  advances  fomewhat  higher 
And  take  a  new  degree  of  '6^d;r  :.) 
Who  read  your  auth'>rs,  Greek  and  Latin, 
And  bring  you  flrange  quotatioris  pat  in. 
As  if  each  fentence  grew  more  terfe 
From  rdd-i  and  ends,  and  fcraps  of  verfe; 
Who  with  true  poetry  difpenfe, 
So  fecial  found  fuits  Jimfle  fenfe. 
And  1'  ad  one  letter  with  the  labours, 
Which  fhould  be  fhar'd  among  its  neighbours, 
Who  know  that  thought  produces  pain, 
And  deep  reflecftion  made  the  brain, 
\nA  therefore,  wife  and  prudent  grown, 
Have  no  ideas  of  iheir  own. 
But  if  the  man  of  nature  fpeak, 
Advance  their  bayonets  of  Greek, 
.A;  d  keep  plain  fenfe  at  fuch  a  diflance, 
She  cannot  give  a  friend  afliflance. 
Not  fhele  ah  ne  in  judgment  rife, 
Ai'd  riioi  I  at  genius  as  it  flies. 
Eut  thole  who  cznnoxffell,  will  TALK, 
A-;  women  fcold,  who  cannot  walk. 

Your  man  of  habit,  who's  wound  up 
To  eat  and  drink,  and  dine  and  fup. 
But  has  not  either  will  or  pow'r 
To  break  out  of  hi^  formal  hour; 
W^ho  lives  by  rule,  and  ne'er  ou'goesit; 
Moves  like  •  clock,  and  hardly  knows  it; 
Who  is  a  kind  of  breathing  being. 
Which  has  but  half  the  pow'r  of  feeing  ; 
V\''iio  {lands  for  ever  on  the  brink. 
Yet  dare  not  plunge  enough  to  think, 
Nor  has  one  reafon  to  lupply 
Wherefore  he  does  ?.  thing,  or  why. 
But  v\hat  he  does  proceeds  fo  right. 
You'd  think  him  always  guided  by't; 
Joins  poetry  and  vice  together 
Liie  fun  and  rain  in  April  lueather. 
Holds  rake  and  wit  as  thmg.s  the  fame. 
And  all  'he  difference  but  a  n.,me. 

A  rake  !  alas  I  how  many  wear 
The  brow  of  mirth,  with  heart  of  care  } 
The  defperate  wretch  refledlion  flies. 
And  fhuns  the  way  where  madnefs  lies. 
Dreads  each  increafing  pang  (f  grief, 
.And  runs  to  folly  for  relief, 
There,  'midit  the  momentaiy  joys 
Of  giddy  mirth  and  frantic  noife, 
FoRGETi  ULNESS,  her  cldeft  born, 
Smooths  the  world's  hate,  and  blockhead's  fcorOj, 
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Then  ptEASTJR*  Wins  upon  the  mind. 
Ye  CARES,  po  whiftle  to  the  wind 
Then  welcome  frolic,  welcome  whim  I 
The  world  is  all  alike  to  tim. 

Diftrefs  is  all  in  apprehenfion  ;' 
It  ceafes  when  'tis  pafl  preventioft  : 
And  happinefs  then  preffcs  near, 
When  not  a  hope's  left,  not  a  fear. 
— But  you've  enough,  nnr  want  my  preaching, 
And  1  was  never  form'd  for  teachinfj. 

Male  prudes  we  know  (thofe  driv'iing  things), 
Will  have  their  gibes,  and  taunts,  and  flings. 
How  will  the  fobcr  cit  abufe. 
The  fallies  of  the  culprit  mi  fe  ; 
To  her  and  poet  (hut  the  door — 
And  whip  the  beggar,  with  his  whore  ! 

Poet  '—a  Fool  !  a  Wretch  !  a  knave! 
A  mere  mechanic  dirty  flave  ! 
What  is  his  verfe,  but  cooping  fenfe 
Within  ?in  arbitrary  fence  ? 
At  beft,but  ringing  that  in  rhyme, 
Which  profe  would  fay  In  half  the  time  ? 
Mealure  and  nunrbers'   what  are  thofe 
But  artificial  chains  for  prole  ,' 
Which  niechanifm  quaintly  joins 
In  partlleh  of  fee-faw  lines. 
And  when  the  frifky  wanton  writes 
In  Pindar's  (what  d'ye  call  'em) — flights 
Th'  uneven  meafure,  fhort  and  tall, 
Now  rhyming  iiuice,  now  /tot  at  all. 
In  curves  and  angles  twirls  ab(>nt. 
Like  Chincfe  railing,  in  and  out. 

Thus  when  you've  labour'd  hour'  on  hours, 
CuU'd  all  xhtfiveets,  culld  a!!  the  Jlozv'rs, 
The  churl,  whofe  dull  imagination 
Is  dead  to  everjr  fine  fenfation. 
Too  grofs  to  relifh  nature'?  bloom. 
Or  tsfte  her  Ji'f!j.'le  rich  perfume. 
Shall  cafl  them  by  as  ufelefs  fluff. 
And  fly  ^^  ith  keennefs  to  his-  -fnufF. 

Look  round  the  world,  not  one  in  ten. 
Thinks  poets  good  or  honefl  men. 

'Tis  true  their  condudl,  not  o'er  nice, 
Sit^  often  1  ofe  to  eafy  vice. 
Perhap*  iheir  temperance  will  not  pafs 
The  due  rotation  of  the  glafs ; 
And  gravity  denies  'em  pow'r 
T'  unpeg'  their  hats  at  I'uch  an  houf . 

Some  vices  muft  to  all  appear 
As  conftitutional  as  fear  ; 
And  every  moralift  will  find 
A  ruling  paflion  in  the  mind  : 
Which,  though  pent  up  and  barricado'd 
Like  winds,  where  ^olus  bravado'd;  i^ 

Like  them,  will  fally  from  their  den. 
And  raife  a  tempeft  now  and  then ; 
Unhinge  dame  prudence  from  her  plan, 
And  roffle  all  the  world  of  man. 

Can  authors  then  exemption  drawT 
From  nature's,  or  the  common  law  ? 
They  err  alike  with  all  mankind, 
Yet  not  the  fame  indulj^ence  find. 
Their  lives,  are  more  confpicuous  grown, 
More  taik'd  of,  pointed  at,  and  fhown. 
Till  every  error  feems  to  rife 
Tg  sins  oi  mad  gigantic  fize. 


rhu-  fares  it  ftlll,  however  hard, 
With  every  wit,  and  ev'ry  hard. 
His ^iitlic  writ'mgf,,  fri'vate  life, 
Nay  more.  hi.«  miftrefs,  or  his  wife, 
'\nd  ev'ry  focial,  dear  cnnneilion, 
Muft  bear  a  critical  dini-eftion  ; 
WhWi  frieriJs  connivc,  and  rivals  hate, 
"rcoundrels  traduce,  and  blockheads  bait. 
Perhap-  you'll  readily  admit 
I'here's  danger  from  the  tradlnir  wit, 
And  dunce  and  fool.  ai:d  fuch  as  thofe, 
Muft  be  of  courfe  the  poet's  foes  : 
But  fure  no  fober  man  alive, 
Can  think  thit  friends  would  e'er  connive. 

From  juft  remark-  on  earlieft  time. 
In  the  firft  infancy  of  rhyme, 
It  may  be  fairly  und-r('pod 
There  were  t-.vo  fecSls-    the  bid,  the  ^ood. 
Both  fell  together  by  the  enrs. 
And  both  beat  up  for  volunteers. 
By  irtetefl,  or  by  birth  allied. 
Numbers  flock'd  in  nn  either  fide. 
Wit  to  his  weapons  ran  at  once. 
While  all  the  cry  was  "  down  with  Dunce  ;" 
Onward  he  led  hi^  focial  band<, 
The  common  caufc  had  join'd  their  hands. 
Yet  even  while  their  z-al  they  fh'iw, 
And  war  ajrainft  the  f^en'ral  foe, 
Howe'er  their  rage  flamd  fierce  and  cruel, 
They'd" flop  it  al!  to  fight  a  dutrl. 
And  each  cool  wit  would  meet  his  brother,      ' 
1  o  pink  and  tilt  at  one  another. 

Jealous  of  every  piifT  of  fame. 
I'he  idle  whifl'ling  of  a  name, 
The  proptTty  of  half  a  line, 
Whether  a  comma's  your's  or  mine. 
Shall  make  a  Hard  a  bard  en-^age, 
And  fliake  the  friendfhip  of  an  age. 
Bur  difTi.lent  and  raodeft  wit 
Is  always  ready  to  fuhmit; 
Fearful  of  prefsand  publication, 
Confults  a  brother's  obfervation, 
T\ilk.s  of  the  magi^ot  of  his  brains, 
A.-  hardly  worth  the  critic  pains; 
''   If  ought  difgufts  rhe  fc"fe  or  ear, 
*■   You  cannot,  Sir,  be  too/evert. 
"  Expunge,  corredl,  do  what  you  will. 
"   I  leave  it  to  fnperior  fkill; 
"   Exert  the  office  of  a  friend, 
"   Y  u  may  oblige,  but  can't  ofTend." 

This  bard  too  has  his  private  clan, 
Where  bs^s  the  great,  the  only  man. 
Here,  while  the  bottle  and  the  bowl 
Promote  the  joyous  flow  of  foul, 
(And  fenfe  of  mind,  no  doubt,  grows  flrongec 
When  failing  legs  can  Itand  no  longer) 
Emphatic  judgment  takes  the  chair. 
And  da:rns  about  her  with  an  air. 
Then  each   fcif-pufT'd,  and  hero  grown, 
Able  to  cope  with  hoils  alone, 
Drawcaiifir  like   his  murders  blends, 
Firfi  Hays  his  foes,  and  then  his  frienits. 

While  your  good  word,  or  converfution, 
Can  lend  a  brother  reputation  ; 
W'ile  vcrle  or  preface  quaintly  penn'd. 
Can  raife  the  conf?quence  of  f.ieud  , 
Ttij 
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Howr  vifible  the  kind  affedlion  I 
H')<.v  clofe  the  partial  fond  conne(5lionI 
Then  h:  15  quick,  and  Fm  difcerning, 
And  /have  wit,  and  be  has  learning:, 
My  juiigment"s  ftrorg,  and  bis  is  chafte; 
An<i  BOTH — ay  both,  are  men  of  tafte. 

Should  you  nor  fteal  nor  borrow  aid. 
And  ("et  up  for  yourfelf  in  trade, 
Refolv'd  imprudently  to  Ihow 
Thiit  'tis  not  always  wit  and  Co. 
Peelintrs,  before  unknown,  arife, 
And  p;eniu'3  looks  with  jealous  eyes. 
Though  thoufands  may  arrive  at  fame. 
Yet  never  take  one  path  the  fame. 
An  author's  vanity  or  pride 
Can't  bear  a  neighbour  by  his  fide. 
Although  he  but  delighted  goes 
Along  the  track  which  nature  fhows. 
Nor  ever  madly  runs  aflray. 
To  crofs  hi-  brother  in  his  way. 
And  fome  there  are,  whofe  narrow  minds. 
Center'd  in  felf,  felf  always  blinds. 
Who,  at  a  frier.d's  re-echoed  praife, 
Which  their  own  voice  confpir'd  to  raifc, 
Shall  be  more  deep  and  inly  hurt, 
Than  from  a  foe  s  iufulting  dirt. 

And  fome,  for)  timid  to  "-eveal 
That  glow  of  heart,  and  forward  zeal, 
Wiiich  words  are  fcanty  to  exprefs, 
But  friends  mufc  feel  from  friends'  fuccefsj 
When  full  of  hopes  and  fears,  the  nui'e. 
Which  every  breath  of  praife  purfues, 
Would  open  to  their  Uec  embrace, 
3VIeef  her  with  fuch  ablafting  face,1 
That  all  the  brave  imaj^iijation, 
Which  feeks  the  fun  of  approbation, 
No  more  its  early  bloffoms  tries, 
£ut  curls  its  tender  leaves,  and  dies. 

Is  there  a  man,  whofe  genius  iftrong. 
Rolls  like  a  rapid  ftream  along, 
Whofe  miifc,  long  hid  in  cli"erlefs  night, 
Pdurs  on  us  like  a  fli'od  of  light, 
Whdfe  aifling  compreheafive  mind 
Walk>  fancy's  regions,  unronfin'd; 
Whom,  nor  the  furly  fenfe  of  pride, 
l>Jyr  affedtatioti,  warps  afide  ; 
Who  drags- no  author  from  his  flielf,j 
'fo  talk  oil  with  an  eye  to  felf; 
Cirelefs.alike,  in  couverfafion. 
Of  ceiifurc,  or  of  approbation  ; 
Wiio  freely  thinks,  and  freely  fpeaks. 
And  meets  the  wir  he  never  feeks; 
Whofe  reafon  calm,  and  judgment  cool, 
('an  pity,  but  rot  hate  a  foot ; 
Wh')  can  a  hearty  praife  beftow. 
If  nierit  fpatkles  in  a  foe  ; 
Who  bold  and  open,  firm  and  true, 
FlaUers  no  friends — yet  loves  them  too  : 
Churchill  wii!  he  the  lafl  to  know 
His  is  the  portrait,  I  would  fhow. 

THE  TWO  RUBRIC  POSTS. 

A  DIALOGUE. 

In  Riiplfreet,  enfued  of  late, 
Between  two  polls  a  (Iracge  debate- 
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— Two  pofts™-aye  pods — for  polls  can  fpeak,  :  < 
In  Latin,  Hchre%v,  French  or  Greek.  .,  v 

One  Rubric  thus  addrefs'd  the  other  :  ,  •  - 

"  — A  noble  fituation,  brother, 
"  With  authors  lac'd  from  top  to  toe, 
"  Methinks  we  cut  a  taring  fhow,  ..,  -; 

"  The  Aa'o|j-Hf,r  of  famous  dead  *, 
"  You  knov/  how  much  they're  bought  and  read 
"   Suppofe  again  we  raife  their  ghofts, 
"   And  make  them  chat  through  us  two  pofls    ,  • 
"  A.  thing's  half  finifii'd  well  begun,  < 

"  So  take  the  authors  as  they  run. 
*'  The  nft  of  names  is  mighty  fine, 
"   You  look  down  this,  and  I  that  line. 
"   Here's  Pope  and  Swift, and  Stiele  and  Ga? 
"  And  GoNGREVE,  in  the  modern  way.  . 
"  Whilftyou  have  thofe,  I  cannot  fpeakj  -j-^,,;! 
"  But  found  niopL  wonderful  in  Greek.     _  >ji^.,  ;  ,' 
"  — A  dialogucr— rl  fhould  adore  it, 
"  With  fuch  a  fhow  of  names  before  It." 

"  Modern,  your  judgment  wanders  Wide,^"  ., -^ 
The  ancient  Rubric  ftrait  rcply'd.  ■  ..,,'  .jji.j'j;,' 
"  It  grieves  me  much,  indeed,  to  find        ^  r  - 

"   We  never  can  be  of  a  mind, 
"  Before  one  door,  and  in  one  flreet, 
"   Neither  ourfelves  nor  thoughts  can  meet(  ^     ._; 

"  And  we,  as  brother  oft  with  brother,  •, 

"  Are  at  a  diftance  from  each  other. 
"  Suppofe  among  the  letter  d  dead, 

"  Some  author  (hould.ereft  his  head, 

"   And  flarting  from  his  rubric,  pop 
"  Diredly  into  Daviei  fliop, 

"  Turn  o'er  the  leaves,  and  look  about 

"  To  find  his  own  opi!>ionsout ; 

"   D'ye  think  one  author  out  of  ten 

"  Would  know  his  fentiments  agen  ? 

"  Thinking,  your  authors  differ  lefs  in, 

"  Than  in  their  manner  of  expreffing. 

"  'Tis  flyle  which  makes  the  writer  known, 

*'  The  mark  he  fets  upon  his  own. 

"  Let  CoKGREVE  fpeak  as  Congreve  writ,    ■ 

"  And  keep  the  ball  up  of  his  wit ;  .:  <jr 

"  Let  Swift  be  Swift,  nor  e'er  demean 

"  The  fcnfe  and  humour  of  the  DeaN. 

"  E'en  let  the  ancients  reft  in  peace, 

"  Nor  bring  good  folks  from  Rome  or  Greect 

"   I'o  give  a  caufe  for  part  tranfa(ftions, 

"   They  never  dreamt  of  in  their  anions. 

"   I  can't  help  quibbling,  brother  pofl, 

"   'Twere  better  we  (hould  lay  the  ghoft, 

"   But  'twere  a  talk  of  real  merit 

"  Could  we  contrive  to  raife  \ht\x fpirit. 

"  Peace,  brother,  peace,  though  what  you  fay, 

"  I  own  has  reafon  in  its  way, 

«'  On  dialogues  to  bear  fo  hard, 

"  Is  playing  with  a  dangerous  card ; 

"  Writers  of  rank  are  facred  things, 

"  And  crudi  like  arbitrary  kings. 

"  Perhaps  your  fentiment  is  right, 

"  Heav'n  grant  we  may  not  fuffer  by't. 

"  For  (hould  friend  Davie  s  overhear, 

"  He'll  publifti  ours  another  year." 
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TaoDGH  winter  its  defolate  train 
Of  frofl;  and  of  tempeft  may  bring, 

Yet  FUra  fteps  forward  again, 
And  nature  rejoices  in  Ipring. 

Though  the  fun  in  his  glories  dccreaft, 
.    Of  his  heams  in  the  evening  is  fliorn. 
Yet  he  rifes  with  joy  from  the  eaft. 
And  repairs  them  again  in  the  morn. 

But  what  can  youth's  furtfliine  recal. 
Or  the  bloffoms  of  beauty  reftore  ? 

When  its  leaves  are  beginning  to  fall, 
It  dies,  and  is  heard  of  no  more. 

The  fpring  time  of  love  then  employ, 
'Tis  a  kflbn  that's  eafy  to  learn, 

For  Ctipid's  di  vagrant,  a  boy, 

And  his  feafons  will  never  return. 
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Shall  I,  from  worldly  friends  eftrang'd, 
Embitter'd  much,  but  nothing  chang'd 
In  that  afTedion  firm  and  true, 
Which  gratitude  excites  to  you ; 
Shall  I  indulge  the  mufe,  or  ftifle 
This  meditation  of  a  trifle  ? 

lut  you,  perhaps,  will  kindly  take 
The  trifle  for  the  giver's  fake, 
Who  only  pays  his  grateful  mite. 
The  juft  acknowledgment  of  right, 
As  to  the  landlord  duly  fent 
A  pepper-corn  (hall  pal's  for  rent. 

Yet  trifles  often  fhow  the  man, 
More  than  his  fettled  life  and  plan  : 
Thefe  are  the  ftarts  of  inclination  ; 
Thofe  the  mere  glofs  of  education, 
Which  has  a  wond'rous  knack  at  turning 
A  blockhead  to  a  man  of  learning  ; 
And,  by  the  help  of  form  and  place, 
The  child  of  fin  to  babe  of  grace. 
Not  that  it  alters  nature  quite. 
And  fets  perverted  rcafon  right, 
But,  like  hypocrify,  conceals 
The  very  palTions  which  Ihe  feels; 
Aiid  claps  a  vizor  on  the  face, 
To  hide  us  from  the  world's  difgrace, 
Which  as  the  firfl  appearance  Itrikes, 
Approves  of  all  things  or  diflikes. 
Like  the  fond  fool  with  eager  glee, 
Who  fold  his  all,  and  put  to  fea, 
Lur'd  by  the  calm  which  feem'd  to  lleep 
On  the  I'mooth  furface  of  the  deep  ; 
Nor  dreamt  its  waves  could  proudly  rife. 
And  tofs  up  mountains  to  the  fsies. 

Appearance  is  the  only  thing, 
A  king's  a  viTetch,  a  wretch  a  king. 
Undrefs  them  both— You  king,  fuppofa 
For  once  you  wear  the  beggar's  clothes  ; 
Clothes  thar  will  take  in  every  air  ; 
— Blei's  mc  !   they  fit  you  to  a  hair. 
5N0W  you,  bir.  Vagrant,  quickly  doR 
T'he  robes  his  m^jefly  had.  cp. 


And  now,  O  World,  fo  wond'rous  wife, 

Who  fee  with  fuch  difcerning  eyes. 

Put  obfervation  to  the  ftretch. 

Conic— which  is  king,  and  which  is  wretch  I 

To  cheat  this  world,  the  hardell  talk 
Is  to  be  confcant  to  our  mafiC. 
Extcrnali  nidkc  direct  impreflions, 
'  And  m-iks  are  worn  by  all  profcfTions. 
Wha-.  need  to  dwell  on  topics  ftalei 
Of  parfons  drunk  with  wine  or  ale  ? 
Of  lawyers,  who  with  face  of  brafs, 
For  learned  rhetoricians  pafs? 
Of  fcientific  dodlors  big. 
Hid  in  the  pent  houfe  of  their  wig'? 
Whole  converfation  hardly  goes 
Beyond  half  words,  and  hums  !  and  Oh'sl 
Oi  fiholars,  of  fuperior  taJJg, 
Who  cork  it  up  for  fear  of  wafte, 
Nor  bring  one  bottle  from  their  ftielves, 
liut  keep  it  always  for  themfelves? 

Wrt;tchei  like  thefe  my  foul  difdams. 
Aid  doubts  their  hearts  as  well  as  brains, 
Suppofe  aneigbcur  fhould  defire 
To  light  a  candle  at  your  fire. 
Would  it  deprive  your  flame  of  light, 
Becaufe  another  profits  by't  ? 

But  youth  mull  often  pay  its  court, 
To  thefe  gnat  fchotars  by  reptrt, 
Who  live  on  hoarded  reputation  ■ 
Which  darps  no  rifle  <>f  converfation. 
And  boaft;  within  a  ftore  of  knowledge, 
Sufficient,  biefs  us'   foracoUege, 
But  take  a  prudent  care,  no  doubt. 
That  not  a  grain  (hall  ftraggle  out ; 
And  are  of  wit  too  nice  and  fine, 
To  throw  their  pearl  and  gold  to fivlne  ; 
And  therefore,  to  prevent  deceit, 
Thii:k  every  man  a  bog  they  meet. 
Thefe  may  t^erhaps  as  fcholars  fliiiie. 
Who  hang  tbemfdves  out  for  ^.ftgn. 
What  fignifies  a  lion's  Ikin, 
If  it  conceals  an  afs  within  ? 
If  thou'rt  a  lion,  prithee  roar  ; 
If  afs — bray  once,  and  ftalk  no  more ; 
In  words  as  well  as  looks  be  wife. 
Silence  is  folly  in  difgulfe; 
With  fo  much  wifdom  b'ttled  up. 
Uncork,  and  give  your  friends  a  fup. 

What  need  your  nottings  thus  to  fave? 
Why  place  the  dial  in  the  grave  ? 
A  fig  for  wit  and  reputation. 
Which  fneaks  from  all  communication. 
So  in  a  poft-bag,  cheek  by  jole, 
Letters  will  go  from  pole  top:ile, 
Wliich  may  contain  a  wond'rous  deal; 
But  then  they  travel  under  feal,    - 
And  though  they  bear  you/  wit  about, 
Yet  who  (iiall  ever  find  it  our, 
Till  trufty  wax  foregoes  its  ufe. 
And  fets  imprifon'd  meaning  loofe? 

Yet  idle  folly  often  deems 
What  man  mull  be  from  what  he  feems ; 
As  if,  to  look  a  dwelling  o'er. 
You'd  go  n-.'  farther  than  the  door. 

Mark  yon  round  parfon,  fat  and  fleck, 
Who  preaches  only  once  a  week, 
T  t   iij 
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Whom  claret,  flofh,  and  venTon  join 

To  m.'ke  an  oribcdox  divine 

Whofe  holinefs  receives  its  beauty 

F.oni  income  large,  and  liftle  duty; 

Who  I'lves  the  pipe,  the  glafs,  the  finock, 

And  keeps— a  curate  for  his  flock. 

The  world,  obftquioas  to  his  nod, 

Shall  hail  this  oiiy  man  of  God, 

While  the  poor  prieft,  with  half  a  fcorc 

Of  prattling  infants  at  his  door, 

Whofe  fober  wifhes  ne'er  regale 

Beyoiid  the  hon.ely  jug  cf  ale, 

Is  hardly  deeni'd  companion  fit  • 

For  man  of  weajtli,  <>r  nian  of  wit. 

Though  karn'd  perhaps  and  wife  as  hc^ 

Who  figns  with  flaring  S.  I".  P. 

And  full  of  facerdotal  pride. 

Lay-  God  and  du'y  both  afide.- 

*'  This  curate,  fay  you,  learn'd  and  wife  ! 

"  Why  does  not  then  this  curate  rife  ?" 
This  curate  then,  zt  farty-tbrce, 

(Years  which  become  a  curacy) 

At  no  great  mart  of  letters  bred, 

Had  ftrange  odd  norjons  in  his  head, 

That  parts,  and  b^oks  and  application, 

Furnilh'd  all  means  of  education  ; 

And  that  a  pulpiteer  ih  uld  know 

More  thin  his  gaping  firick  below; 

That  learning  was  not  got  with  pain. 

To  be  forgotten  all  again  ; 

That  Latin  w  rds,  and  rumbling  Greek, 

However  charming  founds  to  fpcak, 

Apt  or  unapt  in  each  quotation. 

Were  infults  on  a  ci.ngregation, 

Who  could  not  und^rlland  one  word 

Of  all  the  learned  flufl'  they  heard ; 

That  fomething  more  than  preaching  fine. 
Should  go  to  make  a  found  divine; 

That  church,  and  prayer,  and  holy  Sunday, 

Were  no  excufe  for  finful  Monday ; 

That  pious  d-'>flrine,  pious  life. 

Should  both  make  one   as  man  and  wife. 

Thinking  in  this  uncommoa  mode, 
So  out  of  all  the  prielliy  road, 
What  man  alive  can  e'er  fuppofe. 
Who  marks  the  way  Preferment  goes, 
That  fhe  fhould  ever  find  her  way 
1"o  iKxi  poor  curate's  houfe  of  clay  ? 

Such  was  ihe  pricil,  fo  flrangely  wife  ! 
He  could  net  bow — How  fhould  he  rife  ? 
Learned  he  was,  and  i'.^eply  read; 
—But  what  of  that  ?-— not  duly  bred. 
For  he  had  fuck'd  no  grammar- rules 
From  royal  founts  or  public  fchools. 
Nor  gain'd  a  fingle  corn  of  knowledge 
From  that  vaft  granary — a  college. 
A  granary,  which  fcod  fupplies 
To  vermin  of  unconmion  fize. 

Aye,  now  indeed  the  matter's  clear. 
There  is  a  mighty  error  here. 
A  public  fchool's  the  place  alone, 
Where  duly  talents  may  be  known. 
It  has,  no  doubt,  it.-,  imperfedlifns. 
But  then,  fuch  friendfhips,  fuch  connedlions! 
The  parent  who  has  form'd  his  plan, 
And  in  his  child  confiUer'd  man, 


W"hat  is  his  grand  and  golden  rvle  ? 

"   Make  your  connedlions.  child  at  fchool. 

"  Mix  with  your  equals,  fly  inferiors, 

"  But  follow  clofely  your  fuperiors, 

"  On  them  your  every  hope  depends, 

'■  Be  prudent,   Pom,  get  ;//^!/^  friends; 

"   And  therefore  like  a  fpider  wait, 

"   And  fpin  your  web  about  the  great. 

'*   If  my  Lord's  genius  wants  fupplies, 

"    Why— You  niufl:  make  his  exercife. 

"  Let  the  young  Marquis  take  your  place, 

"  And  bear  a  whipping  for  his  Grace. 

"  Suppcfe  (fuch  things  may  happen  once) 

"  The  nobles  wits,  and  you  the  dunc€, 

"  Improve  the  means  of  education  ; 

"  And  learn  commodious  adulation. 

"   Your  mafler  fcarcely  holds  it  fin, 

"  He  chucks  his  Lordjhtp  on  the  chin, 

"  And  would  nut  for  the  world  rebuke, 

"   Beyond  a  pat,  the  IchooUboy  Buhe. 

"  The  paflor  there,  of  — —  what's  the  place  ? 

''  With  fmiles  eternal  in  his  face, 

"   With  dimpling  cheek,  and  fnowy  hand, 

"  That  fbames  the  whitenefs  of  his  band ; 

"   Whofe  mincing  dialeifl  abounds 

"   In  hums  and  hahs,  and  half-form'd  founds  ; 

"   Whofe  elocution,  fine  and  chafte, 

"  Lays  his  cemmainds  with  judgment  vaijl ; 

"   And  left  the  company  fhould  hear, 

'•   Whifpers  his  nothing?  in  your  ear  ; 

"   Think  you  'twas  zeal,  or  virtue's  care 

*'   That  plac'd  ihe  fmir king  doAor  there? 

"   No— -'twas  conned-ions  form'd  at  fchool 

"   With  fome  rich  wit,  or  noble  foo), 

"  Oblequiousflattcry,  and  attendance, 

"  A  wilful,  ufeful,  bafe  dependance; 

"  A  lupple  bowing  of  the  knees 

"  To  ary  human  god  you  pleafe, 

"   (For  true  good-breeding's  io polite^ 

"  '  Fwould  call  the  very  devil  white) 

"  '  Fwas  watching  others  fhifting  will, 

;•  And  veering  to  and  fro  with  llcill  : 

"  Thefe  were  the  means  that  made  him  rifija 

"    Mind  your  connciiions,  and  be  wife." 

Methinks  1  hear  fon  Tom  reply, 
I'll  be  a  bifhcp  by  and  by. 

Connedlions  at  a  public  fchool 
Will  often  ferve  a  v/ealthy  fool. 
By  lending  him  a  letter'd  knave 
To  bring  him  credit,  or  to  fave  ; 
And  knavery  gets  a  profit  real. 
By  giving  parts  and  viorth  ideal. 
I  he  child  that  marks  this  flavifh  plan. 
Will  make  his  fortune  when  a  man. 
While  hisnffl  wit's  ingenious  merit 
Enjoys  his  pittance,  and  hisfpirit. 

The  ftrength  of  public  education 
I^  qiiick"ning  parts  by  Emulation  ; 
And  emulation  will  create 
In  narrow  minds  a  jealous  flate, 
Which  flifled  for  a  cnurfe  of  years. 
From  want  of  fkill  or  mutual  fears. 
Breaks  out  in  manhood  with  a  zeal, 
Which  none  but  trival  wits  can  feel. 
For  when  'good  people  wits  commencCj 
They  lofc  all  othci  kind  of  feufe  \ 
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(The  maxim  makes  you  fmile,  I  fee, 
Retrrt  it  when  you  pleafe  on  me) ; 
One  writer  always  hates  another, 
As  emperors  would  kill  a  brother, 
Or  emprefs-queen  to  rule  alone, 
Pluck  down  a  hufband  from  the  throne. 

When  tir'd  of  friendfliip  and  alliance, 
Each  fide  fprings  forward  to  defiance, 
Inveterate  hate  and  refolution, 
Faggot,  and  fire,  and  perfecuticn, 
Is  all  their  aim,  and  all  their  cry. 
Though  neither  fide  can  tell  you  why. 
To  it  they  run  like  valiant  men. 
And  Ihfh  about  them  with  their  pen. 

What  inkfhed  fprings  from  altercation ! 
What  loppings  off  of  reputation  ! 
You  might  as  foon  hufli  ftormy  weather. 
And  bring  the  north  and  fouth  together, 
As  reconcile  your  letter'd  foes, 
Who  come  to  all  things  but  dry  blows. 

Your  defperare  lovers  wan  and  pale. 
As  needy  culprits  in  a  jail, 
Who  mufc.  and  doat,  and  pine,  and  die, 
Scorch'd  by  the  liglitning  of  an  eye, 
(For  ladies'  eyes,  with  fatal  ftroke. 
Will  blaft  the  verieft  heart  of  oak) 
Will  wrangle,  bicker,  and  complain, 
Merely  to  make  it  up  again. 
Though  fwain  look  glum,  and  mifs  look  fiery, 
"I'is  nothing  but  amaniium  hte. 
And  all  the  progrefs  purely  this — 
A  frown,  a  pout,  a  tear,  a  kils. 
Thus. love  and  quarrels  (^  April  weather) 
Like  vinegar  and  oil  together, 
Join  in  an  eafy  mingled  ftrife, 
To  make  the  fallad  up  of  life. 
Love  fettles  beft  from  altercation. 
As  liquors  after  fermeiitation. 

In  a  llage- coach,  with  lumber  cramm'd, 
Between  two  bulky  bodies  jamm'd. 
Did  you  nc"er  writhe  yourfelf  about. 
To  find  the  feat  and  culhion  out  ? 
How  difagreeably  you  fit, 
With  b — m  awry   and  place  unfit. 
Till  fome  kind  jolt  o'er  ill-pav'd  town 
Shall  wedge  you  clofe,  and  nail  you  down, 
So  fares  it  with  your  fondling  dolts. 
And  all  love's-  quarrels  are  but  jolts. 

When  tifu  arife,  and  words  of  ftrife 
Turn  one  to  two  in  man  and  w  fe, 
(For  that's  a  matrimunia;  courfe 
Which  yoke  mates  niuft  go  through  perforce, 
And  ev'ry  married  man  is  certain 
T'  at'i.nd  the  leciture  ca  I'd  the  curtain) 
Though  not  another  word  is  faid 
When  once  the  couple  are  in  bed  ; 
There  things  their  proper  channel  keep, 
(They  make  it  up,  and  go  to  fleep) 
Thefe  fallii.gs  in  and  fallings  out, 
Sometimes  with  caufc,  but  moft  without, 
Are  but  the  common  modes  nf  llrife. 
Which  oil  the  fprings  of  married  lile. 
Where  lamenefs  would  create  tae  Ipleen, 
For  <iStx  jlupidly  ferene. 

Obferve  yon  do\\ny  bed — t'l  make  it. 
You  tofs  the  featbers  up,  and  ihake  it. 
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So  fondnefs  fprings  from  words  and  fcuffllng, 
As  beds  lie  fmoothcft  after  fliuflling. 

But  authors   wranglings  will  create 
The  very  quinttffence  of  hate  . 
Peace  is  a  fruitlefs  vain  endeavour. 
Sworn  foes  for  once,  they're  foes  for  ever. 

— Oh  !  had  ir  pleas'd  my  wifer  betters 
That  I  had  never  'afted  letters, 
rheii  no  Parnaflian  maggots  bred 
Like  fancies  in  a  madman's  head, 
No  grafpings  at  an  idle  name. 
No  childifh  hope  of  future  fame, 
No  impotence  of  wit  had  ra'en 
PofftfTion  of  my  mufe  (truck  brain. 

Or  had  my  birth,  with  fortune  fit, 
Varnifti'd  the  dunce,  or  made  the  wit } 
I  had  not  held  a  fhameful  place, 
Nor  letters  pa-d  ire  with  difgrace. 

— O  !  for  a  pittance  of  my  own, 
That  i  might  live  unfoiight,  unknown  ! 
Retir'd  from  all  thisfTedant  Itrife, 
Far  from  the  cares  1  f  buftling  life  ; 
Far  from  the  wits,  the  fools,  the  great, 
And  all  the  little  world  I  hate. 


THE  MILK-MAID. 

Whoe'er  for  pleafure  plans  a  fcheme, 

Will  find  it  vanifti  like  a  dream, 

Afibrding  nothing  f  und  or  real, 

Where  happinefs  is  all  ideal ; 

In  grief,  in  joy.  or  either  ilate. 

Fancy  will  always  antedate, 

And  vvh^n  the  thoughts  on  evil  pore. 

Anticipation  makes  it  more. 

Thus  while  the  mind  the  future  fees. 

It  cancels  al'i  kf,  fre/int  tile. 

Is  pleafure's  fcheme  the  point  in  view; 
How  eagerly  we  alj  purfue  ! 

Well — I'uefdady  is  th'  appointed  day; 
How  flowly  wears  the  time  away  1 
How  dull  the  interval  between, 
How  darken'd  o'er  with  clouds  of  fpleen. 
Did  not  the  mind  unlock  her  treafure. 
And  fancy  feed  on  promis'd  pleafure. 

Delia  lurveys,  with  curious  eyes, 
The  clouds  colledted  in  the  fkies; 
Willies  no  ftorm  may  rend  the  air, 
And  fucfday  may  be  dry  and  fair; 
And  I  It)'  k  round   my  boys,  and  pray 
That  Tuefday  may  be  holiday. 
Things  duly  fettled— what  remains  ? 
Lo  !  Tuefday  comes — alas;  it  rains; 
And  all  our  vifionary  fchemes 
Have  died  away,  like  golden  dreams, 

Once  on  a  time,  a  rulUc  dame, 
(No  matter  for  the  lady's  name) 
Wrapt  up  in  deep  imagiiiari'n, 
Iiidulg  d  her  pleafing  contemplation; 
While  on  a  bench  fhe  took  her  feat. 
And  plac  d  the  milk-pail  at  her  feet, 
Ott  in  lier  hand  fhe  chink'd  ihe  pence, 
The  profits  which  ar(  fe  fron,  thence  j 
While  fond  ideas  fiil'd  her  brain 
Of  layings  up,  and'won/'rea/  gain, 
T  t  iUj 
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Till  every  penny  which  fhe  told 
Creative  fancy  turn'd  to  gold  ; 
And  reafpningthus  from  computation, 
She  fpoke  aloud  her  meditation. 

"  Pleafe  Heav'n  but  to  prefcrve  my  health, 
"  Mo  doubt  I  fiiall  haveilore  of  wealth; 
"   It  ij)uft  of  conlcquence  enfue 
"  I  {hall  have  ftore  of  lovers  too. 
♦'  Oh  !  how  I'll  break  their  ftubbom  hearts 
"  Wiih  all  the  pride  cf  female  arts. 
"  What  fuitors  then  will  kneel  before  me  ! 
"  Lords,  Earls,  and  Vi/ccunts,  fhall  adore  me. 
"   When  in  my  gilded  coach  I  ride, 
"  I\iy  Lady  at  his  LorJJhip's  fide, 
••  How  will  I  laugh  at  all  I  meet 
"  Ciatt'ringin  pattens  down  the  ftreet ! 
«<  And  LoBsiN  then  I'll  mind  no  more, 
"  Howe'er  I  lov'd  him  heietotoie; 
"   Or,  if  he  talks  of  plighteu  truth, 
"  I  will  not  hear  the  fimple  youth, 
"  But  rife  indignant  from  my  feat, 
"  And  fpurn  the  lubber  fioni  my  feet." 

Action,  alas  !   th.e  fpcaker's  grace, 
Ne'er  came  in  more  improper  place. 
For  in  the  toffing  firth  her  flioe, 
What  fancied  bhfs  the  maid  o'crthrew  ! 
While  down  at  once,  with  hideous  fall. 
Came  lovers,  wealth,  and  milk,  and  all. 

Thus  fancy  ever  loves  to  roam, 
To  bring  the  gay  materials  home; 
Imagjnal;<in  forms  the  dream, 
And  accident  dellroys  the  Icheme, 


A  FAMILIAR  EPISTLE, 

•  Ficrn  the  Rtv.  Mr .  Hanhury  s  Horfe  to  the  Rsv. 
Mr.  Scot. 

Amongst  you  bipeds,  repijtation 

Depends  r,n  rank  :,nd  fituaiion ; 

And  men  increafe  in  fame  and  worth, 

Kot  from  their  merits,  but  ihe'n  hirib. 

I'hup  he  is  born  to  live  obfcnre, 

Wiio  has  the  fin  of  being  poor; 

While  wealthy  duUnefi.  lolls  at  eafe, 

And  is — as  witty  as  you  please. 

— "  What  did  his  Lordjl'p  fay  .?— O  !  fine  \ 

"    The  very /Zi/??a  .'   bravo!  divine.'" 

And  then  'tit-  buzz'd  frv-m  route  to  route. 

While  ladies  whifpcr  it  about, 

"   Well,  !  prcttft,  a  charmiiig  hit  1 

"   tiis/,o;.//Z(/>  has  a  deal  o!  wit. 

"   How  elegant  that  nuuble  frnfe  I 

"   Perd'gicui  1   •mi'JIlyJine^    immenfe '.^' 

Wheri  ell  my  lord    as  fai,d  or  done 

W  as  but  the  letting  o^  a  pun . 

Mark  the  fat  cit,  whofe  good  round  funi 
Am.ounts  at  leall  to  half  tl plumb ; 
Wp.ofc  chariot  whirls  him  up  and  down 
Some  three  or  four  miles  out  of  town; 
For  thither  fober  folks  repair 
To  take  the  duft,  which  they  cMl  air. 
BuU  foily  (not  the  wanton  wild 
Im>.gination'i>  younger  child) 
Has  take),  lodgings  in  his  face, 
As  finding  that  a  vacant  phce,* 


And  peeping  from  hh  windows,  tells 
To  all  beholders  where  fhe  dwells. 
Yet  once  a  week  this  purfe-proud  cit 
Shall  ape  the  failles  of  a  wit, 
And  after  ev'ry  Sunday's  dinner. 
To  prieflly  faint,  or  city  finner, 
Shall  tell  the  (lory  o'er  and  o'er 
H'as  told  a  thouland  tmies  before  ; 
Like  gamcftcr.'-.  who,  with  eager  zeal, 
Talk  the  game  o'er  between  the  deal. 

Mark  '   how  the  fools  and  knaves  admire 
And  chuckle  with  theii  Sunday  'fquire  : 
While  he  loc^ks  pieas'd  at  every  guell. 
And  laughs  much  louder  than  the  reft  ; 
And  cackling  with  incrffant  grin, 
Triples  the  douLU  of  his  chin. 

Birth,  rank,  ar.d  wealth,  have  wond'rous&ril 
Make  ivits  d.nd  Jlatefmen  when  they  will ; 
While  genius  holds  no  eftimation 
From  lucklefs  want  oifituation ; 
And  if  through  clouded  fcenes  of  life 
He  takes  dame  poverty  to  wife, 
Howe'er  he  work  and  teaze  his  brain. 
His  pound  of  wit  fcarce  weighs  z  grain  ; 
While  wirh  his  J.ordjllp  it  abounds. 
And  one  light  grain  fwells  out  to  pounds. 

Receive,  good  Sir,  v/ith  afpcdt  kind. 
This  wanion  gtllop  of  the  mind ; 
But,  fince  ai!  thmgs  increafe  in  worth, 
Proporucn'd  .o  their  rank  and  birth  ; 
Left  you  fhould  thir;k  the  letter  bafe, 
While  I  fupply  the  poet's  place, 
rU  tell  you  whence  and  what  I  am. 
My  breed,  my  blood,  my  Jire,  my  da»:. 

My  Jire  was  PiND/.  r's  eagle,  fon 
Of  i'egafus  of  HELICON  ; 
My  dam,  the  hippogryph ,  which  whirl'd 
AJlolfho  to  the  lunar  world. 
Both  high-bred  things  of  mettled  blood. 
The  L'elt  in  all  Apollo's  ftud. 

Now  Critics  here  would  bid  me  fpeak 
Ihe  OLD  horle  language,  that  is,  Greet ; 
For  HoMfiR  made  us  talk,  you  krow, 
Almoft  three  thouland  years  ago  ; 
And  men  of  tajle  ar\djudgment  fine, 
Allow  the  paflage  is  diiiine. 
Ticy  were  fine  meitled  things  indeed, 
And  of  peculiar  ftrength  and  breed  ; 
W  hat  leaps  they  took,  how  far  and  wide  1 
—  They'd  take  a  country  at  a  ftride. 
How  great  each  leap,  i  onginus  knew, 
Who  from  dimenfions  ta'en  ot  two, 
Aflirn;s,  with  equal  ardour  whirl'd, 
A  ibird,  good  Lord  1  would  clear  the  world. 

But  till  lonie  learned  wight  Ihall  Ihow 
If  accents  MUST  be  us'd,  or  no, 
A  doubt  which  puzzles  all  the  wife 
Of  giant  and  of  pigmy  fize. 
Who  wafle  their  time,  and  fancies  vex 
Willi  a/per;  lenis,  circut?ijlex. 
And  talk  of  mark  and  punciluation, 
As  'tw  ert  a  matter  of  laivation  ; 
For  when  your  pigmies  take  the  pen 
1  hey  fancy  thty  grow  up  to  men, 
A:id  Lhii|k  they  keep  the  world  in  av/C 
JBy  brandilUing  a  ytxy  Jlra%-j ; 
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Till  they  have  clear'd  this  weighty  doubt, 

Which  they'll  be  centuries  about, 

As  a  plain  nag,  in  homely  phrafe, 

I'll  ufe  the  language  of  our  days  ; 

And,  for  this  firft  and  only  time, 

Juft  make  a  trot  in  eafy  rhyme. 

Nor  let  it  fliock  your  thought  or  fight, 
That  thus  a  quadruped  fhould  write  ; 
Read  but  the  papers,  and  you'll  fee 
More  prodigies  of  wit  than  me  ; 
Groiun  men  ^nAfparroivs  taught  to  dance, 
By  monfieur  Pajferat  from  France ; 
The  learned  dog,  the  learned  mare, 
1'h.t  learned  h\xd,  the  learned  \\Zi:e.; 
And  all  -ivt  fajhionabk  too, 
And  play  at  cards  as  well  as  you. 

Of  paper,  pen,  and  ink  poffcls'd, 
With  faculties  of  writing  blert, 
Why  fhould  not  I  then,  Hownnyhivm  bred 
(A  word  that  mull  he/een,  net  faid) 
Rid  you  of  all  that  anxious  care. 
Which  good  folks  feel  for  good  and  fair. 
And  which  your  looks  betray'd  indeed, 
To  mi;re  dilcerning.cyes  of  Heed  ; 
When  in  the  fiiape  of  ufeful  hack, 
I  bore  a  poet  on  my  back  ? 

Know,  fafely  rode  my  mailer's  bride. 
The  baid  before  her  for  my  guide. 
Yet  think  not.  Sir,  his  awkward  care 
Enfur'd  protedlion  to  the  fair. 
No — confcious  of  the  prize  1  bore. 
My  wayward  footlceps  flipt  no  more. 
For  though  I  fcorn  the  fact's  fkilJ, 
Mymiftrefs  guide,*  me  where  fhe  will. 

Abllra6l  in  wond'rous  fpecularion, 
Loft  in  iabiTious  meditation. 
As  w'lether  'twould  promote/a^//«e 
\ifiliier  could  be  pair'd  in  rhyme; 
Or,  as  the  word  oifiueefer  tune, 
Month  might  be  clinkd  inftead  of  moon  : 
No  woiider  poets  hardly  know 
Or  what  they  do,  or  where  they  go. 
Whether  they  ride  or  walk  the  ftrcet. 
Their  lieads  are  always  on  their  feet ; 
They  novv  and  then  may  getaftride 
Th'  ideal  Fegafus>  and  ride 
Frodigieus  journeys — round  a  room. 
As. boys  ride  cock-horfe  on  a  broom. 

Whether  acrojlics  teize  the  brain. 
Which  goes  a  hunting  words  in  vain, 
(For  words  mo{\.  capitally  fin, 
Unlefi  their  letters  right  begin.) 
S  ince  how  to  man  or  woman's  name, 
C  ould  you  or  I  acroftic  frame. 
O  r  make  the  faring  letters  join, 
T  o  form  the  word,  that  tells  us  thine, 
Unlefs  we'ad  right  initials  got, 
S,  C,  O,  T,  and  fo  made  ocot  ? 
Or  whether  Rebus,  Riddle's  brother 
(Both  which  had  Dullniss  for  their  mother) 
imploy  the  gentle  poet's  care. 
To  celebrate  fome  town  or  fair, 
Which  all  ad  libitum  he  flits 
For  you  to  pick  it  up  by  bits. 
Which  bits  together  plac'd,  \yill  frame 
gome  city's  or  fvnje  lady's  ^atQc ; 


As  when  a  worm  is  cut  in  twain, 

U  joins  and  is  a  worm  again; 

When  thoughts yoweighty,/o  intenfe. 

Above  the  reach  of  common  fenfe, 

Diftra6l  and  twirl  the  mind  about, 

Which  fain  would  hammer  fomething  out ; 

A  kind  difcharge  relieves  the  mind. 

As  folks  are  eas'd  by  breaking  wind; 

Whatever  whims  or  maggots  bred 

Fake  place  of  fenfe  in  poet's  head. 

They  fix  themfelves  without  controul. 

Where'er  its  feat  is  on  the  foul. 

Then,  like  your  heathen  idols,  we 

Have  eyes  indeed,  but  cannot  fee. 

(  Pfe,  for  I  take  the  poet's  part, 

And  for  my  blood,  am  bard  at  heart) 

For  in  refle>5lion  deep  iaimerft. 

The  man  niufe-bitten  and  Le-verjl, 

Negledful  of  eternals  all. 

Will  run  his  head  againfl  a  wall. 

Walk,  through  a  river  as  it  flows. 

Nor  fee  the  bridge  before  his  nofe. 

Are  things  like  thefe  equeftrians  fit 
To  mount  the  back  of  mettled  tit  ? 
Are — but  farewell,  for  here  comes  BoB, 
And  I  mufl  lerve  fomc  hackney  job ; 
Fetch  letters,  or,  for  recreation, 
Iran/port  the  bard  to  OMT  plantation. 

Robert  joins  compts  with  Burnam  Blacl, 
Your  humble  fervant,  Hanburys  hack, 

THE  NEW-RIVER  HEAD. 


Attempted  in  the  manner  of  Mr.  C.  Denis. 
INSCRIBED  TO   JOHN  WILKES,    ESq. 

"  Labitur  et  labetur  in  omne  volubilis^evum," 

HoR, 

De.ar  Wilkes,  whofe  lively  focial  wit 

Difdains  the  prudilh  affedation 
Of  gloomy  folks,  who  love  to  fit 

As  dcAors  fould  at  confultation, 
Permit  me  in  familiar  ftrain, 

To  fteal  you  from  the  idle  hour 
Of  combating  the  Northern  Thane, 

And  all  his  puppet  tools  of  pow'r. 
Shame  to  the  wretch,  if  fenfe  of  ftiame 

Can  ever  touch  the  mifcreant's  breaft. 
Who  dead  to  virtue  as  to  fame, 

(A  monfter  whom  the  gods  deteft) 
Turns  traitor  to  himfelf,  to  court 

Or  minifter  or  monarch's  fmile ; 
And  dares,  in  infolencc  of  fport. 

Invade  the  Charter  of  our  ifle, 
But'why  fhould  I,  who  only  ftrivc 

By  telling  of  an  eafy  tale. 
To  keep  attention  half  alive 

'Gainfl  Bolgolam  and  Flimnap  rail  ? 
For  whether  England  be  the  name, 

(Name  which  we're  taught  no  more  to  prize) 
Or  Britain,  it  is  all  the  fame, 

The  Lilliputian  flatefmen  rife 

To  wilice  ofj;iganuc  fize. 
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Let  them  enjoy  their  warmth  a-while. 
Truth  ftiall  reoard  ;hem  with  a  fmile, 
While  you,  iike  Gulliv  .  r,  in  fport 
Pif"  out  the  fire,  and  fave  the  court. 
But  to  return —  The  tale  is  old: 

Indecent,  tiuly  none  of  mine— 
What  EiiROALDLj  gravely  told; 

r  read  it  in  that  lound  divine. 
And  for  indecency,  you  know 

He  had  a  fafhionable  turn, 
As  prim  ebftrvers  clearly  Ihow 

In  t'other  parfon  dodtor  Sterne. 
Yet  Pope  denies  it  all  defence. 
And  calls  it,  blefs  us  !  want  of  fenfe. 
But  e'en  the  decent  Pop.   can  write 

•  Of  bottles,  corks  and  maiden  fighs. 
Of  charmjng  beauties  lels  in  fight, 

Of  the  more  fecret  preciou?  hair, 
f  And  fomething  elfc  of  little  fize. 

You  know  where." 
If  fuch  authorities  prevail. 

To  varnifh  o'er  this  petty  fin, 
I  plesd  a  pardon  for  n.y  tale, 

Aqu  having  hemm'd  and  cough'd— begin. 
A  genius  (one  of  thofe  i  mean. 

We  read  of  in  th'  Arabian  Nights  j 
Kot  fuch  as  every  day  ate  fetn 

At  Bob's  or  Arthur's,  whilom  White's; 
For  howfoe'er  yon  change  the  name. 
The  clubs  and  meetings  are  the  lame  ; 
Nor  thofe  prodigious  learned  folks. 
Your  haherdalhers  of  ftale  jckes. 
Who  drefs'them  up  fo  neat  and  clean 
Tor  news-paper  or  magazine  • 
But  one  that  could  play  wond'rons  tricksj 

Changing  the  very  courfe  of  nature, 
Kot  AsMOD  OS  on  two  flicks 

Or  fage  Urga    da  could  do  greater.) 

Once  on  a  time  incog  came  down 

From  his  equivocal  dominions. 
And  travell'd  o'er  a  country  town 

To  try  folks'  tempers  and  opinions. 
When  to  accomplifh  his  intent 

(For  had  the  cobler  known  the  king, 

Lord  !  it  would  quite  have  fpoil'd  the  thing) 
In  ftrange  difguife  he  flily  went 
And  flumy'd  along  the  high-way  track. 
With  greafy  knaplack  at  his  back ; 
And  now  the  night  was  pi'chy  dark. 
Without  one  flat's  indulgent  fpark. 
Whether  ht  wanted  fleep  or  not. 

Is  of  tio  conft.q:!ence  to  tell ; 
A  bed  and  lodging  mufl  be  got. 

For  geniufes  live  always  well. 
At  the  beft  houfe  in  all  the  town, 

(It  was  th'  attorneys  you  may  fwear) 
He  knock'd  as  he'd  have  beat  it  drwn, 

Knock  as  you  would,  no  entrance  there. 
But  from  the  window  cried  the  dame, 
Go,  firrah  g<>,  from  whence  you  came. 
Here,  Nell,  John,  Thomas,  fee  who  knocks, 
Fellow,  I'll  put  you  in  the  flocks. 
f 

*  Rape  of  tie  Lock. 

•{■  Fifes  Letters. 


Be  gentle  ma'm,  the  genius  cried;  ' 

Have  mercy  on  the  wand'ring  poor. 
Who  knows  not  where  his  head  to  hide. 

And  alki  a  pittance  at  your  door. 
A  mug  of  beer,  a  crufl  of  bread — 
Have  pity  on  the  houfelefs  head  ; 

Your  hulband  keeps  a  lordly  table, 
I  aflc  hut  for  the  oifal  crumbs, 

And  for  a  lodging — barn  or  flable 
Will  fliroud  me  till  the  morning  comes. 

'  Twas  all  in  vain  ;  fhc  rang  the  bell. 
The  fervants  trembl'd  at  the  knell ; 
Down  fltw  the  maids  to  tell  the  men. 
To  drive  the  vagrant  back  agen. 
He  frudg'd  away  in  angry  mind. 
And  thought  but  cheaply  of  mankind. 

Till  through  a  cafement's  dingy  pane, 
A  rufh-light's  melancholy  ray. 

Bad  him  e'en  try  his  luck  again ; 
Pet  haps  beneath  a  houfe  of  clay 
A  wand'ring  pafTenger  might  find, 
A  better  friend  to  human  kind, 
And  far  more  hofpitable  fare, 
Though  not  fo  coftly.  nice.  Or  rare. 
As  fmokes  upon  the  filver  plate 
Of  the  luxurious  pamper'd  great. 

So  to  thi*  cot  of  homely  thatch. 
In  the  fame  plight  the  genius  came : 

Down  conies  the  dame,  lifts  up  the  latch  ; 
What  want  ye  fir  ? 

God  fave  you,  dame. 
And  fo  he  told  the  piteous  tale, 

Which  you  have  heard  him  tell  before; 
Your  patience  and  my  own  would  fail 

Were  I  to  tell  it  o'er  and  o'er. 
Suffice  it,  that  my  goody's  care 
Brought  forth  her  beft,  though  fimple  fare. 

And  from  the  corner-cupboard's  hoard. 
Her  flranger  gueft  the  more  to  pleafe, 

Befpread  her  hofpitable  board 
With  what  fhe  had — 'twas  bread  and  cheefe. 
'  1  is  honeft  though  but  homely  cheer  ; 

Much  good  may't  do  ye,  eat  your  fill, 
Wiuld  I  could  treat  you  with  flrong  beer. 

But  for  the  adlion  take  the  will, 
You  fee  my  cot  is  clean,  though  fmalJ, 

Pray  Heav"n  increafe  my  flender  (lock? 
You're  welcome,  friend,  you  fee  my  all ; 

And  for  your  bed,  fir,  there's  a  flock. 
No  natter  what  was  after  faid, 
He  eat  and  drank,  and  went  to  bed. 
And  now  the  cnck  his  mattins  fung, 

(Howe'er  fuch  finging's  light  efteem'd, 
'Tis  precious  in  the  mufes'  tongue 

When  fung,  rhyries  better  than  he  fcream'd); 
The  dame  and  pedlar  both  arol'c, 

At  early  dawn  of  rifing  day. 
She  for  her  work  of  folding  clothes. 

And  he  to  travel  on  his  way  ; 
But  much  he  thought  himfelf  to  blamCj 

'If,  as  in  duty  furely  !)0und. 
He  did  not  thank  the  careful  dame 

For  the  rcci  ption  he  had  found. 
Hoftefs   qut^th  he,  befcre  I  go, 

I  tbaiik  you  for  your  hearty  fare  j 


Would  it  were  in  my  pow'r  to  pay 
My  gratitude  a  better  way ; 
But  money  now  runs  very  low. 

And  1  have  not  a  doit  to  I'pare  ; 
But  if  you'll  take  this  piece  of  ftuff— 

—  No,  quoth  the  daTiie,  I'm  poor  as  you, 
Your  kindcft  wiflies  are  enough, 

You're  welcome,  friend,  farewell— Adieu. 
But  firft  reply 'd  the  wand'ring  gueft. 

For  bed  and  board  and  homely  di(h, 
May  all  things  turn  out  for  the  beft, 

So  take  my  blefling  and  my  wiih. 
May  what  you  firlt  begin  to  do. 

Create  fuch  profit  and  delight, 
That  you  may  do  it  all  Oay  through, 

Nor  finifh  till  the  depth  of  night. 

Thank  ynu,  (he  faid,  and  {hut  the  door, 
Turn'd  to  her  work,  arid  thought  no  more. 
And  now  the  napkin  wkich  was  fpread 
To  treat  her  gueft  with  good  brown  bread. 
She  folded  up  with  niceft  care ; 
When  lo  !  another  napkin  there  ! 
And  every  folding  did  beget 
Another  and  another  yet. 
She  folds  a  fliift--by  (irange  increafe, 
The  remnant  fwells  into  a  piece. 
Her  caps,  her  laces,  all  the  fame, 

Till  iuch  a  quantity  of  linen, 

From  fuch  a  very  fmall  beginning, 
Flow'd  in  at  once  upon  the  dame, 
Who  wonder'd  how  the  dtuce  it  came, 

That  with  the  drap'ry  ihe  had  got 

Within  her  little  Ihabby  cot, 
She  might  for  all  the  town  provide, 
And  break  both  York-ftreet  and  Cheapfide. 
It  happen'd  that  th'  attorney's  wife. 

Who,  to  be  fure,  took  much  upon  her, 
As  being  one  in  higlier  life, 

Who  did  the  parifli  mighty  honour. 
Sent  for  the  dame,  who,  poor  and  willing, 

Wtuld  take  a  job  of  charing  work. 

And  fweat  and  toil  like  any  Turk, 
To  cam  a  fixpence  or  a  fhilling. 

She  could  not  come,  not  Ihe  indeed  I 
She  thank'd  her  much,  but  had  no  need, 
(Good  news  will  fly  as  well  as  bad, 

So  out  this  wond'rous  ftory  came, 

About  the  pedlar  and  the  dame, 
Which  made  th'  attorney's  wife  fo  mad, 

That  flie  refolv'd  at  any  rate, 
Spite  of  her  pride  and  lady  airs, 

To  get  the  pediar  tete-a-tete, 
And  make  up  all  the  paft  affairs : 

And  though  fhe  wifh  d  him  at  the  devil. 
When  he  came  there  the  i  ight  before, 

Determin'd  to  be  monftrous  civil. 
And  drop  hercurt'fy  at  the  door. 

Now  all  was  racket,  nolle  and  pother, 
Nell  running  one  way,  John  another^ 
And  Tom  was  on  the  coach-horfe  fent. 
To  learn  which  way  the  pedlar  went. 

Thomas  return'd  ;— the  pedlar  brought. 
—-What  could  n.y  dainty  madam  fay, 

For  not  behaving  as  Ihe  ought, 
And  driving  honeft  folks  away  i 
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Upon  my  word,  it  (hocks  me  much, 

—  But  there'f.  fuch  thieving  here  of  late— 
Not  that  1  dream'd  that  you  were  fuch 

When  y<'U  came  knocking  at  ray  gate. 
I  muft  confif*  inyltlf  to  blame, 

Arid  I'm  afraid  you  lately  met 
Sad  treatment  with  that  homely  dame, 

W^ho  lives  on  what  her  hands  can  get. 
Walk  in  with  me  at  leaft  to-night. 
And  let  us  fet  all  matters  right. 
I  know  my  duty,  and  indeed 
Would  help  a  frien<l  in  time  of  need. 

lake  fuch  refn  fiiment  as  you  find, 
I'm  lure  I  mean  it  for  the  belf. 

And  give  it  with  a  willing'  mind 
To  fuch  a  grave  and  fober  gueft. 
So  in  they  came,  and  for  his  picking. 

Behold  the  table  covers  fpread, 

Inftead  of  Goody's  cheefc  and  bread. 
With  tarts,  and  fifti,  and  flefli,  and  chicken. 

And  to  appear  in  greater  ftate, 
The  knives  and  f.rks  with  filver  handles, 

The  candlefticks  of  bright  (French)  plate 
To  hold  her  beft  mould  (tallow)  candles. 

Were  all  brought  forth  to  be  difplay'd, 

In  female  houfewifery  parade. 
And  more  the  pedlar  to  rcj^ale. 

And  make  the  wond'rous  man  her  fiieod 
Decanters  foam'd  of  mantling  ale, 

And  port  and  claret  without  end  ; 
They     hobb'd    and    nobb'd,     and'  fmil'd    ani! 

laugh'd, 
Touch'd  glaffes,  nam'd  their  toafts,  and  quaff'd; 

lalk'd  over  every  friend  and  foe. 
Till  eating,  drinking,  talking  paft, 
The  kind  houfe-clock  ftruck  twelve  at  laft. 

When  wiftiing  madam  6oa  repos. 
The  pedlar  pleaded  weary  head, 
Made  his  low  bow,  and  went  to  bed. 

Wifhing  him  then  at  perfcift  eafe, 
A  good  foft  bed,  a  good  found  fleep, 

Now,  gentle  reader,  if  you  pleafe. 
We'll  at  the  lady  take  a  peep. 

She  could  not  reft,  but  turn'd  and  tofs'd, 
While  fancy  whifper'd  in  her  brain. 

That  what  her  indifcretion  loft, 
Her  an  and  cunning  might  regain. 

Such  linen  to  fo  poor  a  dame  1 
For  fuch  coarie  fare  !  perplex'd  her  head  J 

Why  might  not  flie  expecft  the  fame. 
So  courteous,  civil,  and  well-bred  ? 
And  now  flie  rcckon'd  up  her  ftore 

Of  cambrics,  hollands,  muflins,  lawns. 

Free  gifts,  and  purchaies,  and  pawns, 
Refolv'd  to  multiply  them  more. 

Till  flie  had  got  a  ftock  of  linen. 

Fit  for  a  dowager  to  fin  in. 
The  morning  came,  when  up  ftie  got, 

Moft  cerenionioufly  inclin'd 
To  wind  up  her  fagaciousplot, 

With  all  that  civil  ftufl  we  find 
'Mongft  thofe  who  talk  a  wond'rous  deal 
Of  what  they  neither  mean  nor  feel. 

How  fhalj  1,  ma'm,  reply'd  the  gueft. 
Make  you  a  fuitable  return, 
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For  your  attention  and  concern, 

And  fuch  civilities  expreft 
To  one,  who  muft  be  ftill  in  debt 
For  all  the  kindnefs  he  has  met  ? 

For  this  your  entertainment's  fake, 
If  ought  of  good  my  wifti  can  do, 

May  what  you  firft  (hall  undertake, 
Laft  without  ceafing  all  day  through. 

Madam,  who  kindly  underftood 
His  wifli  cffedually  good, 
Strait  dropp'd  a  curtfy  wond'rous  low, 
For  much  flie  wanted  him  to  go, 
That  {he  might  look  up  all  her  ftore, 
And  turn  it  into  thoufands  more. 
Now  all  the  maids  were  fent  to  look 
In  every  cranny,  hole  and  nook. 
For  every  rag  which  they  could  find 
Of  any  fize,  or  any  kind. 
Draw'rj,  boxes,  clofets,  chefts,  and  cafes 
Were  all  unlock'd  at  once  to  get 
Her  point,  her  gauze,  her  Pruflian-net, 
With  fifty  names  of  fifty  ktnds, 
Which  fuit  variety  cf  minds. 

How  fhall  I  now  thy  tale  purfue, 
So  paffing  ftrarge,  fo  paffing  true  I 
When  every  bit  from  every  horde. 
Was  brought  and  laid  upon  the  board, 

Left  fome  more  urgent  obligation 
Miglit  interrupt  her  pleafing  toil, 

And  marring  half  her  application, 
The  promis'd  hopes  of  profit  Ipoil, 

Before  Ihe  folds  a  fiuglc  rag. 

Or  takes  a  cap  from  board  or  bag, 
That  nothing  might  her  work  prevent, 

(For  Ihe  was  now  refolv'd  lo  labour. 
With  earneft  hope  and  full  intent 

To  get  the  better  of  her  neighbour) 
Into  the  garden  fhe  ^vr.uld  go 

To  do  that  neceffary  thing, 
-  Which  muft  by  all  be  done,  you  know. 
By  rich  and  po«r,  and  high  and  low, 

By  male  and  female,  queen  and  king ; 
She  little  dream'd  a  common  adlion, 

Praftis'd  as  duly  as  her  pray'rs, 
Should  prove  fo  tedious  a  tranfaiftion. 

Or  coft  her  fuch  a  fea  of  cares. 
In  ftiort  the  ftreams  fo  plenteous  flow'd, 

That  in  the  dry  and  dufty  weather. 
She  might  havewater'd  all  the  road 

For  ten  or  twen'y  miles  together. 
What  could  (he  do  ?  as  it  began, 
Th'  involuntary  torrent  ran. 

Inftead  of  folding  cap  or  mob. 
So  dreadful  was  this  diftillation, 

That  trom  a  fimple  watering  job, 
She  fear'd  a  general  inundation. 

While  for  her  indifcretion's  crime. 
And  c  'vetitig  too  great  a  ftore, 

She  made  a  river  at  a  time. 
Which  fure  was  never  done  before. 

A  FAMILIAR  LErrER  OF  RHYMES. 

TO    A    LADY. 

Ves— I  could  rifle  .-rrve  and  bow'r 
Aad  ftrip  the  beds  ol  every  flow'r, 


And  deck  them  in  their  faireft  hue. 
Merely  :o  be  out-blufh'd  by  you. 
The  lily,  pale,  by  my  diredlion. 
Should  fight  the  rofe  for  your  complexion  : 
Or  I  could  make  up  fweeteft  pofies, 
Fit  fragrance  for  the  ladies'  nofcs, 
Which  drooping,  on  your  breaft  reclining, 
Should  all  be  withering,  dying,  pining, 
Which  every  fongfter  can  difplay, 
I've  more  authorities  than  Gat  ; 
Nay,  I  could  teach  the  globe  its  duty 
To  pay  all  homage  to  your  beauty. 
And,  wit's  creative  pow'r  to  fliow. 
The  wcryfre  Ihould  mix  wiihfno-w  ; 
Your  eyes,  thatbrandilh  burning  dartt 
To  fcorch  and  finge  our  tindir  hearts, 
Should  he  the  lamps  for  lover's  ruin, 
And  light  them  to  their  own  undoing; 
While  all  tbe/nazv  about  your  breaft 
Should  leave  them  hopelefs  and  diftreft. 

For  thofc  who  rarely  foar  above 
The  art  of  coupling  love  and  dove, 
In  their  conceits  and  amorous  fidlions, 
Are  mighty  fond  of  contradiftions. 
Above,  in  air;  in  earth,  beneath  ; 
And  things  that  do,  or  do  not  breathe. 
All  have  their  parts,  and  feparate  place,  ' 
To  paint  the  fair  one's  various  grace. 

Her  cheek,  her  eye,  her  bofom  (how 
The  rofe,  the  lily,  diamond,  fnow. 
Jet.  milk,  and  amber,  vales  and  mountaini 
Stars,  rubies,  funs,  and  moffy  fountains. 
The  poet  gives  them  all  a  ftiare 
In  the  defcription  cf  his  fair. 
She  burns,  flie  chills,  file  pierces  hearts 
With  locks,  and  boltSjand  flames,  and  darts. 
And  could  we  truft  th'  extravagancy 
Of  every  poet's  youthful  fancy. 
They'd  make  each  nymph  they  love  fo  well. 
As  cold  as  fnow,  as  hot  as . 

— O  gentle  lady,  fpare  your  fright, 
No  horrid  rhyme  Ihall  wound  your  fight. 
I  v\  ould  not  for  the  world  be  heard, 
Ft'  utter  fuch  unfeemly  word, 
Which  the  politer  parfon  fears 
To  mention  to  politer  ears. 

But,  couid  a  female  form  be  flinwn, 
(The  thought,  perhaps,  is  not  my  own) 
Where  every  circumllance  (houid  meet 
To  make  the  poet's  nymph  complete 
Form'd  to  his  fancy's  utmoft  pitch. 
She'd  be  as  ugly  as  a  witch. 

Come  then,  O  niufe,of  trim  conceit, 
Mufe  always  fine,  but  never  neat, 
Who  to  the  dull  unfated  car 
Of  'French  or  Tufcan  Sonneteer, 
Tak'ft  up  the  fame  unvaried  tone, 
Like  the  Scotch  bagpipe's  favourite  drone, 
Squeezing  out  fhoughrs  in  ditties  quaint. 
To  poet's  miftrels,  whore,  or  faint; 
Whether  thou  dwell'd  on  ev'ry  grace, 
Whichhghtu  ihe  world  from  Laura's  face, 
Or  amorous  praife  expatiates  wide 
On  beauties  which  the  nymph  muft  hidej 
For  wit  afi\-6led,  loves  to  fhow 
Her  every  charm  from  top  to  toCj 
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And  wanton  fancy  oft  piirfues 
Minute  defcription  from  the  mufe, 
Come  and  pourtray,  with  pencil  fine, 
The  poet's" OTor/i?/ nymph  divine. 

Her  golden  locks  of  claflic  hair, 
Are  ;:f/r  to  catch  the  wanton  air; 
Her  forehead  ivory ^  and  her  eyes 
Each  a  bright /««  to  light  the  (kies, 
Orb'd  in  ■whofe  centre   Cupid zims 
His  darts,  proteft  us!  tipt  w'llb fames; 
While  the  fly  god's  unerring  bow 
Is  the  half  circle  of  her  bioiv. 
Each  lip  a  ruby,  parting,  fliows 
The  precious  pearl  in  even  rows. 
And  all.the  loves  and  graces  fleek 
Bathe  in  the  dimples  of  her  cheek. 
Her  brcajis  pureycoT4L»,  or  white  as  mili, 
Are  ivory  apples,  fmooth  as  filk, 
Or  elfe,  a"  fancy  trips  on  faftcr. 
Fine  marble  hills  or  a^alafter. 

A  figure  made  of  was  would  pleafc 
More  than  an  aggregate  of  thefe, 
Which  though  they  are  of  precious  worth, 
And  held  in  great  efteem  on  earth, 
What  are  they,  rightly  undcrftood, 
Compar'd  to  real  flefh  and  blood  ? 

And  I,  who  hate  to  a»9;  by  rules 
Of  whining,  rhyming,  loving  fools, 
Can  tiever  twift  my  mind  about 
To  find  fuch  ftrange  refemblance  out. 
And  fimiie  t"hat'f  only  fit 
To  fiiow  my  plenteous  lack  of  wit. 
Therefore,  omitting  flames  and  darts. 
Wounds,  fighs  and  tears,  and  bleeding  hearts, 
Obeying,  what  I  here  declare. 
Makes  half  my  happirefs,  the  fair, 
The  favourite  fubjedl  I  purfue, 
And  write,  as  who  would  not.  for  you. 

Perhaps  my  mufe,  a  common  curfe, 
Errs  in  the  manner  of  her  verfe. 
Which,  flouching  in  the  doggrel  lay. 
Goes  tittup  all  her  eafy  way. 
Yes — an  acroftic  had  been  better. 
Where  each  good-natured  prattling  letter^ 
Though  it  conceal  the  writer's  aim, 
Tells  all  the. world  hi.  lady's  name. 

But  airacroft'cs,  it  is  faid 
Show  wond'n  us  pain  of  empty  head. 
Where  wit  is  cramp'd  in  hard  confines, 
And  fancy  dare  not  jump  the  lines. 

I  love  a  fanciful  diforder, 
And  ftraggling  out  of  rule  and  order  ; 
Impute  not  then  to  vacant  head, 
Or  what  I've  writ,  or  what  I've  faid, 
Which  imputaflon  can't  be  true, 
Where  head  a:'d  heart's  1o  full  ff  you. 

Like  Tristram  Shandv   I  couK;  write 
From  morn  to  n,  on,  from  noon  to  night, 
^  Sometimes  ohfcure,and  fomttimes  leaning, 
A  lirtle  fideways  to  a  meaning, 
Andunfat^^u'd  myfelf,  purlue 
Tha  civ-1  aiode  of  tcazing  you. 
For  as  your  i'olks  >vho  love  the  dwelling 
On  circum France  in  ftory  telling. 
And  to  give  each  relation  grace, 
Dcfcribe  the  time,  the  folks,  the  place. 


And  are  religioufly  exacSt 
To  point  out  each  unmeaning  faifl, 
Repeat  their  wonders  unJeJired, 
Nor  think  one  hearer  can  be  tired; 
So  they  who  take  a  method  worfe, 
And  pro/e  away,  like  me,  in  verfe, 
Worry  their  miftrcfs,  friends  or  betters, 
With  fatire,  fonnet,  ode,  or  letters, 
And  think  the  knack  tf  pleafing  follow* 
Each  jingling  pupil  of  Apollo's. 
— Yet  let  it  be  a  venial  crime 
That  I  addrefs  you  thus  in  rhyme. 
Nur  think  that  I  am  Pbcebus'-hit 
By  the  Tarantula  of  wit, 
But  as  the  meaneft  criti«  knows 
All  females  have  a  knack  at  profe, 
And  letters  are  the  mode  of  writing 
The  ladies  take  the  moft  delight  in ; 
Bold  is  the  man,  whofe  fancy  aim 
I.,eads  him  to  form  a  rival  claim  ; 
A  double  death  the  vidlim  dies. 
Wounded  by  wit  as  well  as  eyes. 

— With  mine  difgrace  a  lady's  profc^ 
And  put  a  nettle  next  a  rofe  .' 
Who  would,  fo  long  as  tafte  prevails, 
Compare  St.  yames's  with  Verfailles? 
The  I'ightingale,  as  Itory  goes, 
Fam'd  for  the  mufic  of  his  woes. 
In  vain  againft  theaitift  try'd. 
Bur  flrain'd  his  tuneful  throat — and  died. 

Perhaps  I  fought  the  rhyming  way, 
For  reap  ns  which  have  pow'rful  fway. 
The  f  A'ain,  no  doubt,  with  pleafurc  fues 
The  nymph  he's  fure  will  not  refufe. 
And  more  compaflion  may  be  found 
Amongft  thefe  goddefl"es  of  found, 
Than  always  happens  to  the  fliare 
Of  the  more  cruel  human  fair  ; 
Who  love  to  fix  their  lover's  pains, 
Pleas'd  with  the  rattling  of  their  chains. 
Rejoicing  in  their  fervant's  grief. 
As 'twere  a  fin  to  give  relief. 
They  twift  each  eafy  fool  about. 
Nor  let  th''-iii  in,  nor  let  them  out. 
But  keep  them  twirling  i,r\  the  fire 
Of  apprelienfion  and  defire, 
As  cock-chafer;^,  with  crking  pin 
Ihc-  fchool-boy  ftabs  to  make  them  fpin. 

For  'tis  a  maxim  in  love's  fchool. 
Til  make  a  man  of  fenle  a  fool ; 
I  mean  the  man,  who  loves  indeed. 
And  hopes  and  wifties  to  fucceed ; 
But  from  his  fear  and  apprehenfion, 
Which  always  mars  his  bell  intention. 
Can  ne'er  addrefe  with  proper  eafe 
I'he  very  perfon  he  would  ;ileafe. 

Now  poet^.  wlien  thefe  nymphs  rcfufcj 
Straight  go  a  courting  to  the  mufe. 
But  ftill  f'lnat  difierencc  we  find 
'Twixt  goddcffes  and  human  kind  ; 
The  mufes'  favours  are  ideal. 
The  ladies'  (carce.  but  always  real.' 
The  poet  can,  with  little  pain. 
Create  a  iniftrefs  in  his  brain, 
Heap  caci^  attraction,  every  grace 
That  ihould  adorn  the  mind  or  face^ 
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On  Delia.  Phyllis,  with  a  fcorc 
O:  PHf'iJfes  aod  Delias  more. 
Or  s«  the  whim  of  paflion  burrs, 
Can  court  each  frolic  niufe  by  turns; 
K  .  flia'l  one  word  of  blame  f^e  faid, 
Although  he  take  them  all  to  bed. 
The  mufe  detcils  c:  quettry's  guilt. 
Nor  apes  the  maimer-  cfajilt. 

Jilt  I  O  diCioneft  hi'etui  name, 
Your  fex'i  pride,  your  fcx's  fhanie, 
Whifh  ofren  bait  their  treacherous  hook 
Wit'   fmile  endearing,  winning  look, 
And  wind  them  in  the  eafy  heart 
Of  man,  with  nioft  enfnariiig  art, 
Only  to  torture  and  betray 
T.' e  wretch  they  mean  to  caft  away. 
JIo  drubt  'tis  charming  pleafant  angling 
To  fee  the  poor  fond  creatures  dangling, 
Who  rufh  like  gndg.-ons  to  the  bait. 
And  gorge  the  mifthief  they  (hould  hate. 
Yet  fare  fuch  cruelties  deface 
Your  virtues  of  their  faireft  grace. 
And  pity,  which  in  woman's  bread 
Should  fwim  at  top  of  all  the  reft, 
Muft  fuch  infidioiis  fport  condemn, 
Which  play  to  you,  is  death  to  them. 

So  have  I  often  read  or  heard, 
Though  both  upon  a  trav'ler's  word, 
(Auihority  m;iy  paf*  it  down, 
So  'vide  Travels,  by  Ed.  Brown) 
At  Met z  a  dreadful  engine  ftands, 
Form'd  like  a  maid,  with  folded  hands, 
Which  finely  dreft,  with  primmeft  grace, 
Receives  the  culprit's  firft  embrace  ; 
But  at  the  fecond  (difmal  wonder!) 
Unfolds,  dafps,  cuts  his  heart  afunder. 

You'll  fay,  perhaps,  I  love  to  rail, 
We'll  end  the  matter  with  a  tale. 

A  Rvhin  once,  vi'ho  bsv'd  to  flray. 
And  hop  about  fron-,  fpray  to  fpray, 
Familiar  as  the  folks  were  kind, 
Nor  thought  of  mi!'chief  in  his  mind. 
Slight  favours  make  the  bold  prefume. 
Would  flutter  round  the  lady's  room. 
And  carelefs  ofren  rake  his  fland 
Upon  the  lovely  Flavians  hand. 
Tiie  nymph,  'tis  ;aid,  his  freedom  fought, 
—  In  fliort   the  trifling  fool  was  caught; 
And   happy  in  the  fair  one's  grace, 
W(  uld  not  accept  an  eaglets  place  : 
And  while  the  n3i;mph  was  kind  as  fair, 
AVifli'd  not  to  gain  his  native  air. 
But  thought  he  bargain'd  to  his  coft, 
'To  gain  the  liberty  he  loft. 

Till  at  the  laft,  a  fop  was  feen, 
A  parrot,  drefs'd  in  red  and  green. 
Who  could  not  boaft  one  genuine  note, 
But  chatter'd,  fwore,  and  ly'd — by  rote. 
"  Nonfeiife  and  noife  will  oft  prevail, 
"   When  honour  and  affcdlion  fail." 
The  lady  lik'd  her  foreign  gueft, 
For  novelty  will  pleafe  the  beft  j 
And  whetlier  it  is  lace  or  fan, 
Orfilk,  or  china,  bird,  or  man. 
None  fure  can  think  it  wrong  or  ftrange. 
That  ladies  (hould  admire  a  change. 


The  parrot  now  came  Into  play, 

The  Rohin    he  had  had  his  day, 

But  could  not  brook  the  nymph's  difdaln, 

So  fled— and  ne'er  came  back  again. 

THE  COBLER  OF  TISSINGTON"?  LETTER, 

TO  DAVID  GARRICIC,    ESQ.      I76I. 

My  predecefTor'  often  ufe 

To  coble  verfe  as  well  as  flioes ; 

As  Partridre  {vide  Swift's  difputes) 

Who  turn'd  Bootes  in'o  bodts. 

Ah  ■ — Partridge  ! — I'll  be  bold  to  fay 

Was  a  rare  fcholar  in  his  day ; 

He'd  tell  you  when  t'would  rain,  and  when 

The  weather  would  be  fine  agen  ; 

Precifely  when  your  honts  Jhould  ache, 

A.V.A  when  grow  found,  by  th'  altiianack. 

For  he  knew  ev'ry  thing,  d'ye  fee, 

By,  what  d'ye  call't,  aftrology, 

And  flcilPd  in  all  the  ftarry  fyftem, 

Foretold  events,  and  often  mift  'em. 

And  then  it  griev'd  me  fore  t©  look 

Juft  at  the  heel-piece  of  hi^  b';ak, 

Where  flood  a  man.  Lord  blefs  my  heart ! 

(No  doubt  by  mattheiv  maticks  art) 

Naked,  expos'd  to  public  view. 

And  darts  ftuck  in  him  through  and  through. 

I  warrant  him  fome  hardy  fool. 

Who  fcorn'dto  follow  wifdom's  riile. 

And  dar'd  b'afphemoufly  defpife 

Our  d'ldlor"^  knowledge  in  the  Ikics, 

Full  dearly  he  abides  his  laugh, 

I'm  fure  'tis  Swift,  or  Bicxerstaff. 

Excufe  this  bit  of  a  digreflion, 
A  cobler's  is  a  learn'd  profL-ffion. 

Why  may  not  I  too  couple  rhymes? 

My  wit  will  not  difgrace  the  times; 

I  too,  forfooth,  among  the  reft, 

Claim  one  advantage,  and  the  beft, 

1  fcarce  know  writing,  have  no  reading, 

Nor  any  kind  of  fcholar  breeding ; 

And  iL'jnting  that's  the  fole  foundation 

Of  half  your  poets'  reputation. 

While  geniii-,  perfcdt  at  its  birth. 

Springs  up,  like  mufhrnomsfrom  the  tirih. 
You  know  they  fend  me  to  and  fro 

To  carry  meffliges  or  fo ; 

And  though  I'm  fomewhat  old  and  crazy, 

I'm  ftill  of  fervice  to  the  lazy, 

For  our  good  fqiiire  has  no  great  notion 

Of  much  alacrity  in  motion. 

And  when  there's  miles  betwixt,  you  know 

Would  Td^therfcnd  by  half  than  go  i 

rhen  I'm  dil'patch'd  to  travel  hard. 

And  bear  myfelf  by  way  of  card. 

I'm  a  two-legg'd  excufe,  to  (how 

Why  other  people  cannot  go  ; 

And  merit  f,  re  \  muft  afTume, 

For  once  I  went  in  Garrick's  room. 
In  my  old  age,  'twere  wond'rous  hard' 

To  conie  to  town,  as  trav'ling  card. 

Then  let  the  poft  convey  me  there, 

Fhe  clerk's  diridion  ttll  him  where. 

For,  though  I  ramble  at  this  rate, 

tie  writes  it  all,  and  I  dilute  ; 
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For  I'm  refolv'd— by  help  of  neighbour 

(Who  keeps  a  fchool,  and  ^'oes  to  Lbour), 

To  tell  you  all  things  as  they  paft  ; 

Coblerg  will  go  beyond  their  laft, 

And  f"  I'm  told  will  authors  too, 

—  But  that's  a  point  I  leave  to  you; 

Cobling  extends  a  thoufand  ways, 

Some  coble  flioes,  fome  coble  plays; 

Some-  but  thi>  jingle's  vaftly  clever, 

It  makes  a  body  wiite  for  ever. 

■While  with  the  motion  of  the  pen, 

Method  pops  in  and  out  agen. 

So,  as  I  faid,  I  thougln  it  better. 

To  fet  me  down  and  think  a  letter, 

AnH  without  any  i.ort  ad  \ 

Sea!  up  my  mind,  and  fend  it  you. 

You'll  a(k  me,  mafter,  why  I  choofe 

To  plague  your  worfhip  with  my  mufe  ? 

I'll  tell  y  u  then  -will  t.  uth  off-nd  ? 

Though  coblcT ,  yet  I  iove  my  friend. 

Befides,  I  like  ynu  merTy  folks. 

Who  make  their  puns, and  crack  their  jokes; 

Your  jovial  hearts  arc  never  wrong, 

I  love  a  ftory,  or  a  fong  ; 

But  always  feel  m"f^  grievous  qualms, 

Trom    '.  ESi.i-  y's  hymns,  nr  Wisdom's  pfalms  *. 

My  father  oftrn  told  me   one  day 
Was  for  religion — that  was  Sunday, 
Wnen  I  Ihould  go  to  prayers  twice, 
And  hcnr  our  parf.  n  battle  vice; 
And  drefs'd  in  all  my  fineft  clothes, 
I'vvang  the. pfalmoJy  through  my  n>)fe. 
But  betwixt  chui  chc's,  for  relief, 
Eat  bak'd  plump-puddin"  and  roafl-beef; 
Aiid  rheeifui,  \vith<'Ut  fin,  regale 
W.h  good  home.b'-ev.''d.  and  nappy  ale, 
But  n  t  one  word  vlf.ijling  greetings, 
And  dry  religious  fing.iig  meetings. 
But  here  comes  folks  a  preaching  to  us  * 

A  failing  d  dlrine  to  undo  us, 
Whofe  notion   fanciful  and  fcurvy, 
Turn  "Id  religion  topfy  turvy. 
I'll  give  n-.y  plcifurc  up  tor  no  man. 
And  an't  I  right  now,  M.ifler  Show-man? 
You  I'eem'd  to  me  a  ptrfon  civil, 
Our  par)on  give-  you  to  the  devil ; 
And  fay.s,  as  how   that  after  grace 
You  \z\i-yWd  diretfl  V  in  hi'  face; 
Ay   lau^h'.'.  outright  (as  I'm  a  fjnner) 
I  fliou..!  havt  lik'd  t'  bave  been  at  dinner, 
Nor  for  the  lake  of  n;ailer'i>  fare, 
Bui  to  have  fcen  the  dodl'  r  dare. 
Odz  ok     t  think  he's  pe  fedl  mad, 
Scar'd  ■-.,>.  of  all  ihe  wits  he  had. 
For  wher'  i.e  er  the  doiSiror  conies. 
He  puiis  his  '^'13,  and  birc-  his  thumbs, 
And  .1. utters,  in  a  broken  rage. 
The  jiliA'OR,    :ar;;ick,  r'o  t:,  the  Stage  ; 
(For  I  muft  biab  it  o  .r — but  hift, 
His  reverence  is  a  MctpoSO) 
And  preaches  lik-"  :in  errun-  fury, 
'Gainit  all  yK.urJho-.u  folks  ab  ut  Drdrv, 

*  Robert  IVifiio^  -ivas  an  early  trai'Jlutor  of  thi 
Pjdiirt  IV'od l.iys.  '  hiiuas  a  good liatill  (Utd Lnglijh 
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Say   adors  all  are  hellifli  Imps, 
\nd  managers  the  devil's  pimps. 
He  knows  not  whit  he  lets  about; 
Puts  on  his  forplice  infidc  out, 
Miftakes  the  leffons  in  the  church, 
Or  leaves  a  coUeift  in  the  lurch  ; 
And  th' other  day— God  help  his  head, 
The  gardner's  wife  being  brough'  to  bed, 
When  fent  for  to  baptize  the  child 
His  wig  awry,  and  daring  wild. 
He  laid  the  prayer  book  flat  before  him. 
And  rrad  the  burial  fervice  o'er  him. 
—  The  foiks  muft  wait  without  their  fiioes. 
For  I  muft  tell  you  ill  the  news. 
For  we  have  had  a  deal  to  do. 
Our  fquire's  become  a  (how-man  too! 
\n(i  horfe  and  foot  arrive  in  flocks, 
Fo  fee  his  worfliip's  famous  rocks, 
Whilft  he,  with  humorous  delight. 
Walks  all  about,  and  (how  the  fight. 
Points  out  the  place,  where  trembling  you 
Had  like  t'  have  bid  the  world  adieu  ; 
It  bears  the  fad  remembrance  ftill, 
And  pe  pie  call  it  Garrick's  Hill. 
The  goats  their  ufual  diftance  keep, 
We  never  have  recourfe  to  fheep  ; 
And  the  whole  fcene  wants  nothing  noWi 
Eicept  your  ferry-boat  and  cow. 
I  had  a  great  deal  more  to  f:^y. 
But  I  am  fent  exprefs  away. 
To  fetch  the  'fquire's  thrr  e  children  down 
To  TiasiN^-.TO    .  from  ^.ekbv  town  ; 
And  Allen  fays  he'll  mend  my  rhyme. 
Whene'er  I  write  a  fecond  time. 


COBLER  OF  CRIPPl,EGATE'S  LETTER, 

TO  ROBERT  LLOYD,    A     M. 

Unus'd  to  verfe,  and  tir'd,  Heav'n  knows, 
(Jf  drudjring  on  in  heavy  prole, 
Day  after  day,  yea,  after  year. 
Which  1  have  fent  the  (jAze  i  teer  ; 
Novsr,  for  the  firll  time,  I  efTay 
To  write  in  your  own  cafy  way. 
And  now,  O  i^lovd,  I  wifh  I  had, 
Fo  go  that  road  your  ambling  pad. 
While  you,  wih  all  a  p  let's  pride. 
On  the  great-horfe  of  verle  might  ride. 
Vou  leave  the  road  that's  rough  a  jd  ftony, 
To  pace  and  v\  hiltle  with  your  poney  ; 
Sad  proof  to  us  you're  lazy  j^rown, 
.And  fear  to  gall  you'  buckle  b  .nc. 
For  he  who  rides  a  nag  lo  fmall. 
Will  foon,  we  fear,  ride  lone  at  all. 

I  here  are,  and  nought  giv  .-  more  offcnCiB, 
Who  have  r>me  fav'rite  excellence. 
Which  evermore  ihey  introduce. 
And  bung  it  into  conftant  ufe 
Thus    j.-i.^RiCK  (till  in  tv'ry  part 
Ha^  paufe,  and  attitude,  and  ftart: 
Fhc  paufe,  I  will,  allow,  i,-  good. 
And  io,  perhaps   the  attitudi  ; 
lue  ft  irt  too's  fine  :   but  if  not  fcarcC| 
The  tragedy  becumes  a  fare?. 
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I  have  too,  pardon  me,  fome  quarrel 
With  other  "branches  of  your  laurel. 
I  hate  the  ftyle,  that  fllll  defends 
Yoiirfe!f,  or  praifes  all  your  friends, 
As  if  the  club  of  wits  was  met 
To  make  etJogiums  on  ihefd  ; 
Say.  muft  the  town  for  ever  heaf, 
And  no  reviewer  dare  to  fneer, 
Of  TiiOKNToN's  humour,  Garricic's  nature. 
And  Coi.man's  wit,  and  Churchill's  fatire  ? 
CiiL-RciniL,  who— let  it  not  offend. 
If  I  make  free,  though  he's  your  friend, 
And  fure  we  cannot  want  excufe. 
When  Churcuit.l's  nam'd,  for  fmart  abufe — 
Churchill  !  who  ever  loves  to  raife 
On  flander's  dung  his  mnfliroom-bays  : 
The  prieft,  1  graiit,  has  fomething  clever, 
A  fomething  that  will  laft  for  ever  : 
Let  him,  in  part,  be  made  your  pattern, 
Whofe  mufe,  now  queen,  and  now  a  flattern, 
Trick'd  out  in  Rosciad  rules  the  roaft, 
Turns  trapes  and  trollop  in  the  Ghost, 
By  turns  both  tickle  us,  and  warms, 
And,  drunk  or  fober,  has  her  charms. 

Garrick,  to  whom  with  lath  and  plafter 
You  try  to  raife  a  fine  pilafter, 
And  found  on  Lear  and  Macbeth, 
His  monument  e'en  after  death, 
Garrick's  a  dealerin  grimaces, 
A  habcrdaflier  of  wry  faces, 
A  hypocrite,  in  all  its  llages. 
Who  laughs  and  cries  for  hire  and  wages; 
As  undertakers  men  draw  grief 
From  onion  in  thtir  handkerchief, 
Like  real  mourners  cry  and  fob, 
And  of  their  paffions  make  a  job. 

And  Colman  too,  that  little  finner, 
That  cffay-wcavcr,  drama-fpinner. 
Too  much  the  comicyoir/l  will  ufe. 
For  'tis  the  lav/  mufl  find  him  Jhoes. 
And  though  he  thinks  on  fame's  wide  ocean 
He  fwims,  and  has  a  pretty  motion. 
Inform  him,  Li.oyd,  for  all  his  grin 
That  Harry  Fielding  holds  his  chin. 

Now  higher  foar,  my  mufe,  and  higher, 
To  Uonnf.lTiiornton,  hight  efquire  I 
The  only  man  to  make  us  laugh, 
AveryPf;TF.a  Paragraph; 
The  grand  condufter  and  advifer 
In  Chronicle  and  Advertiser, 
Who  ftiil  delights  to  run  his  rig 
On  citizen  and  periivig  .' 

Good  fenfe,  I  know,  though  dafhi'd  with  oddity, 
In  M'hornton  is  no  fcarce  commodity  : 
Much  learning  too  I  can  defcry, 

Beneath  /;/j  perriwig  doth  lie. ■ 

I  beg  his  pardon,  I  declare. 

His  grizzle's  gone  for  greafy  hair, 

Which  now  the  wag  with  eafe  can  fcrew. 

With  dirty  ribband  in  a  queue — 

But  why  iieglci5l  (his  trade  forfaking 

For  fcribbling,  and  for  merry-making), 

W^ith  tie  to  oveifliade  that  btviin, 

Which  might  have  (hrve  in  Warwick-L.'.NE  ? 

Why  not,  with  fpedlacles  on  nofe, 

H  chariot  lazily  repofc, 
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A  fepond,  pompous,  deep  phyficla.t, 


Himselt  a  Sign-post  exhibition.' 

But  hold,  my  mufe  I  you  run  a-hcad 
And  where's  the  clue  that  fhall  unthread 
The  maze,  wherein  you  are  entangled  ? 
While  out  of  tune  the  bells  are  jangled 
Through  rhyme's  rough?road,  that  fcrvc  to  deck 
My  jaded  Hegafus  his  neck. 
My  mufe  with  Lloyd  alone  contends: 
Why  then  fall  foul  upon  his  friends  ? 
Unlefs  to  fliow,  like  handy-dandy, 
Or  Churchill's  Ghost,  or  Tristram  Shan 

DY,  _  ■: 

Now  here,  now  there,  with  quick  progreffion, 
How  fmartly  you  can  make  digreflion  ; 
Your  rambling  fpirit  now  confine, 
And  fpeak  to  Lloyd  in  ev'ry  line. 

Tell  me  then,  Lloyd,  what  is't  you  mean, 
By  cobling  up  a  Magazine  ? 
A  Magazinl-,  a  wretched  olio, 
Purloin'd  from  quarto  and  from  folio, 
From  pamphlet,  newfpaper,  and  book  ; 
Which  toft  up  by  a  monthly  cook, 
Borrows  fine  fhapes,  and  titles  new,  "y 

Of  fricafee  and  rich  ragout,  > 

Which  dunces  dref',  as  well  as  you.  j 

Say,  is't  for  yon,  your  wit  to  coop. 
And  tumble  through  this  narrow  hoop? 
The  body  thrives,  and  fo  the  mind. 
When  both  are  free  and  unconfin'd  ; 
But  harnefs'd  in  like  hac'itney  tit, 
To  run  the  nwnthly  ftage  of  wit. 
The  racer  flumbles  in  the  fiiaft, 
And  (hows  he  was  not  meant  for  draft. 
Pot-bellied  gluttons,  flaves  of  tafte, 
Who  bind,  in  leathcrn-belr  their  waift. 
Who  lick  thtir  lips  at  ham  or  haunch. 
But  hate  to  fee  the  ftrutttng  paunch, 
Full  often  rue  the  pain  that's  felt 
From  circumfcription  of  the  belt. 
Thus  women  toi.)  we  idiots  call, 
Who  lace  their  fhapes  too  clofe  and  fmall. 
Tight  ftays,  they  find,  oft  end  in  humps, 
And  take,  too  late,  alas '.  to  jumps. 
The  Chinefc  ladies  cramp  their  feet. 
Which  feem,  indeed,  both  fmall  and  neat,, 
While  the  dear  creatures  laugh  and  talk. 
And  can  do  ev'ry  thing — but  walk ; 
Thus  you,  "  who  trip  it  as  you  go 
Oa  the  light  fantaftic  toe," 
And  in  the  JRi/i^i;  are  ever  feen, 
Or  Rotten-RoTu  of  magazine. 
Will  cramp  your  mufe  in  iour-foot  verfc, 
And  find  at  uifl  your  eafe  your  curfc. 
Clio  already  humbly  begs 
You'd  give  her  leave  to  ftretch  her  legs, 
For  though  fometimes  (he  takes  a  leap, 
Yet  quadrupeds  can  only  creep. 

While  namby-namby  thus  you  fcribble, 
Your  manly  gcniui  a  mere.fri',)ble, 
Piiui'd  down,  and  fickly,  cannot  vapour. 
Nor  dares  to  fpring,  or  cut  a  caper  • 

Roufe  then,  lor  flianae,  your  ancient  fpirit ! 
Write  a  great  work  1    a  work  of  merit ! 
The  condud  of  your  friend  examine, 
And  give  a  rROPUfiCY.  gf  Famine  ; 


POEMS, 


*73 


Or  like  yourfelf,  in  days  of  yore, 

Write  Actors,  as  you  did  before  :  . 

Write  what  may  pow'rful  friends  create  you, 

And  make  your  prrfent  friends  all  hate  you. 

Learn  not  a  {huflliiig,  (hambliiig-,  pace. 

But  go  eredt  with  manly  grace  ; 

For  bviD  fays,  and  pt'ythee  heed  it, 

Os  hominl  fubl'ime  dedit. 

But  if  you  ftill  vvafte  all  your  prime 

In  fpinning  Lilliputian  rhyme, 

Too  long  your  genius  will  lie  fallow. 

And  Robert  Llovd  be  Robert  Shallow. 

ON  RHYME. 

A   FAMILIAR   EPISTLE  TO  A  FRIEND. 

Bring  paper,  Ash,  and  let  me  fend 
My  hearty  fervice  to  my  friend. 

How  pure  the  paper  looks  and  white  I 
What  pity  'tis  that  folks  will  write. 
And  on  the  face  of  candour  fcrawl 
With  defperate  ink,  and  heart  of  gall ! 
Yet  thus  it  often  fares  with  thofe 
Who,  gay  and  eafy  in  thext  frofc. 
Incur  ill- nature's  ugly  crime, 
And  lay  about  'em  in  their  rhyme. 

No  man  more  generous,  frank  and  kind, 
Of  more  ingenuous  focial  mind, 
Than  CHURcuiLL.yet  though  Churchill  here, 
I  will  pronounce  him  too  fevere. 
For,  whether  fcribbled  at  or  not, 
He  writes  no  name  without  a  blot. 

Yet  let  me  urge  one  honeft  plea? 
Say,  is  the  mufe  in  fault  or  he  ? 
The  man,  whofe  genius  thirlls  for  praife. 
Who  boldly  plucks,  not  waits  the  bays  ; 
Who  drives  his  rapid  car  along, 
And  feels  the  energy  of  fong  ; 
Writes,  from  the  impulfe  of  the  mufe, 
What  fober  reafon  might  rtfufe. 

My  Lord,  who  lives  and  writes  at  eafCj 
(Sure  to  be  pleas'd,  as  fure  to  pleafe) 
And  draws  from  filver-fland  his  pen. 
To  fcribble  fonnets  no-w  and  then ; 
Who  writes  not  what  he  truly  feels, 
But  rather  What  he  flily  fleals, 
And  patches  up  in  courtly  phrafe, 
The  manly  fenfe  of  better  days ; 
Whofe  dainty  mufe  is  only  kid ; 
But  as  his  dainty  Lordfhip  lift. 
Who  treats  her  like  a  mifrefs  flill. 
To  turn  her  off,  and  keep  at  will; 
Knov/s  not  the  labi.ur,  pains,  and  flilfe. 
Of  him  who  takes  the  mufe  to  iv'rfe. 
For  then  the  poor  good-naiur'd  man 
Muft  bear  his  burden  as  he  can  ; 
And  if  my  lady  prove  a  {hrew. 
What  would  you  have  the  hulband  do  ? 

Say,  fhould  he  thwart  her  inclination. 
To  work  his  own,  and  her  vexation  ? 
Or  giving  madam  all  her  rein, 
Make  marriage  but  a  filken  chain  ? 
Thus  we,  who  lead  poetic  lives. 
The  henpeck'.d  culls  of  vixen  wives. 
Receive  their  orders,  and  obey, 
iike  hufbands  in  the  common  way 
Vol.  X, 


And  when  we  write  with  too  much  phlegm, 
The  fault  is  not  in  us,  but  them  : 
True  fcrvants  always  at  command, 
We  hold  the  pen  ;  they  guide  the  hand. 

Why  need  I  urge  fo  plain  a  faA 
To  you  who  catch  me  in  the  adi  ? 
And  fee  nie  (ere  I've  faid  my  grace, 
That  is,  put  Sir  in  proper  place, 
Or  with  epiftolary  bow. 
Have  prefac'd,  as  I  fcarce  know  how). 
You  fee  me,  as  I  faid  before. 
Run  up  and  down  a  page  or  more. 
Without  one  word  of  tribute  due 
To  friendlhip's  altar,  and  to  you. 
Accept,  then,  in  or  out  of  time, 
My  honeft  thanks,  though  writ  in  rhyme. 
And  thefe  once  paid  (to  obligations 
Repeated  thanks  grow  dale  vexations, 
And  hurt  the  liberal  donor  more 
Than  all  his  lavifh  gifts  before), 
1  Ikip  about,  as  whim  prevails. 
Like  your  own  frilky  goats  in  Wales, 
And  follow  where  the  mufe  fhall  lead. 
O'er  hedge  and  ditch,  o'er  hill  or  mead. 

Well  might  the  *  lordly  writer  praife 
The  firft  invcnt(ir  of  rffays, 
Wher'e  wanton  fancy  gaily  rambles. 
Walks,  paces,  gallops,  trots,  and  ambles; 
And  all  things  may  be  fung  or  faid. 
While  drowfy  Method's  gone  to  bed. 
And  bleft  the  poet,  or  the  rhymift, 
(For  fui-ely  none  of  the  fublimeft) 
Who  prancing  in  his  eafy  mode, 
Down  this  epiftolary  road, 
Firft  taught  the  mufe  to  play  the  fool, 
A  truant  from  the  pedant's  fchool,- 
And  Ikipping,  like  a  taflelefs  dunce. 
O'er  all  the  Unities  at  once; 
(For  fo  we  keep  but  clink  and  rhyme,  • 

A  fig  for  Action,  Place,  and   Time). 

But  critics  (who  ftill  judge  by  rule', 
Tranfmitted  down  as  guides  to  fools, 
And  howfoe'er  they  prate  about  'em. 
Drawn    from   wife    folks    who    writ    withou* 

em) 
Will  blame  this  frolic,  wild  excnffion, 
Which  fanc)  takes  for  her  diverfioti, 
As  inconfiftent  with  the  law. 
Which  keeps  the  fober  mufe  in  awe, 
Who  dares  not  for  her  life  difpenfe, 
M^ith  fuchwfc/'aB/V  chains  for  fenfe. 

Yet  men  are  often  apt  to  blame 
Thofe  errors  they'd  be  proud  to  claim, 
And  if  their  IklU,  of  pigmy  fize. 
To  glorious  darings  cannot  rife. 
From  critic  fpleen  and  jTedant  phlegm, 
Wovld  make  all  genius  creep  with  them 

Nay,  e'en  profeffors  of  the  art. 
To  pr(;ve  their  wit  betray  their  heart, 
And  fpeak  againft  themfelves,  to  (how. 
What  they  would  hate  the  world  Ihonld  know. 
As  when  the  meafur'd  couplets  curfe, 
The  manacles  of  Gothic  verfe, 

*  Shafijbtir\)^ 
IS  u 
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AVhile  the  trim  bard  in  eafy  drains, 
Talk^  much  oi  fatten,  c/ojrs.  ai)(]  chains  ; 
He  only  aims  rhat  you  (hould  think, 
H,.w  charmingly  he  make?  them  clink. 
So  have  I  fecn  in  tragic  ftride. 
The  hero  of  the  Mournini;  Bride, 
Sullen  and  fulky  tread  the  ilage, 
Till,  lixt  attention  to  engage, 
He  flings  his  fetter'd  arms  about, 
That  all  may  find  Alpuonso  out. 

Oft  have  I  heard  it  faii  by  thofe. 
Who  moll  (hould  Mufh  to  be  her  foes, 
That  rhyme's  impertinent  vexation. 
Shackles  the  brave  imagination. 
Which  longs  with  eager  zeal  to  try 
Her  tracklefs  path  above  the  fky, 
J3ut  that  the  clog  upon  her  feet, 
Reilrains  her  flight,  and  damjis  her  heat. 

From  EoiLEAU  down  to  his  tranflators, 
Dull  parapbrails,  and  imitators, 
All  rail  at  metre  at  the  time 
They  write  and  owe  their  fenfe  to  rhyme. 
Had  HE  fo  maul'd  his  gentle  foe. 
But  for  that  lucky  word  f^^-ixEAUT  ? 
Or  had  his  flrokes  been  half  fo.  fine, 
Without  that  clofing  name  Cotin  ? 
Yet  dares  he  on  this  very  theme, 
His  own  Apollo  to  blafpheme, 
And  talk  of  wars  'twixt  rhyme  and  fenfe. 
And  murders  which  enfu'd  from  thence. 
As  if  they  both  refolv'd  to  meet, 
Like  Theban  fons,  in  mutual  heat, 
Forgetful  of  the  ties  of  brother, 
To  maim  and  maffacre  each  other. 

'Tis  true,  fometimes  to  coftive  brains, 
A  couplet  coil?  exceeding  pains; 
But  where  the  fancy  waits  the  fkill 
Of  fluent  eafy  drefs  at  will. 
The  thoughts  are  oft,  like  colts  which  ftray 
From  fertile  meads,  and  lofe  their  way, 
Clapt  up  and  faflen'd  in  the  pound 
Of  meafur'd  rhyme,  and  barren  found, 

—  What  are  thtfe  jarring  notes  1  hear, 
Grating  harfli  difcord  on  my  ear  ! 
How  (hrill,  how  coarfe,  th'  unfcttlcd  tone. 
Alternate  'twixt  a  fqueak  and  drone, 
Worfe  than  the  fcrannel  pipe  of  ilraw, 
Or  mufic  grinding  on  a  faw  ! 
Will  none  that  horrid  fiddle  break? 
• — O  fpare  it  for  Giardini's  fake. 
'Vis  Lis,  and  only  errs  by  chance, 
I'iay'd  by  the  hand  of  ignorance. 

Trom  this  allufion  I  infer, 
'Tis  not  the  art,  but  artills  err, 
And  rhyme's  a  fiddle,  fweet  indeed. 
When  touch'd  by  thofe  who  well  can  lead, 
Whole  varied  notes  harmonioiis  flow, 
In  tones  prolong'd  from  fweeping  bow; 
But  harfu  the  founds  to  ear  and  mind, 
From  the  poor  fiddler  lamt  and  blind, 
AVho  begs  in  muficat  your  door. 
And  thrums  yaci  Latin  o'er  and  o'er. 

bome  \'jL  roN'-mad,  (an  affcdlition 
(Jlean'd  up  from  colicge  education) 
Apf-rove  no  verfc,  hut  that  which  flows 
In  epithetic  meafur'd  profe, 


With  trim  expreflions  daily  dreft 
Stol'n,  mifapply'd,  and  notconfeft, 
And  call  it  writing  in  the  flyle 
Of  that  great  Homer  of  our  ifle. 
JVhdom,  tvhat  time,  eftfoons  and  erjl, 
(So  profe  is  oftentimes  bc'uerft) 
Sprinkled  with  quaint  fantaflic  phrafe, 
Uncouth  to  ears  of  modern  days. 
Make  up  the  metre,  which  they  call 
Blank,  CLAfsic  BLANMC,  their  all  in  all. 

Can  only  blank  admit  fuhlime? 
Go  read  and  meafure  Drydln's  rhyme. 
Admire  the  magic  of  his  fong, 
See  how  his  numbers  roll  along. 
With  eafe  and  ftrength  and  varied  paufe, 
Nor  cranip'd  by  found,  nor  metre's  laws. 

Is  harmony  the  gilt  of  rhyme  ? 
Read,  if  you  can,  your  Milton's  chime  ; 
Where  taile,  not  wantonly  fevere, 
May  find  the  meafure,  not  the  ear. 

As  rhyme,  rich  rhyme,  was  Drv den's  choice, 
And  blank  has  Milton's  nobler  voice, 
I  deem  it  as  the  fubjcAs  lead, 
That  either  meafure  will  fucceed. 
That  rhyme  will  readily  admit 
Of  fancy,  numbers,  force  and  wit ; 
But  though  each  couplet  has  its  flrength, 
It  palls  in  works  of  epic  length. 

For  who  can  bear  to  read  or  hear. 
Though  not  offenfive  to  the  ear, 
The  mighty  Blackmore  gravely  fing 
Of  AuTHUR  Prince,  and  Arthur  King-, 
Heroic  poems  without  number, 
Long,  lifelefs,  leaden,  lulling  lumber; 
Nor  pity  fuch  laborious  toil. 
And  Infs  of  midnight  time  and  oil  ? 
Vet  glibly  runs  each  jingling  line, 
Smoother,  perhaps,  than  yours  or  mine. 
But  ftill  (though  peace  be  to  the  dead). 
The  dull,  dull  poe.ms  weigh  down  lead. 

So  have  I  feen  upon  the  road, 
A  waggon  of  a  mountain's  load, 
Broad-wlieel'd  and  drawn  by  horfes  eight, 
PairM  like  great  folks  who  ftrut  in  flate  : 
While  the  gay  fleeds,  as  proud  as  ftrong. 
Drag  the  ilow  tottering  weight  along, 
Each  as  the  fleep  afcent  he  climbs, 
Moves  to  his  bells,  and  walks  in  chimes. 

The  n-iufes  dwelt  at  Ovid's  tongue, 
For  Ovid  never  faid,  hut  fun^. 
And  Pope  (for  Pope  aflVdts  the  fame) 
In  nuvtlcn  liffd,  for  numbers  came. 
rhus,  in  biltoric  page  I've  read 
Of  fome  queen's  daughter,  fairy-bred, 
Who  could  not  either  cough  or  fpit, 
Withoiit  fomc  precious  flow  of  wit, 
While  her  lair  lips  were  as  a  fpout. 
To  timihle  pearls  and  diamonds  out. 

Yet,  though  dame  nature  may  beftow 
This  knack  of  vtrfe,  and  jingling  flow  :  , 
(And  thoufands  have  that  inipulfe  felt, 
•With  whom  the  muLs  never  dwelt) 
Though  it  may  fave  the  lab'ring  brain 
From  many  a  thought-perplexing  pain. 
And  while  the  rhyme  prefents  itfelf. 
Leaves  ByssHE  untcucli'd  upon  the  fhelf ; 
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Yet  more  demands  Ae  fcritiq  tar, 

Than  the  two  catch-words  iri  the  rear, 

Which  ftand  Jike  watchman  in  the  clofe, 

To  keep  the  TErfe  from  Litinj;  jirOl'e. 

But  when  rcfledtion  has  rcfm'd 

This  boifl'rous  bias  of  the  mind. 

When  harmony  enriches  fenfe, 

And  borrows  (Ironger  charms  from  thence, 

When  genius  fleers  by  judgment's  laws, 

When  proper  cadence,  varied  naufe. 

Show  nature's  flrength  combin'd  with  art, 

And  through  the  ear  poffefs  the  heart ; 

Then  numbers  come,  and  all  before 

Is  bab,  dab,  fcab — mere  rhymes — no  more. 

Some  boafl,  wliich  none  could  e'er  impart, 
A  fecret  principle  of  art, 
Wiiich  gives  a  melody  to  rhyme 
Unknown  to  bards  iu  ancient  time. 
And  BoiLEAU  leaves  it  as  a  rule 
To  all  who  enter  Phoebus'  fchool. 
To  make  the  metre  ftrong  and  fine. 
Poets  write  firft  your  fc-Lcud  line. 
' Tis  folly  all — No  poet  f.ows 
In  tuneful  verfe,  v;ho  thinks  it>  profe  ; 
And  all  the  mighty  fecret  here 
JLies  in  the  nicenefs  of  the  ear. 

E'en  in  this  meafure,  when  the  mufe, 
With  genuine  eafe,  her  way  purfues,  ,      , 
Though  fte  aifed  to  hide  her  Ikill, 
And  walks  the  town  in  difliabille. 
Something  peculiar  will  be  feen 
Of  air,  or  grace,  in  (hape  or  mien, 
Which  will,  though  cartlefsly  difplay'd, 
Dillinguiih  Mad.im  from  her  maid. 

Here,  by  the  way  of  critic  fample, 
I  give  the  precept  and  example. 
Four  feet,  you  know,  in  tv'ry  line 
Is  Prior's  me afure,  and  is  mine  ; 
Yet  tafle  would  ne'er  forgive  the  crime 
*l'o  talk  of  mine  with  Priou's  rhyme. 

Yet,  lake  it  on  a  poet's  word. 
There  are  wiio  foolifrily  have  err'd, 
And  marr'd  their  proper  reputation. 
By  flicking  clofe  to  imitation. 
A  double  rhyme  is  often  fought 
At  llrange  expf-ncc  of  time  and  thought ; 
And  though  f-meiimes  a  lutky  hit 
May  give  a  zeit  to  Bu  iler's  wit ; 
Whatever  makes  the  meafurt  halt 
Is  beauty  feldom,  oft  a  fault. 
For  when  we  lee  the  wit  and  pains, 
The  twilling  of  the  flubborn  brains. 
To  cramp  the  !'enfe  within  the.  bound 
Of  fonic  queer  double  treble  found  : 
Hard  is  the  mufc's  travail,  and  'tis  plain 
'  1  is  pinion'd  fenfe,  and  Ease  in  Pain  ; 
'Tis  like  a  foot  that's  wrapt  about 
With  flannel  in  the  racking  gout. 
But  here,  methinks,  'tis  more  than  time 
To  wave  both  fimile  and  rhyme ; 
For  while,  as  pen  and  mufes  pltafe, 
1  talk  fo  much  of  eafc  and  eafe, 
Though  the  word's  mention'd  o'er  and  o'er, 
I  fcarcc  have,  thought  of  yours  before. 
4 
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'  Pis  true,  w^en  wrjtltig  to  one'e  friend, 
'Tisa  rare  fcisfic'c  wlJieh  to  end. 
As  'tis  with  wits  a  common  fni 
To  wane  th'  attention  to  begin. 
So,  Sir  (at  laft  indeed),  adieu. 
Believe  me,  as  you'll  find  me,  true ; 
And  if  henceforth,  at  any  time, 
Apollo  whifpers  you  in  rhyme, 
Or  Lady  Fancy  fliould  difpofe 
Your  mind  to  fally  out  in  profe, 
I  fliall  receive,  wich  hallow'd  awe, 
The  mufe's  mail  from  Flexney's  draiv. 

A  FAMILIAR  EPISTLE. 


TO  A   FRIEND  WHO  SENT  THE  AUl  IJOl'.  A  HAMPETt, 
oe   WJN  E. 


Decipit  Exemplar  •uitih  imitabile. 


Hon'. 


Fond  of  the  loofe  familiar  vein,  , 

Which  neither  tires,  nor  cracks  the  brain, 

The  mufe  is  rather  truant  grown 

To  buckram  works  of  higher  tone ; 

And  though  perhaps  her  pow'rs  of  rhyme, 

Might  rife  to  fancies  morejublime. 

Prefers  this  eafy  down-hill  road. 

To  dangerous  leaps  at  five-b^rr'd  Oqe, 

Or  flartlng  in  the  clafllc  rape 

Jack-booted  for  an  Epic  chr.fe. 

That  bard,  as  other  bards,  divine, 
Who  was  a  facr'is  to  the  nine,  .  "^  ■ 

Dan  Prior  I  mean,  with  natural  eafe,  :" 

(For  what's  not  nature  cannot  pleafe) 
Would  fometimes  make  his  rhyming  bow, 
And  greet  his  friend  as  1  do  now  ; 
And,  howfoe'er  the  critic  train 
May  hold  my  judgment  rather  vain, 
Allov/  nie  or.e  refemblance  true, 
I  have  my  friend,  a  Shepiilrd  *  too. 

You  know,  dear  Sir,  the  mufes  nine, 
Though  f.'ber  maids  are  woo'ci  In  wine, 
And  therefore,  as  beyond  a  doubt, 
You've  found  iny  dangling  foible  out, 
Send  me  neclurecus  infpirnticn, 
Though  others  read  intoxication. 
For  there  are  thofe  who  vainly  ufe 
This  grand  elixir  of  the  mufe. 
And  fancy  in  their  apifh  fit. 
An  idle  trick  of  ma,udlin  v>'it. 
Their  genius  takes  a  daring  flight, 
'Dove  PiNDL's,  or  Plinli.mmon's  height. 
Whilft  more  of  madman  than  of  poet, 
They're  drunk  indeed,  and  do  not  know  it. 

The  bard,  whcfe  charming  meafure  flows 
With  all  the  native  eafe  of  profe. 
Who,  without  fialhy  vain  pretence, 
Has  beft  adorn'd  eternal  fenfe. 
And,  in  his  cheerful  moral  page, 
Speaks  to  mankind  in  every  age  ; 
Tells  us,  from  folks  whofe  fituation 
Makes  them  the  mark  of  obfervation, 

*   Br.  Richard  Shepherd^autlor  of  a  didaSiic  poem^ 
j  called  Thi  Nupftah. 
I  U  u  Ij 
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Example  oft  gives  folly  rife, 
And  imitation  clings  to  vice. 

Ennius  could  never  write,  'tis  faid, 
Without  a  bottle  in  his  head ; 
And  your  own  Horace  quaff'd  his  wine 
In  plenteous  draughts  at  Bacchus' (hrine; 
Nay,  Addison  would  oft  unbend, 
7'  indulge  his  genius  with  a  friend; 
(For  fancy,  which  is  often  dry, 
Muft  wet  her  wings,  or  cannot  fly)) 
What  precedents  for  fools  to  follow 
Arc  Ben,  the  Devil  and  Apollo  1 
While  the  great  gawky  Admiration, 
Parent  of  ftupidimitdtiou, 
Intrinlic  proper  worth  negledts, 
And  copies  errors  aud  defefls. 

The  man,  fecure  in  ftrength  of  parts. 
Has  no  recourfe  to  fhuffling  arts, 
Seeks  not  his  nature  to  difguife, 
Nor  heeds  the  people's  tongues,  or  eyeSj 
His  wit,  his  faults  at  once  difplays, 
Carelefs  of  envy,  or  of  praife  •, 
And  foibles,  which  we  often  find 
Juft  on  tbe  furface  of  the  mind, 
btrikc  common  eyes,  which  can't  difccrn 
What  to  avoid,  and  what  to  learn. 

Errors  in  wit  confpicuous  grow, 
To  ufe  Gat's  words,  like  fpecks  in  fnow; 
"Yet  it  were  kill  J,  at  leafii  to  make 
Allowance  for  the  merit's"fake  ; 
A.nd  when  fuch  beauties  fill  the  eye, 
To  let  the  blemilhes  go  by. 
JPlague  on  your  philofophic  fots  I 
I'll  view  the  fun  without  itsfpots. 

Wits  are  peculiar  in  their  mode  ; 
They  cannot  bear  the  hackney  road, 
And  will  contradl  habitual  ways. 
Which  fober  people  cannot  praife, 
And  fools  adiinre  :  Such  fools  I  hate; 
— Begone  ye  flaves  who  imitate. 

Poor  Spurius  !  eager  to  deflroy 
And  murder  hours  he  can't  enjoy, 
The  laft  of  witlings,  next  to  dunce, 
Would  fain  turn  genius  all  at  once, 
J3ut  that  the  wretch  miftakes  his  aim, 
And  thinks  a  libertine  the  fame. 
Connected  as  the  hand  and  glove 
Is  Madam  Poetrv  and  Love  ; 
Shall  not  f>s  then  poffefs  his  mufe, 
And  fetch  Corinna  from  the  ftews. 
The  burden  of  his  amorous  verfe, 
And  charming  melter  cf  his  purfe, 
While  happy  Reel's  tells  the  name 
Of  his  and  Drlry's  tomvaon Jtumc  ? 
How  will  the  wretch  at  Bacchus'  Ihrinc 
Betray  the  caufe  cf  wit  and  wine. 
And  wafte  in  bawdy,  port,  and  pun, 
In  tafle  a  very  Goth  or  Hun,' 
Thofe  little  hours,  of  value  more 
Than  all  thi  round  of  time  before ; 
When  fancy  brightens  with  the  flaflc, 
And  the  heart  fpeaks  without  a  malk  ?' 

Muft  Tiiou,  whofe  genius,  dull  and  cool, 
Is  muddy  as  the  ftagnant  pool ; 
Whofe  torpid  foul,  and  fluggifh  brain?, 
Sulloefs  pervades,  and  wioe  difdains^ 


Muft  thou  to  nightly  taverns  run, 
Apollb's  gueft,  and  Jonson's  fon  ? 
And  in  thy  folly's  heaftly  fit 
Attempt  the  failles  of  a  wit  ? 
Art  thou  the  child  of  Phoebus'  choir? 
Think  of  the  adage — Afs  and  Lyre  *. 

If  thou  wouldft  really  fucceed, 
And  be  a  mimic  wit  indeed, 
LetDavDEN  lend  thee  Sheffield's  blovrs.- 
Or  like  Will.  Davenant  lofeyour  nofe- 

O  Lucian,  fire  of  ancient  wit, 
Who,  wedding  Humour,  didft  beget 
Thofe  doftors  in  the  laughing  fchool, 
Thofe  giant  fons  of  Ridicule, 
Swift,  Rab'lais,  and  f  that  favourite  cblld^, 
Who,  lefs  eccentrically  wild. 
Inverts  the'  mifanthropic  plan, 
And,  hating  vices,  hates  not  man  : 
How  do  1  love  thy  gibing  vein  ! 
Which  glances  at  the  mimic  train 
Of  fots,  who  proud  as  modern  beaux 
Of  birth -day  fuits,  and  tinfel  clothes, 
Affeifling  cynical  grimace 
With  philofophic  flupid  face. 
In  dirty  hue,  with  naked  feet. 
In  rags  and  tatters,  ftroU  the  ftrcet ; 
OsTENsivELY  exceeding  wife ; 
But  knaves,  and  fools,  and  walking  liesjr 
External  mimicry  their  plan, 
The  monkey's  copy  after  man. 

Wits  too  poflefs  this  afTecSation, 
And  live  a  life  of  imitation. 
Are  flovens,  revellers,  and  brutes, 
Laborious,  abfent,  prattlers,  mutes, 
From  fome  example  handed  down 
Of  fome  great  genius  of  renown. 

If  Addison,  from  habit's  trick. 
Could  bite  bis  fingers  to  the  quick. 
Shall  not  I  nibble  from  defign. 
And  be  an  Addison  to  mine? 
If  Pope  moft  feelingly  complains 
Of  aching  head,  and  throbbing  pains, 
My  head  and  arm  his  pofture  hit. 
And  I  already  acb;  for  wit. 
If  Churchill,  following  nature's  call. 
Has  Lead  that  never  aches  at  ally 
With  burning  brow,  and  heavy  eye, 
I'll  give  my  looks  and  pain  the  lie. 

If  huge  tall  words  of  ter.Tiination, 
Which  ?lk  a  critic's  explanation, 
Come  rolling  out  along  with  thought. 
And  feeni  to  ftand  jufl:  where  they  ought  j- 
j  If  language  more  in  grammar  dreft, 
j  With  greater  emphafisexpreft, 
I  Unfludied,unafrcded  flows. 
In  fome  great  wit's  converfmg  profe ; 
If  from  the  tongue  the  period  round 
Fall  into  ftyle,  and  fwell  to  found, 
'Tis  nature  which  herfelf  difplays. 
And  Johnson  fpeaks  a  Johnson's  phrafc. 

But  can  you  hear,  without  a  fmile. 
The  formal  coxcomb  ape  his  ftyle. 


*  Afinus  ad  Lyram. 

f  Ihs  lots  inimitable  Henry  FiehKng,Effi 
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who,  moft  dogmatically  wife, 

Attempts  to  cenfure  and  delpifc, 

Affe(5ling  what  he  cannot  reach, 

A  trim  propriety  of  fpeech  ? 

What  though  his  pompous  language  wear 

The  grand  decifive  folemn  air, 

Where  quaint  Antithesis  prevails, 

And  fentences  are  weigh'd  infcales, 

Can  you  bow  down  with  reverend  awe 

Before  this  puppet  king  of  ftraw  ? 

Or,  hufti'd  in  mute  attention,  lit 

To  hear  this  Critic,  Poet,  Wit, 

Philosopher,  all,  all  at  once. 

And  to  complete  them  all,  this — Donce  ? 

— All  this  you'll  fay  is  mighty  fine. 

But  what  has  this  to  do  with  wine  ? 

Have  patience,  and  the  mufe  ftiall  tell 
What  you,  my  friend,  know  full  as  well. 
Vices  in  poets,  witsj  and  kings, 
Are  catching,  imitahk  things ; 
And  frailties  Handing  out  to  view 

Become  the  obje«fts  fools  purfue. 

Thus  have  I  pidtures  often  feen 

Where  features  neither  fpeak  nor  mean, 

Yet  fpite  of  all  the  face  will  ftrike, 

And  mads  us  that  it  fliould  be  like. 

When  all  the  near  referablance  grows 

From  fcratch  or  pimple  on  the  nofe. 
To  poets  then  (I  mean  not  here 

The  fcribbling  drudge,  or  fcribbling  peer, 

Nor  thofe  who  have  the  monthly  fit, 

The  lunatics  of  modern  wit) 

To  Poets  wine  is  infpiration, 

Blockheads  get  drunk  in  imitation. 
As  different  liquors  different  ways 

Affedl  the  body,  fometimes  raife 

The  fancy  to  an  eagle's  flight, 

And  make  the  heart  feel  wond'rous  light ; 

At  other  times  the  circling  mug, 

Like  Lethe's  draught,  or  opiate  drug, 

Will  ftrike  the  fenfcs  on  a  heap. 

When  folks  talk  wife,  who  talk  afleep; 

A  whimfical  imagination 

Might  form  a  whimfical  relation,    . 

How  every  Author  writes  and  thinks 

Analogous  to  what  he  drinks. 

While  quaint  conje«5turc's  lucky  hit 

Finds  out  his  bev'rage  in  his  wit. 
Ye  goodly  dray-nymph  mufes,  hail ! 

Mum,  Porter,  Stingo,  Mild  and  Sta^e,  ] 

And  chiefly  thou  of  boallcd  fame. 

Of  Roman  and  Imperial  name; 

O  Purl !  all  hail !   thy  vot'ry  fteals. 

His  ftockings  dangling  at  his  heels. 

To  where  fome  pendent  head  invites 

The  bard  to  fet  his  own  to  rights. 

Who  feck?  thy  influence  divine, 

And  pours  libations  on  thy  fhrine. 

In  wormwood  draughts  of  infpiratioD, 

To  whet  his  foul  for  defamation. 

Hail  too,  your  domes  \  whole  mafter's^fkillj 
lakes  up  illuilrious  folks  at  will, 
And  carelels  or  of  place  or  name, 
Beheadi  aiid  hangs  to  public  fame 
fine  gartei'd  knighct,.  blue,  red,  or  green, 
l-orcls,  earls,  an<J  dukes,  nay  kir.g  or  ouesn, 


And  fometimes  pairs  them  both  together, 
To  dangle  to  the  wind  and  weather  ; 
Or  claps  fome  mighty  general  there, 
Who  has  not  any  head  to  fparc. 
Or  if  it  more  his  fancy  fuit, 
Pourtrays  or  fifh,  or  bird,  or  brute. 
And  lures  the  gaping  thirfty  gueft 
To  Scott's  entire^  or  Trueman's  beji. 

Ye  chequer  d  domes,  thrice  hail  1  for  henc; 
The  fire  of  wit,  the  froth  of  lenfe. 
Here  gentle  puns,  ambiguous  jeke, 
Burft  forth  oracular  in  imoke, 
And  infpiration  pottle  deep 
Forgets  her  fons,  and  falls  afleep. 
Hence  iflue  treatifes  and  rhymes. 
The  wit  and  wonder  of  the  times, 
Hence  fcandal,  piracies,  and  lies, 
Defenfive  pamphlets  on  Excise, 
The  murd'rous  articles  of  news,  ^ 

And  pert  Theatrical  Reviews. 
Hither,  as  to  their  urns,  repair. 
Bard,  publiflier,  and  minor  play'r. 
And  o'er  the  porter's  foaming  head 
Their  venom'd  malice  nightly  fhed, 
And  aim  their  batteries  of  dirt 
At  geniu?,  which  they  cannot  hurt. 

Smack  not  their  works,  if  verfe  or  profc 
Offend  your  eye,  or  ear,  or  nofe. 
So  frothy,  vapid,  ftale,  hum-drum. 
Of  Stingo,  Porter,  Purl,  and  Mum  ? 
And  when  the  uxvie  foUlely  joke?. 
Cannot  you  find  the  lady  fmokes  ? 
And,  fpite  of  all  her  infpiration. 
Betrays  her  alehoufe  education  ? 

Alas  !  how  very  few  are  found 
Whofe  flylc  taftes  neat,  and  full,  and  found  ! 
In  Wilmot's  loofe  ungovern'd  vein 
There  is,  I  grant,  much  W^f  Champaign, 
And  Dorset's  lines  all  palates  hit, 
The  very  Burgundy  of  wit. 
But  when,  obedient  to  the  mode 
Of  panegyric,  courtly  ode, 
The  bard  beflridcs  his  annual  hack. 
In  vain  I  tafte,  and  fip,  and  fmack, 
I  find  no  flavour  of  the  S.\ck. 
But  while  I  ramble  and  refine 
On  flavour,  ftyle,  and  wit,  and  wine. 
Your  claret,  which  I  would  not  wafte, 
Recals  me  to  my  proper  talle  ; 
So  ending,  as 'tis  more  than  time, 
At  once  my  letter,  glafs,  and  rhyme, 
1  take  this  bumper  off  to  you, 
'lis  Shepherd's  health — dear  friend,  adieu. 

THE  CANDLE  AND  SNUFFERS. 


"  No  author  ever  fpar'd  a  brother  : 
"  Wits  are  game  cocks  to  one  another. 
But  no  antipathy  fo  ftrong. 
Which  ads  fo  fiercely,  lafts  fo  long 
As  that  which  ragea  in  the  breafl 
Of  critic,  and  of  ivit  profeft, 
When,  eager  for  lonie  bold  empri^Qj 
1  Wi,  Titan-like^  affefts  the  flcies, 
y  U  nX 
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When,  full  of  energy  divine, 
The  mighty  dupe  of  all  the  nine. 
Bids  his  kite  foar  on  paper  wiug, 
The-critic  comes,  and  cuts  the  firing; 
Hence  dire  contention  often  grows 
'Twixt  man  of  verfe.  and  man  of  profe; 
While  profe-man  deems  the  verfe  man  fool, 
And  meafures  wit  by  Hue  and  rule, 
And,  as  he  lops  r(T fancy's  limb, 
Turns  executioner  of  whim ; 
While  genius,  which  too  eft  dlfdains 
To  bear  e'en  honourable  chains; 
(Such  as  a  (hcr'iiTs  felf  might  wear 
Or  grace  the  -wifdom  of  a  may 'r; 
Turns  rebel  to  dame  Reason's  throne 
And  holds  no  judgment  lilce  his  ov;n. 

Yet  while  they  fpatter  mutual  dirt, 
In  idle  threats  that  canno.t  hurt, 
Methinks  they  wade  a  deal  of  tin-.e. 
Both  fool  in  profe,  and  fool  in  rhyme  : 
And  when  the  angry  bard  exclaims 
And  calls  a  thoufand  paltry  names. 
He  doth  his  critic  mighty  wrong. 
And  hurts  the  dignity  pf  fong* 

The  prefatory  matter  pad. 
The  tale,  or  ftory.  comes  at  laft, 

A  candle  ftuck  in  flaring  ftate 
Within  the  nozzle  of  French  plate, 
Tow'ring  aloft  with  fmoaky  light, 
The  fnuff  and  flame  of  wondrous  height, 
(For,  virgin  yet  of  amputation, 
>(o  force  had  check'd  its  irjclinaticn) 
Sullen  addrefs'd  with  confcious  pride. 
The  dormant  fnuifers  at  its  fidq. 
"  Mean  vulgar  tools,  whofe  envious  aim 
"  Strikes  at  the  vitals  of  my  flame, 
"   Your  rude  alTauks  fliall  hurt  no  mrre, 
"  See  how  my  beams  triumphant  foar  1 
"  See  how  1  gaily  blaze  alone 
"  With  ftrength,  with  luftre  all  my  own. 

"  Luftre,  good  Sir  1"  the  fnuiTers  cried, 
"  Alas:   how  ignorant  is  pride .' 
"  Thy  light  v;hich  wavers  round  the  room, 
*'  Shows  as  the  counterfeit  of  glocm, 
"  Thy  fnuff  which  idly  tow'rs  fo  high 
"  Will  wafte  thy  t.Tence  by  and  by, 
"  Which,  as  I  prize  thy  luftre  dear 
"  I  fain  would  lop  to  make  thee  clear. 
"  Eoaft  not,  old  friend,  thy  random  rays, 
"  Thy  waiting  ftrength,  and  quiv'iing  blase, 
•'   You  fhine  but  as  a  beggar's  link, 
"  To  burn  away,  and  die  in  (linki 
"  No  merit  waits  iinfteady  light, 
"  You  muft  burn  true  as  well  as  bright.''* 

Poeti  like  candles  all  are  puffers. 
And  critics  are  the  candle  fnuffcrs. 

THE  TEMPLE  OF  FAVOUR. 

'10  WILLIAM  KENRICK. 

Thovcu  pilot  in  the  fhip  no  more. 
To  bring  the  cargo  lafc  to  Ihore  *  ; 

*  When  this  ivas  pMified  in  the  St.  Jameses  Ma- 
gazine., Mr.  J.lnyd  bad  relin^uijbcd  the  conduci  of  that 
zvoi  k  to  Dr.  Kenriit. 


Penntf,  as  time  and  place  afFord, 
A  paffenger  to  come-  aboard. 

The  fliephcrd  who  furvey'd  tiie  defp. 
When  all  its  tempefts  were  allcep, 
Dream'd  not  of  danger;  glad  was  he 
To  fell  his  flock,  and  put  to  fea  : 
The  confcquence  has  -/E-op  told. 
He  loft  his  venture,  fheep  and  gold. 
So  fares  it  wish  us  tons  of  rhyme. 
Prom  doggrci  wit,  to,  wit  fublime  ; 
On  ink's  calm  ocean  all  fecms  clear. 
No  fands  affright,  no  rocks  appear  ; 
No  lightnings  blaft,  no  thunders  roar; 
No  furgc<-  lalh  the  peaceful  fliore  ; 
Til',  all  too  vent'rous  from  the  land, 
The  tempefts  dafli  us  on  the  flrand  : 
Then  the  low  pirate  boards  the  deck, 
And  fons  of  theft  enjoy  the  wreck. 

The  harlot  mufe  fo  pafling  gay, 
Bewitches  only  to  betrty; 
Though  for  a  while,  with  eafy  air, 
She  fmooths  the  rugged  brow  of  care. 
And  laps  the  mind  >a  flow'ry  dreams. 
With  fancy's  tranfitory  gleams. 
Fond  of  the  nothings  fhc  beftows. 
We  wake  at  laft  to  real  woes. 

Through  ev'ry  age,  in  ev'ry  place, 
Confider  weJl  the  poet's  cafe ; 
By  turns  prote&ed  and  careft'd, 
E'eiam'd,  dependent,  and  diftrefs'd; 
The  joke  of  wits,  the  bane  of  flavcs. 
The  curfe  of  fools,  the  butt  of  knaves ; 
Too  proud  to  ftoop  for  fervile  ends. 
To  lacquey  rogues,  or  flatter  friends; 
With  prodigality  to  give, 
I'oo  carelefs  of  the  means  to  live: 
The  bubble  fame  intent  to  gain. 
And  yet  too  lazy  to  maintain; 
He  quits  the  world  he  never  priz'd, 
l-*itied  by  few,  by  more  defpis'd  ; 
And  loft  to  friends,  opprtfs'd  by  foes, 
Sinks  to  the  nothing  whence  he  rofe. 

O  glorious  trade,  for  wit's  a  trade, 
Where  men  arc  ruin'd  more  than  made. 
Let  crazy  Lc:,  neglecfted  Gat, 
The  fliabby  Otw.'.y,  Drydln  gray, 
Thofe  tuneful  fervants  of  the  nine, 
(Not  that  1  blend  their  name  with  mine) 
Repeat  their  lives,  their  works,  their  fame. 
And  teach  the  world  fome  ufelul  Ihame. 
At  fuft  the  poet  idly  ftrays 
Along  the  greenfward  path  of  praife, 
Till  on  his  journeys  up  and  down, 
To  fee,  and  to  be  I'een,  in  town. 
What  with  ill-natur'd  flings  and  rubs 
From  flippant  bucks,  and  hackney  fcrubs, 
His  toils  through,  duft,  through  dirt,    through 

gravel. 
Take  off  his  appetite  for  travel. 

Tranfient  is  fame's  immediate  breath. 
Though  it  blows  ftronger  after  death ; 
Own  then,  with  Map.  ri.-.L,  after  fate 
If  glory  Cfmes,  ftie  comes  too  late. 
For  who'd  his  time  and  labour  give 
For  praife,  by  which  he  cannot  live  \ 
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But  in  Apollo's  court  of  fame 
(In  this  all  courts  are  much  the  fame^, 
Ey  F  iVouR  folks  muft  make  thsir  way, 
Favour,  which  lafts,  perhaps,  a  day, 
And  when  you've  twirl'd  yourfelf  about 
To  wrig-gle  in  you're  wriggled  out. 
'Tis  from  the  funfhine  of  her  eyes 
Each  courtly  infeft  lives  or  dies; 
'Tis  fhe  difpenfes  all  the  graces 
Of  profits,  penfions,  honours,  places  ; 
And  in  her  light  capricious  fits 
Makes  wits  of  fools,  and  fools  of  wits, 
Gives  vices,  folly,  dullnefs,  birth. 
Nay  ftamps  the  currency  on  worth  ; 
Tis  flic  that  lends  the  mufe  a  fpur, 
And  even  HJ/i/ig  goes  by  her. 

Far  in  the  fea  a  temple  (lands 
Built  by  dame  Erhor''s  hafty  hands, 
M''here  in  her  dome  of  lucid  fiiells 
The  vlfionary  godJef?  dwells, 
Here  o'er  her  lubjedl  fons  of  earth 
Regardlefsor  of  place,  or  worth. 
She  rules  triumphant  ;  and  fupplies 
The  gaping  world  with  hopes  and  lies, 
Her  throne,  which  weak  and  tott'ring  feetns. 
Is  built  upon  the  wings  of  dreams  ; 
The  fickle  winds  her  altars  bear 
Which  quiver  to  the  fnifting  air; 
Hither  hath  Reason  feldoni  brought 
The  child  of  ViRTo  E  or  of  Thought, 
And  Justice  with  her  equal  hcc. 
Finds  thi?)  alas!  no  throne  of  grace. 

C.iP=iiCE,  OriMoN',  Fashion,  wait, 
The  porters  at  the  temple',  gate. 
And  as  the  fond  adorers  prefs 
Pronounce  fantaftic  happincfs ; 
While  Favour  with  a  Syrian's  fmile, 
Which  might  Ulysses'  felf  beguile, 
Prcfents  the  fparkling  bright  libation, 
The  nedlar  of  intoxication  ; 
And  fummoning  her  ev'ry  grace 
Of  winning  charms,  and  cheerful  face, 
Smiles  away  reafon  from  his  throne, 
And  makes  his  votaries  h.er  own  : 
Inftant  refounds  the  voice  of  fame  ; 
Caught  with  the  whifliings  of  thtir  name, 
The  fooiS  grow  frantic,  in  their  pride 
\  Contemning  all  the  world  btfide  : 
Pleas'd  with  t'ne  gev.'gaw  tc)  s  of  pow'r. 
The  noify  pageant  of  an  iiour, 
Struts  forth  the  fiatefman,  haughty,  vain, 
Amidft  a  fupple  fervile  train. 
With  fhrug,  grimace, nod,  v.'ink,  and  flare. 
So  proud,  he  almoft  treads  in  air  ; 
\Vhiie  levee-fools,  whofue  for  place. 
Crouch  for  employment  from  his  grace. 
And  ev'n  good  biHicps,  taught  to  trim, 
Forfake  their  God  to  bow  to  him. 

The  poet  in  that  happy  hour, 
Iinr'gination  in  his  pow'r, 
Walks  all  abroad,  and  unconfin'd. 
Enjoys  the  liberty  of  mind  : 
Dupe  to  thefmoke  of  flimfy  praife, 
He  von-its  forth  fonorous  lays; 
A..nd,  in  his  fine  poetic  rage, 
Piannin^,  poor  loul,  a  Gcaihlefs  page, 


Indulges  pride's  fantaftic  whim, 

And  all  the  W>)iiLD  mufc  wake  to  nnr. 

A  while  from  fear,  from  envy  free. 
He  fleeps  on  a  pacific  fea ; 
Lethargic  Error  for  a  while 
Deceives  him  with  her  fpecious  fmile, 
And  flatt'ring  dreams  delufive  flied. 
Gay  gilded  vifions  round  his  head. 

When,  fwift  as  thought,  the  goddefs  lewd 
Shifts  the  light  gale  ;  and  tempefts  rude. 
Such  as  the  northern  flcies  deform, 
When  fell  Destruction  guides  the  florm, 
Tranfpnrt  him  to  fome  dreary  ifle 
Wheie  Favour  never  deign'd  to  fmile. 
Where  waking,  helplefs,  all  alone, 
'Midft  craggy  deeps  arid  p)cks  unknown;     . 
Sad  fcenes  of  woe  his  pride  confound. 
And  Desolation  flalks  around. 
Where  the  dull  months  no  pleafures  bring, 
And  years  roll  round  without  a  fpring  ; 
Where  he  all  hopelefs,  loft,  undone. 
Sees  cheerlefs  days  that  know  no  fun; 
Where  jibing  Scorn  her  throne  maintains, 
'iVIidft  mildews,  blights,  and  hiafts,  anil  rains* 

Let  others,  vvith  fubmiflive  knee. 
Capricious  goddefs !  bow  to  thee  ; 
Let  thetri  with  fixt  incefTanc  aini 
Court  fickle  favour,  faithlefs  fame  ; 
Let  vanity's  faftidious  flave 
Lofe  the  kind  moments  nature  gave. 
In  invocations  to  the  ftirine 
Of  Phrebus  and  the  fabled  nine. 
An  author,  to  his  lateft  days. 
From  hunger,  or  from  thirft  of  praife, 
Let  him  through  every  fuhjeil  roam. 
To  bring  the  uleful  morfelf'home  ; 
Write  uport  Liberty  oppreft. 
On  happinefs,  when  moft  diftreft. 
Turn  bookfeller's  obfequious  tool, 
A  monkey's  cat,  a  mere  fool's  fool ; 
Let  him,  linhallow'd  wretch!    profane 
The  mufc's  dignity  for  gain, 
Yield  to  the  dunce  his  fenfo  contemns. 
Cringe  to  the  knave  his  heart  condemns. 
And,  at  a  blockhead's  bidding,  force 
Relu<ftant  genius  from  his  courfe; 
Write  ode,  epiftle,  effay,  libel, 
Make  notes,  or  Ileal  them  for  the  Bible  ; 
Or  let  hitn,  more  judicial,  fit 
The  dull  LorJ  Chiefs  on  culprit  wit. 
With  rancour  read,  with  pafiion  blame, 
Taik  high,  yet  fear  to 'put  his  name. 
And  from  the  dark,  but  ufeful  fhade, 
(Fit  place  for  r  .ird'rous  nmbulcad:), 
Weak  monthly  Ihafts  at  merit  hurl, 
The  GiLDoN  of  (ome  modern  Curl. 
For  me,  by  adverle  fortune  plac'd 
Far  from  the  colleges  of  tafte, 
I  joftle  no  poetic  name  ; 
I  envy  none  their  proper  fame  • 
And  if  fometimes  an  e„fy  vein. 
With  Ho  defign,  and  little  pam, 
Form'd  into  vcrfe,  hathpliaVd  a  while, 
And  caught  the  reader  !■  tranficnt  fmile. 
My  mule  hath  anlwer'd  ail  her-ends, 
Pkafing  h^.rfclf,  whiJe  pleas  o  her  friends 
U  u  iiij 
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But,  fond  of  liberty,  difdains 

To  bear  reftraint,  or  clink  her  chains ; 

Nor  WOuid,  to  gain  a  Monarch's  FAVOUR, 

Let  doloefs,  or  her  fons  cnflave  her  *, 

THE  SPIRIT  OF  CONTRADICTION. 


The  very  CUieft  things  in  life 

Create  the  moft  material  ftriCe. 

"What  fcarce  will  fuffer  a  debate, 

"Will  oft  produce  the  bittereft  hate, 

It  is,  you  fay  ;    I  fay  'tis  not — 

Why  you  jjn^w  warm" — and  you  are  hot. 

Thus  alike  wTth  paffioh  grlows, 

And  word's  come  firft,  and  after,  blows. 

Friend  Jerkin  had  an  income  clear. 
Some  fifteen  pounds,  or  more,  a-year, 
And  rented,  on  the  farming  plan, 
Grounds  at  much  greater  funis  per  ann, 
A  man  of  confequence,  no  doubt, 
'Mongft  all  his  neighbours  round  about ; 
He  Was  of  frank  and  open  mind. 
Too  honefl  to  be  much  refin'd. 
Would  fmi'he  his  pipe,  and  tell  his  tale, 
Sins:  a  good  fong,  and  drink  his  ale. 

His  wife- was  of  another  mould; 
Her  age  was  neither  young  nor  old; 
Her  features  Orong;  but  fomewhat  plain  ; 
Her  air  not  bad,  but  rather  vain ; 
Her  temper  neither  new  nor  ftrange, 
A  woman's,  very  apt  to  change  ; 
What  {be  moft  hated  was  convitftion. 
What  (he  moft'lov'd,flatCoNTRADicTiQNo 

A  charming  houfe  wife  ne'crthclefs; 
—Tell  me  a  'hing  fhe  c^uld  not  drefs. 
Soups  iiafhes,  pickles,  pu  ^diiigs,  pies, 
Koughf  came  aniifs — fhe  was  fo  luife. 
For  (he,  bred  twenty  miles  from  town, 
Had  brought  a  world  of  I)reeding  down, 
And  Cumberland  had  feldom  fcen, 
A  farmer's  wife  with  fuch  a  mien ; 
She  could  not  bear  the  found  "f  Dame  ; 
.—No — Mifrefs  Jerkin  was  her  name. 

She  could  harangue  with  wond'rousgracc 
On  gowns  and  mobs,  and  caps,  and  lace  ; 
But  though  fhe  ne'er  adirn'd  his  brows, 
She  had  a  vaft  conten)pt  for  fpoufc. 
As  being  ont;  who  took  no  pride, 
And  was  a  dia!  too  cnuntrified. 
Such  were  our  couple,  man  and  wife; 
Such  were  their  mcan.sand  ways  of  life. 

Once  on  a  time,  the  feafon  fair 
For  txercifc  and  cheerful  air, 
It  happen'd  in  his  morning's  roam, 
He  kill'd  his  birds,  and  brought  tl.em  home. 
—  Here,  Cicely,  take  away  my  gun — 
How  fhaii  we  have  thefe  Itarlings  done  ? 
Done  !    what  my  love  ?  Your  wits  are  wild  ? 
Starlings,  my  dear;  they're  thrufhes  child. 


•    Tbefe  tvio  laji  lines  luere  added  by  Mr,  Kcnrich  ; 
•whom  the  fiece  was  ariginatly  addreJJ'e 


Nay  now  but  look,  confider,  wife, 

They're  ftarlings — No  —upon  my  life : 

Sure  I  can  judj^e  as  well  as  you, 

I  know  a  thrufli  and  darling  too. 

Who  was  it  fhot  them,  you  or  I  ? 

They're  ftarling — thrufhe^ — zounds  you  lie. 

Pray,  Sir,  take  back  your  dirty  word, 

I  fcorn  your  language  as  your  bird ; 

It  ought  to  make  a  hufband  blufli. 

To  treat  a  wife  fo  'bout  a  thrufh. 

Thrufli,  Cicely  ! — Yes — a  ftarling — No, 

The  lie  again,  and  then  a  blow. 

Blows  carry  ftrong  and  quick  conviAioBj 

And  mar  the  pow'rs  of  contradiction. 

Peace  foon  ienfued,  and  all  was  well : 
It  were  imprudence  to  rebel, 
Or  keep  the  ball  up  of  debate 
Againft  thefe  arguments  of  weight. 

A  year  roll'd  on  in  perfedl  cafe, 
'Twas  as  you  like,  and  ivhat  you  plcafe, 
'Till  in  its  courfe  and  order  due, 
Came  March  the  twentieth,  fifty-two. 
Quoth  Cicely,  this  is  charming  life. 
No  tumults  now,  no  blows,  no  ftrife. 
What  fools  we  were  this  day  laft  year  ! 
Lord,  how  you  beat  me  then  my  dear  ! 
— Sure  it  v^'asr'idle  and  abfurd 
To  wrangle  fo  about  a  bird  ; 
A  bird  not  worth  a  fingle  rufh — 
A  ftarling — no,  my  love,  a  thrufli, 
That  I'll  maintain — that  I'll  deny. 
— You're  wrong,  good  hufband— -wife,youIic, 

Again  the  fclf-fame  wrangle  rofe. 
Again  the:  lie,  again  the  blows. 
Thus  eveTy  year  (true  man  and  wife) 
Enfues  the  fame  domeftic  ftrife. 
Thus  every  year  their  quarrel  ends, 
They  argue,  fight,  and  hulV,  and  friends ; 
'Tis  ftarling,  thrufti,  and  thrufh  and  ftarling; 
You  dog,  you  b — ;  my  dear,  my  darling. 

A  FAMILIAR  EPISTLE  TO  ****** 

What,  three  months  gone,  and  never  fend 

A  fingle  letter  CO  a  friend  ? 

In  that  time,  fiire,  v^-e  might  have  known 

Whether  you  lat  or  lean  was  grown; 

Whether  your  hoft  was  (hort  or  tall, 

Had  manners  good,  or  none  at  all ; 

Whether  the  neigh'>'ring  'fquire  you  found 

As  mere  a  brute  as  fox  or  hound;  ' 

Or  if  the  parfoii  of  the  place 

( With  all  due  rev'rcnce  to  his  grace) 

Took  much  more  pains  himfclf  to\cep. 

Than  to  inftrud  and  feed  his  fheep; 

At  what  hour  of  the  day  you  dine  ; 

Whether  you  drink  beer,  punch,  or  wine 

Whether  you  Lonr,  or  fhoot,  or  ride  ; 

Or,  by  fome  muddy  ditch's  fide, 

Which  you  in  vifiuiiary  dream, 

Call  bubbling  rill,  or  purling  ftream. 

Sigh  for  fome  awkward  country  lafs, 

Who  muft  of  conftqutnce  lurpafs 

All  that  is  beautiful  and  bright. 

As  much  as  day  furpaires  night; 
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Whether  the  people  eat  and  drink, 

Or  ever  talk,  or  ever  think ; 

If,  to  the  honour  of  their  parts, 

The  men  have  heads,  the  women  hearts; 

If  the  moon  rifes  and  goes  down, 

And  changes  as  ftie  does  in  town ; 

If  you've  returns  of  night  and  day, 

And  feafons  varying  roll  away  ; 

Whether  your  mind  exalted  woos 

Th'  embraces  of  a  ferious  mufc  ; 

Or  if  you  write,  as  I  do  now, 

The  L — d  knows  what,  the  L — d  knows  how.' 

Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  things  like  thefe*, 

The  friendly  heart  are  fure  to  pleafe. 

Now  will  my  friend  turn  up  his  eyes. 
And  look  fuperlatively  wife ; 
"Wonder  what  all  this  ftuff'i  about. 
And  how  the  plague  I  found  him  out ! 
When  he  had  taken  fo  much  pains, 
In  order  to  regale  his  brains 
With  privacy  and  country  air, 
To  go,  no  foul  alive  knew  where  I 
Befides,  'tis  folly  to  fuppofe 
That  any  perfon  breathing  goes 
On  fuch  a  fcheme,  with  a  defign 
To  write  or  read  fuch  ftuff  as  mine, 
And  idly  wafte  his  precious  time 
In  all  th'  impertinence  of  rhyme. 
My  good,  wjfe,  venerable  fir ! 
Why  about  nonfenfe  all  this  flir  ! 
Is  it,  that  you  would  {land  alone. 
And  read  no  nonfenfe  but  your  own  ; 
Though  you're  (to  tell  you,  by  the  bye) 
Not  half  fo  great  a  fool  as  I ; 
Or  is  that  yim  make  pretence, 
Being  a  fool,  to  have  fome  fenfe  ? 

And  would  you  really  have  my  raufe 
Employ  herfeif  in  writing  news. 
And  mod  unconfcionably  teize  her 
With  rhyming  to  Warfavv  and  Wefer; 
Or  tofs  up  a  poetic  olio, 
Merely  to  bring  in  Marfhal  Broglio  ? 
Should  I  recite  what  now  is  doing. 
Or  what  for  future  times  is  brewing, 
Or  triumph  that  the  poor  French  fee  all 
Their  hopes  defeated  at  Montreal, 
Or  fhould  1  your  attention  carry 
To  Fred'rick,  Ferdinand,  or  Harry, 
Of  flying  Ruflian,  daftard  Swede, 
And  baffled  Auftria  let  you  read; 
Or  gravely  tell  with  what  defign 
The  youthful  Henry  pafs'd  the  Rhine } 
Or  fhould  1  fhake  my  tmpty  head, 
And  tell  you  that  the  king  is  dead; 
Obferve  what  changes  will  enfue. 
What  will  be  what,  and  who  11  be  who, 
Or  leaving  thefe  things  to  my  betters, 
Before  you  let  the  (late  of  letters  ? 
Or  fhould  I  tell  domeflic  jafs, 
How  author  againft  author  wars, 
How  both  with  mutual  envy  rankling, 
Fr — k — n  damnsM — rp — y,M — rp — y  Fr — k- 
Or  wdl  it  more  your  mind  engage 
T"  talk  of  adtors  and  the  ftage. 
To  tell,  if  any  words  could  tell, 
What  G.«,p.RicK  a(^sftill,  aud  how  well. 


That  Sheridan  with  all  his  cars 
Will  always  be  a  labour'd  play'r, 
And  that  his  adling  at  the  beft 
Is  all  but  art,  and  art  confcft; 
That  Bride  *,  if  reafon  may  prefume 
To  judge  by  things  paft,  things  to  corae^ 
In  future  times  will  tread  the  flage. 
Equally  form'd  for  love  and  rage, 
Whilft  Pope  for  comic  humour  fam'd. 
Shall  live  when  Cuvii  no  more  isnam'd. 

Your  wifdom  I  fuppofe  can't  bear 
About  dull  pantomime  to  hear; 
Nor  would  you  have  a  fiiigle  word 
Of  Harlequin,  and  wooden  fword. 
Of  dumb  ihow,  fools  tricks,  and  wry  facc^. 
And  wit  which  lies  all  in  grimaces. 
Nor  (hould  I  any  thing  advance 
Of  new  invented  comic  dance. 

Callous,  perhaps,  to  things  lik6  thefe. 
Would  it  your  worfliip  better  pleafe. 
That  I,  more  loaden  than  the  camels. 
Should  crawl  in  philofophic  trammels 
Should  I  attack  the  ftars,  and  ftray 
In  triumph  o'er  the  milky  way, 
And  like  the  Titans  try  to  move 
From  feat  of  empire  royal  Jove, 
Then  fpread  my  terrors  all  around. 
And  his  fattellites  confound. 
Teach  the  war  far  and  wide  to  rage. 
And  ev'ry  ftar  by  turns  engage  ? 
The  danger  we  ihould  fhare  between  us. 
You  fight  with  Mars  and  I  with  Vends. 

Or  fhould  1  rather,  if  I  could, 
Talk  of  words  little  underftood. 
Centric,  excentric,  epicycle, 
Fine  words  the  vulgar  ears  to  tickle ! 
A  vacuum,  plenum,  gravitation. 
And  other  words  of  like  relation. 
Which  may  agree  with  ftudious  men. 
But  hurt  my  teeth,  and  gag  my  pen  ; 
Things  of  fuch  grave  and  ferious  kind 
Puzzle  my  head  and  plague  my  mind; 
Befides  in  writing  to  a  friend 
A  man  may  any  nonfenfe  fend. 
And  the  chief  merit's  to  impart. 
The  honeft  feelings  pf  his  heart. 


CHARITY. 


A    FRAGMENT. 

Infcribed  to  the  Jiev.  JMr-  Hanhurv, 

Worth  is  excis'd,  and  virtue  pays 
A  heavy  tax  for  barren  praifc.    * 

A  friend  to  univerfal  man. 
Is  univerfal  good  your  plan  ? 
God  may  perhaps  your  projedl  blefs 
But  man  fhall  ftrive  to  thwart  fuccefs. 
Though  the  grand  fcheme  thy  thoughts  purfucj 
Bcfpeak  a  Doble  generous  view, 

*  JMifs  Bride y  an  ASirefs  then  of  Drury-Lani  Theatre, 
■whofoon  after  quitted  thejlage.  See  her  charaSler  in  ihs 
Ro  dad. 
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"Where  Charitt  o'er  all  prefidea. 
And  Sense  approves  what  Vir tl'E  guides,. 
Yet  wars  and  tumults  will  conunence, 
For  rogues  hate  virtue,  blncklieads  fsnfe. 

Believe  me,  oppoQtion  jjrows 
^Jot  always  from  our  real  foes, 
But  (where  it  fcldoni  ever  ends) 
From  our  more  dangerous  feeming  friends. 
I  hate  not  fees,  for  they  declare, 
'Tis  war  for  war.  and  dare  who  dare  ; 
But  your  fly,  fneaking,  worming  owls, 
Whom  pRiENDSiur  fcorns  and  Fear  controuis, 
Vho  praife,  fupport,  and  help  by  halves, 
Like  heifers,  neither  bulls,  nor  calves; 
Who,  in  liypocrify's  difguife, 
Are  truly  as  tbejirpent  luife. 
But  cannot  ALL'the  precept  love, 
And  be  as  harmlels  as  the  do'ae. 
Who  hold  each  charitable  meeting,' 
To  mean  ho  more  than  good  found  eating, 
While  each  tecomes  a  hearty  fellow 
According  as  he  waxes  mellow, 
And  kindly  helps  the  main  defign, 
By  drinking  its  fuccefs  in  wine  ; 
And  when  his  feet  and  fenfesrecl. 
Totters  with  correfpondent  zeal ; 
Nay,  would  appear  a  patron  wife. 
But  that  his  wifdom's  in  difguife, 
And  would  harangue,  but  that  his  mouiV, 
Which  evei:'  hates  the  fin  of  drowth, 
Catching  the  full  perpetual  glafs, 
Cannot  afford  a  word  to  pais. 

tiuch,  who  like  true  churchwardens  eat, 
Eecaufe  the  parilh  pays  tlie  treat, 
And  cf  their  Leflyful  fecure, 
Cerfie,  cr  over  look  llie  poor ; 
Who  would  no  doubt  be  wond'rous  juft, 
And  faithful  guardians  of  their  truft, 
But  think  the  deed  might  run  more  clever 
To  them  and  to  their  heirs  for  e-ver. 
That  charity,  too  apt  to  roam. 
Might  end,  where  Ihe  begins,  at  home; 
Who  made  all  public  good  a  trade, 
Benevolence  a  mere  parade. 
And  charity  a  cloak  for  fin, 
To  keep  it  fnug  and  warm  within  ; 
Who  flatter,  only  to  betray. 
Who  promife  much  and  never  pay, 
Who  wind  theinfelves  about  your  heart 
With  hypocritic,  knavifh  art. 
Tell  you  wiiat  wond'rous  things  they're  doing, 
And  undermine  you  to  your  ruin  ; 
Such,  or  of  low  or  high  eftate, 
To  fpeak  the  honeft  truth,  I  hate  : 
I  view  their  tricks  with  indignation. 
And  loath  each  fulfome  proteflation. 
As  I  would  loath  a  whore's  embrace, 
Who  fmijes,  and  fmirks,  and  ftrokes  my  face, 
And  all  f(j  tender,  fond  and  kind, 
As  free  of  body,  as  of  mind, 
Affetls  the  fofcntfs  of  the  dove. 
And  p — xes  me  to  fnow  her  love. 

The  maiden  wither'd,  wrinkled,  psle, 
Wliofe  charms,  though  ilrong,  are  rather  fialc, 
Will  ufe  that  weapon  call'd  a  tongue, 
To  wound  the  beauuous  and  the  young. 


OF   L  L  0  Y  D. 

— What,  Delia  handfome ! — "crell! — I  owa 
I'm  either  blind  or  ftupid  groWn. 

—  The  girl  is  well  enough  to  pafs, 
A  rofy,- Ample,  ruflic  hfs, 

— But  tlieic's  no  meaning  in  her  face. 
And  then  her  air,  fo  void  of  grace  ! 
And  the  world,  with  half  an  eye, 
May  fee  her  Ihape  grows  quite  awry. 

—  1  rpeak  not  from  an  ill  defign. 
For  ihe's  a  favourite  of  mine, 

— Though  I  could  wifli  that  (he  w^ould  wear" 

A  more  referv'd  becoming  air  ; 

Not  that  I  hear  of  indifcrctions, 

Such  folks,  you  knew,  make  no  confeflions, 

1  hough, the  World  fays,  that  parfon  there, 

That  fmock-fac'd  man  with  darkifli  hdit, 

He  who  wrote  verfes  on  her  bird, 

The  fimpleft  things  I  ever  heard, 

Makes  frequent  vifits  there  of  late. 

And  is  become  exceeding  great; 

This  I  myfelf  aver  is  true, 

I  faw  him  lead  her  to  his  pew. 

Thus  fcandal,  like  a  falie  quotation^ 
Mifreprefents  in  defamation ; 
And  where  fl^e  happly  cannot  fpy 
A  loop  whereon  to  hang  a  lie. 
Turns  every  aAion  wrong  fide  out 
To  bring  her  paultry  tale  about. 

Thus  excellence  of  every  kind, 
Whether  of  body  or  of  mind, 
Is  but  a  mark  fet  up  on  high, 
For  knaves  to  guide  their  arrows  by, 
A  mere  Scotch  poft  for  public  itch. 
Where  hog,  or  man,  may  fcrub  his  breech. 

But  thanks  to  nature,  wliich  ordains 
A  juft  reward  for  all  our  pain!«, 
And  makes  us  ftem,with  fecret  pride, 
Hoarfe  disappointment's  rugged  tide. 
And  like  a  lordly  fliip,  which  braves 
The  roar  of  v^nnds,  and  rufli  of  waves. 
Weather  all  (lorms,  which  jealous  hate 
Or  frantic,  malice  may  create. 
'Tis  CONSCIENCE,  a  rev.-ard  alone. 
Conscience,  who  plac'd  on  virtue's  throne, 
Eyes  raging  men,  or  raging  feas. 
Undaunted,  firm,  with  heait  at  eafe. 

From  her  dark  cave,  though  envy  rife 
With  hollow  cheek?,  and  jaundic'd  eyes, 
Thcugh  HATRED  league  v/ith  folly  vain. 
And  SPLEEN  and  ra.ncour  jiin  the  train; 
Shall  VIRTUE  nirink,<ibani'd,  afraid. 
And  tremble  at  an  idle  (hade  ? 
Fear  works  upon  the  fool,  or  knave, 
An  honeft  man  is  always  brave. 
While  opposition's  fruitlefs  aim 
Is  as  the  bellows  to  the  flame, 
And,  like  a  Pagan  perfecution. 
Enforces  faith  and  resolution. 

Thougii  prejudice  in  narrow  minds, 
The  mental  eye  ofreafon  blinds; 
Tl'.ougii  wit,  which  not  e'en  friends  will  fpare, 
Ailedt  the  feceting,  laughing  air, 
Though  DULLNESS,  in  her  monkifa  gown, 
Difplay  tiie  wk^doji  of  a  frown, 
i'et  iiiuf  H  will  force  licrfelf,  in  fpite 
Of  all  tiivir  sfForiSj  into  light. 
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See  bigot  monks  in  Spam  prevail. 
See  GALiLiiu  draj*K'd  to  gaol  :  '     ' 

Hear  the  grave  ddaors  of  the  fchools. 
The  Go/^o.'i'J  ot learned  fools,  ^'  - 

As j/awnuHeiind  imp-ioiif  hTznd''"\   -"''' 
That  art  they  cannot  onderftand, 
And  out  of  zeil  pervert  the  Bible, 
As  if  it  were  a  ftanding  libel, 
On  every  good  and  ulcfiil  plan 
That  rif'js  in  thie  brain  of  man.  .  ':-'-"i^-' 

O  BIGOTRY  !  whofe  frantic  rage 
Has  blotted  half  the  claffic  page. 
And  in  religion's  drunken  fit, 
Murder'd  the  Grtek  and  Roman  Tvit ; 
"Who  zealous  for  that  faith's  incrcafe, 
Whofe  ivays  or  eif'^htionfnefs  and  peace. 
With  rods  and  whips,  and  fword,  and  axe, 
With  prifons,  tortures,  flames  and  rack*,    •' 
With  pcrfecution^s  fiery  goad,  / 

Enforcing  fom e  new-fangrd  mode;,     ■  ■  '  • '    -  '  ' 
Wouldft  pluck  dovMi  reason  froni'lrer  fhroric 
To  raife  fonie  FaStem  of  thy  own  ; 
Alas!  the  fiaryundifcerning, 
Which  blaOsj-ahd  ftunr?,  and  hews  up  leamling, 
Like  an  ill-judging  zealous  friend,'    '■'■.'- 
Blafpheme?  that  wifdom  you  dcfehd.         ' 

Go, kick  the  proftitufed  whores. 
The  nine  ftale  nih-ghuavA  of  doors;  ' 
I'or  let  the  alibefs  beat  her  drimi, 
Eleven  thoufan-d  troops  (Tiall  cbme  ; 
All  female  forms,  and  virgins  true. 
As  ever  faint  or  poet  knew. 
And  glorious  be  the  .hbnour'd  name 
Of  WiNiFREDE,  of  SAINTED  fame',  ' 
Who  to  the  church  like  light'ning  f|)e'4', '•' 
And  ran  three  miles  without  her  head  ; 
(Well  might  the  iiiudeH  lady  run, 
Since  'twas  to  keep  her  maiden  one) 
And  when  before  the  congregation 
The  prince  fell  dead  for  reparation. 
Secure  of  life  as  well  as  honour. 
Ran  back  with  buth  her  lieads  upon  her. 

No  matter  of  wiiat  fhape  or  fize, 
Gulp  down  the  legendary  lies. 
Believe,  what  neither  God  ordains. 
Nor  Chrift  allows,  nor  fenfe  maintains  ; 
Make  faint  of  Pope,  or  faint  of  Thief, 
Believe  almoft  in  unbelief; 
Yet  with  thy  folemn  prieflly  air. 
By  book  and  bell,  and  candle  fwear. 
That  God  has  made  his  o^wn  eleft 
But  from  your  flem  and  favourite  fe6l ; 
That  he  who  made  the  world,  has  bleil 
One  part  alone,  to  damn  the  reft. 
As  if  th'  All-merciful  and  J«f£, 
Who  form'd  us  of  one  common  duft, 
Had  render'd  up  his  own  decree, 
And  lent  his  attributes  to  thee. 

Thus  his  own  eyes  the  bigot  blinds, 
To  fhut  out  light  from  human  minds, 
And  the  clear  truth  (an  emanation 
From  the  great  Author  of  creation, 
A  beam  tranfmitted  from  on  high. 
To  bring  us  nearer  to  the  fky. 
While  ev'ry  path  hyfcience  trod, 
J-.eads  us  wth  wonder  up  tg  Ggd), 
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Is  doom'd  by  ignorance  to  make 
Atonement  at  the  martyr's  ftuke  ; 
Though,  like  .pure  gold,  tli'  illuftrious  dame. 
Comes  forth  the  brighter  from  tiie  ^'anje. 
No  perfecution  will  avail ;      '    '    -'' , 
No  inquifltinn  racks,  nor  gaol; 
When  learning's  more  enHglit'ncd  ray 
Shall  drive  thvfe  fickly  fogs  away  ; 
I    A  thankful  age  fl-iall  pay  her  metre. 
Than  all  Iier  troubles  hurt  before.'  ' 
See  fhame  and  fcorn  await  on  thofe 
Who  poorly  dar'd  to  be  her  foes, 
But  will  the  grateful  voice  of  fatne 
yink  truth,  anri  Galilico's  name  J 

How  wilful,  obflinatir,  and  blind. 
Are  the  main  herd  of  human  kind  ! 
Well  faid  the  wit,  who  vi'ell  had  tried 
That  malice  which  his  parts  defied ; 
\    When  merit's  fun  begins  to  break,  ' 
The  dunces  ftretch,  and  flrive  to  wake, 
And  amity  of  dunce  with  durice, 
Fingers  out  genius  all  at  cncc. 
As  you  may  find  the  honey  out, 
By  feeing  all  the  flies  about. 
All  ugly  women  hate  a  toall ; 
The  goodhrft  fruit  is  pick'd  the  moft; 
The  ivy  winds  about  the  oak, 
And  to  the  fairefl  comes  the  fmoke. 

Efcap'd  the  dangers  of  the  deep. 
When  Gulliver  fell  faft  alleep, 
Stretch'd  on  the  Lilliputian  ftrand, 
A  giant  in  a  pigmy  land ; 
Watchful  agaiiill  impending  harms. 
All  Lilliput  cried  out,  To  arms  ; 
The  trumpets  echoed  ail  around, 
The  captain  flept  exceeding  found. 
Though  crowds'Of  undiflinguifli'd  Cze 
Affail'd  his  body,  legs,  and  thighs, 
While  clouds  of  arrows  flew  apace. 
And  fell  like  feathei'.s  on  his  fate. 
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THE  WHIM. 

AN   EPISTLE  TO  MR.  W.  WOTTT, 

The  praife  of  genius  will  offend 

A  foe  no  doubt,  fometimes  a  friend  ; 

But  curfe  on  genius,  wit,  and  parts  ; 

The  thirft  of  fciencc,  love  of  arts. 

If  inconfiftent  with  the  plan 

Of  focialgood  from  man  to  man. 

For  me,  who  will,  may  wear  the  bays, 

I  value  not  fuch  idle  praife  : 

Let  wrangling  wits  abufe,  defame. 

And  quarrel  for  an  empty  name, 

What's  in  this  fliuffllng  pace  of  rhyme, 

Or  grand  fas  fl:ride  of  fliff  fublime, 

That  vanity  her  trump  fliould  blow. 

And  look  with  fcorn  on  folks  below  ? 

Are  wit  and  folly  clofe  ally'd, 

And  match'd,  like  poverty, with  pride? 

When  rival  bards  for  fame  contend, 

The  poet  often  fpoils  the  frien^d ; 

Genius  felf  centcr'd  feels  alone 

That  m.erit  he  efleenishis  own, 

And  cold,  o'er-jealous,  and  fevere, 

Hates,  like  a  Turk,  a  brother  near  j 
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Malice  fteps  in,  good  nature  flies, 

Foliy  prevails,  and  friendfliip  dies. 

Pe&ce  to  all  ftich,  if  peace  can  dwell 

With  :hofe  who  bear  about  a  hell, 

Whoblait  all  worth  with  envy's  breath, 

By  their  own  feelings  ftung  to  death. 

None  but  a  weak  and  brainlefs  fool, 

UndifcipUn'd  in  fortune's  fchool, 

Cao  hope  for  favours  from  the  wit : 

He  pleads  preljrription  to  forget, 

Unnotic'd  let  him  live  or  rot. 

And,  as  forgetful,  be  forgot. 

Moil  wags,  whofe  plealure  is  to  fmoie. 

Would  rather  lofe  their  friend,  than  joke; 

A  man  in  rags  locks  fomething  queer. 

And  there's,  v^  humour  in  a  fneer  ; 

That  jeft,  alike  all  withngs  fuits. 

Which  lies  no  farther  than  the  Lwli. 

Give  me  ihcoia-n  whofe  open  mind 

Means  focial  good  to  all  mankind ; 

Who  when  his  friend,  from  fortune's  round. 

Is  toppled  headlong  to  the  ground. 

Can  meet  him  with  a  warm  embrace, 

And  wipe  the  leir  from  forrow's  face  ; 

Who,  not  felf-taugbt  and  proudly  wife, 

Seeks  more  to  comfort  than  advife. 

Who  Icls  intent  to  ihine  than  pleafe. 

Wears  his  own  mirth  with  native  eafe. 

And  is  from  fcnfe,  from  nature's  plan. 

The  jovial  gaeft,  the  honeft  man  ; 

In  fhort,  whofe  pidure,  painted  true, 

lu  ev'ry  point  refenibles  you. 

And  will  iriy  friend  for  once  excufc 

This  off'ring  of  a  lazy  mufe  ? 

Moft  lazy,— left  you  think  her  not, 

I'll  draw  htr  pidlure  on  the  fpo;. 

A  perfe<S  eafe  tlje  dame  enjoys  ; 

Three  chairs  her  indolence  employs  : 

On  one  fhe  fquats  her  cufbion'd  bum. 

Which  would  not  rife,  though  kings  fhould  come ; 

An  arm  lolls  dangling  o'er  another, 

A  leg  lies  couclant  on  its  brother. 

To  make  her  look  fupremely  wife. 

At  leall  like  wifdom  in  difguife, 

The  weed,  which  firft  by  Rakish  brought, 

Gives  thinking  looks  inftead  of  thought. 

She  fmokes,  and  fmokes;  without  all  feeling, 

Save  as  the  eddies  climb  the  cieling. 

And  waft  about  their  mild  perfume, 

She  marks  tlieir  pafTage  round  the  room. 

When  pipe  fr rfakes  the  vacant  mouth, 

A  pot  of  beer  prevents  her  drowth. 

Which  -wxthfotat'tons  potili  deep 

Lulls  the  pt  or  maudlin  mui^p  to  flcep. 

Her  bookb  of  v^hich  Ei'as  wond'ious  need 

But  neither  pow'r  nor  will  to  read, 

In  fcattcr'd  tomes  lie  all  around 

Upon  the  lowe.l  fhLlt— the  ground. 

Such  eafe  no  doubt  fuits  eafy  rhyme; 
Folks  walk  ab.»ut  who  write  sublime. 
While  REciFAi  ion's  pompoUs  found 
Drawls  words  fonorous  all  around. 
And  ACTION'  waves  her  hand  and  hed. 
As  thofe  who  bread  and  butter  fprcad. 

You  bards  v/ho  feel  not  fancy's  dearth. 
Who  Qrike  :hd  roof,  and  kick  the  e5.nh. 


Whofe  mufe  fuperlatively  high 
Takes  lodgings  always  near  the.  Iky 
And  like  the  lark  with  daring  flight 
Still  foars  and  lings  beyond  our  fight ; 
May  trumpet  forth  your  grand  fublime, 
And  fcorn  our  lazy  lounging  rhyme.' 
Yet  though  the  lark  in  ether  floats. 
And  trills  no  doubt  diviner  notes, 
Carelefaly  perch'd  on  yonder  fpray. 
The  linnet  fings  a  pretty  lay. 

What  horrid,  what  tremendous  fight 
Shakes  all  my  fabric  with  affright  I 
With  Argue'  hundred  eyes  he  marks. 
With  triple  mouth  the  monfter  barks  ; 
And  while  he  fcatters  flaming  brands 
Briarels  lends  him  all  his  hands. 

Hill;   'tis  a  CRITIC. — Yes — 'tis  he 
What  would  your  gracelefs  form  with  m^  J 
Is  it  t'  upbraid  me  with  the  crime 
Of  fpinning  unlaborious  rhyme. 
Of  bringing  various  thoughts  together 
In  verfe,  or  profe,  or  both,  or  neither  ? 
A  vein,  which,  though  it  mufl  oS'end 
You  lofty  Sirs  who  can't  defcend. 
To  fame  has  often  m^de  its  way 
From  Butler,  Prior,  Swift,  and  Gat 
Is  it  for  this  your  brow  auftere 
Frowns  me  to  flone  for  very  fear  ? 
Hear  my  jufl  reafou  firft,  and  then 
Approve  me  right,  or  fplic  my  pen. 
1  feek  not  by  more  labour'd  lays 
To  catch  the  flippVy  tail  of  praife, 
Nor  will  I  run  a  mad  career 
'Gainft  genius  which  1  moft  revere; 
When  Phoebus  burfts  with  genuine  fire, 
The  little  ftars  at  once  retire; 
Who  cares  a  farthing  for  thofe  lays 
Which  yc^u  can  neither  blame,  nor  praife  ? 
I  cannot  match  a  Churcuill's  flcill, 
But  may  be  Langkorxe  when. I  will : 

Let  the  mere  mimic,  ifor  each  feafon  bears 
Yo'jr  mimic  bards  as  well  as  mimic  play'rs. 
Creep  fervileiy  along,  and  with  dull  pains 
Lalh  his  flow  ftecd,  in  whofe  enfeebled  veins 
The  ct)!d  bjicd  lags,  let  him  with  fruitiefs  aim 
By  borrowed  plumes  afTume  a  borrow'd  fame. 
With  ftudied  forms  th'  incautious  ear  beguile. 
And  ape  the'numbers  of  a  Churchill's  ftyle. 
Slaves  may  fome  fame  from  imitation  hope ; 
Who'd  be  Paul  WuixEaE^J),  though  he  h»~ 

nojts  Pope  ?  . 

If  clinking  couplets  in  one  endlefs  chime 
Be  the  fole  beauty,  and  the  praife  of  rhyme; 
If  found  alone  an  eafy  triumph  gains. 
While    fancy    bleeds,    and    fenfe    is    hung    i£ 

chains, 
Ye  happy  triflers  hail  the  rifing  mode  : 
See,  all  Part\affus  is  a  turnpike  road. 
Where  each  may  travel  in  the  highv/ay  rraclc 
On  true  bred  hunter,  or  on  common  hack. 
For  me,  who  labour  with  poetic  fin, 
Who  often  woo  the  mufe  1  cannot  win, 
Whom  pleafure  firft  a  willing  poet  made. 
And  folly  fpoilt  by  taking  up  the  trade, 
Pleas'd  1  beheld  fuperior  genius  Ihine, 
Nor  ticg'd  with  envy  wiih  that  genius  nuli^ 
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To  Churchill's  mufe  can  bow  with  decent  awe, 
Admire  his  mode,  nor  make  that  mode  my  law  : 
Both  may,  perhaps,  have  various  pow'rs  to  pleafe ; 
Ee  his  the  strehgth  of  numbers,  mine  the 

EASE, 

Eafe  that  rejedls  not,  but  betrays  no  care  : 
Lefs  of  the  coxcomb  than  the  floven's  air. 

YoT<r  tafte,  as  mine,  all  metre  muft  oifend 
When  imitation  is  its  only  end. 
I  could  perhaps  that  fervile  tafk  purfue. 
And  copy  Churchill  as  I'd  copy  you, 
But  that  my  flippant  mufe,  too  faucy  grown, 
Prefers  that  manner  ihe  can  call-  her  own. 


ODE  TO  GENIUS. 

Thou  child  of  nature,  genius  ftrong, 

Thou  mafter  of  the  poet's  fong. 
Before  whofe  light,  art's  dim  and  feeble  ray 
Gleams  like  the  taper  in  the  blaze  of  day  : 
Thou  lov'ft  to  fteal  along  the  fecret  fhade, 

Where  fancy,  bright  aerial  maid  ! 

Awaits  thee  with  her  thoufand  charnu, 

And  revels  in  thy  wanton  arms  ; 

She  to  thy  bed,  in  days  of  yore. 

The  fweetly-warbling  Shakfpeare  bore  5 
Whom  every  mufe  endow'dwith  every  Ikill, 

And  dipt  him  in  that  facred  rill, 
Whofe  filver  dreams  flow  mufical  along, 
Where  Phoebus'  hallow'd  mount  refounds  with 
raptur'd  fong. 

Forfake  not  thou  the  vocal  choif. 
Their  breads  revifit  with  thy  genial  fire, 
Elfe  vain  the  dndied  founds  of  mimic  art. 
Tickle  the  ear,  but  come  not  near  the  heart. 
Vain  efery  phrafe  in  curious  order  fet. 
On  each  fide  leaning  on  the  (ftop-gap)  epithet. 
Vain  the  quick  rhyme  dill  tinkling  in  the  clofe. 
While  pure  defcription  fhines  in  meafur'd  profe, 
Thou  bcar'ft  aloof,  and  look'ft  with  high 
difdain. 
Upon  the  dull  mechanic  train  ; 
Whofe  ncrvelcfs  drains  flag  on  in  languid  tone, 
Lifelefs  and  lumpifti   as   the   bagpipe's  drowzy 
drone. 

No  longer  now  thy  altars  blaze, 

No  poet  offers  up  his  lays; 

Infpir'd  with  energy  divine, 

To  worfhip  at  thy  facred  dirine. 

Since  tade  *,  with  abfolute  domain, 

Extending  wide  her  leaden  reign, 

Kills  with  her  melancholy  fliade. 
The  blooming  fcions  of  fair  fancy's  tree; 

Which  erd  full  wantonly  have  dray'd 
In  many  a  wreath  of  riched  poefy. 

For  when  the  oak  denies  her  day. 
The  creeping  ivy  winds  her  humble  way  ; 

No  more  die  twids  her  branches  round, 
Sut  drags  her  feeble  dem  along  the  barren 
ground. 


£y  ta/le,  is  hue  mtantthe  modern  affeSiatioit  of  it 


Where  then  fhall  exil'd  genius  go  ? 

Since  only  thofe  the  laurel  claim, 

And  boad  them  of  the  poet's  name, 
Whofe  fober  rhymes  in  even  tenour  flow ; 

Who  prey  on  words,  and  all  their  flovv'retl 
cull. 

Coldly  corredl,  and  regularly  dull. 

Why  lleep  the  fons  of  genius  now  ? 

Why,  Wartons,  reds  the  lyre  undrung  ? 

•  And  thou,  bled  bard !  around  whofe.facred 
brow. 
Great  Pindar's  delegated  wreath  is  hung  : 

Arife,  and  fnatch  the  majedy  of  fong 
From  dulinefs'  fervile  tribe,  and  art's  unhal- 
low'd  throng. 

PROLOGUE,  1757. 

Est"  fchola  rhetorices,  celebrat  quam  crebra  ju- 
ventus, 

Et  tumido  inflatos  ejicit  ore  fonos. 
Qua  quifque  afl'umit  tragicas  novus  hidrio  partes. 

Nee  loquitur,  verbum  quin  fapit  omne,  pathos. 
Ingenia  hie  crefcunt,  mox  fuccelTura  theatris. 

Regis,  amatoris,  prompt  a  lubire  vices. 
Multus  ibi  furiis  Macbetha  agitatus  iniquis, 

Elufa  telum  prandit  inane  manu. 
Multujibi,  infufcat  cui  vultus  fuber  adudum 

Immodicis  fsevit  raucm  Othello  minis. 
Omnia  queis  tragicis  opus  eft,  hie  arma  parantur; 

Auribus  infidias  funt,  otulifque  fua; : 
Conatus  manuumque,  pedumque,  orifque  rotundi, 

Certatim  et  vultus  vis,  laterumqiie  labor. 
Quam  fibi,  dum  gedu  dat  fixus  quifque  filenti, 

Quam  placet  a  fpeculo  forma  reflexa  fui  ! 
Hac  dudeant,  cordi  quibusars  et  pompa  theatrii 

Non  tamen  ed  nobis  inik  petendus  honor. 
Ingenua  ut  pubcs  vultum  fibi  fumat  apertum, 

Et  fenlJm  afluefcat  fortius  ore  loqui; 
Ne  dubiis  tandem  verba  elutftantia  labris 

Occludat  timidus  prjepediatque  pudor, 
Ingredimur  fcenam ;  nee  clam  vos,  ducfla  corona, 

Commoda  ab  hoc  tenui  quanta  labore  fluant. 
Hinc  sapere  et  fari  difcit  generofa  juventus, 

Dum  pavida  accendit  peifbora  laudis  amor. 
Freti  his,  majorem  mox  ingrcdiemu-  arenam  ; 

Hie  dabilita  vigent  curia,  rodra,  forum. 

PROLOGUE,  1758. 

Hic  nihil  ad   populum — non   pompa  hie  vana 
theatri, 

Qualeni  ore  attonito  plebs  inhiare  folet : 
Non  fcena  hiefplendet  magica  variabilis  arte, 

Et  fumit  formas  prodigiofa  novas : 
Non  hic,  labrato  fubvedlu*  fune  per  auras, 

Mercurius  celeres  itque  reditque  vias  : 
Nee  freta  csrulea  turgent  undoia  papyro, 

Nee  refinato  fuigurat  igne  polus  : 
Janua  nee  c^cos  apcrit  furtiva  recelTus, 

Unde  minutatim  proferat  umbra  caput. 
Quin  valeant  levia  h:zz  vulgi  crepitacula  !  jaiflant 

£t  proprium,  et  fimjlex,  noftra  theatra  dccusv     ' 

*  Dr.  Ah»f>ie, 
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— Heus  1  nemon'  audit  ? — fac  furfum  aulea  tra- 
hantur ! 

— En !  qualis  qualis  fit,  nova  scena  patet.; 
En  Illx,  quas  vos  femper  coluj-ftis,  Athd'r.'e, 

Gratia  quas  voluit,  quas  fibi  Tufa  domum. 
H;c  feic  otler.dunt  prilci  mcnumenta  laboris, 

Queis  ufa  eft  modulis  Vitriiviana  marrus  •, 
Hie  Itat  veinortim,  Thefeihic  venerabile  fanum. 

Hie  arce  in  fumma,  cafta  Minerva  ruum. 
Omnia  jam  votis  refpondcnt.      Attica"  jam  funt 

Omnia.     Perfonx,  fabula,  fcena,  faies.  - 
Qvoque  etiam  magis  hx.  nol^ra;  Irttentur  Ath'er.x, 

Cccropidas  jadant  vos,  recoluntque  fuos. 

PROLOGUS  i;^  ADELPHOS.    1759. 

CtTM  patres  populumque  dolor  communis  haBeret, 

Fleret  et  ^Emilium  Maxima  Roma  fuum, 
Funebres  inter  lodos,  his  dicitur  ipfis 

Scenis  extin(9:um  condecoraflV  dncem. 
E«}uisadeft,fcenam  no<5le  hac  qui  fpetftet  eandem, 

Nee  nobis  ludum  fentiet  eflc  parem  ? 
Utcunque  arrifit  pulchris  viAoria  crcptis, 

Qua  Ibl  extremas  vifit  uterque  plagas, 
Succeffus  etiam  medio  de  fonte  Britannia 

Surgit  amari  aliquid,  legitimufque  dolor. 
Si  famje  generofa  litis,  fi  belHca  virtus, 

increniura  lelix,  intemerata  fides, 
Difficiles  laurus,  ipfoque  in  flore  juventje 

Heu !  nimium  lethi  prscipitata  dies,         [ju*"^ 
Si  quid  habent  puichrum  hasc,  vel  fi  quid  amabile, 

Efto  tua  hxc,  WoLFi,  laus,  propnumque  decus. 
Nee  moriere  omnis — Quin  ufque  corona  vigebit, 

Unanimis  Britonum  quam  tibi  neiStit  amor. 
Regia  quln  pictas  marmor  tibe  nobile  p>>net. 

Quod  tua  pcrpetuis  prxdicet  adla  notis. 
Ccnfluet  hue  ftudio  vilendi  martiapubes, 

Scntict  et  flanmia  corda  calere  pari  ; 
Dumquc  legit  mediis  cecidifle  heroa  triumphis,   ' 

Dicet,  sic  UETUR  vincek-e,  sic  mokia**  '"''^'l' 

•  '■.-/), 

EPILOGUS  IN  ADELPHOS.  1759. 

SYRUS  X0q_OITUR.  ,-''\" 

Quanta  intus  turba  eft  !  quanto  molimine  fudat, 

Accindus  cultro  ct  forcipe,  quifque  cuquus  I 
Monftrum  informe  maris — Testudo— in  prandia 
fertur, 

Qus,  varia,  et  fimpjex,  omnia  fola  fapit. 
Pullma  efca  placet  ?— -vituhna?— lullia?— .bovina? 

Prasfto  eft.   Hsec  quadrupes  fingula  pifces  habet. 
De  gente  ^thiopum  conducitur  Archimagirus, 

Qui  fecet,  et  coquat,  et  concoquat,  arte  nova. 
Qui  dcdle  contundat  aromata  ;  nufceat  aptc 

Thus,  apium,  thyrna,  fal,  cinnam<i,  cepe,  piper. 
Qui  j-  cur  ct  pulnionem  in  frufta  minutula  fcindat, 

Curetque  «t  pcnitus  fint  faturata  mero. 
Multo  ut  ventriculus  pulchre  flavefcat  ab  ovo  ; 

Ut  tremuhis,  circum  vifcera,  vernct  adcps. 
His  rite  inftrtjdrs  conchi  fint  fcrcuia  I  nam  tu, 

Testudo  !  et  pitiijis Tufficis,  atque  cibo, 
Qraai    cuperenv    in  laildes    utriuique  cxcurrere 
conchac ! 

Eedvertor  Calippji  diccre---vel  Cali^cc. 


1     O     1 
0]F  LLC^YD. 

Vos  etiam  ad  csenam'hiecum  appelHfe  juVafcf, 
\    VeHtm  et  rellicuasparticipare  dapum. 
^t  furrt  convivs  tarn  multi,  tamqile  giilofi, 

Reftabit,  mctuo,  nil  nifi  conciia  milii. 

.    — ,     -   .  .  .      ...  •  i_  .■ 

RECrJi  STATtflT  BAXTERds  DE  50M- 
'  "   NIORUM  PH-^NOMEJMIS. 

Cum  nox  tellurem  fufci*amplcditur  aJis, 
Mahba  atoinos  jungit  celeres,  ct  veda  per  auras 
Inchoat  afluetos  finxwlatrix  regia  ludos..    .;.. 
Huic  auriga  culex  tortum  quatit  ufque  flageilum, 
Accelerarque  fugam  tardis  ;   retinacula  curriu 
ErucjE  funt  texta  levSs,  radiique  rorafum 
Crufcula  arenecli  ;  currus,  quom  dente  fgi,ucus 
f  inxerat  e  coryli  frudu,  primava  vetuftas' 
Hunc  Mabbx   arteficem    meniorat ;    'iu'b'iiGdc 

filenti  '     ■■    ■        ■    \'l 

Hoc  inftruda  mndo  egreditur,  ne<^tie  ciertjiiur  ulii. 
Nonnunqoam  levifer  cerebrum  preftringit  Anian- 
Somniat  iUc  faces  jaculari  et  vulnera  oj^elios,  [tis; 
Malarum  labrique  rofas,  perfufaque  cbllo 
Lilia  ;   mox  medici  digitos  titiUat,  avarus    '    ,  " 
Mercedis  dextram  qui  pandit,  et  acritur  auruixi 
Ter  capiat ;  ter  vaiia  manus  cludit  imago. 
Nunc  qttoque  fopitx  demulcet  lubra  Puell.x  \ 
Somniat  ilia  procum,  pulvinoque  ofcula  libans 
Abfens  abfentem  teneris  ampleditur  ulnis; 
Vx  tibi;  fi  lemurum  videat  regina  colorem' 
Mentitum  iuco,  vultufque  ex  arte  nitentes  ': 
Prxcipiies  aget  ira  mauus,  lacerabit  acuto 
Ungue  genas,  finiul  amiffa  dulcedine  fomni, 
Ofcubque,  et  tenues  vanefcit  amator  in  auras. 
Ampla  faccrdi'tis  nonnunquam  tranfvolat  ora; 
Continue  roftrum  confcendens  hie  thema  triaas 
Dividet  in  partes,  exponendoqne  laborat, 
Vel  vigileni  credas,  adeo  dormitat.     Ad  aures 
Militis  hinc  migrat ;  turbatur  imagine  belli 
fortis    cques,    gcmitufque    audit,     ftrcgitufque, 

tiibafque,  -    ; 

Exilit,  et  paulu«i  trepidans,  infomnia  difis;  ; 
Devovet,  in  iedo  prolabitur,-— obdormikit. 
Nunc  rabulam  palrj'.a  mulcef,  qui  litibus  aptus, 
Defcnforis  agit  caulam.  adoriiquc  peritus, 
Innedenfque  moras  ad  finem  decipit  ambos. 
Sin  c.ifu  vifat  facilis  regina  poetam, 
Kunc  fibi  plaudentem  dcludit  amabilis  error, 
£t  riguos  fontts,  et  anixnos  foniniat  hortos; 
Cum  vero  vigil  ille  domum  exploraverit  omnem, 
Viderit  et  trfiftis  qiiam  fit  fibi  curta  fupeliex, 
Quam  vellct  femper  dormire  '.---Volubilis  inde 
Judices  invchirur  trr.ns  nafum,  et  naribus  illi 
fciv.undo  fubolet  caula.     Interdum  Dea  feflo, 
Blinditur  fexvo,  qui  libertate  vagatur, 
Exultant  redit  ad  patriam  carofque  penatcs, 
Et  gremio  uxcris  longis  amplexibus  hxret. 
Delude  rota  ftpepitantefremit  per  coUa  tyranni; 
Umbraruni  ante  oculos  furgit  chorus,  imptcbus 

orco 
Quas  dedit  infontes ;  furiis  agitatur  acerbis 
Confcia  mens,  Icduque  quies  fimulexulat.     Inde 
Si  currus  fledat,  placidillima  muncra  fomni 
Qua  carpit  fc-ltris  purus;  non  territusille 
apcdrorum  eft  cxtu,  ct  furiarum  ultricibus  iris, 
Sed  moUi  potitur  rtquie,  aut  fi  fomniac  umbras 
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Deleflant  oculos  gratz ;  praidulcis  imaoro 
Virtutis  reficit  meiitem,  et  tellure  relifla 
Raijit  iter  liquidum  cseli,  fruiturque  deorum 
Collnquiofciix.     O  tu  !  quicunque  bea-tuni 
Te  velis,  et  tuto  tranquillum  carpcre  fomnum  ; 
I,  pete,  quo  virtus  diicit  1   ne  vindice  curru 
Mabba  ferox  inftet,  vexentqut;  cubilia  curx. 
I,  prte,  quo  virtus  ducat  1   te  nuniine  m^lU 
Mabba  teget,  radetque  levi  tua  pedora  currii. 

In  coniitiis  pofteribus,  Apr.  5.  1753. 

Carmlna  ad  nobUiJJimuin  Tbomam  JJolles  diicem  de 
Neivcnjlle  infcripta,  cum  academlam  CantaLrtgUn- 
Jem  Bibliothects  rejiituendie  caufa  'wviferet, 

Prid.  Kalend.  Maias,  1753. 


Augustus,  artium  ufquce  fautor  optimus, 
Hie  moenia  baud  inaufpicato  numine 
Condi  imperavit  confecrata  Uteris ; 
Eo  nitore  et  partium  elegantia, 
Ut  invidenda  fint  vel  iliis  vEdibus 
QujB  feculorum  voce  comprobantium 
Vis.  csteris  fuperbiunt,  juftiflima 
Roma:  rccentis  et  vetuflas  gloria. 
Nee  his  fupellex  digna  deerit  mcenibus, 
Et  vaticanae,  Bodlearxque  semula; 
Id  ille  abundc  caverat,  novifiimius 
Dedit  volenti  jura  qui  Britarnix. 
Brunfvjchianis  fcilicet  fanifliffimum  eft 
Legefque  tutari  et  fovere  literas. 

AD  CANCELLARIUM. 

O  TU,  qui  doflas  cami  feliciter  artes 

Protcgis,  aonii  djjxque  decufque  chori, 
Quod  domus  incipiat  tarn  Ixto  hsc  online  condi, 

Qu3E  nee  Bodleio  cedat,  id  omne  tuum  eft. 
Munera  dant  ^lumerofa  nianus  procerumque  pa- 
trumque, 

Exemplo  et  moniiis  exftlmulata  tuis. 
Perge,  fovere  artes,  nee  vauuni  urgere  laborem  : 

Tarn  pulchrurei  pulchre  mufa  rependet  opus. 
Hxc  moles    quanquam   ipfa   ruet ;    monunienta, 

camens 
Quas  condent,  nullo  funt  ruitura  die. 

CARMEN  ELEGIACUM, 

IN   C-5METERI0  r.USTlCO   C0MP03ITUM. 
(Grays  Elegy  •written  in  a  Country  Church -Tard. ) 

AuDiSTiN  !  quam  lentafonans  campana  per  agros, 

.^rato  occiduam  nuntiat  ore  diem. 
Armenta  impellunt  crcbris  mugitibus  auras, 

Laffatufque  domum  rufticus  urget  iter. 
Solus  ego  in  tenebris  motor,  et  veftigia  fclus 

Compono  t^cita  nodte,  vacoque  mihi. 

Omnia  pallefcunt  jam  decedentia  vifu, 
Et  terra  et  coelum,  qua  patet,  omne  filet. 

Cunfla  filent,  nifi  mulca  Itiaui  Tub  vefpere  fero 
Rauciionans  pigram  qua  retat  orbe  fugam  ; 

Cnnda  filent,  nifi  qua  L^iles  campanula  focir.os 
Allicit,  et  lento  murmure  muket  oves. 


Quaque  hedera  antiquas  focii  compleflitur  umbiA 
I'urres,  feralii  lugubre  cantat  avis  ;  , 

Et  ftrepit  ad  lunam  ll  quia  fub  node  vagetur 
Imperium  violans,  Cynthia  Diva,  tuum. 

Has  propter  veteres  ulmos,  taxique  fub  umbra 
Qua  putris  multo  ccfpite  turget  humus, 

Dormit,  in  aiternum  dormit,  gens  prifca  colonum, 
Quilque  fiia  angufta  conditus  ulque  domo. 

Hoc    nee  .mane  novum,   Zephyrique  fragrantior 
aura, 

Nee  gallus  vigili  qui  vocat  ore  diem," 
Nee  circumvolitans  qun  ftridula  garrit  hirundo 

Stramineun-.que  aha  I'ub  trabe  figit  opus, 
Undique  nee  cornu  vox  ingeminata  fonantis 

JiLtemo  elicient  lios,  rcpctentque  toro. 

Amplius  hisnunquam  conjiix  bene  fida  niarito 

Ingerct  ardenti  grandia  ligna  foco  ; 
Nee  reditum  expedlans  domini  fub  vefpere  fero 

Excoquet  agrefles  ofiiciofa  dapes  ; 
Nee  eurret  raptim  genitoris  ad  ofcula  proles, 

Nee  reducem  agnofcent  smula  turba  patrera- 

Quam  fsepe  hi  raflrls  glebam  fregere  feracera  ? 

Sxpe  horum  ceeidit  fake  refedta  feges. 
Quam  iseti  egerunt  flridentia  plauftra  per  agros, 

Et  ftimulis  tardos  increpuere  boves  ! 
Horum  fylva  vetus  quam  concidit  ida  bipenni, 

Quaque  ruit  late  vi  tremefecit  humum ! 

Ne  tamen  ambitio  rifu  male  lata  maligno 
Sortemve,  aut  lufus,  aut  rude  temnat  opus  I 

Nee  fronte  excipiat  ventofa  fuperbia  torva 
Pauperis  annalcs,  hiftoriafque  breves  ! 

Et  generis  jadlatus  honos  dominatio  regum, 
Quicquid  opes,  quicquid  forma  ded(?re  boni, 

Supremam  fimul  hane  expectant  omnia  noiflem  ; 
Scilicet  ad  Icthum  ducit  honoris  iter. 

Nolite  hoshumiles  culpae  Infimulare,  fuperbi. 
Quod  domini  oftendant  nulla  tropLxa  deeus. 

Qua  canit  amifiuni  longo  ordine  turba  patrcnuni, 
Clarofque  ingeminant  clauftta  profunda  funos. 

An  vanis  infcripta  notis  auguftior  urna,- 
Piiidiacumve  loquens  nubile  marmor  opus. 

An  revocent  animam  fatali  a  fedc  fugaccni  I 
Detque  itcrum  viiii  pcffe  priore  frui  ? 

Poflit  adulantum  fermo  penetrare  fepulchrum  ? 
Evocet  aut  manes  laus  et  inanis  honor  ? 

Forfan  in  hoc,olim  divino  femine  prxgnans 
Ingenii,  hoc  aliquis  cefpite  dormit  adhuc. 

Negledlo  hoc  forfan  jaceat  fub  cefpite,  fceptra 
Cujus  tradlarint  iniperiofa  manus. 

Vel  quales  ipfo  forfan  vel  Apolline  digns 
Pulfarint  dodo  poUice  fila  lyrx. 

Dodrinx  horum  oculis  antiqua  volumina  prifcx 

Nunquani  divitias  explicuere  fuas. 
Horum  autem  ingenium  torpefcere  fecit  cgeftas 

Afpera  et  angulix  forsinimica  domi. 

Multa  fub  oceano  pellucida  gemma  latefcit, 
Et  rudis  ignotum  fert  et  inane  decus. 

Plarima  negledos  fxagrans  tola  pandit  oJores,. 
Foziit  e;  ccciduo  per.dula  fole  i.ajut. 
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^mulus  Hatndeni  h'lC  aliquis  requiefcat  agreftis,     i 

Quern  patriae  indignans  extiniulavit  amor; 
Aulushic  exigua  eft  vil!se  oppugnare  tyranuo, 

Afierere  et  forti  jura  parcrna  manu. 
Ant  mutus  forfan,  fat  ^que  Inglorius  alter 

Hfcc  vel  Mikono  par,  requiefcat  humo. 
Dormiat  aut  aliquis  Croaiuelii  hie  smulus  audas, 

Qui  patriain  poterit  vel  jugulaffe  fuam. 

Eloquio  arredlum  prompto  mulcere  fenatum, 

Exi'.ii  immoto  pecftore  ferre  minas, 
Divitias  larga  in  patriam  diffundere  dextra, 

Hiftoriam  ex  populi  coUigere  ore  fuam. 

lUornm  vetuit  fors  improba ; — nee  tamen  ardlo 
Tantum  ad  virrutem  limite  claufit  iter, 

Verum  etiam  et  vltia  ulterius  tranfire  vetabat, 
Nee  dedit  his  magnum  poffe  patrare  fcelus. 

Hos  vetuit  temere  per  ftragem  invadere  regnum, 
Excipere  et  furda  fupplicis  aure  preces. 

Sentire  ingenuum  nee  dedidicerc  ruborem, 
Confcia  fufFufu?  q' 6  notat  ora  pudor. 

Luxuria  hi  nunquam  fefe  immerfere  fuperba, 
Nee  mufse  his  laudes  proftituere  fuas. 

At  placide  iUorufm,  procul  a  certamitie  turbje 
SpscSahant  propriam  fobria  vota  domum  ; 

Quifque  fibi  vivens,  et  fponte  inglorius  exul, 
Dum  tacito  elabens  vita  tenore  fluit. 

Hsc  tamen  a  damno  qui  fervet  tutius  ofla. 
En  tumulus  ff^gitem  prasbet  amicus  opem  ! 

Et  vera  agrefti  eliciunt  fufpiria  corde 
Incultse  effigies,  indocilefque  modi. 

Atque  locum  fupplcnt  elegorum  nomen  et  anni 
Quae  forma  infcribit  ruftica  niufa  rudi  : 

^ulta  etiam  facri  diffundit  commata  textus, 
Queis  meditans  dilcat  vulgus  agrefle  mori. 

Heu  !  quis  enim  dubia  hac  dulclque  excedere  vita 
Juffus,  et  aeternas  jam  fubiturus  aquas, 

Defcendit  nigram  ad  nocftem,  cupidufque  fupremo 
Non  faltem  occiduam  refpicit  ore  diem  i 

Decedens  allcui  faltem  mens  fidit  amico 
la  cujus  blando  pcclore  ponit  opem; 

Fletum  aliquem  expofcunt  jam  deficientia  morte 
Lumina,  amicorum  qui  riget  imbre  genas; 

Quin  etiam  ex  tumulo,  veteris  non  infcia  ilammsB, 
Natura  exclamat  fida,  memorque  fui. 

At  tibi,  qui  tenui  hoc  deducis  carmine  forteni, 

Et  defundtoruni  ruftica  fata  gcmis. 
Hue  dim  intcntus  fi  quis  veftigia  fle<5iat 

Et  fjerit  qualisfors  tua  forte  roget. 

Hutc  aliq-irts  forfan  fenior  rcfpondeat  ultro 
Cui  niveis  albcnt  tempora  fparfa  corais  ; 

"  Vidimus    hunc    qaam   fwpe    micantes   roribus 
"  herbas 
"  Verrentem  rapido,  mane  nibente,  gradu. 

*'  Ad  rofeum  folis  properabat  frepius  ortum, 
*'  Summaquc  tendebat  per  juga  IjEtus  iter. 

*'  Sjepe  fub  hac  fapo,  radices  undiqtie  circum 
"  Qu3s  varis  antiquas  imp'icat  alta  fuas, 

"  Stratum  humi  meditans  medio  procumbe.ret  xfiu, 
"  Luftraretque  inhians  flcbile  murmur  aqu3. 
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"  S.-eplus  hanc  fylvam  propter  viridefqwe  recdffuj 
"  Urgeret  meditans  plurima,  lentus  iter, 

"  Intentam  hie  multa  obleftaret  imagine  mentein, 
"  Mufarumque  frequens  foUiciiaret  opem. 

"  Jam  veluti  dcmens  tacitis  erraret  in  agris, 
"  Aut  cujus  fkimulat  corda  repulfus  amor. 

"  Mantf  aderat  nuper,  tamen  hunc  nee  viderat 
"  arbos, 

"  Nee  juga,  nee  faliens  fons,  tacitumve  nemus ; 
"  Altera  lux  oritur  ;  nee  aperta  hie  valle  videtur, 

"  Nee  tamen  ad  fagum,  nee  prope  fontis  aquam. 

"  Tertia  fucceflic — lentcque  exangue  cadaver 
"  Er..,e  fepuichrali  eft  pompa  fecuta  gradu. 

"  Tu  lege,  namque  potes,  cselatum  in  marmore 
"  carmen, 
"  Quod  juxta  has  vepres  exhibet  ifte  lapis." 

EPITATHIUM, 

Coi  nunquam  favit  fama  aut  fortuna  fecunda, 
Congefto  hoc  juvenem  cefpite  fervat  humui. 

Huic  tamen  arrifit  jucunda  fcientia  vultw, 
Selegitque,  habitans  peiftora,  cura  fibi. 

Largus  opum  fuic,  et  fmcero  pecSore  fretus, 
Accepit  pretium  par,  tribuente  Deo. 

Indoluit  mlferansmopi,  lachrymafque  profudit. 
— Scilicet  id,  mifeiis  quod  daret,  omne  fuit, 

A  ccelo  interea  fidum  acquifivit  amicum, 
Scilicet  id,  cuperet  quod  magis,  omne  fuit. 

Ne  merlta  ulterius  defunAi  exquirere  pergas. 
Nee  vitia  ex  facra  fede  referre  petas, 

Utraque  ibi  trepida  pariter  fpe  condita  reftantj 
In  gremio  Patris  fcilicet  atque  Dei. 

CARMEN  ELEGAN. 
(Pope's  Song,  6y  a  Perfon  of  Ratify.  Jf 

TuQOE  adeo  rofeas  expande  volatilis  alas, 
Et  leviter  pedtus  tange,  Cupido,  meum. 

Imperils,  pulchelle,  tuis  ego  fervulus  ultro; 
Naturam  ars  vi<^rix  fcilicet  ufque  domat. 

Arcades,  sterno  viridantes  flore  juventa:, 
Nodte  innutantcs  qualibet  inter  oves, 

XJfpicite,  ut  fenfim  languens  juvenilior  jetas, 
Hjec  juxta,  hcec,  inquam  florea  faxa  perit  I 

Ante  omnes  carum  fie  levit  Adonida  Cypris, 
Deceptufque  Deam  trtftius  urfit  amor  ; 

Hunc,  tacit^  adrepcns  per  denfa  filentia  noiSis 
Incantum  fasvo  dente  momordit  aper. 

Stringe  lyram  interea  pulchre  Prudentia  ludenf, 
Harmoniasque  graves,  Cynthia,  fimde  modos  ! 

D(i6lx  aniLs  vigiles  curas  fopire  canendo, 

Tuque  tuum  impcrti,  Prajfes  Apollo,  choiTim ! 

Tuque  adamnnteis,  Pluton'  armate  catenis, 
O  tu  terrornm  i-ex,  metuende  Deus, 

Due  me,  qua.  pafilm  thryftaliina  flumina  currunt, 
Elyfiique  lavat  lucida  iympha  nemus. 

Vos  etiam  maefti  fallces,  triftefque  cuprefli 
Aurclix  xternum  ferta  dicata  mea; ; 
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Audi  etiani,  Morplieu,  divum  placidiflime  Mor- 
phea, 
Ut  queror,  ut  penitus  maceror  igne  novo. 

Trifte  fluens,  fed  lene  fluens,  Maander,  amano 
Murmure  qui  curfiim  flcxilis  orbe  rotas ! 

Margins  fepe  etiam  quam  plurinius  errat  ainator, 
Cui  tua  fubmittunt  florea  dona  decus. 

Sic  quando  fenfim  languens  Philomela,  filentem 
Mollior  aggreditur,  nee  fine  voce,  procum  ; 

Afpice,  de  coelo  interea  Junonius  ales 
Defcendens,  fato  cedit  inane  Melos. 

FART  OF  homer's 

HYMN  TO  APOLLO. 
Tranjlafed  from  the  Greek. 

God  of  the  bow  !  Apollo,  thee  T  (Ing  ; 
Thee,  as  thou  draw'ft  amain  the  founding  firing, 
Th'  immortal  pow'rs  revere  with  homage  low, 
And  ev'ry  godhead  trembles  at  thy  bow. 
Ail  but  Latona  :  flie  with  mighty  Jove 
Eyes  thee  with  all  a  tender  parent's  love  ; 
Clofes  thy  quiver,  thy  tough  bow  unbends. 
And  high  amid  th'  ethereal  donx  fufpends,- 
Then  Imiling  leads  thee,  her  all-gloriovs  fon. 
To  (hare  the  mighty  thunderer's  awful  throne. 
Goblets  of  neiflar  thy  glad  fire  prepares, 
And  thee,  his  faireft.  noblcft.  fon  declares ; 
While  ev'ry  god  fits  rapt,  Latona's  bread 
Beats  with  fuperior  joy,    and  hails  her  fon  con- 
feft. 

Thrice  bleft  Latona  !  from  thee,  goddefs,  fprung 
Diana  chafte,  and  Phoebus  ever-young  : 
*  Her  in  Ortygia's  ifle,  and  him  you  bore 
At  Cynthius'  hill  on  Delos'  fea  girt  fuore. 
Where  the  tall  palm  uprears  its  lovely  head, 
And  clear  Inopus  laves  the  flow'ry  mead. 

O  Phoebus,  where  Ihall  I  begin  thy  praife  ? 
Well  can'ft  thou  rule  the  poet's  artlef:.  lays. 
Oft  on  tl°e  craggy  rock,  or  mountain  hoar, 
By  river  fide,  or  on  the  fea's  hoarfe  fliore, 
Wandr'ing  well-pleafed,  with  mufic's  magic  found. 
And  airs  divine,  thou  charm'fl:  the  region  round. 
Say,  Ihall  I  fing  how  firft  on  Delos'  (horc, 
Thee,  glorious  progeny,  Latona  boref  •' 
How  firft,  from  other  ifles,  befet  with  grief, 
In  vain  thy  tortur'd  mother  fought  relief. 
Each  to  her  out-cad  woe  denied  abode, 
Nor  durft  one  ifle  receive  the  future  god. 
At  length  to  Delos  came  the  lab'riiig  fair, 
And  fuppliant  thus  befought  her  needful  care. 

Delos  !  receive  Apollo,  and  O  !  raife 
A  glorious  temple  to  record  his  praife  ! 
Then  fliall  he  govern  thee  with  gentle  fway. 
And  only  Phcebus  {hall  thine  ifle  obey. 
What  though  no  flocks,  nor  herds,  nor  j;iicy  vine, 
Nor  plants  of  thoufand  natures  ftiall  be  thine, 

•  Delos  and  Ortygia  are  mentioned  as  different  ijlands 
in  the  original. 

\  Here  feveral  verfes  containing  nothing  but  a  Mere 
Isfl  of  the  names  of  ijlands  ars  omiitid. 
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Swift  to  the  temple  of  the  Bowyer-king ", 
Oblati.'nsrich  fliall  ev'ry  nation  bring  ; 
For  ever  from  thy  altars  fiiall  arife 
The  fragraiit  incenfe  of  burnt-facrilire. 
No  longer  then  rcgiet  thy  barren  foil, 
Receive  the  G')d..and  live  by  other's  toil ! 

She  fpake  :   with  inward  rapture  Delos  fmii'd, 
And  footh'd  the  fuppliant  pow'r  with  anlwer  mild. 

Latona  !  mighty  Caius'  daughter  fair, 
Full  willingly  would  Delos  eafe  thy  care, 
Full  willingly  behold  htr  barren  earth 
Witnefs  the  glories  of  Apollo's  birth  : 
The  mighty  god  wruld  raife  my  lowiy  name, 
And  confccrate  his  native  ifle  tu  fame. 
One  fear  alone  didraiils  my  beating  heart ; 
That  fear,  O  goddefs,  lift  while  I  impart. 
Second  to  none  amid  th'  ethereal  flsies, 
Apollo  foon  all  terrible  Ihall  rife  ; 
All  nations  Ihall  adore  the  mighty  god. 
And  kings  and  kingdoms  tremble  at  his  nod." 
Haply  (for  ah  !   dire  fears  my  foul  infcd. 
And  fill  with  horror  my  tumultutuis  bread) 
Soon  as  the  glorious  godhead  fnall  be  born. 
My  defert  region  will  he  vltw  with  fcorn. 
Indignant  fjiurn  me,  curfe  my  barren  foil, 
And  plunge  into  the  waves  my  hated  ifld. 
Triumphant  thgn  to  happier  climes  remove. 
There  fix  his  Ihrine,  plant  there  hiv  facr«;d  grovc^ 
Whelm'd  in  the  briny  main  fliall  Delos  lay, 
To  all  the  finny  brood  a  wretched  prey. 
But,  O  Latona  !  if,  to  quell  my  fear. 
You'll  deign  a  fokmn  facred  oath  to  Iv^'far, 
That  here  the  god  his  glorious  feat  fliall  hold, 
And  here  his  fapient  oracles  unfoU, 
Your  facred  burden  here,  Latona,  lay, 
Here  view  the  godhead  burfting  into  day.  ', 

Thus  DcJos  pray'd,  nor  was  htr  pray'r  denied. 
But  foon  with  folemn  vows  thus  ratified  ; 
W^itnefs  O  heaven  and  earth  !  O  Stygian  lake  ! 
Dire  adjuration,  that  no  god  my  break  ! 
In  Delos  ihall  Apollo's  flirine  be  rear'd, 
Delos,  his  bed  belov'd,  mod  honour'd,  nsoft  re- 
ver'd. 

Thus  vow'd  Latona  :  Delos  hail'd  her  earth 
Bleft  in  the  glories  of  Apollo's  birth. 
Nine  haplefs  days  and  nights,  with  wri'hing  throes. 
And  all  the  anguifli  of  a  mother's  woes, 
Latona  toitur'd  lay;   in  forrowing  mood. 
Around  her  many  a  fifter-goddefs  dood. 
Aloft  in  hi-aven  imperial  Juno  fat. 
And  view'd  relenilefs  her  unhappy  fate. 
Lucina  too,  the  kind  afTuaging  i  ow'r 
That  tends  the  la'.i'ring  mother's  chiln-bed  houfj 
And  mitigate;  her  woes,  in  golden  clouds 
High  on  Olympus'  top  the  goddefs  flirouds. 
Her  large  full  eyes  with  indignation  roll, 
And  livid  envy  feiz'd  her  haughty  foul. 
That  from  Latona's  loins  was  doom'd  to  fprtng 
So  great  a  fon,  the  mighty  Bi>wyer.k'ng. 
The  milder  pow'rs,  that  near  the  lab 'ring  fair 
"View'd  all  her  pangs  with  unavailing  care, 

*  Bowyer-king,  <2«</Bowyer-god,o«  ^jr/Jr^^cT*^ 
frequently  ufcdby  Dry  din,  in  bii  --jerftiiioftbefrp  lliad^ 
to  fgnify  Apolli, 
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Fair  Iris  feut,  the  many  tolour'd  maid. 
To  ^ain  with  goodly  gifts  Lucina's  aid, 
But.  charg'J  her  heed,  left  Juno  fhould  prevent 
With  prchibition  dire  their  kind  intent. 
Feet  as  the  winged  winds,  the  flying  fair 
AVith  nimble  pialon  cut  the  liquid  air. 
Olympus  gain'd,  apart  fl:e  call'd  the  maid, 
Then  lought  with  many  a  pray'r  her  needful  aid. 
And  mov'd  her  foul  :  when  foon  witli  dove-like 

pace 
Swiftly  they  meafur'd  back  the  viewlefs  airy  fpace. 

Soon  as  to  Delos'  ifle  l.ucina  came 
The  pangs  of  tfavail  feiz'd  l.atona's  frame. 
Her  twirnig  arms  flic  threw  the  palm  around, 
And  prcft  with  docp-indented  knee  the  ground  : 
Then  into  day  fprung  forth  the  jolly  boy, 
£arth  fmil'd  beneath,  and  heaven  rang  with  joy. 

The  iiOer  pow'rs  that  rour.d  Latona  flood 
With  chafte  ab'uitions  cic-ans  d  the  infant-god. 
His  iovcly  limbs  in  mantle  white  they  bound, 
And  gently  drew  a  golden  fwathe  around 
He  hung  not  hclplefs  at  his  mother's  breaft. 
But  Themi's  fed  him  with  an  heavenly  feaft. 
Plcas'u  while  l-atoTia  views  the  heavenly  boy, 
And  fondly  glows  with  all  a  mothei'sjoy, 
The  lufty  babe,  (Ir-'ng  with  ambroCal  food. 
In  vain  their  bonds  or  golden  fwathes  withftood; 
Bonds,    fwathes,    and    ligaments    with    eafe    he 

broke. 
And  thus  the  wond'ring  deities  befpoke ; 
"   The  lyre,  and  founding  bow,  and  to  declare 
"  The  thund'rer''  counfels,  be  Apollo's  care !" 
He  fpake  ;  and  onwards  all  majeftic  ftrode  ; 
The  queen  of  heaven  awe-flruck  view'd  the  god, 
Delos  beheld  him  with  a  tender  fmile. 
And  hail'd.,  enrich'd  with  gold,  her  happy  ifle; 
Her  happy  ific,  Apollo's  native  feat, 
His  facrcd  haunt,  his  beA-belov'd  retreat. 
Grac'd  with  Apollo,  Delos  gloiions  ihines. 
As  the  tall  mountain  crown'd  with  (lately  pines. 

Now  ihiny  Cyiithus  vjould  the  god  afcend. 
And  now  his  c?'urfe  to  variou-  iflands  bend. 
Full  n-.any  a  fane,  and  r-^cl:,  and  fhady  grove, 
River,  and  mountain  did  Apollo  love; 
B-it  chiefly  Delos  :    The  lotiiaTis  there, 
V/ith  i^eir  chafte  v\  ives  and  prattling  babes,  repair. 
There  gladly  celebrate  Ap.ll  'sname 
With  many  a  folemn  rite  and  facred  game; 
The  jolly  dance  and  holy  hymn  prepare. 
And  with  the  cseft;!";  urge  th.  manly  war. 
If,  when  thiir  facred  feaft  th    I"-  iaii<:  hold. 
Their  gallant  fports  a  ftranyer  {hould  behold. 
View   the  ftrong  nerve.-,   the  brawny  chiefs  that 

brace, 
Or  eye  the  fi^frer  charms  of  female  grace; 
Then  mark  their  riches  of  a  thoufand  kinds, 
And  their  till  fhjps  born  fwift  before  the  winds, 
So  goodly  t'>  the  light  wou'd  all  app.  ar. 
The  fair  afTem'ily  gods  he  woulH  declare. 
Therp  too  tic  Dclian  virgins,  beautcus  rhoir, 
Apollo's  handmaids,  w.ike  the  living  lyre; 
To  Ppoebu-i  lii(!  'Hey  cnntecrate  the  lays, 
JLato!-a  then  and  chalte  Diana  jTaiie, 
Then  heroes  old,  and  matron  =  chafte  rehearfe, 
And  footh  the  raptur'd  heart  with  facred  verfe. 


Each  voice,  the  Delian  maids,  each  human  found 
With  apteft  imitation  fwect  refound  : 
Their  tongue  fo  juft.!y  tunc  with  accents  new, 
That  none  the  falfe  diftinguifh  from  the  true. 

Larona     Phoebus  !  Dian,  lovely  fair  1 
Bleft  Delian  nymphs,  .Apollo's  chiefell  care. 
All  hail !   and  O  with  praif'.  your  poet  crown, 
Nor  all  his  labours  in  oblivion  drown  ! 
If  haply  fome  poor  pilgrim  (hall  inquire, 
"  O,  virgins,  who  mo't  fkilful  frr.ites  the  lyre  ? 
"  Whofe  lofty  verfe  in  fweeteft  defcant  rolls, 
"   .A.nd  charms  to  cxcafy  the  hearers  fouls  ?" 
O  anfwer,  a  blind  bard  in  Cliios  dwells, 
In  all  the  arts  of  verfe  who  far  excells. 
Then  o'er  the  ea-th  fhall  fpread  my  glorious  fame, 
And  d;P.ant  nations  (hall  record  my  name. 
But  Phoebus  never  will  I  ceafe  to  fing, 
Latona's  noble  fon,  the  mighty  Bowyer-king. 

Thee  Lycia  and  Mn:onia,  thee,  great  pow'r 
The  bleft  Miletu;'  habitants  adore  ; 
But  thy  Inv'd  haunt  is  fea-girt  Delos"  fhore. 

Now  Pytho's  ftony  foil  Apollo  treads. 
And  all  around  ambrofial  fragrance  flicds, 
Then  ftrikes  v/ith  matchlcfs  art  the  golden  firings. 
And  ev'ry  hill  with  heavenly  mufic  rings. 

Olympus  now  and  the  divine  abodes 
Glorious  he  feeks,  and  mixes  with  the  gnds. 
Each  heavenly  bofom  pants  with  fond  deHre 
To  hfiar  the  lofty  verfe  and  golden  lyre. 
Drawn  by  the  magic  found,  the  virgin  nine 
With  warblings  fweet  the  facred  minftrel  join  : 
Now  with  glad  heart,  loud  voice,  and  jocund  lays 
Full  fweedy  carol  bounteous  heaven's  praife  ; 
And  now  in  dirges  fad,  and  numbers  flow 
Relate  the  piteous  tale  of  human  woe; 
Woe,  by  the  gods  on  wretched  mortals  caft. 
Who  vainly  Ihun  affliclion's  win'try  blaft, 
And  all  in  vain  attempt  with  fond  delay 
Death's  certain  (haft  t()ward,or  chafe  old  age  away. 

The  graces  there,  and  fmiling  hours  are  feen, 
And  Cytheria,  laughter-loving  queen. 
And  harmony,  and  Hebe,  lovely  band, 
To  fprightlieil  meafurcs  dancing  hand  in  hand. 
There,  of  nc  common  port  or  vulgar  mien, 
W  th  heavenly  radiance,  ihines  the  huntrefs-queen, 
Wirbles  refponfive  to  the  golden  lyre. 
Tunes  her  glad  notes,  and  joins  the  virgin  chcir. 
There  Mars  and  iVIercury  with  awkward  play, 
And  uncouth  gambols,  walle  the  live-long  day. 

Ihere  as  Apollo  moves  with  graceful  pace 
A  thoufand  glr.rie?  play  around  his  face. 
In  fplcndour  dreft  he  joins  the  feftive  band. 
And  fwceps  the  g'>ld?:n  lyre  with  magic  hand. 
Mean  while,  Latona  and  imperial  Jove 
Eye  the  bright  godhead  with  parental  love 


And,  as  the  deities  around  him  play, 


[vey^ 


Well  plcas'd  his  goodly  mien  and  awful  port  fur- 

•  Tie  Tranjlator,  -when  be  began  this  piece,  bad 
fome  thoughts  "f  g^'ving  a  complete  E.nglijh  verjion  of  all 
Homei  s  Hymns,  being  the  cnty  parts  of  his  luoris  ne- 
I'er  yet  ira'fluled ;  but  (to  fay  nothing  of  his  opinien  of 
this  fpecimat  of  bis  irjnflaiion  j  fearing  that  this  fpeciet 
of  poetry,  though  it  has  its  beauties  and  does  not  luant. 
adialrers  amcr.g  the  learned,  ivould  appear  far  lefs  a* 


POEMS. 


FROM  CATUr.LUS. 

Chloe,  that  dear  bewitching  prude, 
Still  calls  me  faucy,  pert,  and  rude. 

And  fometimes  almoO  ftrikcs  me  ; 
And  yet,  I  fwcar,  I  can't  tell  how, 
Spite  of  the  knitting  of  her  brow, 

I'm  very  fare  fiie  likes  me. 

Alk  you  me,  why  I  fancy  thus? 
Why,  I  have  call'd  her  jilt  and  pufs, 

And  thought  myfelf  above  her; 
And  yet  I  feel  it.  to  my  coft. 
That  when  I  rail  againft  her  nioft, 

I'm  very  fure  I  love  her. 

THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF  THE  HENRIADE. 

Travjlatedfrom  the  French  of  M.  de  VsUairi. 

Thy  chieftain,  France,  of  try'd  illuftrious  worth, 
By  riglit  of  CO  .queft,  king,  by  right  of  birth, 
I  fjng.  Who,  tutor'd  in  misfor;une's  fchool, 
There  harnt  the  nobleft  fcience,  how  to  rule; 
Bad  fadlion's  furious  difcord  ceafe  to  rave, 
Valiant  to  conquer,  nierciful  to  fave  ; 
Baffled  the  daiing  league's  rebellious fchemes, 
Mayenn  .  s  pioud  hopes,  and  Spain's  ambitious 

dreams ; 
With  civil  prudence  blefl,  with  martial  fire, 
A  nati.in's  Ci;nqucror,  and  a  nation's  fire     [height 
s  ruth,    heavenly   maid,    from    th'    Empyrean 
D.  fcend.  and  with  thy  ftrong  and  pureft  light 
My  vcrfe  illume  !  and  O,  let  mortals  hear 
Thy  facred  word,  and  awfully  revere  1 
Be  '^hou  my  guide  !  thy  fage  experience  brings 
Unerring  niaxims  to  the  ear  oi  kings.    ' 
'  ri^  thine,  bleft  maid,  and  only  thine,  to  Ihow 
What  mofl.  befits  the  regal  pAv'r  to  know. 
Purge  thou  the  film  frou!  off  a  nation's  eyes, 
And  Ihow  what  ills  from  civil  difcord  rife  ! 
Nor  fpare  with  decent  boldnefs  to  difclofe 
The  prince's  errors,  and  the  people's  woes  : 
And  O  !  if  fable  e'er,  in  times  of  yore, 
Mtx'd  her  foft  accents  with  thy  fttrncr  lore, 
If  e'er  her  hapd  adorn'd  thy  tow'ring  head. 
And  '  'er  tiiy  front  her  milder  graces  fpread  ; 
If  e'er  heir  Ihadcf,  which  lovingly  unite. 
Bad  thy  fair  form  fpring  ftronger  into  light. 
With  me,  permit  her  all  thy  flep.-i  to  trace, 
Not  to  conceal  thy  beauties,  but  to  grate  ! 

ijtill  Valo!s  reign'd,  and  funk  in  pleafure's 
bow'r. 
O'er  a  mad  ftate  held  loofe  the  reins  of  pnw'r  : 
The  trampled  law  had  loft  its  ancient  force. 
And  right  confounded,  mils'd  her  even  courfe. 
'  Twas  thus  when  Valoi^  France's  Iccptre  bore, 
Scepter'd  mdeed,  but  now  a  king  no  more  ; 
ISot  glory's  minion  now,  the  voice  of  fame, 
Sweird  the  loud  trumpet  to  the  hero's  name; 

greeahle  to  the  mere  Eiiglijh  reader,  he  dcjijled.  The'U 
ivbo  ivouldform  thejuftejl  idaa  of  this  fort  of  compofttfon 
among  the  ancients,  may  be  better  informed,  by  pcrvftng 
Dr  Ake'fde'  s  mof.  claffical  hymn  to  the  Naiads,  (ban 
frcitn  any  traajlaticn  of  Homer  or  Qall'machus, 


His  laurels  wither'd,  and  all  blafled  now, 
Which  conqueft  hung  upon  his  infant  brow  ; 
Whofe  progrefs  Europe  mark'd  with  confcious  fear, 
Whofe  lofs  ptovok'dhis  country's  common  tear. 
When,  the  long  train  of  all  his  virtues  known, 
The  north  admiring  call'd  him  to  the  throne. 
In  fecond  rank,  the  light  whicli  ftrikes  the  eye?, 
Rais'd  to  the  firfl,  grows  dim,  and  feebly  dies. 
From  war's  ftern  foldici,  adlive,  firm,  and  brave. 
He  funk  a  monarch   pleafure's  abj:(5l  Have. 
LuU'd  with  foft  ea!"e,  f -rgeiful  ail  of  ftate. 
His  weaknefs  tntter'd  with  a  kingdom'-,  weight; 
W^hilft  loft  in  floth,  and  dead  to  glorious  fame, 
The  fons  of  riot  govern'd  in  his  name. 
QiTELus,  St.  Mai.  ri.j.  death-cemented  pair, 
JoYFUSE  the  gay,  and  D'Esperon  the  fair. 
The  carelefs  king  in  pleafure  plung'd  with  thefe. 
In  luft  intemperate,  and  lethargic  eafe. 

Meantime  the  Guisr.s,  fortunate  and  brave, 
Catch'd  the  fair  moment  which  his  weakncfsgave. 
Then  rofe  the  fatal  league  in  evil  hour, 
1  hat  dreadful  rival  of  his  waning  pow'r. 
The  people  blind,  their  facred  monarch  brav'd. 
Led  by  thofe  tyrants,  who  their  rights  enflav'd. 
His  fri -nds  forfook  him,  hclplefs  and  alone. 
His  fervants  chasd  him  from  his  royal  throne  ; 
Revohed  Paris,  deaf  to  kingly  awe. 
Within  her  gates  the  crowding  ftrangcr  faw. 
I'hrough  all  the  city  burfl  rebellion's  flame; 
And  all  was  loft,  v^hen  virtuous  jBourbon  came  ; 
Came,  f. 11  of  warlike  ardour,  to  reftore 
That  light  his  prince,  deluded,  had  no  more. 
His  ailive  preffuce  breath'd  an  inftant  flame; 
No  longer  now  the  fluggifh  fons  of  (hame. 
Onward  they  prefs,  where  glory  calls,  to  arms. 
And  fpring  to  war  fri.m  pleafure's  filken  charms  : 
To  Fari-'  gates  both  kings  advance  amain. 
Rome  felt  th'  alarm   and  trembled  haughty  Spain  : 
While  Europe,  watching  where  the  tenipeft  falls, 
With  anxious  eyes  beheid  th'  unhappy  walls. 

Within  was  Disco.id,  with  her  hell-born  train, 
Stirring  'o  war  the  league,  and  haughty  Mayne, 
The  people,  and  the  cluirch  :  and  from  on  high 
CdU'd  out  to  Spain,  rebellion's  prompt  ally. 
UiscoRD,  dread  mofiiter,  deaf  to  human  woe, 
To  her  own  fub)c6l-san  avengeful  foe, 
Bloody,  impetuous,  eager  to  deftroy. 
In  man's  misfortune  founds  her  hateiul  joy  ; 
To  neither  party  ought  of  mercy  fhown. 
Well  pleas'd  Ihe  ftabs  the  dagger  in  her  own  ; 
Dwells  a  fierce  tjrant  in  the  breaft  ihe  fires. 
And  fmiles  to  puniPa  what  herfelf  infpires. 
Weft  of  the  city,  near  thefe  borders  gay. 
Where  Seine  obliquely  \yind>-  her  floping  way, 
(Scenes  now,  where  pleafure's  foft  retreats  are 

found, 
Where  triumphs  art,  and  nature  fmiles  around. 
Then,  by  the  will  of  fate,  the  bloody  ftage 
For  war's  ftern  combat  and  relentlcfs  rage) 
rh' unhappy  Valuis  bade  his  troops  advance. 
There   rufti'd  at  once   the   generous  ftrtngth  of 

France. 
A  thoufand  heroes,  eager  for  the  fight, 
Ry  fedts  divided,  from  revenge  unite. 
Thefe  virtuous  Bou  k<5on  leads,  their  chofen  guide, 
Their  caufe  confederate,  and  their  hearts  allied. 
X^ij 
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THE   WORKS  OF    LLOYb. 


It  feem'd  the  army  felt  one  common  flame, 
Their  zeal,  religion,  caufe,  and  chief  the  fame. 
The  facred  Louis,  fire  of  Bourbon's  race, 
f'rom  azure  flcies,  befide  the  throne  of  grace. 
With  holy  joy  beheld  his  future  heir, 
And  ey'd  the  hero  with  paternal  care; 
With  fuch  as  prophets  feel,  a  bleft  prefage, 
He  faw  the  virt^le^  cf  his  ripening  age  : 
Saw  glory  round  him  all  her  laurels  deal, 
Vet  -.vaird  his  errors,  though  he  lov'd  his  zeal; 
With  eye  prophetic  he  beheld,  e'en  now. 
The  crown  of  France  adorn  his  royal  brow  ; 
Jrtt  knew  the  wreath  was  deftin'd  which  they  gave, 
More  will'd  the  faint,  the  light  which  fliines  to 
fave. 
Still  Hei-ry's  ftepsmov'd  onward  to  the  throne, 
By  fecret  ways,  e'en  to  himfelf  unknown ; 
His  lielp  from  Heaven  the  holy  prophet  fcnt, 
But  hid  the  arm  his  wife  indulgence  lent  : 
Left  fure  of  conqueft,  he  had  llack'd  his  flame, 
iior  grappled  danger  for  the  meed  of  fame. 

Already  Mak  s  had  donn'd  his  coat  of  mail. 
And  doubtful  ccnqueft  held  her  even  fcale  ; 
Carnage  with  blood  had  mark'd  his  purple  way. 
And  flaughter'd  heaps  in  wild  confufion  lay, 
W^hen  Valois  thus  his  part'ner  king  addreft. 
The  figh  deep-heaving  from  his  anxious  breaft. 

"  You  fee  what  fate,  what  humbling  fate  is  mine, 
"  Nor  yet  alone — the  injury  is  thine. 
•*  The  dauntlefs  league,  by  hardy  chieftains  led, 
'*  Which  hifles  faction  with  her  hydra  head, 
"  Boldly  confederate  by  a  defperate  oath, 
"  Aims  not  at  me  alone,  but  flrikes  at  both. 
"  Though  I  long  fince  the  regal  circle  wear, 
"   Though  thou  by  rank  fucceed  my  rightful  heir, 
"   Paris  difowns  us,  nor  will  homage  bring 
"  To  me  their  prefent,  you  their  future  king. 
"  Thine,  well  they  know  the  next  illullrious  claim, 
♦*  From  law,  from  birth,  and  deeds  of  loudeft 

"  fame; 
•'  Yet  from  that  throne's  hereditary  right 
''  Where  1  but  totter,  would  exclude  thee  quite. 
•'  Religion  hurls  her  furious  bolts  on  thee, 
•'  And  holy  councils  join  her  firm  decree  : 
•'  Ro  mi:,  though  file  raife  no  foldier's  martial  band, 
••  Yet  kindles  war    through   every    awe-ftruck 

"  land; 
"  Beneath  her  banners  bids  each  hod  repair, 
"  And  trufls  her  thunder  to  the  Spaniard's  care, 
"  Far  from  my  hopes  each  fummer  friend  is  flown, 
"  No  fubjedts  hail  me  on  my  facred  throne; 
••   No  kindred  now  the  kind  afFc<ftlon  fhows, 
"   All  fly  their  king,  abandon,  or  oppofe  :  ' 
"  Rich  in  my  fpoils,  with  greedy  treacherous  hade, 
•'  While  the  bafe  Spaniard  lays  my  country  wafte. 
"  'Midft  foes  like  thefe,  abandoned,  and  betray'd, 
•'  France  in  her  turn  fliall  feck  a  foreign  aid  : 
•'  Shall  Britain's  court  by  fecret  methods  try, 
"  And  win  J.liza  for  a  firm  ally. 
"  Of  old  I  know  between  each  pow'rful  {late, 
"   Subfifts  a  jealous  and  immortal  hate  ; 
"  That  London  lifts  its  tow'ring  front  on  highj 
"   And  looks  on  Paris  with  a  rival  eye  ; 
"  But  I,  the  monarch  cf  each  pageant  throne, 
"  iiave  i:ow  no  fuljcifli.  and  uo  country  own  : 


"  Vengeance  alone  my  (lern  refolves  avow, 

"  Who  gives  me  that,  to  me  is  Frenchman  now. 

"   The  fnail-pac'd  agents,  whofe  deliberate  way 

"  Creeps  on  in  trammels  of  prefcrib'd  delay, 

"  Such  fit  not  now :   'tis  you,  great  prince,  alone 

"   Mull  halle  a  fuppliant  to  Eliza's  throne. 

"  Your  voice  alone  (hall  needful  fuccours  bring, 

"   And  arm  Britannia  for  an  injur'd  king. 

"  To  Albion  hence,  and  let  thy  happier  name 

"   Plead  the  king's  caufe,  and  raife  their  generous 

"  flame  ! 
"   My  foes'  defeat  upon  thy  arm  depends, 
"  But  from  thy  virtue  I  muft  hope  for  friends." 
Thus  fpoke  the  king,  while  Henrv's  looks  con- 
feft 
The  jealous  ardour  which  inflam'd  his  breaft, 
Left  others*  arms  might  urge  their  glorious  claim, 
And  ravifti  from  him  half  the  meed  of  fame. 
With  deep  regret  the  hero  number'd  o'er 
The  wreaths  of  glory  he  had  won  before  ; 
When,  withou:  fuccour.«,  without  flcill's  intrigue, 
Himfelf  with  Oonde  ftiook  the  trembling  league. 
When  thofe  command,  who  holds  the  regal  fway. 
It  is  a  fubjedt's  virtue  to  obey. 
Refolv'd  to  follow  what  the  king  commands. 
The  blows,  fufpended,  fell  not  from  his  hands; 
He  rein'd  the  ardour  of  his  noble  mind. 
And,  parting,  left  the  gather'd  wreaths  behind. 
Th'  aftonifli'd  army  felt  a  deep  concern. 
Fate  feem'd  depending  on  the  chief's  return. 
His  abfence  ftill  unknown,  the  pent-up  foe 
In  dire  expedlance  dread  the  fudden  blow ; 
While  Vai-ois'  troops  ftill  feel  their  hero's  flame. 
And  virtue  triumphs  in  her  Henry's  name. 

Of  all  his  fav'rites,  none  their  chief  attend,       j 
Save  Mornay  brave,  his  foul's  familiar  friend. 
MoRNAY  of  fteady  faith,  and  manners  plain, 
And  truth,  untainted  with  the  flatt'rers  ftrain; 
Rich  in  defert,  of  valour  rarely  cried, 
A  virtuous  champion,  though  on  error's  fide  ; 
With  fignal  prudence  bleft,  with  patriot  zeal 
Firm  to  his  church,  and  to  the  public  weal ; 
Cenfor  of  courtiers,  but  by  courts  belov'd, 
Rome's  fierce  aflailant,  and  by  Rome  approv'd. 

Acrofs  two  rocks,  where  with  tremendous  loar 
The  foaming  ocean  lafties  either  ftiore, 
To  Dieppe's  ftrong  port  the  hero's  fteps  repair, 
The  ready  failors  ply  their  bufy  care. 
The  tow'ring  fhips,  old  ocean's  lordly  kings, 
Alnft  in  air  difplay  their  canvas  wings ; 
Not  fwell'd  by  Boreas  now,  the  glaffy  feas 
Fiow'd  calmly  on,  with  zephyr's  gentle  breeze. 
Now,   anchor  weigh'd,   they   quit   the   friendly' 

ftiore, 
And  land  receding  greets  their  eyes  no  more. 
Jocund  they  fail'd,  and  Albion's  chalky  height 
At  diftance  rofe  full  fairly  to  the  fight. 
When  rumbling  thunders  rend  th'  affrighted  pole. 
Loud  roar  the  winds,  and  feas  tempeftuous  roll : 
The  livid  lightnings  cleave  the  darken'd  air. 
And  all  around  reigns  horror  and  defpair. 
No  partial  fear  the  hero's  bofom  knows, 
Wliich  only  trembled  for  his  country's  woes. 
It  feem'd  his  looks  tow'rd  her  in  filence  bent, 
Accus'd  the  muds,  which  crofs'd  his  great  intent. 
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So  CaSAR,  ftrivlng  for  a  conquer'd  world, 
Near  Epirc's  banks,  with  adverfe  temped  hurl'd, 
Trufting;,  undaunted,  and  fecurely  brave, 
Rome's  at".!  the  world's  fate  to  the  fwelling  wave. 
Though  leagu'd  wth  Pompey  Neptune's  felf 

engag:e, 
Oppos'd  his  fortune  to  dull  ocean's  rage. 

Meantime  that  God,  whofe  power  the  tempeft 
bill  Lis, 
Who  rides  triumphant  on  the  wings  of  winds. 
That  God,  whofe  wifdoni,  'vhich  prefides  o'er  all, 
Can  raile,  pr  rrd,  or  crufh  this  earthly  ball, 
From  his  brigiu  throne,  bc-yond  the  flarry  Ikies, 
Belicld  the  hero  with  confidtring  eyes, 
Got)  was  his  guic^e,  and  'mid  the  tempeft'a  roar 
The  toffiiig  velTel  reach'd  the  rteighbouring  (bore; 
Where  Jerfey  rifes  from  the  ocean's  bed. 
There,  heaven-condudled,  was  the  hero  led. 

At  a  fmall  diftanre  from   the  ftiorc  there  flood, 
The  growth  of  many  years,  s  fhadowy  wood. 
A  neighbouring  rock  the  caini  retirement  faves 
From  the  rude  blafts, and  hcHrle  reiounding  waves. 
A  grotto  ftands  behind,  wli  jCc  ftrudlure  knows 
The  fimple  grice  which  ifature's  hand  beftows. 
Here,  far  from  court  remov  d,  a  h<  ly  fage 
S})ent  the  mild  evening  of  declining  age 
Whi!"  free  from  worldly  toils  and  worldly  woe, 
His  only  ftudy  was  himfelf  to  know  : 
Here  mus'd,  regretting  on  his  niifpent  days, 
Or  loft  in  love,  or  pleafure'.-  flow'ry  maze. 
No  gufts  of  folly  fwell  the  dangerous  tide, 
While  all  his  paffions  to  a  calm  iubfide  ; 
The  bubble  life  he  held  an  empty  dream. 
His  food  the  fimple  herb,  his  drink  the  ftream  ; 
Tranquil  and  calm  he  drew  his  aged  breath, 
And  look'd  with  patience   tow'rd  the   port  of 

death. 
When  the  pure  foul  to  blifsfiil  realms  fliall  foar, 
And  join  with  God  himfelf  to  part  no  more. 
The  God  he  worfliipp'd  ey'd  the  zealous  fage. 
And  blefs'd  with  wifdom's  lore  his  filver'd  age  : 
Gave  him  the  flcill  of  prophecy  to  know. 
And  from  fate's  volume  read  events  below. 

The  fage  with  confcious  joy  the  prince  addrefs'd, 
Ahd  fpread  the  table  for  his  royal  guell ; 
The  prompt  repaft,  which  fimple  nature  fuits. 
The  ftream's  frefli  water,  and  the  foreft's  roots. 
Npt  Hnaccuftom'd  to  the  homely  fare. 
The  warrior  fat;  for  oft  from  bufy  care. 
From  court  retir'd,  and  pomp's  faftidious  pride. 
The  hero  dar'd  to  throw  the  king  afide  : 
And  in  the  ruflic  cot  well-pleas'd  partook 
Of  labour's  mean  repaft,  and  cheerful  look  ; 
Found  in  himfelf  the  joys  to  k)n{>s  unknown. 
And  felf-depos'd  forgot  the  lordly  throne. 

The  world's  contention  to  their  minds  fupplies 
Much  converfc,  wholefome  to  the  good  and  wife. 
Much  did  they  talk  of  woes  in  human  life. 
Of  Chriftiau  kingdoms  torn  with  jarring  ftrife. 
The  zeal  of  Mornav,  like  a  ftubborn  fort, 
4-ttach'd  to  Calvin  ftood  his  firm  fupport. 
Henry,  ftiil  doubting,  fought  th'  indulgent  Ikles, 
That  light's  clear  ray  might  burft  upon  his  eyes, 
"  Muft  then,  faid  he.  the  truth  be  always  found, 
i'  To  mortals  weak  wfith  miftaencoaipafi'd  round  ?  | 


"  Muft  I  ftill  err  ?  my  way  in  darknefs  trod, 
"  Nor  know  the  path  which  leads  me  to  my  God  ? 
'•   If  all  alike  he  will'd  us  to  obey, 
"  The  God  who  will'd  it  had  prelcrib'd  the  way." 

"  Let  us  not  vainly  God's  defigns  explore  ! 
"  (The  fage  reply'd)  be  humble,  and  adore ! 
"   Arraign  not  madly  Heav'n's  unerring  laws 
"  For  faults,  where  mortals  are  themfelves  the 
"  Thefe  aged  eyes  beheld  in  days  of  yore,  [caule. 
"  When  Calvin's  doiSrine  reach'd  the  Gallic  (hore, 
"  Then,  though  with  blood  it  now  diftains  the 

earth, 
"  Creeping  in  fliade,  and  humble  in  the  birth, 
"  I  faw  it  banifti'd  by  religion's  laws, 
"  Without  one  fricid  to  combat  in  the  caufe. 
"    Through  waye  oblique  I  faw  the  phantom  tread, 
"  Slow  winding,  and  alham'd  to  rear  her  head, 
"    rTti  at  the  laft,  upiieid  by  pow'rful  at-ms, 
"   'Midft  cannons  thunder,  and  'mid  war's  alarms, 
'*  Burit  forth  the  monfter  in  the  glare  of  light, 
"   With  tovv'ring  front  full  drcidful  to  the  fitrht- 
"    lo  fcowl  at  mortals  from  her  tyrant  feat, 
"  And  fpurn  our  altars  at  her  impious  feet. 
"  Far  then  from  courts,  beneath  this  peaceful  cot, 
"  I  vvrail'd  religion's  and  my  cotmtry's  lot ;    • 
''  Yet  here,  to  comfort  ray  declining  days, 
"  Some  dawn  of  hope  prefents  its  cheerful  rays. 
"  So  new  a  worfhip  cannot  long  furvive, 
"   Which  man's  caprice  alone  has  kept  alive. 
"   With  that  it  rofe,  with  that  lliall  die  away, 
"  Man's  works  and  man  are  bubbles  of  a  day. 
"   The  God,  who  reigns  for  ever  and  the  fame, 
"  At  pleafure  blafts  a  world's  prefumptuous  aim. 
"  Vain  is  our  malice,  vain  our  ftrength  difplay'd, 
"  To  fap  the  city  his  right  hand  hath  made  ; 
"  Himfelf  hath  fix'd  the  ftrong  foundations  low, 
"  Which  brave  the  wreck  of  time,  and  hell's  in- 
veterate blow : 
*'  The  Lord  of  Lords  Ihall  blefs  thy  purged  fight 
"  With  bright  effulgence  of  diviner  light ; 
"   On  thee,  great  prince,  his  mercies  he'll  beftow, 
"  And  fhed  that  truth  thy  bofom  pants  to  know. 
"  That  Goo  hath  chofe  thee,  and  his  hand  alone 
"  Safe  through  the  war  ftiall  lead  thee  to  a  throne, 
"   Conqiieft  already  (for  his  voice  is  fate) 
"   For  thee  bids  glory  ope  her  golden  gate. 
"   If  on  thy  fight  the  truth  unnotic'd  falls, 
"  Hope  not  admiffion  in  thy  Paris'  walls, 
"  Though  fplendid  eafe  invite«thee  to  her  arms, 
"  O    (hun,    great    prince,    the    fyren's    poifon'd 

charms  ! 
"  O'er  thy  Urong  paffions  hold  a  glorious  reign, 
"   Fly  love's  foft  lap,  break  pleafure's  filken  chain  ! 
"  And  when,  with   efforts  ftrong,  all  foes  o'er- 
thrown,  '  [your  own, 

"  A  league's  great  conqueror,  and,  what's  rnore, 
"   When,  with  united  hearts,  and  triumph's  voice, 
"  Thy  people  hail  thee  with  one  common  choice, 
"  From  a  dread  fiege,  to  fame  for  ever  known, 
"  To  mount  with  glory  thy  paternal  throne, 
"  That  time,  afllidtion  fhali  lay  by  her  rod, 
"  And  thy  glad  eyes  Ihall  feek  thy  father's  God  : 
"  Then  fhalt  thou  fee  from  whence  thy  arms 
prevail.  [vcr  fail." 

"  Go,  jrince— Who  trvsts  in  GOD— can  a^;^^ 
X  X  iji 
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Each  vrord  the  fapc's  lioiy  lips  impart 
Falls  like  a  flame  on  Henry's  oenerous  heart. 
The  hero  ftood  tranfportcd  in  his  mind 
To  times  when  God  held  converfe  with  mankind. 
When  fimplc  virtue  taujrht  her  heav'n-horn  Inre, 
And  truth  commandine:  bade  e'en  kinfjs  adore. 
His  eager  arms  the  reverend  lasje  embrace, 
And  the  warm  tea-  iaft  trickled  dov.'n  his  face. 
Untouch'd,yet  loft  a  while  in  deep  furprife. 
Stood  MoKNAY  brave;  for  ftiil  on  Mounay's 

eyes 
Hung  error's  mift,  and  God's  high  will  conceal'd 
The  gifts  from  him  to  i-Ienry's  breaft  revcal'd. 
His  wifdom  idly  would  the  vrorld  prefer, 
Whofe  lot,  thoug^h  rich  in  virtues,  was  to  err. 
While  the  rapt  fage.  fulnliirg  God's  heheft, 
Spoke  infpiration  to  the  prince's  breall, 
Hiilh'd   were    the  winds,    within    tlieir    caverns 

bound. 
Smooth  fl  >w'd  the  feas,  and  nature  fmil'd  around. 
'1  he  fage  his  guide,  the  hero  fought  Iii^  way 
Where  the  tall  vtlfels  fafe  at  .anchor  l;iy  : 
The  ready  fajlors  quit  the  friendly  ftrand, 
Hoifl  the  glad  lails,  and  make  for  ^.Ibion's  land. 
While  o'er  her  coaft  his  eyes  admiring  range. 
He  prais'd  in  filence  Britain's  happier  change  : 
Where  faws,  abus'd  by  foul  intefliiie  foes. 
Had  erft  entail'd  a  heap  of  dreadful  woes 
On  prince  and  people  ;  on  that  bli  ody  ftage. 
Where  flaughter'd  heroes  bled  for  civd  rage  ; 
On  that  bright  throne,  fiom  whence  delcended 

fprings 
Th'  illuflrious  lineage  of  a  hundred  kings,  ' 
Like  Henuy,  long  in  adverfe  fortune  fchool'd, 
O'er  willing  Hnglifh  hearts  a  Woman  rul'd  : 
And,  rich  in  maidy  courage,  female  grace, 
Clos'd  the  long  luftre  of  her  crowded  race. 
Eliza  then,  in  Britain's  happieft  hour, 
Held  the  juft  balance  of  contending  pov/*r  ; 
Made  Englifh  lubie<5l;s  bow  the  willing  knee, 
Who  will  not  ferve,  and  are  not  happy  free. 
Beneath  her  facrtd  reign  the  nation  knows 
No  fad  remembrance  of  its  former  woes  ; 
Their  fl  cks  fecurely  graz'd  the  fertile  plain, 
*3heir  garners  burfting  with  their  golden  grain. 
The  flately  fhips,  their  fvi'elling  fails  unfurl'd. 
Brought  wealth  and   homage  from   the  diflant 

world  : 
All  Europe  watch'it  Britannia's  bold  decree. 
Dreaded  by  land,  and  monarch  of  the  fea. 
Wide  o'er  the  waves  her  fleet  exulting  rode, 
And  fortune  triumph'd  over  ocean's  Gob. 
Proud  London  now,  no  more  of  barbaious  fame, 
To  arms  and  commerce  urg'd  her  blended  claim. 
Her  pow'rs,  in  union  le'agu'd,  together  fat, 
King,  Lords,  and  Commons,  in  their  threefold 

flate. 
Though  feparate  each  their  feveral  interefl  draw, 
Yet  all  united  form  the  ftcdfaft  law. 
All  three,  one  body's  members,  firm  and  fit, 
Make  but  one  pow'r  in  fliong  conjuniftion  knit ; 
Pow'r  to  itfelf  of  danger  often  found. 
But  fpreading  terror  to  its  neighbours  round, 
^left,  when  the  people  duty's  homage  ftiow. 
And  pay  their  king  the  tribute  which  they  op'e  1 


More  bleft  when  king*,  for  milder  virtues  known, 
P.-otedc  their  people's  frjccloru  from  the  throne  ! 
"  Ah  when,  cry'd  Bourbon,  Ihall  our  difcord 

ceafe, 
"  Our  glory,  Albion,  rife,  like  thine,  in  peace? 
"   Blufh,  blulh,  ye  kings,  ye  lordsof  jarring  ftates, 
"   A  woman  bids,  and  war  hath  clos'd  its  gates  : 
"  Your  countries  bleed  with  factious  rage  oppreft, 
"   While  Sue  reigns  happy  o'er  a  people  bleft." 
Mtan  time  the  hero  reach'd  the  fea-girt  ifle. 
Where  freedom  bids  eternal  plenty  Imile ; 
Not  far  from  William's  tow'i  at  diftance  feen, 
Stood  the  fam'd  palace  of  the  virgin  queen. 
Hither,  the  faithful  Mornay  at  his  fide, 
Witliout  the  noifc  and  pageant  pomp  of  pride, 
rhe  toys  of  grandeur  which  the  vain  purfue. 
But  glare  unheeded  to  the  hero's  view 
Tiie  prince  arnv'd  :  with  bold  and  manly  fenfe 
He  ipokc  ;  his  franknefs  all  his  eloquence  ; 
Told  his  fad  tale,  and  bow'd  his  lofty  heart, 
For  France's  woes,  to  aft  fubnnflion's  part; 
For  needful  aids  the  B;  itiih  queen  addreft, 
While,  in  the  fiippliant  ftione,  the  king  confeft. 
''  Com'ft  thou,"  reply'd  the  queen,  with  ilrange 

furprife, 
''  Com'ft  thou  from  Valois  for  the  wifh'd  allies? 
"   Alk'fl;  thou  protedlion  for  a  tyrant  foe, 
"   Whofe  deadly    hate   work'd  all   thy  fortune's 

"  woe  ? 
"   Far  as  the  golden  fun  begins  to  rife, 
"   To  where  he  drives  adown  the  weftern  Ikies, 
"   His  llrifc  and  thine  to  all  the  world  is  known  ; 
"   Stand'ih  thou  for  him  a  friend  at  Britain  s  throne  ? 
"  And    h  that  hand,    which   Valois  oft  hath 

'•  fear'd, 
"  Arm'dinhiscaufc.andforhisvengeancerear'd?'* 
When  thus  the  Prince  :  "  A  monarch's  adverfe 

"  fate 
'■   V/ipes  all  rd.Tiembrance  out  of  former  hate. 
"   V.-.Lois  was  then  a  flave,  his  paflion's  Have, 
"  But  now  hiinfelf  a  monarch  firm  and  btave  ; 
"   He  burfls  at  once  the  ignominious  chain, 
"   Rtfnmes  the  hero,  and  afferts  his  reign, 
"   Bleft,  if  of  nature  more  affur'd  and  free, 
"   He'd  fought  no  aid  but  from  himfelf  arid  me  I 
"   But,  led  by  fraud,  and  arts,  all  infincere, 
"   He  was  my  foe  from  weaknefs  and  from  fear. 
"   Hi-  faults  die  with  me,  when  his  woes  I  view, 
"   I've  gain'd  the  conqueft — grant  me  vengeance, 

"    You 
"   For  know  the  work  is  thine,  illuftrinus  dame, 
"  To   deck  thy   Albion's  brow^s  with   worthieft 

"  fame, 
"  Let  thy  protedlion  fpread  her  ready  wings, 
"   And  fight  with  me  the  injur 'd  caufe  of  kings  I" 

Eliza  then,  for  much  fhe  wifh'd  to  know 
The  various  turns  of  France's  long-felt  woe, 
Whence  rifing  firfl  the  civil  difcord  came, 
And  Paris  kindled  to  rebellion's  flame — 
"  To  me,  great  prince,  thy  griefs  are  not  unknown, 
"  Though  brought  imperfeifl  and  by  fame  alone  j 
"   Whofe  rapid  wing  too  indifcreetly  flies, 
"   And  fprcads  abroad  her  indigefled  lies. 
"  Deaf  to  her  talcs,  from  thee,  illuftrious  youth, 
"  frum  thee  alone  Eliza  fecks  the  truth, 
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''  Tell  me,  for  you  have  witnefs'd  all  the  woe, 
"  Valois*  brave  friend,  or  Valojs'  conquering 

"  foe, 
"  Say,  whence  this  friendfliip,  this  alliance  grew, 
"  Which  knits  thehappy  bond  'twixt  liim  andyou; 
*'  Explain  this  wond'rous  change,  'tis  you  alone 
"  Can  paint  the  virtues  which  yourfelf  hath  fhown. 
"   Teach  nx  thy  woes,  for  l:now  thy  ftory  brings 
"  A  moral  leffon  to  the  pride  of  kings  " 

"   And  muft  my  memory  then, illuftrious  queen, 
"  Recal  the  horrors  of  each  dreadful  fcene  ? 
"  O  had   it   pleab'd  th'  Almighty  Pow'r   (which 

"  knows, 
"  How  my  heart  bleeds  o'er  all  my  country'swoes) 
"  Oblivion    then   had    fuatch'd  them  from    the 

'    li-ht, 
"  And  hid  them  buried  in  eternal  night. 
"  Neareft  of  blood  mull  I  aloud  proclaim, 
"    The  princes'  madnefs,  and  expofe  their  fhame  ? 
"  Refledlion  fhakes  my  mind  with  wild  difmay— 
"   But 'tis  Eliza's  will,  and  1  obey. 
"  Others,  in  fpeaking,  from  their  fmooth  addtefs, 
"  Might   make  their  weaknefs  or  their   crimes 

"  feem  lefs, 
"  The  flow'ry  art  was  never  made  for  me, 
"  I  fpeak  a  foldier's  language,  plain  and  free." 

AN  IMITATION  FROM  THE  SPECTATOR. 

A  MONTH  hath  roU'd  its  lazy  hours  away, 

Since  Delia's  prefence  blefs'd  her  iongin;;  fwain; 

How  could  he  brnok  tiie  fluggiiti  time's  delay. 
What  charm  could  foften  lucli  an  age  of  pain. 

One  fond  reflexion  ftill  hisbofom  cheer'd, 
And  fboth'd  the  torments  of  a  lover's  care, 

'Twas  that  for  Delia's  felf  the  bovv'r  he  rear'd. 
And  fancy  plac'd  the  nymph  already  there. 

O  come,  dear  maid,  and  with  a  gentle  fmiie. 
Such  as  lights  up  my  lovely  fair  one's  face, 

Survey  the  produd:  of  thy  fhephcrd's  toil, 
Nor  rob  the  villa  of  the  villa's  grace. 

Whate'er  improvements  flrike  thy  curious  fight. 
Thy  tafte  hath  form'd — let  me  not  call  it  mine, 

Since  when  1  mufe  on  thee,  and  leed  delight, 
I  form  no  thought  that  i^  not  wholly  thine. 

Th'  apartments  deftin'd  for  my  charmer's  ufe, 
(For  love  in  trifles  is  confpicuous  ihown) 

Can  fcarce  an  objcd  to  thy  view  produce. 
But  bears  the  dear  refemblance  of  thme  own. 

And  truft  me,  love,  1  could  almoft  believe, 
This  little  fpot  tlie  manfion  of  my  fair; 

But  that  awak'd  from  fancy's  dreams  I  grieve. 
To  find  its  proper  owner  is  no!-  there. 

Oh  !   I  could  doat  upon  the  rural  fcene. 

Its  proi'ptiSb  over  hill  and  champaign  wide, 

Eut  that  it  marks  the  tedious  way  between, 
That  parts  thy  Damon  from  his  promis'd  bride. 

The  gardens  now  put  forth  their  blufToms  fweet. 
In  nature's  flow'ry  mantle  gaily  drefl. 

The  clofe-trimm'd  hedge,  and  circling  border  neat, 
All  alk  my  Delia  for  thtii'  dcarefl  j^uelt. 


The  lily  pale,  the  purple-blufhing  rofe. 

In  tills  fair  fpot  their  mingled  beauties  join  ; 

The  woodbiiie  here  its  curling  tendrils  thr.iws. 
In  wreaths  fantaftic  round  the  mantling  vine. 

The  branching  arbour  here  for  lovers  made. 
For  dalliance  met,  or  fong,  or  amorous  tale. 

Shall  oft  proted  us  with  its  cooli'  g  {hade. 
When  fultry  Phoebus  burns  the  lovely  vale. 

*Tis  all  another  Paradife  around. 

And,  truft  me,  fo  it  would  appear  to  me, 

Like  the  firlt  man  were  1  not  lonely  found. 
And  but  half  blcft,  my  Delia,  wanting  tiiee. 

For  twa,  but  two,  I've  fornx'd  a  lovely  walk. 
And  I  have  call'd  it  by  my  fair  one's  name  ; 

Here  bleft  with  thee,  t'  enjoy  thy  pleafing  talk. 
While  fools  and  madmen  bow  the  knee  to  fame. 

The  rulHc  path  already  have  I  try'd, 
Oft  at  the  finking  of  the  fttting  day  ; 

And  while,  my  love,  I  thought  thee  by  my  fide, 
With  careful  Heps  have  worn  its  edge  away. 

With  thee  I've  held  difcourfe,howpaffingfwect! 

While  fancy  brought  thee  to  my  raptur'd  dream, 
Wiih  thee  have  prattled  in  my  lone  retreat. 

And  taik'd  down  funs,  on  love's  delicious  theme. 

'Oft  as  I  wander  through  the  ruftic  crowd, 

Mufing  with  downcutl  look,  and  folded  arms. 

They  ilare  with  wonder,  when  I  rave  aloud, 
And  dwell  with  rapture  on  tiiy  artltfs  charms. 

They  call  me  mad,  and  oft  with  finger  rude, 
Point  at  me  leering,  as  I  liecdlefs  pafs  ; 

Yet  Colin  knows  the  caufe,  for  love  is  ihrewd, 
And  the  young  Ihepherd  courts  the  farmer's  lafs. 

Among  the  fruits  that  grace  this  little  feat. 
And  all  around  their  clull'ring  foliage  fpread, 

Here  may'll  thou  cull  the  peach,  or  nedt'rine  fweet. 
And  pluck  the  flrawberry  from  its  native  bed. 

And  all  along  the  river's  verdant  fide, 

I've  planted  elms,  which  rile  in  even  row; 

And  fling  their  lofty  branches  far  and  wide,  . 
Which  doat  retleded  in  the  lake  below. 

Since  I've  been  abfent  from  my  lovely  fair. 
Imagination  forms  a  thoufand  fchemes. 

For  O  !   my  Delia,  thou  art  all  my  care. 
And  all  with  me  is  love  and  golden  dreams. 

O  flatt'ring  promifc  of  fecure  delight ; 

When  will  the  lazy-pacing  hours  be  o'er  ? 
ihat  1  may  ily  with  rrpiure  to  thy  fight. 

And  we  Ihail  meet  again  to  part  no  more. 


A  BALLAD. 

Y  E  Ihepherds  fo  carelefs  and  gay. 

Who  (port  with  the  nymphs  of  the  plain, 
Take  heed  left  you  frolic  away 

The  peace  you  can  never  regain. 
Let  not  foliy  your  bofom.s  annoy  ; 

And  of  love,  the  dear  mifchief,  beware. 
You  may  think  'tis  all  fui.lhinc  and  joy, 

—1  know  'tis  o'crihadov/d  with  care^ 
X  X  iiij 
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Love's  niorning  how  bllthfome  it  ihines, 

Witli  an  afpedl  deceitfully  fair ; 
Its  day  oft  in  forrow  declines, 

And  it  fets  in  the  night  of  defpair. 
Hope  paints  the  gay  fcene  to  the  fight. 

While  fancy  her  vifions  beftows, 
And  gilds  ev'ry  dream  with  delight. 

Bat  to  wake  us  to  fenfible  woes. 

How  hard  is  my  lot  to  complain 

Of  a  nymph  whom  1  yet  n-.ufl:  adore,    . 
Though  flie  love  not  her  (hepherd  again. 

Her  Damon  muft  love  her  the  more. 
For  i:  was  not  the  pride  of  her  fe.^. 

That  treated  his  vows  with  difdain, 
For  it  was  not  the  pieafure  to  vex, 

That  made  her  delude  her  fond  fwain. 

'Twas  his,  the  fair  nymph  to  behold, 

Pie  hop'd — and  he  rafhly  believ'd. 
'Twas  her's  to  be  fatally  cold  ; 

— He  lov'd — and  was  fondly  deceiv'd  ; 
for  fuch  is  of  lovers  the  doom, 

While  paliions  their  reafon  beguile, 
*Tis  warrant  enough  to  prcfume, 

If  they  cat_h  but  a  look  or  a  fmile. 

Yet  furely  my  Piitllis  would  feem 
■  To  prize  me  mofl  fnepherds  above ; 
But  that  might  he  only  efleer.i, 
.    VVhile  1  fonlifhly  conftru'd  it  love. 
Yet  others,  like  Damon,  believ'd 

The  rymph  might  have  favour'd  her  fwain, 
And  others,  like  him,  were  deceiv'd, 

Li!:e  him,  though  they  cannot  complain. 

Of  Phyllis  was  always  my  fong. 
For  ffie  was  my  pride  and  my  care ; 

And  the  fo!k=,  as  we  wander'd  along. 
Would  call  us  the  conji.:gal  pair. 

They  ruark'd  how  I  walk'i!  at  her  fide, 
How  her  hand  to  my  bofom  I  preft, 

Each  tender  endearment  I  try'd, 

.'  And  I  thought  none  was  ever  fis  bled. 

But  now  the  deluGon  is  o'er, 

Thefe  day-dreams  of  1  leafure  are  fled, 
Now  her  Damon  is  pleafinij  ro  more, 

And  the  hopes  of  her  (hepherd  are  dead. 
JVIay  he  that  my  fair  ftall  obtain, 

May  he,  as  thy  Damu.-,  be  true; 
Or  haply  thou'lt  think  of  that  fwain, 
^   Who  bids  thee,  dear  maiden,  adieu. 

TO  CHLOE. 

If  C'lLO"  feek  one  verfe  of  mine 
1  ca'l  r.ot  nn  the  tuneful  nine 

Wi*h  ufelelV  invocation; 
Fnnu.'h  for  me  that/^c  fhould  aflc  ; 
I  fly  with  pleiifiire  t>>  the  tjfk, 
!   And  her'*  the  infpiration. 

Wh6:  yoets  fung  in  ancient  days. 
The  mules  »!v.,t.  it>!"pir''i  'h'ir  lays, 
Of  whom  ihere  fuch  paradeis    . 
Theif  ri- itiC'   J<  f  pride '•o'lfefs, 
V",  re  nothinji  more   ai;ii  nothing  lels, 
Th^ii  earih-boin  mcrtal  ladies.        , 


I  Did  any  nymph  her  fubjeiTi  choofe  ? 
She  ftrait  commenc'd  infpiring  Muse; 

And  every  maid,  of  lovely  face. 
That  ftruck  the  heart  of  wounded  fwain. 
Exalted  to  yon  ftarry  plain, 
Was  regifter'd  a  Grace. 

Thefe  were  the  compliments  of  old, 
While  nymphs,  among  the  gods  enroU'd, 

Claim'd  love's  obfequious  duty ; 
Thus,  while  each  bard  had  favourite  views. 
Each  nymph  became  a  Grace,  or  Muse. 

A  Venus  every  beauty. 

Say,  in  thefe  latter  days  of  ours, 
When  love  exerts  his  ufual  powers, 

What  difference  lies  between  us  ? 
In  Ciiloe's  felf  at  once  I  boafl, 
What  bards  of  every  age  might  toad, 

A  Muse,  a  Grace,  a  Venus. 

In  Chloe  are  a  thoufand  charms. 
Though  envy  call  her  fex  to  arms, 

And  giggling  girls  may  flout  her 
The  Muse  inhabits  in  her  mind, 
A  Venus  in  her  form  we  find, 

The  Graces  ail  about  her. 

TO  THE  MOON. 


Ail  hail  majeftic  queen  of  night,  [brings 

Bright  Cynthia  !  fweeteft  nymph,  whofe  prefcnce 

The  penfive  pleafures,  calm  delight. 
While  contemplation  fmooths  her  ruffled  wings, 

Which  folly's  vain  tumultuous  joys, 
Or  bufinefs,  care,  and  buzz  of  lufly  day 
Have  all  too  ruffled. — Hence,  away 

Stale  jeft,  and  flippant  mirth,  and  flrife-engeo- 
d'ring  noiie. 
When  evening  dons  her  mantle  gray, 
I'll  wind  my  folitary  way. 
And  hie  me  to  fome  lonely  grcve 
(  The  haunt  of  fancy  and  of  love) 
Whofe  focial  branches,  far  outfpread, 
Poffefs  the  mind  with  pleafing  dread. 
While  Cynthia  quivers  through  the  trees 
That  wanton  with  the  fummer  breeze. 
And  the  clear  brook,  or  dimpled  ftrcam, 
Rcfleds  oblique  htr  dancing  beam. 
How  often,  by  thy  Clver  light, 
Here  I'Vers'  tongues  beguil'd  the  night? 
When  forth  the  happy  pair  have  ftray'd. 
The  amorous  Jwain  and  tender  maid, 
And  as  they  walk'd  the  groves  along, 
Cheer'd  the  flill  eve  with  various  fong. 
While  every  artful  firaiii  confeft 
The  mutual  pafliou  in  their  breafl. 
The  loveis'  hours  fly  fwift  away. 
And  night  relmfl.nt  yields  to  day. 

Thrice  happy  nymph,  thrice  happy  youth, 
When  beauty  is  the  meed  of  truth  ! 

Yet  not  the  happy  loves  alone. 
Has  thy  ccleftial  prefence  k;:Owi). 
'l"o  thee  complains  the  nymph  forlorn. 
Of  biokiii  faith,  and  vows  forfworn  ; 
And  the  dull  fwain,  with  folded  arms. 
Still  mufing  onhisfalfe  one's  charms,  ■ 
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Frames  many  a  fonnet  to  her  name, 
(As  lovers  ufe  to  exprefs  their  flame) 
Or  pining  wan  with  thoughtful  care, 
In  downcaft  filence  feeds  defpair  ; 
Or  when  the  air  dead  ftillnefs  keeps, 
And  Cynthia  on  the  water  flceps ; 
Charms  the  dull  ear  of  fober  night. 
With  love-born  mufic's  fweet  delight. 

Oft  as  thy  orb  performs  its  round. 
Thou  lifl'neft  to  the  various  found 
Of  fhepherds'  hopes  and  maidens'  fears 
(Thofe  confcious  Cynthia  filent  hears 
While  echo  which  (till  loves  to  morlc, 
Bears  them  about  from  rock  to  rock.) 

But  fliift  we  now  the  penfive  fcene, 
Where  Cynthia  filvers  o'er  the  green. 
Mark  yonder  fpot,  whofe  equal  rim 
Forms  the  green  circle  quaint  and  trim ; 
Hither  the  fairies  blithe  advance, 
And  lightly  trip  in  mazy  dance; 
Beating  the  panfie-paven  ground 
In  frolic  meafures  round  and  round; 
Thefe  Cynthia's  revels  gaily  keep. 
While  lazy  mortals  fnore  afleep  ; 
Whom  oft  they  vifit  in  the  night, 
Not  vifible  to  human  fight ;  ^ 

And  as  old  prattling  wives  relate, 
Though  now  the  fafhion's  out  of  date, 
Drop  fixpence  in  the  houfewife's  fhoe,    . 
And  pinch  the  flattern  black  and  blue. 
They  fill  the  mind  with  airy  fcbemes. 
And  bring  the  ladies  pleafant  dreams. 

Who  knows  not  Mab,  whofe  chariot  glides, 
And  athwart  men's  nofes  rides  ? 
While  Oberon,  blithe  fairy,  trips,  ^ 

And  hovers  o'er  the  ladies  lips ; 
And  wheii  he  fteals  ambrofial  blif?. 
And  foft  imprints  the  charming  kifs, 
Ie  dreams  the  nymph  her  fwain  purfuet, 
Nor  thinks  'ts  Oberon  that  woos. 

Yet  fportive  youth,  and  lovely  fair, 
From  hence,  my  lefTon  read,  beware, 
While  innocence  and  mirth  prefide. 
We  are  not  where  the  fairies  glide ; 
And  Oberon  will  never  mifs 
To  greet  his  fav'rites  with  a  kifs ; 
Nor  ever  irwre  amhrofia  fips, 
I'han  when  he  vifits 's  lips, 

When  all  things  elfe  in  fiience  fieep, 
The  blithfome  elfs  their  vigils  keep; 
And  always  hover  round  about, 
To  find  our  worth  or  frailties  out. 
Receive  with  joy  thefe  elfin  iparks. 
Their  kiffe-  leave  no  tell-tale  marks. 
But  breathe  frelh  beauty  o'er  the  face. 
Where  all  is  virtue,  all  is  grace. 

Not  only  eifin  fays  delight 
To  hail  the  fober  queen  of  night, 
Bur  that  fwrc.  bird,  whofe  gure;iing  throat 
Warbles  the  thick  rnelodious  note. 
Duly  as  evening  ftiades  prevail. 
Renews  her  foothing  love  lorn  tale. 
And  as  the  inver  penfive  g'  es, 
Chaunts  cnit  her  fymphony  of  woes, 
Which  in  boon  nature's  wilder  tone, 
Beggar  all  founds 'which  arts  has  known. 


But  hid the  melancholy  bird 

Among  the  groves  no  more  is  heard; 
And  Cynthia  pales  her  filver  ray 
Before  th'  approach  of  golden  day. 
Which  on  yon  mountain's  mifty  height, 
Standi  tiptoe  with  his  gladfome  light. 
Now  the  flirill  lark  in  ether  floats. 
And  carols  wild  her  liquid  notes; 
While  Phoebus,  in  his  lu'.ty  pride, 
His  flaring  beams  flings  far  and  wide. 

Cynthia  farewell the  penfive  mufCj 

No  more  her  feeble  flight  purfues. 
But  all  unwilling  takes  her  way. 
And  mixes  with  the  buzz  of  day. 

SONG. 

The  beauty  which  the  gods  bellow. 
Did  they  but  give  it  for  a  fhow  ? 

No 'twas  lent  thee  from  above, 

To  (hed  its  luftre  o'er  thy  face. 
And  with  its  pure  and  native  grace 

To  charm  the  foul  to  love. 

The  flaunting  fun,  whofe  weftern  beams, 
This  evening  drink  of  ocean's  ftreams, 

To-morrow  fprings  to  light. 
But  when  thy  beauty  fcts,  my  fair, 
No  morrow  fhall  its  beam  repair, 

'Tis  all  eternal  night.  "r^ 

See  too,  my  love,  the  virgin  rofe,  l 

How  fweet,  how  bafhfully  it  blows 

Beneath  the  vernal  flcies  1 
How  foon  it  blooms  in  full  difplay, 
Its  bofom  opening  to  the  day. 

Then  withers,  flirinks,  and  dies. 

Of  mortal  life's  declining  hour. 
Such  is  the  leaf,  the  bud,  the  flow'r ; 

Then  crop  the  rofe  in  time.  ' 

Be  bled  and  blefs,  and  kind  impart 
The  jufl  return  of  heart  for  heart,  . 

Ere  love  becomes  a  crime.  " 

To  pleafure  then,  my  charmer,  haftc, 
And  ere  thy  youth  begins  to  wafle. 

Ere  beauty  dims  its  ray, 
The  profFer'd  gift  of  love  employ, 
Improve  each  moment  into  joy. 

Be  happy  whilft  you  may. 

TO  THE  REV.  MR.  HANBURT, 

Of  Church-Langton,  Leicejlerjhiref 
ON  HIS    PLAITTATIONS. 

While  vain  purfuits  a  trifling  race  engage. 
And  virtue  flumbers  in  a  thriftlef*  age, 
Thy  glorious,  plan  ',  on  deep  fundations  laid. 
Which  aiding  nature,  nature's  bound  to  aid, 
The  wife  man's  fludy,   though  the  blockhead'* 

fcorn 
Shall  fpcak  for  age>  to  a  world  tiphorn. 
riiov.gh  fools  deride,  for  cenfu.c's  ftill  at  hand 
To  damn  the  work  fhe  cannot  U' dcrlland, 

*  See  Mr.  Hanburfs  EJfay  oa  Ffeniing, 
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Purfue  thy  projefl  with  an  ardour  fit ; 
FooU  arc  but  whetftones  to  a  man  of  wit. 

Like  puling  infants  feem'd  thy  rifing  plan, 
Now  knit  in  ftrcngth,  it  fpsaks  an  aAive  man. 
So  the  broad  oak,  which  from  thy  jjrand  defign 
Shall  fpread  aloft,  and  tell  the  world  'twas  thine, 
A  ftrip'ling  firft,  juft  peep'd  above  the  ground, 
Which,  ages  hence,  fhall  fling  its  fhade  around. 

SENT  TO  A  LADY,  WITH  A  SEAL. 

Th'  impreffion  which  this  feal  Ihall  make, 

The  rougher  hand  of  force  may  break  ; 

Or  jealous  time,  with  flow  decay. 

May  all  its  traces  wear  away  ; 

But  neither  time  nor  force  combln'd, 

Shall  tear  thy  image  from  my  mind  ; 

Nor  fliall  the  fweet  imprejfwn  fade 

While  Chloe's  thoaland  charms  have  made; 

For  fpite  of  time,  or  force,  or  art, 

* Jiis/eal'dior  ever  on  my  heart. 

A  BALLAD. 

IlARK,h3rk,  'tis  a  voice  fmm  the  tomb. 

Come,  Ll  c\ ,  it  cries,  come  away, 
The  grave  of  thy  Colin  has  room 

To  reft  thee  befide  his  cold  clay. 
I  come,  my  dear  fhipherd,  I  come, 

Ye  friends  and  cf  mpanions,  adieu: 
I  hafte  to  my  Colin's  dark  home. 

To  die  on  his  bolom  fo  true. 

All  mournful  the  midnight  bell  rung. 

When  Lucy,  fad  Lucy,  arofe  ; 

And  forth  fo  the  green  turf  flie  fprung. 

Where  Colin's  pale  afhes  repofe. 
All  wet  with  the  night's  chilling  dew. 

Her  bofom  embrac'd  the  cold  ground, 
While  ftormy  winds  over  her  blew. 

And  night  ravens  crcak'd  all  around. 

"  How  long,  my  lov'd  Colin,"  flie  cry'd, 

"  How  long  muft  thy  Lucy  complain  ? 
*'  How  long  {hall  the  grave  my  love  hide  i 

"  How  long  ere  it  join  us  again  ? 
"  For  thee  thy  fond  ihepherdefs  liv'd, 

*'  With  thee  o'er  the  world  would  fiie  fly  ; 
"  For  thee  has  fhc  forrow'd  and  griev'd  ; 

"  For  thee  would  ihe  lie  down  and  die. 

"  Alas  !  what  avails  it  how  dear 

"    rhy  Lucy  was  once  to  her  I'wain ! 
"  Her  face  like  the  lilly  fo  fair, 

"   And  eyes  that  gave  light  to  the  plain. 
"  The  fhepherd  that  lov'd  her  is  gone  ; 

"  That  face  and  thofe  eyes  charm  no  more  ; 
"  And  Lucy  forg'.t,  and  alone, 

•'  To  death  fliall  her  Colin  deplore." 

While  thus  fhe  lay  funk  in  defpair, 

And  mourn'd  to  the  echoes  around, 
liiflam'd  all  at  once  grew  the  air. 

And  thunder  fliook  dreadful  the  ground. 
"  1  hear  the  kind  call,  and  obey, 

"  Oh,  Colin  receive  me,"  ihe  cried. 
Then  brentl  ing  a  gioan  o'er  his  clay. 

She  hung  on  his  tOA>b-floDej  and  died. 


EPISTLE  TO  A  FRIEND, 

"  Do,  ftudy  more — difcard  that  firtn,  eafe, 

"   Whofe  fatal  charms  are  murd'rous  while  they 

"  pleafe. 
"  Wit's  fcanty  ftreams  will  fret  their  channel  dry, 
"  If  learning's  fpring  withhold  the  freih  fupply. 
"   Turn  leaf  by  leaf  gigantic  volumes  o'er, 
"  Nor  blufh  to  know  what  ancients  wrote  before. 
"   Why  not,  fometin-.es,  regale  admiring  frienos 
"   With  Greek  and    Latin  fprinklings,  odds  and 

"  ends  ? 
"  Exert  your  talents  ;  read,  and  read  to  write  ! 
"   As  Horace  fays,  mix  profit  with  delight." 
Tis.  rare  advice :   but  1  a-.u  flow  to  mend, 
Though  ever  thankful  to  my  partial  friend  : 
Full  of  ftrange  fears — for  hopes  are  banifli'd  all— ^ 
1  lift'  no  more  to  Phoebus'  facred  call, 
Smit  with  the  mule,  'tis  true,  I  fought  her  charms; 
But  came  no  cha^-  p  on,  clad  in  cumb'rous  arms. 
To  pull  each  rival  monarch  from  hi";  throne, 
And  fwear  no  lady  Clio  like  my  own. 
All  unambitiou'  of  fiiperior  praiie, 
My  fond  amufement  afk'd  a  fprig  of  bays. 
Some  little  fame  for  ftringing  harmlels  vcrfe, 
And  e'en  that  little  fame  has  prov'd  a  curfe  ; 
Hitch'd  into  rhyme,  and  dragg'd  through  muddy 

profe. 
By  butcner  critics,  worth's  cnnfed'rate  fees. 

If  then  the  mufe  no  more  fhall  flrive  to  pleafe, 
Luil'd  in  the  happy  lethargy  of  eafe  ; 
If,  unadvent'rous,  fhe  forbear  to  fing. 
Nor  take  one  thought  to  plume  her  nifHed  wing; 
'Tis  that  fhe  hares,  howe'cr  by  nature  vain. 
The  fcurril  nonienle  of  a  venal  train. 
When  defp'rate  robbers,  iffuing  from  the  wafle, 
Make  fuch  rude  inroads  on  the  land  of  tafte. 
Genius  grows  f;ck  beneath  the  Gothic  rage. 
Or  fecks  her  aurtls  from  fome  worthier  age. 

As  for  myfcU,  1  own  the  prefent  charge ; 
Lazy  and  lounging,  I  coiiieis  at  large  : 
Yet  eafe,  perhaps,  may  loofe  her  fil'Ken  chains, 
And  the  nest  hour  become  an  hour  of  pains. 
We  write,  v.'e  read,  we  ad:,  we  think,  by  fits. 
And  follow  all  things  as  the  humour  hits; 
For  of  all  plcafurcs,  which  the  world  can  bring, 
Variety---U!   dear  variety's  the  thing! 
Our  learned  Coke,  from  whom  we  fcnbblers  draw 
All  the  wife  didums  of  poetic  law,  [follows. 

Lays  down  this  truth,  from  whence   my  maxim 

(See  Horace,  Ode  Dec.  Stxt the  cafe  Apollo's) 

"  The  god  ol  verfe  difclaims  a  plodding  wretch, 
"  Nor  keeps  his  bow  for  ever  on  the  llretch." 

However  great  my  thirft  of  honcft  fame, 
I  bow  with  rev'rence  to  each  letter'd  name; 
To  worth,  where'er  it  be,  with  joy  fubmit. 
But  own  no  curft  moiiopolies  of  wit. 
I>Jor  think,  my  friend,  it  I  but  raiely  quote, 
.And  little  reading  fliines  through  what  I've  wrote, 
That  I  bid  peace  to  cv'ry  learned  (helf, 
Bccaufe  1  dare  form  juclgn-.cnts  for  myfelf. 
—  Oh  I  were  it  mine   with  happy  fkill  to  look 
Up  to  the  ONE,  the  universal  hook  I 
Open  to  ali---to  him,  to  n-e,  to  you-, 
■—lor  nature's  open  to  the  general  view— ^ 
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Then  would  I  fcorn  the  arcients'  vaunted  flore, 
And  boaft  my  thefts,  where  they  but  robb'd  be- 
fore. 
Meanwhile  with  them,  while  Grecian  founds 
impart 
Th'  eternal  pafTions  of  the  human  heart, 
Burfling  the  bonds  <>f  eafe  and  lazy  reft, 
I  feel  the  flame  moiinr  acflive  in  my  breaft; 
Or  when,  with  joy,  I  turn  the  Roman  page, 
I  live,  in  fancy,  in  th'  Augustan  age ! 
Till  fome  dull  Bavlus'  or  a  Msevius'  name, 
TDamn'd  by  the  muse  to  everlalHng  fame. 
Forbids  the  minii  in  foreign  climes  to  roam, 
And  brings  me  back  to  our  own  fools  at  home. 

SONGS  IN  THE  CAPRICIOUS  LOVERS. 
AIR  I. 

While  the  cool  and  gentle  breeze 
"Whifpers  fragrance  through  the  trees, 
Nature  walking  o'er  the  fcene 
Clad  in  robes  of  lively  green, 
From  the  fweetnefs  of  the  place 
Labour  wears  a  cheerful  face. 

Sure  I  tafle  of  joys  fincere. 
Faithful  CoLJN  ever  near; 
When  with  ceafelefs  toil  opprefs'd, 
Wearied  nature  fmks  to  reft. 
All  my  labours  to  beguile, 
Love  fhall  wake  me  with  a  fmile. 

AIR  II. 

Though  my  features  I'm  told 

Are  grown  wrinkled  and  old, 
Dull  wifdom  I  hate  and  deleft. 

Not  a  wrinkle  is  there 

Which  is  furrovv'd  by  care. 
And  my  heart  is  as  light  as  the  befl. 

When  I  look  on  my  boys 

They  renew  all  joys, 
Myfelf  in  my  children  I  fee ; 

While  the  comforts  I  find 

In  the  kingdom  my  mind,    , 
Pronounce  that  my  kingdom  is  free. 

In  the  days  I  was  young, 

0  !  I  caper'd  and  fung ; 
The  lafTes  came  flocking  apace. 

But  now  turn'd  of  threefcore 

1  can  do  fu  no  more. 

Why  then  let  my  boy  take  my  place. 

Of  our  pleafures  we  crack. 

For  we  ftill  love  the  fmack 
And  chuckle  o'er  what  we  have  been ; 

Yet  why  fhould  we  repine. 

You've  had  yours,  I've  had  mine, 
And  now  let  your  children  begin. 

AIR  III. 

'Tis  thus  in  thofe  toys 
Invented  for  boys 
I'd  fliow  bow  tbe  weather  will  prove. 


Tlie  woman  and  man 
On  a  duiercnt  plan 
Are  always  direiled  to  move. 

One  goes  out  to  roam 

While  t'other  keeps  home, 
Infipid,  and  dull  as  a  drone. 

Though  near  to  eacli  other 

As  filler  and  brother, 
They  both  take  their  airing  alone. 

AIR  IV. 

When  the  head  of  poor  Tummas  was  brolte 
By  Roger,  who  play'd  at  the  wake, 

And  Kate  was  alarm'd  at  the  ftroke. 
And  wept  for  poor  Tummas's  fake; 

When  his  worfhip  gave  noggins  of  ale. 
And  the  liquor  was  charming  and  flout, 

0  thofe  were  the  times  to  regale, 
And  we  footed  it  rarely  about. 

Then  our  partners  were  buxom  as  does. 

And  we  all  were  happy  as  kings, 
Each  lad  in  his  holiday  clothes. 

And  the  lafles  in  all  their  beft  things. 
What  merriment  all  the  day  long  ! 

May  the  feaft  of  our  Colin  prove  fuch. 
Odzeoks,  but  I'll  join  in  the  fong. 

And  I'll  hobble  about  \vith  my  crutchs- 

AIR  V. 

When  vapours  o'er  the  meadow  die. 
And  morning  flreaks  the  purple  fey, 

1  wake  to  love  with  jocund  glee 
To  think  on  him  who  doats  on  me. 

When  eve  embrowns  the  verdant  grove 
And  i'uiLOMEL  laments  her  love. 
Each  figh  I  breathe,  my  love  reveals 
And  tells  the  pangs  my  bofcm  feels. 

With  fecret  plcafure  I  furvey 
The  frolic  birds  in  amorous  play. 
While  funded  cares  my  heart  employ 
Which  flutters,  leaps,  and  beats  for  joy. 

AIR  VI. 

Yes  that's  'a  magazine  of  arms 

To  triumph  over  time  ;  . 
Whence  beauty  borrows  half  her  charms 

And  always  keeps  her  prime. 

At  that  the  prude,  coquette,  and  faint, 

Induftrious  fets  her  face. 
While  powder,  patch,  and  wafh,  and  paint. 

Repair  or  give  a  grace. 

To  arch  the  brow  there  lies  the  brufh, 

The  comb  to  tinge  the  hair, 
The  Spanifti  wool  to  give  the  blufli. 

The  pearl  to  dye  them  fair. 
Hence  rife  the  wrinkled,  old,  and  gray, 

In  frefheft  beauty  ftrong. 
As  Venus  fair,  as  Flora  gay. 

As  Hebe  ever  young. 

•  ne  toiltiU. 
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AIR  VII. 

Gp  !  feek  fome  nymph  of  humbler  lot, 
To  (hare  thy  board,  and  deck  thy  cot, 
With  joy  I  fly  the  fimj  le  youth 
Who  holds  me  light,  or  doubts  my  truth. 

Thy  breaft  for  love  too  wanton  grown, 
Shall  mt  urn  its  peace  and  oleafiire  flown, 
Nor  fliall  my  faith  reward  a  fwain, 
Who  doubts  roy  love,  or  thinks  me  vain. 

AIR  VHI. 

Thus  laugh'd  at,  jilted,  and  betray'd, 

I  ftamp,  I  tear,  I  rave ; 
Capricious,  light,  injurious  maid, 

I'll  be  no  more  thy  flave. 

I'll  rend  thy  image  from  my  heart, 

Thy  charms  no  more  engage ; 
My  foul  fhall  take  the  jufter  part, 

And  love  fhall  yield  to  rage. 

AIR  IX. 

Thank  you,  ladies,  for  your  care, 
But  1  pray  you  both  forbear, 

Sure  I  am  all  over  fcratches ! 
That  your  curious  hands  niuft  place, 
Such  odd  fpots  upon  my  face 

With  your  pencils,  paint,  and  patches. 

How  I  totter  in  my  gait. 
From  a  drefs  of  fo  much  weight. 

With  my  robe  too  dangling  after; 
Could  my  Colin  now  but  fee 
What  a  thing  they've  made  of  me. 

Oh  he'd  fplit  his  fides  with  laughter. 

AIR  X. 

The  flowers  which  grace  their  native  beds, 
.  Awhile  put  forth  their  blufhing  heads. 
But  ere  the  clofe  of  parting  day 
They  wither,  fhrink,  and  die  away. 

But  thefe  which  mimic  fkill  hath  made, 
Nor  fcorch'd  by  funs,  nor  kill'd  by  (hade, 
Shall  blufh  with  lefs  inconftant  hue. 
Which  art  at  pleafure  can  renew. 

AIR  XI. 

When  late  a  fimple  ruflic  lafs, 

I  rov'd  without  reftraint, 
A  ftream  was  all  my  looking-glafs, 

And  health  my  only  paint. 

The  charms  I  boaft,  (alas '  how  few !) 

I  gave  to  nature's  care. 
As  vice  ne'er  fpoilt  their  native  hue. 

They  could  not  want  repair. 

AIR  XII. 

How  ftrange  the  mode  which  truth  negle<Sts, 
And  refts  all  beauty  in  defeds ! 
iut  we  by  homely  nature  taught, 
Though  rude  in  fpeech  are  plain  in  thought. 


AIR  xiir. 

For  various  purpofe  ferves  the  fan. 

As  thus a  dacent  blind. 

Between  the  flicks  to  peep  at  man. 

Nor  yet  betray  your  mind. 

Each  adlion  has  a  meaning  plain,  j 

Refentment's  in  the  fnap, 
A  flirt  cxprefTes  ftrong  difdain, 

Confent  a  gentle  tap. 

All  paflions  will  the  fair  difclofe, 

All  modes  of  female  art. 
And  to  advantage  fweetly  fhows 

The  hand,  if  not  the  heart. 

Tis  folly's  fceptre  firft  deCgn'd 

By  love's  capricious  boy. 
Who  knows  how  lightly  all  mankind 
Arc  govern'd  by  a  toy. 

AIR  XIV. 

If  tyrant  love  with  cruel  dart 
Transfix  the  maiden's  tender  heart. 
Of  eafy  faith  and  fond  belief. 
She  hugs  the  dart,  and  aids  the  thief. 

Till,  left  her  helplefs  flate  to  mourn, 
Negledted,  loving,  and  forlorn  ; 
She  finds,  while  grief  her  bofom  ftings, 
As  well  as  darts  the  god  has  wings. 

AIR  XV. 

Along  your  verdant  lowly  vale 
Calm  zypher  breathes  a  gentle  galff. 
But  ruftiing  through  the  lofty  trees 
It  fwells  beyond  the  peaceful  breeze. 

Thus  free  from  envy's  poifon'd  dart. 
You  boaft  a  pure  unruffled  heart. 
While  jarring  thoughts  our  peace  deform, 
And  fwell  our  paflions  to  a  Itorm. 

AIR  XVI. 

Thoitgu  my  drefs,  as  my  manners,  is  iimple  and 

plain, 
A  rafcal  I  hate,  and  a  knave  I  difdain  ; 
My  dealings  are  juft,  and  my  confcience  is  clear. 
And  I'm  richer  than  thofe  who  have  thoufands 

a-year. 

Though  bent  down  with  age,  and  for  fporting  un- 
couth, 

I  feel  no  remorfc  from  the  follies  of  youth; 

I  ftill  tell  my  tale,  and  rejoice  in  my  fong. 

And  my  boys  think  my  life  not  a  moment  too 
long. 

Let  the  courtiers,  thofe  dealers  in  grin  and  gri- 
mace. 
Creep  under,  dance  over,  for  title  or  place; 
Above  all  the  titles  that  flow  from  a  throne, 
That  of  hon,|l  I  prize,  and  that  title's  my  oiyn. 
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AIR  XVI. 

From  flow'r  to  flow'r  the  butterfly, 
O'er  fields  or  gardens  ranging, 

Sips  fweets  from  each,  and  flutters  by, 
And  all  his  life  is  changing. 

Thus  roving  man  new  objecfls  fway. 
By  various  charms  delighted, 

While  flie  who  pleafes  mod  to-day 
To-morrow  ftiall  be  flighted. 

AIR  XVII. 

When  far  from  fafhion's gilded  fcene 

I  breath'd  my  native  air, 
My  thoughts  were  calm,  my  mind  ferene, 

No  doublings  harbour'd  there. 

But  now  no  more  myfclf  I  find. 

Diftradlion  rends  my  breaft  ; 
Whilft  hopes  and  fears  difturb  my  mind, ' 

And  murder  all  my  refl. 

AIR  XVIIT. 

Flattertng  hopes  the  mind  deceiving 

Eafy  faith  too  often  cheat. 
Woman,  fond  and  all  believing 

Loves  and  hugs  the  dear  deceit. 

Noify  ftiow  of  pomp  and  riches, 

Cupid's  trick  to  catch  the  fair, 
Xiowly  maids  too  oft  bewitches, 

Flattery  is  the  beauty's  fnare. 

AIR  XIX. 

What's  all  the  pomp  of  gaudy  courts, 
^ut  vain  delights  and  jingling  toys, 

While  plcafure  crowns  your  rural  fports 
With  calm  content,  and  trantjuil  joys. 

AIR  XX. 

Return  ,  fweet  lafs,  to  flocks  and  fwains, 
Where  fimple  nature  mildly  reigns  ; 
Where  love  is  every  fliephefd's  care, 
And  every  nymph  is  kind  ^s  fair. 

The  cou)  t  has  only  tinfel  tcjys, 

Infipid  mirth  and  idle  noif^  ; 

But  rural  joys  are  ever  new. 

While  nymphs  are  kind,  and  ihepherds  true. 


AIR  XXI. 


Again  in  rnftic  weeds  array'd, 
A  fimple  fwain,  a  fimple  maid, 
O'er  rural  fcenes  with  joy  we'll  rove. 
By  dimpling  brook,  or  cooling  grove. 

The  birds  fliall  drain  their  little  throats, 
And  warble  wild  their  merry  notes; 
Whilft  we  cnnverfe  beneath  the  fliade, 
A  happy  fwain,  and  happy  maid. 

Thy  hands  (hall  pluck,  to  grace  my  bow'r, 
The  lufcious  fruit,  the  fragrant  fluw'r, 
Whiltl  joys  fliall  blefs,  for  ever  new, 
rhy  PaoEBE  kind,  my  Colin  true. 

AIR  XXII. 

Why  Ihould  I  now,  my  love,  complain, 
That  t  il  awaits  thy  cheerful  fwain, 
Since  labour  oft  a  fweet  beflows 
Which  lazy  fplendour  never  knows  ? 

Hence  fprings  the  purple  tide  of  health, 
The  rich  man's  wifti,  the  poor  man's  wealth, 
And  fprcads  thofe  bluflies  o'er  the  face. 
Which  come  and  go  with  native  grace. 

The  pride  of  drefs,  the  pomp  of  fhow, 
Are  trappings  oft  to  cover  woe  ; 
But  we,  whofe  wiflies  never  roam, 
Shall  tafte  of  real  joys  at  home. 

AIR  XXIII. 

No  doubt  but  your  fool's-cap  has  known 

His  highnefs  obligingly  kind, 
— Odzooks  I  could  knock  the  fool  down. 

Was  e'er  fuch  a  cuckoldy  hind  I? 

To  be  fure,  like  a  good-natur'd  fpoufe. 
You've  lent  him  a  part  of  your  bed  ; 

He  has  fitted  the  horns  to  your  brows. 
And  I  fee  them  Iprout  out  of  your  head. 

To  keep  your  wife  virtuous  and  chafte 
The  court  is  a  wonderful  fchool, 

— My  lord  you've  an  excellent  tafte, 
— And,  fon,  you're  a  cuckoldy  fool. 

If  your  lady  fliould  bring  you  an  heir. 
The  blood  will  flow  rich  in  his  veins. 

Many  thanks  to  my  lord  for  his  care — 
—You  dog,  I  could  knock  out  your  brains. 
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To  him  every  pafiion  was  known 

That  throbb'd  in  the  breaft  with  deCre  ; 
Each  gentle  affection  was  fiiown 

In  the  foft  fighing  fongs  of  his  lyre. 
Like  the  carolling  thrufli  on  the  fpray. 

In  mufic  foft  warbling  and  wild, 
To  love  was  devoted  each  lay, 

In  accents  pathetic  and  mild. 
To  many  a  fanciful  fpring 

His  lyre  was  melodioufly  ftrung  ; 
While  Fairies  and  Fawns  In  a  ring 

Have  applauded  the  fwain  as  he  fung. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  CUNNING  HAM. 


John  Co-nninqiiam  was  born  at  Dublin  in  1729.  His  father  was  a  wine-cooper  in  moderate 
circumftances,  who  having  obtained  a  prize  in  the  lottery,  Cdiiimenced  Wine-merchant,  and  in  a 
ihort  time  became  a  bankrupt.     Both  his  parents  were  of  Scottifli  extracSilon. 

He  received  his  education  at  the  grammar  fchool  of  Drogheda,  under  Mr.  Clark,  and  early  be- 
gan to  exhibit  fpecimens  of  his  poetical  powers.  * 

On  the  failure  of  his  father,  he  was  recalled  to  Dublin,  where,  having  no  certain  employment, he 

became  attached  to  the  theatre.  .         ,     , 

_■.  ':>..:.'.Jr'-.  ;^  i-,  f,:  .    . 
In  1747,  before  he  was  feventeen  years  old,  he  produced  a  drama,  intituled  Ld'oe  In  a  Mijl,  which 

was  performed  feveral  nights  at  the  theatre  in  Smock  Alley. 

By  means  of  this  performance,  he  had  free  accefs  to  the  theatre,  which  had  a  very  pernicious 
effedl  upon  him.  It  created  a  difguft  at  the  life  of  a  tradefman,  and  excited  a  defire  to  appear  ort 
the  ftage  as  a  performer,  though  he  fcarce  poffeiTed  a  fingle  requifite  for  fiich  a  profeflion. 

His  palfion  for  the  flage  had  obtained  fo  ftrong  a  power  over  him,  thar,  againfl  the  wifhes  of  his 
friends,  and  without  any  communication  of  his  intentions  to  them,  he  was  f^jcretly  prevailed  on  to 
engage  with  an  itinerant  manager,  with  whom  he  came  to  England ;  and  in  this  proft-ffion  he  con« 
tinned,  with  little  variation,  until  his  death. 

As  an  adlor  he  obtained  little  reputation.  His  figure  was  totally  againfl  him,  either  far  tragedy, 
or  genteel  comedy.  His  diffidence  was  too  great  ever  to  be  overcome,  and  his  voice  was  diffonant 
and  ofTenfive  to  the  ear.  He  is  faid,  however,  to  have  fhewn  in  general,  a  good  conception  of  his 
author;  and  as  the  reprefentative  of  a  ntiock  French  charadier,  was  not  wholly  undefervlng  o£ 
praife. 

He  foon  became  fenfible  of  his  imprudence,  but  pride  prevented  his  return  to  his  parents :  and 
before  he  had  time  to  work  himfelf  into  a  refolutioti  of  obeying  the  calls  of  duty,  he  received  in- 
telligence of  his  father's  death. 

An  afylum,  however,  was  ftill  open  to  him  in  the  houfc  of  an  afil-clionate  brother,  Mr.  P.  Cun- 
ningham, one  of  the  befl  flatuaries  in  Ireland,  who  repeatedly  urged  him  to  return  ;  but  the  idea 
cf  a  flate  of  dependence  was  of  all  others  the  moft  repugnant  to  him. 

The  prcfefTion  which  he  had  originally  adopted  from  choice,  he  now  found  himfelf  obliged  to 
perfift  in|from  necelTity.  After  having  experienced  various  vicliritiides,  at  York,  Newcaftle,  Sunder- 
land, Alnwick,  and  other  places  in  the  north  of  England^  be  engaged  as  a  performer  under  Mr, 
Love,  manager  of  the  theatre  in  the  Canongate,  Edinburgh,  in  1761.  Here  he  began  to  emerg* 
from  obfcurity  as  a  poet,  and'Vvrote  fome  of  his  befl  pieces. 

In  1762,  he  publifhed  An  Elsgy  on  a  File  of  Ruins,  4to ;  which  was  read  whh  pleafure  after 
Gray's  "  Elegy  in  a  Country  Church-Yard,"  of  which  it  is  an  obvious  imitation.  The  fubjed  is 
Hojlin  Abiey,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Edinburgh. 

The  following  year  he  publiflied  The  CyntcmpLififl,  A  Night  Piece,  4to ;  which,  notwithflanding 
fome  inftances  of  quaintnels  and  aiietlation,  evinced  confiderable  powers  of  defcription,  and  in- 
creafed  his  reputation  as  a  moral  and  dcfcriptive  poet. 

It  was  followed,  in  1 764,  by  Fortune,  an  Apologue,  4to  ;  in  which,  though  the  philofophy  may  be 
exceptionable,  he  avoided  in  a  great  meafure  the  affedcd  prettinefs  obfervabte  in  his  former  pieces. 

By  thcfe  performances  he  acquired  reputation  enough  to  receive  an  Invitation  from  a  bookfcUer 
in  London,  who  propofed  to  employ  him  in  fome  works  of  literature,  by  which  be  might  obtain  a 
livelihood  in  a  manner  more  eafy  and  honourable,  than  that  in  which  he  had  been  hitherto  en- 
gaged. 

Convinced  gf  the  propriety  of  acceding  to  this  propofai,  he  r^jaired  from  Edi.nburgh  to  London; 

Y  y 
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but  had  hardly  fet  foot  in  the  capital,  before  he  was  fatisfied  of  the  impradicabillty  of  the  fcheme. 
The  bookfeller  by  whom  he  was  to  have  been  employed  flopped  payment,  and  the  attention  of  the 
public  was  fo  entirely  engroffed  by  fcandal  and  political  altercation,  that  he  left  the  town  with  pre- 
cipitation, after  a  fliort  and  difagreeable  (lay  in  it,  and  once  more  rejoined  his  friends  in  Edin- 
burgh. 

This  was  the  only  effort  he  ever  made  to  emerge  from  the  abje(5l  fitnation  in  which  youthful  im- 
prudence had  originally  placed  him :  But  with  this  flate  he  appeared  by  no  means  difatisfied.  Com- 
petence and  obfcurity  were  all  he  defired.  He  had  no  views  of  ambition  ;  and  indolence  had  poffelTed 
him  fo  entirely,  that  he  never  made  a  fccond  attempt.  In  a  letter  to  a  friend,  he  defcribes  himfelf 
in  ^efe  terms  :  "  You  may  remember  my  laft  expedition  to  London.  I  think  I  may  be  convinced 
bv  it  that  I  am  not  calculated  for  the  bufinefs  you  me.ition.  Though  I  fcribble  (but  a  little  nei- 
ther) to  amufe  myfelf,  the  moment  I  confidered  it  as  my  duty,  it  would  ceafe  to  be  an  aniufement, 
and  I  fhould  of  confequence  grow  weary  of  it.  I  am  not  entcrpriiing,  and  tolerably  happy  in  my 
prefent  fituation." 

At  this  time  Mr.  Digges  was  manager  of  the  Edinburgh  play-houfe,  and  treated  Cunningham 
with  uncommon  refpeA  and  kindnefs,  which  he  returned  by  writing  occafional  FrtUgues  and 
£pilo2ues  fpoken  by  him  and  his  favourite  Mrs.  Bellamy;  whofe  beauty  he  celebrated  in  a  Fragment 
written  at  Dublin,  and  in  a  pafloral  ballad,  called  Pbillh. 

He  continued  under  Mr.  Digges's  management,  till  he  quitted  Scotland.  He  then  returned  to 
Ne^ycaflle,  a  place  which,  as  it  had  been  his  refidence  for  many  years,  he  had  originally  quitted 
•with  regret,  and  which  to  his  laft  breath  he  ufed  emphatically  to  call  his  home. 

At  Newcaftie,  and  in  the  neighbouring  towns,  he  earned  a  fcanty,  but  to  him  a  fnfficient  fub- 
fiftence,  by  his  theatrical  exertions. 

Thouo-h  the  rrofeflion  of  an  itinerant  player  was  precarious,  and  rather  difreputablc,  it  became 
much  lefs  fo  from  the  eflimation  he  was  held  in  by  the  moft  refpedlablc  charadlers  in  the  country, 
who  afforded  him  their  fupport  and  protciftion. 

His  amiable  worth  and  poetical  talents  particularly  endeared  him  to  the  inhalntants  of  Aln- 
wick •  where  the  prefeijt  writer  has  often  heard  him  mentioned  with  fondnefs  and  regret,  by  hie 
■worthy  relations,  the  late  John  Grey,  Efq.  and  Dr.  Henry  Richardfon,  and  his  refpedtable  friends 
and  neighbours,  Captain  George  Farquhar,  Thomas  Fofler,  Elq.  Mifs  Grey,  and  Mifs  Taylor. 

In  1766,  he  collcfled  his  pieces  that  had  appeared  in  detaclied  pamphlets,  w.hich  with  a  variety 
of  little  pieces  never  before  printed,  he  pubUfhed  by  fubfcription  in  one  volume  8vo,  ur.der  the 
title  of  Po:msy  ch'icfj  Pafloral,  with  a  dedication  to  Garrlck.  The  fubfcription  was  numerous  and 
xefpedable.  From  a  fubfcription  copy  now  lying  before  the  prefent  writer,  which  belonged  to  his 
brother-in-law,  James  Grey,  Efq.  it  appears  that  Mrs.  Bellamy  took  20  copies. 

The  remainder  of  his  life  pafTed  in  one  uniform  train.  Being  pafTionately  fond  of  retirement,  and 
iappy  in  the  focicty  of  a  little  circle  of  rural  friends,  he  rejeded  every  folicitation  to  try  his  fortune 
^nce  more  in  London,  declaring  it  to  be  his  wifh,  that  as  he  had  lived,  fo  he  might  die  among  hi» 
friends  in  Northumberland;  nor  was  that  wlfh  deiiied. 

A  few  months  before  his  death,  being  incapable  of  any  theatrical  exertion,  he  was  removed  to 
the  houfe  of  his  friend  Mr.  Thomas  .Slack,,  printer  of  the  '•  Newcaftie  Chronicle,"  who,  with  great 
kindnefs  received  him  under  his  roof,  and  paid  every  attention  to  him  which  his  ftate  required.  His 
erateful  fenfe  of  the  benevolence  which  ferved  to  leffen  the  wants,  and  to  foothe  the  fcverity  of  his 
laft  illnefs  is  exprtfTed  in  Ms  Vcrfts  to  a  Vrknd,  written  abo\it  three  weeks  before  his  death,  which 
are  more  valuable  for  the  light  they  refle<5l  on  his  calamitous  circumftances,  than  the  intrinfic  merit 

•f  the  poetry. 

The  drama  and  T  have  fhook  band«. 

We've  parted  no  more  to  engage  ; 
SubmilFive  I  met  her  commands, 

For  nothing  can  cure  me  of  age. 
My  funfhine  of  youth  is  no  more, 

My  mornings  of  pkafure  are  fled ;  j*^ 
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'Tis  painful  my  fate  to  endure 

A  peniion  fuppUes  me  with  bread  ; 
Dependent  at  length  on  the  man 

Whofi  fortunes  I  ftruggled  to  ralfe, 
I  conquer  my  pride  as  I  can, 

Hi-i  charity  merits  my  praife. 
His  b'ninty  proceedf.  fr(>m  his  heart, 

'Tis  principle  prompts  the  fupply, 
His  friendlhip  exceeds  my  defert. 

And  often  fuppreffes  a  figh. 

After  lingering  fome  time  un^cr  a  nervous  diforder,  during  which  he  burnt  all  his  papers,,  he 
died  the  i8th  of  September  I773,  in  the  44th  year  of  his  age,  and  was  buried  in  St.  John's 
church-yard,  Nev.-caflle,  where,  on  a  tombflone  ereded  to  his  memory,  is  the  following  ia* 
ftription  : 

Here  lie  the  Remains  of  * 

John  Cunningham. 

Of  hi-i  Excellence 

As  a  Paftoral  Poet 

Kis  Works  will  remain  a  Monument 

For  Ages, 

After  this  Temporary  Tribute  of  Efteem 

Is  in  Dull  forgotten. 

He  died  in  Newcaftle,  Sept.  18.  1773. 

Aged  44. 

His  Poe^s  have  been  frequently  reprinted;  and,  with  feveral  additions,  were  received  into  the 

edition  of  the  "  Englifii  Poets  1790."     A  Poem  to  his  Memory,  written  by  FerguITon,  the  lafl  o£ 

his  produdlions,  and  printed  at  Edinburgh,  in  4to,  1773,  for  the  benefit  of  the  unfortunate  author, 

then  verging  towards  that  (late  of  deplorable  infanity,  in  which  he  died  in  the  mad-houfe,  about 

fix  weeks  after  its  publication,  is  infened  in  the  prefent  edition. 

Cunningham  was  an  amiable  and  worthy  man,  and  an  ingenious  and  elegant,  though  not  a  firft 
rate  poet.  His  principal  merit  feems  to  lie  in  the  eafy  and  humble,  yet  pleafing  walks  of  the  paftoral 
mufe.  When  he  attempts  ethics  or  philofophy,  he  fmks  under  the  weight  of  his  themes,  and  his. 
efforts  are  delicate  and  quaint,  or  feeble  and  uncouth.  His  compofitions  exhibit  ample  proofs  of 
elegance,  tendernefs,  and  fimplitity  ;  but  they  are  deficient  in  flrength,  animation,  and  enthufiafm. 
He  had  a  lively  imagination  and  a  feeling  heart;  but  his  judgment  was  not  equal  to  his  fancy  and 
his  mod  finilhed  produiflions  difcover  an  incorredinefs  of  tafte.  They  are  the  native  eiforts  of  true 
genius  ;  but  the  fentiments  and  images  they  exhibit,  are  not  always  attended  wich  an  elegant  fim- 
plicity  of  exprtflion.  He  fometimes  affedls  the  formality  of  exhibiting  trite  and  infipid  trifles  in  the 
garb  of  an  infignific^nt  delicacy,  and  miftakes  quaintnefs  for  elegance,  prettinefs  for  beauty,  and 
childilhnefs  for  fimplicity. 

His  Elegy  on  a  Pile  of  Ruins,  IS  an  imitation  of  Gray  ;  but  written  with  more  fpirit  and  real 
poetry  than  are  commonly  to  be  found  in  imitations.  There  is  in  general  an  elegant  fimpiicity  of 
thought  and  exprelTion  in  this  p?rfarmance  ;' but  his  admir.ition  of  the  "  Church-yard  Elegy," 
has  led  him  in  fome  plact-a  to  an  aiteclatioji  of  defcriptive  and  alliterative  epithets,  which  wear  the 
lineafy  garb  of  labour  and  imitation.  The  epithets  •vernal-coated,  time -corroded,  faint- encypherd,  broiun- 
hronvd,  time-unhttcred,  sxidfl-ver-tvorkinv,  huve  a  harfnnef?  unfuitable  to  the  language  of  elegy,  which, 
provided  it  is  not  mean,  can  never  be  too  fimple.  In  the  opening  of  the  poem  he  has  given  a  very 
lively  pi(5lure  of  the  romantic  ruins  of  the  Abbey  and  Citjlle  of  Raflin  ;  but  perhaps  the  two  laft  lines 
in  the  fccond  flanza  have  a  kind  cf  aiiti-climax ;  Arid  many  a  cherub,  &c.  It  does  not  feem  at  all 
flrange  that  the  little  ornamental  parts  of  a  roof  or  portico  fhould  defcend  into  dull,  when  the  urn 
and  the  obelifk  are  overthrown  by  time.     The  five  ftanzas  following. 

Where  the  mild  fun,  thTo^'^ih  fiint-encyphyrd gl'Ak, 
.  Illum'd  with  mellow  light  that  broivn-brow  d  aille, 

are  beautifully  defcriptive  ;  but  perhaps  thefe  two  lines,  as  well  as  fome  others,  are  tco   elaborate. 
By  endeavouring  to  crowd  tco  roany  idjas  upcn  the  reader,  he  does  not  give  him  tinie  to  obftrve 

y  y  i) 
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that  beautifql  one  of  the  aifle  illum'd  with  the  mellow  light  of  the  mild  fun  through  the  painted 
glafs. 

The  Contemflatifi  has  fome  good  defcription  ;  the  fent'ments  are  moral  and  pathetic ;  the  language 
limple,  folcmn,  and  chafte,  t-scepting  a  lew  (Juaint,  unauthorifed  words,  admitted,  perhaps,  for  the 
fake  of  the  metre.  His  Fortune,  an  J^olcgui,  is  more  chafte  and  corred: ;  but  the  moral  he  deduces 
from  it,  that 

Wifdom's  of  happinefs  the  certain  fource. 
And  folly  the  original  of  ill, 

does  not  appear  to  be  generally  true.  With  regard  to  moral  evil,  indted,  the  different  agency  of 
■wildom  and  fo'ly  may  have  confiderable  influence  ;  but  natural  and  accid<.n;al  evils,  which  we  un- 
dergo independent  of  our  own  powers,  are  perhaps  the  heavieft  ob-eiSls  of  complaint.  Were  thefe 
altogether  out  of  the  world,  wifdom  might  with  greater  truth  be  deemed  the  fource  of  happinefs; 
bat  not  even  then  the  certain  fource.  That  enlargement  of  the  intelle(5tual  faculties,  which  is  al- 
ways connedted  with  the  idea  of  wifdom,  lays  open  many  avenues  to  m'irtification,  difguft  and  dif- 
content,  and  the  more  clearly  we  behold  the  imbecility  of  our  nature,  the  more  powerfully  we 
feel  its  efFsfts.  The  condu(ft  of  the  y'falogue  is  not  Icfs  exceptionable  than  the  conclufion.  An  AJs^ 
complains  to  "Jupiter  of  the  comparative  hardfhips  of  his  condition.  Moved  by  the  complaint, 
Jupiter  fummons  Fortune  to  aufwer  the  charge  broi;ght  againft  her.  After  a  long  fearch  Ihe  is 
found,  and  urge?  in  her  defence,  that  the  plaintiff's  hardfhips  were  no  greater  than,  for  his  ftupi- 
dity,  he  deferved,  and  that  he  had  no  merit  to  entitle  him  to  a  better  fate.  This  reply  of  Fortune  is 
pronounced  to  be  fage.  Upon  this  the  dodlrinc  of  the  Apologre  is  founded.  The  fentence  is  equally 
iinjufl  and  cruel;  but  the  fentiments  afcribed  to  "Jupiter  and  Fortune,  are  neither  unnatural  nor 
extraordinary.  The  condudt  of  his  j^K/Z/rr  is  founded  upon  tht  general  pradice  of  mankind.  The 
god  acquiefces  in  that  contempt  which  is  thrown  upon  the  Afs,  for  not  having  attained  thofe  dig- 
nities which  he  had  neither  the  power  nor  the  capacity  of  attaining  ;  and  there  is  no  inllance  of 
human  weaknefs  fo  univerfally  prevalent  as  that  of  defpifing  others  for  the  want  of  what  they 
•were  never  able  to  acquire.  He  has  certainly  a  claini  to  much  indulgence  on  the  fame  account. 
The  befl  part  of  his  Apologue  is  the  defcription  of  the  domtftic  attendants  of  A-vatUe.  The 
pidure  of  Care  is  finilht  J  with  equal  happinefs  and  Ikill. 

His  Daj,  a  paftoral,  is  a  feries  of  unconnedted  defcriptions,  referring  to  J\Iorn'ing,  Noon,  and 
ILvening.  It  has  fome  particular  and  pitflurefqiie  images;  but  they  are  fcldom  original ;  anri  the 
form  of  hir  ftanza  u  but  little  calculated  to  exhibit  them  to  advantage.  The  Land/cape  contains 
fonie  pretty  rural  defcription.  Nothing  can  be  more  pleafing  and  natural  than  the  paftoral  intituled 
Content.  It  has  a  p'oculiar  fweetnefs  and  cleganoe.  The  Violet,  QoryJpn,  Phillis,  On  the  Approa:h  of 
J^tiy,  Stanzas  on  the  for-wardnefs  of  ^prirg,  JJelody,  Danion  and  Phshe,  Pomona,  The.  Miller,  Delia,  May 
F.ve,  'Ihe  Sysamore  Shade,  Kitty  Felt,  A  Man  to  my  Mind,  Thyrfs,  Holyday  Goiun,  To;  Warning  and 
The  Ha-wthorn  Boiver,  will  ever  be  perufedwith  deligl.t,  Ircm  the  numberiefs  flrokes  of  nature 
and  pafli',!.  with  which  they  abound,  and  the  agreeable  familiarity  of  the  language.  His  Odes  difcover 
few  marks  of  lyric  fpirit  and  enthuCafm.  His  Prologues,  &c.  are  fuller  of  delicate  fentiment  than 
of  VI  it  and  humour.  His  Epigrams,  Anjcrea.tics,  Sic.  are  fometimes  elegant  and  fprightly,  and 
fonietimes  puerile  and  trifling. 

"  Cunningham,"  fays  Mr.  Ritfon  in  his  "  Hidorical  View  of  the  Progrefs  of  Englifli  Song," 
•'  though  iict  equal  to  his  countryman  Goldfmith  in  native  genius,  and  fliil  lefs  fo  in  learned  appli- 
cation, poflVflc*  a  pleafmg  fimplicity  which  camot  fail  to  recommend  him  to  a  reader  of  unadulter- 
ated tadc.  This  fimpiicity  may,  perhaps,  in  fome  of  his  compofuions,  be  thought  too  great ;  bur  when 
it  is  known  that  thry  were  neceffarily  adapted  to  the  intellects  of  a  country  theatre,  little  ccnfure  ca^i 
he  juftly  incurred  by  the  poet." 
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Fslix  ille,  quern,  femotum  longe  e  fcrepitu  et  popularibus  undis,  interdum  moUi  rus  accipit  umbra." 

Rai'in. 
"  Silvcftrcm  tenui  mufam  meditabor  avena." 


A  CARD  FROM  THE   AUTHOR,  TO  DAVID  GARRICK,  E3Q^ 

Remoteness  of  fituation,  and  fome  other  circumftances,  have  hitherto  deprived  the  author  of  that 
happinefs  he  might  receive  from  feeing  Mr.  Garrick. 

It  is  the  tiniverfal  regard  his  charadter  commai'ds,  occafions  this  addrefs. 

It  may  be  thought  by  many  (at  a  vifit  fo  abrupt  as  this  is),  that  fomething  highly  complimentary 
lliould  be  faid  on  the  part  of  the  intruder;  but  according  to  the  ideas  the  author  has  conceived  of  Mr, 
Garrick's  delicacy  and  good  fenfe,  a  fiiigle  period  in  the  garb  of  fiattery  would  certai.ily  off-nJ  him. 

He  therefore  takes  his  leave ;— and  after  having  ftept   (perhaps  a  little   too  forward)   to  oiVcr  his 
tribute  of  efteem,  refpe6lfully  retires. 
NezvcaJiU,  Aug-  I771. 


DAY: 

A  PASTORAL. 


"  Carpe  diem."         Hor. 

MORNING. 

In  the  barn  the  tenant  cock, 

Clofe  to  Partlet  perch'd  on  high, 

Brilkly  crows,  the  fhepherd's  clock)! 
Jocund  that  tjie  morning's  nigh. 

Swiftly  from  the  mountain's  brow, 
Shadows,  nurs'd  by  night,  retire  : 

And  the  peeping  fun  beam,  now, 
Paints  with  gold  the  village  fpire. 

Philomel  forfakcs  the  thorn. 

Plaintive  where  flie  prates  at  night ; 

And  the  lark,  to  meet  the  morn. 
Soars  beyond  the  fhegherd's  fight. 

From  the  low-reof 'd  cottage  ridge, 
See  the  chatt'ring  fwallow  fpring; 

Darting  through  the  one-arch'd  bridge, 
Quick  file  dips  her  dappled  wing. 

New  the  pine-trees  waving  top 
Gently  greets  the  morning  gale  \ 

Kidlings,  now,  begin  to  crop 
DaifLss,  in  the  dewy  dale. 

From  the  balmy  fweets,  uncloy'd, 
(P^elllefs  till  her  taik  be  done) 


Now  the  bufy  bee's  employ'd 
Sipping  dew  before  the  fun. 

Trickling  through  the  crevic'd  rock, 
Where  the  li.i^pid  flrcam  diftills. 

Sweet  refrefhment  waits  the  flock 
When  'tis  fun-drove  from  the  hills. 

Colin,  for  the  promis'd  corn 
(Ere  the  harveft  hopes  are  ripe) 

AiyciouR,  hears  the  huntfman's  horn, 
Boldly  founding,  drown  his  pipe. 

Sweet, — O  fweet,  the  warbling  throng, 
On  the  white  embloffom'd  fpray  ! 

Nature's  univerfal  fong 
Echoes  to  the  riiing  day. 

NOON, 

Fervid  on  the  glitt'ring  flood, 

Now  the  noon-tide  radiance  glows  : 

Dropping  o'er  its  infant  bud, 
Not  a  aew-dfop's  left  the  rofe. 

By  the  brook  the  (hcpherd  dines  ; 

From  the  fierce  meridim  h.-at. 
Shelter'd,  by  the  branching  pines, 

Pendent  o'er  his  grafly  feat. 

Now  the  flock  forfakes  the  glade, 

Where,  uncheck'd,  the  fun-bcams  fall  j 

Sure  to  find  a  pleafmg  (liade 
By  the  ivy'ci  abby  wall. 
y  y  iij 
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Echo  in  her  airy  round, 

O'er  the  river,  rock  and  hill, 

Cannot  catch  a.  fingle  found, 
Save  the  clack  of  yonder  mill. 

Cattle  court  the  zephyrs  bland, 

Where  the  ftreamlet  wanders  cool; 

Or  with  languid  fiicrice  {land 
Midway  in  the  marfhy  pool. 

But  from  mountain,  dell,  or  ftream. 
Not  a  flutt'rir.g  zephyr  fi  rings  : 

Fearful  lell  the  roon-tide  beam 
Sct^rch  itsfoft,its  lilken  wings. 

Not  a  leaf  has  leave  to  flir, 

Nature's  luli'd — ferene — and  flill '. 

Quiet  e'en  the  fhepherc's  cur, 
Slcepi'ig  oil  the  heath  clad  hill. 

Languid  is  the  'andfcape  round, 

1  ul  tht  frr/ili  defcendiwg  fliower. 
Grateful  to  the  thirfty  ground, 

Ralfcs  ev'ry  fainting  flower. 
New  the  hill — the  hedj.'> — is  green. 

Now  ihc  warblers   throats  in  tune  ! 
Blithfunie  is  ihe  verdant  fcene, 

ISrighten'd  by  the  beams  of  nooti '. 

EVENING. 

O'er  the  hesth  the  heifer  flrays 
Free; — (the  furrow'd  tafk  is  done) 

Now  tb-"  village  wir.c'ows  blaze, 
Burnifh'd  by  the  fettmg  fun. 

Now  he  hides  behind  the  hill. 
Sinking  from  a  golden  Iky  : 

Can  the  pencil's  mimic  flcill, 
Copy  the  refulgent  dye  ? 

Trudging  as  the  ploughmen  go, 
(To  the  fn.oking  hamlet  bound) 

Giant  like  their  fliadowsgrow, 
Lengthcn'd  o'er  the  level  ground. 

Where  the  rifing  foreft  fpreads. 
Shelter  f<<;^the  lordly  dome  ! 

To  their  high-built  airy  bed^, 
See  'the  rooks  returning  home! 

As  the  lark  with  varyd  tune, 
Carols  to  the  evening  loud  ; 

Mark  the  mild  refplcndent  moon. 
Breaking  through  a  pr.rted  cloud  ! 

Now  the  hermit  hcvv-lctpeep* 
Erom  the  barn,  or  twilled  brake  : 

And  the  blue  mill  flowly  creeps, 
Curling  on  the  filver  lake. 

As  the  trout  in  fpcckled  pride. 
Playful  from  its  bofom  fprings ; 

To  the  bank?,  a  nulled  tide 
Verges  in  fuctcffivfe  rings. 

Tripping  fhr<JUgh  the  Clken  grafs, 
O'er  the  path-divided  dale, 

Mark  the  lofe  complexion'd  Jafs, 
With  her  wcU-poib'd  niilking  pail. 


Linnets,  with  unnumber'd  notejs. 
And  the  cuckoo  bird  with  two, 

Tuning  fweet  their  mellow  throats, 
Bid  the  fetting  fun  adieu. 

THE  CONTEMPLATIST 

A  NIGHT  PIECE, 


"  Nox  erat 

"  Cum  tacct  omnis  ager,  pecudes,  pic^aque  v*- 
'■  lucres." 

The  queen  of  Contemplation,  night, 

Begins  her  balmy  reign  ; 
Advancing  i;i  their  varied  light 

Her  fiiver-vefted  train. 

'Tisftrange,  the  many  marfiiall'd  ftars. 

That  ride  yon  facred  round. 
Should  keep,  among  their  rapid  cars, 

A  filence  fo  proiound  ! 

A  kind,  a  philofophic  calm, 

1  he  codl  creation  wears  ! 
And  what  day  drank  of  dewy  balm. 

The  gentle  night  repairs. 

Behind  their  leafy  curtains  hid. 

The  featlier'd  race  how  uill  !* 
Hojv  quiet  now  thegsniefome  kid, 

1  hat  gamboi'd  round  the  hill  I 

The  fweetf,  that  bending  o'er  their  hanks. 

From  fultry  day  declin'd, 
Revive  in  little  velvet  ranlcs. 

And  fcent  the  weflern  wind. 

The  moon,  preceded  by  the  breeze 

That  bade  the  clouds  retire, 
Appears  amongft  the  tufted  trees, 

A  Phosnix  neft  on  fire. 

But  foft — the  goid.'n  glow  fuhfides! 

Her  chariot  mounts  on  high  ! 
And  now,  in  filverd  pomp,  fhe  rides 

Pale  regent  of  the  iky  1 

Where  time,  upon  the  wither'd  tree 

Hath  carv'd  the  rroral  chair, 
I  fit,  fn.ni  bufy  paCionsfree, 

And  breathe  the  placid  air. 

The  wiiher'd  tree  was  once  in  prime ; 

Its  branches  brav'd  the  Iky  ! 
Thus,  at  the  touch  ».f  ruthlcfs  time. 
Shall  youth  and  vigour  die. 

I'm  lifted  to  the  blue  expanfe  : 

It  glows  ferencly  gay  ! 
Come,  fciencc  by  my  fide  advance. 

We'll  fcai  cii  the  milky  way. 

Let  us  dcf'-eiid — The  dnring  flight 

Fatigues  my  ftcble  mind; 
And  fcience,  in  the  maze  of  light, 

Is  impottnt  and  blind. 

What  are  thofe  wild,  thofc  wand'ring  fires, 

"1  hat  o'er  the  mi-orland  ran  .' 
Vapours. — How  like  the  vague  deCrcs 

That  cheat  the  hcait  of  man  .' 
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But  there's  a  friendly  guide ! — a  flame, 

That  lambient  o'er  its  bed. 
Enlivens,  with  a  gladfome  beam, 

The  hermit's  ofier  fhed. 

Among  the  ruffet  fhades  of  night 

"■It  glances  from  afar  ! 
And  darts  along  the  duflc ;  fo  bright. 
It  feems  a  filver  ftar  ! 

Ih  coverts  (where  the  few  frequent) 

If  virtue  deigns  to  dwell, 
'Tis  thus,  the  little  lamp,  content, 

Gives  luflre  to  her  cell. 

How  fmooth  that  rapid  river  flidei 

Prngrtfiive  to  the  deep  ! 
The  poppies,  pendent  o'er  its  fides, 

Have  charm'd  the  waves  to  fleep. 

Pleafure's  intoxicated  fons  ! 

Ye  indolent !  ye  gay  ! 
Refle<£l — for,  as  the  river  runs. 

Life  wings  its  trafllefs  way. 

That  branching  grove  of  duJky  green 

Conceals  the  azure  Iky, 
Save  where  a  ftarry  fpace  between 

Relieves  thedarken'd  eye. 

Old  error  thus  with  fhades  impure 
Throws  facred  truth  behind  : 

Yet  fometinies,  through  the  deep  obfcurc. 
She  burlls  upon  the  mind. 

Sleep  and  her  fifter  filence  reign, 
They  lock  the  fliepherds  fold  1 

3ut  hark — I  hear  a  lamb  complain, 
'Tis  loft  upon  the  wold  I 

To  favage  herds,  that  hunt  for  prey. 

An  uHrefifting  prize  ! 
For  having  trod  a  devious  way, 

The  little  rambler  dies. 

As  lucklefs  is  the  virgin's  lot 
Whom  pleafure  once  mifguides ; 

When  hurried  from  the  halcyon  cot. 
Where  innocence  prefides— — 

The  paffions,  a  relentlefs  train  ! 

To  tear  the  vidlim  run  : 
She  feeks  the  paths  of  peace  in  vain. 

Is  conquer'd — and  undone. 

How  bright  the  little  infe(51s  blaze, 
Where  willows  Ihade  the  way  ; 

As  proud  as  if  thtir  painted  rays 
Could  emulate  the  day  '. 

*Tis  thus  the  pigmy  fons  of  pow'r 

Advance  their  vain  parade  ! 
Thus  glitter  in  the  darken'd  hour 

And  like  the  gloiv-worms  fade  ! 

The  foft  fcrenity  of  night 

Ungentle  ci.iuds  deform  ! 
The  lilvc  hoft;  that  (hone  fo  bright 

Is  hid  behind  a  ftorm  1 

The  angry  elements  engage  I 
An  oak  (an  ivied  bower  !) 


Repels  the  rough  wind's  noify  rage. 
And  fhields  me  from  the  Ihower. 

The  rancour  thus  of  rufliing  fate 

I've  learnt  to  render  vain  : 
For  whilft  integrity's  her  feat. 

The  foul  will  fit  ferene, 

A  raven,  from  fome  greedy  vault, 

Amidft  that  cloifter'd  gloom, 
Bids  me,  and  'tis  a  folemn  thought ! 

Rcfieil  upon  the  tomb. 

The  tomb! The  confecrated  dome  ! 

The  temple  rais'd  to  peace  1 
The  port  that  to  its  friendly  home 

Compels  the  human  race  ! 

Yon  village,  to  the  moral  mind, 

A  folemn  afpedl:  wears ; 
Where  flecp  hath  luU'd  the  labour'd  hind, 

And  kill'd  hi';  daily  cares  : 

'Tis  but  the  church-yard  of  the  night; 

An  emblematic  bed  ! 
That  offers  to  the  mental  fight 

The  temporary  dead. 

From  hence  I'll  penetrate  jn  thought 
The  grave's  unmeafur'd  deep  ; 

And  tutor'd,  hence  be  timely  taught 
To  meet  my  final  lleep. 

'Tis  peace (The  little  chaos  paft  !) 

The  gracious  moon  reftor'd  I 
A  breeze  fucceeds  the  frightful  blaft,   ■ 

That  through  the  forell  roar'd  ! 

The  nightingale,  a  welcome  gueft  I 

Renews  her  gentle  flrains  ; 
And  hope  (jufi  wand'ring  from  my  breaft) 

Her  wonted  feat  regains. 

Yes — When  yon  lucid  orb  is  dark. 

And  darting  from  on  high  ; 
My  foul,  a  more  celeftial  fpark. 

Shall  keep  her  native  flcy. 

Fann'd  by  the  light — the  lenient  breeze, 

My  limbs  refreihmcnt  find  ; 
And  moral  rhnpfodies  like  thefe 

Give  vigour  to  the  mind. 

THE  THRUSH  AND  PIE. 


Conceal'd  within  an  hawthorn  bu(h. 
We're  told  that  an  experienc'd  thrulh 
Inft rufted,  in  the  prime  of  fpring, 
Many  a  neighbouring  bird  to  fing. 
She  caroU'd  ;  and  her  various  fong 
Gave  leflbns  to  the  lift'ning  throng  : 
But  (the  entangling  boughs  between) 
Twas  her  delight  to  teach  unfeen. 

At  length,  the  Hule  wond'ring  raca 
W''oald  fee  their  fav'ri-.e  face  to  face  ; 
They  thought  it  hard  to  be  deny'd. 
And  begg'd  that  fhe'd  no  longer  hide, 
O'er-modeft,  worth's  peculiar  fault, 
\  Another  fhade  the  tut'rcfs  fought  ^ 
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And  luth  to  he  too  much  adinir'd, 
In  iecrct  from  the'bufh  retir'd. 

All  impudent,  prefuming  pie, 
IMalicious,  ignorant,  and  fly, 
Stole  to  the  matron's  vacant  feat, 
And,  in  her  arrogance  elate, 
Rufh'd  forward — -witli-r-"  My  friends,  you  fee 
"  I'lie  niiftrefs  of  fhe  choir  in  me  : 
"  Here  be  your  due  devotion  paid, 
"   I  am  the  fi.ngrtrefs  of  the  fliade." 

A  linnet,  that  fat  lift'hirig  nigh, 
Ik'Iade  the  impoftor  this  reply  : 
"   I  fancy,  friend,  that  vulgar  throats 
"    Were  nevtr  furni'd  for  warbiinw  notes: 
*'   But  if  thefe  Kffuna  came  from  you, 
'•   Repeat  them  in  the  public  view  ; 
"    That  your  affertioiis  may  be  clear, 
"  I.d  ivs  behold  as  well  as  hear." 

The  leiig^-th'ning  long,  the  foft'ning  flrain, 
Our  chatt'ring  pic  attcnijts  in  vain  ; 
Mor,  to  the;fool's  eternal  (hame. 
All  flic  couhlcompafi  was  a  fcrcam. 

The  birds  em  a^^'d,  around  her  fly, 
Nor  fhelter  nor  defence  is  nigh. 

'J'he  cajfitrw' retch,  Jiftrefb'd — forlorn  I 
On  every  fide  is  peckd  and  torn  I  ' 
Till,  for  her  vile  atrccious  lies. 
Under  their  anjjry  beaks  flic  dies. 

.Such  be  his  fate,  whofe  fcoundrel  claim 
Obtrudes  upoil  a  Beighbour's  fame.. 

Friend  E n  *j  the  tale  apply. 

You  are — yourfelf— the  chaft'ring  pie: 
Ktpent,  and,  with  a  tonftious  blulb. 
Go  make  atonement  to  tl.g  thrulb  |, 

palsmon: 

A   P.ISTOR'AI,. 

Palemon,  fealed  by  his  fav'rite  maid, 
Tlic  fyivan  fcenes  with  iicftacy.  furvey'd  ; 
Nothing  could  make  the  fond  Alexis  gay,. 
For  Daiihne  had  been. abfent  half  the  day: 
Dar'd  by  Palemon  for  ^  pafloral  prize, 
ReluJlant,  in  his  turn,  Alexis  tries. 

Pule.-iion. 
This  breeze  by  the  river  how  charminw  and  fuft ! 

How  fmooth  the  tjrafs  carpet!'  hovV  green  ! 
Sweet,  fwtt  t  lings  the  lark  I  as  he  carols  aloft, 

His  mufic  enlivens  the  fcene  I    ■'    '.  '>. 
A  thoufand  frefh  flow'rets  uflufually  gay 

The  fulds  an!  the  fi;rc^fts  adorn  ; 
I  pluck'd  nie  forne  rofef,  the  children  r.l  May, 

And  could  not  find  one  with  a  thoin. 
Alexis. 
The  fkies  arc  quite  cl(;uded,  too  bold  is  the  breeze, 

Duil  vapfursdefcend  on  the  plain  ; 
The  vrrdurc's  all  blaiud  tliat  cov<;r\l  yon  trees, 

The  birdb  cannot  compafs  a  Drain  : 
In  feafch  for  a  chaph.t  my  temples  to  bind, 

All  day  ^6  1  lilently  rove, 

*  A  'jT—Jhif^e'  hoifcUer,  ivho  piruied  an  ,:  Jit  ion  cf 
the  Fl'.if:rg  InJifuSior.     ^    ■ 

t  7/.r  Lompihv  and  repuied  autlor'fi  ff  the  original 
f/f-'js  in  iliut  book. 


T  CMn't  find  a  flow'ret  (not  one  to  my  mind) 
In  meadow,  in  garden,  or  grove. 

PalcmuH. 

I  ne'er  fav/  the  hedge  in  fuch  excellent  bloonij 

The  lambkins  fo  wantonly  gay  ; 
My  cows  feem  la  breathe  a  more  pleafing  perfun*. 

And  iirighter  than  coinnion  the  day  :     , 
If  any  dull  fliephcrd  (bouKt  looiilhlv  afl:. 

So  rich  why  tr.c  hindfiapes  appear  ' 
To  give  a  right  anfwer,  hov,-  eafy  my  taflc  ! 

Becaufc  my  fweet  PhiiliJa's  here. 

Alexis. 
The  ftream  that.fo  muddy  moves  flowly  along, 

Once  roll'd  in  a  beautiful  tide;         .';     ,i,-    • 
It  feem'd  o'er  the  p-bbles  to  murmur  .a.Tongvi 

But  Daphne  fat  then  by  my  fide.  ■    : 

bee,  fee  the  lov'd  maid,  o'er  the  meadows  ihe  hies, 

Qjite  aber'd  already  the  fteiie  ! 
How  iimjid  the  ftream  is!  fa  -wgay  rh^blaelkies! 

The  hills  and  the  hedjies  how-ureen  I 

.         ■         1  -  .    .        !        I*'  . 

THE  HAWrHORN  iso'WER, 

Palemon,  in  the  hawthorn  bower. 

With  fond  inipatiencc  lay; 
He  counted  every  anxious.hour 

Tliat  ftretch'd  the  tedious  day. 
The  rofy  dav/n  Paftora  nam'd, 

And  vow'd  t!;at  fhc'd  be  kind  ; 
But  ah  ',  the  fettin;.^  lun  proclaim'J 

That  wonuii's  vows  are — wind. 

The  fickle  fex  the  boy  defy'd; 

Aiid  fwore,  in  terms  profane, 
Th^t  beauty  in  her  greatell  pride 

Might  liie  to  him  in  vain. 
When  Delia  fr',;m  the  neighboring  glade 

Appear'din  all  her  cliarms, 
Eacii  angry  vow  Palemon  m;ide 

Wa^  lott  in  Delia's  arms. 

The  lovers  had  not  lungreclin'd 

Before  i'adora  came  : 
Inconflancy,  Jbe  cry'd,  I  find 

in  every  heart's  the  fame; 
Fcr  young  Alexis  figh'd  and  preft. 

With  Luch  bewitching  power, 
I  (juite  'orgot  ths  wiihiiig  gueft 

i'hac  waited  in  the  bower. 

THE  ANT  AND  CATERPILLAR: 


.A.S  an  ar$,  of  his  talents  fupcrinrly  vain. 
Was  trotting,  -with  confequence,  over  the  plain, 
A  worm,  in  Ids  progrefs  remarkably  {\.o\\, 
Cry'd "  Bltfi  ycu»-  good  worfhip  wherever 

"  you  go ; 
"   I  hope  your  great  mightinefs  won't  take  it  ill, 
"   I  pay  my  reipciSts  with  an  hearty  good  will." 
With  a  look  of  contempt,  and  impertinent  pride, 
"   Begone,  you  vile  reptile,"  (his  antfliip  replied)  ; 
"   Go — go  and  lament  your  contemptible  Aate, 
"  But  firft look  at  me fee  my  limbs  ho,w 

"   complelc  j  4 
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"  I  ^uicle  ai'.'ir.y  motions  wit'i  freedom  and  eafe, 
"   Run  back-ward  and. forward,  and  turn  when  I 

"   pleafe  : 
"   Of  nature  (growh  vveary)  you  fhoching  effiy  ' 
"  1  fpuin  you  thus  fron>  toe crawl  cut  of  hiy 

*'  way." 
The  reptilt  infulted,and  vext  ro  the  fou!. 
Crept  onwards,  and  hid  himfelf  clofe  in  his'hole; 
But  nature,  dctermin'd  to  end  his  diitrefs. 
Soon  fi^nt  Kim  abroad  in  a  butterliy's  diefs. 

Ere  lonji;  the  proud  ant,  as  repnffing  ihe  road 
(Fatigu'd  from  the  harveft,  and  tug;<<ii:g  his  load) 
The  beau  on  a  violet  bank  he  bihcld, 
Whofe  vefture,  in  glory,  a  monarch's  excell'd  ;  • 
His  plumage  expanded — 'twas  rare  to  behold 
So  Idvely  a  mixture  of  purple  and  gold. 

The  ant  quite  amazM  at  a  figure  fo  gay, 
Bow'd  low  with  refpedt,  and  v/as  trudging  away, 
"   Slop,  friend,"  fays  the  butterfly "  don't  be 

"  furpriz'd, 
"  I  once  was  the  reptile  you  fpurn'd  and  defpis'd; 
"   But  now  I  can  mount,  in  the  lun-beams  !  play, 
"  While  you  muff,  for  ever,  drudge  on  in  your 

"  way." 

MORAL. 

A  wretch,  though  to-day  lie's  o'erloaded  with  for- 

row,  [row. 

May  foar  above  thofe  that  oppref^'d  hini — to  nior- 

PHILLIS: 

A    PASTORAL    BALLAD. 

I  SAID — on  the  banks  by  the  ftream, 

I've  pip'd  for  the  Ihepherds  too  long  : 
Oh  grant  me,  ye  mufes,  a  theme, 

Where  glory  may  brighten  my  fong  1 
But  Pan  *  bade  me  flick  to  my  llrain. 

Nor  leffons  too  lofty  rchearic  ; 
Ainbition  befits  not  a  Avain, 

And  Phillis  loves  palloral  verfe.    • 

The  rofe,  though  a  beautiful  red, 

Looks  faded  to  Phiilis's  bloom; 
And  the  breeze  from  the  bsan-fiower  bed 

To  her  breath's  but  a  feeble  perfume : 
The  dew-drop  fo  limpid  and  gay. 

That  loofe  on  the  violet  lies. 
Though  brighten'dby  Phoebus'*  ray, 

Wants  luftre,  compar'd  to  her  eyes. 
A  lily  I  pliick'd  in  full  pride, 

In  frefhnefs  with  her's  to  compare; 
And  foolifhly  thought  (ttU  I  try'd) 

The  flow'ret  was  equally  fair. 
How,  Cprydon,  could  you  roiftake  ? 

Your  fault  be  with  fornAv  confcft, 
You  faid  the  white  fwans  on  the  lake 

for  foftnefs  might  rival  her  breaff. 

While  thus  I  went  nn  in  her  praife, 

My  Phillis  pafb'd  fportivc  along  : 
Ye  poets,  I  covet  no  bays. 

She  faiil'd — a  reward  for  my  fong  ! 

*    The  a^ilhoy  intends  the  charaBsr  of  Pan  for  the 

late  Mi:  Shenjlnne,  ivho  favoured  him  ivith  a  letter  or 
1>-W3,  adv'fing  JAiii  to  proceed  in  the  pcifarul  manner. 


1  find  the  god  Pan's  in  the  right, 

Nv  fame's  like  the  fair  oni's  applaufe  ! 

And  Cupiii  muft  cro>^n  with  delight 
I'hc  fhephcrd  thiit  fnigs  in  his  caufe. 

POMONA: 

A  PASTORAL. 

On  the  Cyder  Bill  beiu^  ppjjed. 

From  orchards  of  ample  extent, 

Pomona's  compell'd  to  depart ; 
And  thus,  as  in  anguifh  flie  went, 

'I'he  goddcfs  unburden'd  her  heart  : 

"  To  flourifh  where  liberty  reigns, 
"   Was  all  my  fond  wifhes  rcquir'd  ; 

"   And  hrre  1  agreed  with  the  fwains 
"  To  live  till  their  freedom  expir'd. 

"  Of  late  you  have  numher'd  my  trees, 
"   Andthreaten'd  to  limit  my  (lore  : 

"   Alas  I — from  fuch  maxims  as  thefe, 
"  I  fear  that  your  freedom's  no  more. 

"   My  flight  will  be  fatal  to  May  : 
"   For  how  can  her  gardens  be  line  ; 

"  The  bloffoms  are  dooni'd  to  decay, 

"  (The  bloflbms,  I  mean,  that  were  miue)« 

"  Rich  autumn  remembers  me  well : 
"   My  fruitage  was  fair  to  behold  ! 

"   My  pears — how  I  ripen'd  their  fwell ! 
"   My  pippins  1 — weie  pippins  of  gold  ! 

"  I..et  Ceres  drudge  an  with  her  ploughs! 

"  She  droops  as  ihe  furrows  the  foil; 
"   A  nedfar  I  Ihake  from  my  boughs, 

"  A  nediar  that  foftens  my  toil. 

"   When  Bacchus  began  to  repine, 
"   With  patience  I  bore  his  abufe  ; 

"   He  faid  that  I  plunder'd  the  vine, 
''   He  laid  that  I  pilfer'd  hij  juice. 

*'   I  know  the  proud  drunkard  denies- 

"  That  trees  of  my  culture  fhould  grow  : 

"   But  let  not  the  traitor  advife  ; 

"  He  com£s  from  the  climes  of  your  foe. 

"  Alas  1  in  your  filence  I  read 

"  The  Ten  ten  ce  I'm  dooni'd  fo  deplore  : 
"  ■  Pis  plain  the  great  Pan  has  decreed,  . 

"  My  orchard  fl.all  flourilh  no  more." 

The  gr  ddefs  flew  off  in  defpair  ; 

As  all  her  fw.^et  honours  diclin'd  ;    - 
And  plenty  and  pleafure  declare, 

They'll  loiter  no  longer  behind. 

MAY-EVE  : 

OR,    KATE  OF   ABERDEEN. 

The  Clver  moon'f  enamour'd  beam. 

Steals  foftly  through  the  night, 
To  wanton  with  the  winding  ftreani. 

And  kifs  reliecSted  light 
To  beds  of  Hate  go  balmy  fleep, 

(Tis  where  you've  feldom  been) 
May's  vigil  while  the  fhepherd's  keep 

■V/ith  l^-iVi  of  Aberdeen, 
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Upon  the  green  the  virgins  wait. 

In  rofy  cbaplets  gay, 
Till  -T.orn  unbar  her  golden  gate, 

And  give  the  promis'd  May. 
Methinks  I  hear  the  maids  declare. 

The  promis'd  May,  when  feen, 
Not  half  fo  fragrant,  half  fo  fair. 

As  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

Strike  np  the  tabor's  boldeft  notes, 

We'll  rotife  the  nodding  grove  ; 
The  neftcd  birds  fhall  raife  their  throats, 

And  hail  tl  e  maid  1  love  : 
And  fee — the  matin  lark  niiftakes, 

He  quits  the  tufced  green  : 
Fond  bird  '.  'tis  not  the  morning  breaks, 

'Tis  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

Now  rrghtforrie  o'er  the  level  mead,        ^ 

Whtre  midnij-Jit  furies  rove, 
Like  them,  the  jocund  dance  we'll  lead, 

Or  tune  the  reed  to  love 
For  lee  the  rofy  M^y  drr-v  :  uJgh; 

She  claim?  a  viigin  queiii  i 
And  hark,  the  happy  fhcpherds  cry 

'Tis  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

KITTY  FELL. 

The  courtly  bard,  in  verfe  fublime, 

May  praife  the  tcafttd  belle  ; 
A  cou:,-.ry  maid    ir  c:;relefs  rhyme) 

I  firg— my  Kitty  Fell: 

When  larks  forfake  the  flow'ry  plain, 

And  love's  f'.vcet  numbers  fwell. 
My  pipe  fliail  Join  the  niurning  flrain. 

In  praife  of  Kitty  Ftll. 
Where  woodbines  twift  their  fragrant  fiiade. 

And  ncortide  beams  repel, 
Y\\  reft  mc  on  the  tiifted  mead. 

And  fing  of  Kitty  Fell. 

When  moon-beams  dance  among  the  boughs 

That  lodge  fwett  PhiKmiei, 
I'll  pour  with  her  my  tuneful  vows. 

And  pant  for  Kitty  Fell. 

The  pale-faced  pedant  burns  his  books; 

The  fage  foriakes  his  cell : 
The  foldicr  fmooths  his  martial  looks, 

And  fighs  for  Kitty  Fell. 

Were  mine,  ye  grent,  your  envy'd  lot, 

In  gilded  courts  ti>  dwell ; 
I'd  leave  them  for  a  lonely  cot 

With  love  and  Kitty  fell. 

THYRSIS. 

The  pendent  foreft  feem'd  to  nod. 

In  drortfy  fetters  bound; 
And  fairy  elves  in  circle-;  trod 

I  he  daily  painted  ground  : 
When  rhyr.fisfoui^ht  tl.c  confcLous  grove, 
■    Of  flighted  vows  to  ttU, 
And  thus  (to  fnoth  regleded  love) 

Invok'd  fad  Philomel: 


'  The  ftars  their  filver  radiance  fliei3, 

"  And  filence  charms  the  niaiu  ; 
*  But  where's  my  Philomela  fled, 

"   To  fing  her  love-lorn  flrain  ? 
'  Hither,  ah,  gentle  bhd,  in  hafte 

"  Direcl  thy  hov'ring  wing  : 
"  The  vernal  green's  a  dreary  vvafte, 

"  Till  you  vouchfafe  to  Cng, 

1'  So  thrilling  fweet  thy  numbers  flow, 

"  (  riiy  warbling  fong  cift'cfl !) 
"  The  tear  that  tcils  the  iover  t  woe 

"   Falls  coid  upon  my  bread. 
"  To  hear  fad  Philomel  complain, 

"   Will  foften  my  defpr.ir ; 
♦'  Then  quickly  fwell  the  melting  flrainj 

"   And  foc.th  a  lover's  care." 

Give  up  all  hopes,  unhappy  fwain, 

A  iill'ning  fage  reply'd, 
For  what  can  conftancy  obtain. 

From  unrelenting  pnde  ? 
Tiie  fl-iepherd  droop"d — the  tyrant  deatl>, 

Had  f'eiz'd  his  tremblin^^i;  frame; 
He  bov>^'d,  and  Mith  departing  breath 

PrvHounc'd  Zaphira's  name, 

CLARINDA. 

Clarinda's  lips  I  fondly  prefs'd, 
While  rapture  fill'd  each  vein  ; 

And  as  i  touclrd  her  downy  breaft, 
Its  tenant  lltpt  ferene. 

So  foft  a  caini,  in  fuch  a  part. 

Betrays  a  peaceful  mind  ; 
Whilft  ray  uneafy,  flmt'ring  heart, 

Would  Icarcely  be  confin'd. 

A  ilubborn  oak  the  {hepherd  fees, 
Unmuv'd,  when  llorms  deicend  ; 

But,  ah  !  to  ev'ry  fponing  breeze. 
The  myrtle  bough  muil  bend. 

FANNY  OF  THE  DALE. 

Let  the  declinitig  damafk  rofe 
With  envious  grief  Ic  k  pale; 

Thf  lummer  bh'om  more  licely  glows 
In  Fanii-y  of  the  Dale 

Is  there  a  fwec-t  that  decks  the  field. 
Or  fcerts  the  morning  gale  ; 

Can  fuch  a  vernal  fragrance  yield. 
As  Fanny  of  the  Dale  ? 

The  painted  belles,  at  court  rever'd, 
Look  lifelefs,  cold,  and  ftale  : 

How  faint  their  beautie?,  when  conipar'd 
With  Fanny  of  the  Dale  ! 

The  \villowh  bind  Paftora's  brows. 

Her  fond  advances  fail : 
For  Damor.  p.-.ys  his  vvarmefl  vows 
'       To  Fanny  of  the  Dale. 
Might  !<on(.ll  truth,  at  laU,  fuccced, 

Ar.d  artlefs  love  prevail ; 
Thrice  h»ppy  cou'd  l^e  tune  hisrecdj 

With  Fanny  of  the  Dale 
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A  SONG. 

SEKT  TO   CHLOE  WITH  A  ROSE. 
Tune — La/s  of  Pane's  $iUll. 

Yes,  every  flower  that  blows, 

I  pafs'd  unheeded  by, 
Till  this  enchanting;  rofe 

Had  fix'd  my  vvand'ring  eye. 
It  fcented  every  breeze. 

That  wanton'd  o'er  the  ftre^m, 
Or  trembled  through  the  trees, 

To  meet  the  morning  beam. 

To  deck  that  beauteous  maid. 

Its  fragrance  can't  excel, 
From  fome  celedial  fhade   ' 

The  daniafk  charmer  fell : 
And  as  her  balmy  fweets. 

On  Chloe's  breaft  Ihe  pours, 
The  queen  of  beauty  greets 

The  gentle  queen  of  flowers. 

STANZAS  ON  THE  FORWARDNESS  OF 
SPRING. 


" tibi,  flores,  plenis 

"  Ecce  ferunt  nymphx  calathis." 


ViRC. 


O'er  nature's  frefh  bofom,  by  verdure  unbound, 
Bleak  winter  blooms  lovely  as  fp'ing  : 

Rich   flow'rets  (how  fragrant !)    rife   wantonly 
round, 
And  fummer's  wing'd  chorifters  fing  ! 

To  greet  the  young  monarch  of  Britain's  bled  ifle, 
The  groves  with  gay  bloffoms  are  grac'd ! 

The  primrofe  peeps  forth  with  an  innocent  fmile, 
And  cowflips  crowd  forward  in  hafte ! 

Difpatch,  gentle  Flora,  the  nymphs  of  your  train 
Through  woodlands,  to  gather  each  fvvect  : 

Go rob.  of  young  rofes,  the  dew-fpangled  plain, 

And  flrew.the  gay  fpoils  at  his  feet. 

Two  chaplets  of  laurel,  in  verdure  the  fame. 
For  George,  oh  ye  virgins,  entv;ine  !       [came, 

From  conqueft's  own  ten-.plcs  thefe  ever- greens 
And  thote  from  the  brows  of  the  nine  ! 

What  honours,  ye  Britons!  (one  emblem  implies) 
What  glory  to  George  Ihall  belong  1 

What  Miltons  (the  other),  what  Addifons  rife, 
To  make  him  immortal  in  fong  ! 

To  a  wreath  of  frefli  oak,  England's  emblem  of 
power ! 

Whofe  honours  with  time  fhall  increafe  ! 
Add  a  fair  olive  fprig,  juft  unfolding  its  flow'r, 

Rich  token  of  concord  and  peace  i 

Next  give  him  young  myrtles,  by  beauty's  bright 
queen 

Colle<fled — the  pride  of  the  grove  ! 
How  fragrant  their  odour'  their  foliage  how  green  1 

Sweet  promife  of  conjugal  love  ! 

Let  Gaul's  captive  lilies,  cropt  clcfe  to  the  ground, 
As  trophies  of  ccnqacfl  be  ty'J  : 


The  virgins  all  cry,  "  There's  rot  one  tn  be  found  i 
"  Out-bloom'd  by  his  rofes — they  dy'd." 

Ye  foes  of  old  England,  fuch  fate  fliall  ye  fliare, 
With  George,  as  our  glories  advance — 

Through  envy  you'll  ficken, — you'll  droop, — you'I} 
defpair, 
And  die — like  the  lilies  of  France. 

ON  THE  APPROACH  OF  MAY. 

The  virgin,  when  foften'd  by  May, 

Attends  to  the  villager's  vows  ; 
The  birds  fweetly  bill  on  the  fpray. 

And  poplars  embrace  with  their  boughs  : 
On  Ida  bright  Venus  may  reign, 

Ador'd  for  her  beauty  above! 
We  fticpherds  that  dwell  on  the  plain. 

Hail  May  as  the  mother  of  love. 

From  the  weft  as  it  wantonly  blows. 

Fond  Zephyr  canifTes  the  vine; 
The  bee  fteals  a  kifs  from  the  rofc. 

And  willows  and  woodbines  entwine 
The  pinks  by  the  rivulet  fide, 

That  border  the  vernal  alcove. 
Bend  downward  to  kifs  the  foft  tide  : 

For  May  is  the  mother  of  love. 

May  tinges  the  butterfly's  wing, 

He  flutters  in  bridal  array  ! 
And  if  the  wisg'd  forrefters  fing. 

Their  mufic  is  taught  them  by  May. 
The  ftork-dcve,  reclul'e  with  her  mate. 

Conceals  her  fond  blifs  in  the  grove. 
And  murmuring  feems  to  repeat 

That  May  is  the  mother  of  love. 

The  goddefs  will  vifit  youi  foon. 

Ye  virgins  be  fportive  and  gay  : 
Get  your  j^ipes,  oh  ye  (hepherds  in  tune- 

For  mufic  muft  welcome  the  May. 
Would  Damon  have  Phillis  prove  kind 

And  all  his  keen  anguifh  remove, 
Let  him  tell  her  foft  tales,  and  he'll  find 

The  May  is  the  mother  of  love. 

THE  VIOLET. 

Shelter'd  from  the  blight  ambition, 

Fatal  to  the  pride  of  rank,  ,.. 
See  me  in  my  low  condition. 

Laughing  on  the  tufted  bank 

On  my  robes  (for  emulation )^ 

No  variety's  impreft;. 
Suited  to  an  humble  ftation. 

Mine's  an  unembroider'd  yeft. 

Modcft  though  the  maids  declare  me, 

May  in  her  fantallic  train, 
Wlien  Paftora  deigns  to  wear  me, 
'    Ila'n't  a  flov/ret  half  fo  vain. 

THE  NARCISSUS. 

As  pendent  o'er  the  limpid  flream 
I  bow'd  my  fnowy  pride, 
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And  languiih'd  in  a  fruitlefs  flame, 
For  what  the  fates  deny'd  ; 

The  fair  Paftora  chanc'd  to  pafs. 
With  fuch  an  angjcl  air, 

I  faw  her  in  the  wat'ry  glafs, 
And  lov'd  the  rival  fair. 

Ye  fates,  no  longer  let  me  pine, 

A  felf-adnrriring  fweet, 
Permit  me,  by  your  grace  divine, 

To  kifs  the  fair-one's  feet  : 
That  if  hy  chance  the  gentle  maid 

My  fragrance  fhould  admire, 
1  may, upon  her  bofom  laid. 

In  filler  fweets  expire. 
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O'er  the  vales,  the  fober  fhade 
Softens  to  an  evening  gray. 

Where  the  rill,  by  flow  degrees, 
Swells  into  atryftal  pool. 

Shaggy  rocks  and  (helving  trees 
Shoot  to  keep  the  waters  cool. 

Shiver'd  by  a  thunder-ilruke, 

From  the  mountain's  milly  ridge, 

O'er  the  brrok  a  ruin'd  oak. 

Near  the  farm-houfe,  forms  a  bridge. 

On  her  bread  the  funny  beam 
Glitters  in  meridian  pride  ; 

Yonder  as  the  virgin  ftreani 

Haftens  to  the  refticfs  tide  : 


THE  IVfTLLER. 


A    BALLED. 


Tv  a  plain  pleafant  cottage,  conveniently  neat, 
Wirh  a  mill  and  fome  mead<iws — a  freehold  eflate, 
A  wtil-meaning  miller,  by  labour  fupplies, 
Thofe  buffings  that  grandeur  to  great  ones  denies: 
No  paflions  to  plague  him,  no  cares  to  toriiient. 
His  conflaiit  companions  are  health  and  content ; 
Their  lordfhips  in  lace  may  remark,  if  they  will, 
He's  honeft,  though  daub'd  with  the  dull  of  his 
mill. 

Ere  the  lark's  early  carols  falute  the  new  day. 
He  fprings  from  his  cottage  as  jocund  as  May  ; 
He  cheerfully  whiflles,  regardlefs  of  care. 
Or  fmgs  the  lad  ballad  he  bought  at  the  fair  : 
While  courtiers  are  toil'd  in  the  cobwebs  of  ftate, 
Or  bribing  elections,  in  hopes  to  be  great, 
No  fraud  or  ambition  his  bofom  e'er  fill. 
Contented  he  works,  if  there's  grill  for  his  mill. 

On  Sunday  bcdeck'd  in  his  homefpun  array. 
At  church  he's  the  loudeft  to  chaunt  or  to  pray; 
He  fits  to  a  dinner  of  plain  Englifli  food. 
Though  fimple  the  pudding,  his  appetite's  good. 
At  night,  when  the  prieft  and  excifcmen  are  gone. 
He  quaffs  at  the  alehoufe  with  Roger  and  John, 
Then  reels  to  his  pillow,  and  dreams  of  no  ill; 
No  monarch  more  bleft  than  the  man  of  the  mill. 

A  LANDSCAPE. 

"  Rura  mihi  &.  irrigui  placeant  in  valUbus  amnes." 

Vjkg. 

Now  that  fummer's  ripen'd  bloom  , 

Frolics  where  the  winter  frown'd, 
Stretch'd  upon  thefe  banks  of  broom, 

We  command  the  landfcape  round. 

Nature  in  the  profpedl  yields 

Humble  dales,  and  m.ountains  bold, 
Meadows,  woodlands,  heaths, — and  fitlds  • 

V  YcUowd  o'er  with  waving  gold. 

Goats  upon  that  frowning  fleep, 
Fearlcfs,  with  their  kidlings  broufc ! 

Here  a  flock  of  fni;wy  fheep  . 
There  an  herd  of  raotely  cows  I 

On  the  uplands,  every  glade 
Brightens  in  the  blaze  of  day ; 


Where  the  fhlps  by  wanton  gales 
Wafted,  o'er  the  g^ecn  waves  run, 

Sweet  to  fee  their  fvvelling  fails 
Whiten'd  by  the  laughing  fun  1 

High  upon  the  daified  hill, 
Rifir.g  from  the  flcpe  of  trees. 

How  the  wings  of  yonder  mill 
Labour  in  the  bu.fy  breeze  ! 

Cheerful  as  a  fummer's  morn, 
(Bouncing  from  her  loaded  pad) 

Where  the  maid  prefents  her  corn. 
Smirking,  to  th'e  miller's  hd. 

O'er  the  green  a  feflal  throng 

Gambols,  in  fantaftic  trim  ! 
As  the  full  cart  moves  along, 

Hearken 'tis  their  harvefl  hymn ! 

Linnets  on  the  crowded  fprays 

Chorus, — and  the  wood-larks  rife. 

Soaring  with  a  fong  of  praife, 

Tiil  the  fweet  notes  reach  the  Ikies. 

Torrents  in  extended  ftieets 

Down  the  cliffs,  dividing,  break  : 

'  I'wixt  the  bills  ^he  water  meets. 
Settling  in  a  fiiver  lake  ! 

From  his  languid  fiocks,  the  fwain, 
By  the  funbeams  fore  opprefl, 

Plunging  on  the  wat'ry  plain, 
Plows  it  with  his  glowing  breaft. 

Where  the  mantling  willows  nod, 
From  the  green  bank's  flopy  fide, 

Pa'ient,  with  his  well-thrown  rod. 
Many  an  angler  breaks  the  tide  ! 

On  the  ifles,  with  ofiers  dreft, 

Many  a  fair-plum'd  halcyon  breeds! 

Many  a  wi'd  bird  hides  her  neft, 
Cover'd  in  yon  crackling  reeds. 

Fork-tail'd  pratlers  as  they  pafs 
To  their  neilling.s  in  the  rock. 

Daring  on  the  liquid  glafs. 

Seem  to  kifs  the  mimic'd  flock. 

Where  the  flone  crofs  lifts  its  head. 
Many  a  faint  ai.d  pilgrim  hoar. 

Up  the  hili  wa?  wont  to  tread. 
Barefoot,  in  the  days  of  yore. 
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Guardian  of  a  facred  well, 

Arch'd  beneath  yon  reverend  (hades, 
Whilome,  in  that  Ihatter'd  cell, 

Many  an  hermit  told  his  beads. 

Sultry  mifts  furround  the  heath 
Where  the  Gothic  dome  appears. 

O'er  the  trembling-  groves  beneath, 
Tott'ring  with  a  load  of  years. 

Turn  to  the  contrafled  fcene, 

Where,  beyond  thefe  hoary  piles. 

Gay.  upon  the  rifing  green, 
Many  an  attic  building  fmiles  ! 

Painted  gardens — grots — and  groves, 
Intermingling  fhade  and  light  ! 

JLengthen'd  villas,  green  idcoves. 
Join  to  give  the  eye  delight. 

Hamlets — villages,  and  fpires, 
Scatter'd  on  the  landfcape  lie, 

Till  the  diftant  view  retires, 
Clofing  in  an  azure  iky. 

MELODY. 

LTcnTSOME  as  convey'd  byfparrows. 
Love  and  beauty  crofs'd  the  plains, 

Flights  of  little  pointed  arrows 

Love  difpatch'd  among  the  fwains : 

But  fo  much  our  fhepherds  diead  him, 
(Spoiler  of  their  peace  profound) 

Swift  as  fcudding  fawns  they  fled  him. 
Frighted,  though  they  felt  no  wound. 

Now  the  wanton  god  grown  flier. 
And  for  each  fond  mifchief  ripe, 

Comes  difguis'd  in  Pan's  attire. 
Tuning  fweet  an  oaten  pipe  : 

Echo,  by  the  winding  river. 

Doubles  his  delufive  ftrains; 
While  the  boy  conceals  his  quiver. 

From  the  flow  returning  I'wains. 

As  Palemon,unfufpe6ling, 
Prais'd  the  fly  mufician's  art, 

Love,  his  light  difguife  rejecfting, 
Lodg'd  an  arrow  in  hii  heart  : 

Cupid  will  enforce  your  duty, 

Shepherds,  and  woidd  have  you  taught. 
Thole  who  timid  fly  from  beauty, 

May  by  melody  be  caught. 

DELIA.: 

A    PASTORAL. 

The  gentle  fwan  with  graceful  pride 

Her  gloffy  plumage  laves, 
And  failing  dovvn  the  filver  tide, 

Divides  the  wliifp'ring  naves: 
The  fdver  tide,  that  war.d'ring  flows, 

Sweet  to  the  I'ird  niuft  he 
But  net  lo  fweet — biithe  Cr.pid  knows, 

As  Delia  is  to  nie. 

A  parent  bird,  in  plaintive  mood, 

On  yonder  fruit-tree  fung,  > 
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And  dill  the  pendent  neft  llie  vlew'd, 

That  held  her  callow  young  : 
Dear  to  the  mother's  flut  'ring  heart 

The  genial  brood  niuft  be  ; 
But  not  fo  dear  f  the  thoufandth  part) ! 

As  Delia  is  to  me. 

The  rofes  that  my  brow  furround 

Were  natives  of  the  dale  ; 
Scarce  pluck'd,  and  in  a  garland  bound, 

Before  their  fwcets  grew  pale  ! 
My  vital  bloom  would  thus  be  froze, 

If  lucklefs  torn  from  thee 
For  what  the  root  is  to  the  rofe, 

My  Delia  is  to  me. 

Two  doves  I  found,  like  new-fall'n  [now, 

So  white  the  beauteous  pair  ! 
The  birds  to  Delia  I'll  beftiow. 

They're  like  her  bofom  fair! 
When,  in  their  chafte  connubial  love, 

My  fecret  vvifh  (lie'U  fee  ; 
Such  mutual  blifs  as  turtles  prove. 

May  Delia  Ihare  with  me. 

THE  SYCAMORE  SHADE: 

A  BALLAD. 

T'other  day  as  I  fat  in  the  fycamore  (hade, 

Yonng  Damon  came  whiftling  along, 
I  trembled  —  I  blufh'd — a  poor  innocent  maid! 

And  my  heart  caper'd  up  to  my  tongue  : 
Silly  heart,  I  cry'd,  ne  '.  What  a  flutter  is  here '. 

Young  Damon  defigns  you  no  ill; 
The  (hepherd's  fo  civil,  you've  nothing  to  fear. 

Then  prythee,  fond  urchin,  lie  ftill. 

Sly  Damon  drew  near,  and  knelt  down  at  my  feet, 

One  kifs  he  demandf^'d — No  more  1 
But  urg'd  the  foft  prefTure  with  ardour  fo  fweet, 

I  could  not  begrudge  him  a  fcore  : 
My  lambkins  I've  kifs'd,and  no  change  ever  found. 

Many  times  as  we  play'd  on  the  hill ; 
But  Damon's  dear  lips  made   my  heart  gallop 
round. 

Nor  would  the  fond  urchin  lie  ftill. 

When  the  fun  blazes  fierce,  to  the  fycamore  ftiade 

For  fhelter,  I'm  fure  to  repair  ; 
And,  virgins,  in  faith,  I'm  no  longer  afraid, 

Alrhough  the  dear  (hepherd  be  there  : 
At  ev  ry  fond  kifs  that  v/ith  freedom  he  takes. 

My  heart  may  rebound  if  it  will ; 
There's  fomething  fo  fweet  in  the  buftlcit  makes, 

I'll  die  ere  1  bid  it  lie  ftill. 


DAMON  AND  PHILL13  : 

A  PASTORAL  DIALOGUE. 


"  Donee  gratus  eram,"  &c. 


HOR. 


Damon. 
Whem  Phillis  was  faithful,  and  fond  as  fhe's  fair, 
I  twifted  young  rofts  in  wreaths  for  my  hair ; 
But  uh  !   the  fad  wi'.low's  a  Ihade  for  my  brows, 
For  Phillis  no  longer  remembers  her  vows ! 
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To  the  groves  with  young  CoHq  the  fiiepherdefs 

flies,  [figlis- 

While  Damon  difturbs  the  dill  plains  with   his 

PLUlis. 

Bethink  you.falfe  Damoi;,  before  you  upbraid. 

When  Phoebe's  fair  laaibkin  hadyefterday  ftray'd, 

Through  the  woodlands  you  wanderd,  poor  Phil- 

lis  forgot ! 
And  drove  the  gay  rambVr  quite  home  to  her  cot; 
A  fwain  fo  deceitfu'  no  damfel  can  piize ; 
Tis  Phoebe,  not  Phiilis,  lays  claim  to  your  llghs. 
Dairon. 
Like  fiimmer's  full  feafon  young  Phoebe  is  kind, 
Her  manners  are  graceful,  untainted  her  mind! 
The  fwects  of  contentment  her  cottage  adorn. 
She's  fair  as  the  rofe-bud,  a;:d  frefh  as  the  morn  ! 
She  fmiles  like  Pomona — Thefe  fmiles  I'd  reOgn, 
If  Phiilis  were  faithful,  and  delgri'd  to  be  mine. 
PbUlis. 
On  the  tabor  young  Colin  fo  prettily  plays. 
He  fingsmefwcet  fonnets.and  writes  inmy  praife! 
He  chofe  me  his  true-love  laft  Valentine-day, 
When  birds  fat  like  bridegrooms  all  pair'd  on  the 
fpray;  [mind. 

Yet  I'd  drive  the  gay  (hepherd  far,  far  from  my 
If  Damon,  the  rover,  were  conftant  and  kind. 
Damon. 
Fine  folks,  my  fweet  Phiilis,  may  revel  and 
range,  [change ! 

But   fleeting's    the    pleafure  that's  founded    on 
Iti  the  villager's  cottage  fuch  conftancy  fprings, 
That  peafants  with  pity  may  look  down  on  kings. 
To  the  church  then  let's  haften,  our  tranfports  to 

bind. 
And  Damon  will  always  prove  faithful  and  kind. 
Fhitlh. 
To  the  clrtirch  then  let's  haften,  our  trar.fports 
to  bind. 
And  Philiis  will  always  prove  faithful  and  kind. 

THE  WAR.NING. 

Young  Colin  orce  courted  Myrtllla  the  prude. 
If  he  fijjh'd  or  look'd  tender,fhe  cry'd  he  wa5nide; 
Though  he  begg'd  with  devotion,  fome  eafe  for 

his  pain. 
The  fhepherc'  got  nothing  but  frowns  and  difdain, 
Fatij;u'd  with  her  fol'y,  his  fuit  he  gave  o'er, 
And  vowd  that  no  female  fnould  fetter  him  more. 

He  .Irove  with  all  caution  to  'fcapc  from  the  net, 
But  Chloe  fooR  caught  him, — a  fin>"(h'd  coquette  ! 
Sheglanc'd  to  hi?  glances,  fhe  figh'd  to  his  fi^hs, 
And  fiatter'd  his  hopes — in  the  language  of  eyes. 
Alas  for  poor  Colin  !  v/hen  put  to  the  teft, 
Himfeif  and  his  paffion  pruv'd  both  but  her  jcft. 

By  the  critical  third  he  was  fix'd  in  the  fnare; 
By  Fanny — gay,  young,  unaffeiEled,  and  fair  ; 
When  file  found  he  had  merit,  and  love  took  his 

part, 
She  dal!y'('  no  longer — but  yielded  her  heart. 
With  joy  they  fubmitted  to  Hymen's  decree, 
And  now  arc  as  happy — as  happy  can  be. 

As  the  rofebud  of  beauty  foon  fickens  and  fades. 
The  prude  andcoquettc  are  two  flightedold  maid?; 


C  U  N  N  I  N  G  H  A  M. 

Now  their  fweets  arc  all  wafted,"-too  late  they 

repent, 
For  tranfports  untafted,  for  moments  misfpent ! 
Ye  virgins  take  warning,  improve  by  my  plan. 
And  fix  the  fond  youth  when  you  prudently  can. 

HOLIDAY  GOWN. 

In  holiday  gown,  and  my  new  fangled  hat, 

Laft  Monday  I  tript  to  the  fair ; 
I  held  up  my  head,  and  Til  fell  you  for  what, 

Brift:  Roger  I  guefs'd  wou'd  be  there: 
He  woos  rue  to  marry  whenever  we  meet, 

There's  honey  fure  dwells  on  his  tongue  '. 
He  hugs  me  fo  clofe,  and  he  kiffes  fo  fweet, 

I'd  wed — if  I  were  not  too  young. 

Fond  Sue,  I'll  affure  you,  laid  hold  on  the  boy, 

(The  vixen  wou'd  fain  he  his  bride) 
Some  token  fhe  claim'd,  either  ri'obon  or  toy. 

And  fwore  that  fhe'd  not  be  deny'd  : 
A  top-knot  he  bought  her,  and  garters  of  green. 

Pert  Sufan  was  cruelly  (lung; 
I  hate  her  fo  much,  that,  to  kill  her  with  fpleen, 

rd  wed — if  I  were  not  too  young. 

He  whifper'd  fuch  foft  pretty  things  in  mine  ear  I 

He  flatter'd,  he  promis'd,  and  f\vore  ' 
Such  trinkets  he  gave  me,  fuch  laces  and  geer, 

That  truft  mc, — my  pockets  ran  o'er  : 
Some  ballads  he  bo'.ight  me,  the  heft  he  cou'd  find," 

And  fweetly  their  burthen  he  fung ; 
Good  faith  he's  fo  handfome,  fo  witty,  and  kind, 

I'd  wed — if  I  were  r.ot  too  yoiing. 

The  fun  was  juft  fetting,  'twas  time  to  retire, 

(Our  cottage  was  diftant  a  mile) 
I  rofe  to  be  gone — Roger  bow'd  like  a  fquire, 

And  handed  me  over  the  (lile  :  [^7^t 

His  arms  he  threw  round  me — love  laugh'd  in  hifc 

He  led  me  the  meadows  among, 
There  pred  me  fo  clofe,  I  agreed,  with  a  Cgh, 

To  wed — for  I  was  not  too  young. 

DAPHNE : 


No  longer  ,Daphne,  I  admire 

The  graces  in  thine  eyes  ; 
Continu'd  coynefs  kills  defire. 

And  famifii'd  pafli'jn  dies. 
Three  tedious  years  I've  figh'd  in  vain, 

Nor  coyld  nvj  vows  prevail ; 
With  all  the  rigours  of  difdain, 

You  feorn'd  my  amorous  tale. 

When  Celia  cry'd,  how  fenfelefs  flie. 

That  has  fuch  vows  rcfus'd  ; 
Had  Damon  giv'n  his  heart  to  me, 

It  had  been  kinder  us'd. 
The  man's  a  fool  that  pines  and  dies  J 

Becauic  a  v.-nman's  coy  ; 
The  gentle  blifs  that  one  denies, 

A  thoufand  will  enjoy. 

Such  charming  words,  fo  void  of  art, 
SurpriQng  rapture  gave; 
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And  though  the  maid  fubdu'd  my  heart, 

It  ceas'd  to  be  a  flave  : 
A  wretch  condemn'd,  Ihall  Daphne  prove  ; 

While  bleft  without  reflraint, 
In  the  fweet  calendar  of  love 

My  Celia  ftands — a  faint. 

CORYDON : 

A    PASTORAI.. 
To  the  Memory  of  IVilliam  Shenjlone,  Efq. 

CoMC,  (hcpherds,  we'll  follow  the  hearfe, 

We'll  fee  our  lov'd  Corydon  laid  : 
Though  forrow  may  blemifh  the  verfe, 

Yet  let  a  fad  tribute  be  paid. 
They  call'd  him  the  pride  of  the  plain  ; 

In  footh  he  was  gentle  and  kind! 
He  mark'd  on  his  elegant  ftrain 

The  graces  that  glow'd  in  his  mind. 

On  purpofe  he  planted  yon  trees, 

That  birds  in  the  cuvert  might  dwell ; 
He  cuitur'd  his  thyme  for  the  bees, 

But  never  wou'd  rifle  their  cell. 
Ye  lambkins  that  play'd  at  his  feet, 

Go  bleat — and  your  mailer  bemoan; 
His  mufic  was  artlefs  and  fv/eec, 

His  manners  as  mild  as  your  own, 

No  verdure  {hall  cover  the  vale, 

No  bloom  on  the  bloflbms  appear  ; 
The  fweets  of  the  forell  fhall  fail, 

And  winter  difcolour  the  year. 
No  birds  in  our  hedges  (liall  fing, 

(Otir  hedges  fo  vocal  before) 
Since  he  that  fhould  welcome  the  fpring, 

Salutes  the  gay  feafon  no  more. 

His  Phillis  was  fond  of  his  praife, 

And  poets  came  round  in  a  uhrong ; 
They  liften'd they  envy'd  his  lays, 

But  which  of  them  equall'd  his  fong  ? 
Ye  fliepherds,  henceforward  be  mute, 

For  loll  is  thepaftoral  ftrain; 
So  give  me  my  Corydon's  flute, 

And  thus let  me  break  it  in  twain. 

DAMON  AND  PHOEBE. 

WheiJ  the  fweet  rofy  morning  firfl  peep'd  from 

the  Ikies, 
A  loud  finging  lark  bade  the  villagers  rife; 
The  cowflips  were  lively — the  primrofe^  gay, 
And  ftied  their  beft  perfumes  to  welcome  the 

May  :  [green, 

The  fwsins  and  their  fweethcarts  all  rang'd  on  the 
Did  homage  to  Phoebe — and  haii'dher  theirqueen. 

Young  Damon  ftep'd  forward  :  he  fung  in  her 

praife. 
And  Phoebe  beftow'd  him  a  garland  of  bays  : 
May  this  wreathe,  faid  the  fair  one,  dear  lord  of 

my  vows, 
A  crown  for  true  merit,  bloom  long  on  thy  brows : 
The  fvvains  and  their  fweethearts  that  danc'd  on 

the  green, 
Approv'd  the  for.d  prefent  of  Phoebe  their  queen. 


'Mongft  lords  and  fine  ladies,  we  (hepherds  arc 
told, 
The  deareft;  affeiflions  are  barter'd  for  gold; 
That  Jifcord  in  wedlock  is  often  their  lot. 
While  Cupid  and  Hymen  fhake  hand:-,  in  a  cot : 
At  the  church  with  fair  Phoebe  fmce  Damon  has 

been. 
He's  rich  as  a  monarch — fhe's  bleft  as  a  queen. 

A  PASTORAL  HYMN  TO  JANUS. 

ON  THE   BIRTH  OF  THE  QUEEN. 

"  Te  primum  p!a  thura  rogent--te  vota  falutent, 

"  —  te  colat  omnishonos." 

Mart,  ad  Janum. 

To  Janus,  gentle  fiiepherds !  raife  a  flirine : 

His  honours  be  divine  1 
And  as  to  mighty  Pan  with  homatre  bow  : 

To  him,  the  virgin  troop  fliali  tribute  bring; 

Let  him  be  hail'd  like  the  green-liveried  fprinj. 
Spite  of  the  wint'ry  ftorms  that  ftain  his  brow. 

The  pride,  the  glowing  pageantry  of  May, 
Glides  wantonly  away  : 

But  January,  in  his  rough-fpun  vefl:, 

Boalcs  the  full  blefllngs  that  can  never  fade. 
He  that  gave  birth  to  the  iiluftrious  maid, 

Whofe  beauties  make  the  Britifti  monarch  bleft ! 

Could  the  foft  fpring  with  all  her  funny  Ihowers, 
The  frolic  r;urfe  of  flowers  ! 

Or  flaunting  fummer,  flufli'd  in  ripen'd  pride, 
Coi;ld  they  produce  a  finifh'd  fweet  fo  rare: 
Or  from  ins  golden  florcs,  a  gift  i-->  fair, 

Say,  has>  the  fertile  autui^.in  e'er  fupply'd  ? 

Henceforward  let  the  hoary  month  be  gay 

As  the  viriiite-hawthorn'd  May  ! 
The  laughing  goddefs  of  the  fpring  difown'd. 

Her  rofy  wreath  fhall  on  his  brii.vs  appear,. 

Old  Janua  as  he  Ic-ids,  Ihall  fill  the  year. 
And  the  lefs  fruitful  autymn  be  dtehron'd. 

Above  the  other  months  fupremely  bleft. 
Glad  Janus  ftands  coufeft ! 

He  can  behosu  wi;h  retrofpefUve  face 

The  mighty  Ideffings  of  the  >ear  gone  by  : 
Where,  to  conncA  a.  monajrh's  nuptial  tic, 

•TlTcmbled  ev'.-y  glory,  ev'ry  giace  ! 

Wiien  he  looks  forv/ard  on  the  flatt'ring  year, 
The  g(>lden  hours  appear  : 

As  in  the  facrtd  reign  of  Saturn,  fair  : 

Britain  (hail  prove  from  cliis  propitious  date. 
Her  honours  perfe<5t,  viftorie' complete. 

And  boaft  the  brighceft  hopes,  a  Britilh  heir  *. 

AN  INSCRIPTION 

On  the  Hcnfs  at  A'Taiiis-Banh .  near  Edinburgbfjltuatei 

in  a  Grove. 

Parva  domus :  nemerofa  quies ! 

Sis  tu,  quoque  nolhis 
Hofpitium,  laribus,  fubfidiun.que  diu  I 

•  The  ahove  little  poem  itias  ■written  on  fupfo- 
fi'kn  that  her  Majsftjf'i  Lirtb-djy  ivjs  really  in  thi 
n'.onth  of  "January. 
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Flora  tuas  ornet  p'>ftes,  Pomona  que  menfas ! 
Conferat  ut  varias  fertilis  hortus  opes  '. 
Et  volucres  \n&x  cinpenres  voce  canora, 
Retia  fola  canent  qu:e  libi  tendit  amor : 
Floriferi  colles,  ciulces  niihi  fepe  receffus 
Dent,  atque  hofpltibus  gaudia  plena  nieis  ! 
Concedatque  Dcus  nunquam,  vel  fero  fenefcas, 
Seroque  terrenas  experiare  vices  ! 
Integra  reddantur  quaj  plurima  faecuU  rodant 
Detur,  et  ut  fenio  pulchrior  eniteas. 

THE  INSCRIPTION  IMITATED. 

Peace  has  explor'd  this  fylvan  fcene, 

She  courts  your  calm  retreat, 
Ye  groves  of  variegated  green, 

That  grace  my  genial  feat ! 

Here,  in  the  lap  of  lenient  eafc, 

(Remote  from  mad'ning  noife) 
Let  me  delude  a  length  of  days, 

In  dear  domeftic  joys ! 

Long  may  the  parent  queen  of  flow'rs 

Her  fragrance  here  difplay  ! 
Long  may  Ihe  paint  my  mantling  bow'rs, 

And  make  my  portals  gay  ! 

Nor  you — my  yellow  garden*,  fail 

To  fwell  Pomona's  hoard  ! 
So  Ihall  the  plenteous,  rich  regale— 

Replenifh,  long,  my  board  ! 

Pour  through  the  groves  your  carols  clear, 

Ye  birds,  nor  bondage  dread  : 
If  any  toils  entangle  here, 

Tis  thofe  which  love  hath  fpread. 

Where  the  green  hill  fo  gradualflants, 

Or  flowery  glade  extends, 
Long  may  thtle  fair,  thefe  fav'rite  haunts 

Prove  fucial  to  my  friends  1 

May  ynu  preferve  perpetual  bloom. 

My  happy  halcyon  feat ! 
Or  if  fell  time  denounce  thy  doom, 

Far  diftant  be  its  date ! 

And  when  he  makes,  with  iron  rpge, 

Ihy  youthful  pride  his  prey. 
Long  may  the  honours  of  thy  age 

Be  revtrenc'd  ip  decay  ! 

ANOTHER  INSCRIPTION 

ON  THE  SAMC  HOUSE. 

Hanc  in  gremio  refnnantis  fylvac 

Aquis,  hortis,  aviunique  garritu, 
Casterilque  ruri>  honoribus, 
Undique  renideuiem  villam, 

Non  magnificam non  fuperbam  ; 

At  qiialen  vides, 
Commodam,  mundam,  genlalem 
Natii's  parem,  focianj  artem. 

Sibi,  fuifque 
Ad  vitani  placide, 

Et  tranquille  agendum 
DefiKnavit,  iuftruxitque. 

D.     1.     C. 


IMITATED. 

In  the  deep  bofom  of  my  grove 

A  fvveet  recefs  furvey  ! 
Where  birds,  with  elegies  of  love, 
Make  vocal  every  fpray. 
A  fylvan  fpot,  with  woods — with  waters  cror.-n'd. 
With  all  the  rural  honours  blooming  round  ! 

This  little,  but  commodious  feat 

(Where  nature  weds  with  art) 
A'nt  to  the  eyefupeibly  great, 
Its  beauties  charm  the  heart. 
Here,  may  the  haj'py  founder  and  his  race 
Pafs  their  full  days  in  harmony  and  peace  '. 

CONTENT : 

A  PASTORAL. 

O'er  moorlands   and  mountains,  rude,   barren, 
aud  bare. 
As  wildcr'd  and  weary'd  I  roam, 
A  gentle  young  (hcpherdcfs  fees  my  defpa.'r. 
And  leads  me — o'er  lawns — to  her  home  : 
YtUow  flieaves  from  rich  Ceres  her  cottage  had 
crovvn'd, 
Green  ruflies  were  ftrew'd  on  her  floor, 
Her  cafement,  fwect  woodbines  crept  wantonly 
round, 
And  dctk'd  the  fod  feats  at  her  door. 

We  fate  ourfelves  down  to  a  cooling  .epafl', 

Frelh  fruits  !   and  flie  cuU'd  me  the  bed ;  [caft, 
Willie  thrown  from  my  guard  by  fome  glances  (he 

Love  fliiy  dole  into  my  breaft! 
I  told  my  foft  wiflies  ;  flie  fweetly  reply'd, 

(Ye  virgin"-,  her  voice  was  divine) ! 
I've  rich  ones  rej  fled,  and  great  ones  deny'd. 

But  take  me,  fond  fliepherd — I'm  thine. 

Her  air  was  fo  mod^ft.  her  afpedt  fo  meek  I 

Si  Ample,  yet  fweet,  were  her  charm;-- !  . 
I  kifs'd  fhe  ripe  rofcs  that  glow'd  on  her  cheek. 

And  l"rk'd  the  dear  n-iriid  in  my  arms. 
Now  jocund  together  we  tend  a  few  fheep. 

And  if,  by  yon  prattle,  the  ftream. 
Rcclin'd  on  her  bofom,  1  fink  into  fleep. 

Her  image  Itill  foftens  my  dream. 

Together  we  range  o'er  the  flow  rifmg  hills. 

Delighted  with  paOoral  views. 
Or  reft  on  the  n  ck  whence  the  ftreamlet  diftiU, 

And  point  out  new  themes  for  my  mufe. 
To  pomp  or  proud  titles  flie  ne'er  did  afpire, 

The  damfel's  of  humble  defcent ; 
The  cottager,  peace,  is  well  known  for  her  fire, 

And  fliepherds  have  nam'd  her  content. 

CORYDON  AND  PHILLIS. 

A  PASTORAL. 

Her  (heep  had  in  clufters  crept  clofe  by  the  grove, 

To  hide  from  the  rig  urs  of  duy  ; 
.And  Phillis  herTe.!,  in  a  woodbine  alcove, 

Among  the  frelh  violets  lay  : 
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A  youngling, It  feems,  had  been  ftole  from  its  dam 
('Twixt  Cupid  and  Hymen  a  plot), 

That  Corydon  might,  as  he  fearch'd  for  his  lamh> 
Arrive  at  this  critical  fpot. 

As  through  the  gay  hedge  for  his  lambkin  he 
peeps, 

He  faw  the  fweet  maid  with  furprife  ; 
*'  Yc  gods,  if  fo  killing,"  he  cry'd,  "  when  flic 
"  fleeps, 

"  I'm  loft  when  fhe  opens  her  eyes  I 
"  To  tarry  much  longer  would  hazard  my  heart, 

"  I'll  onwards,  my  lambkin  to  trace  :" 
In  vain  honeft  Corydon  ftrove  to  depart, 

For  love  had  him  nail'd  to  the  place. 

*<  Hafli,  hufli'd  be  thefe  birds,  what  a  bawling 
"  they  keep  1" 

He  cry'd,  "  you're  too  loud  on  the  fpray, 
"  Don't  you  fee,  foohih  lark,  that  the  charmer's 
"  afleep ; 

"  You'll  wake  her  as  fure  as  'tis  day  :    [maid  I 
■"  How  dare  that  fond  butterfly  touch  the  fweet 

"  Her  cheek  he  miftakes  for  the  rofe  ; 
••  I'd  pat  him  to  death,  if  I  was  not  afraid 

"  My  boldnefs  would  break  her  lepofe." 

Young  Phillis  look'd  up  with  a  languifliing  fmile, 

"  Kind,  fhepherd,"  fhe  faid,  "  you  miftake ; 
"  I  laid  myfelf  down  juft  to  "reft  me  a  while, 

"  But  truft  me,  Iiave  ftUl  been  awake  :" 
The  fhepherd  took  courage,  advanc'd  with  a  bow. 

He  plac'd  himfelf  clofe  by  her  fide, 
And  manag'd  the  matter,  1  cannot  tell  how, 

But  yefterday  made  her  his  bride. 

AN  ELEGY  ON  A  PILE  OF  RUINS. 

"  Afpice  murorum  moles,  prasruptaque  faxa  !" 

Janus  Vitalis. 

«  Omnia,  tempus  edax  dcpafcitur,  omnia  car- 

"  pit."  Seneca. 

In  the  full  prorpe<5l  yonder  hill  commandt, 
O'er  barren  heaths,  and  cultivated  plains ; 

The  veftige  of  an  ancient  abbey  ftands, 
Clofe  by  a  ruin'd  caftle's  rude  remains. 

Half  buried,  there,  lie  many  a  broken  buft. 
And  obcliik,  and  urn,  o'erthrown  by  time; 

And  many  a  cherub,  there,  defcends  in  duft 
From  the  rent  ri.  of,  and  portico  fubiime. 

The  rivulets,  oft  frighted  at  the  found  [high, 
Of  fragments,  tumb  ling  from  the  tow'rs  on 

Plunge  to  their  fource  in  fecret  caves  profound. 
Leaving  their  banks  and  pebbly  bottoms  dry. 

Where  rev'rend  (brines  in  Gothic  grandeur  flood, 
The  nettle,  or  the  noxious  nightlhade  fpreads  ; 

And  aihlings,  wafted  fron\  the  neighb'riii^  wood, 
Through  the   worn  turrets  wave  their  trem- 
bling heads. 

7"here  contemplation,  to  the  crowd  unknown, 
Her  attitude  compos'd,  and  afped  fweet ! 

Sits  mufing  on  a  monumental  ftone, 
And  points  to  the  memaito  at  her  feet. 
Vol.  X. 


Soon  as  fagc  ev'ning  check'd  day's  funny  pride, 
1  left  the  mantling  (hade  in  moral  mood; 

And  feated  by  the  maid's  fequeftcr'd  fide, 

Sigh'd,  as  the  mould'ring  monuments  I  view'd. 

Inexorably  calm,  with  filent  pace 

Here  time  has  pafs'd — what  ruin  marks  his  way ! 
This  pile,  now  crumbling  o'er  its  hallow'd  bafc, 

Turn'd  not  his  ftep,  nor  could  his  courfe  delay. 

Religion  rais'd  her  fupplicating  eyes 
In  vain  ;   and  melody  her  fong  fubiime  : 

In  vain  philofophy,  with  maxims  wife, 

Would  touch  the  cold  unfeeling  heart  of  time. 

Yet  the  hoar  tyrant,  though  not  mov'd  to  fparc. 
Relented  when  he  ftruck  its  finilh'd  pride  ; 

And  partly  the  rude  ravage  to  repair, 

The  tott'ring  tow'rs  with  twifted  ivy  ty'd. 

How  folemn  is  the  cello'ergrown  with  mofs, 
That  terminates  the  view,  yon  cloifter'd  way  I 

In  the  crufh'd  wall,  a  time-corroded  crof-.. 
Religion  like,  ftands  mould'ring  in  decay  ! 

Where  the  mild  fun,   through  faint-encypher'd 
glafs, 

Illum'd  with  mellow  light  yon  duiky  ifle. 
Many  rapt  hours  might  meditation  pafs, 

Slow  moving  'twixt  the  pillars  of  the  pile  1 

And  piety,  with  myftic  meaning  beads. 
Bowing  to  faints  on  every  fide  inurn'd, 

Trod  oft  the  folitary  path  that  leads 

Where  now  the  lacred  altar  lies  o'erturn'd  ! 

Through  the  gray  grove,  between  thofe  with'rin^ 
trees, 

'Mongft  a  rude  group  of  monuments,  appears 
A  marble-imag'd  matron  on  her  knees. 

Half  wafted,  like  a  Niobc  in  tears: 

Low  levtU'd  in  the  duft  her  darling's  laid ! 

Death  pitied  not  the  pride  of  youthful  bloom; 
Nor  could  maternal  piety  difiuade. 

Or  foften  the  fell  tyrant  of  the  tomb. 

The  relics  of  a  mitred  faint  may  reft. 

Where,  mould'ring  in    the  i:ichc>  his  ftatuc 
ftands; 

Now  namelefs  as  the  crowd  that  kifs'd  his  veft, 
And  crav'd  the  beuedi<5lion  of  his  hands. 

Near  the  brown  arch,  redoubling  yonder  gloom. 
The  bones  of  an  illuftrious  chieftan  lie  ; 

As  trac'd  among  the  fragments  of  his  tomb, 
The  trophies  of  a  broken  fame  imply. 

Ah  '.  what  avails,  that  o'er  the  vaffal  plaiji, 
Ilis  rights  and  rich  demefues  extended  wide  ! 

That  honour  and  her  knights  compos'd  iiis  train. 
And  chivalry  ftood  marfliali'd  by  his  fide  1 

Though  to  the  clouds  his  caftle  feem'd  to  climb, 
And  frown'd  deiiance  on  the  defperate  foe; 

Though  deem'd  invincible,  the  conqueror  time 
Levell'd  the  fabric,  as  the  founder,  low. 

Where  the  light  lyre  gave  many  a  foft'ning  found. 
Ravens  and  rooks,  the  birds  of  difcord,  dwelli. 

And  where  fociety  fit  fwcetly  crown'd. 
Eternal  folicuds  has  fix'd  her  ceil* 
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The  lizard,  and  the  lazy  lurking  bat, 

Inhabit  now,  perhaps,  the  p:iintcd  room. 

Where  the  fage  marrcn,  and  iicr  maiden?  fat, 
Sweet  fingitig  at  the  Clvcr-working  loom. 

The  traveller's  bcwilder'd  nn  a  wade ; 

And  the  rude  winds  incr flant  feem  to  roar, 
"Where,  in  his  groves  with  arching  arhours  grac'd, 

Young  lovers  ofren  Cgh'd  ip  days  of  yore. 

His  aquedudls,  that  led  the  limpid  tide 
To  pure  canals,  a  cryftal  cool  fiipply  I 

In  the  deep  dull  their  barren  benutjes  hide  :  [dry  ! 
Time's  thirfl,  i:nqucnchable,  Jias  drain'd  tlicin 

Though  his  rich  hours  in  revelry  were  fpent, 
Wiih  Comes,  and  the  laughter  loving  crew  ; 

And  the  fweet  brow  of  beauty  Hill  unbent. 
Brigljten'd  his  fleecy  moments  as  they  iicvr  : 

Pleet  are  the  fleecy  moments '.  fjy  they  muft  ; 

Not  to  be  ftay'd  by  mailc  or  midnight  roar  ! 
Nor  fiiall  a  puife  among  that  mo  dd'ring  dull 

Beat  wanton  at  the  fmile*  of  beauty  mo  e  1 

Can  the  deep  (latefman,  feill'd  in  great  dcfign, 
Protra6l.  but  for  a  day,  precarious  breaih  i 

Or  the  tun'd  follower  of  the  lacrcd  nine 
Sooth,  with  his  melody,  iiifatiate  death  ! 

No — though  the  palace  bar  her  golden  gate. 
Or  tiH.iiarchs  plant  ten'  thoufand  guards  around; 

tJiicrrirg,  and  unleen,  the  ili^ft  of  fate 
Strikes  the  devoted  vidlini  to  the  ground  ! 

TkVhat  then  avails  an.bition's  wide  ftretch'd  wing. 
The  fchoolma'n's  page,  or  pride  of  beauty's 
bloom. 

The  crape-clad  hermit,  and  the  rich  rob'd  king  ? 
Leveird,  lie  niix'd  promifcuous  in  the  tomb. 

The  Macedonian  monarch,  wift  and  good. 
Bade,  when  the  morning's  roly  reign  began, 

Courtiers  {liould  call,  as  r  .und  his  cuuch  they  ilood, 
"  Philip  !  remember,  thou'rt  no  more  than  man. 

"  Though  glory  fprcad  thy  name  from  pole  to 

«'  pole :  Li"^'*-; 

"  Though  thou   art  merciful,  and  brave,  and 
"  Philip,  rcfled.  thou'rt  poftingto  the  goal, 
"   Where  mortals  mix  in  undiftinguifli'd  duft  !" 

So  Saladin,  for  arts  and  arniB  renown'd 
(Egypt  and  Syria's  wfde  domains  fuhdu'd) 

Returni.'ig  with  imperial  triumphs  crown'd, 
aigh'd,  when  the  perilhable  po.mp  he  view'd  : 

And  as  he  rode,  high  in  his  regal  car, 

In  all  the  purple  pride  of  conqut-ft  drcft; 
Confpicuous,  o'er  the  trojihies  gain'd  in  Vi-ar, 
'    Plac'd,  pendant  on  a  fpoa'r,  his  burial  veil : 

\Vhile  thus  the  herald  cry'd — '"Thi-  fon  ofpow'r, 
"   Vliis  Sailadin,  to  whom  the  nations  bow'd, 

"  May,  in  the  fpace  of  one  revolving  hour, 
"  JSoaft  of  no  other  Ipoil  hut  yonder  fhroud  !" 

Search  where  ambition  rag'd,  with  rigour  flecl'd, 

■     Where  {laughter,  like  the  rapid  lightning,  r.an ; 

Ar.d  fay.  while  memory  weeps  the  biood-ilain'd 

field,  [m-dii  i 

\V'-rc  lies  the  chief,  and  where  the  comruoa 


Vain  then  are  pyramids,  and  motto'd  ftone$, 
And  monumental  trophies  rais'd  on  high  ! 

For  time  confounds,  them  with  the  crusnbling 
bones. 
That  mix'd  in  hafty  graves  unnotic'd  lie. 

Refls  not  hcncath  the  turf  the  pcafant'.s  head, 
Soft  as  the  lord's,  beneatl.  rlit  labour'd  tomb? 

Or  ileeps  one  colder,  in  his  cloi'e  clay-bed,  . 
Than  t'other  in  the  wide  vault's  dreary  womb? 

Hither  let  luxury  lead  her  loofe -rob'd  train  ; 

Here  flutter  pride,  on  purple-painted  wings: 
And  from  the  moral  profpedt  learn — how  vain 

The  wifh,  that  lighs  for  fublunarjr,  thiii^i ! 

A  SONG. 

He  that  love  hath  never  try'd, 
Nor  had  Cupid  fir  his  guide, 
Canno'  hit  the  i  aflage  right 
To  the  palace  of  delight. 

What  are  honours,  regal  wealth, 
Florid  youth,  and  mfy  health  ? 
Without  love  his  tribute  brings, 
Impotent,  unmeaning  things  '. 

Gentle  fhepherds  perfevere, 
■^tili  be  tender,  fl.iil  fiticere  ; 
Love  and  tiaic,  united,  do 
Wonders,  if  the  heart  be  true. 

SAPPHO'S  HYMN   TO  VENUS.. 

IMITATED. 

H.-vilI   (with  ete'nal  beauty  blefl! 

O'eT  heav'n  and  eaith  adcir'd  !) 
Hail,  Venus !  Tis  tliy  flavc'srequeft, 
Her  peace  may  In:  rellor'd  ; 
Breal:  the  fond  h'lnds,  remove  ^he  rankling  fniart. 
And  bid  thy  tyrant  fon  from  Sappho's  foul  depart. 

Once  you  defcended,  queen  of  love. 

At  Sappho's  bold  defire. 
From  the  hi^h  roofs  "f  (acred  Jove, 
I'hy  ever  glorious  fire  1 
I  faw  thy  duiky  pinion'd  fparrovvs  hear 
rhy  cliariot,  rolling,  light,  through  the  rejoicing 
air. 

No  tranfient  vifit  ynu  dcfign'd, 

Your  wanton  birds  depart ; 
And  with  a  look,  diviuely  kind, 

I'hat  footh'd  my  flutt'ring  heart :  [rcfl  ? 
"  Sapph'i,"  fay  you,  "  What  fori«w  breaks  thy 
"   flow  can  I  give  lelief  to  thy  c-mflicling  brcatl?. 

f  Is  there  a  youth  feverely  coy, 
"   My  fav'rite  would  fubdue  ? 
"   Or  has  (lie  loft  fome  wand'iing  hoy, 
"    I'o  ptighn  d  vows  untrue  .-' 
"   Sprer.d  thy  foft  nets,  the  rambler  (Inll  return, 
"   Ai:d  with  new  lighted  flames,  more  fond, more; 
"  fiercely  burn. 

"  Thy  profTer'd  gifts  though  he  deride. 

"   And  fc'?rn  thy  glowing  charms,      *• 
"  Soon  fliall  his  every  art  be  try'd 

•*  To  win  thee  to  his  arms ; 
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"  Though  he  be  now  as  cM  as  virgin  fn«w, 
**  The  viiftini,  in  his  turn,  (hall  like  roua'd  iEtna 
"  g!ow." 

Thee,  goddefs,  I  again  invoke, 
Theff-  mad  dtfires  remove  ! 
Again  I'vj  li-k  the  furijvs  ftroks 
Of  irrcnftlef-  love: 
Bid  gentle  peace  to  Sa;.-iphL>'s  breaft  return. 
Or  make  the  youth  flic  ioves  with  mutual  ardour 
burn. 

ANACREON. 

ODE   LVIH.       IMITATED. 

As  1  wove  with  wanton  care, 
Fillets  for  a  virgin's  hair, 
Culling  for  my  fond  dcfi^jn, 
What  the  fields  had  frefh  and  fine  : 
Cupid,— and  I  mark'd  hiui  well. 
Hid  him  in  a  cnwflip  bell ; 
While  he  plumb'd  a  pointed  dart. 
Fated  to  inflame  the  heart. 

Glawing  with  maiiciiu?  joy, 
Sudden  I  fccur'd  the  boy  ; 
Arid,  regard!efs  of  his  cries, 
Eore  the  little  fri;rhted  prize 
Where  the  mighty  goblet  ftood, 
Teeming  with  a  rofy  fl  iod 

Urchin,  in  my  rage  I  cry'd, 
Wh.at  avails  thy  fancy  pride? 
From  thy  bufy  vengeance  free, 
Triumph  now  belongs  to  me  I 
Thus — I  drown  thee  in  my  cup; 
Thus — in  wine  1  drink  thee  up. 

Fatal  was  the  neflar'd  drauj:;ht 
That  to  murder  love  I  quaff 'd. 
O'er  my  bofom's  fond  domains. 
Now  the  cruel  tyrant  reigns  : 
On  my  heart's  moft  tender  ftringfj 
Striking  with  his  wanton  wings 
I'm  for  ever  doom'd  to  prove 
All  the  iiifolence  of  love. 

'  ANACREON. 

ODE  JX.       IMITATEB. 

'The  Dove. 

Teli.  n-.c,  faid  T.  my  bcauteons  dove, 
(If  an  ambaffadref-.  from  love) 
Tell  me,  on  what  foft  errand  fent, , 
Thy  gentle  flight  is  this  way  bent  ? 

A.rabrcfial  fweets  thy  pinions  flied 
As  in  the  quivering  breeze  rhey  fjread  I 

A  meffage,  fays  the  birc^,  I  hear 
From  fond  Anacreon  to  the  fair ; 
A  virgin  of  celeflial  grace  ! 
'l"he  Venus  of  the  hun^an  race  ! 
Me,  for  an  hymn,  or  amiTous  ode, 
'i"he  Paphian  Venus  once  beftow'd 
To  the  I'.veet  Lard  ;  for  whom  Fd  fly 
Un-<,rearied  to  the  fartheft  iky. 

Through  the  foft  air  he  bade  me  glide, 
(See,  to  my  wing  his  liiiiet's  ty'd). 
And  told  mi",  'twjis  hU  kind  decree, 
When  I  rciurn'd.  to  fet  mc  free. 


'  Twou'd  prove  me  but  a  fiinple  bird 
To  take  Anacreon  at  his  word  : 
Why  ih?iuld  I  hide  me  in  the  wood. 
Or  fearch  for  m.y  precarious  food, 
Wht-n  Fve  my  mafter's  leave  to  ftand 
C.ioirig  upon  his  friendly  hand  ; 
When  I  can  be  profuftly  fed 
With  crumbs  ot  his  ambr  ifial  bread, 
.And  wilconi'd  to  his  icifiar  bowl, 
Sip  the  rich  dr>  ps  that  lire  the  foul ; 
'  r  ill  i'l  fintallic  r;uKd«  I  fpread 
My  fluttering  pinions  o'er  his  head  : 
Or  if  he  (hike  the  trembling  wire, 
I  perch  up'n  my  fav'rite  iyre  ; 
'  I'ill  hdl'd.into  luxuriant  reft. 
Sleep  fteals  upon  my  raptur'd  breaft. 

G  1,  ftran^^er — to  your  bufioefs — go, 
Fve  told  you  all  you  wifli'd  to  know  -. 
Go,  ft' anger,-- and  1  think  you'll  fay. 
This  prattling  dove's  an  arrant  jay. 

THE  DANCE. 

ANACREO.VTIC. 

Hark  !  the  fpeaking  fttiiigs  invite, 
Mufic  call'  us  to  delight: 
See  the  maids  in  meafurcs  move, 
Winding  liite  the  maze  of  love. 
Asthey  miogle,  madly  gay, 
Sporting  Hthe  leads  the  way. 

On  each  glowing  cheek  is  fpread, 
Rofy  Cupid's  native  red  ; 
And  from  ev'ry  fparkling  eye, 
Pointed  dart?  at  random  fly. 
Love,  and  acSlive  youth,  advance 
Forenioft  in  the  fprightly  dance. 

As  the  magic  numbers  rife, 
Tl:rouj;h  my  veins  thepoifon  flies; 
Raptures,  not  to  he  espreft. 
Revel  in  my  throbbing  breaft. 
J  icund  as  we  beat  the  ground, 
JLove  and  harmony  go  round. 

Fvery  maid  (to  crov^'n  his  blifs) 
Gives  her  youth  a  rofy  kifj; 
Such  a  kifs  as  might  infpire 
Thrilling  raptures — f;»ft  defire  : 
Such  Adonis  riiight  receive, 
Such  the  queen  of  beauty  gave. 
When  the  coiiquer'd  goddefs  ftrovc 
(In  the  ctinfcioiis  myrtle  grove) 
To  infian-.e  the  boy  with  love. 

Let  not  pride  our  fports  reftrain, 
Banifli  hence  tlie  prude,  difilain  ! 
Think — ye  virgins,  if  you're  coy, 
Thiidc — ye  rob  yourfelVes  of  joy; 
F-very  mcmenr  you  refufe. 
So  much  ecftafy  you  infe  : 
Th.ink — how  faft  thcfe  moments  fly  : 
If  you  flioidd  too  long  deny, 
Love  and  beauty  both  will  die. 

ANACREON. 

CDC  XIV.       IMITATED. 

Vi'nr  did  1  with  love  engage  ! 

Wiiy  provoke  his  m^ehty  rage  ', 
Zzij 
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True  it  is  the  wand'ring  child, 
Met  me  with  an  afped  mild. 
And  bcfought  me  like  a  friend. 
At  his  gentle  fhrine  to  bend. 
True,  from  my  miftaken  pride, 
Due  devotion  was  deny'd, 
'Till  (becaufe  I  would  not  yield) 
Cupid  dar'd  me  to  the  field. 

Now  I'm  in  my  armour  clafp'd. 
Now  the  mighty  lance  is  grafp'd, 
JBut  an  Achileian  fpear 
Would  be  ineficdtual  here, 
"While  the  poilbn'd  arrows  fly 
Hot  as  lightning  from  the  fky. 

Wounded,  through  the  woods  I  run, 
Follow'd  ftill  by  beauty's  fon. 
Arrows  in  malignant  fnower?, 
Still  the  angry  urchin  pours; 
'Till  exhaufting  all  his  ftore, 
(  When  the  quiver  yields  no  more) 
See  the  god — a  living  dart, 
Shoots  himfelf  into  my  heart. 

Freedom  I  niuft  row  rcfign, 
Vidtory,  oh  love,  is  thine  ! 
What  tan  outward  aftions  win 
When  the  battle  burns  within  I 

IMITATION  FROM  ANACREON. 

Fill  me  that  capacious  cup. 
Fill  it  to  the  margin  up  ; 
From  my  veins  the  thirfty  day 
C^afTi,  the  vital  llrength  away. 

I.ct  a  wreath  my  temples  Ihield, 
FrWh  from  'he  enamell'd  field; 
Thife  declining  rofes  bow, 
Blaftcd  by  my  lultry  bow. 

Flowrets,  by  their  friendly  aid, 
From  the  funbeams  form  a  fhade : 
Let  me  from  my  heart  require, 
(Glowing  with  intenfe  defire). 

Is  there,  in  the  deepeft  grove, 
Shelter  from  the  beams  of  love  ? 

ANACREON. 

ODE    iXXni.    IMITATITD. 
To  the  Swallozu 

Soon  as  fummer  glads  the  iky, 
Hither,  gentle  bird,  yoii  fiy ; 
And  with  golden  funfhine  bleft. 
Build  your  pittty  plafter'd  nelh 

When  the  fealons  ceafc  to  fniile, 
(Wing'd  for  Memphis  or  the  Nile) 
Charming  bird,  you  difappear 
'Till  the  kind  fuccetding  year. 

Like  the  fwallovr,  love,  depart! 
Refpite  for  a  while  my  heart. 

No,  he'll  never  leave  his  nefb. 
Tyrant  tet  ant  of  my  breafl ! 
There  a  thoufand  wilhes  try 
On  their  callow  wings  to  fiy  ; 
I'here  you  may  a  thoufand  tell, 
Pertly  pcepisg  through  a  (hell : 


In  a  (late  unfinifh'd.rife 
Thoufands  of  a  Imaller  fizc. 

'Till  their  noify  chirpings  ceafc. 
Never  fliall  my  heart  have  peace. 

Feather'd  ones  the  youngliiigs  feed, 
Till  mature  they're  fit  to  breed  ; 
Then,  to  fwell  the  crowded  ftore, 
They  produce  their  thoufands  more    • 
Nor  can  mighty  numbers  count 
In  my  breall  their  vafl  amount. 

THE  PICTURE  : 


A  PORTRAIT,  at  my  lord's  command, 
Completed  by  a  curious  hand  ; 
For  dabblers  in  the  nice  Vertu 
His  lordihip  fet  the  piece  to  view. 
Bidding  their  connoiffeurlhips  tell. 
Whether  the  work  was  finifh'd  well. 
Why — fay?  the  loudeft,  on  my  word, 
'Tis  not  a  likenefs,  good  my  lord  ; 
Nor,  to  be  plain,  for  fpeak  1  muft. 
Can  I  pronounce  one  feature  juft, 
Another  effort  ftrait  was  m.ade, 
Anotber  portraiture  effay'd  ; 
The  judges  were  again  befought, 
Ench  to  deliver  what  he  thought. 
Worfe  than  the  firfl— the  critics  bawl ; 
O  what  a  month  \  how  monftrous  fmall ! 
Look  at  the  cheeks — how  lank  and  thin  1 
See,  what  a  moft  prepofl'rous  chin  ! 
After  remonflrance  made  in  vain, 
I'll,  fays  the  painter,  once  again, 
(If  my  good  lord  vouchfafes  to  fit) 
Try  for  a  more  fuccefsful  hit  : 
If  yp.u'll  to-n:oirow  deign  to  call, 
We'll  have  a  piece  to  pleafe  you  all. 
To-morrow  cemes — a  pifture's  p.'ac'd 
Before  thofe  fpurious  fens  of  tafte—  ■■  i 
Jn  their  opinions  all  agree. 
This  is  the  vilefl  of  the  three. 
"  Know— to  confute  your  envious  pride, 
(His  lordfhip  from  the  canvas  cry'dj 
"  Know — that  it  is  my  real  face, 
"   Where  you  could  no  refemblance  trace : 
"   I've  try'd  you  by  a  lucky  tritk, 
"  And  prov'd  your  genius  to  the  quick. 
"  Void  of  all  judgment— juflice — fenfi;, 
"  Out— ye  pretending  varlets — hence." 
The  cnnnoifTeurs  depart  in  hafte, 
Defpis'd — detciSled — and  difgrac'd. 

THE  WITCH. 

A    TALE. 

A  WITCH,  that  from  her  ebon  chair. 

Could  liiirl  deftru6linn  through  the  air, 

C«r,  at  her  all  coinmanding  will. 

Make  the  tumultuous  ocean  flill : 

Once,  by  an  incantation  fell, 

(As  the  recording  druids  tell) 

pjuck'd  the  round  moon,  whofe  radiant  light 

Silver'd  the  fober  nOon  of  night. 

From  ti'.e  domain  fhe  held  above, 

Down  CO  a  dark,  infernal  »rove. 
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Give  me,  the  goddefs  cry'd,  a  caafe, 
Why  you  difturb  my  facred  laws  ? 
Look  at  my  train, — yon  wandVing  hoft  f 
See  how  the  trembling  ftars  are  loft  ! 
Through  the  celeflial  regions  wide, 
Why  do  they  range  without  a  guide  ! 
Chaos,  from  our  confufion,  may 
Hope  for  his  old  deteRcd  I'way. 

I'm,  fays  the  witch,  feverely  croft. 
Know  that  my  fav'rite  fquirrel's  loft, 

Search for  I'll  have  creation  torn, 

If  he's  not  found  before  the  morn.   - 

Soon  as  the  impious  charge  was  giv'n — 
From  the  tremendous  ftores  of  heav'n, 

Jove  wifh  a  bolt revengeful ! red  ! 

Struck  the  detefted  monfter  dead. 

If  there  are  flaves  to  pity  blind, 
With  power  enough  to  plague  mankind. 
That  for  their  own  nefarious  ends. 
Tread  upon  freedc>m  and  her  friends, 
Let  *em.  beware  the  witch's  fate  I 
When  their  prefuniption's  at  the  height, 
Jove  will  his  angry  powers  aflume, 
And  the  curs'd  mifcreants  meet  their  doom. 

REPUTATION. 

AN  ALLEGORY. 

To  travel  far  as  the  wide  world  extends, 
Seeking  for  objeiils  that  deferv'd  their  care, 

Virtue  fet  forth,  with  twofeie<fted  friends, 
Talent  refin'd,  and  Reputation  fair. 

As  they  went  on  in  thsir  intended  round. 

Talent  fpnkc  firlt,  "  My  gentle  comrades,  fay 
"  Where  each  of  you  may  probably  be  found, 

*•  Should  accident  divide  us  on  the  way. 
"  If  torn  (fhe  addtd)  from  my  lov'd  allies, 

"  A  friendly  patronage  I  hope  to  find, 
"  Where  the  fiiit  arts  from  cultivation  rife, 

"  And  the  fweet  mufe  hath  hartponized  nian- 
"  kind." 
Says  Virtue,  "  Did  fincerity  appear, 

"  Or  meek-ey'd  charity  pmoi.g  the  freat  ^ 
"  Could  I  find  courilers  from  corruption  clear, 

"   ' Tis  among  thclb  I'd  feek  fo.  my  retreat. 
"   Cotld  [  find  patriots,  fi-.r  the  pub'li.  W£al 

"  Afliduous,  and  with'jut  their  felfifh  views ; 
"   Could  1  find  priefts  of  undiffcmbled  zeal, 

*'  'Tis  atncijg  thole  myrefiJence  I'd.choofe. 
'*  In  giitt'ring  domes  let  luxiry  'eiide; 

"   1  muft  be  found  in  Tome  lequelter'd  cell, 
"  Far  from  the  paths  of  avarice  or  pride,     [dwell." 

"   Where    hoaiebred     happinefs    delights    to 

"  Ye  may  be  trac'd,  my  ircntle  friends,   tis  true, 
''  But  v/ho  (fays  Rcpu'ation)  can  explore 

"  My  flipp'ry  Reps .' R-ep,   keep  me  in  your 

"  view, 
if  Pm  once  lof^,youll  ns-vcr  Jind  me  more" 

THE  ROSE  AND  BUTTERFI.Y. 


She  blufh'd  when  (he  heard  him  his  psfilnn  declare 
And  tenderly  told  him — he  need  not  defpair. 
Their  faith  was  foon  plighted,  as  lover?  will  do, 
He  fwore  to  be  conftant,  fhe  vow'd  to  be  true. 
It  had  not  been  prudent  to  deal  with  delay, 
The  bloom  of  a  rofe  palTjs  quickly  away, 
And  the  pride  of  a  butterfly  dies  in  a  day. 
When  wedded,  away  the  wing'd  gentleman  hies, 
From  flow  ret  to  flow'ret  he  wantonly  flies  ; 
Nor  did  he  revifit  his  bride,  'till  the  fun 
Had  lefs  than  one  fourth  of  his  journey  to  run. 
The  rofe  thu«  reproacli'd  him — '  Already  fo  cold! 
'  How  feign'd,  O  you  falfe  one,  the  pafllon  you  . 
•  told!  [hours; 

•  'Ti';  an  age  fince  you  left  me  :'  (he  meant  a  few 
But  fuch  we'll  fuppofe  the  fond  language  of  flowers: 
'  I  law  when  you  gave  the  bafe  violet  a  fcils  : 

'  How — how  could  you  ftoop  to  a  n>eannefs  like 

'  this.' 
'  Shall  a  low,  little  wretch,  whom  we  rcfes  defpife, 
'   Find  favour,  O  love  '.  in  my  butterfly's  eyes  .' 
'  On  a  tulip,  quite  tawdry,  I  faw  your  fond  raiie, 
'  Nor  yet  could  the  pitiful  pnnirofe  efcape  : 

*  Dull  daffodils  too,  were  witli  ardour  adJrefs'd, 
'  And  poppies  ili-fcented,  you  kindly  carefs'd.' 
The  coxcomb  was  piqu'd,  and  reply'd  with  a  fneer, 
'  That  yoa'ire  firft  to  complain,  I  commend  you, 

'  my  dear  1 
'  But  know, from  your  condu6l  my  maxims  I  drew, 
'   And  if  I'm  inconftant,  I  copy  from  you. 
'  1  law  the  boy  zephyrus  rifle  your  charms, 
'  I  faw  how  you  fimper'd  and  fmil'd  in  his  arms; 
'  The  hi.ney-bee  kif&'d  you,  you  caniiot  difown, 
'  Youfavour'd  befides— .O  dilhonour  I— a  drone  j 
'   Yet  worle— 'tis  a  crime  that  yi  u  muft  not  deny, 
'   Your  fwects  were  made  common,  falfe  rofe,  to 

'  a  fly.' 

MORAL. 

This  law,  long  ajo,  did  love's  providence  make. 
That  ev'ry  coquette  ftiould  be  curs'd  with  a  rake. 

THE  SHEEP  AND  THE  ERAMBLE-BUSH, 


A  THicE-TwiSTED  brake,  in  the  time  of  a  ftorm, 

-Seem'd  iciudly  to  cover  a  flieep  : 
So  fnug,  for  a  while,  he  lay  fhclter'd  and  warm. 
It  quietly  footh'd  him  afleep. 

The  clouds  are  now  fcatter'd — the  winds  are  at 
peace ; 

The  fiicep  to  his  pafture  inclin'd  : 
But  ah  !   the  fell  thicket  !.-!ys  hold  of  his  fleece, 

His  coat  is  left  forfeit  behind. 

My  friend,  who  the  thicket  of  law  ne^er  try'd, 
Confider  ^efort  yov  j/ct  in;  [fide, 

Thouj<i,i  judgment  ai c  Icnrcnce  are  pafs'd  on  your 
By  Jove  you'll  be  fieec'd  to  the  ikin. 


THE  FOX  AND  THE  CA* 


A  FABLE. 


At  day's  early  dawn  a  gay  butterfly  fpied 
A  budding  young  role,   and  he   wifh'd  her   his  I  The  fox  and  the  cat,  as  they  travell'd  one  day. 
bride:  '  *  i  With  moral  difcourfes  cut  Ihorter  the  waj ; 
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♦  *Tis  great   (fays  the  fcx)   to  make  juftice  oi:r 

*  guide !' 
'  H'^w  (jodl-ke  is  niErcy  '.*  Grimalkin  rt-ply'd. 
Wiiilft  thus  tl;ey  proceeikd,— a  wolf  from  ihc 
wood, 
Impatient  (f  hunger,  and  thirrtinp  fnr  blood, 
Hufh'd  forth — as  he  faw  the  du".  Ihepherd  aflijep, 
And  feiz'd  for  his  fupper  an  innocent  fheep. 

*  In  vain,  wretched  virtim,  for  mercy  V'U  b^eat, 

*  When  niutt.ns  at  hand  (fays  the  wolf),  I  muft 

'  eat.' 
Grimalkin's  aftonifh'd,— the  f<'X  flood  aghaft, 
To  fee  the  fell  beaft  at  his  bloody  repaft. 
'  What  a  wretch  (fays  the  cat) — 'tis  the  vilell  of 
'  brutes : 
Does  he  feed  upon  flefli,  when  tliere's  herbage, 

'  and  roots  ?*  [pood. 

Cries  the  fox--'  While  our  oaks  give  us  acorns  fo 

•  What  a  tyrant  is  this,  to  fpill  innocent  blood  ?' 
Well,  onward  they  march'd,  and  they  morsliz'd 

ftill,  [a  mill  ; 

Ti'.l  they  came  where  feme  poultry  pick'd  chaff  by 
Sly  Reynard  furvey'd  them  with  gliittorous  eyes, 
And  made  (fpi'e  cf  morals)  a  pullet  his  prize. 

A  n-.oufe  too,  that  chanc'd  from  her  covert  fo 
The  greedy  Crimalkin  fecur'd  as  her  prey.   [lb  ay, 

A  fpider  that  fat  in  htr  web  on  ih.e  wall, 
Perceiv'd  the  ]  oor  vidUms,  and  piry'd  their  fall  ; 
She  cry'd— '  Of  fuch  murders  how  guiklefs  am  I !' 
So  ran  to  regale  on  a  new  taken  fly. 

MORAL. 

The  faults  of  our  neighbours  with   freedom  we 

blame, 
Eut  tax  not  ourfelves, though  we  praiSife  the  &me. 

HYMEN. 


When  Chloe,  with  a  blufh  comjily'd. 
To  be  the  fond  Nicander's  bride. 
His  wild  imagination  ran 
f)n  raptures  never  known  by  man. 
Hew  high  the  tides  of  fancy  Iwtll, 
Zxprtflion  m.ufl  defpair  to  tell. 

A  painter  cali'd, Nica^idcr  cries, 

**  Defcending  from  the  radiant  flcics, 
"  Draw  me  a  bright,  a  beaulei  us  boy, 
"  The  herald  of  connubial  joy  ! 
"  D;nw  hi:n  with  all  peculiar  care, 
'*   Make  him  beyond  Adonis  fair  ; 
"   Give  to  his  cheeks  a  rofcacc  hi'.e, 
"  Let  iiim  have  eyes  of  heav'nly  blue, 
"   Lips  foft'ning  in  nedlarious  dew; 
"   A  luftre  o'er  his  charms  difplay, 
"  More  glorious  than  the  beams  of  day. 
"  Expedl,  Sir,  if  you  can  fucceed, 
"  A  premium  for  a  prince  indeed." 

His  talents  fbieiglu  the  p.iintcr  try'd, 
And  ere  the  miptiui  knot  v.'as  ty'd, 
A  piflure  in  the  nobiifl  tafie 
Before  the  fotid  Nicander  plac'd. 

The  lover  thus  arralgn'd  hi«  Ikill, 
"   Your  execution's  r.ioii(cr';us  ill ! 
•'   A  different  form  my  fancy  made: 
"   Y(  u're  quite  a  bungler  a',  the  trailc. 
"   Where  is  the  robe's  luxuriant  fl  .w  ? 
?'  Wheie  is  the  cheek's  ccleliia!  glow  ? 
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"    Where  art  the  looks  fo  fond  and  free  ? 
"  'Tis  not  an  Hymen,  Sir,  for  me" 

The  painter  bow'd — with  this  reply, 
"  My  colours  an't,  yur  honour,  dry  ; 
"   When  time  has  jiiellow'd  ev'ry  tint, 
"  'Twill  pleafe  you — or  rhe  deuce  is  in't : 
"   I'll  watth  the  hnppy  change,  and  then 
"   Attend  you  wiih  my  piece  again." 
Ifi  a  few  rr^oiiths  the  painter  came 
With  a  performance — (ftill  the  fiune")  ; 

"  Take  it  away," — the  hufband  cry'd, 
''   I  have  ri-peated  caufe  to  ehide  : 
''  Sir.  you  fhould  all  txcefTes  fhun; 
"  1  his  i.-i  a  picture  overdone  ! 
"  There's  too  much  ardour  in  that  eye, 
•'   The  tiniilure  on  the  cheeks  too  high  1 
'  The  robes  h:ivc  a  lafciviouf  ]^Ly, 
"    The  attifude's  to  •  Ifh^fely  gay. 
"    Friend,  on  the  wholcj  this  piece,  for  me, 
"   Is  too  luxuriant — far  too  free." 

The  painter  thus — "    I'he  faults  you  find 
"   Are  f  .rm  d  in  your  crpr-icious  mind; 
"  TopafTit.n  a  devoted  flave, 
"   The  firft  directiirj*.  Sir,  you  gave; 
"  Poffeflion  ha^  repcll'd  the  flame, 
"   Ni.r  left  a  feiitimtnt  the  faiiie. 

"   My  pii^lure  U  defign'd  to  prove 
"  The  changes  of  precarious  love. 

"  On  the  next  ftair-cafe  rais'd  on  highj. 
'  Regard  it  with  a  curious  eye  ; 
■'    As  to  :he  firft  fteps  you  proceed, 
•'  '  lis  an  accomplifti'd  piece  indeed  I 
"   But  as  you  mount  fome  pace?  higher, 
"   Is  there  a  grace  that  don't  expire  I" 

So  various  i.  the  human  minit. 
Such  are  the  frailties  of  mankind, 
What  at  a  diftance  charm'd  our  eyes. 
After  attainment — droops — and  dies. 

FORTUNE. 

AN   APOLOGUE. 
Fitbula  Karratvr. 

Jove  and  his  fenators,  in  fage  debate 
For  man's  ftiicity,  were  fettlir.g  law?, 

W^hen  a  rude  roar  that  fliook  the  fctred  gate, 
Turn'd  iheir  attentii,n  to  inquire  the  caufe. 

A  longear'd  wretch,  the  loudeft  of  his  race. 
In  the  rough  garniiure  of  grief  atray'd, 

Came  hravvling  to  the  high  imj  erial  yhze., 
"   Let  me  have  juftice,  Jupiter  1"— he  bray'd. 

"  I  am  an  afs,  of  innocence  allow'd 

'*  I'he  type,  yet  fortune  j-erfecutes  p.ie  ftill : 

"  While  foxes,    wolves,   and   ail    the    murd'ring 
"  crowd, 
"  Boneath  her  patronage  can  rob  and  kiH, 

"  The  p^mper'd  horfe  (he  never  toil'd  fo  hard!) 
"  Favf^ur  and  fricndfhip  from  his  owner  finds; 

"  For  endlel-  di';gei/ce — ',a  roujrh  reward  !) 
"  I'm  cudgel' ci  by  a  race  of  paltry  hinds. 

"  On  wretched  provender  compcil'd  to  feed ! 

"   The  ruggefi  pavement  ev'ry  night  my  bed! 
"  For  me,  dame  for  une  never  yet  decreed 

"  The  jjraeious  comforts  of  a  wcU-thatch'd  flied. 
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"  Ro-ufrh  antJ  unfccmly's  my  irreverer*  hiJe ! 

"  Where  cag  1  vifit,  thus  uncouihly  dreft  ? 
«'  That  outli-ie  elegance  the  dame  deiiy'd, 

"  For  which  her  fav'rites  arc  too  oft  carefs'd. 

"  To  fuffring:  virtue,  facred  Jove,  be  kind  ! 

"  From  fortune's  tyr-jmiy  p.oiiounce  me  free! 
"  She's  a  deceiver  if  foe  i'a\V  Ihc's  blind, 

"  She  fees,  prcpitioufly  fees  all— but  me." 

The  plaintiff  could  articulate  no  more  : 

His  bofom  he;iv  d  a  moft  ticmrndous  groan  ! 
The  race  i>f  ionjj  ear'd  wretches  join'd  the  roar, 

'Till  Jove  fccm'd  toct'rJng  on  his  higU-built 
tlirone. 
The  monarch,  with  an  all-commanding  found, 

(Dcepen'd  like  thunder  through  the  rounds  of 
fpace) 
Gave  order,—  That  dame  fortune  fiiould  be  found, 

To  ar.fwer,  as  fhe  might,  the  plaint.ff'r  cafe. 

Soldiers  and  ciiizens,  a  fcendy  train  ! 

And  lawyers  and  phyficians,  fought  her  cell  : 
With  many  a  fLhoolman— But  their  fcarch   \vas 
vain  : 
■  Few  can  the  refidence  of  fortune  tell. 

Where  the  v/retch  avarice  was  wont  to  hide 
His  gold,  his  emeralds,  and  rubies  rare  ; 

Twas  rumur'd  that  dame  f<;rtu!ie  did  rei'ide, 
And  Jove's  ambaffudors  were  polled  tliere. 

Meagre  and  wan,  in  tafer'd  garments  drefl, 
A  feeble  porter  at  the  i.',a;e  they  found  : 

Doubled  with  wretchednds— wiih  aj;e  diilrefl,^ 
And  on  his  wrinkled  forehead  famine  frown'd. 

*'  Mortals  avaunt  (rbe  trembling  fpeifli-e  cries), 
"  Ere  you  invade  thofe  facred  haurjts,  beware  ! 

"  To  guard  lord  avarice  fn  m  rmie  fuiprife, 
"  1  am  the  centinel-— my  name  is  care. 

"  Doubts,  difappointment.;,  anarchy  of  mind, 
"   rhefe  are  the  foldiers  that  furround  his  hall : 

"  And  ev'ry  fury  that  can  lafli  mankind, 

♦'  Rage.,  rancour,  and  revenge  attend  his  call. 

"  Fortune's  gone  forth, you  feek  a  wand'ring  dame, 
"  A  fettled  refidence  the  harlot  fcorns  : 

"  Curfe  on  fuch  vifirants,  (he  never  came, 

"  But  vj'ith.  a  cruel  hand  fhe  fcatter'd  thorns  ! 

"  To  the   green   vale,   yon    flielt'ring    hills    fur- 
''  round, 
"  Go  forward,  yoii'll  arrive  at  wifdom's  cell  : 
"  Would  you  be  taught  where  fortune  may  be 
"  found,, 
"  None  can  direA  your  anxious  fearch  fo  well." 

Forward  they  went,  o'er  many  a  dreary  fpot : 
(Rough  was  the  road,  as  if  untrod  before) 

'Till  from  the  calement  of  a  low-roof  d  c  t 

Wifdom  perceiv'il  them,  and  unban'tl  h-.r  door. 

Wifdom,  (die  knew  of  fortime  but  the  name) 
Gave  to  their  quellions  a  ferene  reply 

"  liither  ((he  fald),  if  e'er  that  goddei'i  came, 
"  1  faw  her  not— -fhe  pafs'd  nnnotit  d  by. 

"  Abroad  with  contemplation  oft  I  roam,, 
"  And  leave  to  poverty  my  humble  cell : 


"  She's  my  domeflic,  never  ft'irs  from  home, 
"  If  fortune  has  been  here,  'tis  fhe  can  tell. 

"  The  matron  eyes  us  from  yon  mant'dng  (hade, 
"  And  fee  her  fober  fo■)r(lep^  this  way  bent! 

«  Mark  by  hi-r  fide  a  little  rofelipp'd  maid, 

"*ris   my   youT'g  daughter,    and   her  name** 
"  content." 

As  poverty  advanc'd  with  lenient  grace, 

'    l^ortune  (ihe  ciy'd)  hath  never  yet  been  here; 

"  But  hope,  a  gentle  neighbour  (i  this  place, 
"  Tells  me,  her  highnefs  may,  in  time,  appear. 

"  Felicity,  no  doubt,  adorns  -heir  lot,_ 

"  Or.  whom  her  golden  bounty  beams  divine  I 

•'  Yet  though  (he  never  reach  our  ruliic  cot, 
"  Patience  will  vifit  us— we  (hj'n't  repiue." 

After  a  vaft  (but  unavailing)  round, 
I  he  meffengers  returriing  in  del'pair, 

On  an  high  hill  a  fairy  ma;  fion  found. 

And  hop'd  the  goddefs,  fortune,  mighthe  there. 

The  dome,  fo  ohtt'ring.  it  amaz'd  the  fight, 
('  I'vvas  adamant,  with  gems  encrufted  o'er) 

Had  not  a  lafement  to  admit  the  light. 
Nor  could  Jovt's  deputies  defcry  the  door. 

But  eager  to  conclude  a  tedious  chafe, 

And  anxious  to  return  from  whence  they  camCj 
.  Th.ite  they  invok'd  the  genius  of  the  place, 
Thrice  u'tter'd,  awfully,  J'.ve's  facred  name.  ' 

As  echo  from  the  hill  announc'd  high  Jove, 
lllufion  and  her  fairy  dome  withdrew  : 

(Like  the  light  mifts  by  early  funbeams  dnive) 
And  fortune  (food  rcveal'd  to  public  view. 

Oft  for  that  happincfs  high  courts  deny'd, 

To  this  receptacle  dame  fortune  ran  : 
When  harafVd,  it  was  here  (he  us'd  to  hide, 

From  the  wild  fuits  of  difcortented  man. 
Proflrate,  the  delegates  their  chairge  declare, 

(Happy  the  courtiet  that  falutes  her  feet)  ! 
Fortune  receiv'd  them  with  a  flatt'nng  air. 

And  join'd  them  'till  they  reach'd  Jove'b  judg- 
ment feat. 

Men  of  all  ranks  at  that  illuOrlous  place 

Wcregathsr'd,  though  dift''rent  nv'tives  keenly 

Man   ~  to  fee  dame  fortune's  radiant  face. 
Many — by  radiiint  fortune  to  be  feen. 

Jove  fmil'd,  r,s  on  a  fav'rite  he  efteems, 
fie  gave  her,  near  his  own,  a  golden  feat  ; 

Fair  fortune'),  an  adventurer,  it  fcems, 
The  deities  themfelves  are  glad  to  greet. 

>'  Dau^ihter  (fays  Jupiter),  you're  fore  accus'd!^ 
"  C'amour  inceiTantly  reviles  your  name  1 

"  If  Iv    he  rancour  of  that  wretch  abus'd, 
•'  Be  eonfidenr,  and  vindicate  your  fame. 

"  Fhoueh  pefter'd  daily  with  complaints  from  man, 
"   Through  this  convidfion  I  record  them  not— 

"  Let  my  kind  Providence  do  all  it  can, 
"  None  of  that  fpccies  ever  lik'd  his  lot. 

"  But  the  poor  quadiuped  that  now  ipyeaU^ 
"  Can  wanton  cr;.tl:y  the  weak  purl'uel 
2  z  iiij 
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'  Large  is  the  catalogue  of  woes  he  feels, 
"  And  all  his  wretchednefs  he  lays  to  you." 

"  Aflc  him,  high  Jupiter — (rcp'.y'd  the  dame) 
"  In  what  he  has  eKcell'd  his  long-ear'd  clafs? 

"  Is  fortune  (a  divinity)  to  blame 

*'  That  fue  defcends  liot  to  regard »n  afs  ?" 

Fame  enter'd  in  her  rolls  the  fage  reply; 

The  dame, defendjint, was difcharg'd  with  grace! 
"  Go— (to  the  plaintiff,  faid  the  fire)  and  try 

"  By.  merit  to  furmount  your  low-born  race. 

*'  l.earn  from  the  lion  to  be  juft  and  brave, 
"  Take  frcra  the  elephant  inftru(9.ion  wife  ; 

"  With  gracious  breeding  like  the  horfe  behave, 
"  Nor  the  fagacity  of  hounds  defpife. 

"  Thefe  ufeful  qualities  with  care  imbibe, 

"  For  which  fome  quadrupeds  are  jufi;ly  priz'd: 

"  Attain  th»fe  talents  that  adorn  each  tribe, 
"  And  you'll  no  longer  be  a  wretch  defpis'd." 

A  MAN  TO  MY  MIND. 

(wrote  at  the  REqUEST   OF  A  LADY.) 

Since  wedlock's  in  vogue,  and  ftale  virgins  de- 
fpis'd, [mis'd ; 
To  all  bachelors  greeting,  thefe  lines  are  pre- 
J'm  a  maid  that  would  marry,  but  where  fhall  I  find 
(I  wilh  notfcM-  fortune)  a  man  to  my  mind  ? 

Not  the  fair- weather  fop,  fond  of  fafhion  and  lace ; 
>Iot  the  'fquirc,  that  can  wake  to  no  joys  but  the 

chafe;  [bind ; 

Not  the  free-thinking  rake,  whom  no  morals  can 
Ueither  thi«-  -that — nor  t'other's  the  man  to  my 

mind. 

liot  the  ruby-fac'd  fot,  that  topes  world  without 
end;  [friend; 

Not   the  drone,  who  can't  relifh  his  bottle  and 

Not  the  fool,  that's  too  fond'^  nor  the  churl  that's 
unkind :  [mind. 

Neither  this — that — Eor  t'other's  the  man  to  my 

Hot  the  wretch  with  full  bags,  without  breeding 

or  merit ; 
Not  the  flafli,  that's  all  fi'ry  v;ithout  any  fpirit ; 
Not  the  fine  mafter  fribble,  the  fcorn  of  mankind  : 
Neither  this — that— nor  t'other's  the  man  to  my 

mind. 

But  the  youth  in  whom  merit  and  fenfe  may  con- 
fpire,  [admire; 

Whom  the  brave  muft  efleem,  and  the  fair  fhould 

In  whofe  heart  love  and  truth  are  with  honour 
rombin'd  : 

This— this — and  no  other's  the  man  to  my  mind. 

WITH  A  PRESjENT. 

Lbt  not  the  hand  of  Amity  be  nice  '. 

Nor  the  poor  trib\ite  from  the  heart  difclaim  ; 
A  trifle  fhall  become  a  pledge  of  price. 

If  friendfhip  ftamps  it  with  her  facred  name. 

Th(8  little  rofe  that  laughs  upon  its  ftem, 
•ne  of  thq  fweets'with  vrhicb  the  gardens  teem, 


In  value  foars  above  an  eafiern  gertf, 
If  tender 'd  as  the  token  of  efteem. 

Had  I  vaft  hoards  of  maffy  wealth  to  fend, 

Such  as  your  merits  might  demand — their  due  ! 

Then  fhould  the  golden  tribute  of  your  friend 
Rival  the  treafures  of  the  rich  Peru. 

FANCY. 

A  Song  In  a  Pantomime  Entertainmetii, 

Fancy  leads  the  fetter'd  fenfes 

Captives  to  her  fond  controul ; 
Merit  may  have  rich  pretences, 

But  'tis  fancy  fires  the  foul. 

Far  beyond  the  bounds  of  meaning 

Fancy  flies,  a  fairy  queen  ? 
Fancy,  wit  and  worth  difdaining, 

Gives  the  prize  to  harlequin. 

If  the  virgin's  falfe,  forgive  her, 

Fancy  was  your  only  foe  : 
Cupid  claims  th^  dart  and  quiver. 

But  'tis  fancy  twangs  the  bow. 

LOVE  AND  CHASTITY: 

A  CANTATA. 

RECITATIVE, 

From  the  high  mount  *,'  whence  facred  groveS 

depend, 
Diana  and  her  virgin  troop  defcend  ; 
And  while  the  bufkin'd  maids  with  a6Hve  care. 
The  bufintfsof  the  daily  chafe  prepare, 
A  favourite  nymph  (leps  forward  from  the  throng, 
And  thus,  exulting,  fwells  the  jovial  fong. 

AIR. 

Jolly  health  fprings  aloft  at  the  loud  founding 
horn, 

Unlock'd  from  foft  flumbcr's  embrace ; 
And  joy  fingsan  hymn  to  falute  the  fweet  morn. 

That  fmiles  on  the  nymphs  of  the  chafe  : 
The  rage  of  fell  Gupid  no  bofora  profanes. 

No  rancour  difturbs  onr  delight. 
All  the  day  with  frcfh  vigour  we  fweep  o'er  the 
plains, 

And  fleep  with  contentment  all  night. 

RECITATIVE. 

Their  clamour  rous'd  the  flighted  god  of  love  : 
He  flies,  indigr.ant,  to  the  facred  grove  : 
Immortal  myrtles  wreath  his  golden  hair,  T 

His  rofy  wings  perfume  the  wanton  air  ;  ( 

Two  quivers  fill'd  with  darts  his  fell  dcfigns  de-  f 
clare.  ,> 

A  crimfon  hlufli  o'erfpread  Diana's  face,  ~\ 

A  frown  fucceeds — She  flops  the  fpringing  chafe,  > 
And  thus,  forbids  the  boy  the  confecrated  place.  J 

AIR. 

Fond  difturber  of  the  heart. 
From  thefe  facred  fhades  depart :  / 

Here's  a  blooming  troop  difdains 
Love,  and  his  fantaflic  chains. 
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Sifters  of  the  filver  bow, 
Pure  and  chafte  as  virgin  fnow, 
Melt  not  at  thy  feeble  fires, 
Wanton  god  of  wild  defires  ! 

RECITATIVE. 

■Rage  and  revenge  divide  love's  little  breafl:, 
Whilli  thus  the  angry  goddefs  he  addreft  : 

AIR. 

Virgin  fnow  does  oft  remaiil 
Long  unmelted  on  the  plain,   I 
Till  the  glorious  god  of  day      \ 
Smiles,  and  waftes  its  pride  away. 
What  is  Sol's  meridian  fire 
To  the  darts  of  flrong  deOre  ! 
Love  can  light  a  raging  flame 
Hotter  than  his  noontide  beam. 

RECITATIVE. 

Now,  through  the  foreft's  brown  embower'd 
ways, 
With  careiefs  fleps  the  young  Endyniion  ftrays  : 
His  form  eredl  ! — loofe  flows  his  lovely  hair, 
His  glowing  cheeks  like  youthful  Hebe's  fair  ! 
His  graceful  limbs  with  eafe  and  vigour  move. 
His  eyes — his  ev'ry  feature  form'd  for  love  : 
Around  the  lift'ning  woods  attentive  hung, 
Whilfl  thus,  invoking  fleep,  the  ftiepherd  fung : 

AIR. 

Where  the  pebbled  ftreamlet  glides 

Near  the  wood  nymph's  ruilic  grot, 
If  the  god  of  fleep  refides, 

Or  in  Pan's  fequefter'd  cot : 
Hither  if  he'll  lightly  tread, 

Foilow'd  by  a  gentle  dream. 
We'll  enjoy  this  graffy  bed, 

On  the  bank  befide  the  ftream. 

RECITATIVE. 

As  on  the  painted  turf  the  fhepherd  lies, 
Sleep's  downy  curtain  fhades  his  lovely  eyes ; 
And  now  a  fporting  breeze  his  bofom  fhows. 
As  marble  fmooth,  and  white  as  Alpine  fnows: 
The  goddefs  gaz'd,  in  magic  foftnefs  bound  ; 
Her  filver  bow  falls  ufelefs  to  the  ground  ! 
I>ove  laugh'd,  and,  fure  of  conqueft,  wing'd  a  dart 
Unerring,  to  her  undefended  heart. 
She  feels  in  ev'ry  vein  the  fatal  fire. 
And  thus  perfuades  her  virgins  to  retire  : 

AIR. 

Ye  tender  maids  be  timely  v/ife  !' 

Love's  wanton  fury  faun  ! 
In  flight  alone  your  fafety  lies. 

The  daring  are  undone! 

Do  bUie-ey'd  doves,  ferenely  mild, 

With  vultures,  fell,  engage  ! 
Do  lambs  provoke  the  lion  vild, 

Or  tempt  the  tyger's  rage  ! 

No,  no,  like  fawns,  ye  virgins  fly. 

To  fecret  cells  remove; 
Nor  dare  the  doubtful  combat  try 

'Twist  chaftity  and  love. 

AMPHIFRION. 

RECITATIVE. 

Amphitrion  and  his  bride,  a  godlike  pair! 
He  brave  as  Mars,  and  Ihe  as  Venus  fair ; 


On  thrones  of  gold  in  purple  triumph  plac'd. 
With  matchlefs  fplendour  held  the  nuptial  feaft  : 
Whilft  the  high  roof  w^th  loud  applaufes  rung, 
Enraptur'd,  thus,  the  happy  hero  lung  : 

AIR. 

Was  mighty  Jove  defcending, 

In  all  his  wrath  divine, 
Enrag'd  at  my  pretending 

To  call  this  charmer  mine  : 
His  fliafts  of  bolted  thunder 

With  boldnefs  I'd  deride; 
Not  heav'n  itfelf  can  funder 

The  hearts  that  love  has  ty'd. 

RLCITATIVE. 

The   thunderer   heard, — he   look'd  with  ven- 
geance down 
Till  beauty's  glance  difarm'd  his  awful  frown. 
The  magic  impulfe  of  Alcmena's  eyes 
Compelld  the  conquer'd  god  to  quit  his  ikies; 
He   feign'd   the   hufband's  form,    poffeis'd  hex 

charms, 
And  punifh'd  his  prefumption  in  her  arms. 

AIR. 

~^  He  deferves  fublimeft  pleafure. 

Who  reveals  it  not,  when  won  : 
Beauty's  like  the  mifer's  treafure  ; 
Boaft  it — and  the  fool's  undone  ! 

I^earn  by  this,  unguarded  lover, 

When  your  fecret  fighs  prevail, 
Not  to  let  your  tongue  diicover 
^  Raptures  that  you  fhould  conceal. 

ANACREON. 

ODE    XIX.      IMITATED. 

Old  earth,  when  in  a  tipling  vein. 
Drinks  torrents  of  ambrofial  rain, 
Which  the  tall  trees,  by  heat  Mpprefl;, 
Drink  from  her  kind  materna!  breafl : 

Left  angry  ocean  fiiould  be  dry, 
The  river  god?  their  flores  fupply  : 
The  monarch  of  the  glowing  day 
Drir.ks  large  potations  from  the  fea  : 

And  the  pale  emprefs  of  the  niglit 
Drinks  from  his  orb  propitious  light  : 
All-  -ail  things  drink-— abftemious  fage  t 
Why  ftiould  not  we  our  thirfl;  affuage? 

NEWCASTLE  BLER. 

When  fame  brought  the  news  of  Great-Britain's 
fuccefs, 
And  told  at  Olympus  each  Gallic  defeat; 
Glad  Mars  fent  by  Mercury  orders  exprefs, 
To  lummon  the  deities  all  to  a  treat : 
Blithe  Comus  was  plac'd 
'l  o  guide  the  gay  feafl, 
And  freely  declar'd  there  was  choice  of  good  cheer; 
Yet  vow'd  to  his  thinking, 
For  exquifife  drinking, 
Their  riedlar  was  nothing  to  Newcaftle  beer. 

The  great  god  of  war,  to  encourage  t  e  fun, 
And  humgur  the  ufie  of  his  whimfical  gueftj 
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Sent  a  mefiagc  that  moment  to  Moor's  *  for  a  tun 
Of  ftingo,  the  flouteft,  the  brightcft,  and  beft  : 

No  gods— they  all  fwore, 

Rf'gal'd  fo  before, 
With  liquor  fo  lively,  fo  potent,  and  clear  : 

And  each  deified  fellow 

Got  jovially  mellow. 
In  honour,  brave  boys,  of  our  Newcaille  beer. 

Apollo  perceiving  his  talents  refine, 

Repents  he  drank  Helicon  water  fo  long  : 
He  bow'd,  being  aik'd  by  the  mufical  nine. 
And  gave  the  gay  board  an  extempore  fong  : 

But  ere  he  began, 

He  tofs'd  off  his  can  : 
Tiiere's  nought  like  good  liquor  the  fancy  to  clear  : 

Then  fang  with  great  merit, 

The  flavour  and  fpirit 
His  godfhip  had  found  in  our  Newcafde  beer. 

'Twas  ftinpo  like  this  made  Aicides  fo  bold, 

It  brac'd  up  his  nerves,  and  enliven'd  hispow'rs; 
And  his  myllical  club,  that  did  wonders  of  old. 
Was  nothing,  my  lads,  but  fuch  liquor  as  ours. 

The  horrible  crew 

That  Hercules  flew. 
Were  poverty,  calumny,  trouble, and  fear: 

Such  a  club  would  you  borrow, 

To  drive  away  forrow, 
Apply  for  a  jorum  of  Newcaflle  beer. 

Ye  youngflers,  fo  diffident,  languid,  and  pale. 

Whom  love,  like  the  cholic,  fo  rudely  infefls^ 
Take  a  cordial  of  this,  'twill  probatum  prevail. 
And  drive   the   cur  Cupid   away   from  your 
brer^fts : 

Dull  whining  defpife, 
Grow  rofy  and  vi  ife, 
Nor  longer  the  jeft  of  good  fellows  appear ; 
Bid  adieu  to  your  folly, 
Get  drunk,  and  be  jolly, 
And  fmoke  o'er  a  tankard  of  Newcaflle  beer. 

Ye  fanciful  folk,  for  whom  phyfic  prcfcribes, 

Who  bolus  and  potion  have  harals'd  to  death  ! 
Ye  wretches,  who«i  law  and  her  ill-loiking  tribes 
Have  hunted  about  till  you're  quite   cut  of 
btcath  ! 

Here's  flieltcr  and  eafe, 
No  cravir.g  for  fees, 
No  danger,  no  dodlor,  no  bailifTis  near! 
Your  fpirits  this  raifes, 
It  cures  your  difeafes. 
There's  freedom  and  health  in  our  Newcaflle  beer. 

THE  TOAST. 


Give  the  toaft — my  good  fellow,  be  jovial  and  gay, 
And  let  the  hriflc  n't  mints  pafs  jocund  away  ! 
Here's  the  king — take  your  bumpers,  my  brave 

Britifli  fouh. 
Who  guards  your  fair  freedom  fliould  crown  your 

full  bowls,  '     [down, 

Let  him  live — long  and  happy,  fee  Lewis  broughr 
Aod  tafie  all  the  comforts,  no  cares  of  a  crown. 

*  Moor's,  at  tbe/gn  of  the  Sun,  Ne-Ji'caf.Ie. 


A  THREE-PART  CATCH. 

'Ti3  in  view — (the  rich  bltfiing  kind  nature  bc- 

ftow'd, 
To  conquer  our  forrows,  or  lighten  the  load) 
A  full  flafk  ' — the  rich  nesSiar  this  bottle  contains 
In  a  flood  of  frefh  rapture  fliall  roll  through  our 

veins. 
Let  it  bleed — and  caroufing  this  liquor  divine, 
Sing  an   hymn  to  the  god  that  firft  cultur'd  the 

vine. 


ON  SIR  W- 


B- 


-T'S  BIRTH-DAY. 


Does  true  felicity  on  grandeur  wait  ? 

Delights  {he  in  the  pageantry  of  fliow? 
Say,  can  the  glitt'ring  gewgaws  of  the  great 

An  hour  of  inborn  happinef^beft.ow  ? 

He  that  is  jufl:,  benevolent,  humane. 
In  confcious  redlitude  fupremely  blefl. 

O'er  the  glad  hearts  of  multitudes  fliall  reign, 
Though  the  gay  ftar  ne'er  blaz'd  upon  his  brcaii^ 

Ye  happy  children  of  the  hoary  north, 

Hail  the  glad  day  that  faw  your  parron  born  y 

Whofe  private  virtues,  and  whofe  public  worth. 
Might  the  rich  feats  of  royalty  adorn. 

STANZAS 

Spolcn  at  a  Pla'^  at  the  Theatre  in  Sunderland,  for  ilie 
benefit  if  the  Corficans, 

Who  can  behold  with  an  unpitying  eye 
The  glorious  few  (with  patriotic  fire) 

Diftreft,  invaded,  and  refolv'd  to  die, 

Or  keep  their  independant  rights  entire  ? 

Shackled  themielves,  the  fervile  Gauls  would  bind, 

In  their  ignoble  fetters,  half  mankind. 

The  gentle  honiage  that,  to-night,  you've  paid 

To  freedom,  and  her  ever  facred  laws, 
The  humble  oiT'ring  at  her  altar  niade, 

Prove  that  your  hearts  beat  nobly  in  her  caufe. 
All-gracious  freedom,  O  vouchfufe  to  fniile. 
Through  future  ages,  on  this  favourite  jfle  ! 
Far  may  the  boughs  of  liberty  expand. 

For  ever  cultur'd  by  the  brave  and  free  I- 
For  ever  blaftt-d  be  that  impious  hand, 

That  lops  one  branch  from  this  illuflrious  tree! 
Britons! — 'tis  yours  to  make  her  verdure  thrive, 
And  keep  the  roots  of  liberty  alive. 

O  may  her  rich,  her  ripening  fiuits  of  gold, 
Britannia,  Idoom  petpetual'y  for  thee  ! 

May  you  ne'er  want  a  dragon,  as  we're  fdd 
Defended  once  the  fam'd  Hefperian  tree  ' 

A  dragon  fix'd,  for  your  imperial  fake, 

With  anxious  eyes,  eternally  awake. 

THE  RESPITE  : 

A  PA3T0RAL. 

Ah,  what  is't  to  me  that  the  grafliopper  fings ". 

Or  what,  that  the  mcadf'w.'^  are  lair  1 
That  (like  little  flow'rets,  if  mounted  on  wings) 

The  butterflies  flaunt  it  in  air  \ 
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Ye  lilrds,  I'll  no  longer  attend  to  a  lay  j 

Your  haunts  in  the  foreft  icfign  ! 
Shall  you,  with  your  true  Lve?,  be  happyallday, 

Whilft  I  am  divided  from  mine  ? 

Where  woodbines  and  willows  inclin'd  to  unite, 

We  twilled  a  blooming  alcove; 
And  oft  bus  my  Damon,  with  fiiiilcs  of  delight, 

Dedar'd  it  the  mantle  of  love. 
The  rofes  that  crept  to  our  mutual  recefs, 

And  refted  among  the  fweet  boughs, 
Are  faded — they  droop — and  they  cannot  do  lefs, 

For  Damon  is  falfe  to  his  vows. 

This  oak  has  for  ages  the  tcmpefl:  defy'd, 

We  call  it — the  kinj^  of  the  grove  ; 
He  fwore,  a  light  breeze  fhould  its  centre  divide, 

When  he  was  not  true  to  his  love : 
Come,  come,  gentle  zephyr,  in  juftite  defcend. 

His  falfehood  you're  bound  to  difplay  ; 
This  oak  and  its  honours  you'll  cafily  rend, 

For  Damon  has  left  me — a  day. 

The  fiiepherd  rufh'd  forth  from  behind  the  thick 
tree, 

Prepar'd  to  make  Phillida  bleft, 
And  clafping  the  maid,  from  an  heart  full  of  glee, 

The  caufe  of  his  abfence  conftll  : 
Hif  h  raptures,  'twas  told  him  by  maders  in  love, 

Too  often  repeated,  would  cloy  ;  [prove, 

And  refpites he  fouod  were  the  means  to  im- 

And  lengthen  the  moments  of  joy. 

AN  IRREGULAR  ODE  ON  MUSIC. 

Cease,  gentle  founds,  nor  kill  me  quite 

With  fuch  excefs  of  fweet  delijjht  1 

Each  trembling  note  invades  my  heart. 

And  thrills  through  ev'ry  vital  part ; 

A  foft,  a  pieafmjr  yiain  "y 

Purfues  my  heated  bior  d  through  ev'ry  vein;  > 
What,  what  does  the  enchantment  mean  ?      j 

Ah,  give  the  charming  magic  o'er, 

My  beating  heart  can  bear  no  mo;e! 

Now  wild  with  fierce  defife, 
My  breaft  is  ail  on  fire  ! 
In  foften'd  raptures  now  1  die  I 

Can  empty  found  futh  joys  impart ! 

(pan  mufic  thus  tranfport  the  heart, 
With  melting  ecilaly  ! 

O  art  divine  !  exalted  blefTing  ! 

Kach  celcftial  charm  exprtfTing! 
Kindeft  gift  th.  gods  bellow  1 
Swt-eteft  good  that  mortals  know  '. 

When  ieited  in  a  verdant  (hade 

(Like  tuneful  Ihyrfis;  Orpheus  play'd; 
The  diftant  trees  forlake  the  v.ood. 
The  iilFning  bealts  ntgleft  tlieir  food, 

To  hear  the  heav'ciy  (oiaid  ; 

The  dryads  leave  tie  mount:iins. 
The  iidiarics  quit  the  fountains, 

And  in  a  fprigluly  chorus  dance  around. 

To  rail'e  the  {lately  walls  of  ancient  Troy, 

Sweet  Flirehus  did  his  tuneful  harp  employ  ; 
See  wliat  foit  harmony  can  do  1 
The  moving  rocks  the  Ibund  purfue. 
Till  in  a  large  coUtded  mafs  they  grew  : 


Had  Thyrfis  llv'd  in  thefe  remoter  days, 
His  were  the  chaplet  of  immortal  bays  ! 

Apollo's  harp  unknown  1 
The  fhepherd  had  remain'd  of  fong 

The  deity  alone. 

FROM  A  TRUANT  TO  HIS  FRIENDS* 

*Tis  net  in  cells,  or  a  fequefter'd  cot. 
The  mind  and  morals  properly  expand; 

Let  youth  flep  forward  to  a  bufier  fpot. 
Led  by  difcretion's  cool,  conduiSling  hand. 

To  learn  fome  lefTons  from  the  fchools  of  mao, 
(Forgive  me)  1  I  forfook  my  darling  home  ; 

Not  from  a  light,  an  undigeftcd  plan, 
Nor  from  a  youthful  appetite  to  roam. 

In  your  affedlions — (let  refentment  fly)  ! 

Reftore  nie  to  my  long-accuftom'd  place; 
Receive  me  with  a  kind,  forgiving  eye, 

And  prefa  me  in  the  p.irent's  fond  embrace. 

TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  POEMS, 

WRITTEN    BY    NOBODY  *. 

Advance  to  fame — advance  reveal'd! 

Let  confcious  worth  be  bold  : 
Why  have  you  lain  fo  long  conceal'd. 

And  hid  Peruvian  gold  ? 

Dan  Phoebus  did  with  joy  difcern 

Your  genius  brought  to  light : 
And  many  a  Somebody  Ihould  learn. 

From  Nobody  to  write. 

A  BIRTH-DAY  ODE  : 

PERFORMED    AT    THE    CASTLE    OF    DOSLIN, 
RECITATIVE. 

Hark  !  how  the  foul  of  mufic  reigns, 

As  when  the  firfh  great  birth  of  nature  fprungj 

Whrn  chaos  burfl  his  niaffy  chains, 
'  Fwas  thus  the  cherubs  fung  : 

AIR. 

Hail,  hail,  from  this  aufpicious  mora 

Shall  Britifh  glories  rile! 
Now  are  the  mighty  treafurcs  born, 
I  hat  (hall  Britanriia's  fame  adorn, 

And  lift  her  to  the  feies. 

RECITATIVE. 

Let  George's  mighty  banners  fpread, 

His  lofty  clarions  roar  ; 
Till  warlike  echo  fills  with  dread 

The  hoflile  Gallic  fhore. 

AIR. 

Mark,  how  his  name  with  terror  fills! 
The  magic  found  rebellion  kills. 
And  brighters  all  the  northern  hills, 

Where  pallid  treafons  dwell; 
The  monfter  fhall  no  more  arife. 
Upon  the  ground  fhe  panting  lies! 
Beneath  his  William's  foot  Ihe  dies. 

And  now  fhs  finks  to  hell. 


fany. 


J.  Robertfon^  an  aSior  bslongi/tg  to  the  Tori  Cent' 
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RECITATIVE. 

Hafte — let  lerne's  harp  be  newly  fining, 
And  after  mighty  George  be  William  fung. 

AIR. 

Talk  no  more  of  Grecian  glory, 

William  {lands  the  firfl  in  ftory  : 
He,  with  Britilh  ardour  glows  ! 

See,  the  pride  of  Gallia  fading  ! 

See,  the  youthful  warrior  leading 
Britons,  vengeful,  to  their  foes  ! 

RECITATIVE. 

Fair  is  the  olive  branch  Hibernia  boafts, 
Nor  (hall  the  din  of  war  diflurb  her  coafte; 
While  Stanhope  fmile?,  her  fons  are  bleft, 
In  native  loyalty  confeft  ! 

AIR. 

See — O  fee,  thrke  happy  ifle  ! 

See  what  gracious  George  heftow'd  ; 
Twice  *  have  you  feen  a  Statrhope  fmile, 

Thefe  are  gifts  become  a  God ! 

How  the  grateful  ifland  glows ! 

Stanhope's  name  fliall  be  rever'd  : 
Whilft  by  fubjexfts,  and  by  foes. 

Sacred  George  is  lov'd  and  fear'd. 

CHORUS. 

Like  Perfians  to  the  rifing  fun, 

Refpedful  homage  pay ; 
At  George's  birth  our  joys  begun  : 

Salute  the  glorious  day  ! 

THE  BROKEN  CHINA, 

Soon  as  the  fun  began  to  peep. 

And  gild  the  morning  Ikies, 
Young  Chloe  from  diforder'd  Heep 

Unveil  d  her  radiant  eyes. 

A  guardian  fylph,  the  wanton  fprite 

That  waited  on  her  ftill. 
Had  teaz'ci  her  all  the  tedious  night 

With  viConaiy  ill. 

Some  {hock  of  fate  is  furely  nigh, 

Exclaim'd  the  tim'rous  maid  : 
What  do  thefe  horrid  dreams  imply! 

My  Cupid  can't  he  dead  ! 

She  call'd  her  Cupid  by  his  name, 

III  dread  of  fome  mi  (hap  ; 
Wagging  his  tail,  her  Cupid  came, 

And  jump'd  into  her  lap. 

And  now  the  bed:  of  brittle  ware, 

Her  fiimptuous  table  grac'd  1 
The  gcr.tlc  emblems  of  the  fair, 

In  beauteous  order  plac'd  1 

The  kettle  boil'd,  and  all  prcpar'd 

To  give  the  morning  treat. 
When  Dick,  the  country  beau  appcar'd, 

And  bov/ing.  took  his  feat. 

Well — chatting  en,  of  that  and  this, 

The  maid  revcrs'd  her  cup ; 
And  tempted  by  the  forfeit  kifs. 

The  bumpkin  turn'd  it  up. 

•  Earl  of  Chejierjield,   and   Earl  of   Uarrri^ion, 
tsth  Jucee^vely  Lords  Lieutenants  of  ireland. 


With  tranfport  he  demands  the  prize; 

Right  fairly  it  was  won  I 
With  many  a  frown  the  fair  denies : 

Fond  baits  to  draw  him  on  1 

A  man  muft  prove  himfelf  polite. 

In  fuch  a  cafe  as  this; 
So  Richard  ftrives  with  all  his  might 

To  force  the  forfeit  kifs. 

But  as  he  ftrove — O  dire  to  tell ! 

(And  yet  with  grief  I  muft) 
The  table  turn'd — the  china  fell, 

A  heap  of  painted  duft  1 

O  fatal  purport  of  my  dream  I 

The  fair  afflidred,  cry'd, 
Occafion'd  (I  confefs  my  (hame) 

By  childiihnefs  and  pride ! 

For  in  a  kifs,  or  two,  or  three, 
No  mifchief  could  be  found  I 

Then  had  I  been  more  frauk  and  free. 
My  china  had  been  found. 


TO  MR. 


Yes,  Colin,  'tis  granted,  you  flutter  in  lace. 

You  whifper  and  dance  with  the  fair; 
But  merit  advances,  'tis  yours  to  give  place ; 

Stand  off,  and  at  diftance  revere-: 
Nor  teaze  the  Uveet  maid  with  your  jargon  of  chat. 

By  her  fide  as  you  faunter  along ; 
Your   tarte — your   complexion — your    this — and 
your  that, 

Nor  lifp  out  the  end  of  your  fohg- 

For  folly  and  fafhion  you  barter  good  fenfe, 

(If  feiifc  ever  fell  to  your  fhare) 
Tis  enough  you  could  \)trt  pttit  maitre  commence. 

Laugh — loiter — and  lie  with  an  air. 
No  end  you  can  anfwer,  affedions  you've  none, 

Made  only  for  prattle  and  play  ; 
Like  a  butterfly,  balk'd  for  a  while  in  the  fun, 

You'll  die  undiftinguifh'd  away. 

ON  THE  LATE  ABSENCE  OF  MAY. 
Written  in  the  Tear  1771. 

The  rooks  in  the  reighbnuring  grove 

For  Iliclter  cry  all  the  long  day  ; 
Their  huts  in  the  branches  above 

Are  cover'd  no  longer  by  IMay  : 
The  birds,  that  fo  cheerfully  •unj;', 

Are  lilent,  or  plaintive  each  tone  ! 
And,  a.s  they  chirp,  low,  to  their  young, 

1  he  want  of  their  goddefs  bemoan. 
No  daifics,  on  carpets  of  green. 

O'er  nature's  cold  bofom  arc  fpread  ! 
Not  a  fwect-briar  fprig  can  be  feen, 

To  finifh  this  vvrcatli  for  my  head  : 
Some  flow'icts,  indeed  may  be  found, 

But.  tlicfc  neither  blooming  n  >r  gay ; 
The  fairell  ftill  fleepin  the  ground. 

And  wait  for  the  coming  of  May. 
Dccen^ber,  perhaps,  has  purloin'd 

Her  rich,  though  fantaftical  gcer  ; 
With  envy  the  months  may  havejoin'^, 

Aad  jollied  her  out  of  the  year : 
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Some  flicpherds,  'tis  true,  may  repine, 

To  fee  their  lov'd  gardens  undrcft. 
But  [ — whillt  my  Phillida's  mine, 

Shall  always  have  May  in  my  breaft. 

AN   EULOGIUM  ON  MASONRY. 

SPOKE  BY  MR.  DIGGS,  AT   EDINBRUGH. 

Sa7,  can  the  garter,  or  the  ftar  of  ftate. 
That  on  the  vain,  or  on  the  vicious  wait. 
Such  emblem?,  with  fuch  emphalis  impart, 
As  an  infignium  near  the  Malon's  heart  ? 

Hail  facred  Malonry,  of  fource  divine, 
Unerring  miftrefs  of  the  fauitlefs  line, 
Whofe  plumb  of  truth,  with  never-falling  fway, 
Makes  the  join'd  parts  of  fymmetry  obey  ! 

Hail  to  the  ciaft,  at  whofe  ferene  command 
The  gentle  arts  in  glad  obedience  iland ; 
Whofe  magic  ftroke  bids  fell  confufion  ceafe, 
And  t.">  the  finifii'd  orders  yield  its  place  ; 
Who  calls  creation  from  the  womb  of  earth, 
And  gives  imperial  cities  glorious  birth. 

To  works  of  art  her  merit's  not  confin'd, 
She  regulates  the  morals,  fqaares  the  mind  ; 
CorreiSts  with  care  the  tempeft-v.'orking  foul. 
And  points  the  tide  of  paffions  where  to  roll ; 
On  virtue's  tabkts  marks  eachfaered  rule, 
And  forms  her  lodge  an  univerfal  fchool ; 
Where  nature's  myftic  laws  unfolded  Hand, 
And  fenfe  and  fcience,  join'd,  go  band  in  hand. 

O  !  may  her  focial  rules  inflruftive  fpread. 
Till  truth  erc(fl  her  long-negleded  head; 
Till,  through  deceitful  night  {he  dart  her  ray. 
And  beam,  full  glorious,  m  the  blaze  of  day  1 
Till  man  by  virtuous  masims  learn  to  move ;     "1 
Till  all  the  peopled  world  her  laws  approve,       ( 
And  the  whole  human  race  be  bound  in  bro-f 
ther's  love.  J 

A  PROLOGUE, 

S/>oie  at  the  opening  of  the  Theatre  at  York,  after  it 
•was  elegantly  enlarged. 

Once  on  a  time  his  earthly  rounds  patrolling, 
(Your  heathen  gods  were  always  fond  of  drolling) 
Jove  rambled  near  the  cot  of  kind  Philemon, 
When  night,  attended  by  a  tempefl,  came  on ; 
And  as  tiit  rain  fell  pattrring,  heiter  Ikelttr, 
The  deity  implor'd  the  hind  for  ftielter. 

Philemon  p'ac'd  his  godftiip  clofe  befide  him, 
While  goody  Baucis  made  the  fire  that  dry'd  him; 
With  more  benevolence  than  one  that's  richer. 
He  fpt  ead  the  board,  he  fiU'd  the  friendly  pitcher  ; 
And,  fond  to  give  his  guefi  a  meal  of  pleafure, 
Sung  a  rough  long,  in  his  rude  country  meafure. 

Jove  was  fo  pleas'd  with  thefe  good-natur'd 
failles, 
Philemon's  cot  he  ccnjur'd  to  a  palace. 

Tatle,  like  great  Jupiter,  came  here  to  try  us, 
(Oft  from  the  boxes  we  perceiv'd  her  fpy  us) 
Whether  fhc  lik'd  us  and  our  vsrarm  endeavours, 
Whether  Ihe  found  that  we  deferv'd  her  favours, 
1  know  not :  But  'tis  certain  fhe  commanded 
Our  humble  theatre  Ihouid  be  expanded. 


The  orders  (he  pronounc'd  were  fcarcdy  ended, 
But,  like  Philemon's  houfe,  the  ftage  extended  : 
And  thus  the  friendly  gaddtfs  bids  me  greet  ye  ; 
'Tis  in  that  circle  S^folntlngtci  the  ioxes]  (he  defigns 

to  meet  ye  : 
Pedants  would  fix  her  refidence  with  heathens. 
But  flic  prefers  old  York,  to  Rome  or  Athens. 

A  PROLOGUE, 

Spohe  at  ihe  opening  an  elegant  Little  Theatre  at  H'^hitlv. 

From    Sliakfpeare — Johnfon — Congreve Rows 

—-and  others— - 
The  laurel'd  lift,  the  true  Parnaflian  brothers! 
Hither  we're  fent,  by  their  fupreme  dire(ftion, 
To  court  your  favour,  and  to  claim  protection. 
Our  hopes  are  flatter'd   with  the  fair's  com- 
pliance ; 
Beauty  and  wit  were  always  in  alliance ! 
Their  mutual  fway  reforms  the  rude  creation. 
And  tafte's  determin'd  by  their  approbation. 
The  tragic  mufe  prefents  a  ftately  mirror. 
Where  vice  furveys  her  ugly  form  with  terror  : 

And  as  the  fiend  departs— abafli'd — difcarded 

Imperial  virtue's  with  the  palm  rewarded. 
The  comic  g]afs,frcm  modern  groupes  colle<fted. 
Shows  fops  and  fools  of  every  clals — difre6ted  : 
It  marks  the  fair  coquette's  unfaithful  dealings, 
And  proves  that  haughty  prudes  may  have  their 

failings. 

For  faults  that  flow  from  habit  more  than  nature, 

We'll  blend,  with  honeit  mirth,  fome  wholcfomc 

fatire. 

Now  for  our  bark — the  veffel's  tight  and  able ! 

New  built  ; — new  rigg'd  ! — [Feinting  to  tbefcents\ 

with  canvas— mart— -and  cable  ! 
Let  her  not  fink, — or  be  unkindly  llranded. 
Before  the  moral  freight  be  fairly  landed  1 
For  though  with  heart  and  hand  we  heave  toge- 
ther, [ther  : 
'Tis  your  kind  plaudit  muft  command  the  wea- 
Nor  halcyon  feas, — nor  gentle  gales  attend  us, 
'  fill  this  fair  circle  with  their  fmiles  befriend  us. 

A  PROLOGUE, 

On  opening  the  Theatre  at  Whitby  tie  enfuing  Seafon. 

O'er  the  wild  waves,  unwilling  more  to  roam. 
And  by  his  kind  affedions  call'd  for  home  ; 
When  the  bold  youth  that  ev'ry  climate  tries 
Twijcc  the  blue  bofoms— "Twixt  the  feas  ani 

ikies— 
When  he  beholds  his  native  Albion  near, 
And  the  glad  gale  gives  wings  to  his  career. 
What  glowing  ecftafies,  by  fancy  dreft, 
What  filial  fcntiments  expand  his  breaft  ! 
In  the  full  happinefshe  forms  on  (bore, 
Doubts — dangers— -and  fatigues  are  felt  no  more. 

Such  are  the  joys  that  in  our  bofoms  burn  ! 
Such  the  glad  hopes  that  glow  at  our  return  ! 
With  fuch  warm  ardours  you  behold  us  meet, 
I'o  lay,  once  more,  our  labours  at  your  feet. 

(Not  without  hopes  your  patronage  will  lafl) 
We  bend  with  gratitude  for  favours  paQ, 
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That  our  light  bark  defy'd  the  rap;e  of  winter. 
Rode  ev'ry  gale— nor  ftartcd  ev'n  a  fpliiiter; 
Wc  bow  to  beauty — ('twas  thpfe  fniiles  fecur'd 

her) 
And  thank  our  patrons  who  fo  kindly  ir.oor'd  her. 
Still— ftill — extend  your  gentle  cares  to  fave  her, 
That  flie  may  anchor  long  in  Whitby's — favour. 

A  PROLOGUE, 

Spcie  In  the  cbaraBer  of  a  Sjilor,  on  opening  the  Neiv 
meatre  at  Northjbidds. 

\WHhout. 

Hollo  !  my  mailers,  where  d'ye  mean  to  ftow  us? 
We're  come  to  fee  what  paftime  ye  can  Ihow  us ; 
Sal,  ftep  aloft — you  flian't  be  long  without  me, 
J'U  walk  their  quarter  deck  and  look  about  me. 

\Enters, 
Tom  and  Dick  Topfail  are  above— I  hear  'em, 
Tell  'em  to  keep  a  birth,  and  Sal — fit  near  'em  : 
Sal's  a  fmart  lafs— I'd  hold  a  but  of  ftingo 
In  three  weeks'  time  Ihe'd  learn   the   playhoufe 

lingo  :  [ing> 

She  loves  your  plays,  {he  underftands  their  mean- 
She  calls  'em — moral  rules  made  entertaining  : 
"Vour  Shakfpeare  books  fhe  knows  'em  to  a  tittle  ; 
And  1,  myfcli  (at  fea)  have  read---a  little. 

At  London,  Sirs  when  Sal  and  I  were  courting, 
I  tow'd  her  ev'ry  night  a  playhoufe  ffiorting  : 
Mafs!   1  could  like  'tm  and  their  whole  'paratus, 
But  for  their  fidlers  and  their  damn'd  fonatas ; 
Cive  me  the  merry  fons  of  guts  and  rofni. 
That  play God  fave  the  King,  and  Nancy 

Dawfon. 

\  Looting  about. 
Well though  the  frigate's  not  fo  much  be- 

doyzen'd, 
'Tisfnug  enough!— 'Tis  clever  for  the  fize  on't  : 
And  they  caii  treat  with  all  that's  worth  regard- 
ing 
Ob  board  the  Drury-Lane  cr  Common- Girden. 
r  ■  [£>';//  rings. 

AszSt.  I — A  fignal  for  the  launch,  I  fancy  : 
*  "What  fay  you  Sam,  and  Dick,  and  Doll,  and 

Nancy,  - 

Since  they  have  trimm'd  the  pleafure-barge  fo 

tightly,  \}y ' 

Shan't  you,  and  I,  and  Sal,  come  fee  them  night- 
The  jolly  crew  will  do  tlieir  bcft  endeavours, 
They'll  grudge  no  labour  to  dtferve  your  favours. 
A  luckier  fate  they  fwear  can  ne'er  hchap  'em 
Than  to  behold  you  plcas'd,  and  hear  you — clap 

'em. 

AN  EPILOGUE, 

Spoke  at  Norroieh,  in  the  charaBer  of  Mrs.  Deborah 
Woodcock,  in  Love  in  a  tillage. 

After  the  dangers  of  a  long  probation, 
"When  Sybil  like,  (he's  Ikiil'd  in  penetration ; 
"When  flic  has  conquer'd  each  unruly  palTion, 
And  rides  above  the  rocks  that  others  dafli  on  ; 
■When  deeply  mellov/d  with  referve  and  rigour; 
"When  decent  gravity  adorns  her  figure, 

•   To  Ihc  guHcry. 


Why  an  old  maid,  I  wifli  the  wife  would  tell  u% 
Should  be  the  (landing  jelt  of  flirts  and  fellows  ', 

In  maxims  hgc  I   in  eloquence  how  clever  ! 
Without  a  fuhjedl  flie  can  talk- -for  ever! 
Rich  in  old  favss  can  bring  a  feritence  pat  in, 
And  quote  upon  occafion,  lawycr'.s  Latin. 

Set  up  that  toaft,  that  culprit,  nobus  corum, 
'Tis  done— -and  fhe's  demolifh'd  in  iurrorum. 

If  an  old  maid's  a  dragoncfs  on  d'lty, 
To  guard  the  golden  fruit  of  np'ning  beauty ; 
'Tis  right,  for  fear  the  giddy  fex  (hould  wander, 
To  keep  them  in  reilraint  by  decent  flander. 
When  flips  are  made,  'tis  eafy  fure  to  find  'em  ; 
We  can  deteft  before  the  fair  defign'd  them. 

As  for  the  men,  whofe  fatlre  oft  bath  ftung  usj 
Many  there  are  that  may  be  rank'd  among  us. 
Law,  with  long  i'uits  and  bufy  mifchiefs  laden, 
In  rancour  far  exceeds  the  ancient  maiden. 
'Tis  undeny'd,and  the  alTertion's  common. 
That  modern  phyfic  is  a  mere  old  woman. 
The  puny  fop  that  fimpers  o'er  his  tea  difh. 
And  cries--indeed — Mifs  Deb'rah'a---quite  old 

maidifti ! 
Of  doubtful  fex,  of  undetermin'd  nature. 
In  all  refptdls  is  but  a  virgin  creiur. 

Jcfling  apart,  and  moral  truths  adjufting'. 
There's  notning  in  the  (late  itfelf  difgufting  ; 
Old  maids,  as  well  as  matrons  bound  in  marriage, 
Are  vaiu'd  from  propriety  of  carriage  : 
If  gentle  fenfe,  if  fweet  difcretion  guide  'em, 
If  matters  not  though  coxcombs  may  deride  'em  ; 
And  virtue's  virtue,  be  flie  maid  or  wedded, 
A  certain  truth!  fay — Deb'rah  Woodcock fald  it. 

A  PROLOGUE, 

TO  THE   MUSE  OF  OSSIAN. 

A  little  piece  adiipted  to  the   St,7^e,  hy  D    E.  Baler, 
from  the  ecUbrated  Poem  ofOjjian,  the  SoncfFingal. 

To  f'lrm  a  little  work  of  nervous  merit, 
I'o  givp  the  fleepy  flage  a  nobler  fpint ; 
To  touch  a  facred  niufe,  and  not  defile  her. 
This  was  ih;-.  plan  propos'd  by  our  compiler. 

Though  caution  told  him--the  prefumption's 
glaring  ! 
Dauntlcfs,  he  cry'J,  "  It  is  but  nobly  daring !  ; 

Cm  we  perufe  a  pathos  more  than  Attic,  ;      I 

Nor  wifli  tlie  golden  meafurc  flsmp'd  dramatic! 
Here  are  no  iincs--in  meafur'd  pace  that  trip  it, 
No  modern  fccrer— fo  lifelef*  !   fo  itifipid  ! 
Wrought  by  iinnire--(no  facred  fire  debarr'd  her) 
'  I  is  nervous  '    r.^ible!   'tis  true  northern  ardour  1 

"  M(  thinks  I  hear  the  Grecian  bards  exclaim-  , 

(The  GrL-cian  bards  no  longer  worth  the  naming) 
In  f(.ng,  the  iTrrthern  tribes  fo  far  furj.aU  us. 
One  of  their  Highland  hiilb  they'll  call  PArnaffus; 
Ard  from  the  facred  mount  decrees  fli. mid  follow* 
That  Offian  was  liimfelf.-the  true  ApoUo." 

Spite  of  this  fialh-.-t.his  high  poetic  futy, 
He  trembles  for.the  verdid  of  his  jury  : 
As  from  hii  text  he  ne'er  prefum'd  to  wander^ 
But  gives  the  native  OiTum  to  y.-^ur  catulour, 
To  an  impartial  judgment  we  fubmit  him, 
Coiidcmn— .or  rather  (if  you  can)  acquit  hio^ 
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:an  epilogue. 


TO   THE    MUSE   OF  OSSIAN. 

In  fond  rnmance  let  fancy  reign  creative  ! 
Valour  among  the  northern  hills  is  native; 
The  northern  hilh,  'tis  prov'd  by  Oflian's  ftory, 
Gave  early  birth  to  Caledonian  glory  ; 
Nor  ciuld  the  llormy  clime,  with  all  its  rigour 
Repel,  in  love  or  war,  the  hero's  vigour. 

When    honour  call'd,  the  youth   difdain'd   to 
ponder, 
And  as  he  fought,  the  fav'rite  maid  grew  fonder. 
1'he  brave,  by  beauty  were  rej'-ded  never, 
.  For  girls  arc  gracious  when  the  lad*  are  clever. 

If  the  bold  youth  was  in  the  field  vindidive. 
The  bard,  at  home,  had  ev'ry  power  delcriptive ; 
He  fwell'd  the  facred  fong,  enhanc'd  the  ftory, 
And  rais'd  the  warrior  to  the  fkies  of  glory. 

That  northern  lads  are  ftill  unconquer'd  fellows. 
The  foes  of  Britain  to  their  coft  can  tell  us  ; 
The  fway  of  northern  beauty,  if  difputed, 
Look  round,  ye  infidels,  and  (land  confuted  : 
And  for  your  bards,  the  letter'd  world  have  known 

'em. 
They're  fuch— The  facred  Oflian  can't  difown  'em. 

To  prove  a  partial  judgment  does  not  wrong 
you, 
And  that  your  ufual  candour  reigns  among  you. 
Look  with  indulgence  on  this  crude  endeavour, 
And  flamp  it  with  the  fandlion  of  your  favour. 

AN  EPILOGUE. 

Spoke  in  the  CharaBer  of  Lady  Toivnley,  in  the  Pro- 
•vokcd  Hiijband. 

At  lady — let  me  recoUedl— whofe  night  is't  ? 
No  matter — at  a  circle  the  politeft, 
I'afle  fummons  all  the  fatire  flie  is  able. 
And  canvafies  my  condudt  to  the  table. 

"  A  wife  reclaim'd,  and  by  an  hufband's  ri-") 

gour:  / 

A  wife  with  all  her  appetites  in  vigour  !  ( 

Lard  !  ftie  mull  make  a  lamentable  figure  I        J 

"  Where  was  her  pride  !    ot   ev'ry   fpark  di- 
vefled  : 
To  mend,  becaufe  a  prudifli  hufband  prefs'd  it  1 
What  !   to  prefer  liis  dull  domeftic  quiet, 
I'o  the  dear  fcenes  ot  hurricane  and  riot  I 
Parties  difclaim'd.  the  happy  rout  reje<2:ec|  ! 
Becaufe  at  ten  fhe's  by  her  fpoufe  cxpedled  ! 
Oh  hideous  !   how  immenff  ly  out  of  nature  ! 
Don't  you,  my  dears,  defpife  thefervile  creature? 

"  Prudence,  although  the  company  be  good, 
I«  often  heard,  and  fometimes  undtrltood. 
Suppofe,  to  jufiify  my  reformation, 
She'd  give.tlie  circle  this  concifc  oration. 

*'   Ye  giddy  gr'oupe  of  failsionable  wives. 
That  in  continued  riot  wafle  ymir  lives; 
Did  ye  but  fee  the  demons  that  def^end. 
The  care!^  ccmvtilfive  thar  on  cards  attend; 
The  midnight  fpecflres  thaf  furround  your  chairs, 
(  kage  rtdtlens  here — there  avarice  dcfoairs) 
You'd  rufli  for  fhelter  where  contentment  lies, 
'I'o  the  domeflic  bkflings  you  dcfpifei 


"  Or  if  you've  no  regard  to  moral  duty, 
('Ti»    trite    but    true) — Quadrille    will    murder 
beauty." 

Tafle  is  abalb'd,  (the  culprit)  I'm  acquitted. 
They  praifc  the  charadltr  they  lately  plty'd; 
They  promife  to  reform-— relinquifh  play, 
So  break  the  tabks  up  at — break  of  day. 

AN  EPILOGUE. 

Spohe  at  Edinburgh^  in  the  Chara&er  of  Lady  Fan- 
ciful. 

Fancy,  we're  told,  of  parentage  Italic, 

And  folly,  whofe  original  is  Gallic, 

Set  up  to  falc  their  valb  mifhapcn  daughter, 

And  Britain,  by  a  large  fubfcription,  bought  her. 

The  fertile  foil  grew  fond  of  this  exotic, 
And  nurs'd  her,  till  her  pow'r  became  dcfpotic  ; 
Till  ev'ry  wouid-be  beauty  in  the  n  uion 
Did  homage  at  the  fhrine  of  affeclation. 
But  common  fcnfe  will  certainly  dethrone  her, 
And  i^hke  the  fair  ones  of  this  place)  difown  her. 
If  fhe  attempts  the  dimpled  fmile  delightful ! 
rhe  dimpled  fmile  of  affedation's  frighttul  : 
Mark  but  her  bagatelles, — her  whine— -her  whiia- 

per— 
Herloll--herlifp — her  faunter,ftare — herCmperj 
All  outres,  all--. no  native  charm  about  her. 
And  ridicule  would  foon  expire  without  her. 

Look  for  a  grace,  and  afTedation  hides  it; 
If  beauty  aims  an  arrow,  flic  mifguides  it : 
So  awkwardly  fhe  mends  unmeaning  faces, 
To  infipidity  ftie  gives grimaces. 

Without  her  dear  coquettifh  arts  to  aid  'em. 
Fine  ladies  would  be  juft  as  nature  made  'em. 
Such  (enfible— -fmcere — domeftic  creatures, 
The  jeft  of  modern  belles,  av.d petit  maitres. 

Safe  with  good  fenfe,  this  circle's  not  in  danger 
But  as  the  foreign  phantom's— -here  a  ftranger, 
1  gave  htr  portrait,  that  the  fair  may  know  her, 
And  if  they  meet,  be  ready  to  forego  htr; 
For  trufl:  mc,  ladies,  fhe'd  deform  your  faces. 
And  with  a  fingle  glance  ddlroy  the  graces. 

AN  EULOGIUM  ON  CHARITY. 

Spcle  at  Alnivick,  in  Northumberland,  at  a  CbaritgLlg 
JBenefit  Flay,   I  765. 

To  bid  the  rancour  of  ill  fortune  ceafe, 

To  tell  anxiety-— I  give  thee  peace, 

To  quell  adverfity— -or  turn  her  darts, 

To  Itamp  fraternity  ongen'rous  hearts: 

For  thele  high  motives— -thefe  illuftrious  ends, 

Celtllial  charity  to-night  defcends. 

Soft  are  the  graces  that  adorn  the  maid, 
Softer  than  dew-drops  to  the  fun-burnt  glade! 
She's  gracious  a»  an  unpolluted  flream. 
And  tender  as  a  fond  young  lover's  dream  \ 
Pity  and  peace  precede  her  as  fhe  flics. 
And  mercy  beams  benignant  in  b.er  eyes  ! 
From  her  high  refidencc,  from  realms  above, 
She  comes,  (\veet  harbinger  of  heavenly  love  i 
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*  Her  fifter's  charms  are  more  than  doubly 

bright, 

From  the  kind  caufe  that  call'd  her  here  to-night. 
An  artltfs  grace  the  confclous  heart  beftows       "^ 
And  on  the  generous  cheek  a  tin<5lure  glows,      / 
More  lovely  thas  the   bloom  that  paints  theT 
vernal  rofe.  J 

The  lofcy  pyramid  (hall  ceafe  to  live  '. 
Fleeting  the  praife  fuch  monuments  can  give! 
But  charity,  by  tyrant  time  rever'd, 
Sweet  charity,  amidft  his  ruins  fpar'd. 
Secures  her  votaries  unblafted  fame, 
And  in  celeftial  annals  favcs  their  name. 

AN  EPILOGUE, 

T>efigned  to  be /poke  at  r.ln'oiick,  on  reftgning  the  Play- 
hoiife  to  a  party  detached  from  the  Edinburgh 
^2  beat  re. 

To  Alnwick's  lofty  feat,  a  fylvan  fcene ! 
To  rifmg  hills  from  diAance  doubly  green, 
Go— fays  the  god  of  wit,  my  ftandard  bear,        "^ 
Thefe  are  the  manfions  of  the  great  f  and  fair,/ 
Tis  my  Olympus  now,  go  fpread  my  banners  T 
there.  j 

Led  by  fond  hope,  the  pointed  path  we  trace, 
And  thank'd  our  p  itron  for  the  flowery  place  ; 
Here — we  behold  a  gentle  waving  wood  ! 
There — we  can  gaze  upon  a  war- J'ring  flood  ! 
The  lanlc^pe  fmlks . — the  fields  gay  fragrance"^ 
wear  !  ( 

Soft  fcenes  ar>>  all  arouod — refrefhful  air  !  T 

Slender  repaft  indeed,  and  but  came'eon  fare  !     J 

A  troop,  at  certain  times  compeli'd  to  ihift, 
And  froni  their  nnrthtrrn  mountains  tufn'd  adrift ; 
By  tyrant  managers  a  while  ccnfign'd. 
To  fatten  on  what  forage  they  can  find ; 
With  lawlels  force  .>ur  libarty  invades. 
And  fain  would  thruit  us  from  thcfe  fav'rite  ftiades ; 
But  we  (Unce  prejudice  irreAs  her  Icale, 
And  puffs  and  petty  artifice  prevail) 
To  ftronger  holds  with  cool  difcrction  run, 
And  leave  the  conquerors  to  be-— undone. 

With  gratitude,  Itill  we'll  acknowledge  the  fa- 
vours 
So  kindly  indulg'd  to  our  Ample  endeavours; 
To    the    great   and  the   fair  we  reft  thankfully 
debtors,  [betters. 

And  wifli  we  could  fay,  we  gave  place  to  our 

A  PROLOGUE, 

To    LOVE   AND   FAME. 

Spoil  at  ScarLorougb. 

Entering. 
Where  is  this  author  .'--Bid  the  wretch  appear, 
Let  him  conie  in,  and  wait  for  judgment— here. 
This  awful  jury,  all  impatient,  v/ait ; 
Let  him  come  in,  I  fay,  and  meet  his  fate  ! 

*  The  Ccuntcfs   cf  2Jcrtbumhcrland^  ivho  honoured 
ib:  charity  tvitb  her  prefence. 

■f   The  Earl  and  Countefs  of  Northumberland^'  L.rd 
e^nd Lady  Waflzvurth,  iS':. 


CUNNINGHAM. 

Strange,  very  ftrange,  if  fuch  a  piece  fucceeds ! 
(Punilh  the  culprit  for  his  vile  mifdeeds) 
Know  ye  to-night,  that  his  prefumptuous  works. 
Have    turn'd    good    Chriftians    into — Heathen 

Turks  ? 
And  if  the  genius  an't  corredled  foon, 
In  his  next  trip,  he'll  mount  us  to  the  moon. 

Methinks  I  hear  him  fay — "  For  mercy's  fake 
Hold  your  rafh  tongue — my  love  and  fame's  at 

flake; 
When  you  behold  me — difiident — diftreft  1 
'  Fis  cruelty  to  make  my  woes  a  jefk : 
Well— if  you  will— but  why  fhould  I  diftruft  ? 
My  judges  are  as  merciful  as  juft  ; 
I  know  them  well,  have  oft  their  friendfhip  try'd. 
And  their  protecftion  is  my  boafl— my  pride." 

Hoping  to  pleafe,  ne  form'd  this  buftling  plan ; 
Hoping  to  pleafe  1   'tis  all  the  moderns  can  : 
Faith  !  let  him  'fcape,  let  love  and  fame  furvivc, 
With  your  kind  fandion  keep  his  fcenes  alive  ; 
Try  to  approve  (applaud  we  will  exempt) 
Nor  crulli  the  bardling  in  this  hard  attempt. 
Could  he  write  up  to  an  illuftrious  theme. 
There's  mark'd  upon  the  regifter  of  fame 
A  fubjeft— but  beyond  the  warmeft  lays  ! 
Wonder  mufl;  paint,  when  'tis  a  G— nby's  praifc. 

A  PROLOGUE  TO  RULE  A  WIFE. 

SP*KEN  AT  EDINB0RGH. 

'Tis  an  odd  portrait  that  the  poet  drew  I 
\  llrange  irregular  he  fets  in  view  [ 
'Mongft  us— thank  heaven— the  charadter's  un- 
known, 
(Bards  have  creative  faculties  we  own) 
And  this  appears  a  pidture  from  his  brain, 
'Till  we  refleil  the  lady  liv'd  in  Spain.  . 

Should  we  the  portrait  with  the  fex  compare, 
'Twouid  add  new  honours  to  the  modern  fair; 
Thtfir  merit,  by  the  foil,  confpicuous  made, 
And  they  feem'd  brighter  from  contrafliing  (hade. 

Ruile  were  the  rules  our  fathers  form'd  of  old. 
Nor  fhouid  fuch  antiquated  maxims  hold; 
Shall  iubje(it  man  affert  fuperior  fway, 
And  dare  to  bid  the  angel  fex  obey  ! 
Or  if  permitted  to  partake  the  throne, 
Defpoiic,  call  the  reins  of  power  his  own  I 
Forbid  it,  all  that's  gracious— -that's  polite  '. 
(The  fair  to  liberty  have  equal  right) 
Nor  urge  the  tenet,  though  from  Fletcher's  fchool, 
That  every  hufoand  has  a  right  to  rule. 

A  matrimonial  medium  may  be  hit. 
Where  neither  governs,  but  where  both  fuhmit. 

The  nuptial  torch  with  decent  brightnels  burns, 
Where  male  and  female  cotidefctnd  by  turns; 
Charge  tiien  the  phrafe,  the  horrid  text  amend. 
And  lee  the  word  obey, — be  coadeiiend. 

A  PROLOGUE, 

On  revl-uiiig  the  JHcrchant  of  Venice,  at  the  lime  the 
Bill  had pajfcJ for  naturalizing  the  Jezvj. 

'TwixT  the  fons  of  the  ftage,  without  penfions  or 

places, 
And  the  vagabond  Jews,  are  feme  fimilar  csfeis^ 
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Since  time  out  of  mind,  or  they're  wrong'd  much 

,  by  flander. 

Both  lawlefs  alike,  have  been  fentenc'd  to  wander ; 

Then  faith  'tis  full  time  we  appeal  to  the  nation, 

To  be  join'd  in  this  bill  for  na-tu-ra-li-za-ti-on  ; 

Lard,  that  word's  fo  uncouth  ! — 'tis  fo  irkfome  to 
fpeak  it !  [take  it. 

But  'tis  Hsbrew,  I  believe,  and  that's  talte,  as  I 
Well — now  to  the  point— I'm  fent  here  with 
commiflion. 

To  prefent  this  fair  circle  our  humble  petition  : 

But  conlciou'  what  hopes  we  fliould  have  vi  luc- 
ceeding-. 

Without  (as  they  phrafe  it)  fiiffiLirntly  bleeding; 

And  convinc'd  we've  no  funds,  nor  old  gold  we 
can  rake  up, 

Like  our  good  fathers— -Abraham, Ifaac,andJacob; 

We  mud  frankly  confefs  we  have-  rought  to  pre- 
fent ye,  [ye 

■But  Shakfpeare's  old  fterlina:— pray  let  it  content 
This  Shy  lock,  the  Jew,  v\honi  we  mean  to  re- 
ft ore  ye, 

Was  naturaliz'd  oft  by  your  fathers  before  ye; 

Then  take  him  to-night  to  your  kindeft  con;paf- 
fion. 

For  to  countenance  Jews  is  the  pink  of  the  faftion. 

A  PROLOGUE, 

J^er  feme   Ctuntry   Lads,  performing   the   Devil  ef  a 
Wife,  in  the  Cbrifmas  Holidays. 

In  days  of  yore,  when  round  the  jovial  board, 
With  harmlefs  mirth,  jiid  focial  plenty  ftor'd. 
Our  parent  Brit'ins  quaff'd  their  nut-i)rown  ale, 
And  carol^  fung,  or  told  their  Chriftwas  tale; 
In  ftiu's  St.  George,  old  Jiiigland's  champion  "J 
knij^ht,  / 

With  hafty  Heps,  impatient  to  recite         ■  X 

"  Huw  he  had  kill'd  the  dragon,  once  in  fight."  j 

Froai    ev'ry    fide — Irom    Troy — from    ancient 
Greece, 
Princes  pour  in  to  fwell  tlve  motley  piece  ; 
And  while  their  deeds  of  prowefs  they  rehearfe. 
The  flowing  bowl  reward:'  their  hobbling  verfe. 

Intent  to  ralfc  this  evening's  cordial  mirth. 
Like  theirs,  our  fimple  (laire  play  comes  to  birth. 
Our  want  of  art  we  candidly  cf  nfefs 
But  give  you  narure  in  her  homefmin  drefs ; 
No  heroes  here — no  martial  men  oi  might! 
A  cobler  is  the  champion  of  'o-night ; 
His  ftrap,  more  fam'd  than  George's  lance  of  old, 
For  it  can  tame  that  drrigf)neff-.  a  fcold  : 
Indulgent,  then,  fupp'-rt  the  cooler's  cauf ', 
And  though  he  rnay'nt  deferve  it,  fniile  applaufe. 

A    PROLOGUE, 

ON  OPENING  THE  NEW  THEATRE  IN  NEWCASTLE, 
1760. 

If  to  corredl  the  follies  of  mankind. 
To  mend  tne  morals — to  enlarge  the  mind, 
To  {trip  the  fcif  deceiving  pafiions  bare. 
With  honefl  mirth  to  kill  an  evening's  care  ; 
If  thefe  kind  motives  can  command  applaufe, 
For  thefe  the  motley  ftage  her  curtain  draws. 
Vol.  X. 


Does  not  the  poet,  that  exiftshy  praife, 
Like  to  be  told  that  he  hasrcach'd  the  bays? 
!«  not  the  wretch  (ft.ill  trembling  for  his  {lore) 
Pleas'd  when  he  grafps  a  glitt'ring  thoufand  more  J 
Cheers  not  the  mariner  propitious  feas  ? 
Likes  not  the  lawyer  to  be  handling  fees? 
Lives  not  the  lover  but  in  hopes  of  blifs  ? 
To  ev'ry  queflion  we'll  reply  with — yes. 

Suppofe  them  gratified —their  full  delight 
Falls  fliort  of  ours  on  this  aufpicious  night; 
When  rich  in  ha)  piuels — in  hopes  elate, 
J'afte  has  receiv  d  us  to  our  fav'rite  feat. 

O  that  the  foul  of  acflion  were  but  ours, 
And  the  vaft  energy  of  voca!  powers  ! 
That  we  might  make  a  grateful  off'ring  fit 
for  thefe  kind  judges  that  in  candour  fit. 

Before  luch  judges,  we  confefs,  with  dread, 
rhefe  new  dominions  we  prefume  to  tread; 
Yet  if  you  fmile,  we'll  boldly  do  our  bed, 
And  leave  your  favours  to  fupply  the  reft. 

AN  INTRODUCTION, 

Spoke  at  the  Theatre  in     underland,to  a  Flay  perform^ 
td  there  for  the  Benefit  of  the  Widoivs  and  Orphans 

oj  that  place. 

0\'  widows — orphans — left,  alas'   forlorn,  . 
F  om  'he  rack'd  heart  its  every  comfort  torn) 
Humanity,  to-night,  c  infers  relief, 
And  loftens,  though  fhe  can't  remove  their  grief  5 
Blafted  her  hopes   her  expeilations  kill'd. 
The  fons  of  fympathy  (with  forrow  chill'd) 
Behold  the  wretched  matron — madly  weep. 
And  hear  her  cry — "  My  joys  are  in  the  deep  !" 
To  the  tremendoui  Power  that  rules  mankind. 
Lord  of  the  feas — the  calm  and  boifl'rous  wind, 
V/e  bow,  obedient,  and  with  awe  refign'd. 
His  ways,  inlcrutable,  we  can't  explore. 
No     we  may  wonder,  but  we  muft  adnre. 
Happy,  for  ever,  he  the  generous  breaft, 
Thnt  feels  comp.uTion  for  the  poor  diftreft  ; 
Happy  the  hand  that  flops  ihe  fuffecer's  tear  I 
Such  hands  there  are,  and  fuch  we  find,  are  herCo 

AN  ELEGIAC  ODE 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF   KIS  LATE  MAJESTY. 

*'  Pallida  mos  squo  pulfat  pede  paupcrum  ta^ 

"  btrnas, 
"  Regnmque  turres."  Hoa. 

England  '  thy  genius  vefted  like  defpalr. 
With  loud  diftrefs  alarms  the  chalky  fhore : 

Brit  ns  :   he  cries,  and  rends  hii^  hoary  hair, 

Britons  '  your  much-lov  d  monarch  is  no  more  ' 

The  fea-gods  froni  their  pearl-embroider'd  beds. 
Who   to    great    George   the    green    dominioi?. 
gave. 
No  longer  liit  their  coral-crowned  heads. 
But  dive  dillrefs'd  beneath  the  trembling  wave. 

Hah,  how  the  winds,  erft  boniiteous  to  his  will. 
That  bore  his  thund'ring  fleets  to  Gallia's  fhor^, 

Pau'e,— fnr  a  while,  pathetically  flill, 
Then  let  their  forrow  s  bur  ft  in  pealy  roar. 

^  A 
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The  nymphs  that  in  the  facred  groves  prefide. 
Where  Britain's  conqu'ring  oaks  eternal  fpring, 

Ip  their  embrown'd  retreats  their  forrows  hide, 
And  Clent  mourn  the  venerable  king. 

Tenants  of  liberty,  on  Britain's  plain, 

With  flocks  enrich'd,  a  vafl;  unniiniber'd  ftore  ! 

'Tis  gone,  the  mighty  George's  golden  reign  ; 
Your  Pan,  your  great  proteiSor  is  no  more  1 

The  Britifh  fwains,  e'er  whiles  a  blithefome  throng, 
No  more  in  laughter's  band,  to  revel  feen  ! 

No  more  the  (hepherd  tunes  his  cheerful  fong, 
Or  dances  fportful  on  the  dew-drefs'd  green. 

Beauty,  no  more  fhe  toy  of  fafliion  wears, 
(Sa  late  by  love's  defignfui  labour  dreft)  ; 

But  from  her  brow  the  lufter'd  diamond  tears. 
And  with  the  fable  cyprefs  veils  her  breaft. 

Religion,  lodg'd  high  on  her  pious  pile, 
Laments  the  fading  ftate  of  crowns  below; 

While  melancholy  fills  the  vaulted  ifle, 

Vv'ith  the  flow  mufic  of  heart-wounding  woe. 

See  the  Jeteflful  owl,  ill-omen'd,  rife! 

Dra'ig'd,  by  defj-air,  from  her  fequeller'd  cell; 
And,  by  the  difcord  of  fhrill  ihrieking  cries. 

Doubling  the  horrors  of  the  deep-ton'd  bell. 

The  choral  mufes  droop!  their  harps  unftrung, 
The  lutes  and  laurel  wreaths  neglected  fall! 

Commerce— beftill'd  her  many  nation'd  tongue, 
Whilom  fo  bufy  in  her  buftling  hall  *  ! 

Behold  the  virtues  rang'd,  a  forrowing  band  1 
They  mourn  their  king  with  grief  dejefted  eyes. 

See  art  and  f;fter  fcience,  weeping  ftaud  ! 
for  ah  I   their  patron,  their  defender  dies; 

Oft  conqueft's  cheek,  fee  how  the  rofes  fail  ! 

Grief  makes,  alas !  the  faireft  blofioms  bow  I 
And  honour's  fire  ethereal  burns  but  pale. 

The  erfl  beam'd  glorious  on  our  George's  brow. 

Tl'.e  dreary  paths  of  unrelenting  fate,  [try ! 

Muft  monarchs,  mix'd  with  common  mortals, 
Is  there  no  refuge  fur  the  good  and  great  ? 

And  muft  the  gracious  aud  the  godlike  die  ? 

Muft  gilded  courts  be  chang'd  for  horror's  cave  ! 

And  fcepter  d  kings,  who  keep  the  world  in  awe, 
Conquer'd  by  time,  and  the  unpityii;g  grave. 

Scarce  fav'd  their  laurels  from  its  rig'rous  law  ! 

Search  where  fell  carnage  rag'dwith  rigour  fteel'd, 
Where  flaughter,  like  the  rapid  lightning,  ran'; 

And  fay,  when  you've  bewept  the  blood  ftain'd 

field,  [man  ? 

Which  is  the  monarch  '.   which  the  common 

The  Macedonian  monarch f,  wife  and  good. 
Bade  (whsn  the  morning's  rofy  rei;j;n  began) 

Courtiers  ftiould  call,  as  round  his  couch  they  flood, 
"  Philip,  remember  thour't  no  more  than  man. 

*    The  hall  cf  Commerce^  th;  Royal  Excbanr^e. 

■\  Philip,  ii»r  of  Macedoa,  the  father  of  AUxanJi.- 
the  Great,  appoinitd  the  paves  of  hii  chamber,  to  remind 
I.  im  eoery  mornr  ig,  that  notzvilljlanding  hit  glory  and 
poiver,  he  was  /i»  more  tbar.  a  m.re  mortc.l  man. 


"  Though  glory  fpread  thy  name  frnm  pole  to  pole» 
"  Though  thou  art  merciful,  and  brave,  and  juft» 

'*  Philip,  refleA  thour't  pofting  to  the  goal, 

•'  Where  mortals  mix  in  undiftinguifli'd  duft." 

What  then  avails  amibition's  wide-ftretch'd  wing! 

The  fchoolman's  page,   or  pride  of  beauty's 
bloom ! 
The  crape-dad  hermit,  and  the  rich-rob'd  kinj^, 

Mingle  promifcuous  in  the  levelling  tomb. 

So  Saladin  *,for  arts  and  arms  renown'd. 
The  Syrians  and  Egyptians  both  fubdu'd  ; 

Returning,  with  imperial  triumphs  crown'd, 
Sigh'd,  when  the  periftiable  pomp  he  vicw'd. 

And  as  he  rode,  high  on  his  regal  car. 
In  all  the  purple  pride  of  conqueft  dreft, 

Confpicuous  o'er  the  trophies  gain'd  in  war, 
Plac'd  on  a  pendant  fpear  his  burial  veft. 

While  thus  the  herald  cry'd,  "  This  fon  of  pow'r, 
"  This  Saladin,  to  whom  the  nations  bow'd, 

'■  May,  in  the  (pice  of  a  revolving  hour, 

"  Boaft  of  no  other  fpoii  but  yonder  fliroud." 

Can  the  deep  ftatefmen,  fkill'd  in  great  defign, 
Save,  for  the  fmalleft  fpace,  precarious  breath? 

Or  fhe  tun'd  follower  of  the  facred  nine. 
Sooth,  with  his  melody,  the  tyrant  death  ? 

No !  though  the  palace  bar  her  golden  gate, 
Or  monarchs  plant  ten  thoufand  guards  around, 

Unerring,  and  unfeen,  the  (haft  of  fate. 
Strikes  the  devoted  vi6tim  to  the  ground. 

If  in  the  tent  retir'd,  or  battle's  rage, 

Britannia's  figlis  ftiali  reach  great  Fred'ric'sf 
ear; 

He'll  drbp  the  fword,  or  fhut  the  fophic  page. 
And  pcnfive  pay  the  tributary  tear. 

Then  fhall  the  monarch  weigh  the  moral  thought, 
(As  he  laments  the  parent,  friend,  ally), 

The  folemn  truth,  by  fage  reflection  taught, 
That  fpite  of  glory,  Fred'ric's  felf  muft  die. 

Crowns,  like  tlic  glow-worm's  fcarcc  diftinguifli'd 
light. 

For  a  fliort  moment  glance  their  twinkling  fires, 
But  there's  a  dcathlcfs  wreath,  divinely  bright, 

Whofe  more  than  diamond  luftre,  ne'er  expires. 

Such  is  the  ftarry  mceJ  that  virtue  ty'd 

Wirh  her  own  hands  on  George's  gracious  brow; 

Eternal  fnall  its  golden  beams  abide, 

'i'hough  the  bright  fun  Ihould  from  its  orbit 
bow. 

Nor  is  the  facred  gift  to  kings  confin'd, 

The  wretch,  to  fortune,  friends,  and  fame  un- 
known, 

Sliall,  if  fwcet  piety  adorn  his  mind, 

Mount  to  the  highcll  ftep  of  glory's  throne. 

*  Saladin,  a  famous  cafiern  Emperor,  in  his  friu/u- 
phjnt  return fro)7i  the  mojl  remarkable  conquejls,  had  a 
forbud  carried  bcfjre  him,  tvhilc  proclamation  ivas  made^ 
that  tht  iiiilor,  after  all  his  glory,  could  lay  real  claim  to 
ndhing  hut  that  ivretchcd  linen  to  xvrap  his  body  in  for 
the  tomb. 

t  Fr:d.ri^,  Kir.g  of  Prujfu. 
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The  parent's  face  Apelles  •  prudent  hides, 
While  death  devours  the  darling  of  his  age  : 

Nature  the  pencil'd  ftroke  of  art  derides, 
"When  grief  diftracfls  with  agonizing  rage. 

Then  let  the  mufe  her  faMeft  curtain  fpread. 
By  forrow  taught  her  nervelefs  pow'r  to  know : 

When  nations  cry,  their  king,  their  parent's  dead, 
The  reft  is  dumb,  unutterable  woe. 

Mercy,  copartner  of  great  George's  throne. 
Through  the  embripihted  air  afcendant  flies, 

Duteous,  the  peace  bellowing  maid  is  flown 
To  fmooth  his  halcyon  progrefs  to  the  ikies. 

But  fee  a  facred  radiance  beams  around  ! 

That  with  returning  hope  a  people  cheers! 
Behold  yon  youth,  with  grace  imperial  crown'd, 

How  awful !   yet  how  lovely  in  his  tears  1 

Mark  how  his  bofom  heaves  the  filial  figh  ! 

He  droops  diftrefs'd   like   a    fair   froft-chill'd 
flower. 
Till  glory  from  her  radiant  fphere  on  high. 

Hails  him  to  hold  the  reins  of  regal  power. 

The  fainted  fire  to  realms  of  blifs  remov'd. 

Like  the  fam'd  phoenix  from  his  pyre  fhall  fpring. 

Another  George  as  gracious,  as  belov'd, 
As  good,  and  glorious,  as  the  parent  king. 

HORACE, 

ODE  X.    BOOK  IV.    IMITATED. 

Chloe,  my  moft  tender  care, 
Always  coy,  and  always  fair, 
Should  unwifti'd-for  languor  fpread 
O'er  that  beauteous  white  and  red ; 
Should  thefe  locks  that  fweetly  play 
Down  thefe  fhouiders,  fall  away. 
And  that  lovely  bloom  that  glows, 
Fairer  than  the  fairefl;  role  ; 
Should  it  fade,  and  leave  thy  face 
Spoii'd  of  every  killing  grace  ; 
Should  your  glafs  the  charge  betray, 
Thus,  my  fair,  you'd  weeping-  fay, 
'   Cruel  gods  !  does  beauty  fade  ? 

*  Now  warm  defue*;  my  breafl  invade  ; 

'  And  why,  while  blooming  youth  did  glow, 

*  Was  this  heart  as  cold  as  fnow  V 

SENT  TO  MISS  BELL  H , 

WITH  A   PAIR  OF   BUCKLES. 

Happy  trifles,  can  ye  bear 
ISighs  of  fondnefs  to  the  fair  ; 
If  your  pointed  tongues  can  tell. 
How  I  love  my  charming  Bell : 
Fondly  take  a  lover's  part. 
Plead  the  anguifli  of  my  heart. 

Go--ye  tnfles--gladly  fly, 
(Gracious  in  my  fair  one's  eye) 


*  Apelles  Jinding  it  impojfible  to  exprefs  ifith  his 
pencil^  the  dijlrefi  of  J^gamemnon^  •while  bis  daughter 
Jphigenia  ivas  offered  as  a  jccrijice,  painted  him  ivitb  a 
iieil  fpread  over  his  face » 


Fly— your  envy'd  blifs  to  meet ; 
Fly,  and  kifs  the  charmer's  feet. 

Happy  there,  with  waggifh  play, 
Though  you  revel  day  by  day, 
I>ike  the  donor,  ev'ry  night, 
(Rol)b'd  of  his  fupreme  delight) 
Tofabdue  your  wanton  pride, 
Ufelefs,  you'll  be  thrown  afide. 

TO  CHLOE, 

ON  A  CHARGE  OF  INC0N3TANCT. 

How  can  Chloe  think  it  ftrange, 
Time  fhould  make  a  lover  change  ? 

Time  brings  all  things  to  an  end. 
Courage  can't  the  blow  defend. 
See,  the  proud  afpiring  oak 
Falls  beneath  the  fatal  ftroke  : 
If  on  beauty's  cheek  he  preys, 
Streight  the  rofy  bloom  decays  : 
Joy  puts  out  his  lambent  fires. 
And  at  time's  approach-— expires. 

How  can  Chloe  thitik  it  ftrange. 
Time  fhould  make  a  lover  change  ? 

INCANTATION. 

Performed  at  the    Theatre  in  Sunderland,  in  a  New 
I'antomime, 

RCITATIVE. 

Hecate. 
From  the  dark,  tremendous  cell. 
Where  the  fiends  of  magic  dwell, 
Now  the  fun  ha;h  left  the  Ikies, 
Daughters  of  inchantment,  rife. 

AIR. 

\_The  fViiches  appear^ 
Welcome  from  the  fliades  beneath  ! 
Welcome  to  the  blafted  heath  ! 
Where  the  fpe(3;re  and  the  fprite 
Glide  along  the  glooms  of  night. 
Beldams '.---with  a-tention  keen. 
Wait  the  wiih  of  Ha:  lequin  : 
Many  a  wonder  miift  ba  done 
For  my  firft,  my  fav'rite  Ion. 

CHORUS  OF  WITCHES, 

Many  a  wonder  fliall  be  done, 
Hecate,  for  your  fav'rite  fon. 

FORTUNE  TO  HARLEQUIN. 

IN  A  PANTOMIME. 

From  my  favour,  fenfe  rejefled. 
Fools  by  fortune  are  protedled  : 
Fortune,  Harlequin,  hath  found  you, 
Happinefs  will  hence  furround  you. 

Should  a  thoufand  ills  enclofe  you. 
Quick  contrivance  this  *  beftows  you  '. 
Valour  makes  the  fair  adore  you  ; 
This  f  ftiall  drive  your  foes  before  you. 


*  Jhaf, 


3  A  ij 


f  Afword, 
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Gnld's  the  mighty  fource  of  plcafure  '. 
Take  this  purfe  of  magic  treafure  ; 
Go — for  while  my  ^ihs  befriend  you, 
Joy  and  jollity  attend  you. 

ACROSTIC. 

P-R  AT  tell  me,  fays  Venus,  one  day  to  thegraces.T 
(O-n  a  vifit  they  came,  and  had  jull  ta'en  t'leirf 
placo)  [faces  :  f 

L-et  me  know  why  of  late  1  can  ne'er  fee  your  J 
L,-adies,  nothing,  I  hope,  happen'd  here  to  af- 
fright ye  :  ,  [ye. 
Y-ou've  had  compliment  cards  ev'ry  day  to  invite 
S-ays  Cupid,  who  guefs'd  their  rebellions  pro- 
ceeding,                                        [breeding  : 
U-nderhaii^J,  dear  mamma,  there's  feme  mifchicf  a- 
T-herc's  a  fair  one  at  Lincoln,  fo  finifh'd  a  beauty, 
T-hat  your  loves  and  your  graces  all  fvverve  from 
their  duty                                                  [on. 
O-n  my  life,  fays  dame  Venus,  I'll  not  thus  he  put 
N-ow  I  think  on't,  laft  night,  fome  one  call'd  me 
Mifs  Sutton. 

ON  THE  DEAtH  OF  AIRS.  SLEIGH, 

OF  STOCKTON. 

Much   lov'd,    much  honour'd,   much    lamented 

Sleigh  1 
The  kindred  virtues  had  expir'd  with  thee, 
Were  it  ordain'd  the  daughters  of  the  Iky, 
Like  the  frail  offspring  ot  the  earth,  could  die; 
Trembling  they  Itand  at  thy  too  early  doom. 
And  mingling  sears  to  coufetrate  thy  tomb. 

ACROSTIC. 

W-HERE  no  ripen'd  fumnier  glows, 
1-n  the  lap  of  northern  fnows; 
D-cferts  eloomy,  cold,  and  drear, 
(O-nly  let  the  nymph  be  there) 
W-reaths  of  budding  Iweets  would  wear. 

M-ay  would  every  fragrance  bring, 
A-il  the  vernal  bloom  of  fpi  ing  : 
D-ryads,  deck'd  with  myrtles  green, 
D- anting,  would  aiterd  their  queen  : 
E-very  flower  that  nature  fpreads, 
R-ifing  where  the  charmertreads ! 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  LORD  GRANBY. 

For  private  lofs  the  lenient  tear  may  flow, 
And  give  a  fhort  (perhaps),  a  quick  relief; 

Whik  the  full  h<  art,  o  ercharg'd  with  public  woe, 
Muft  labour  through  a  long,  protra^ed  grief. 

This  fudden    ftroke  ('twas  like  the   lightning's 
blaft) 
The  fons  of  Albion  can't  enough  deplore ; 
Think,  Critons,  think  on  all  his  triumphs  part. 

And   weep— —your   warrior  is alas  !    no 

more. 

B'ight,  we  are  told,  refpetSs  the  conqu'ror's  tree, 
And.,  through  the  laurel  grove  with  caution 
"iirt; 


} 


Vague — and  how  vain  muft  that  afferti'on  hei 
Cover'd  with  laurels  when  a  Granby  dies  ! 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR. 


OF  SPNDERLAND. 

Go,  breath  of  forrow, — go  attending  fighs, 
Acquaint  the  natives  of  the  northern  fhnre, 

The  man  they  lov'd,  the  man  they  honour'd,  die?, 
And  charity's  firft  fteward  — is  no  more. 

Where  fhall  the  poor  a  friendly  patron  find  ? 

Who  (hall  relieve  them  from  tht  ir  loads  of  pain  ? 
Say,  has  he  left  a  feeling  heart  behind. 

So  gracious-— good— -fo  tenderly  humane  ? 

Yes — there  furvives  his  darling  offspring — young. 
Yet  in  the  paths  of  virtue,  fteady-— fure  ! 

'Twas  the  laft  leffon  from  his  parent's  tongue, 
•  Think  (O  remember),  think  upon  my  poor.' 

A  PETITION 

To  the  TVorJh'pful  Free-mafont.  delivtred  from  the 
Sta^e  by  a  Lady,  at  a  Comedy  countenanced  by  that 
Fraternity. 

Brothers  ! — 'tis  bold  to  interrupt  yonr  meeting. 
But  from  the  female  world  I  wait  you — greeting. 

\_Curtfies, 
The  ladies  can  advance  a  thoufand  reafons, 
That  make  them  hope  to  be  received  as  mafons  : 
To  keep  a  feci  et,— not  one  hint  exprefling,  [fing  ! 

To  rein  the  tongue, O  hufbands,  there's  a  blel^ 

As  virtue  feems  the  mafon's  fnle  foundation. 
Why  fhould  rhe  fair  be  barr'd  from— Inftallation? 
If  you  fuppofe  us  weak,  indeed  yvu  wrong  us  ; 
Hiftorians,  Sapphos  too,  you'll  find  among  us; 
Think— brothers- -think,  and  gracioufly  admit  us; 
Doubt  it  not.  Sir?,  we'll  glorioufly  acquit  us: 
How  to  be  wlfer,  and  more  cautious,  teach  us. 
Indeed  'tis  time  that  your  inftru<5lions  reach  us: 
The  faults  of  late   and  every  foul  mifcarriage, 
Committed  in  the  fphere  of  modern  marriage, 
Were  caus'd  ( if  I've  a  grain  of  penetration) 
From  each  great  lady's  not  being  made  a  mafon. 
Aqcept  us  then,  to  brotherhood  receive  us, 
And  virtue,  we're  convinc'd,  will  never  leave  uj. 

AN  ODE 

FOR  THE  BIRTH  OF  THE  KING  OF  PRtTSSIA. 

"  Arma,  Virumque,.cano."  Virg. 

RECITATfVE. 

More  glorious  than  the  comet's  blaze. 
That  through  the  flarry  region  ftrays; 
From  Zembla  to  the  torrid  zone. 
The  mighty  name  of  Pruflia's  known, 

AIR. 

Be  banifh'd  from  the  books  of  fame,. 

Ye  deeds  in  diftant  ages  done; 
Loft  and  inglorious  is  the  name 

Of  Hannibal,  or  Philip's  fon  :     '    ' 
Could  Greece,  or  conquering  Garthagc  Cnj* 
A  hero  great  as  Pruilia's  king ! 
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Where  reftlefs  envy  canV  explore, 

Or  flalter'd  hope  prefume  to  fly; 
Fate  bade  viftorious  Fred'rick  foar^ 
For  laurels  that  can  never  die. 
Could  Greece,  &c. 

His  rapid  holes  tremendous  break, 

Through  nations  arm'd  in  dread  array, 

Swift  as  the  furious  blafts  that  Ihake 
The  bofom  of  the  frighted  fea. 
Could  Greece,  &c. 

In  vain,  to  fliake  the  throne  of  Jove, 
With  impious  rajje,  the  giants  try'd  ; 

'Gainft  Fred'rick's  force  the  nation,-  ftrove 
In  vain — their  haughty  legions  dy'd. 
Could  Greece,  &c. 

While  prudence  guides  his  chariot  wheels, 
Through  virtue's  facred  paths  they  roll; 
Immortal  truth  his  bofom  fleels,     • 
And  guards  him  glorious  to  the  goal. 
Could  Greece,  &c. 

The  vengeful  lance  Britannia  wields, 

In  corfort  with  her  brave  ally, 
Saves  her  fair  rofes  in  the  fields, 
Where  Gaul's  detefted  lilies  die. 
Wreaths  of  eternal  friendfhip  Ipring, 
'Twixt  mighty  George  and  Fruflia's  king. 

The  jocund  bowl  let  Britons  raife, 

And  crown  the  jovial  board  with  mirth ; 
Fill — to  great  Frederick's  length  of  days. 
And  hail  the  hero's  glorious  birth — 
Could  Greece,  or  conquering  Caithage  fing 
A  chiefian  fam'd  like  PruIQa's  king  ! 


Com, 


AN    ODE, 

ip^feifor  the  Birth  day  of  tht  late  General  Lord 
Blakeney. 

The  mufes  harps,  by  concord  ftrung  \ 
Loud  let  thein4flrike  the  feftal  lay, 

Wak'd  by  Britannia's  grateful  tongue, 
To  hair  her  hero's  natal  day. 

Arife,  paternal  glory  rile. 

And  lift  your  Blakeney  to  the  fkies  ! 

Behold  his  warlike  banners  wave  '■ 

Like  Britain's  oak  the  hero  {lands  : 
The  fhield — the  flielter  of  the  brave  1 

The  guardian  o'er  the  Britifti  bands  1 
Artfe,  paternal,  &c. 

He  wrefts  the  wreath  from  Richlieu's  *  brows, 
Which  fraud  or  faiflion  planted  there  ; 

France  to  the  gallant  hero  bows, 

And  Eun  pe's  chiefs  his  name  revere. 

Arife,  paternal,  &c. 

With  partial  conqueft  on  their  fide  ! 

The  fons  of  Gaul---a  pageant  crew  '. 
Rank,  but  inglorious  in  their  pride, 

I"o  Blakeney,  and  his  vanquifh'd  few. 
Arife,  paternal,  &c. 

*  Richl'iai)  commander  oftbe  expedition  againjl  Port- 


Hibernia  f ,  with  maternal  care. 
His  la!>our'd  ftatue  lifts  on  high  : 

Be  partial,  time  '. — the  trophy  fpare, 
I'hat  Blakeney's  name  may  never  die  1 

Arife,  paternal  S'Ory)  rife  ! 

And  lift  your  Blakeney  to  the  flcies. 

ON  A  VERY  YOUNG  LADY. 

See  how  the  buds  aBd"tilbiroms  fhnot : 

How  fweet  will  be,  the  fuinmer  fruit ! 

Let  us  behold' the  infant  role; 

How  fragrant  when  its  beauty  blows! 

The  morniDg  (miles,  ferenely  gay  ; 

How  bright  will  be  the  promis'd  day! 

Comtempiate  next  the  charming  maid, 

In  early  innocence  array'd  I 

If,  in  the  morning  of  her  years, 

A  iuftre  fo  intenfe  appears. 

When  titH<  fliall  point  her  noon-tide  rays, 

When  her  meridian  charms  fliall  blaze, 

None  but  the  eagle-ey'd  mufl  gaze. 

A.  SONNET: 


ADDRESSED    TO    MISS    S- 


WuEN  Flora  decks  the  mantling  bowers, 

In  elegant  array, 
And  fcatters  all  her  opening  flowers, 
A  compliment  to  May  ! 

With  glowing  joy  my  bofom  beats; 

I  gaze  delighted  round. 
And  wifh  to  fee  the  various  fwects 

In  one  rich  nofcgay  bound. 

'Tis  granted — and  their  bloom  difplay'i. 
To  blefs  my  wond'ring  view; 

I  fee  thtm  all— my  beauteous  maid, 
1  fee  them  all  in — you. 

ANACREON. 

ODE  v.    IMITATED. 

THE  ROSE. 

Shed  rofes  in  the  fprightly  juice, 
Prep&r'd  for  evVy  focial  ufe  ! 
So  ftiall  the  earthly  necflar  prove 
A  draught  for  all-imperial  Jove. 

Ourfelves,  with  rofy  chapltts  bound. 
Shall  fing,  and  fet  the  goblet  round. 

Thee,  ever  gentle  rofe,  we  greet. 
We  worlhip  thee,  delicious  fw  eet  ! 
For  though  by  mighty  gods  carefs'd. 
You  deign  to  make  us  mortals  blefl. 

The  Cupids,  and  the  graces  fair. 
With  myrtle  fprigs  adorn  their  hair  ; 
And  nimbly  ftrike  celeftial  ground,  ■ 
Eternal  rofes  blooming  round. 

Bring  us  more  fweets,  ere  thefe  expire, 
And  reach  me  that  harmonious  lyre: 
Gay  Bacchus,  Jove's  convivial  fon. 
Shall  lead  us  to  his  fav'ritc  ton  : 


f  /IJiatue  ivas  creBedin  Dublin  to  the  memory  ofCt' 
:icra!  BUh;iey,  iv/jo  was  u  n0lf-ve  of  Ireland, 
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Among  the  fportmg  youths  and  maids. 
Beneath  the  vine's  aufpicious  (hades. 
For  ever  young — for  ever  gay. 
We'll  dance  the  jovial  hours  away. 

MOSCHUS, 

IDYLHUM  VII*. 

(^As  tranjlated  by  Dr.  Broome:) 

TO  THE  EVENING  STAR. 

Hail,  golden  ftar,  of  ray  ferene  ! 
Thou  fav'rite  of  the  Cyprian  queen  ! 
O  Hefper !  glory  of  the  night, 
Diffufing  through  the  gloom,  delight ! 
Whole  beams  all  other  ftars  outlhine. 
As  much  as  filver  Cynthia  thine  : 

0  guide  me,  fpecding  o'er  the  plain. 
To  him  I  love,  my  Ihepherd  fwain  I 
He  keeps  the  mirthful  ftaft,  and  Icon 
Dark  fliades  will  cloud  the  fplendid  moon. 
Of  lambs  I  never  robb'd  the  fold, 

Nor  the  lone  traveller  of  gold  : 
Love  is  my  crime  :   O  K-nd  thy  ray 
To  guide  a  lover  on  her  way  : 
IVlay  the  bright  Oar  of  Venus  prove 
The  gentle  harbinger  of  love  ! 

A  PASTORAL. 
WuERE  the  fond  zephyr  through  the  woodbine 
plays,  [bow'r. 

And  wakes  f\vect  fragrance  in  the  mantling 
Kear  to  that  grove  my  lovely  bridegoom  ftays 

Impatient — for  'tis  paft — the  pronjis'd  hour  1 
Lend  me  thy  light,  O  ever-fparkUng  ftar  ! 

Bright  Hefper  !  in  thy  glowing  pomp  array 'd, 
Look  dovirn,  look  down,  from  thy  all-glorious  car, 

And  beam  proteiflion  on  a  wand'ring  maid. 
'Tis  to  efcp.pe  the  penetrating  fpy, 

And  pafs,  unnotic'd,  from  malignant  figbt. 
This  dreary  wafte,  full  rcfolute,  I  try, 

And  truft  my  footfteps  to  the  fhades  of  night. 
The  moon  has  flipp'd  behind  an  envious  cloud, 

Her  fmiles,  fo  gracious,  I  no  longer  view; 
Let  her  remain  behind  that  envious  (hroud, 

My  hopes,  bright  Hefperus,  depend  on  you. 
JJo  rancour  ever  reach'd  my  harmlefs  breaft ; 

I  hurt  no  birds,  nor  rob  the  buftling  bee  : 
Hear,  then,  what  love  apd  innocence  requeft, 

And  ftied  your  kindeft  influence  on  me. 
Thee— Venus  loves- -firft  twinkler  of  the  flcy. 

Thou  art  her  flar — in  golden  radiance  gay  ! 
On  my  diftreffes  caft  a  pitymg  eye, 

Aflift  me— for,  alas  !  I've  loft  my  way. 

1  fee  the  darling  of  my  foul-— my  love  ! 

Expreflions  can't  the  mighty  rapture  tell ! 
He  leads  me  to  the  bofom  of  the  grove  : 

1  hanks,  gentle  ftar — kind  Hefperus,  farewell  1 

TO  CHLOE,  IN  AN  ILL  HUMOUR. 
Consider,  fwect  maid,  and  endeavour 
To  conquer  that  pride  in  thy  breaft; 

*  7*0  thh  Uyllium  [tninJlatedLy  Dr.  Broome)  the  au- 
thor oxuns  him/elf  indebted  for  a  bint,  from  ivbich  the 
folio-wing  pajloral  proceeds. 


It  is  not  a  haughty  behaviour 

Will  fet  oif  thy  charms  to  the  beft. 

The  ocean,  when  calm,  may  delight  you. 

But  Ihould  a  bold  tempeft  arife. 
The  billows  enrag'd  would  affright  you  ; 

Loud  obje(Sts  of  awful  furprife  ! 
'Tis  thus,  when  good  humour  diffufes 

Its  beams  o'er  the  face  of  a  fair ; 
With  rapture  his  heart  a  man  lofes, 

While  frov.'ns  turn  love  to  defpair. 

EPIGRAMS,    \3'c. 
AN  EPIGRAM. 

A  MEMBER  of  the  modern  great 

Pafs'd  Sawney  with  his  budget, 
The  peer  was  in  a  car  of  ftate, 

The  tinker  forc'd  to  trudge  it. 

But  Sawney  fliall  receive  the  pralfe 

His  lordfhip  would  parade  for; 
One's  debtor  for  his  dapple  greys. 

And  t'other's  (lioes  are  paid  for. 

ANOTHER. 

To  Wafteall,  whofc  eyes  were  juft  clofing  In 
death, 

Doll  counted  the  chalks  on  the  do*  ;  [breath. 
In  peace,  cry'd  the  wretch,  let  me  give  up  my 

And  fate  will  foon  rub  out  my  fcore. 

Come,  bailiffs,  cries  Doll,  (how  I'll  hamper  this 
cheat)  1 

Let  the  law  be  no  longer  delay'd, 
I  never  once  heard  of  that  fellow  call'd  fate. 

And  by  G — d  he  Ihan't  die  till  I'm  paid. 

ON  MR.  CHURCHILL'S  DEATH. 

Says  Tom  to  Richard,  Churchill's  dead; 

Says  Richard,  Tom,  you  lie. 
Old  Rancour  the  report  hath  fpread, 

But  genius  cannot  die. 

A  POSTSCRIPT. 

Would  honeft  Tom  G d  *  get  rid  of  a  fcold, 

The  torture,  the  plague  of  his  life  ! 
Pray  tell  him  to  take  down  his  lion  of  gold. 

And  hang  up  his  brazen-fac'd  wife. 

EPIGRAPH  FOR  DEAN  SWIFT'S  MONU- 
MENT. 
Executed  by  Mr,  P.  Cunningham,  Statuary  in  Dublin, 

Say,  to  the  Drapier's  vaft  unbounded  fame. 
What  added  honours  can  the  fculptor  give  ? 

None— -'tis  the  fanflion  from  the  Drapier's  name 
Muft  bid  the  fculptor  and  his  marble  live. 

EPIGRAM. 

Could  Kate  for  Dick  compofe  the  Gordian  ftring, 
The  Tyburn  knot  how  near  the  nuptial  ring ! 

*  Landlord  of  the  Golden  Lion,  an  inn  in  Yorhjhire. 
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A  loving  wife,  obedient  to  her  vows, 
Is  bound  in  duty  to  exalt  her  fpoufe. 


APOLLO  TO  MR.  C- 


F~ 


On  his  being  fatirized  hy  an  ignorant  Per/on. 

Whether  he's  worth  your  fpleen  or  not, 

You've  alk'd  me  to  determine  : 
I  wifli  my  friend  a  nobler  lot 

Than  that  of  trampling  vermin. 
A  blockhead  can't  be  worth  our  care, 

Unlefs  that  we'd  befriend  him  : 
As  you've  fome  common  fenfe  to  fparCj 

I'll  pay  what  you  may  lend  him. 

ON  SEEING  J.  C FT,  ESQ^  ABUSED  IN 

A  NEWSPAPER. 

When  a  wretch  to  public  notice, 

Would  a  man  of  worth  defame ; 
Wit,  as  threadbare  as  his  coat  is, 

Only  fhows  his  want  of  fhame. 

Bufy,  pert,  unmeaning  parrot ! 

Vileft  of  the  venal  crews  1 
Go — and  in  your  Grub-ftreet  garret, 

Hang  yourfelf  and  paltry  mufe. 

Pity  too  the  meddling  finner 

Should  for  hunger  hang  or  drown  : 

F X,  (he  muft  not  want  a  dinner) 

Send  the  fcribbler  half  a  crown. 

VERSES  BY  THE  AUTHOR, 
1      Written  about  three  Weeks  before  his  Death. 

Dear  lad,  as  you  run  o'er  my  rhyme, 
And  fee  my  long  name  at  the  end. 

You'll  cry — "  And  has  Cunningham  time 
"  To  give  fo  much  verfe  to  his  friend  i" 

'Tis  true,  the  reproof  (though  fevere) 

Is  juft  from  the  letters  I  owe  ; 
But  blamelefs  I  ftill  may  appear. 

For  nonfenfe  is  all  I  beftow. 

However,  for  better  for  worfe, 
As  Damons  their  Chloes  receive, 

Ev'n  take  the  dull  lines  1  rehearfe — 
They're  all  a  poor  friend  has  to  give. 

The  drama  and  I  have  fliook  hands, 
We've  parted,  no  mere  to  engage  ; 

Submiffive  I  met  her  commands— 
For  nothing  can  cure  me  of  age. 

My  funfhine  of  youth  is  no  more  1 
My  mornings  of  pleafare  are  fled  ! 

'Tis  painful  my  fate  to  endure — 
A  penfion  fupplies  me  with  bread)! 

Dependant  at  length  on  the  man 

Whofe  fortunes  I  flruggled  to  raife  ! 

I  conquer  my  pride  as  I  can — 
His  charity  merits  my  praife  ! 

His  bounty  proceeds  from  his  heart ; 
Tis  principle  prompts  the  liipply-»» 


Hiskindnefs  exceeds  my  defert, 
And  often  fuppreffes  a  figh. 

But  like  the  old  horfe  in  the  fong, 

I'm  turn'd  on  the  common  to  graze- 
To  fortune  thefe  changes  belong, 
And  contented  I  yield  to  her  ways  ! 

She  ne'er  was  my  friend  ;  through  the  day 
Her  fmiles  were  the  fmilcs  of  deceit — 

At  noon  flie'd  her  favours  difplay. 
And  at  night  let  me  pine  at  her  feet. 

No  longer  her  prefence  1  court. 
No  longer  I  ihrink  at  her  frowns  ! 

Her  whimfies  fupply  me  with  fport — 
And  her  fmiles  I  refign  to  the  clowns! 

Thus  loft  to  each  worldly  defire. 
And  fcorning  all  riches— all  fame, 

I  qtiietly  hope  to  retire 

When  time  fliall  the  fummons  proclaim. 

I've  nothing  to  weep  for  behind  I 

To  part  with  my  friends  is  the  worft  I 

Their  numbers,  I  grant,  are  confin'd; 
But  you  are,  ftill,  one  of  the  firft. 

A  POEM 

To  the  Memory  of 

JOHN  CUNNINGHAM. 

BV   ROBERT    FERGtJS  SO]*J. 

Ye  mournful  meanders  and  groves. 
Delight  of  the  mufe  and  her  fong; 

Ye  grottos  and  dripping  alcoves. 
No  ftrangers  to  Corvdon's  tongue. 

Let  each  fylvan  and  dryad  declare 
His  themes  and  his  mufic  how  dear, 

Their  plaints  and  their  dirges  prepare. 
Attendant  on  Corydon's  bier. 

The  echo  that  join'd  in  the  lay, 
So  amorous,  i'prightly,  and  free, 

Shall  fend  forth  the  founds  of  difmay, 
And  figh  with  fad  pity  for  thee. 

Wild  wander  his  flocks  with  the  breeze ; 

His  reed  can  no  longer  controul; 
His  numbers  no  longer  can  pleafe. 

Or  fend  kind  relief  to  the  foul. 

But  long  may  they  wander  and  bleat. 
To  hills  tell  the  tale  of  their  woe  ; 

The  woodlands  the  tale  fliall  repeat. 
And  the  waters  fliall  mournfully  flow. 

For  thefe  were  the  haunts  of  his  love, 
The  facred  retreats  of  his  eafe. 

Where  favourite  fancy  would  rove. 
As  wanton,  as  light  as  the  breeze. 

Her  zone  will  difcolour'd  appear. 
With  fanciful  ringlets  unbound, 

A  face  pale  and  languid  flic'll  wear. 
A  heart  fraught  with  forrow  profound. 
3  A  iiij 
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The  reed  of  each  (hepherd  ■will  mourn ; 

The  (hades  of  ParDaffuj  decay  : 
The  mufes  will  dry  their  fad  urn, 

Since  'reft  of  young  Cortdon's  lay. 

To  him  every  paflion  was  known 

That  throbb'd  in  the  bread  with  defire; 
Each  gentle  afFedlion  was  fhown 
■    In  the  loft  fighing  fongs  of  his  lyre. 

Like  the  carolling  thrulh  on  the  fpray 
In  muiic  foft  warbling  an^  wild,     ' 

To  love  was  devoted  each  lay. 
In  accents  pathetic  and  mild. 

Let  beauty  and  virtue  revere, 

And  the  fongs  of  the  fhepherd  appreve, 
Who  felt,  who  lamented  the  fnare, 

When  repining  at  pitylefs  love. 

The  fummer  but  languidly  gleams, 
Pomona  no  comfort  can  bring, 

Nor  vallies,  nor  grottos,  nor  ftrcams. 
Nor  the  May-bcrn  flowrets  of  fpring. 

They  have  fled  all  with  Cortdon's  mufe, 
For  his  brows  to  form  chaplets  ot  woe, 

Whofe  reed  oft  awaken'd  their  boughs 
As  the  whifpering  breezes  that  blow. 

To  many  a  fanciful  fpring 

His  lyre  was  melodioufly  ftrung ; 

While  fairies  and  fawns  in  a  ring 

Have  applauded  the  fwain  as  he  fung, 

yo  the  cheerful  he  uflier'd  his  fmiles, 
-  To  the  v/oeful  his  %h  and  his  tear ; 


A  condoler  with  want  and  her  toils, 
When  the  voice  of  opprcffion  was  near. 

Though  titles  and  wealth  were  his  due. 
Though  fortune  denied  the  reward; 

Yet  truth  and  fincerity  knew 

What  the  goddefs  would  never  regard. 

Avails  ought  the  generous  heart, 
Which  nature  to  goodnefs  defign'd, 

If  fortune  denies  to  impart 

Her  kindly  relief  to  the  mind  ? 

'Twas  but  faint  the  relief  to  difmay. 
The  cells  of  the  wretched  among; 

Though  fympathy  fung  in  the  lay, 
Though  melody  fell  from  his  tongue. 

Let  the  favour'd  of  fortune  attend 
To  the  ails  of  the  wretched  and  poor  : 

Though  CoRYDon's  lays  could  befriend, 
'Tis  riches  alone  that  can  cure. 

But  they  to  compaflion  are  dumb. 

To  pity  their  voices  unknown  ; 
Near  forrow  they  never  can  come, 

'Till  misfortune  has  raark'd  them  her  owh. 

Now  the  fhades  of  the  evening  depend  ; 

Each  warbler  is  luU'd  on  the  fpray ; 
The  cyprefs  doth  ruefully  bend 

Where  the  corpfe  of  cold  Corydon  ftay. 

Adieu  then  the  fongs  of  the  fwain, 
Let  peace  ftill  attend  on  his  (hade ; 

And  his  pipe  that  is  dumb  to  his  flrain, 
In  the  grave  be  with  ConrooN  laid. 


THE 
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MATTHEW    GREEN. 


Containing 


THE  SPLEEN, 
THE  GROTTO, 
THE  SEEKER, 


ON  BARCLAY  S  APOLOGT, 
SPARROW  AND   DOVE, 
JOVE  AND  SEMELE, 


tsTc.  IS'e.  tS'tf. 
To  which  is  prefixed, 

THE    LIFE    OF    THE    AUTHOR, 


The  want  of  method  pray  excufe, 
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Of  the  perfonal  hiftory  of  Green,  very  few  particulars  are  known  ;  and  for  thofe  few,  the  world 
is  chiefly  obliged  to  the  editor  of  "  Dodfley's  Colledlion,  1783,  and  an  anonymous  writer  in  the 
*•  European  Magazine,"  1 785. 

Mathew  Green  was  born  in  1 696.  He  was  of  a  family  of  good  repute  among  the  Riffenters,  and 
had  his  education  in  that  it&.  He  was  a  man  of  approved  probity,  and  fweetnefs  of  temper  and 
manners.  Hi*  wit  abounded  in  converfation,  and  was  never  known  to  give  the  leafl  offence.  He 
had  a  poll  in  the  Cuftom-houfe,  and  difcharged  the  duty  there  with  the  utmoft  diligence  and  abi- 
lity. He  died  in  1 73  7,  at  the  age  of  forty-one  years,  at  lodgings  in  Nag's-head  Court,  Grace- 
church  Street. 

To  the  above  account,  in  "  Dodfley's  CollecSion,"  which  was  furniflied  by  his  friend  Glover,  the 
celebrated  author  of  "  Leonidas,"  it  may  be  added,  that  he  was  nephew  to  Mr.  Tanner,  clerk  o£ 
FiflimoDger's-hall.     He  had  not  much  learning ;  but  knew  a  little  Latin. 

He  was  very  fubjeA  to  the  hyp  ;  Tiad  fomc  free  notions,  in  religious  fubjeiSs ;  and  though  bred 
among  the  Quakers,  grew  difgufled  at  the  precifenefs  and  formality  of  the  le<ft. 

The  following  anecdotes  are  related  in  the  "  European  Magazine,"  1785,  upon  the  authorltyof 
Glover. 

Mr.  Sylvanus  Bevan,  a  Quaker,  and  a  friend  of  Green,  was  mentioning  at  Button's  Coffee-houfe, 
that  while  he  was  bathing  in  the  river,  a  waterman  faluted  him  with  the  ufual  compliment  of  the 
lower  clafs  of  people,  by  caUing  "  a  Quaker,  a  Quaker,  quirl."  He  at  the  fame  time  expreffed  his 
wonder,  how  his  profeffion  could  be  known  while  he  was  without  his  clothes.  Green  immediately 
replied,  that  the  waterman  might  difcover  him  by  his  fwimming  againft  the  flream. 

The  department  in  the  Cuflom-houfe  to  which  Green  belonged,  was  under  the  controul  of  the 
Duke  of  Manchefter,  who  ufed  to  treat  thofe  immediately  under  him  once  a-year.  After  one  of 
thofe  entertainments.  Green  feeing  a  range  of  fervants  in  the  hall,  faid  to  the  firft  of  them,  "  Pray, 
Sir,  do  you  give  tickets  at  your  turnpike  ?" 

In  a  reform  which  took  place  in  the  Cuftom-houfe,  among  other  articles,  a  few  pence  paid  week- 
ly, for  providing  the  cats  with  milk,  were  ordered  to  be  ftruck  off.  On  this  occafion.  Green  wrote 
a  humorous  petition,  as  from  the  cats,  which  prevented  the  regulation,  in  that  particular  form,  from 
taking  place. 

Green's  converfation  was  ac  novel  as  his  writings ;  which  occafioned  one  of  the  Commiflloncrs  of 
the  Cuftoms,  a  very  dull  man,  to  obferve,  that  he  did  not  know  how  it  was,  but  Green  always  ex- 
prelTed  himfelf  in  a  different  manner  from  other  people. 

This  very  original  poet  publilhed  nothing  in  his  lifetime.  In  173*,  he  printed,  and  gave  away, 
a  few  copies  of  The  Grotto,  written  in  the  charaifler  of  a  Fijherman,  fince  inferted  in  "  Dodfley's  Col- 
ledlion  ;"  but  for  reafons  which  cannot  readily  be  guefled  at,  the  following  introdudtory  liaes  arc 
ptnitted. 


We  had  a  water-poet  once, 
Nor  was  he  regifter'd  a  dunce  ; 
I'll  lay  awhile  my  writing  by. 
And  hang  abroad  piy  nets  to  dry. 
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And  ftow  my  apoflolic  boat, 
And  try  to  raife  a  fwan  like  note  ; 
For  fifliing  oft  in  Twick'nam  reach, 
I've  heard  fine  ftrains  along  the  beach, 
That  tempt  to  Cng  a  cave's  renown. 
And  fetch  from  thence  an  ivy  crown- 


Again,  after  the  line, 


After  the  line 


^iat  tills,  unajk'd,  th'  injur itus  tale. 

Of  treaty  of  intriguing  kind. 
With  fecret  article  here  fign'd ; 
And  beds  conceal'd  with  bufliy  trees, 
Planted  with  Juno's  lettuces. 


We  befl  -what  is  true  nature  find, 

th^  two  lines  fhould  follow  : 

Chemlfts  and  laws  their  procefs  fuit, 
They  metals,  tliefe  the  mind  tranfmutc. 

His  poem,  intituled  7he  Spleen,  An  Epljlle  to  Mr.  C.  Jaci/bn,  was  written  piecemeal,  and  would 
never  have  been  completed,  had  he  not  been  preffed  to  it  by  his  friend  Glover  ;  who  committed  it  to 
the  prcfs  foon  after  his  death,  in  1 73  7.  It  was  afterwards  reprinted  with  the  Grotto,  in  "  Dodfley's 
'Collcftion ;"  and  received,  with  Tke  Seeker,  verfes  on  Barclay  t  Apology  for  the  fakers,  and  three 
lighter  pieces,  into  the  edition  of  the  "  Englifli  Poets,"  1790 

Many  of  his  unpubliftied  manufcripts  were  in  the  poffcffion  of  Glover  at  the  time  of  his  death,  in 
37?5  ;  which,  it  is  hoped,  have  been  preferved  by  his  family,  and  will  be  publifhed,  with  the  dra- 
matic pieces  he  left  behind  him. 

Confidered  as  a  poet,  Green  ranks  with  Butler  and  Prior ;  neither  of  whom,  however,  he  pro- 
feffedly  imitates.     He  has  originality  in  many  parts. 

His  thoughts  arc  unborrowed  and  unexpected,  and  the  ftrain  of  his  didtion  original  and  peculiar. 
He  has  Butler's  exuberance  of  matter,  and  variety  of  illuftration ;  and  Prior's  poiifhed  wit,  and  eafy 
■verfification. 

The  Grotto  is  written  with  great  elegance  and  great  fprightlinefs;  the  language  is  neat  and  eafy, 
and  the  numbers  fmooth,  without  the  appearance  of  care. 

Gray  has  not  difdained  to  borrow  hints  from  this  performance ;  as  every  reader  of  his  beautiful 
^«  Ode  to  Spring,"  and  the  following  exquifite  lines,  will  readily  perceive. 

Four  chiefs  adorn  the  niodeft  ftone,         ' 
For  virtue,  as  for  learning  known  : 
The  thinking  I'culpture  helps  to  raife 
Deep  thoughts,  the  genii  of  the  place; 
To  the  mind's  ear,  and  inward  fight. 
Their  filence  fpeaks,  and  (hade  gives  light; 
While  infeds  from  the  threfhold  preach, 
And  minds,  difpos'd  to  mufing,  teach; 
Proud  of  ftrong  limbs,  and  painted  hues. 
They  perilh  by  the  flighteft  bruifc ; 
Or  maladies  begun  within, 
Deftroy  more  flow  life's  frail  machine ; 
From  maggot  youth,  through  change  of  ftatc, 
They  feci  like  us  the  turns  of  fate  ; 
Some  born  to  creep    have  liv'd  to  fly, 
And  change  earth's  cells  for  dwellings  high; 
And  feme  that  did  their  fix  wings  keep, 
Before  they  died,  been  forc'd  to  creep; 
They  politics  like  ourf  profcfsj 
The  greater  prey  upon  the  lefs ; 
S'  me  flrain  on  foot,  huge  loads  to  bring, 
Some  tire  inccffant  on  the  wing ;  , 

,   And  in  their  different  ways  explore, 
Wifh  fei)f<'  ^f  want,  hy  fumre  flore  ; 
Nor  trom  their  vig'rous  fchemes  defift, 
Till  death,  and  then  are  never  mifs'dj  ^ 
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Some  frolic,  toil,  marry,  increafe,  ' 

Are  firk  and  well,  have  war  and  peace  ; 
And,  broke  with  age,  in  half  a  day 
Yield  to  fucceffors,  and  away. 

The  lines,  beginning,  0  Delia  !  'when  I  touch  this  Jlring,  are  written  with  equal  vigour  and  ele- 
gance. 

The  Spleen^  his  greateft  work,  has  many  admirers.  It  is  written  in  that  beautiful  energetic  ftyle, 
•which  charadlerifes  this  poet ;  and  pleafes  by  the  juftnefs  of  the  fentiments,  and  the  novelty  and  va- 
riety of  the  illuftrations.  The  didlion  is  coricife,  nervous,  and  fimple,  and  pleafes  by  its  perfpicuity 
and  freedom  fr.>m  ambitious  ornament.  The  original  idea  feems  to  have  been  taken  from  Burton's 
*'  Anatomy  of  Melancholy;"  a  book  to  which  a  mind  of  the  greateft  powers  may  be  indebted  with- 
out difgrace.     His  defign,  as  he  tells  his  friend  Mr.  Jackfon,  is  not 

To  write  a  treatife  on  the  fpleen ; 

Nor  to  prefctibe  when  nerves  convulfe  ; 

Nor  mend  th'  alarum  wafch  your  pulfe. 

If  I  am  right,  your  queftion  lay, 

What  coui-fe  I  take  to  drive  away 

The  day-mare  fpleen,  by  whofe  falfe  pleas 

Men  prove  mere  fuicide?  in  eafc ; 

And  how  I  do  myfelf  demean. 

In  ftormy  world  to  live  ferene. 

In  defcrlMng  his  peculiar  habits,  opinions,  and  amufements,  he  appears  to  have  propofed  to  him- 
felf  no  particular  method;  but  to  have  written  the  cafual  dicStates  of  the  prtfent  moment.  The  de- 
fcriptions  are  unconne(5led,  and  the  >  efledtions  independent  on  one  another ,  but  whatever  topic  em- 
ploys his  mind,  he  fliows  himfelf  qualified  to  expand  and  illuftrate  it  with  all  the  accefiaries  that  wit, 
learning,  and  obfcrvation,  can  furnilh.  His  verfes  are  not  tiffues  of  cpmmon  thoughts,  or  light  ima- 
ges, that  may  be  traced  in  books.  He  difplays,  on  every  fubje6t,  a  wonderful  compafs  of  comprc- 
henfion,  and  adtivity  of  fancy. 

No  poet,  except  Butler,  has  ever  brought  fo  many  remote  images  fo  happily  together.  It  is 
fcarcely  poflible  to  perufe  a  fingle  couplet,  without  finding  fome  affoaiation  of  images  that  was  never 
found  before. 

His  verfes  On  Barclay's  Apology,  are  charadlerifed  by  the  fame  originality  •?  thought,  fimplicity  of 
language,  and  facility  of  expreffmn.  The  Sparro-w  and  the  Dove,  difplays  confiderable  invention, 
and  no  fmall  portion  of  eafe,  vivacity,  and  humour.  The  mythological  ftory  of  ^^ovi?  aW  iS^CTe/f, 
though  not  over  decent,  is  written  with  great  familiarity,  and  great  fprightlinefs. 

"  Of  Mr.  Matthew  Green,  of  the  Cuftom-houfe,"  fays  Mr.  Duncombe,  "  Gentleman's  Maga- 
zine," vol.  L.  p.  i^a,"  I  know  no  more  than  that  Pope,  on  reading  this  excellent  poem  the  Spleen, 
faid,  "  there  was  a  great  deal  of  originality  in  it." 

"  In  this  poem,"  fays  Mr.  Melmoth,  "  Fitzofborne's  Letters,"  p.  1 14,  "  there  are  more  ori- 
ginal thoughts  thrown  together,  than  I  have  ever  read  in  the  fame  compafs  of  lines." 
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THE  SPLEEN. 

Jin  Ef'tftU  to  Mr.  Cuthbert  Jacifon, 

This  motley  piece  to  you  I  fend, 
Who  always  were  a  faithful  friend; 
Who,  if  difputes  fliould  happen  hence. 
Can  beft  explain  the  author's  fenfe  ; 
And,  anxious  for  the  public  weal, 
Do,  what  I  fing,  fo  often  feel. 

The  want  of  method  pray  excufe, 
Allowing  for  a  vapour'd  mufe; 
Nor  to  a  narrow  path  confin'd. 
Hedge  in  by  rules  a  roving  mind. 

The  child  is  genuine  ;  you  may  trace 
Throughout  the  fire's  tranfmittcd  face, 
Nothing  is  ftol'n  :  my  mufe,  though  mean, 
Draws  from  the  fpring  fhe  finds  within ; 
Nor  vainly  buys  what  *  Gildon  fells, 
Poetic  buckets  for  dry  wells 

School-helps  I  want,  to  climb  on  high, 
Where  all  the  ancient  treafures  lie. 
And  there  unfeen  commit  a  theft 
On  wealth  in  Greek  exchequers  left. 
Then  where  ?  from  whom  ?  what  can  I  ftcal. 
Who  only  with  the  moderns  deal  ? 
This  were  attempting  to  put  on 
Raiment  from  naked  bodies  won  f  : 
They  fafely  fing  before  a  thief. 
They  cannot  give  who  want  relief; 
Some  few  excepted,  names  well  known, 
And  juftly  laurell'd  with  renown. 
Whole  ftamp  of  genius  marks  their  ware, 
And  theft  dete(5ls  of  theft  beware ; 
From  More  \  fo  lalh'd,  example  fit. 
Shun  petty  larceny  in  wit. 

Firft  know,  my  friend,  I  do  not  mean 
To  write  a  treatife  on  the  fpleen  ; 
Nor  to  prefcribe  when  nerves  convulfe ; 
Nor  mend  the  alarum  watch,  your  pulfe. 
If  I  am  right,  your  queftion  lay. 
What  courfe  I  take  to  drive  away 


•    Gildon  s  Art  of  Poetry. 
•}■  "  A  painted  vtfi  Prince  Vortiger  had  on, 
"  Which  from  a  naked   PiiSt  his  grandfirc 
"  won." 

Ho-ward''i  Britljh  Princes. 
t   Jam:s  More  Smith,  Efq.  See  Dimciad,  B-  ii.  I. 
5©.   and  the  notei,   ivicre  the  circumPances  of  the  tranf- 
aSiim  here  alluded  to  are  very  fully  explained. 


The  day-mare  fpleen,  by  whofe  falfc  pleas 

Men  prove  mere  fuicides  in  eafe ; 

And  how  I  do  myfelf  demean 

In  ftormy  world  to  live  ferenc. 
When  by  its  magic  lantern  fpleen 

With  frightful  figures  fpreads  life's  fcene, 

And  threat'ning  profpedts  urg'd  my  fears, 

A  ftranger  to  the  luck  of  heirs; 

Reafon,  fome  quiet  to  reftore, 

Show'd  part  was  fubftance,  Ihadow  more ; 

With  fplcen's  dead  weight  though  heavy  grown. 

In  life's  rough  tide  I  funk  not  down, 

But  fwam,  till  fortune  threw  a  rope. 

Buoyant  on  bladders  fiU'd  with  hope. 
I  always  choofe  the  plaineft  food 

To  mend  vifcidity  of  blood. 

Hail !  water-gruel,  healing  pawer, 

Of  eafy  accefs  to  the  poor  ; 

Thy  help  love's  confeffors  implore. 

And  dodiors  fecretly  adore ; 

To  thee,  I  fly,  by  thee  dilute — 

Through  veins  my  blood  doth  quicker  fhootj 

And  by  fwift  current  throws  off  clean 

Prolific  particles  of  fpleen. 

I  never  fick  by  drinking  grow. 

Nor  keep  myfelf  a  cup  too  low. 

And  feldom  Cloe's  lodgings  haunt, 

Thrifty  of  fpirits,  which  I  want. 
Hunting  I  reckon  very  good 
To  brace  the  nerves,  and  ftir  the  blood  * 
But  after  no  field-honours  itch, 
Atchiev'd  by  leaping  hedge  and  ditch. 
While  fpleen  lies  foft  relax'd  in  bed. 
Or  o'er  coal  fires  inclines  the  head, 
Hygeia's  fons  with  hound  and  horn. 
And  jovial  cry  awake  the  morn. 
Thefe  fee  her  from  the  duflcy  plight, 
Smear'd  by  th'  embraces  of  the  night. 
With  roral  wafh  redeem  her  face, 
And  prove  herfelf  of  Titan's  race, 
And,  mounting  in  loofe  robes  the  Ikies, 
Shed  light  and  fragrance  as  (he  flies. 
Then  horfe  and  hound  fierce  joy  difplay, 
Exulting  at  the  hark-away, 
And  in  purfuit  o'er  tainted  ground 
From  lungs  robuft  field-notes  refound. 
Then,  as  St.  George  the  dragon  flew, 
Spleen  pierc'd,  trod  down,  and  dying  view ; 
While  all  their  fpirits  are  on  wing. 
And  woods,  and  hills,  and  vallies  ring. 

To  cure  the  mind's  wrong  bias,  fpleen  ; 
Some  recommend  the  bowling  green  ; 
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Some,  hilly  walks ;  all,  exercife ; 
Fling  but  a  ftone,  the  (jiant  dies  ; 
Lau^h  and  be  well.     Monkeys  have  been 
Extreme  good  dotftors  for  the  fpleen  ; 
And  kitten,  if  the  humoui  hit, 
Has  harlequin'd  away  the  fit. 

SIi;Ct  mirth  is  good  in  'his  behalf; 
At  feme  partic'ierslet  us  laugh. 
Witlings  briflc  fools,  curs'd  with  half  fenfe, 
That  ftinnilat'  s  their  impotence ; 
Who  buz  in  rhyme,  and.  like  blind  flies. 
Err  with  their  wings  for  want  of  eyes. 
Poor  author'^  worfhipiing  a  calf, 
Deep  tragedies  that  make  us  laugh, 
A  ftriA  diff.  nter  faying  grace, 
A  IcA'rer  preaching  f •  r  a  place, 
Folks,  thing«  pr-  phetic  to  difpenfe, 
Making  the  paft  the  future  tenfc. 
The  popilh  dubbing  of  a  prieft. 
Fine  epitaphs  on  knaves  deceas'd, 
Green-apron'd  Pythrniffa's  rage. 
Great  ^fcub.piu5  on  his  llage, 
A  mifer  fla:  ving  to  be  rich. 
The  prior  cf  Newgate's  dying  fpeech, 
A  jeintur'd  widow's  ritual  Date, 
Two  Jewj  difputing  tete-a-rete. 
New  almanacks  compos'd  by  feers. 
Experiments  on  felons  ears, 
Difi'.ainful  prudes,  who  ceafelefs  ply 
The  fuperb  niufcie  of  the  eye, 
A  coquette's  April  weather  face, 
A  Qucenb"rotigh  mayor  behind  his  mace, 
And  fops  in  military  fliow. 
Are  fov  reign  tor  the  cafe  in  view. 

If  fpleen-fog^  rife  at  clcfe  of  day, 
I  clear  my  ev'ning  with  a  play, 
Or  to  fome  concert  take  my  way. 
The  company,  tb.e  Ihine  of  lights. 
The  fcenes  of  huin&ur,  mufic's  flights, 
Adjuft  and  fet  the  foui  ro  rights. 

Lift's  moving  pidures,  well-wrought  plaj 
To  others'  grief  attention  raife  : 
Here,  while  the  tragic  fidions  glow, 
We  borrow  jy  by  pitying  woe  ; 
There  gaily  comic  Icenes  delight, 
And  hold  fue  mirrots  to  ow  fight. 
Virtue,  in  charming  drefs  array'd. 
Calling  the  f,aflloris  to  her  aid, 
■V'hfn  moral  fcenes  juft  actions  join, 
Takes  fhapc.  and  fliows  her  face  divine. 

Miific  has  charms,  we  all  may  find. 
Ingratiate  deeply  with  the  mind. 
When  art  docsf  ;und's  high  pow'r  advance, 
To  mufic's  pipe  the  paflion's  dance  ; 
Monois  unwill'd  its  pow'rs  have  (hown, 
Tarantulated  by  a  tune. 
Many  have  held  the  foul  to  be 
Nearly  ally'd  to  harmony. 
Her  have  1  known  inc'ulging  grief, 
And  fliunning  corr.pany's  relief, 
Unveil  her  face,  and  looking  round. 
Own,  by  negle(5li:ig  forrow's  wound, 
The  confanguinity  of  found. 

In  rainy  days  keep  double  guard. 
Or  fpleen  will  furely  be  too  hard ; 
3 


Which,  like  thofe  filh  by  failors  met, 

Fly  highefl:,  while  their  'vingsare  wet. 

la  (uch  dull  weather,  fo  unfit 

To  enterprife  a  work  of  wit, 

VVJien  clouds  one  yard  of  azure  fky, 

That's  fit  for  flmile.  deny, 

I  drefs  my  face  with  fludious  looks, 

■\nd  fh'irttn  tedious  hours  with  book3. 

But  if  dull  fogs  invade  the  head, 

That  mem'ry  minds  not  what  is  read, 

I  fit  in  window  dry  as  ark. 

And  on  the  drowuinjr  weld  remark  : 

Or  to  forne  coffceiioufe  I  ftray 

For  news,  the  mama  rf  a  day. 

And  from  the  hipp'd  dilcourfes  gather, 

Thar  politics  go  by  the  weather  : 

Then  feek  goodhumoar'd  tavern  chums, 

And  play  at  cards  but  for  fmall  fums  ; 

Or  with  the  merry  fellows  quaff, 

And  laugh  aloud  with  them  that  laugh; 

Or  drink  a  jocu-ferious  cup 

With  fouls  who've  took  their  freedom  up, 

And  let  my  mind,  beguil'd  by  talk. 

In  Epicurus'  garden  walk, 

Who  thought  it  heav'n  to  he  fercne ; 

Pain,  hell,  and  purgatory,  fpleen. 

Sometimes  I  drefs,  with  women  fit, 
And  chat  away  the  gloomy  fit ; 
Quit  the  AifF  garb  of  feriou!  fenfe. 
And  wear  a  gay  impertinence. 
Nor  think  nor  fpeak  wi'h  any  pains. 
But  lay  on  fancy's  neck  the  reins; 
Talk  of  unufual  fwell  of  waift 
In  maid  of  honour  loofely  lac'd, 
And  beauty  borr'wing  Spanifh  red. 
And  loving  pair  with  feu'ratc  bed. 
And  jewels  pawn'd  for  lofs  of  game. 
And  then  redeem'd  by  lofs  of  fame; 
Of  Kitty  (aunt  left  in  the  lurch 
By  grave  pretence  to  go  to  church) 
Perceiv'd  in  hack  with  lover  fine, 
l/ike  Will  and  Mary  on  the  coin  : 
And  thus  in  mod:fh  manner  we. 
In  aid  of  fugar,  fweeten  tea. 

Permit,  ye  fair,  your  idol  form. 
Which  e'en  the  coldefl  heart  can  warm, 
May  with  its  beauties  grace  my  line. 
While  1  bow  down  before  its  fhrine. 
And  your  tbrong'd  altars  with  my  lays 
Perfume,  at-d  get  by  giving  praife. 
With  fpeech  fo  fweet,  f  i  fwcet  a  mien 
You  excommunicate  the  fpleen. 
Which,  fiend  like,  flics  the  magic  ring 
You  form  with  found,  when  pleas'd  tofing; 
Whate'er  you  fay,  howe'er  you  move, 
We  look  we  liften,  and  approve. 
Your  touch,  which  gives  to  feeling  blifs, 
Our  nerves  officious  throng  to  kifs  ; 
By  Ctlia's  pat,  on  their  report. 
The  grave-air'd  foul,  inclin'd  to  fport, 
Renounces  wildom's  fullen  pomp. 
And  loves  the  floral  game,  to  romp. 
But  who  can  view  the  pointed  rays. 
That  from  black  eye?  fcintillant    blaze  T 
l.ove  on  liis  throne  of  glory  feems 
Encompafs'd  with  fatellice  beams. 
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But  when  blue  eyes,  more  foftly  bright, 
Diffufc  benignly  humid  liglu, 
W>'  gaze,  and  fee  the  fniiling  loves, 
And  Cytherea's  gentle  doves, 
And  raptur'd  fix  in  fuch  a  face, 
Love's  mercy-feat,  and  throne  of  grace. 
Shine  but.  on  age,  you  melt  its  fnow  ; 
Again  fires  lovg-extinguiih'd  glow, 
And,  charm'd  by  witchery  of  eyes. 
Blood  long  congealed  liquefies  ! 
True  miracle,  and  fairly  done 
By  heads  which  are  ador'd  while,on. 

But  oh,  what  pity  'tis  to  find 
Such  beauties  both  of  form  and  mind, 
By  modern  breeding  much  debaa'd, 
In  half  the  female  world  at  leaft  I 
Hence  I  with  care  fuch  lott'ries  ftiun. 
Where,  a  prize  mifs'd,  I'm  quite  undone  ; 
And  han't,  by  vent'ring  on  a  wife, 
Yet  run  the  greateft  rilk  in  life. 

Mothers,  and  guardian  aunts,  forbear 
Your  impious  pains  to  form  the  fair. 
Nor  lay  out  fo  much  coft  and  art, 
But  to  dcflow'rthe  virgin  heart; 
Of  every  folly- fofi;'ring  bed 
By  quick'ning  heat  of  cuftom  bred. 
Rather  than  by  your  culture  fpoil'd, 
Dcfift,  and  give  us  nature  wild, 
Delighted  with  a  hoyden  foul. 
Which  truth  and  innocence  controul. 
Coquettes,  leave  ofFafFeiSted  arts. 
Gay  fowlers  at  a  flock  of  hearts  ; 
Woodcocks  to  fhun  your  fnarcs  have  flcill, 
You  fhow  fo  plain,  you  ftrivc  to  kill. 
In  love  the  artlefs catch  the  game. 
And  they  fcarce  mifs  who  never  aim. 

The  worul's  great  Author  did  create 
The  fex  to  fit  the  nuptial  ftate, 
And  meant  a  bleffing  in  a  wife 
To  folace  the  fatigues  of  life  ; 
And  old  infpired  times  difplay. 
How  wives  could  love,  and  yet  obey. 
Then  truth,  and  patience  of  controul, 
And  houfe-wife  artsadorn'd  the  ibul ; 
And  charms,  the  gift  of  nature,  Ihone  ; 
And  jealoufy,  a  thing  unknown  '. 
Veils  were  the  only  malks  they  wore; 
Novels  (receipts  to  make  a  whore) 
Nor  ombre,  nor  quadrille  they  knew, 
Nor  Pam's  puiffance  felt  at  luo 
Wife  men  did  not  to  be  thought  gay. 
Then  compliment  their  pow'r  away  : 
But  led,  by  frail  defires  mifled. 
The  girls  forbidden  paths  Ihould  tread. 
Of  ign'rance  rais'd  the  fafe  high  wall ; 
We  fink  haw-haws,  tha:  fliow  them  all. 
Thus  we  at  once  folicit  fenfe. 
And  charge  them  not  to  break  the  fence. 

Now,  if  untir'd,  confider  friend, 
What  I  avoid  to  gain  my  end. 

I  never  am  at  meeting  feen, 
Meeting,  that  region  of  the  fpleen ; 
The  broken  heart,  the  bufy  fiend. 
The  i.nwald  call  on  fpleen  depend. 

Law,  licens'd  breakmg  of  the  peace. 
To  which  vacation  is  difcafe : 
Vol..  X. 


A  pipfy  di*5tion  fcarce  known  well 
By    !.'  magi,  who  law  fortunes  tell, 
I  fhun  ;  nor  let  it  breed  wnhin 
Anxiety,  and  that  the  f^ieen  ; 
Lav^',  grown  a  foreft   where  perplex 
1  he  mjzes,  and  the  hr.mibles  vex; 
Where  its  twelve  verd'rers  ever>  day 
Are  changing  Hill  the  public  way  : 
Yet  if  we  mifs  our  patii  and  err. 
We  grievous  penalties  incur  ; 
And  wand'rers  tire,  and  tear  their  Ikin, 
And  then  get  out  where  they  went  in. 

I  never  game,  and  rarely  bet, 
Am  loth  to  lend,  or  run  in  debt. 
No  compter-writs  me  agitate  ; 
Who  moralizing  pafs  the  gate. 
And  there  mine  eyes  on  fpendthrifts  turn. 
Who  vainly  o'er  their  bondage  mourn. 
Wifdom,  before  beneath  their  care. 
Pays  her  upbraiding  vifits  there. 
And  forces  folly  through  the  grate. 
Her  panegyric  to  repeat. 
This  view,  profufely  when  inclin'd, 
Enter.->  a  caveat  in  the  mind  : 
Experience  join'd  with  common  fenfe, 
To  mortals  i"  a  providence, 

Paflinn.  as  frequently  is  feen, 
Subfiding  fettles  intoljHeen. 
Hence,  as  the  plague  of  happy  life, 
1  run  away  from  party  ftrife. 
A  prince's  caufe,  a  church's  claim, 
I've  known  to  raife  a  mighty  flame. 
And  prieft,  as  fiojier,  very  free 
To  throw  m  peace  and  charity. 

That  tribe,  whofe  pradicais  decree 
Small  beer  the  deadlieil  herefy; 
Who,  fond  of  pedigree,  derive 
From  the  molt  notei'  whore  alive  ; 
Who  own  wine's  old  prophetic  aid. 
And  love  the  mitre  BacciiUs  made. 
Forbid  the  faithful  to  depend 
On  half-pint  drinkers  for  i  friend. 
And  in  whofe  gay  red-letter'd  face 
KVc  read  good-living  mure  'ban  grace  : 
Mor  they  fo  pure,  and  fo  precife, 
Immac'late  as  their  white  of  eyes. 
Who  for  tl;i  fpirit  hug  the  ipleen, 
PhykAer'd  throughout  all  their  mien. 
Who  their  ill-tafted  home-brew'J  pray'r 
To  the  date's  mellow  forms  prefer ; 
Who  do6tiines,  asiiifsiitious,  fear. 
Which  are  not  ftecp'd  in  vinegar. 
And  famples  of  heart-chelled  grace 
Expofe  in  fhow-glafs  of  the  face. 
Did  never  me  as  ,)'ct  provoke 
Either  to  honour  band  and  cloak, 
*.)r  deck  my  hat  with  leaves  of  oak. 

I  rail  not  with  mock-patriot  grace 
At  folks,  becaufe  they  are  m  place  ; 
Nor,  hir'd  to  praife  with  llallioa  pen, 
Serve  the  ear-lechery  of  men ; 
But  to  avoid  religious  jars. 
The  laws  are  my  e::pi>fitors, 
Whitli  in  my  doubting  mind  create 
Conformity  :o  church  and  ftatc. 
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I  go,  purfuant  to  my  plan, 
To  Mecca  with  thl  caravan. 
And  think  it  right  in  common  fenfe 
Both  for  diverfion  and  defence. 

Reforming  fchemes  are  none  of  mine  ; 
To  mend  the  world's  a  vaft  defign  : 
Like  theirs,  who  tug  in  little  boat, 
To  pull  to  them  the  ihip  afloat. 
While  to  defeat  their  labour'd  end, 
At  once  both  wind  and  ftream  contend : 
Succefs  herein  is  feldom  feen, 
And  zeal,  when  bafiled,  turns  to  fpleen. 

Happy  the  man,  who  innocent, 
Grieves  not  at  ills  he  can't  prevent ; 
His  fkiff  does  with  the  current  glide, 
Kot  pufiiiig  pull'd  againft.  the  tide. 
He,  paddling  by  the  fcuffling  crowd. 
Sees  uncwncern'd  life's  wager  rowd. 
And  when  he  can't  prevent  foul  play, 
Enjoys  the  folly  of  the  fray. 

By  thefe  refleiSlions  I  repeal 
Each  hafty  promife  made  in  zeaL 
When  gofpel  propagators  fay, 
We're  bound  our  great  light  to  difplay, 
And  Indian  darknefs  drive  away, 
Yet  none  but  drunken  watchmen  fend, 
And  fcoundrel  link  boys  for  that  end; 
When  they  cry  up  thjs  holy  war, 
Which  every  Chriilian  fliould  be  for, 
Yet  fuch  as  owe  the  law  their  ears. 
We  find  employed  as  engineers  : 
This  view  my  forward  zealfo  (hock?, 
In  vain  they  hold  the  money-box. 
At  fuch  a  condud,  which  intends 
iBy  vicious  means  fuch  virtuous  ends, 
3  laugh  off  fpleen,  and  keep  my  pence 
From  fpoiling  Indian  innocence. 

Yef  philofophic  love  of  eafe 
I  fufTcr  not  to  prove  difeafe, 
JBut  rife  up  in  the  virtuous  caufe 
Of  a  free  prefs,  and  equal  laws. 
'I'hc  prefs  reftrain'd  !  nefandous  thought  I 
In  vain  our  fires  have  nobly  fought  : 
While  free  from  force  the  prefi>  remains. 
Virtue  and  freedom  cheer  our  plains, 
And  learning  largeffesbeftows. 
Arid  keeps  uncenfur'd  open  houfe. 
■\V'e  to  the  nation's  public  mart 
Our  work?  of  v.it,  and  fchemes  of  art, 
And  philofophic  goods  this  way, 
Like  water-carriage,  cheap  convey. 
'I'his  tree,  which  knowledge  fo  affords, 
Inquifitors  with  flaming  fwords 
From  lay  approach  with  zeal  defend. 
Left  their  owr  paradife  fbould  end. 
The  prefs  from  her  fecundnus  womb 
IBrouj^Ht  forth  the  arts  (if  Greece  and  Rome  > 
Her  I  ffspring,  fkill'd  in  logic  war, 
Tru'h's  banner  wav'd  in  open  air; 
The  monfter  fuperflition  fled, 
And  hid  in  (hades  its  Gorgon  head  ; 
And  lawlefs  pow'r,  the  long-kept  field. 
By  reafcn  quell'd,  was  forc'd  to  yield. 
This  nurfe  of  arts,  and  freedom's  fenc^ 
To  chain,  is  treafoi)  againll  knk  ^ 


1  And,  liberty,  thy  thoufand  tODgtie* 
None  Clence,  who  defign  no  wrongs} 
For  thofe,  who  ufc  the  gag's  reftraint, 
Firft  rob,  before  they  flop  complaint. 
Since  difappointment  gauls  within. 
And  fubjugates  the  foul  to  fpleen, 
Moft  fchemes,  as  money-fnares,  I  hate, 
And  bite  not  at  projcdlor's  bait. 
Sufficient  wrecks  appear  each  day. 
And  yet  frelh  fools  are  caft  away. 
Ere  well  the  bubbled  can  turn  round, 
Their  painted  vefTel  runs  aground; 
Or  in  deep  feas  it'overfets 
By  a  fierce  hurricane  of  debts  ; 
Or  helm  diretftors  in  one  trip, 
Freight  firft  embezzled,  fink  the  fbip. 
Such  was  of  late  a  corporation  *, 
The  brazen  ferpent  of  the  nation, 
Which,  when  hard  accidents  diflrefs'd. 
The  poor  muft  kok  at  to  be  blefl, 
And  thence  esped,  with  paper  feal'd 
By  fraud  and  us'ry,  to  be  heal'd. 
I  in  no  foul-confumption  wait 
Whole  years  at  levees  of  the  great, 
And  hungry  hopes  regale  the  while 
On  the  fpare  diet  of  a  fmile. 
There  you  may  fee  the  idol  {land 
With  mirror  in  his  wanton  hand  ; 
Above,  below,  now  here,  now  thcrci 
He  throws  about  the  funny  glare. 
Crowds  pant,  and  prefs  to  feize  the  prize^ 
The  gay  delufion  of  their  eyes. 

When  fancy  tries  her  limning  feill 
To  draw  and  colour  at  her  will. 
And  raife  and  round  the  figure  well. 
And  fhovv  her  talent  to  excel, 
I  guard  my  heart,  left  it  fhould  woo 
Unreal  beauties  fancy  drew. 
And  difappointed,  feel  dcfpair 
At  lofs  of  things,  that  never  were. 
When  I  lean  politicians  mark    . 
Grazing  on  ether  in  the  park; 
Whoe'er  on  wing  with  open  throats 
Fly  at  debates,  expreffes,  votes, 
Juft  in  the  manner  fwallows  ufe. 
Catching  their  airy  food  of  news  ; 
Whofe  latrant  ftomachs  oft  moled 
The  deep-laid  plans  their  dreams  fuggeft  ; 
Or  fee  fome  poet  penfive  fit, 
Fondly  mifiaking  fpleen  for  v/it : 
Who,  though  fhort-winded,  fiill  will  aim 
To  found  the  epic  trump  of  fame  ; 
Who  ft  ill  on  Phoebus'  fmiles  will  doat. 
Nor  learn  convidlion  from  his  coat ; 


*  TLe  Char'itable  Corporation,  injlitutedfor  the  rt' 
lief  of  the  iiiduflrious  poor^  by  ajjifing  them  withfrnalt 

fums  up'  n  fledges  at  legal  inter ejl.  by  the  villany  of 
thofe  7vho  had  the  management  of  this  fcLeme,  the  pro- 
prietors luere  defrauded  of  very  confiderable  fums  of 
money.  In  I  732,  the  conduiJ  of  the  direitors  of  this 
body,  became  thefubjcSl  of  a  parliamentary  inquiry^  and 

fome  of  them  ivho  iiere  members  of  the  Houfe  of  Com- 
mons,  ivere  expelled  for  their  fencern  in  this  ini^uitout 
iranfa^ion. 
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I  Islefs  my  ftars,  I  never  knew 

Whimfies,  which  clofe  purfu'd,  undo, 

And  have  from  old  experience  been 

Both  parent  and  the  child  of  fpleen. 

Thefe  fubjedls  of  Apollo's  ftate, 

Who  from  falfe  fire  derive  their  fate, 

With  airy  purchafes  undone 

Of  lands,  which  none  lend  money  on, 

Born  dull,  had  foUow'd  thriving  ways. 

Nor  loft  one  hour  to  g;ather  bays. 

Their  fancies  firft  delirious  grew, 

And  fcenes  ideal  took  for  true. 

Fine  to  the  fight  Parnaffus  lies, 

And  with  falfe  profpedls  cheats  their  eyes; 

The  fabled  gods  the  poets  fing, 

A  fcafon  of  perpetual  fpring, 

Br'  ok?,  flow'ry  fields,  and  groves  of  trees, 

Affording  fweef  aid  fimiiie'', 

Gay  dreams  i-ifpir'd  in  myrtle  bow'rs. 

And  wrejths  of  undecaying  flow'rs, 

Apollo's  harp  with  airs  divine, 

Tht  facred  mufic  of  the  nine. 

Views  of  the  teniple  rais'd  to  fame, 

And  for  a  vacant  niche  proud  aim, 

Ravifh  their  fouls,  and  plainly  fhcw 

What  fancy's  (ketching  power  can  do. 

They  will  attempt  the  mountain  fteep, 

Where  on  the  top,  like  dreams  in  fleep. 

The  mufe's  revelations  fhow, 

That  find  men  crack'd,  or  make  them  fo. 

You,  friend,  like  me,  the  trade  of  rhyms 
Avoid,  elab'rate  wafte  of  time. 
Nor  are  content  to  be  und'  ne, 
To  pafs  for  Phoebus'  crazy  fon. 
Poems,  the  hop-grounds  of  the  brain,      < 
Afford  the  moft;  uncertain  gain  ; 
And  lott'ries  never  tempt  the  wife 
With  blanks  fo  many  to  a  prize. 
1  only  tranfient  vifits  pay, 
Meeting  the  mufes  in  my  way. 
Scarce  known  to  the  faftidious  dames, 
Nor  flcill'd  to  call  them  by  their  names. 
Nor  can  their  paffports  in  thefe  days, 
Your  profit  warrant,  or  your  praife. 
On  poems  by  their  didtates  writ 
Critics,  as  fworn  appiailers,  fit. 
And  mere  upholft'rers  in  a  trice 
On  gems  and  paintings  fct  a  pi  ice. 
Thefe  tail'ring  artifts  for  our  lays 
Invent  cramp'd  rules,  and  with  firait  ftays 
iftriving  free  nature's  fhape  to  hit. 
Emaciate  fenfe,  before  they  fit. 

A  common  place,  and  many  friends. 
Can  ferve  the  plagiary's  ends, 
Whofe  eafy  vamping  talent  lies, 
Firfl  wit  to  pilfer,  then  difguife. 
Thus  fonie  devoid  of  art  and  (kill 
To  fearch  the  mine  on  Pindus'  hill. 
Proud  to  afpire  and  workmen  grow. 
By  genius  doom'd  to  Hay  beiow, 
For  their  ovi^n  digging  Ihow  the  town 
Wit's  treafure  brought  by  others  down. 
Some  wanting,  if  they  find  a  mine, 
An  artift's  judgment  to  refine. 
On  fame  precipitately  fix'd, 
Ttis  ore  with  bsfer  metals  mix'4 


Melt  down,  impatient  of  delay, 
And  call  the  vicious  mafs  a  play. 
All  thel'e  engage  to  ferve  their  ends, 
A  band  feleCi  of  trufty  friends. 
Who,  lefibn'd  right,  extol  the  thing, 
As  Pfapho  *  taught  his  birds  to  fing ; 
Then  to  the  ladies  they  fubmit. 
Returning  office.s  on  wit : 
A  crowded  houfe  their  prefcnce  draws^ 
And  on  the  beaux  impofes  laws,         , 
A  judgment  in  its  favour  ends. 
When  all  the  pannel  are  its  friends : 
Their  natures  merciful  and  mild 
Have  from  mere  pity  fav'd  the  child; 
(n  bulrufh  iirk  the  bantling  found 
Helplefs,  and  ready  to  be  drown'd, 
They  have  prcferv'd  by  kind  fupport, 
And  brought  the  baby-mufe  to  court. 
Bur  there's  a  youthf  chat  you  can  name, 
Who  needs  no  leading-firings  to  fame, 
Whofe  quick  maturity  of  brain 
The  birth  of  Pallas  may  explain  ; 
Dreaming  of  whofe  depending  fate, 
1  heard  Melpomene  debate. 
This,  this  is  he,  that  was  foretold 
Should  emulate  our  Greeks  of  old. 
Infpir'd  by  me  with  facred  art. 
He  fings,  and  rules  the  varied  heart; 

If  Jove's  drtad  anger  he  rehearfe, 
We  hear  the  thunder  in  his  verfe  ; 
If  he  defcribes  love  turn'd  to  rage. 
The  furies  riot  in  his  page. 

If  he  fair  liberty  and  law 

By  ruffian  pow'r  expiring  draw. 

The  keener  pafiSons  then  engage 

Aright,  and  fanflify  their  rage  ; 

If  he  attempt  difailrous  love, 

We  hear  thofe  plaints  that  wound  the  grove. 

Within  the  kinder  paffinns  glow. 

And  tears  diftill'd  from  pity  fiow. 
From  the  bright  vifion  I  dcfcend, 

And  my  deferted  theme  attend. 
Me  never  did  ambition  fcize, 

Strange  fever  moft  inflam'd  by  eafc  I. 

The  adfivc  lunacy  of  pride, 

That  courts  jilt  fortune  for  a  bride, 

This  par  dife-tree,  fo  fair  and  high,. 

I  vi^vv  with  no  alpiring  eye: 

Like  afpen  ftiake  the  refliefs  leaves, 

And  Sodom-iruit  our  pains  deceive?. 

Whence  frequent  falls  give  no  fiirprife, 

B;it  fits  of  fpleen,  cali'd  growing  wife. 

Greatncis  in  glitt'ring  forms  difplay'd 

AfiVifls  weak  eyes  mu;.h  us'd  to  fliade, 

And  by  its  falfely-eiivy'd  fccne     i 

Gives  fclfdebafmg  fit>  of  fpleen. 

*  Pfabho  tvas  a  Libyan,  ivli)  d.Jir'ing  to  h:  accounUi 
a  god.  eff'cHed  it  by  this  means  :  lie  toot  yci:ng  h'.rds  and 
ta::gbt  them  to  fing.  Pfapho  is  a  great  god.  When  they 
luere  perfSi  in  their  hffon.,  be  ht  tkm  fiy  ;  and  other 
birds  learning  the  fame  diity^  repeated  it  in  the  -woods; 
en  iL'hich  his  countrymen  offered facrifice  to  bim,  andconn. 
fdered  hi  .  as  a  deity . 

f  Mr.  GU-ver,  the  exr.cllent  author  of  Leoitidr.s, 
^oadicea,  Aledea,  l^c. 
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■^'c  fhould  be  p!eas'd  that  things  are  fo, 
AVho  do  lor  nothing  fee  the  fh.'W, 
And,  middle  fizM,  can  pafs  between 
Life'    hubbub  fafe,  becnufe  unfeen, 
And  'midft  the  jrlare  of  greatnefs  trace 
A  wat'ry  fun  (hine  in  the  face, 
And  pkafiires  fled  to,  to  redrefs 
The  lad  fatigue  of  idlenefs 

Contentment,  parent  of  delight^ 
So  niuch  a  (Iranger  to  dui  fight, 
Say,  g^ddefs,  in  what  happy  place 
Mortals  behold  thy  bJooming  face; 
"I  hy  gracious  aufpiccs  iinpai't 
And  tor  thy  temple  choofe  my  heart. 
Thc-y,  whom  thou  deigneft  to  infpirej 
Thy  fcience  learn,  to  bound  defire  ; 
By  happy  alchymy  of  mind 
They  turn  to  pleafure  all  they  find  ; 
They  both  difdain  in  outward  mien 
I'ht  grave  and  folemn  garb  of  fpleen, 
And  meretricious  arts  of  drefs, 
To  feign  a  joy,  and  hide  diftrefs : 
Uiimov'd  when  the  rude  tempell  blows, 
V  ithout  an  opiate  they  repofe ; 
And  cover'd  by  your  fiiield,  defy 
The  whizzing  {halts,  that  round  them  fly; 
Kor  meddling >ith  the  god's  affairs, 
Concern  themfelves  with  diftant  cares; 
But  place  their  blifs  in  mental  reft. 
And  feall  upon  the  good  pnffels'd. 

Forc'd  by  foft  violence  of  ptay'r, 
The  bJithfome  goddcf'-  foiths  ray  care, 
1  feel  the  deity  infpire, 
And  thus  file  models  my  defire. 
Two  hundred  p'lunds  half-yearly  paid, 
Annuity  fecurely  made, 
A  farm  fome  twenty  miles  from  town, 
Small,  tight,  lalubri.-us,  and  my  own  ; 
Two  maids,  tliat  never  faw  the  town, 
A  <erving-iuan,  not  quite  a  clown, 
A  bivy  to  heip  to  trcjd  the  mow. 
And  drive,  while  t'other  holds  the  plough; 
A  chief  of  tea»per  torm'd  to  pleafe. 
Fit  to  convcrfc,  and  keep  the  keys; 
And  better  to  preferve  the  peace, 
ConmiifTicn'd  by  the  name  of  niece; 
With  underltanding.'  of  a  fize 
To  think  their  mailer  very  wife. 
M  ly  Heav'ti  ^it's  all  I  wilh  for)  fend 
One  genial  ronm  to  treat  a  friend. 
Where  decent  cup- board,  little  plate, 
Difplay  benevolence,  not  ftate. 
And  may  .'ny  hu^sble  dwelling  (land 
Upon  fonie  choltn  fpot  of  land  : 
A  pon<l  before  fuJl  to  the  brim. 
Where  cov.s  mav  cool,  and  geefo  may  fwim  : 
Behind,  a  grrel)  iike  velvet  neat, 
Soft  to  liie  eye,  and  to  the  feet ; 
Wneie  od'r'  us  plants  in  evening  fair 
Breathe  ail  ar>  und  amhrofial  air; 
From  Eurus,  foe  to  kitchen  ground, 
Feiic  d  by  a  Hope  with  bufiie-  crown'd. 
Fit  dwelling  for  the  frather'd  throng. 
Who  pay  their  quit-rents  with  a  fong; 
W.rji  op  -niig  v.ew>  (>f  hill  and  d^le, 
Which  feiife  and  fancy  too  regale, 


Where  the  half-cirque,  which  vifion  bounds, 

Like  amphitheatre  furrounds; 

And  woods  impervious  to  the  breeze, 

Thick  phalanx  of  embodied  trees. 

From  hills  thiough  plains  in  dulk  array 

Extendeil  far,  repel  the  day. 

Here  (lillnefs,  height,  and  folemn  fhade 

Invite,  and  contempla'ion  aid  : 

Here  nymphs  from  hollow  oaks,  relate 

The  dark  decrees  and  will  of  fate. 

And  dreams  beneath  the  fpreading  beech 

Infpire,  and  docile  fancy  teach, 

While  foft  as  breezy  breath  of  wind, 

Impulfes  ruftle  through  the  mind, 

Here  Dryads,  fcorning  Phoebus'  ray. 

While  Pan  melodious  pipes  away. 

In  meafur'd  motions  friik  about, 

'  fill  old  Silenus  puts  them  out. 

There  fee  the  clover,  pea,  and  bean. 

Vie  in  variety  of  green  ; 

Frefli  paftures  fpeckied  o'er  with  Iheep, 

Brown  fields  their  fallow  Sabbaths  keep. 

Plump  Ceres  golden  trefies  wear. 

And  poppy  top-knots  deck  her  hair. 

And  filver  Itrcams  through  meadows  flray. 

Naiads  on  the  margin  play. 

And  lefier  nymphs  on  fide  of  hills 

From  play-thmg  urns  pour  down  the  rillso 

Thus  ftielter'd,  free  from  care  and  ftiife. 
May  I  enjoy  a  calm  through  life  ; 
See  fadion,  fafc  in  low  degree. 
As  men  at  land  fee  ftorms  at  fee. 
And  laugh  at  miferable  elves 
Not  kind,  fo  much  as  to  themfclves, 
Curs'd  with  fuch  fouls  of  bafe  alloy. 
As  can  poffefs,  but  not  enjjy; 
Debarr'd  the  pieafure  to  impart 
By  av'rice,  Iph inkier  of  the  heart, 
Who  wealth,  hard  earn'd  by  guilty  cares, 
Bf  queath  untouch'd  to  thanklefs  heirs. 
May  I,  with  look  ungloom  d  by  guile. 
And  wearing  virtue's  liv'ry  fmiie. 
Prone  the  diflreffcd  to  relieve, 
And  little  trefpafles  forgive, 
With  income  not  in  fortune's  pow'r. 
And  fkill  to  make  a  bufy  hour, 
With  trips  to  town  life  to  amufe. 
To  purchafe  books  and  hear  the  news. 
To  fee  oU  fi lends,  brulh  off  the  clown. 
And  quicken  talle  at  coming  <iown. 
Unhurt  by  ficknefa'  blading  rage, 
And  llowly  nicilowing  in  age, 
When  tate  exrcn.is  its  gathering  gripe^ 
Fall  off  like  fruit   grown  fully  ripe. 
Quit  a  worn  bemg  without  pain, 
Perhaps  to  bloffom  foon  again. 

But  now  mure  ferious  fee  me  grow. 
And  what  1  think,  my  Memmius,  know- 

Ih'eiithufiaft'shope.  and  raptures  wildj 
Have  never  yet  my  reafon  foil'd. 
His  fpringy  foul  dilates  hke  air, 
When  free  from  wieight  of  ambiei;it  care^j 
And.  hufii'd  in  meditation  deep, 
Slides  into  dreams,  as  when  afleep  ; 
'Then,  fond  of  ne\y  difcovericp  growpj^ 
^^xoves  a  Qulunibus  of  her  o\yn, , 
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Bifdains  the  narrow  bounds  of  place, 

And  through  the  wilds  of  endlefs  fpace, 

Borne  up  on  metaphyfic  wings, 

Chafrs  light  forms  and  ftiadowy  things, 

And  in  the  yague  excurfion  caught, 

Biings  home  fome  rare  exotic  thought. 

The  melancholy  man  fuch  dreams, 

As  brighteft  evidence,  efteems  ; 

Fain  would  he  fee  fome  diftant  fcene 

Suggefted  by  hi'^  refllefs  fpleen, 

And  fancy's  telefcope  fupplies 

With  tindtur'd  glafs  to  cheat  his  eyes. 

Such  thoughts,  as  love  the  gloom  of  night, 

I  clofe  examine  by  the  light ; 

For  who,  though  bribd  by  gain  to  lie, 
Pare  fun  beam  written  truths  deny. 
And  execute  plain  common  fenfe 
On  lai'h's  mere  herefay  evidence  ? 
That  fuperftition  mayn't  create, 
And  clubs  its  ills  with  thofe  of  fate, 
I  many  a  notion  take  to  taflc, 
Made  dreadful  by  its  vifor  mafic. 
Thus  fcrupie,  fpafm  of  the  mind. 
Is  cur'd,  and  certainty  1  find, 
Since  optic  reafon  fb'  ws  me  plain, 
J  dreaded  fpedlres  of  the  brain, 
And  legendary  fears  are  gone. 
Though  in  tenacious  childhood  fown. 
Thus  in  opinions  1  commence 
Freeholder  in  the  proper  fenfe, 
And  neither  fuit  nor  fervice  do, 
Nor  homage  to  pretenders  fhuw, 
Who  boaft  themfelves  by  fpurious  roll 
JLords  of  the  manor  of  the  foul  ; 
Preferring  fenfe,  from  chin  that's  bare. 
To  nonfenfe  thrcn'd  in  whifkcr'd  hair. 
To  thee.  Creator  uncreate, 

0  Entium  Ens:   divinely  great  '  — 
Hold,  mufe,  nor  melting  pinions  try, 
Nor  near  the  blazing  glory  fly.. 
Nor  {training  break  thy  feeble  bow, 
Unfeathcr'd  arrows  far  to  throw  : 
Through  fields  unknown  nor  madly  ftray, 
Where  no  ideas  mark  the  way. 

With  tender  eyes  and  colours  faint, 

And  trembling  hands  forbear  to  paint, 

Who  features  veil'd  by  light  can  hit  ? 

Where  can,  what  has  no  outline  fit  ? 

My  foul,  the  vain  attempt  forego, 

Thyfelf,  the  fitter  fubjeit,  know- 

He  wifely  Ibims  the  bold  extreme, 

Who  foon  lays  by  th'  unequal  theme. 

Nor  runs,  with  wildom's  fyrens  caught, 

On  quickfands  fwall'wing  Ibepwreck'd  thought; 

B'.'t,  confcious  of  his  diflance   gives 

Mute  praife,  and  humble  negatives. 

In  one,  no  objeift  of  our  fight, 

Immutable  and  infinite. 

Who  can't  be  cruel  or  unjuft. 

Calm  and  refign'd.  I  fix  my  trufl; ; 

To  him  my  paft  and  prcfcnt  flats 

1  owe,  and  muft  my  future  fate. 
A  itranger  into  life  I'm  come, 
Dyinp  may  be  our  going  home, 
Tra:  iported  liere  by  angry  fate, 
The  convids  of  a  prior  Aatfl, 


Hence  I  no  anxious  thoughts  bedow 

On  matters  I  can  never  know ; 

Through  life'*  foul  way,  like  vagrant  pafa'd. 

He'll  grant  afettlement  at  laft, 

And  with  fweet  eafe  the  wearied  crown, 

By  leave  to  lay  his  being  down. 

If  d'lom'd  to  dance  th'  eternal  round 

Of  life  no  fooner  loft  but  found, 

And  diffolutipn  foon  to  come. 

Like  fpunge,  wipes  out  life's  prefent  fum, 

But  can't  our  ftate  of  pow'r  bereave 

An  cndlef^  feries  to  receive  ; 

Then,  if  hard  dealt  with  here  by  fate. 

We  balance  in  another  ftate, 

And  confcii  ufnefs  muft  go  along. 

And  fign  th'  acquittance  frr  the  wrong. 

He  for  his  creatures  muft  decree 

More  hsppinefs  than  mifery. 

Or  be  fuppofed  to  create. 

Curious  to  try,  what  'tis  to  hate; 

And  do  an  adl,  which  rage  infers, 

'Caufe  lamenefs  halts,  or  blindnefs  errs. 

Thus,  thus  I  fteer  my  bark,  and  fail 
On  even  keel  with  gentle  gale  ; 
At  helm  I  make  my  reafon  fit. 
My  crew  of  jiafTions  all  fubmit. 
If  dark  and  bluft'ring  pmve  fo'ne  nights, 
Phil  lophy  puts  forth  her  lights; 
Kxperie;ice  holds  the  cautious  glafs, 
To  fbun  the  breaker?,  as  I  pafs. 
And  frequent  throws  the  wary  lead, 
To  fee  what  dangers  may  be  hid  ; 
Aud  once  in  feven  years  I'm  feen 
At  Bath  or  Tunbridge  to  careen 
Thoi;gh  pleas'd  to  fee  the  dolphins  play, 
I  mmd  my  compafs  and  my  vvay, 
With  ftore  fufficient  for  relief, 
And  wifely  ftiil  prepar'U  to  reef. 
Nor  wanting  the  diljjerfive  bowl 
Of  cloudy  weather  in'the  ioul, 
I  make  (may  Heav'n  propitiou»  fend 
Such  wind  and  weather  to  the  cndj 
Neither  becalm'd,  nor  overbiown. 
Life's  voyage  to  the  world  unknown. 

AN  EPIGRAM, 

On  the  Reverend  Mr.  Laivrence  Lchard' s  ani  Bljhop 

Gilbert  Burnet's   Hijlories. 

Gil's  hiftory  appears  to  me 
Political  anatomy, 
A  cafe  of  (keletons  well  done. 
And  malefacfhors  every  one. 
His  fharp  and  ftrong  incifion  pen 
Hiftorically  cuts  up  men, 
And  does  with  lucid  fkill  impart 
Their  inward  ails  of  head  and  heart. 
Laurence  proceeds  another  vvay. 
And  %vell-drcf-'d  figures  doth  difjilay  ; 
His  chara<51:ers  are  ail  in  flefti. 
Their  hands  are  fair,  their  faces  frefh  ; 
And  from  hi«  fweet'f.ing  art  derive 
A  better  fcent  than  when  alive. 
He  wax-work  made  to  pleafe  the  fons, 
Whofe  fathers  wtre  Gil's  (keleton's. 
3  B  lij 
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THE  SPARROW  AND  DIAMOND. 

A  SONG. 

I  tATELr  faw,  what  now  I  fing, 

Fair  Lucia's  hand  difplay'd; 
This  finger  grac'd  a  diamond  ring, 

On  that  a  fparrow  play'd. 

The  feather'd  plaything  (he  carefs'd, 

She  ftro.ik'd  its  head  and  wings ; 
And  while  it  neftled  on  her  breaft, 

She  lifp'd  the  deareft  things. 

With  chizzled  bill  a  fparkill-fet 

He  loofen'd  from  the  reft, 
And  fvvallow'd  down  to  grind  his  meat. 

The  eafier  to  digeft. 

She  felz'd  his  bill  with  wild  affright. 

Her  diamond  to  defcry  : 
'Twas  gone  !  flie  ficken'd  at  the  fight, 

Moaning  her  bird  would  die. 

The  tongue-ty"d  knocker  none  might  ufe. 

The  curtains  none  undraw, 
The  footmen  went  without  their  flioes, 

The  ftreet  was  laid  with  ftraw. 

The  doiSor  us'd  his  oily  art 

Of  ftrong  emetic  kind, 
Th'  apothecary  play'd  his  part, 

And  engineer'd  behind. 

When  phyfic  ceas'd  to  fpend  its  ftore, 

To  bring  away  the  ftoncj 
Dicky,  like  people  given  o'er, 

Picks  up,  when  let  ^lone. 

His  eyes  difpcll'd  their  fickly  dews, 

He  peck'd  behind  his  wing; 
Lucia,  recovering  at  the  news, 

Relapfes  for  the  ring. 

Meanwhile  within  Iier  beauteous  breaft 

Two  dliT.renr  pifFi.'ns  drove  ; 
When  r.v'ncc  "ended  the  conteft, 

And  triumph'd  over  love. 

Poor  little,  pretty,  fluttering  thing, 

Thy  pains  the  lex  difplay, 
Who,  only  ,to  repaif  a  ring,    , 

"Could  tike  th/life  away. 

Drive  av'rice  from  your  breafls,  ye  fair, 

Moiilicr  of  foukU  mien  : 
Ye  would  not  let  it  harbuur  there, 

Could  but  its  form  be  fecn. 

It  marlc  a  virgin  put  on  guile. 

Truth's  image  break  her  wcrd,    ' 
A  Lucia's  face  forbtar  to  fmiie, 

A  Venus  kill  her  bird. 

JOVE  AND  SEMELE. 

Occajioned  by  a  L.td-i r  Jaylng,  That  none  of  the  ancient 
foetical Jlories  reJleBfd  fo  much  on  the  trinity  uf  -wo- 
men, as  that  of  Pbailan  does  on  the  ambition  of  men. 

JovE  for  amufement  quitted  oft  his  flcies, 
To  vifit  earth,  contracted  to  our  fize  j 


And  lov'd  (however  things  In  heav'n  might  go) 
Excfedingly  a  game  of  romps  below. 
Mifs  Scmele  he  pick'd  up,  as  he  went, 
And  thought  he  pleas'd  her  to  her  heart's  con- 
tent. 
But  minds  afpiring  ne'er  can  be  at  eafe ; 
Once  known  a  god,  as  man  he  ceas'd  to  pleafe. 
In  tenderefl  time,  which  women  know,  'tis  faid, 
Thus  fhe  befpake  the  loving  god  in  bed. 

Thou,  who  gav'ft  Dsedalus  hi->  mazy  art, 
.A.nd  knowcft  all  thina:s  but  a  woman's  heart. 
Hear  my  requeft  for  fomething  yet  untry'd. 
And  fucar  by  Styx,  I  (hall  not  be  deny'd. 

Fond  Jove,  like  men,  the  better  to  fucceed, 
Took  any  oath  ;  then  bade  the  girl  proceed. 
In  human  guife,  great  Jove,  leave  off  to  rove. 
Deceiving  womankind,  and  pilf 'ring  love  : 
What  are  thofe  joys,  which  as  a  man  you  give, 
To  what  a  god  of  thunder  can  atchieve  ? 
Such  weight  of  love   and  might  of  limbs  employ. 
As  give  immortal  madams  heav'nly  joy. 

Jove  came  array'd,  as  bound  by  cruel  fate. 
And  Seniele  enjoy'd  the  god  in  fhate  : 
When  flaming  fplendours  round  his  beamy  head 
Divinely  (honCj  and  flruck  the  mortal  dead. 

Faint  from  the  courfe  though  we  a  while  retreat, 
To  cool  and  breathe  before  another  heat ; 
The  gods  can't  know,  frefh  with  eternal  prime, 
Love's  {tinted  paufe,  nor  want  recruits  from  time; 
Bui  muft  with  unabating  ardours  kifs, 
And  bear  down  nature  with  excefs  of  blifs. 

Learn  hence,  each  fair  one,  whom  like  beau ; 
ties  grace, 
Poffefs'd  of  lawlcfs  empire  by  your  face, 
Not  to  do  what  you  lift,  becaufe  you  may, 
Let  cool  uifcretion  waim  dtfires  allay; 
And  itching  curiofuy  believe, 
K  lurking  taint  dcriv'd  from  mother  Eve. 
Spare  then  the  men,  ye  fair,  and  frankly  owl), 
Your  fex,  like  ours,  has  had  its  Phaeton. 

THE  SEEKER. 

When  I  firft  came  to  London,  I  rambled  about 
From  fermon  to  fermon,  took  a  flice  and  went 

out. 
Then  on  me,  in  divinity  batchelor,  tryM 
Many  p.^iefts  to  obtrude  a  Leviticalbride; 
And  ur^iiug  their  various  opinions,  intended 
To  make  me  wed  fy (terns,  which  they  recom- 
mended. 
Said  a  Icch'rrus  old  fri'r,  fkulking  near  Lin- 
coln's-I'.m,  fin; 

(Whofe  trade's  t'^  abfolve,  but  whofe  paftime's  to 
Who,  fpider-like  feizes  weak  Proteftant  flies. 
Which  hung  in  his  fophiftry  cobweb  he  fpies); 
Ah,  pity  your  foul '  for  without  our  church  pale. 
If  you  happen  to  die,  to  be  damn'd  y<j»  can't  fail; 
The  Bible,  you  boaft  is  a  wild  revelation  ; 
Hear  a  church  that  can't  err,  if  you  hope  for  fal- 
vation. 
Said  a  formal  non-con  (whofe  rich  ftock  of  grace 
Lies  forward  expos'd  in  fhop  window  efface). 
Ah  pity  your  foul :   come,  be  of  our  febl; 
For  then  you  are  fafe,  and  may  plead  you're  elefli 
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As  It  ftands  in  the  Aifls,  we  can  prove  ourfelvcs 

faints,  [againft. 

Being  Chrift's   little   flock   every    where   fpoke 

Said  a  jolly  church  parfon  ('.ievoted  to  eafe. 
While  penal  law  dragons  guard  his  golden  fleece), 
If  you  pity  your  foul,  I  pray  liftcn  to  neither; 
The  firft:  is  in,  ewor,  the  lafl  a  deceiver  : 
That  ours'  is  the  true  church,  the  fenfe  of  our 

tribe  is. 
And  furely  in  medio  tutijjlmus  His.  [band 

Said  a  yea  and  a  nay  friend,  with  a  ftiff  hat  and 
(Who,  while  he  talk*d  gravely,  would  hold  forth 

his  hand), 
Dominion  and  wealth  are  the  aim  of  all  three. 
Though  about  ways  and  means  they  may  all  dif- 

agree ; 
Then  pr'ythtc  be  wife,  go  the  Quaker's  by-way, 
>Tis  plain,  without  turnpikes,  lb  nothing  to  pay. 

ON  BARCLAY'S  APOfOGY  FOR  THE 
QUAKERS  ^-. 

These  fheets  primeval  doftrines yield, 
Where  reveUtion  is  reveal'd  ; 
Soul-phlegm  from  literal  feeding  bred, 
Syftems  lethargic  to  the  head 
They  purge,  and  yield  a  diet  thin. 
That  turns  lo  gofpel-chyle  within. 
Truth  fubliniate  may  here  be  feen, 
Extraded  from  the  parts  terrene. 
In  thefe  is  fhown,  how  men  obtain 
What  cf  Prometheus  poets  feign  : 
To  Scripture  plainnefs  drefs  is  brought, 
And  fpeech,  apparel  to  the  thought. 
They  hifs,  from  inftiniS,  at  red  coats, 
And  war,  whofe  work  is  cutting  throats. 
Forbid,  and  prefs  the  law  of  love  ; 
Breathing  the  fpirit  of  the  dove. 
Lucrative  docTcrines  they  deleft, 
Asinan-ufa6lur'd  by  the  prieft ; 
And  throv/  down  turnpikes,  where  we  pay 
For  ftuff,  which  never  mends  the  way  ; 
And  tythes,  a  Jewilh  tax,  reduce, 
And  frank  the  gofpel  for  our  ufe. 
They  fable  ftanding  armies  break  ; 
But  the  militia  uftful  make  : 
Since  all  unhir'd  may  preach  and  pray, 
Taught  by  thele  rides  as  well  as  they  ; 
Ruleswhich,  when  truths  themfclves reveal, 
JBid  us  to  follow  what  we  feel. 
The  world  can't  hear  the  fmali  ftill  voice, 
Such  is  its  buftle  and  its  noife  ; 


*  This  celebrated  look  ivas  -written  hy  its  author, 
hath  in  Latin  and  Englijh,  and  iras  aftcrivards  tranf- 
laicd  into  High  Dutch,  Loiv  Dutch,  French,  and  Spa- 
nijh,  and  probably  into  ether  languages.  It  has  always 
been  ejleemed  a  very  ingenious  defence  of  the  principles  of 
^jjaquerijm ,  even  hy  thofe  "ivhodeny  the  dolirines  -which 
it  endea-vours  to  ejlablijb-  The  author  -ivas  born  at  E'din- 
hurglj,  in  1 64.8,  and  received  part  of  his  education  at 
the  Scots  Co:legc  in  Paris,  -where  his  uncle  -zvat  princi- 
pal His  father  became  one  of  tic  earlieli  converts  to  the 
neiu  fcB  ;  and,  from  his  example^  the  fan  feenis  to  have 
been  induced  to  tread  in  his  fieps.  He  died  on  the  ^d  of 
Oitol/er^  ib'jQi  in  .*,?c  ;^2d year  of  his  age. 


Reafon  the  proclamation  reads, 
But  mt  one  riot  paflion  heeds. 

Wealth,  honour,  power,  the  graces  are, 

Which  here  below  our  homage  Iharc  : 
They,  if  one  votary  they  find 

To  miftrefs  more  divine  inclin'd. 

In  truth's  purfuit,  to  caufe  delay. 

Throw  golden  apples  in  his  way. 

Place  me,  O  Heav'n  !  in  fome  retreat; 

There  111  the  ferious  death-watch  beat, 

There  let  me  felf  in  filence  (hun. 

To  feel  thy  will,  which  fhould  be  done. 
Then  comes  the  Spirit  to  our  hut, 

When  faft  the  fcnfes'  doors  are  fliut ; 

For  fo  divine  and  pure  a  gueft 

The  emptied  rooms  are  fiirnifli'd  beft. 
O  contemplation  !  air  ferene  ! 

From  damps  of  fenfe,  and  fogs  of  fv)leen  ! 

Pure  mount  of  thought !  thrice  holy  ground. 

Where  grace,  when  waired  for,  is  found. 
Here  'tis  the  foul  feels  fudden  youth, 

And  meets,  exulting,  virgin  truth; 

Here,  like  a  breeze  of  gentlefh  kind, 

Impulfes  ruftle  through  the  mind  ; 

Here  Ihines  that  light  with  glowing  face, 

The  fufe  divine,  that  kindles  grace  ; 

Which,  if  we  trim  our  Jamps,  willlaft, 

Till  darknefs  be  by  dying  paft. 

And  then  goes  out  at  end  of  night, 

Estinguifh'd  by  fuperior  light. 

Ah  me  !  the  heats  and  colds  of  life, 

Pleafure's  and  pain's  eternal  ilrife. 

Breed  flormy  paflions,  which  confin'd. 

Shake,  like  th'  ^olian  cave,  the  mind. 

And  ralfe  defpair  ;  my  lamp  can  laft, 

Plac'd  where  they  drive  the  furious  blaft. 
Falfe  eloquence  !  big  empty  found  ! 

Like  fiiowers  that  rufh  upon  the  ground  I 

Little  beneath  the  furface  goes, 
All  ftreams  along,  and  muddy  flows. 

This  finks,  and  fwells  the  buried  grain, 
And  frudlifies  like  fouthern  rain. 

His  art,  well  hid  in  mild  difcourfe, 
Exerts  pcrfuaQon's  winning  force, 
And  nervates  fo  the  good  defign, 
That  King  Agrippa's  cafe  is  mine. 

Well-natur'd,  happy  (bade,  forgive 
Like  you  I  think,  but  cannot  live. 
Thy  fckeme  requires  the  world's  contempt, 
That  from  dependence  life  exempt; 
And  conftitution  fram'd  fo  flrong, 
This  world's  worft  climate  cannot  wrong* 
Not  fuch  my  lot,  not  fortune's  brat, 
I  live  by  pulhng  ofi"  the  hat ; 
CompeU'd  by  ftatiun  every  hour 
To  bow  to  images  of  power ; 
And  in  life's  bufy  fcenes  immers'd, 
See  better  things,  and  do  the  worft. 

Eloquent  want,  vi-hofe  reafons  fway. 
And  make  ten  thoufand  truths  give  way, 
While  I  your  fcheme  with  pleafure  trace, 
Draws  near,  and  ftares  me  in  the  face. 
Cor.fider  well  your  ftate.  Ihe  cries. 
Like  others  kneel,  that  you  may  rife; 
Held  dndlrines,  by  no  fcruples  vcx'd, 
To  which  preferment  is  annex'd  ; 
3  B  ii) 
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Nor  madly  prove,  wfiere  all  depends, 

Idi.latry  upon  your  fricT.ds. 

See,  how  you  like  my  rueful  fscc. 

Such  you  rpufl  wear,  it  out  of  place. 

Crack'di.-  your  brain  to  turn  reclufe, 

Without  one  farthing  out  at  ufe. 

They,  who  have  ands,  and  faie  bank  flock, 

With  faith  u  foui'ided  on  a  rock, 

May  give  a  rich  invention  eafe, 

And  conftrue  Scripture  how  they  pleafe. 

!  he  honour  d  prophet    that  of  eld 
Us'd  Heavn"s  high  coanfels  to  tinfold. 
Did,  more  than  courier  angels,  greet 
The  crows,  that  brouj^ht  him  bread  and  meat. 

THE  GROTTO  *. 

JViitfrn  under  the  Name  of  Peter  Drake,  a  Tifier- 
man  cf  Brentford. 

Printed  in  iheTear  173  2,  ^«'  not  publifhed. 

"  Scilicir  hie  poflis  curve  di-^nofcere  redlum, 
•'  Atque  inter  iiivas  Acadcmi  qujerere  verum." 

HoR. 
Our  wits  Apollo's  influence  beg:. 
The  (5rotto  makes  them  all  with  egg  : 
'       Finding  this  chaik-flone  in  my  nefl, 
I  drain,  and  lay  among  the  reft. 

Adieu  a  while,  forfaken  flood, 
To  ramble  in  the  Delian  wood, 
And  pray  the  god  my  well-meant  fong 
May  not  my  fubje^'s  merit  wrong. 

Say,  father  rhames,  whofe  gentle  pace 
Gives  leave  to  view  what  beauties  grace 
Your  flnw'ry  banks,  if  you  have  feen 
'J'he  much-fui'g  grotto  of  the.  queen. 
Contcmi'lative,  forget  a  while 
Oxonian  towers,  and  Witidlor's  pile. 
And  Wolfey's  f  pride  (his  greateft  guilt) 
And  what  great  William  fince  has  built ; 
And  flowing  faft  by  Richmond  Icenes, 
\  ,  H>nour'd  retreat  of  two  j^reat  queens) 
From  II  Sion-Houle,  whofc  proud  lurvey 
Biowhc-ats  your  flood,  look  crofs  the  way. 
And  view,  from  highefl  iwell  of  tide. 
The  milder  fcenes  of  Surry-fide. 

Though  yet  no  palace  grace  the  fiiore, 
To  lod.;e  that  pair  you  ftiouid  adore  ; 
Nor  abbies,  great  in  ruin,  life. 
Royal  equivalents  for  vice;  ^ 

Brhold  a  grott,  in  Delph.c  grove. 
The  graces'  a:jd  the  nuifi.s'  love. 
(O,  niight  our  laureat  ftudy  here. 
How  would  he  hail  his  new-born  year)  ! 


*  A  huildina  in  Richnwnd -Gardens,  ereiird  by  C^tteen 
Caroline,  and  committed  to  the  ciifody  of  uiephcn  uuck. 
jit  the  time  iha  poem  luas  luritlen,  many  other  mcrjes 
cpjiearcd  sn  thr  fame  fuljeii 

•j-  Hnmptji  '.ouri  bc-^un  hy  Cardinal  H'''olj'ey,  and 
impr'j-j  d  by  Kini;  IV'tlijm  III. 

I  ^hieen  Ai.ne,  cnnfrt  of  King  Richard  II.  and 
£^uein  Ei'zabdh,  b'^tb  d'-ed  at  Puhmond. 

II  Sion-ll''.ifr  is  noiv  a  feat  belonging  to  tb;  Du  ;  of 
I\ortl  umber  land. 
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A  temple  (ron»  vain  glories  ffec, 
Whife  goddefs  is  philofophy, 
Whofe  fides  iuch  licens'd  idols  crown 
As  fupcrilition  would  pull  down  ; 
The  only  pilgrimage  I  know, 
That  men  of  fenft-  would  thoofe  to  go  : 
Which  (weet  abode,  her  wifeft  choice, 
Urania  cheers  with  heavenly  voice. 
While  all  rhe  virtues  gather  round. 
To  fee  h';'-  confec.-ate  the  ground. 
If  fhou   the  gnd  with  winged  feet. 
In  council  talk  of  this  retreat. 
And  jealous  gods  refentment  fliow 
At  alrars  raia'd  to  men  below  ; 
Tell  thofe  proud  lords  of  heaven,  'tis  fit 
Thei"-  houfe  oui  heroes  fliould  admit ; 
While  each  cxifls,  as  poets  fing, 
A  laz)   lewd  immortal  thing, 
1  hey  mufT  (or  grow  in  difrepute) 
With  earth's  firtf  commoners  recruit. 

Needlcfs  it  is  in  terms  unfkill'd 
To  p'aife  whatever  Boyle  *  fhall  build; 
Needless  it  is  the  bulls  to  name 
Of  men.  monopolifts  of  fame  ; 
Four  chiefs  adorn  the  modeft  ftone  f, 
For  virtue  as  fir  learning  known  ; 
The  thinking  fculpture  helps  to  raife 
Deep  thoughts,  the  genii  of  the  place : 
To  the  mind's  ear,  and  inward  fight, 
Their  filence  fpeaks.and  fliade  gives  light  ? 
While  infedls  irom  the  threfhnld  preach, 
And  minds  difpos'd  to  mufing  teach  : 
Proud  of  Itrong  limbs  and  painted  hues, 
They  perifh  by  the  ftighteft  bruife ; 
Or  tnaladies,  begun  j^»ithin, 
Dt'Rrey  more  flow  life's  frail  machine: 
Fr.  ni  maggot-youth  th.-ough  change  of  ftate, 
rhey  feel  like  us  the  turns  of  fate ; 
Some  born  to  creep  have  liv'd  to  fly. 
And  change  earth-cells  for  dwellings  high; 
And  fome  that  did  their  fix  wings  keep. 
Before  they  dy'd  been  forc'd  to  creep, 
They  p  ilitic;  like  ours  prcfefs, 
'1  he  greater  prey  upon  the  iefs  : 
Some  ftrain  on  foot  huge  loads  to  bring; 
■>onie  toil  inctilant  on  the  wing; 
And  in  their  different  ways  explore 
Wile  ienfe  of  want  by  future  flore  ; 
Nor  from  their  vigorous  fchtmes  defift 
'  fill  death,  and  then  are  never  mifs'd. 
Some  fr(,lic,  toil,  marry,  increafe. 
Are  fick  .'nd  well,  have  war  and  peace, 
And,  brol.':  with  age,  in  half  a  day 
Yield  to  fucccffors,  and  away, 

Let  not  profane  this  facred  place, 
Hypocrify  with  Janus'  face  ; 

*  R: chard  Boyle,  Earl  of  Burlington,  a  nobleman 
rem  a  r  table  for  his  fine  tajle  in  atchitet.inre.  "  Never 
"  xvas  froteSlion  und great  ivea'th  mor^  gcnerotJly  and 
"  judicwufy  diffl  ^ed  than  by  this  ^leat  fierfon,  ivho  had 
"  ei>er\  (,v.jHty  rf  a  genius  and  artif,  except  en-vy." 
Hedieu  December  ^..  IT ^t,. 

•)■  '1  he  author  jho- id  hci-vc  fidfv.  ,  tijere  being  the 
b.f  of  Ne-wton,  Loch,  IVollaJion,  ClariCyand Boyle, 
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Or  pomp,  mixt  (late  of  prule  and  care ! 
Court  kindnefs,  falfehood's  po'.ifli'd  ware; 
Scandal  difguis'd  in  friendfliip's  veil, 
That  tells,  unafk'd,  th'  injurious  tale ; 
Or  art  politic,  which  allows 
The  Jefuit-remedy  for  vows  ■. 
Or  pried,  perfuming  crowned  head, 
'Till  in  a  fwoon  truth  lies  for  dead ; 
Or  tawdry  critic,  who  perceives 
No  grace,  which  plain  proportion  gives, 
And  more  than  lineaments  divine 
Admires  the  gilding  of  the  flirine; 
Or  that  felf-hduntiijg  fpedlre  fpleen. 
In  thickeft  fog  the  clearefl  feen  ; 
Or  prophecy,  which  dreams  a  lie. 
That  f  ols  believe  and  knaves  apply; 
Or  frolic  mirth,  profanely  loud, 
And  happy  only  in  a  crowd  ; 
Or  melancholy's  penfive  gloom, 
Proxy  in  contemplation's  room. 

O  Delia !  when  I  touch  this  firing, 
To  thee  my  mufe  diredlsher  wing. 
Unfpotted  fair  I  with  downcaft  1  'ok 
Mind  not  fi.  much  the  murm'ring  l^rook  ; 
Nor  fixt  in  thought,  with  footfteps  flow 
Through  cyprefs  alleys  cherlfli  woe  : 
I  fee  the  foul  in  penfive  fit, 
Aud  moping  like  fick  linnet  fit. 
With  dewy  eye,  and  moulting  wing, 
Unperch'd,  averfe  to  fly  or  fing; 
1  fee  the  favourite  curls  begin 
(Difus'd  to  toilet  difcipline) 
To  quit  their  poft,  lofe  their  fmart  air. 
And  grow  again  like  common  hair  ; 
Ari^d  tears,  which  frequent  kerchiefs  dry, 
Ratfe  a  red  circle  round  the  eye  ; 
And  by  this  bur  about  the  moon, 
ConjecSiure  more  ill  weather  foon. 
Love  not  fo  much  the  doleful  knell : 
And  new6  the  boding  night-birds  tell; 
Nor  watch  the  wainfcot's  hollow  blow; 
And  hens  portentous  when  they  crow  ; 
Nor  fleeplels  mind  the  death-watch  beat; 
In  taper  find  no  winding-fheet  : 
Nor  in  burnt  coal  a  coffin  fee, 
Though  thrown- at  others,  meant  for  thee  : 
Or  when  the  corrufcation  gleams, 
Find  out  not  firft  the  bloody  flreams; 
Nor  in  imprefl  remembrance  keep 
Grim  tap'ftry  figures  wrought  in  fleep  ; 
Nor  rife  to  fee  in  antique  hall 
The  moon-light  monfters  on  the  wall, 
And  fhadowy  fpedres  darkly  pafs 
Trailing  their  fables  o'er  the  grafs.      > 
Let  vice  and  guilt  a<ft  how  they  pleafe 
In  fouls  their  conquer'd  provinces  ; 
By  Heaven's  jull  charter  it  appears. 
Virtue's  excnipt  from  qunrtering  fears. 
Shall  then  arm'd  fancies  fiercely  drefl. 
Live  at  difcretion  in  your  breail  ? 
Be  wife,  and  panic  fright  difdain. 
As  r.otions   meteors  of  the  brain  ; 
And  fights  per  form'd,  illufive  fcene  ! 
By  niagic  lanthorn  of  the  fpleen. 
Con^'i  here,  from  baleful  cares  releab'd, 
"With  vircue's  tiicket,  to  it  fcaft, 


Where  decent  m'rth  and  wifdom  joln'd 
In  fbewardlhip,  regale  the  mind. 
Calls  back  the  Cupids  to  your  eyes, 
I  fee  the  godlings  with  furprife. 
Not  knowing  home  in  fuch  a  plight, 
Fly  to  and  fro,  afraid  to  light.— - 

Far  from  my  theme,  from  method  far, 
Convey'd  in  Venus'  flying  car, 
I  go  compell'd  by  feather'd  fteeds. 
That  fcorn  the  rein  when  Delia  leads. 

No  daub  of  elegiac  flrain 
Thefe  holy  wart  fhall  everflain; 
As  fpiders  Irifh  wainlcor  flee, 
Falfehood  with  them  fhall  difagree : 
This  floor  let  not  the  vulgar  tread. 
Who  worfliip  only  what  they  dread  : 
Nor  bigots  who  but  one  way  fee 
i'hrough  blinkers  of  authority; 
Nor  they  who  its  four  faints  defame 
By  making  virtue  but  a  name  ; 
Nor  abftraft  wit  (painful  regale 
To  hunt  the  pig  with  flippery  tail)  I 
Artifts,  who  richly  chafe  their  thought. 
Gaudy  without,  but  hollow  wrought; 
And  beat  too  thin,  and  tool'd  too  much 
To  bear  the  proof  and  flandard  touch  ; 
N  -r  fops  to  guard  this  fylvan  ark 
With  necklace  belhin  treble  bark: 
Nor  cynic-  growl  and  fiercely  paw, 
I  he  maftiffs  of  the  moral  law. 
Come,  nymph,  with  rural  honours  dreft, 
Virtue's  exterior  form  confeff, 
With  charms  untarnifh'd,  innocence 
Difplay,  and  Eden  fhall  commence; 
When  thus  you  c  me  in  fober  fit. 
And  v.ifdom  ispreferr'd  to  wit; 
And  looks  diviner  graces  tell. 
Which  don't  with  giggling  mufcles  dwell; 
And  beauty  like  the  ray-clipt  fun, 
With  biilder  eye  we  look  upf.n  ; 
Learning  fliall  vvith  obfequious  mien 
Tell  all  the  wonders  fhe  has  feen; 
Reafon  her  logic  armoir  quit, 
And  proof  to  mild  perfuafion  fit; 
Religion  with  free  thought  difpenfe. 
And  ceafe  crufading  ugainfl  fenfe  ; 
Philijfophy  and  fhe  embrace, 
And  their  firll  league  again  take  place; 
And  morals  pure,  in  duty  bound, 
Nyniph-like  the  fillers  chief  furround ; 
Nature  fhall  fmile,  anu  round  this  cell 
The  turf  to  your  light  prelTure  fwell. 
And  knowing  beauty  by  her  fhoe. 
Well  air  its  carpet  from  the  dew. 
1  he  oak,  while  you  his  umbrage  deck, 
Lets  fall  his  acorns  in  your  neck; 
Zephyr  his  civil  kiffes  gives, 
And  plays  with  curls  inflead  of  leaves  : 
Bird.-,  feeing  you,  believe  it  fpring, 
And  during  tlieir  vacation  fing  , 
And  flow'rs  lean  forward  from  their  feats 
To  traffic  in  exchange  of  fweets  , 
And  angels  bearing  wreaths  defcendj 
Pieferr  d  as  vergers  to  attend 
This  fane,  whofe  deity  eiitreats 
The  fair  to  grace  its  upper  feats-  ^| 
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O  kindly  view  our  letter'd  ftnfe, 
And  guard  us  through  polefmic  life; 
From  poifon  vehicled  in  praife, 
For  fatire's  (hcts  but  fli-jrhtly  graze  ; 
We  claim  yo,ur  zeal,  and  find  within, 
Philofophy  and  ycu  are  kin. 

What  .'vi-rtue  is.  we  judge  by  you  ; 
For  aclions  right  arc  heauteoiis  too  ; 
By  tracing  the  fole  female  mind. 
We  heil  what  is  true  nature  find  : 
Your  vapours  bred  from  fumes  declare, 
H'lw  ueams  create  tcnrpeftuous  air, 
'Tillguihing  tears  and  hafty  rain 
Malce  heaven-and  you  ferene  again  : 
Our  travels  through  the  rtarry  fkies 
Were  firft  fuggefied  by  your  eyes; 
We,  by  the  interpofing  fan, 
Learn  how  ecliples  firll;  began  ; 
Tlievail  ellipfe  from  Scarbro's  home, 
Djfcribesliow  blazing  comets  roam  : 


The  glowing  colours  of  the  cheek 
Their  oiigin  from  Phoebusfpeak  ; 
Our  watch  how  Luna  ftrays  above 
Feels  like  the  care  of  jealous  Jove  ; 
And  all  things  we  in  fcience  know 
From  your  known  love  for  riddles  flow. 

Father  !  fnrgive,  thus  far  I  ftray, 
Drawn  by  attradlion  from  my  vi'ay. 
Mark  next  with  awe,  the  foundrefs  well 
Who  on  tliefe  banks  delights  to  dwell; 
You  on  the  terrace  fee  her  plain, 
Move  like  Diana  with  her  train. 
If  you  then  fairly  fpeak  your  mind, 
In  wedlock  fince  with  Ifis  join'd, 
You'll  own,  you  never  yet  did  fee. 
At  Icafl  in  fuch  a  high  degree, 
Greatnefs  deligiited  toundrefs; 
Science  a  fcepter'd  hand  carefs  ; 
A  queen  the  friends  of  freedom  priac; 
A  woman  wife  men  canonize. 


t  H  fi 

POETICAL   WORKS 


O  F 


JOHN  GILBERT  COOPER,  ESQ^ 

Containing 


EPISTLES  TO  THE  GREAT, 
POWER   OF    HARMONY, 
TXSION  OF  SHAKSFEAKE, 


VER-VERT, 

father's  advice  TO  HIS  SON, 

SONGS, 


yc.  isfc.  ifc. 


To  which  is  prefixed, 

•    THE    LIFE    OF    THE    AUTHOR, 


I  fpend  alternately  my  hours, 
Twixt  Epicurus'  myrtle  bowers, 
And  Academus'  palmy  grove ; 
Happy  frrm  Seine's  meand'ring  (hores. 
Where  poli(h'd  pleafures  ever  rove, 
Thtjlrjl  to  bring  the  Thefpian  maids, 
To  play  to  fcience  and  to  love 
On  Cyprian  pipes  in  Britifh  {hades. 

THE  RETREAT  OF  ARISTlPPUS,   EP.  1. 


EDINBURGH: 

Printed  by  mvndell  and  son,  royal  bank  close. 

Anno  IT ^^ 


■r.<l-1^' 


THE  LIFE  OF  COOPER. 


John  Gilbert  Cooper,  "  the  EngliHi  Anacreon,"  was  the  fon  of Gilbert  Cooper,  Efq. 

ofThurgarton  Priory  in  Notiinghamfliire,  and  wasbornin  1723.  The  family  eftate  which  he  inherit- 
ed was  granted  at  the  diflbluti'm  of  the  religious  houfes  by  King  Henry  VIII.  to  William  Cooper, 
one  of  his  anceftors.     His  father  ferved  the  office  of  High  Sheriff  of  the  county,  in  1739. 

He  received  his  education  at  Weflminfter  School,  under  Dr.  Nicholls ;  and  had  fur  his  fchool- 
fellows  Lord  Albemarle,  Lord  Buckinghamfliire,  Majur  Johnfon,  Mr.  George  Afhby,  and  other 
eminent  and  ingenious  men. 

In  1743,  he  became  a  Fellow  Commoner  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  and  reCded  there  two 
or  three  years ;  but  quitted  the  Univerfity  on  his  marriage  with  Sufanna,  the  daughter  of  Williain 
Wright,  Efq.  fon  to  Lord  Keeper  Wright,  and  Recorder  of  Leiccfter,  1719-1763,  and  fettled  at  his 
family  feat 

In  174J,  he  publiflied,  without  his  name,  The  Poiver  of  Harmony,  a  poem  in  two  books,  410; 
and  in  1746  and  1747,  he  produced  fe-veral  effays  and  poems  under  the  fignature  of  PhilaUtbes,  m 
a  periodical  work,  called  "  The  Mufeum,"  publifhed  by  Dodfley.  On  his  cldeft  fon,  who  was  born 
July  25.  1749,  and  died  the  next  day,  he  wrote  a  Latin  Epitaph,  which  is  placed  in  the  chancel  of 
St.  Margaret^s  Church,  Leicefter,  and  of  which  a  burlefque  poetical  tranflation  is  printed  in  "  Gen- 
tleman's Magazine,"  Vol.  XLVIII.  p.  487. 

The  fame  year,  he  publifhed  the  work  by  which  he  is  chiefly  known,  intituled,  The  Life  of  So- 
crates, colleBed  from  the  Memorabilia  ef  Xenophon  and  the  Dialogues  cf  Plato,  and  illufirated  j arther  by 
Ariflotle,  Diodorus  Siculus,  Cicero,  Proclus,  Apuleius,  Maximi's  Tyrius,  Boethim,  Diogenes  Lueitiuj,  Aulut 
Gellius,  and  others,  8vo.  with  a  head  of  Socrates  and  emblematical  vignettes,  by  Boitard. 

In  this  work,  which  received  much  affiflance  from  his  friend,  the  Rev  John  Jackfon  of  Leicefter, 
who  communicated  feveral  learned  notes,  he  gave  evident  marks  of  fuperior  genius,  warm,  impe- 
tuous, and  impatient  of  reftraint.  In  the  text,  but  particularly  in  the  notes,  he  fometimes  difplayed 
the  inordinate  vanity  and  felf-fufficiency  of  a  young  author,  in  fpcaking  without  due  deference  of 
precedinon  writers ;  whom,  not  content  with  confuting,  he  treats  like  a  mercilefs  exulting  conquer- 
or, thoughtlefs  of  the  viciffitudes  of  war,  and  regardlefs  how  foon  it  might  be  iiis  furtune  to  fall 
under  the  lafli  of  critics  as  fevere  as  himfelf. 

Speaking  of  his  own  flyle,  he  fays,  "  It  is  fuch  in  every  place  as  the  fubje<9:  feems  to  require; 
concife,  though  circumftantial  •  in  the  hiftorica!  parts,  difTuled  and  declamatory  in  the  recapitulation, 
and  clofe  and  unaffeded  in  the  occafional  refledions." 

As  to  his  freedom  with  other  authors,  "  fome  exprefiions,"  fays  he,  "  may  appear  too  harfli.  and 
others  too  lufory ;  but  all  weapons  are  not  to  be  ufed  alike  ;  for,  as  the  ancient  warlike  Scythians 
found,  in  the  fervile  war,  that  whips  more  intimidated  the  army  of  flaves  that  marched  am^ngfl; 
them  than  the  fword,  which  had  fo  often  correded  the  pride  of  nations;  fo,  contumely  and  ridicule 
will  avail  againft  thofe  who  are  loft  to  good  manners,  candour,  and  good  fenfe.  when  the  nobler 
methods  of  humanity,  reafon,  and  learning,  would  prove  ineffedlual.  The  fentiments  of  others  who 
write  like  men,  are  examined  in  the  fame  fpirit ;  and,  where  the  author  is  obliged  to  oj  pofe  their 
opinions,  he  does  it  with  a  proper  refped  due  to  their  charadter,  always  diftinguifhing  between  the 
defigning  deceits  of  the  heart,  and  the  involuntary  errors  of  a  mifled  underftanding." 

"  He  entered  on  the  work,"  he  adds,  ■'  with  no  fmall  application,  fur  his  own  inftrudion  and 
ajijwfspient ;  and,  after  teicg  carefully  reviled,  it  is  now  communicated  with  the  honell  defign  of 
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making  others  partake  in  the  fame  fatisfaaion  this  inquiry  has  afforded  him.  If  this  defiraWe  end 
cannot  be  obtained,  he  thinks  it  is  paying  a  greater  refpe<a  to  mankind  to  confefs  that  the  failure 
proceeds  from  deficiency  of  abilities,  and  rot  from  the  want  of  laudable  endeavours.  Whatever 
failings  the  learned  >may  obferve,  the  author  has  reafon  to  expedt.  fince  all  he  advances  is  intended 
lor  the  promotion  of  good  manners,  morality,  and  true  religion,  that  they  would,  with  the  good- 
mture  becoming  foch,  candidly  impute  them  to  error,  infilling  ftrongly  on  the  merit  of  his  deCgn. 
however  little  he  may  have  in  the  execution  of  it." 

The  moft  formidable  antagonift  which  he  provoked  was  Warburton,  who  then  figured  high  in 
the  hrft  ranks  of  learning  ;  «  a  man  of  vigorous  faculties,  a  mind  fervid  and  vehement,  fupplied  by 
mceflant  and  unlimited  inquiry,  with  wonderful  extent  and  variety  of  knowledge,  which  had  not 
opprefied  his  imagination,  nor  clouded  his  perfpicacity." 

In  a  note  on  Pope's  «  Effay  on  Criticifm,"  h*  thus  takes  occafion  to  introduce  Cooper.  "  As 
(  '^^"^"ce,  when  joined  with  humUlty,  produces  ftupid  admiration,  on  which  account  it  is  fo  common- 
Jy  obferved  to  be  the  n,stber  of  demotion  and  blind  homage;  f.,  when  joined  with  -uanlty  (as  it  al- 
ways is  in  bad  critics),  it  gives  birth  to  every  iniquity  of  impudent  abufe  and  flander.  See  an  ex- 
ample (for  want  of  a  better)  in  a  late  worthlefs  and  now  forgotten  thing,  called  ^c  Life  of  So, 
crates:  where  the  head  of  the  author  (as  a  man  of  wit  obferved  on  reading  the  book)  has  juft  made 
a  Ihift  to  do  the  office  of  a  camera  obfcura,  and  reprefent  things  in  an  inverted  order,  h\mic\i  above, 
and  Sprat,  Rollin,  Voltaire,  and  every  other  author  of  reputation,  beloivr 

^  This  fevere  attack  produced  Curfory  Remarks  on  Mr.  Warburton^  new  edition  of  Mr.  PopeS  IVorh, 
tn  a  Letter  to  a  Friend,  T751 ;  in  which  he  appeals  to  the  impartial  reader,  «  whether  there  is  the 
leaft  refledion  through  the  whole  Life  of  Socrates,  or  the  notes  upon  Mr.  Ws  m»rah,  and  whether 
he  has  not  confined,  his  criticifm  to  Mr.  Ws  praaice  as  an  author,"  and  declares  the  epithet  be. 
flowed  upon  him  by  Mr.  W.  to  be  «  a  downright  flander." 

«  I  have  undergone,"  fays  he,  «  young  as  I  am,  too  many  difapp.iintments  in  life  to  wonder 
much  at  many  things  which  the  mob  of  mankind  call  extraordinary,  otherwife  I  might  be  furprifed 
that  almoft  a  total  retirement  from  the  world  would  not  fhelter  me  from  the  injuries  of  it,  efpe- 
cially  tGo  at  an  age  when  few  have  had  any  concerns  with  it.  I  thought  I  might  have  enjoyed  an 
unenvied  obfcurity  in  the  moft  undifturbed  peace  and  tranquillity,  and  that  calu^.ny  was  too  bufy 
about  tlv  names  cf  thofc  who  were  candidates  for  fame,  to  find  time  to  vifit  the  recefs  of  one 
whofe  contempt  of  every  advantage  of  hfe  but  what  conduced  to  qaiet,  fliould,  it  was  hoped,  pro^ 
tect  him  from  the  poifonous  breath  of  that  daughter  of  envy.  But  I  was  greatly  miftaken,  it  feems, 
in  my  humble  expe^ations ;  for  1  had  fcarcely  begun  to  feel  the  calm  comforts  which  the  abfence 
of  contention  yields  to  a  thinking  creature,  before  1  was  informed,  by  letters  from  fome  of  my 
friends  in  town,  that  Mr.  Warburton  had,  with  his  ufual  humanity  and  good-nature,  very  com, 
pendioufly  anfwered  the  Life  of  Socrates  in  the  tail  of  one  note,  by  the  free  ufe  of  thofe  appellations 
he  has  indifcriminatcly  thrown  out  upon  not  only  all  thofe  who  have  ever  had  any  controverfy 
with  him,  but  upon  all  others  too  whom  he  ever  fufpeded  to  have  the  raflinefs  to  contradidt  any 
cf  his  opinions.  Howfoever  this  would  have  alarmed  me  heretofore  as  an  author,  from  the  pen  of 
any  other  perfon,  it  had  no  cffcd  upon  me  from  the  writer  it  came  from ;  and  I  fat  down  con- 
temptuoufly  contented,  without  fo  much  as  being  folicitous  to  know  what  abufe  he  had  conferred 
upc  n  my  writings.  I  fay  abufe,  for  he  never  fpoke  of  an  opponent  without  it.  But  as  indifferent 
?s  I  was  about  my  charadtcr  as  a  writer,  I  can't  fay  I  was  quite  fo  eafy  when  I  was  afterwards  told 
that  he  had  attacked  it  as  a  man.  Upon  this,  I  wrote  to  him  that  I  thought  he  had  ufed  me  very 
ill,  and  fhould  take  proper  notice  of  him  for  it  in  public.  In  anfwer  to  which,  he  tells  a  friend  of 
mine  "  that  he  was  furprifed  I  fhould  think  myfelf  ill  ufed,  for  that  he  had  never  mentioned  my 
jiame  or  writings  in  public  or  in  converfation  but  with  honour,  till  I  had  wrote  a  book  wherein  I 
had  treated  him  through  the  whole  with  a  fcurrility  worfe  than  Billingfgaie,  and  that  he  had  novir 
taken  no  other  revenge  than  the  cafual  mention  of  the  Life  of  Socrates  (without  the  mention  of  my 
name)  with  a  flight  j..ke."  I  will  aflc  any  impartial  reader  if  there  is  the  leaft  refleaion  through 
the  whole  Life  of  Socrates.,  or  the  notes  upon  Mr.  W's  morals?  whether  I  have  not  confined  my 
Cfiticifm  to  his  pradife  as  an  author?  and  whether  every  thin^  therein  advanced  canngt  be  proved 
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over  and  over  again  by  citations  from  the  "  DiVIne  Legation"  and  his  other  tradls  ?  At  the  fame 
time,  I  deSre  one  part  of  the  difpute  betwixt  us  may  be  finilhed  by  an  anfwer  to  thcfe  queftlons : 
Is  not  calling  a  guiltlcfs  man  an  impudent  flanderer,  calumny,  and  quite  a  different  revenge  than 
a  flight  joke  ?  and  has  not  Mr.  W.  dune  that  in  the  note  in  queflion." 

According  to  this  account  of  the  quarrel,  it  appears  that  Cooper  was  the  aggreffor,  in  confe- 
qjience,  it  would  feem,  cf  Warburton's  attack  on  the  firft  Academics,  and  many  of  the  more  hu- 
mane Stoics,  ^.mong  the  ancients;  Lord  Shafttfbury,  Mr.  Geddes,  Hutchefon,  and  Akenfide,  among 
the  moderns,  of  whom  he  was  a  niofl  zealous  admirer  and  imitator. 

*'  (  have  great  reafon,"  fays  he,  "  to  believe,  from  his  treatment  of  otliers,  that,  confidering  the 
favourable  thout^h  undeferved  reception  the  Life  of  Socrates  met  with  from  the  public,  [  Ihould  not 
have  efcaped  his  good-natured  notice,  even  if  1  had  never  in  the  courfe  of  my  argument  called  his 
cipiaioDs  frofe/fadly  in  quellion  ;  for  how  could  a  living  advocate  for  benevolence,  and  the  dignity  of 
human  nature,  hope  to  efcape  the  rage  of  one  who  had  fo  far  declared  a  ^ixotic  war  with  both, 
as  impioufly  to  rufh  into  the  tombs  of  the  dead,  and  to  deliver  up  the  afhes  of  thofe  to  defamatioa 
who  had  been  moft  glorious  ornaments  cf  our  fpecies." 

In  1754,  he  publifhed  his  Letters  on  Tajle,  8vo,  an  elegant  little  volume,  on  which  no  fmall  (bare 
of  his  reputation  is  founded;  and  in  17 J5,  The  Tomb  of  Shaiffeare,  a  V'fion,  4to,  a  performance  ia 
which  there  is  more  of  wit  and  application  than  of  nature  or  genius. 

In  1756,  he  aflifted  Moore,  by  writing  fome  numbers  of  The  World ;  and  attempted  to  roufe  the 
indignation  of  his  countrymen  againft  the  Hcjfians^  at  that  time  brought  over  to  defend  the  natioUi 
in  an  iambic  ode,  intituled.  The  Genius  of  Great  Britain,  with  a  poetical  dedication  to  Mr.  Pitt. 

In  1758,  he  publiflied  Ebiflles  to  the  Great, from  Arifippus  in  Retirement,  4to  ;  and  The  Call  ff  Art. 
flippus,  Epiflle  IV.  to  Mark  Ahnfide,  M.  D.  4to,  written  in  imitation  of  fome  fafliionable  French  writers, 
Chapelle,  Chaulieu,  la  Fare,  Madame  Deflioulieres,  and  particularly  of  GrcfTct. 

The  fame  year,  he  publiflied  A  Father's  Advice  to  his  Son,  4to  ;  and  in  the  "  Annual  Regifter" 
for  that  year  is  his  tranflation  of  An  Epiflle  from  the  JGnr  of  Prvjfa  to  M..  Voltaire. 

In  1759,  he  publiflied  Ver-Vert,or  the  Nunnery  Parrot,  an  Heroic  Poem,  in  tixio  Cantcs,  infcribed  to  the. 
Ahbefs  of  D  *  *  * ,  tranflated  from  the  French  of  M.  Grejfet,  reprinted  in  the  firfl:  volume  of  Dilly's 
•'  Repofitory,"  1777,  and  in  1783. 

In  1763,  he  ferved  the  office  of  High  Sheriff  of  the  county  of  Nottingham,  was  in  the  Commif- 
fion  of  the  Peace,  and  about  this  time  a  confl.ant  attendant  and  a  frequent  fpeaker  at  the  fociety 
for  the  encouragement  of  Arts,  Manufadlures,  and  Commerce,  and  was  for  a  little  while  one  of  the 
chairmen  of  the  Committee  of  Polite  Arts.  It  was  an  objedl  of  ambition  with  him  to  be  chofen 
a  Vice-Prefident  of  that  mofl:  refpedlable  and  ufeful  fociety;  but  not  being  eledted,  his  diflatibfatilioa 
was  fo  great,  that  he  difcontinued  his  attendance. 

In  1764,  he  publiflied  an  ingenious  PrcjcB  for  raifng  an  Hofpital  for  Decayed  Authors,  8vo,  re» 
printed  in  the  fecond  volume  of  Dodfley's  "  Fugitive  Pieces." 

The  fame  year,  he  publiflied  Poems  on  Several  SuLje5Is,  by  the  Author  of  the  Life  of  Socrates,  121110, 
including  all  the  pieces  he  had  publiflied  feparately  except  Vcr-Vert,  with  a  prefatory  advertifement 
by  Dodfley  ;  in  which  his  declaration  to  him  that  "  he  was  very  little  folicitous  what  would  be  the 
fate  of  them,"  was  probably  the  refult  of  affe»Sation  or  difguft. 

"  The  following  poems  having  been  very  favourably  received  by  the  public  when  they  firft  ap- 
peared in  detached  pieces,  the  author  has  been  prevailed  upon  to  permit  me  to  collefl  them  into 
this  fmall  volume.  When  I  requefted  him  to  give  me  a  preface,  he  replied,  "  That  to  thofe  to 
\vrhom  fuch  trifles  afforded  pleafure,  a  formal  introduction  would  be  unneceiTary ;  that  he  wrote 
mofl;  of  them  when  he  was  very  young,  for  his  own  amufement,  and  publiflied  them  afterwards  for 
my  profit ;  and  qs  they  had  once  anfwered  both  thefe  ends,  he  was  very  little  folicitous  what  would 
be  the  fate  of  them  for  the  future." 

He  died  at  his  father's  houfc  in  May-Fair,  after  a  long  and  excruciating  illnefs,  arlfing  from  the 
ftone,  April  14.  1 769,  in  the  46th  year  of  his  age. 

Cooper  was  a  man  of  an  agreeable  appearance,  of  polite  addrefs,  and  accompliflied  manners.  -He 
jyas  ?n  aiSive  and  vfcful  magiftrate ;  ard  his  abilities  were  confiderable  enough  to  entitle  him  t« 
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the  diftiiidion  of  a  polite  and  ingenious,  though  not  a  firft  rate  writer.  He  belonged  to  a  particular 
fchool  of  literature,  that  of  his  namefake  Anthony  Aftiley  Cooper,  third  Earl  of  Shaltfbury,  as  is  appa- 
rent from  his  works  in  general,  and  is  acknowledged  in  fevcral  particular  paffages.  He  was  like- 
wife  devoted  to  other  writers  who  embraced  the  fentimental  philofophy,  and  efpecially  to  Hutche- 
fon  and  Akenfide. 

The  Life  o/SoctaUs,  his  firft  produtftion,  by  which  he  acquired  a  temporary  celebrity,  is  not  now 
held  in  much  £'.  imation.  His  Letters  on  Taf.e,  the  moft  popular  of  his  profc  works,  have  gone 
through  four  editions.  In  the  firft  edition,  he  carried  his  applaufe  of  Akenfide  to  a  ridiculous 
heii;ht  of  extravagance.  To  the  two  laft  editions  arc  added  nine  E£'jys  on  various  fubjeds.  Per- 
haps he  is  not  very  accurate  in  his  definition  of  TaJIe ;  and  the  juftnefs  of  his  criticifms  may  fomc- 
timcs.  be  difputed ;  but  the  work  is  an  agreeable  one  upon  the  whole,  and  will  be  read  with  plea- 
fure  by  the  lovers  of  polite  literature. 

On  the  firft  appearance  of  the  Letters  en  Tafe,  it  was  acutely  obferved  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  Literary 
Maeazlne"  1757,  "  that  Cooper's  genius  feemed  to  fhine  more  in  defcription  ihan  in  definition; 
that  he  had  more  of  imagery  than  of  fpeculation ;  that  his  imagination  was  the  ftrongeft  talent  of. 
his  mind  ;  and  that  if  he  had  not  attempted  to  offer  any  thing  new  on  the  fubjdd  of  Tajle.  he  was 
always  fo  entertaining,  fpirited,  and  fplendid,  in  his  didtion,  that  the  reader  who  is  not  inftruAcd 
by  him  cannot  fail  of  being  pleafed  and  diverttd." 

No  edition  of  his  Poems  on  Several  SubjiSii  has  been  called  for  Cnce  his  death;  but  moft  of  his 
pieces  pu'  lilhed  feparately  have  been  reprinted  in  the  Mifcellanies.  They  are  now,  witli  Ver-Vert 
and  the  Sang  to  Wir.ifreda^  received,  i<sx  the  firft  time,  into  a  colletftion  of  clafllcal.Engliih  poetry. 

As  a  poet,  the  compofitions  of  Cooper  are  charadlerifed  by  eafe,  elegance,  and  fpritclinefs.  He 
is  not  deftitute  of  enthufiafm  and  of  fancy ;  but  his  fancy  is  not  always  under  proper  regulation ; 
and  he  fomctimes  fails  in  the  precifion  of  his  ideas.  His  fentiments,  though  fcldom  new,  are  gene-  j 
rally  liberal  and  juft ;  his  didlion,  with  fome  exceptions,  proper  and  eafy ;  afid  his  verfification 
fweetly  modulated  and  harmonious.  His  chief  defedl  is  a  fuperabundancc  of  profopopeias,  which  is 
one  of  the  tricks  of  modern  poetry. 

His  Epijlles  to  bis  Friends  in  Town,  from  Ariflippus  in  Retirement,  are  the  moft  pleafing  of  his  poe- 
tical compofitions.  To  the  original  edition  is  prefixed  a  frontifpiece,  which  may  be  confidered  as 
the  argument  and  fcope  of  the  Efijlles.  Arijlippus,  that  tafteful  ancient,  who,  according  to  Horace, 
became  every  fituation,  and  adapted  himfelf  properly  to  ail  circumftances,  makes  the  principal  fi- 
gure in  the  piece.  He  is  feated  confpicuoufly,  crowned  with  rofes  by  the  groves  of  Epicurus  or 
Academus,  with  the  Loves  hovering  above  him,  and  appears  difmiffing  his  attendant  fatyr  among 
the  high-born  and  high-ftaticined  group  of  mortals  in  different  profeffions,  who  are  figuring  it 
much  beneath  him  in  attitudes  fufficiently  poignant  and  ludicrous.  The  Epijlles  exhibit  the  firft 
example  in  our  language  of  a  fuccefsful  imitation  of  Greffet,  and  other  French  writers,  in  the 
arbitrary  difpof-'ioii  of  the  rhyme,  and  the  eafy  lightnefs  and  variety  of  the  numbers.  In  the  firft 
«piftle,  intituled.  The  Retreat  of  Ariflippus,  he  expatiates  oB  the  exquiCte  tafte  and  mental  ele- 
gance in  which  he  lives  and  converfcs,  furrounded  with  wit  and  fcience,  the  pleafures,  graces,  &c. 
His  particular  purpofe  is  to  convince  the  namelefs  Peer,  to  whom  it  is  addreffed,  of  his  philofophical 
fuperiority  to  courts  and  courtiers,  and  even  the  ribboned  and  gartered  peerage ;  to  whom,  with 
their  levets,  at  the  eon^lufion,  he  contrafts  hio.fcif  and  his  own.  His  fecond  epiftle,  intituled,  lb: 
Temper  of  Ariflippus,  addreffed  to  a  lady,  hy  the  poetical  name  oi  Melijfa,  has  many  beauties. 
In  the  following  paffage,  in  which  he  dcfcribes  his  own  temper  of  mind,  the  principal  image  of 
J'bilomela,  and  thole  which  accompany  it,  are  agreeably  cxpreffcd,  and  in  numbers  very  pleaCngly 

modulated. 

When,  in  the  filent  midnight  grove, 
Sweet  Fbilomela  fweils  her  threat 
,  With  treniulou-  and  plaintive  note, 
Expreflive  of  difaft'rous  love, 
I  with  .he  penfi-ve  pleafures  dwell, 
J  And,  in  th(.ir  calm  kqu'  fter'd  cell, 

liifttn  with  raptuou' delight 

To  the  loft  fongfter  of  the  aigh;. 
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Here  Ech»,  in  her  moffy  cave, 

Sy^iphonious  to  the  love  lorn  fong, 

Warbles  the  vocal  rocks  amon^, 

Whilft  gently-trickling  warers'lave 

The  oak-fring'd  mountain's  hoary  brow, 

Whole  dreams,  united  in  the  vale,  ' 

O'er  pebbled  beds  loquacious  flow, 

Tun'd  to  the  fad  melodious  tale 

In  numbers  queruloufly  flow. 

His  third  epiftle,  intituled,  the  Apology  of  Aripppus,  is  addrefTed  to  a  friend,  to  whom  he  apolo-. 
gifes  for  his  writing  verfes,  when  the  fupercilious  cenfors  may  ohjetft  f  .ch  iii  employment  to  him  at 
the  decline  of  his  youth.     He  charafterifes  his  own  poetry  in  the  following  beautiful  lines. 

But  fliould  you  aflc  me  why  I  choofe 

Ot  all  the  laurel'd  fiikrhood 

Th'  inhabitants  of  Pindus   wood. 

The  leaft  confiderable  mufe. 

The  vi'letf  round  the  mountain's  feet, 

Whofe  humble  gems  unheeded  blow, 

Are  to  the  Ihepherd's  fmell  more  fwect 

I'han  I  ftv  cedars  on  its  brow. 

l^et  the  loud  Epic  found  th"  alarms 

Of  dreadful  war,  and  heroes  fprung 

From  fome  immortal  anceftry, 

Clad  in  impenetrable  arms 

By  Vulcan  forg'd,  my  lyre  is  ftrung 

With  loiter  chords,  my  mufe  more  free 

Wanders  through  Pindus"  humbler  ways 

In  amiable  fimplicity  : 

Unltudy'd  are  her  artlefs  lays  ; 

She  afks  no  laurel  for  her  brows; 

Carelefs  of  cenfure  or  of  praife, 

She  haunts  where  tender  myrtle  grows;  ' 

Fonder  of  happinefs  than  fame, 

To  the  proud  bay  prefers  the  rofe, 

-Nor  barters  pleafure  f -r  a  name. 

On  nature's  lapredin'd  at  eafe, 

1  liften  to  her  heav'niy  tongue, 

Frr m  her  derive  the  pow'r  to  pleafe, 

From  her  receive  th'  harmonious  time, 

And  what  the  goddf  fs  makes  my  fong 

in  unpremeditated  rh)  me 

Mellifluous  flows  whilft  young  Btfire, 

CuU'd  from  th'  Elyfian  bloom  of  fpring. 

Strews  flow'rs  immortal  round  my  lyre. 

And  fancy's  fportive  children  bring. 

From  bloffom'd  grove  and  lilied  mead, 

Frelh  fragrant  chaplets  for  my  head. 

The  m'.ft,  though  fofteft  of  the  nine, 

Euterpe^  mule  of  gaiety, 

Queen  of  heart-foft'ning  melody. 

Allure?  my  ear  with  notes  divine.  , 

In  my  retreat  Euterpe  plays. 

Where  fcience,  garlanded  with  flow'rs, 

Enraptur'd  liftens  to  her  lays 

Beneath  the  fliade  of  myrtle  bow'rs. 

His  fourth  eplfl;le,  intituled,  The  Call  of  Aripppus,  is  addrefled  to  Altenfidc,  in  a  ftrain  of  exalted 
panegyric ;  and  contains  fome  beautiful  pafl"ages  pregnant  with  the  genuine  fpirit  of  poetical  en- 
thuCafm.  In  defcribing  his  poetical  inauguration,  in  imitation  of  Horace,  the  lyric  mufe  warbles  with 
all  her  native  wildnefs  and  freedom.  The  doves  covered  Horace,  as  he  tells  us,  with  frefli  leaves, 
•when  he  was  a  child,  and  had  fported  himfelf  afletf  near  a  wood.  The  Call  of  Aripppus  is  not  fo 
fimple.  The  elves  and  fairies  danced  about  him  as  he  flumbcred  under  a  blooming  hawthorn ;  the 
nightingale  negledlcd  her  finging  to  make  him  a  flowery  couch  ;  the  rcd-breaft  rofe  at  day-break 
Vol.  X.  3  • 
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to  furnifli  him  with  a  pillow  of  wild  rofes;  while  the  bees,  without  difturbing  him,  filled  his  littla 
lips  with  May  hcney. 

In  thefe  Epiflles,  Cocper  is  continually  varying  his  numbers,  and  combining  them  in  the  manner 
that  is  moft  agreeaiile  to  the  ear.  But  this  airy  melody  is  only  calculated  for  light  fubjecSs,  and 
would  be  ridiculous  if  employed  to  exprefs  the  grave  or  the  fublime. 

The  Poiver  of  Hcrmony,  his  rext  principal  poetical  work,  is  evidently  compofed  in  imitation  of 
"  Akenfide's  Pleafures  of  Imagination,"  without  rifing  to  the  fame  degree  of  merit.  It  abounds 
*'ith  the  fentiments  of  Shafclbury,  not  very  perfpicuoufly  cxprefTed.  His  Vljiw  of  ^huifpearc  is  a 
performance  of  confiderable  excellence.  The  fcene  of  the  vifton  is  fuppofcd  on  the  banks  of  th« 
ji-von,  where  Shakfpeare  is  interred.  Fancy,  who  is  employed  in  decking  his  grave  with  flowers, 
while  fhe  laments  his  death,  raifes  up  the  imaginary  beings  introduced  by  Shakfpeare  in  his  dramas  ; 
as  Ariel,  Profpero,  Caliban,  the  fairies,  iviutes^  and  gi>o/ls  ;  after  which,  the  fun  banifhing  Morpheus 
and  his  dreams,  he  concludes  the  poem  with  an  addrefs  apparently  improper,  to  the  "  dear  en- 
I  chancrcfs  of  the  brain,"  to  give  wealth,  honour,  and  renown,  to  others,  but  to  give  him  content 
with  fuch  innocence  as  is  attainable  by  man,  and  to  teach  him  felf  knowledge.  It  is  written  in  al- 
ternate rhyme,  like  the  "  Elegy  in  a  Country  Church-yard,"  which  probably  excited  his  emulation, 
and  tinged  his  fancy  a  little,  though  the  particular  quality  of  the  fi.bjf.di  has  prevented  any  remark- 
able imitation  of  it.  The  introdu6tory  ftanzas,  among  many  others,  are  beautifully  dtfcriptive  ; 
the  exprifljon  is  apt  and  elegant,  and  the  verfification  throughout  flows  with  an  agreeable  lulling 
melody. 

The  admirers  of  fimplc  and  elegant  poetry  are  obliged  to  Cooper  for  bringing  them  acquainted 
with  the  Seng  to  Winifreda,  inferted  in  his  Letters  on  Tajie.  The  Father's  Advice  to  hii  Son  h  a  fine 
imitation  of  it,  and  is  perhaps  the  mod  popular  of  his  performances.  His  Genius  of  Great  Britain 
breathes  the  gcnHine  fpirit  of  liberty  and  poetry.     His  Songs  are  fprightly  and  elegant. 

His  vcrfion  of  the  Ver-  Vert  of  his  favourite  QrefTet  has  the  elegance,  delicate  raillery,  playfulnefsj 
and  grace,  of  the  original  in  a  high- degree.  This  poem  has  been  long  admired  amoiigft.  the  moft 
elegant  of  the  mock  heroics.  It  has  not  the  dignity  and  llrong  fatire  of  the  "  Lutrin,"  nor  the 
rich  invenrion  of  the  "  Rape  of  the  Lock,"  but  is  dillinguiflied  by  its  lightnefs,  gaiety,  and  eafe. 
(JrelTet  was  bred  a  Jefuit ;  but  his  wit  procured  his  difmiffion  from  the  fociety.  His  Ver-Vert  could 
cspedt  no  pardon  from  the  convent,  being  a  fatire  againft  nunneries.  The  ftory  of  the  poem  isi 
briefly  this  :  Ver-Vert  was  a  parrot  belonging  to  the  nuns  of  the  vifitation  at  Neveis,  and  a  great 
favourite  with  the  whole  fifterhood.  The  young  novices  treated  him  with  fugar  plumbs  and  bon- 
feons ,  the  mothers  taught  him  Ave  Marias  and  Pater  Nofters ;  from  which  he  profited  fo  well, 
that  his  fame  fpread  to  a  fifterhood  at  Nantes,  the  nuns  of  which  fent  an  earnell  requeft  that 
this  edifying  bird  might  be  permitted  to  pay  them  a  vifit.  He  is  accordingly  fent  to  them 
by  the  Loire;  but  during  the  voyage,  having  for  his  fellow  pafftngers  two  or  three  dragoons 
Hnd  other  company  of  that  (lamp,  he  unfortunately  forgets  all  the  pious  afpiiations  of  the 
convent,  and  learns  the  reprobate  language  of  his  I'.ew  cfmpanions;  in  which,  to  their  infi- 
nite furprife  and  difippointment,  he  accofts  the  nuns  of  Nantes,  who  are  ftruck  with  horror 
at  his  gracclefs  convtrfation,  fo  different  from  what  they  were  taught  to  exprd,  and  fend  him 
back  in  diigrace  to  Nevers,  vvhtre  the  change  in  his  manners  excites  equal  allonilhment.  Poor 
Ver-Vert  is  condemned  to  a  pcnetetitiary  cell  and  bread  and  water,  till  his  fault  is  fuppofed  to  be 
expiated ;  but,  on  the  day  appointed  for  his  rtlloration  to  favour,  the  joy  and  affeblion  of  the 
younger  nuns  lead  ihcm  to  feaft  him  fo  profuftly  with  fwectmeats  and  other  good  things,  that  he 
is  literally  killed  with  kiiidnefs. 

Such  i?  the  outline  of  the  tale,  to  which  Greffet  has  given  infinite  fpirit,  by  having  thrown  fo 
much  of  charadf  r  into  the  portrait  of  his  hero,  who  appears  in  the  firlt  part  a  novice,  innocent,  and 
demure,  and,  after  his  transl\jrmation,  a  hyeiy  rake,  and  petite  maitr?.  Perhaps  he  would  have  told 
his  ftory  m  )re  neatly,  had  he  concluded  it  with  the  arrival  of  his  hero  at  l>^aiites. 

Another  verfi;  n  of  Ver-Vert^  in  heroic  yotfe,  was  printed  in  17513,  4tO|  the  produdion  of  the 
learned  and  ingenious  Dr.  Gi.ddts,  who  knew  not  that  it  had  been  previoufly  tranflated  by 
cooper,  in  the  agreeable  aud  eafy  manner  of  th«  original.    The  features  of  the  poem  are  riilhfuUj 
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rendered  by  Dr.  Geddes;  but  the  vtri'f  is  not  (iniflieJ  with  lufficii-nt  care,  and  we  mifs  in  it  the 
charm  which  enjjagi-d  us  in  reading  Gieffet  and  Cooper. 

"  I  am  glad,"  lays  Gray,  ''  in  une  <.f  his  letters  to  Dr.  Wharton,  "  you  have  had  any  pleafure  in 
Greflet ,  he  leem?  to  me  a  truly  elegant  and  charming  writer.  The  "  Mechant  '  is  the  beft  co- 
medy I  ever  read;  his  '  tuv/ard"  ;  could  i'carce  get  through  .  it  'n  puerile,  thi.ugh  there  are  good 
lines.  H<  wever,  you  are  to  confider  this  i'  a  coUcdion  made  up  by  the  Dutch  boo  1; fellers ;  mauy 
thing*  ui'finiihed  or  written  in  his  youth,  or  defi,;ned  not  for  the  wo  Id,  but  to  make  his  friends 
lau^h,  as  the"  Lutrin  Vivant,"  &c  ;  bur  then  there  are  the  fer  F'ert,  the  "  Epiftle  to  P.  Bougeant, 
the  Chartreufe,"  that  to  his  fifter,  an  "  Ode  on  his  Country,"  another  on  "  Mediocrity,"  and  the 
"  Sjdnei,"  anoher  comedy,  all  which  have  great  beauties." 

In  eflimating  the  peculiar  merit  i;f  Cooper  as  an  imitator  of  Greffct,  &c  it  may  be  reafonably  doubt., 
ed  whether  it  be  eligible  to  imitate  the  French  in  an  arbitra  ry  difpoJition  ot  rhyme,  to  which  the 
unfitnefs  of  their  language  for  better  poetry  feems  to  have  reduced  them,  when  that  is  not  the  csfe 
in  ours.     Imitation  feems  fcarcely  to  merit  attention  for  its  own  fake,  but  for  the  contirijency  of 
fome  improvement  that  may  reiult  from  it.     And  if  thofe  modes  uf  rhyme  adapted  to  fpoi  tive  and 
familiar  fubjccfts,  and  long  eflabliflied  by  the  ufe  of  gt>od  writers  in  our  own  language,  fha.'l  be  at 
leaft  full  as  applicable  to  every  purpofe  for  which  this  freedom  of  rhyme  and  didion  is  dc&gned, 
the  introdudion  of  it  will  be  ufelefs  at  the  befl,  though  it  (bould  not  ftridly  fubjcct  the  introducer 
to  Quintilian's  imputation  of  the  fri-vola  in  par-vis  jaeiantite.     Buder,  Prior,  and  Green,  have  abun- 
dantly demonftrated  our  fiiort  meafures  of  eight  fyllables  in  fuigle,  and  of  nine  in  double  rhymes 
(befides  the  Englifli  Anacreontic  nf  Seven)  to  be  well  adapted  to  fubjeds  of  humour  and  plea- 
fantry,  and  to  be  capable  of  comprifing  much  wit,  and  many  beauties,  in  didion  cf  equal  eafe 
and  vivacity.     Indeed,  as  Cooper  has  infufed  an   equal  proportion  of  wir  and  of  original  concep- 
tions, in  equally  happy  exprelFion,  into  his  Epifilts,  &c.  it  may  ferve  in  fome  meafure  to  reconcile 
us  to  the  arbitrary  return  and  frequent  famenefs  of  many  of  hi.s  rhymes,  which  read  too  profaically 
and  rather  Uke  parenthefes.     But.  where  fuch  fpecies  of  novrlt-y  is  predicated,  as  the  principal  re- 
commendation of  a  work,  its  applaufe  will  probably  be  limited  to  tl:e  admirers  of  that  eafy  French 
poetry,  which  has  been  thought  by  fome  of  our  bed  critics  too  frothy  and  fpiritlefs. 
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EPISTLES  TO  HIS  FRIENDS  IN  TOWN, 

FROM  ARISriPPUS  IN  RETIREMENT. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  fpecies  of  poetry,  in  which  the  following  epiftles  are  written,  has  been  ufed  with  great  fuccefa 
among  the  French,  by  Chapelle,  Chaulieu,  La  Fare,  Greflet,  Madame  Deflioulieres,  and  others  • 
but  I  do  not  remember  to  have  feen  it  before  iu  the  Enghfti  language.  The  unconfined  return  of 
the  rhymes,  and  eafinefs  of  the  didlion,  feem  peculiarly  adapted  to  epiftolary  compofitions.  The 
author  profefiedly  imitates  the  general  rHanner  of  the  abovementioned  writers,  but  he  is  more  par- 
ticularly obliged  to  Greffet,  for  two  or  three  hints  in  his  performance,  which  he  has  acknowledged 
in  the  marginal  notes.  The  reader  will  not  forget,  that  thefe  four  epiftles  were  written  originally 
under  a  fit51:itious  charader. 


EPISTLE  L 

THE  RETREAT  OF  ARI3TIPP0S. 
To  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  ******»*. 

Je  vous  livre  mes  reveries 

Que  cjuelques  verites  hardies, 

Vicnnet  librement  melanger,  Gresset. 

oeiz'd  with  the  rage  of  being  great 
In  courts,  my  lord,  let  others  lead 
(Exchanging  happinefs  for  ftate). 
The  crowd  of  tinfel'd  flaves,  who  tread^ 
The  miry  minifterial  road 
To  modern  honour's  dark  abode. 
Where  dwell  th'  high  vulgar  of  the  town, 
Which  England's  common  courtefy. 
To  make  bad  fellowfhip  go  down, 
Politely  calls  good  company. 
Remi  te  from  politics  and  ftrife, 
From  the  dull  fons  of  bus'ncfs  free, 
Unfetter'd  by  domeftic  life, 
To  letter'd  eafe  a  votary, 
I  fpend  alternately  my  hours 
'Twixt  Epicurus'  myrtle  bow'rs 
And  Academus'  palmy  grove, 
Happy,  from  Seine's  meandring  fliores. 
Where  polifh'd  pleafures  ever  rove, 
The  firii  to  bring  the  Thefpian  maids. 
To  play  to  fcience  and  to  love 
On  Cyprian  pipes  in  Britilh  ftiades. 
No  levees  here  attend  his  grace, 
My  lording  ev'ry  morn  an  afsj 


Nor  office-clerks  with  bufy  face, 

To  make  fools  wonder  as  they  pafs, 

Whifper  dull  nothings  in  his  ear, 

'Bout  fome  rogue  borough-monger  there. 

The  well-bred  infipidity 

Of  town  affemblies  ne'er  Is  heard, 

And  candidates  for  prelacy. 

That  fable,  fupple,  bowing  herd, 

This  filent  tetritory  fly; 

For  bifhoprics  are  feldom  found 

In  realms  of  fcientific  ground. 

No  doctor's  medicinal  wig. 

No  titled  beggar's  fuppliant  knee. 

No  alderman  with  knighthood  big 

And  newly  purcha^^'d  pedigree, 

No  vultures  of  the  human  race 

From  Temple  or  from  Lincoln's-Inn, 

No  pfeudo-patriot  out  of  place. 

Nor  venal  fenator  that's  in, 

Difturb  this  amiable  retreat; 

Only  a  mufe,  a  love,  or  grace, 

In  this  calm  fenate  have  a  feat. 

Such  reprefentative«  are  free. 

No  mufe  has  lately  been  at  court, 

Nor  are  the  graces  better  for't ; 

Nor  have  the  love's  feptennially, 

A  borough-int'reft  to  fupport, 

Mortgag'd  their  healths  or  property. 

Led  by  unerring  nature's  voice, 
I  haunt  retirement's  filent  fliade, 
Contentment's  humble  lot  and  choicCj 
Where  on  the  mo  fly  fopha  laid, 
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I  fee,  through  contemplation's  eye, 
The  white-wing'd  cherub  innocence, 
Each  bleffing  of  her  native  fky 
To  fympathetic  hearts  difpenfe. 
Here,  nrdcbauch'd  by  fpuriou?  art, 
Great  nature  reigns  in  ev'ry  part, 
Both  when  refnlg'cnt  Titan's  beam 
In  high  meriditin  fplendour  gl^ws, 
And  when  pale  Cynthia's  maiden  gleam 
O'er  night  a  filver  mantle  throws. 
The  natives  of  the  neighb'ring  grove 
Their  nuptials  chaunt  on  vernal  fprays  ; 
"Untaught  by  Ovid  how  to  love, 
True  paffion  modulates  their  lays. 
From  no  Propertius'  polifh'd  ftrain. 
The  linnet  forms  her  temp' rate  note ; 
From  no  Tibullus  learns  to  plain 
The  widow'd  turtle's  faithful  throat. 
3iach  feafher'd  libertine  of  air, 
Gay  as  Catnlhis,  loves  and  fings  ; 
Free  as  the  Teian  lage  from  care, 
The  goldfinch  claps  his  gilded  wings, 
And  W(  OS  his  fmiale  to  repair 
To  (hadv  grivesanl  cryftal  fprlngs. 
Here  hlefs'd  with  freedom  and  content, 
Untaiig'-t  by  devious  thought  to  ftray 
Thr'  uirh  fancy'>  vifionary  way. 
Till  f^  iylvan  barns  of  fditiment 
■^Virol'"  the  diilates  of  the  heart 
Uuiriterrupted  as  they  flow, 
IJnm^afu. 'd  by  the  ru!e>  of  art, 
How  fbr.irgK  high  now  fw^etly  low. 

Such  fcenes  the  good  hu7e  ev^r  lov'd, 
Th;.  ^rrat  have  fought,  the  wife  approv'd. 
Here  k'giflit  {•>  plann'd  of    Id 
The  paniiefts  uf  immortal  laws; 
And  mighty  chi-^fs  and  heroes  bold, 
"Witiidrawn  frnm  popular  appl.iufe, 
F'tI  having  le't  their  countries  free 
Froit'  fiv.ige  am!  from  huTiiii  pefts, 
Gain'd  a  ninr'  g'oiiou-  vftory 
O'er  tht  6  T  e  .yra'  r-  of  their  breads. 
M  tlfi-  ks,  I  hear  fome  courtier  fay, 
"  Such  chanr.s  idial  ill  agree 
"  With  mod  rn.z'cl  tjentility; 
•'  For  n  w  th.   wi:cy^  great,  and  gay, 
"      hiiik  what  fo  ch.irms  y  ur  rural  fenfe, 
•'  O^ly  a  clcwn'sfit  rtfidcnce. 
"  h\  foimer  day-i  u  co.mtry  life, 
"  For  fo  finie-ht.riour'd  poet~  fing, 
"  Free  frcn:  luxie-y  and  (Iriff, 
"  Was  blar.difb'd  by  perpttual  fprjnp. 
"  There  rh«  Iwett  ^ra>.e(:  kept  their  court, 
•'  The  nymphs,  th-.-  lauiis  ani:  dryads  play'd, 
«'   1  hith;-r  'he  mufes  would  refurt, 
"  Apollo  l')v  li  the  fylvan  fliade. 
••  I  h    >:,c>d3  rtn<;  .he  nesown'ii  a  paflion 
*'  For  wives  and  oaughters  of  iht  ).  ■itns, 
«»  Ai;d  her  ;nes,  whillt  'tv.  as  the  'afliion, 
•    R'dotco'd  »f)  'he  rural  plains. 
"  The  'fqiiiic-  Were  theii  of  heav'nly  race, 
•'  Th'.'  parfons  faftiioi'able  too, 
*'  You-  g  H'.r  res.  I. ad  at  court  a  place, 
*'  Venu^  aiK'.  Mars  wtic  folks  on-  knew. 
"  Ba-  long  io'.g  fince  tii'ife  ttmM  are  o'er, 
|<  Mo  goudcls  [riptt  it  o'er  the  lea, 


*'  The  gods  and  heroes  are  no  tnore, 

"  Who  danc'd  to  rural  minftrelfy, 

"  Detefled  are  thefe  fad  abodes 

"  By  modern  dames  of  mortal  make, 

"  And  peers,  who  rank  not  with  fuch  godi, 

"  Their  folitary  feats  forfake. 

"  For  now  'tis  quite  another  cafe, 

"  The  country  wears  a  difF'rent  face. 

"-When  fometimes.  (oh  1  the  cruel  Lent)  '. 

"  Thither  her  ladylhip  is  fent, 

"  As  Sol  through  Taurus  mounts  the  Ikyj 

"  Or  George  prorogues  his  parliament, 

"  Her  beauteous  bcfom  heaves  a  figh, 

"  Five  months  in  ruftic  banifliment. 

"  Thither,  alas  !  no  Vifcounts  rove, 

"  Nor  hejirt-bewitching  col'nels  come, 

"  Dull  is  the  mufic  of  the  grive, 

"   Unheeded  fades  the  meadow's  bloom. 

"  The  verdant  copfe  may  take  the  birds, 

"  The  br'.  ath  of  morn  and  evening's  dew 

"  To  bleating  fl  .ck>  and  lo-wing  herds 

"   Be  pleifant  and  be  wh<>lefome  too ; 

"   But  how  can  thefe  ('tis  out  of  nature) 

"  Have  charms  for  any  human  creature  1'" 

Such  are  the  fentiments,  I  own. 
Of  all  that  lazy  loitering  race, 
From  daily  ufliers  to  his  grace. 
Who  Dcver  leave  the  guilty  town; 
But  in  the  purlieus  of  the  court. 
By  knaves  are  fpaniel'd  up  and  down^ 
To  fetch  and  carry  each  report. 

Far  '^ther  image-  arife 
To  thofe  who  inward  turn  their  eyes 
To  view  th'  inhabitants  of  mind  ; 
Where  folitude's  calat  vot'ries  find 
Of  knowled»r  th'  ineihautled  prize; 
And  truth,  immortal  truth  beflows. 
Clad  in  etherial  robes  of  light. 
Pure  as  the  flakes  of  failing  fnows, 
UijJUvied  anreprov'd  delight. 

On  nne.  my  lerd,  on  humble  mc 
The  intellcAual  train  attends; 
Science  oft  fecks  my  company, 
Ami  fancy's  children  are  my  friends. 
Here  biefs'd  with  independent  cafe,, 
I  lo(;k  vvith  pity  on  the  great, 
For  who,  that  with  enjoyment  fees 
The  laughs  and  grace*  af  his  gate. 
And  little  loves  attending  nigh. 
Or  f-  ndly  hov'ring  o*er  hi?  head, 
To  v<.ing  his  oiders  throuj>h  the  Iky, 
Whilfl  warbling  mufes  r''Unc  him  Ibed 
Sweet  fl'  M  >%,  which  on  Parnaffus  blow. 
Would  'mAi  fhef  thorny  paths  to  tread. 
Which  flavcaiid  courtiers  only  know. 
I'hanks  t  ■  my  anceflors  and  Heav'n, 
To  me  the  happier  lot  is  giv'n, 
In  calm  retreat  my  time  to  fpend 
With  far  far  better  company, 
Than  thole  who  on  the  court  attend 
In  honour  ible  drudgery. 
W-trnors  and  llatefmen  of  old  Rome 
Duly  .ibltrve  my  levee  day, 
And  wits  from  polilh'd  Athens  comCj 
Occaltonal  devoirs  to  pay. 
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■Witti  me  great  I^Iato  often  holds 
Difourfe  upon  immortal  pow'rs, 
And  Attic  Xennphon  unfolds 
JRich  honey  from  Lyceum's  flow'rs; 
Caefar  and   lully  often  dine, 
Anacreon  rambles  in  my  grove, 
Swetft  Horace  drinks  Falernian  wine, 
Catullus  makes  on  haycocks  loVe. 
With  thefe,  and  fome  akin  to  thefe, 
The  living  few  who  grace  our  daySj 
I  live  in  literary  eafe. 
My  chief  deli^jht  their  tafte  to  pleafe 
With  foft  and  unaffe<fled  laySi 
Thus,  to  each  vot'ry's  wifti,  kind  fate 
Divides  the  world  with  equal  line. 
She  bids  ambition,  care,  and  ftate. 
Be  the  high  portion  of  the  great, 
Peace,  ft iendihip,  love,  and  blifs  be  mine^ 

EPISTLE  II. 

THE  TEMPER  OF    ARJSTIPPOS. 
TO    LADlT    ^'(^^^'l^^^l^. 

Quo  me  cunque  rapit  Tempeftas  deferor  hofpes. 

Ho  RAT. 

i'vK  oft,  Meliffa,  heard  you  fay, 

"   rhe  world  obferve»  I  never  wear 

"  An  afpe(51:  gloomy  or  fevere, 

"  That,  conftitutionally  gay, 

"  Whether  dark  clouds  obfcure  the  Ikyj 

•'  Or  Phoebus  gilds  the  face  of  day, 

"  In  piealure's  true  philofophy 

•'  I  pafs  the  winged  years  away." 

In  moll,  'tis  true,  the  human  fenfe 
Is  fubje(5led  to  fmiles,  or  tears. 
To  fwelling  pride,  or  trembling  fears, 
«'   By  ev'ry  Ikyey  influence." 
Canieleon-like  their  f /uis  agree 
With  all  they  hear  and  all  they  fee, 
Or,  as  one  inflrument  refounds, 
Another's  unifon  of  founds, 
Their  mutable  complexions  carry 
The  looks  of  anger,  hope,  and  joy ; 
Juft  as  the  fcenes  around  'em  vary, 
Pieafures  delight,  or  pains  annoy. 
Buc  I,  by  philofophic  moid, 
Let  th€  wife  call  it  happy  folly, 
Educe  from  cv'ry  evil  good, 
And  rapture  e'en  from  melancholy. 
When  in  the  Clcnt  midnight  grove, 
Sweet  Philomela  fWclls  her  throat 
With  tremulous  and  plaintive  note, 
Expreffivc  of  difaft'rous  love, 
I  with  the  penlive  pieafures  dwell. 
And  in  their  calm  fequefler'd  cell, 
Liften  with  rapturous  delight 
To  the  ibit.  fongller  nf  the  night. 
Here  Echo,  in  her  nicffy  cave, 
Sya:phonion»  to  the  love-lorn  fong,^ 
Warbles  the  vocal  rocks-  among, 
Whillf  gtntly-trickling  waters  lave 
The  o^k  fring'd  mountain  s  hoary  brow, 
Whofe  ftrcams,  united  in  the  vale, 


O'er  pebbled  beds  loquacious  flovir, 

Tun'd  to  the  fad  melodious  tale 

In  murmurs  queruloufly  flow. 

And,  whilll  immers'd  in  thought  I  lie. 

From  ages  paft  and  realms  unfeen. 

There  moves  before  the  mental  eye 

The  plcafing  melancholy  fcene 

Qf  nymphs  and  youths  unfortunate, 

Whofe  fame  (hall  fpread  from  Ihore  to  fliore, 

Prcferv'd  by  bards  from  death  and  fate. 

Till  rime  itfelf  fhall  be  no  more. 

Thus,  not  by  black  mifanthropy 
Impell'd,  to  caves  or  rocks  I  fly  ; 
But  when,  by  chance  or  humour  led, 
My  wand'ring  feet  thofe  regions  tread. 
Taught  by  philofophy  fo  fweet 
To  fhun  the  feilowftiip  of  care, 
tar  from  the  world  I  go  to  meet 
Such  pieafures  as  inhabit  there. 

With  rebel-will  I  ne'er  oppofa 
The  current  of  my  deftiny, 
But,  pliant  as  the  torrent  flows. 
Receive  my  courfe  impHcitly. 
As,  from  fome  fhaded  river's  fide 
If  chance  a  tender  *  oficr's  blown, 
Subje(5l:  to  the  controuling  tide, 
Tfa'  obedient  fhrub  is  carried  down. 
Awhile  it  floats  upon  the  ftreams, 
By  whirlpools  now  is  forc'd  below, 
Then  mounts  again  where  Titan's  beams 
Upon  the  fliining  waters  glow. 
Sweet  flow'ry  vales  it  pafTes  by. 
Cities,  and  Iblitudes  by  turns. 
Or  where  a  dreary  defart  burns 
In  forrowful  obfcurity. 
For  many  a  league  the  wand'rer's  borne, 
By  foreft,  wood,  mead,  mountain,  plain, 
"Till,  carried  never  to  return, 
' Tis  buiied  in  the  boundlefs  main. 
Thus  Anftippus  forms  his  plan  ; 
To  ev'ry  change  of  times  and  fates 
Hus  temper  he  accommodates ; 
Not  where  he  will,  but  where  he  can., 
A  daily  blifs  he  celebrates. 
An  ofitT  on  the  flream  of  time. 
This  philofophic  wanderer 
Floating  through  ev'ry  place  and  clime, 
Finds  fome  peculiar  bielling  there. 
Where  e'er  the  winding  current  ftrays 
Bv  profp'rous  mount  or  adverfe  plain, 
He'll  fport,  till  all  his  jocund  days 
Are  lofl  in  life's  eternal  main. 

Let  worldlings  hunt  for  happinefs 
With  pain,  anxiety  and  ftrife. 
Through  ev'ry  thorny  path  of  llfe^ 
.Ano  ne'er  th'  ideal  fair  polTefs ! 
For  who,  alas!  their  paflions  fend 
The  fleeting  image  to  purfue, 
Themfelves  their  own  defigns  undo. 
And  in  the  means  deflroy  the  end  1 


Ste  the   Chartreufe  of  Gnjit  from  V)hen:e  ihit 
P''Jf"S'  "  ir^ltatid,  but  the  fuhfequent  particular  tippH' 
catien  te  Anjiip^us  is  this  autbvr'i, 
SCiiij 
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But  I  a  furer  clue  have  foun^. 
To  guide  me  o'er  the  mazy  ground ; 
For  knowing  that  this  deity 
Muft  ever  rove  at  liberty 
Through  fancy's  vifionary  road, 
I  never  wifdom's  fchemes  employ 
To  find  her  in  one  fix'd  abode, 
But  where  I  meet  her  [  enjoy  ; 
And  being  free  from  ftrife  and  care, 
Am  fure  to  meet  her  ev'ry  where. 

EPISTLE  III. 

THE  APOLOGV  OF  ARISTIPPUS. 

D'autres  font  des  vers  par  etude 

J'en  fais  pour  me  deiennuyer.        Cresset. 

Should  liipercilious  cenfors  fay 

•*  His  youth  is  waining,  "tis  not  time 

"  For  Ariftippus  no*  with  rhyme 

"  To  while  the  ufclefs  hours  away," 

1  might  reply,  I  do  no  more 

Than  v>hat  my  betters  did  before ; 

That  what  at  firft  my  fancy  led 

This  idle  bufinefs  to  purfue, 

Still  makes  me  profecute  the  trade, 

Becaufc  I've  nothing  elfc  to  do; 

But  to  the  candid,  I'om,  and  you, 

A  better  realon  I  couid  give. 

To  whom  a  better  reafon's  due, 

That  in  thefe  meafures  I  convey 

My  gentle  precepts,  how  to  live, 

Clearer  than  any  other  way. 

Per  in  the  pow'rs  of  poetry, 

Wit,  truth,  and  pleafure  blended  lie. 

As,  in  Italia's  fertile  vales. 

On  the  fame  tree,  whilft  bloffoms  blow, 

The  ripcn'd  fruits  nedlareous  grow, 

Fed  by  warm  funs  and  frefh'ning  gales. 

Divineft  art  to  mortals  giv'n  ! 

By  thee,  the  brave,  the  good,  the  wife, 

Tile  fair,  the  learn'd,  and  witty,  rife 

From  earth's  dull  fod,  and  people  heav'ii. 

Nor  be't  to  thee  imputed  blame, 

That  ever-barking  calumny, 

And  filthy-mouth'd  obfcenity. 

Have  oft  ufurp'd  thy  injur'd  name  ! 
Alas  I  the  drops  which  morning  fheds 
"With  dewy  fingers  on  the  meads, 
The  pink's  and  vi'let's  tubes  to  fill, 
Alike  the  noxious  juices  feed 
Of  deadly  hemlock's  pois'nous  weed, 
And  give  'em  fatal  pow'r  to  kill! 

Imagination  loves  to  trace 
Reafon's  immortal  lineaments 
In  fidtion's  necromantic  face. 
When  probability  affents. 
The  faireft  features  fidtion  wears, 
When  moft  like  truth  th'  inchantrefs  looks, 
As  fweet  Narciffa's  fliade  appears, 
In  filent  lakes  and  cryllal  brooks, 
So  like  the  life,  we  fcarcely  know 
Where  laft  to  fix  our  wav'ring  love, 
Whether  upon  the  form  beiow, 
Or  ou  the  real  nymph  abovci 


In  each  we  fee  an  angel's  face, 
Though  f'T  tiie  <ubltance  breathe  our  figb», 
/  Whilft  we  the  fliadowy  image  trace 
In  the  clear  wave  with  longing  eyes. 

But  fhculd  you  aik  me,  why  I  choofe. 
Of  all  the  laurel'd  fillerhood 
I'h'  inluihitants  of  Pindus'  wood, 
The  leart  confiderable  mufe. 
The  vi'lets  round  the  mountain's  feet, 
Whofe  humble  gems  unheeded  blow, 
Are  to  the  fliepherd's  fmell  more  fweet 
Than  lofty  cedars  on  its  brow. 
Let  the  loud  epic  found  th'  alarms 
Of  dreadful  war,  and  heroes  fprung 
From  lonie  immortal  anceftry, 
Clad  in  impenetrable  arms 
By  Vulcan  forg'd,  my  lyre  is  ftrung 
With  fofter  chords,  my  mufe  more  free 
Wanders  through  Pindus'  humbler  ways 
In  amiable  fimplicity  : 
Unftudy'd  are  her  artlefs  lays, 
She  alks  no  laurel  for  her  brows  ; 
Carelefs-of  cenfure  or  of  praife. 
She  haunts  where  tender  myrtle  grows; 
Fonder  of  happinefs  than  fame 
To  the  proud  bay  prefers  the  rofe. 
Nor  barters  pleafure  for  a  name. 
On  nature's  lap  reclm'd  at  eafe, 
I  liften  to  her  heav'nly  tongue. 
From  her  derive  the  pow'r  to  pleafe, 
Frc.m  her  receive  th'  harmonious  time. 
And  what  the  goddefs  makes  my  long 
In  unpremeditated  rhyme 
MeMfluous  flows,  whilft  young  defire, 
Cull'd  from  th'  Elyfian  bloom  of  fpring, 
Strewn  flow'rs  immortal  round  my  lyre. 
And  fancy's  fportivc  children  bring, 
From  bloffom'd  grove  and  lilied  mead, 
Frcfli  fragrant  chaplets  for  my  head. 
The  moft,  though  fofteft  of  the  nine, 
Euterpe,  mule  of  gaiety, 
Q^een  of  heart-foft'ning  melody, 
Allures  my  car  with  notes  divine. 
In  my  retreat  Euterpe  plays, 
Where  fcience,  garlanded  with  flow'rs, 
Enraptur'd  liftens  to  her  lays 
Beneath  the  ftiadb  of  myrtle  bow'rs. 

This  pleafing  territory  lies 
Unvifited  by  common  eyes. 
Far  fiom  the  prude's  affeiSted  fpleen. 
Or  bigot's  furly  godlinefs. 
Where  no  coquettes,  no  jilts  are  feen. 
Nor  folly-fetter'd  fops  of  drefs  ; 
Far  from  the  vulgar,  high,  and  low. 
The  penfjon'd  great  man's  littlenefsj 
Or  thofe  who,  prone  to  flav'ry,  grow 
Fit  tools  of  others  tyranny, 
And,  with  a  blind  devotion,  bow 
To  wooden  blocks  of  quality ; 
Far  from  the  land  of  argument. 
Where,  deep  within  their  murky  cells, 
•  Figures  and  blotted  tropes  are  pent,  • 
Aud  three-legg'd  fylogifm  dwells ; 

•  Sie  Let  Ombres  of  Greffct, 
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Far  from  the  bubble-tlowinp;  nee. 
The  fchoolmen  fuhtlc  and  refiiiM, 
Who  fill  the  thick  flcuU's  brainlefs  ipace 
With  puffs  of  theologic  wind  ; 
And  all  the  grave  pedantic  train, 
Which  fairy  genius  longs  to  bind 
Hard  with  a  comment's  iron  chain. 
But,  whilft  fuch  drones  are  driv'n  away, 
In  my  bclov'd  retreat  remain 
The  fair,  the  witty,  and  the  gay. 

Here  the  foft  patriarch  of  the  loves, 
Honey'd  Anacreon,  with  the  doves 
Of  Venus  flutt'ring  o'er  his  head 
(Whilft  ivy-crowned  hours  around 
The  laughter-loving  graces  lead 
In  fportive  ringlets  to  the  found 
Of  Paphian  flutes),  the  mufe  invites 
To  feftjve  days  and  am'rous  nights. 
Here  tender  Mofchus  loves  to  rove 
Along  the  meadow's  daify'd  fide, 
Under  a  cool  and  fdent  grove. 
Where  brooks  of  dimpling  waters  glide. 
Rapt  in  celeftial  ecflafy 
Sappho,  whom  all  the  nine  infpire. 
Varies  her  am'rous  melody. 
The  chords  of  whofc  Idalian  lyre, 
As  changeful  paflions  ebb  or  flow. 
Struck  with  bold  hand,  now  vibrate  high, 
Now,  modulated  to  a  figh, 
Tremble  moft  languifliingly  low. 

Horace,  mild  fage,  refin'd  with  eafe, 
Whofe  precepts,  whilft  they  counfel,  pleafe, 
Without  the  jargon  of  the  fchools, 
A-nd  fur-gown'd  pedant's  bookifh  rules, 
Here  keeps  his  lov'd  academy  ;. 
His  art  fo  nicely  he  conceals, 
That  wifdom  on  the  bofom  fteals, 
And  men  grow  good  infenfibly. 
Fron.)  cool  Valdula's  lilied  meads 
Soft  Petrarch,  and  hi«  Laura  come. 
And  e'en  great  FafTo  fometimes  treads 
Thefe  flow'ry  walk«,  and  cull*  the  bloom 
Of  rural  groves,  where  heretofore 
Each  mufe.  each  grace,  beneath  the  fhade 
Of  myrtle  bow'rs.  in  fecret  play'd 
With  an  Idalian  paramour. 
From  filver  Seine's  tranljiarent  ftreams, 
With  rofes  and  with  lilies  crown'd. 
Breathing  the  fame  heart-eafing  themes, 
And  tun'd  in  amicable  found. 
Sweet  bards,  . if  kindred  fplrit,  blow 
Soft  Lydian  notes  on  Gallic  reeds, 
Whofe  fniigs  inftr.dt  us  how  to  know 
Truth's  flow'rs  from  affedlation's  weeds. 
Chapelle  leads  up  the  fcftive  band ; 
La  Farre  and  Chaulieu,  hand  in  hand, 
Clofe  follow  their  poetic  fire, 
Hot  with  the  Teian  grape  and  fire. 
But  hark  !  as  fweet  as  weftern  wind 
Breathes  from  the  vi'let'slragrant  beds, 
When  balmy  dews  Aurora  ftieds, 
Greffet's  clear  pipe,  diftind  behind, 
Symphonioufly  combines  in  one. 
Each  former  bard's  mellifluent  tone. 
GreiTet !  in  whofe  harmonious  verfb 
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The  Indian  bird  fhall  never  die, 

Though  dc-ath  may  perch  on  Ver-Vert's  hearfe. 

Fan  e's  tongue  immortal  fliall  rehearfe 

His  variable  loquacity. 

Nor  wanting  are  there  bards  of  Thames, 
On  rural  reed  young  Surry  plays. 
And  Waller  wi'os  the  courtly  dames 
With  gay  and  unaflevfled  lays. 
His  carclefs  limbs  fupinely  laid 
Beneath  the  plantain's  leafy  (hade. 
Prior  his  eafy  pipe  applies 
To  footh  his  jealous  Cloe'sbrcaft, 
And  even  Sachariffa's  eyes 
To  brighter  Cloe's  yield  the  prize 
Of  Venus'  foul-bewitching  ceft. 
Than  thefe  much  greater  bards,  I  ween. 
Whenever  they  will  condefcend 
rh'  inferior  mufes  to  attend. 
Immortalize  this  humble  fcene: 
Shakfpeare's  and  Drayton's  fairy  crews 
In  midnight  revels  gambol  round, 
And  Pope's  light  fylphids  fprinkle  dews 
Rcfrefhing  on  the  magic  groimd. 
Nor   fdains  the  dryad  train  of  yore. 
And  green-hair'd  naiads  of  the  flood, 
To  join  with  fancy's  younger  brood, 
Which  brood  the  fweet  enchantrefs  bore 
To  Britifh  bards  in  after  times, 
Whofe  fame  fhall  bloom  in  deathlefs  rhymes^ 
When  Greece  and  Britain  are  no  more. 

Whilft  fuch  the  feafts  of  fancy  give, 
Carelefs  of  what  dull  fages  know,  ^ 

Amidft  their  banquets  I  will  live, 
And,  pitying,  look  on  pow'r  below. 
If  Hill  the  Cynic  cenfor  fays. 
That  Ariftippus'  ufelefsdays 
Pafs  in  melodious  foolery, 
This  is  my  la(t  apology  : 
"   Whatever  has  the  pow'r  to  blefs, 
"   By  living  having  learnt  to  prize, 
"   Since  wifdom  will  afford  me  lefs 
"   Than  what  from  harmlcfs  follies  rife, 
*'   I  cannot  fpare  from  happinrfs 
'•  A  fingle  moment  to  be  wife." 

EPISTLE  IV. 

THE  CALL  OF  AR1STIPP0S. 
To  Mark  Akerfide,  M.  D. 

AXAPIS   AE   TI2   nEOTKXlS 

ME0ETja   nOIHMA . 

Ode  Henr,  Slepbctti, 

O  THOU,  for  whom  the  Britifh  bays 
Bloom  in  thefe  unpoetic  days, 
■Whofe  early  genius  glow'd  to  follow 
rhe  arts  through  nature's  ancient  ways, 
I'wofold  difciple  of  Apollo  ! 
ihall  Ariftippus'  eafy  lays. 
Trifles  of  philofophic  pleafure 
Compos'd  in  literary  leifuie, 
Afpire  to  gain  thy  deathlefs  praife  ? 
If  thy  nice  ear  attends  the  ftrains, 
This  carelefs  bard  of  nature  breathes 
On  Cyprian  flute  in  Albion's  plain*; 


77« 


THE   WORKS   OF   COOPER, 


By  future  poets  myrtle  wreaths 
Shall  long  he  fcatter'd  o'er  his  urn 
In  annual  folemnity, 
And  marble  Cupids,  as  they  mourn. 
Point  where  his  kindred  alhes  lie. 

Whilft  through  the  track  of  endlefs  day 
Thy  mufe  fhall,  like  the  bird  of  Jowe, 
Wing  to  the  fource  of  light  her  way, 
And  bring  from  cloudlefs  realms  above, 
Where  truth's  feraphic  daughters  glow, 
Ansther  Promethean  ray 
To  this  benighted  globe  below, 
Mine,  like  foft  Cytherea's  dove. 
Contented  with  her  native  grove. 
Shall  fondly  footh  th'  attentive  ears 
Of  life's  wayr  wearied  travellers, 
And,  from  the  paths  of  fancied  woes, 
Lead  'em  to  the  ferene  abode, 
Where  real  blifs  and  real  good 
In  fweet  fecurity  repofe  ; 
Or,  as  the  lark  with  matin  notes. 
To  youth's  new  voyagers,  in  fpring, 
As  over  head  in  air  (be  floats, 
Attendant  on  unruffled  wing, 
Warbles  inartificial  joy, 
My  mufe  in  tender  ftrains  fliall  ling 
The  feats  of  Venus'  winged  boy, 
Or  how  the  nimble-footed  hours. 
With  the  three  graces  knit  in  dance, 
Follow  the  goddcfs  Elegance 
To  Hebe's  court  in  Paphian  bow'rs. 

Nor  let  the  fuperciliotis  wife. 
And  gloomy  fons  of  melancholy, 
Thefe  unafFcded  lays  defpife. 
As  day-dreams  of  melodious  folly. 
Reafon  a  lovelier  afpe6l  wears 
The  fmiles  and  mufcs  when  between, 
Than  in  the  Stoic  s  rigid  mien 
With  beard  philofophiz  d  by  years; 
And  virtue  moaps  not  in  the  cell 
Where  doifterd  pride  and  penance  dwell, 
But,  in  the  chariot  of  the  loves, 
She  triumphs  innocently  gay, 
Drawn  by  the  yok  d  Idalian  doves, 
Whilft  young  afFedions  lead  the  way 
To  the  warm  regions  of  the  heart, 
Whence  felfifli  fiends  of  vice  dcf  art, 
Like  fpecSlres  at  th'  approach  of  day. 

Should  any  infidel  demand. 
Who  fneers  at  our  poetic  heav'n, 
Whether  from  ordination  given 
By  prelates  of  the  Thcfpian  land, 
Or  infpiration  from  above 
(As  modern  Methodifts  derive 
Their  light  from  no  divine  alive), 
I  hold  the  g;rcat  prerogative 
T'  interpret  fage  Anacreon's  writ, 
Or  glofs  upon  Catullus'  wit, 
Prophets  that  heretofore  were  fent, 
And  finally  require  to  fee 
Credentials  of  my  embafly, 
Before  his  faith  could  yitld  confent. 
Convincing  rcafons  I  would  give 
From  a  (hort  lale  fcarce  credible, 
But  yet  as  true  aud  plaufiblc 


As  fome  which  Catholics  bellevf. 
That  I  was  calld  by  Jove's  beheft 
A  Paphian  and  a  Delphian  prieft. 

Once,  when  by  Trent's  pellucid  ftreaniSj 
In  days  of  prattling  infancy. 
Led  by  young  wond'ring  ecflafy, 
To  view  the  fun's  refulgent  beams. 
As  on  the  fportive  waves  they  play'd. 
Too  far  I  negligently  ftray'd. 
The  god  of  day  his  lamp  withdrew, 
Evening  her  duiky  mantle  fpread. 
And  from  her  moift'ned  treffes  fhed 
Refrefliing  drops  of  pearly  dew. 
Clofe  by  the  borders  of  a  wood, 
Where  an  old  ruin'd  abbey  ftood. 
Far  from  a  fondling  mother's  fight. 
With  toil  of  childifb  fport  opprefs'd, 
My  tender  limbs  funk  down  to  reft 
'Midft  the  dark  horrors  of  the  night. 
As  Horace  erft  by  fabled  doves 
With  fpring's  firft  leaves  was  mantled  o'ef 
A  wand'rer  from  his  native  groves, 
A  like  regard  the  Britifti  loves 
To  me  their  future  poet  bore, 
Nor  Jeft  me  guardianlefs  alone. 
For  though  no  nympli  or  faun  appear'dj 
Nor  piping  fatyr  was  there  heard. 
And  here  the  dryads  are  unknown  ; 
Yet,  natives  true  of  Englilb  groimd. 
Sweet  elves  and  fays  in  mantles  green, 
By  fliepherds  oft  in  moonlight  feen. 
And  dapper  fairies  danc'd  around. 
The  nightingale,  her  love-lorn  lay 
Neg]e<5ling  on  the  neighb'ring  fpray, 
Strew'd  with  frefti  flow'rs  my  turfy  bedj 
And,  at  the  firft  approach  of  morn. 
The  red-brealt  ftript  the  fragrant  thorn 
On  rofes  wild  to  lay  my  head. 
Thus,  as  the  wond'ring  ruftics  ftay, 
In  fmiling  lleep  they  found  me  laid 
Beneath  a  bloffom'd  hawthorn's  (hade, 
Whilft  fportive  bees,  in  myftic  play, 
With  honey  fill'd  my  little  lips 
Bient  with  each  fweet  that  zephyr  fips 
From  flow'ry  cups  in  balmy  May. 

From  that  blefs'd  hour  my  bofom  glow'd 
Ere  vanity  or  f  tme  infpir'd. 
With  ur)affedlcd  tranfpons  fir'd, 
And  from  my  tongue  untutor'd  flow'd, 
In  childhood's  inattentive  days, 
The  lifping  notes  of  artlefs  lays. 
Nwr  have  thefc  dear  enchantments  ceas'd, 
For  what  in  innocence  began 
Still  with  increafing  years  increas'd, 
And  youth's  warm  joys  now  charm  the  man* 
Perhaps  this  fondly-fofter'd  flame, 
E'en  when  in  dufr  my  body's  la:d. 
Will  o'er  the  tomb  profervc  its  fame. 
And  glow  within  my  future  ihade. 
If  thus,  as  poets  have  agreed. 
The  foul,  when  from  the  body  freed. 
In  t'other  world  confines  Jicr  b'.ifs 
To  the  fame  joys  {he  Jov'd  in  this, 
Thine,  when  file's  pais'd  the  ftygiart  flood| 
ijhall,  'midft  the  patriot  chiefs  of  old, 


1?    0    E    M    S. 


^'he  wife,  the  valiant,  and  the  good, 

(Great  names  in  deathlefs  archives  roU'd)  t 

Strike  with  a  matter's  mip;hty  hand 

Thy  golden  lyre's  profoundeft  chords, 

And  fafcinate  the  kindred  band 

With  magic  of  poetic  words. 

Rdvifh'd  with  thy  mellifluent  lay 

Plato  and  Virgil  fliail  entwine 

Of  olive  and  the  Maatuan  bay 

A  never-fading  crown  for  thee, 

And  learn'd  Lucretius  ihall  refign, 

Among  the  f>  U'wers  of  the  nine, 

His  philofophic  dignity. 

For  though  his  faithful  pencil  drew 

Nature's  external  fymmetry. 

Yet  to  the  mind's  capacious  view, 

That  unconfin'd  expatiates 

O'er  mighty  Nature's  wond'rous  whole. 

Thy  nicer  ftroke  delineates 

The  finer  features  of  the  foul. 

And,  whilfl  the  Theban  bard  to  thee 

Shall  yield  the  heart-elating  lyre, 

Horace  fliall  hear  attentively 

Thy  finger  touch  his  fofter  wire 

To  more  familiar  harmony. 

Mean  while  thy  Ariftippus'  fliade 

Shall  feek  where  fwect  Anacrcon  playj, 

Where  Chapellc  fpends  his  feftive  days. 

Where  lies  the  vine-impurpled  glade 

By  tuneful  Chalieu  vocal  made, 

Or  where  our  Shenftone's  mofTy  cell. 

Or  where  the  fair  Delhoulieres  drays. 

Or  Hammond  and  Pavilion  dwell, 

And  Greffet's  gentle  (pirit  roves 

Surrounded  by  a  group  of  loves 

With  rofes  crown  d  and  afphodel. 

Let  the  furr'd  pedants  of  the  fchools, 
in  learning's  formidable  Ikow, 
Full  of  wife  faws  and  bookilh  rules. 
The  meagre  dupes  of  mifery  gtow, 
A  lovelier  docftrine  I  profefs 
Than  their  dull  Icience  can  avow ; 
All  that  belongs  to  happinefs 
Their  heads  are  welcome  ftill  to  know. 
My  heart's  contented  to  poffefs. 
For  in  foft  elegance  and  cafe. 
Secure  of  living  whilft  1  live. 
Each  momentary  biifs  I  feize. 
Ere  thefe  v/arm  faculties  decay. 
The  fleeting  moments  to  deceive 
Of  human  life's  allotted  day. 
And  when  th'  invidious  hand  of  time 
By  ftcalth  fliall  filver  o'er  my  head, 
Stiil  pleafure's  rofy  walks  I'll  tread. 
Still  with  the  jocund  mufes  rhyme. 
And  haunt  the  green  Idalian  Scw'rs, 
Whilll  wanton  boys  of  Paphos*  court 
In  myrtles  hide  my  ft^ff"  for  fport, 
And  coif  me,  where  I'm  bald,  with  flow'rJ. 

Thus  to  each  happy  habit  true. 
Preferring  happinefs  to  pow'r. 
Will  Ariftippus  e'en  purfue 
Life's  comforts  to  the  lateft  hour, 
Till  age  (the  only  malady 
Which  thou  and  med'ciuf  cannot  cure, 
Yet  what  all  covet  to  endure) 
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This  innocent  voluptu'ry 

Shall,  from  the  laughs  and  graces  here, 

With  late  and  lenient  change  remove. 

To  regions  of  Elyfian  air, 

Where  ftiades  of  mortal  pleafures  rove, 

Deftin'd,  without  alloy,  to  fljare 

Eternal  joys  of  mutual  love. 

Which  tranfitory  were  above. 

A  SONG. 

Dear  Chloe  what  means  this  difdain, 
Which  blafts  each  endeavour  to  plcafe  ? 

Though  forty,  I'm  free  from  all  pain. 
Save  love,  I  'm  free  from  difcafe. 

No  graces  my  manfi^n  have  fled. 

No  mufes  have  broken  my  lyre ; 
The  loves  frolic  ftill  round  my  bed. 

And  laughter  is  cheer'd  at  my  fire. 

To  none  have  I  ever  been  cold. 
All  beauties  in  vogue  I'm  among; 

I've  appetite  e'en  for  the  old, 

And  fpirit  enough  for  the  young. 

Believe  me,  fweet  girl,  I  fpeak  true. 

Or  elfe  put  my  love  to  the  left  ; 
Some  others  have  doubted  like  you, 

Like  them  do  you  blefs  and  be  bleft. 

AN  EPISTLE 

FROM    THE    KING    OF    PRUSSIA    TO    MOKSIEVX. 
VOLTAIRE.       1757. 

TrariJlaUdfrom  the  French. 

Voltaire,  believe  me,  were  I  now 
In  private  life's  calm  flation  plac'd. 
Let  heav'n  for  nature's  wants  allow« 
With  cold  indiff"'rence  would  I  view 
Departing  fortune's  winged  hafte. 
And  laugh  at  her  caprice  like  you. 
Th'  infipid  farce  of  tedious  ftate. 
Imperial  duty's  real  weight, 
The  faithlefs  courtier's  fupple  bow, 
The  fickle  multitude's  carefs. 
And  the  great  vulgar's  littlenefs, 
By  long  experience  well  1  know; 
And,  though  a  prince  and  poet  bom, 
Vain  blandiftiments  of  glory  fcorn. 
For  when  the  ruthlefs  (hears  of  fate 
Have  cut  my  life's  precarious  thread. 
And  rank'd  me  with  th'  unconfcious  dead, 
What  wil't  avail  that  I  was  great. 
Or  that  th'  uncertain  tongue  of  fame 
In  mem'ry's  temple  chaunts  my  name? 
One  biifsful  moment  whilft  wt  live 
Weighs  more  than  ages  of  renown  ; 
What  then  do  potentates  receive 
Of  good,  peculiar  to  t.^eir  own  ? 
Sweet  ea(e  and  unaff'etftfd  joy, 
Domeftic  peace,  and  iportive  pleafure. 
The  regal  throne  and  palace  fly, 
And,  b'>rn  for  liberty,  prefer 
S'>ft  filent  fcenes  of  lovely  leifure, 
To  what  we  monarchs  buy  fo  dear. 
The  thorny  pomp  of  fcepter'd  care. 
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My  pain  or  blifs  (hall  ne'er  depend 

On  fickle  fortune's  cafiial  flight, 

For,  whether  fte's  n:iy  foe  or  friend, 

In  calm  repofe  ril  pafs  the  night; 

And  ne'er  by  watchful  homaj/e  own 

1  court  her  fmile,  or  fear  her  frown. 

But  from  our  ftations  we  derive 

Unerring  precepts  how  to  live, 

And  certain  deeds  each  rank  calls  forth. 

By  which  is  nieafur'd  human  worth. 

"Voltaire,  within  his  private  cell, 

In  realms  where  ancient  honefty 

Is  patrimonial  property. 

And  facred  freedom  loves  to  dwell. 

May  give  up  all  his  peaceful  mind, 

Guided  by  Plato's  deathlefs  page. 

In  filent  folitude  reiign'd 

To  the  mild  virtues  of  a  fage  ; 

But  T,  'gainft  whom  wild  whirlwinds  wage 

Fierce  war  v/ith  wreck-denouncing  wing, 

Muft  be,  to  face  the  tempeft's  rage, 

In  thought,  in  life,  in  death,  a  king. 

A  HYMN  TO  HEALTH. 

WRITTEN  IN   SICKNESS. 

Sweet  as  the  fragrant  breath  of  genial  May, 
Come,  fair  Hygeia,  goddefs  heav'nly  born. 

More  lovely  than  the  fun's  returning  ray, 
To  northern  regions,  at  the  half  year's  morn. 

Where  fliall  I  feek  thee  ?  in  the  wholefome  grot, 
Where  temperance  her  fcanty  meal  enjoys  ? 

Or  peace  contented  with  her  humble  lot, 

Beneath  her  thatch  th'  inclement  blaft  defies  ? 

Swept  from  each  flow'r  that  Cps  the  morning 
dew, 

Thy  wing  befprinkles  all  the  fcenes  around  ; 
Where'er  thou  fly'ft  the  bluffoms  blufli  anew. 

And  purple  vi'iets  paint  the  hallow'd  ground. 

Thy  pref'ence  renovated  nature  fhows, 

By  thee  each  Ihrub  with  varied  hue  is  dy'd. 

Each  tulip  with  redoubled  luftre  glows. 
And  all  creation  fmiles  with  flow'ry  pride. 

But  in  thy  abfence  joy  is  felt  no  more, 

The  landfrape  wither'd  e'en  in  fpring  appears, 

The  morn  low'rsom'nous  o'er  the  duiky  Ihore, 
And  evening  funs  fet  half  extind  in  tears. 

Ruthlefs  difeafe  afcends,  when  thou  art  gone 
l-rom  the  dark  regions  of  th'  abyfs  b^low. 

With  peftilence  the  guardian  of  her  throne, 
Breathing  contagion  from  the  realms  of  woe. 

In  vain  her  citron  groves  Italia  boafts, 
Or  Po  the  balfam  of  his  weeping  trees; 

In  vain  Arabia's  aromatic  coafts 

Tindiure  the  opinions  of  the  pafiing  breeze. 

Ho  wholefome  fcents  impregn  the  weftern  gale. 
But  noxious  ftench  exhal'd  by  korching  heat, 

Wliere  gafping  fwaius  the  pois'nous  air  inhale 
Thdt  »U(.-e  tliffus'ti  i  mtdit-iuttUvv'tv:. 


Me,  abjedl  me,  with  pale  difeafe  opprefs'd. 
Heal  with  the  balm  of  rhy  prolific  breath, 

Rekindle  life  within  my  clay-cold  bread. 

And  ftiield  my  youth  from  canker-worms  of 
death. 

Then  on  the  verdant  turf,  thy  fav'rite  flirine, 
Reftor'd  to  thee  a  votary  I'll  come. 

Grateful  to  offer  to  thy  pow'r  divine. 

Each  herb  that  grows  round  .ffifculapius'  tomb, 

A  SONG. 

The  nymph  that  I  lov'd  was  as  cheerful  as  day, 
And  asfweet  as  the  blofToming  hawthorn  in  May, 
Her  temper  was  fmooth  as  the  down  on  the  dove, 
And  her  face  was  as  fair  as  the  mother's  of  love. 

Though  mild  as  the  pleafanteft  zephyr  that  fheds. 
And  receives  gentle  odours  from  violet  beds,  " 
Yet  warm  in  affeAion  as  Phoebus  at  noon. 
And  as  chafte  as  the  filver-white  beams  of  the 
moon. 

Her  mind  was  unfullied  as  new  fallen-fnow. 
Yet  as  lively  as  tints  of  young  Iris's  bow. 
As  firm  as  the  rock,  and  as  calm  as  the  flood. 
Where   the    peace-loving  halcyon   depofits    her 
brood. 

The  fweets  that  each  virtue  or  grace  had  in  flora. 
She  cuU'd  as  the  bee  would  the  bloom  of  each 

flow'r; 
Which  treafur'd  for  me,  O  !  how  happy  was  I, 
For  though  her's  to  collect,  it  was  mine  to  enjoy. 

THE  GENIUS  OF  BRITAIN. 

AN   IAMBIC   ODE. 

Written  in  the  Tear  1 756. 

AroTfOv  yap  nv  t>)V  filv  ray  U'TTatiun  ffwryipiOiV  ra  roii  i'Tt- 
iroiviiv,  u-:Tip  »  Je  ayaiviiivloci  fxf)iiv  avToi;   uTrafiKst* 

Diodor.  Sicul.  Hijlor,  Lib.  I. 

TO  THE  RICIIT   HONOURABLE. 

WILLIAM  PITT,  ESQ^ 

O  THOU  ordain'd  at  length  by  pitying  fate 
To  fave  from  ruin  a  declining  ftate  ; 
Adorn"d  with  all  the  fcientific  (lore 
Which  bloom'd  on  Roman  or  Athenian  fliore  ; 
At  whofe  command  our  paflionsfall  or  rife. 
Breathe  anger's  menaces,  or  pity's  fighs, 
Whofe  bread  (O  never  let  the  flame  expire)  ! 
Glows  ardent  with  the  patriot's  facred  fire; 
Attend  the  bard,  who  fcorns  the  venal  lays, 
Which  fervile  flatt'ry  fpmlous  greatnefs  pays  : 
Whofe  Britifli  fpirit  emulating  thine, 
Could  ne'er  burn  incenfe  at  corruption's  flirine^ 
Who  far  from  courts  maintains  fupcrior  ftate, 
And  thinks  that  to  be  free  is  to  be  great  ; 
Carelefs  of  pride's  imperial  fmile  or  frown, 
A  friwiid  to  all  maukiad,  but  Have  to  none  i 
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Atove  temptation,  and  unawM  t>y  pow'r, 
Pleas'd  with  his  prefent  lot,  nor  wiflies  more, 
Save  thac  kind  heaven  would  one  blefs'd  boon  be- 
flow,  [know, 

Which    monarchs    cannot    grant,    or    courtiers 
From  each  low  view  of  feififli  factions  free. 
To  think,  to  fpeak,  to  live,  O  Pitt,  like  thee. 


As  late  o'er  Britain's  chalky  coafls 

Thr  genius  of  the  ifland  flew. 
The  venal  fwarm  of  foreign  hofts  * 
Inglorious  baflcing  in  his  view. 
Deep  in  his  hreafl  he  felt  the  new  difgrace. 
And  honefl  bluflies  warm'd  his  godlike  face. 

Quick  flafh'd  the  light'ning  of  his  fpear 

Which  blafted  France  on  Creffy'  field. 

He  wheel'd  the  blazing  fword  in  air. 

And  on  his  (houlders  fpread  the  fhield. 

As  when  o'er  Agincourt's  blood-purpled  lands. 

Pale  terror  flalk'd  through  all  the  Gallic  bands. 

Soon  as  he  caft  his  eyes  below. 

Deep  heav'd  the  fympathetic  figh. 
Sudden  the  tears  of  anguifli  flow, 
For  fore  he  felt  th'  indignity  ; 
Difcordant  paflions  fhook  his  heav'nly  frame. 
Now  horror's  damp,  now  indignation's  flame. 

Ah  !  what  avails,  he  cry'd,  the  blood 
Shed  by  each  patriot  band  of  yore, 
When  freedom's  unpaid  legions  flood 
Protedlors  of  this  fea-girt  fhore. 
When  ancient  wifdom  deem'd  each  Britifli  fword 
From  hoftile  pow'r  could  guaid  its  valiant  lord. 

What  though  the  Danifh  raven  fpread 

Awhile  his  wings  o'er  Englifti  ground, 
The  bird  of  prey  funereal  fled 

When  Alfred  call'd  his  peers  around, 
Whofe  fleets  triumphant  riding  on  the  flood. 
Deep  ftain'd  each  chalky  cliff  with  Denmark's 
blood. 

Alfred  on  natives  could  depend. 

And  fcorn'd  a  foreign  force  t'  employ, 
He  thought,  who  dar'd  not  to  defend 

Were  never  worthy  to  enjoy  ;  [one. 

The  realm's  and  monarch's  int'reft  deem'd   but 
And  arm'd  his  fubjeds  to  maintain  their  own. 

What  though  weak  John's  divided  reign 

The  Gallic  legions  tempted  o'er, 
When  Henry's  barons  join'd  again, 

Thofe  feaiher'd  warriors  left  the  fliore  ; 
Learn,  Britons,  hence,  you  want  no  foreign  friends, 
The  lion's  fafety  on  himfelf  depends. 

RefleA  on  Edward's  glorious  name ; 

On  my  fifth  Henry's  martial  deeds; 
Think  on  thofe  peers  of  deathlefs  fame 
Who  met  their  king  on  Thames's  meads, 
When  fov'reign  might  acknowledg'd  reafon's  plea, 
1'hat  Heav'n  created  man  for  liberty. 


*  Six  tboufand  Hejjtans   imforted  to  proUSl  this 

'Jand: ! :  :^ 


Though  Rome's  fell  ftar  malignant  flione, 

When  great  Eliza  rul'd  this  ftate. 
On  Englifh  hearts  (he  placM  her  throne. 
And  in  their  happincfs  her  fate, 
While  blacker  than  the  tempefts  of  the  north. 
The  Papal  tyrant  fent  his  curies  forth, 

Lo !  where  my  Thames's  waters  glide 

At  great  Aiigufta's  regal  feet. 
Bearing  on  each  returning  tide 

From  diftant  realms  a  golden  fleet. 
Which  liomeward  waf's  'he  fruits  of  ev'ry  zone, 
And  makes  the  wealth  of  all  the  world  your  own. 

Shall  on  his  fdver  v.-aves  be  b'lrne 
Of  armed  flaves-  a  vtnal  crew  ? 

Lo  !   the  old  god  itcnotes  his  icorn, 

And  fhudders  at  th'  unufual  view, 
Down  to  his  deepeft  cave  retires  ;o  mourn, 
And  tears  indignant  bathe  his  cryftal  urn. 

O  !  how  can  vafi"als  born  to  be;.r 

The  galling  weight  of  flav'ry's  chain, 
A  patriot's  noble  ardour  Ihare, 

Or  freedom's  facred  caufc  maintain  ? 
Britons  exert  your  own  unconqner'd  might, 
A  freeman  befl  defends  a  freeman's  right. 

Look  back  on  every  deathlefs  deed 

For  which  your  fires  recorded  ftand ; 
To  battle  let  your  nobles  lead 
The  fons  of  toil,  a  hardy  band  ; 
The  fword  on  each  rough  peafant's  thigh  be  worn. 
And  war's  green  wreaths  the  Ihepherd's  front  adorn. 

But  fee,  upon  his  utmoft  fliores 

America's  fad  genius  lies. 
Each  wafted  province  he  deplores. 
And  cafls  on  me  his  languid  eyes, 
Blefs'd  with  Heav'n's  fav'rite  ordinance  I  fly. 
To  raife  th'  opprefs'd,  and  humble  tyranny. 

This  faid,  the  vifion  weftward  fled. 

His  wrinkled  brow  denouncing  war; 
The  way  fire-mantled  vengeance  led, 
And  juftice  drove  his  airy  car; 
Behind  firm-footed  peace  her  olive  bore. 
And  plenty's  horn  pour'd  bleffings  on  the  ihore. 

THEAGENES  TO  SYLVIA. 

TUE  ARGUMENT. 

Theagenes,  fon  of  Hieron,the  prieft  of  Pan,  having 
fallen  in  love,  at  an  annual  feftival  in  the  tem- 
ple of  that  god,  with  Sylvia,  a  votrefs  to  Diana, 
finds  means  to  feduce  her.  After  fome  time,  the 
nymph  being  flruck  with  horror  at  her  guilt, 
in  the  utmoft  defpair  and  contrition,  makes  a 
vow  that  fhe  would  endeavour  to  expiate  her 
offence  by  a  life  of  religious  folitude  :  Upon 
which  occafion  Theagenes  writes  the  following 
epiflle. 

N.  B.  Several  hints  in  the  following  epiftle  were 
taken  from  the  celebrated  Lord  Gray's  Love 
Letters. 

Sat,  deareft  objedl  of  my  broken  heart, 
Muft  we,  for  e'er,  like  foul  and  body  part  ? 
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Muft  I  be  doom'd  whole  ages  to  deplore, 
And  think  of  tranfports  I  muft  tafte  no  more  ? 
O  dreadful  thought !  whofe  endlefs  view  contains 
Grief  foU'wing  grief,  and  paius  fucceeding  pains  '. 
Each  joy  is  blafted,  and  each  comfort  fled  ! 
Ye  dreary  fifter$,  cut  the  fatal  thread ! 

Ahl  whither  fly'ft  thou  ?  to  foQie  dreary  plain, 
Where  frozen  chaftity  and  horror  reign; 
And  melancholy,  daughter  of  defpair, 
With  pale  contrition,  and  with  gloomy  care; 
To  fpend  thy  youth  in  fuperftitious  ftars, 
In  needlefs  penance,  penitence,  and  fars! 
Let  thofe  dwell  there  whofe  bofoms  guilt  reprove, 
But  thou  haft  none,  if  ti«  no  fin  to  love. 
For  what  is  deem'd  a  half  extorted  vow, 
Too  dull  for  lovers,  and  forgotten  now  ? 
Religious  cheat  '■  impos'd  by  fear  or  man, 
And  priefts  continue  what  the  fool  began. 

O  ftay,  for  abfence  never  can  deftroy, 
No  diftance  quell  my  vifionary  joy  ; 
In  vain  you  ftill  endeavour  to  remove 
The  beauteous  caufe  of  my  unhappy  love  : 
Imagination  foH'wing  clofe  behind, 
Prefents  afrefli  paft  plcafures  to  my  mind  ; 
The  rebel  mind  forbidden  paflion  knows. 
With  welcome  flames  the  guilty  bofom  glows, 
Again  th'  ccftatic  foul  diiTolves  away, 
In  brightefl  vifions  of  eternal  day ; 
There  fees  thy  fatal  form,  or  feems  to  fee, 
For  Heav'n  it  lofes  when  it  lofes  thee. 

Worn  by  my  forrows,  fee  this  wretched  frame. 
Innocent  objedl  of  thy  fatal  flame  ! 
See  !  round  my  lips  a  deadly  palcnefs  fpread ; 
Where  rofes  bloom'd,  the  canker  grief  has  fed; 
From  my  cold  cheeks  the  with'ring  lily  flies, 
And  light  extinguifh'd  leaves  my  weeping  eyes. 

0  count  again  the  pleafures  we  have  prov'd, 
Promoting  mutual  what  the  other  lov'd; 
Recall  in  thought  each  am'rous  moment  gone, 
Think  each  foft  circumftance,  and  ftill  think  on ; 
But  chief  that  day  deftruAive  to  my  reft, 

For  ever  fatal,  yet  for  tvcr  bleft. 

When  I,  aflifted  at  the  facred  fhrine, 

My  aged  father  in  the  rites  divine, 

Beheld  thee  firft,  celeftial  as  thou  art, 

And  felt  thy  image  fink  into  my  heart ; 

Ere  I  could  think  1  found  myfelf  undone. 

For  but  to  fee  thee  and  to  love  are  one. 

No  more  the  p  mp  and  f  lemn  fplendour  pleas*d, 

Devotion's  flames  within  my  bofom  ceas'd  ; 

Thy  fairer  form  expell'd  the  dei'y, 

And  all  the  mighty  fpacc  v/as  fili'd  with  thee. 

1  fear'd  Vwas  error   and  to  wildom  fied 
To  call  her  rigid  dodtrine  to  my  aid  : 

But  fuck  the  paflion,  wifdom  muft  approve, 
She  faw  the  objcd,  and  ftie  hade  me  love. 

Thcpleafiiig  jath^  of  Venus  I  retrod, 
No  more  a.  mortal,  but  an  am'rous  god. 
O  pow'rful  weaknefs  of  th'  ecftatic  mind  I 
Celeftial  gleans  to  human  failings  join'd  ! 
Love  wafts  our  thoughts  when  fancy  fpreads  her 

fails 
To  lands  of  paradife  with  gentle  gales, 
Love  makes  the  fiOer  foul  for  ever  even ; 
Love  can  do  all,  for  love  itfclf  is  hcav'n. 


The  tedious  bus'nefs  of  the  day  was  done ; 
Our  ofi"'rings  ended  with  the  parting  lun  ; 
The  night  advanc'd,  the  (hepherds  homeward  fped 
To  the  fweet  comforts  of  the  nuptial  bed ; 
But  me,  alas  1  far  other  cares  employ. 
To  reap  the  harveft  of  unlawful  joy ; 
Penfive  I  wander'd  on  the  lonely  ihorc, 
Where  breaking  billows  at  a  diftance  roar  ; 
The  Cghs  that  ifl'ued  from  my  lab'ring  breaft, 
Woke  Echo  from  her  inmoft  cave  of  reft. 
On  thee  I  thought,  on  thee  I  call'd  alone, 
The  foften'd  rocks  re-echo'd  to  my  moan, 
The  fympathifir.g  ftreams  ran  mournful  by, 
And  tun  d  their  plaintive  bubblings  to  my  cry. 

Thrice  had  the  moon  her  filver  mantle  fpread. 
As  oft  I  wander'd  from  my  fle'plefs  bed; 
As  oft  I  travers'd  o'er  the  neighb'ring  plain. 
As  oft  I  fought  thee,  but  I  fought  in  vain; 
At  laft  arriv'd  the  long-expeAed  hour, 
1  found  thee  mufing  in  a  lonely  bow'r ; 
The  time  and  place  invited  to  impart 
The  faithful  language  of  my  love-fick  heart. 
With  agonizing  Cghs  1  gain'd  belief, 
And  each  pathetic  circumftance  of  grief; 
A  war  unequal  in  thy  breaft  enfu'd. 
Stern  duty  fail'd,  and  gentle  pity  woo'd, 
Pity  admitted  all  difdain  remov'd. 
And  foon  what  mercy  fpar'd  the  tvoman  lov'd. 
A  crimfon  blulh  o'er  all  thy  face  was  fpread. 
Then  lilies  pale,  and  all  the  rofes  fled  ; 
Each  look  more  faithful,  to  thy  heart  reveal'd 
The  fatal  fecret  that  thy  tongue  conceal'd. 
The  happy  omen  of  fuccefs  I  view'd, 
Embrac'd  th'  advantage,  and  th'  attack  purfu'd. 
Honour's  firft  guard  of  wakeful  fcruples  o'er. 
Love  found  a  breach,  and  tears  contend  no  more  ; 
Each  others  arms  each  others  body  preft. 
We  fpoke  much  pleafure,  and  we  felt  the  reft ; 
The  reft,  which  only  can  the  faithful  feel. 
The  reft,  which  none  had  ever  pow'r  to  tell ; 
The  reft,  which  feels  unutterably  fweet, 
In  the  firft  intercourfe  when  lovers  meet. 
The  modeft  diflidence,  and  bold  defires. 
Soft  thrilling  cold,  and  quick-returning  fires. 
The  glowing  blufhes  and  the  joyful  tears. 
The  flatt'ring  wiflies,  and  th'  alarming  fears, 
The  gentle  breathings  and  the  murual  fighs, 
And  all  the  filent  eloquence  of  eyes. 

Pleas'd  with   the   firft   delight,    my   rapture* 
rove 
To  feize  at  once  the  laft  recefs  of  love ; 
Till  flying  fwiftly  on  from  joy  to  joy, 
I  funk  at  laft  in  hcav'nly  ecftafy. 

The  fccrct  progrefs  thus  we  firft  began, 
Then  foon  round  pleafure'sflow'ry  circle  ran; 
How  o!t  we  met,  dull  reafon  frown'd  in  vain, 
How  oft  wt  parted  but  to  meet  again 
O  bl.  ffed  moments,  and  divineft  dreams  I 
Enchanting  trantports    .ind  celeftial  gieams  ! 
Fly  quick   my  fancy,  bring  'em  back  to  view, 
In  retriifpcAi'in  let  me  love  anew 
Ai.d  once  in  thought  enjoy  the  blifs  again, 
tvtn  cheaply  purcha'»'d  by  an  age  of  pain. 

O  tiicred  queen  of  filent  night,  advance. 
And  caft  thy  fab!?  mantle  o'er  th'  cxpanfe. 
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Come,  gentle  fleep,  and  clofe  my  wearied  eyes, 
(Jive  to  my  arms  what  hateful  day  denies, 
For  vain,  alas  !  thofe  dulcet  wi(he»  roll, 
When  fov'reign  reafon  awes  the  wakeful  foul ; 
Sleep  fets  it  free  to  all  its  native  fires, 
And  gives  a  grateful  loofe  to  foft  defires. 
At  that  calm  hnur,  when  peace  her  requiem  fings, 
And  pkafing  {lumbers  fpread  their  airy  wings; 
Thy  beauteous  image  comes  before  my  fight : 
(My  theme  by  day,  my  conftant  dream  by  night)  ; 
Fancy  not  fairer  paints  thofe  Heav'n-born  maids, 
In  fair  Elyfium  under  myrtle  (hades, 
"Who  ever  blooming,  ever  young  appear. 
To  drive  from  happy  (hades  intruding  fear. 
My  ravi(h'd  thoughts  on  plumes  angelic  foar. 
And  feel  within  a  heav'n,  or  fomewhat  more. 
Straight  on  thy  ofc-repeated  name  1  call. 
Then  wake,  and  figh,  and  find  it  vanifh  all. 
Thus  eril  when  Orpheus  from  the  Stygian  (horc 
Had  won  his  youthful  bride  by  mufic's  pow'r. 
Impatient  to  behold  her,  ere  he  pad 
The  pool  of  Cocytus,  and  th*  infernal  wafte, 
Heedlefs  he  caft  forbidden  looks  behind  ; 
The  fleeting  (hadow  vani(h'd  like  the  wind. 
And  all  hisjoys  wing'd  their  eternal  flight 
With  her,  like  frighted  doves,  to  realms  of  night. 

Again  I  clofe  my  fleep-deluded  eyes, 
Around  my  foul  black  fwarms  ©f  demons  rife. 
Pale  fpedrcs  grin, -and  angry  furies  howl. 
Quick  lightnings  flafli,  and  horrid  thunders  roll; 
Again  the  frighted  wand'rer  haftesaway 
Back  to  the  living  horrors  of  the  day. 
There  counts  the  vifionary  mifery  o'er, 
And  realizes  what  was  dreamt  before. 

Ye  dreary  pow'rs  that  hover  o'er  the  plains 
Where  forrows  reign,  and  everlafting  pains, 
B-ar  me  to  places  futted  to  my  woe. 
Where  noxious  herbs  and  deadly  poifonsgrow, 
Whilft  wint'ry  winds  howl  fiercely  round    my 

head. 
The  flint  my  pillow,  (harpen'd  rocks  my  bed ; 
AiW  ghofts  of  wretches  once  who  dy'd  for  love. 
Round  their  unbaried  bodies  nightly  rove, 
Which    hang    half  mouider'd  on    fome   blafted 

tree. 
And  by  their  fad  example  counfe!  me. 

What  now  avail  the  joyous  moments  paft. 
Or  what  will  all  the  wretched  few  that  lalt  i 
In  them  i  dymg  will  our  loves  proclaim. 
With  fault'ring  accents  call  upon  thy  name, 
And  whilft  I  blefs  thee  with  my  parting  breath, 
Enjoy  the  raptures  of  my  life  in  death. 
Then  (pare  thy  curfes,  and  forget  th'  offence 
Of  him  who  robb'd  thee  of  thy  innocence ; 
Or  if  not  quite  forget,  forgive  at  leafl, 
And  foothe  the  dying  penitent  to  reft. 

Oh  !  may  to  thee  the  pitying  gods  beilow 
Eternal  peace  and  happinefs  below  ; 
Yet  when  thy  mortal  frame,  as  once  it  muft, 
Returns  and  mingles  with  its  native  duft  ; 
May  the  fame  urn  our  mingled  afhes  have, 
And  find  a  lalling  union  in  the  grave! 

If  you  ere  long  my  bleeding  corfe  (hould  fee 
Beneath  the  covert  of  yon  confcious  tree, 
'I'his  lad  re^uefl  I  make  for  all  my  fears, 


For  all  my  fleeplefs  minutes  fpent  in  tears, 

For  all  thofe  ftruggles  of  my  parting  breath. 

And  all  the  agonies  in  one,  my  death  ; 

Think  on  the  raptures  which  we  ravifti'd  there, 

Then  breathe  a  figh,  and  drop  th'  indebted  tear. 

This  emp'y  tribute's  to  the  mem'ry  due, 

Of  one  who  liv'd  and  dy'd  in  love  of  you. 

My   ghofl,  thus  footh'd,  fhall  feek  the  Stygiaa 

(hore, 
Mix  with  the  happy  crowd,  and  grieve  no  more. 
But  eager  wait  till  thou  at  laft  art  giv'n. 
To  raife  each  bleflTing  of  th'  Elyfian  heav'n. 
Where  uncontroul'd  in  amorous  fports  we'll  play. 
And  love  a  whole  eternity  away. 

THE  POWER  OF  HARMONY. 

IN    TWO    BOOKS. 
THE    DESIGN. 

It  is  obferveable.  that  whatever  is  true,  juft,  and 
harmonious,  wlether  in  nature  or  morals,  gives  aa 
in<iantaneous  pleafure  to  the  mind,  exclufive  of  re- 
fledion.  For  thegreat  Creator  of  all  things,  infinite- 
ly wife  and  good,  ordained  a  perpetual  agreement 
between  the  faculties  of  moral  perfedlion,  the 
powers  of  fancy,  and  the  organs  of  bodily  fenfa- 
tion,  when  they  are  free  and  undiftemper-d.  From 
hence  is  deducible  the  moft  comfortable,  as  well 
as  the  moft  true  philofophy  that  ever  adorned  the 
world  ;  namely  a  conftant  admiration  of  the  beau- 
ty of  the  creation,  terminating  in  the  adoration 
of  the  Firft  Caufe,  which  naturally  leads  mankind 
cheerfully  to  co-operate  with  his  grand  defign  for 
the  promotion  of  univcrfai  happir.cfs. 

From  hence  our  author  was  led  to  draw  that 
analogy  between  natural  and  moral  beauty;  fince 
the  fame  faculties,  which  render  us  fufceptible  of 
pleafure  from  the  perfeAion  of  the  creation,  and 
the  excellence  of  the  arts,  afford  us  delight  in  the 
contem.plation  of  dignity  and  juftice  in  charaAers 
and  manners.  For  what  is  virtue,  but  a  juft  re- 
gulaiion  of  our  afTeiSlions  and  appetites,  to  make 
them  correfpond  to  the  peace  and  welfare  of  fo- 
ciety  ?  fo  that  good  and  beauty  are  infeparable. 

From  this  true  relifh  of  the  foul,  this  harmo- 
nious affociation  of  ideas,  the  ancient  philofiiphers, 
and  their  difciples  among  the  moderns,  have  en- 
livened their  imaginations  and  writings  in  this 
amicable  intercourfe  of  adding  moral  epithets  to 
natural  objefts,  and  illuftrating  their  obfervationt 
upon  the  condutft  of  life,  by  metaphors  drawn 
from  the  external  fcenes  of  the  world.  So  wc 
know,  that  by  a  beautiful  adion,  or  confonant  be- 
haviour, is  meant  the  generous  refignation  of  pri- 
vate advantage  by  fome  individual,  to  lubmit  and 
adapt  his  finglc  being  to  the  whole  community, 
or  fome  part  of  it.  And  in  like  manner,  when 
we  read  of  a  folemn  grove,  where  horror  and  me- 
lancholy reign,  we  entertain  an  idea  of  a  place 
that  create  fuch  thoughts  in  the  mind,  by  reafon 
of  i;s  folitary  fituation,  want  of  light,  or  any 
other  circumftances  analogous  to  thofe  difpoli- 
tioui,  fo  termed,  in  humaa  nature. 
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This,  then,  is  the  defign  of  the  poem,  to  {how 
that  a  conilant  attention  to  what  is  perfe(9:  and 
beautiful  in  nature,  will  by  degrees  harmonize 
the  foul  to  a  refponfive  regularity  and  fympathetic 
order. 

From  what  has  been  premif,;d,  it  would  be 
needlefs  to  explain  the  cimprehenfive  meaning  of 
the  word  Harmony.  For  an  explanation  or  a 
proof  of  the  relation  of  the  imitative  art-,  to  moral 
philofophy,  the  reader  is  referred  to  the  dialogues 
of  Plato,  and  the  other  philofophers  of  the  acade- 
mic fchool ;  to  Lord  Shafrfbury  and  Hutchelbn, 
their  great  difciples  among  the  moderns. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

The  fu^jeft  propofed.  Invocation  to  Venus  alle- 
gorically.  Invocation  to  quit  fuperftition,  and 
adore  the  Creator  of  all  things.  Chaos  origin- 
ally reduced  to  harmony.  A  fidlitious  account 
of  the  mufic  of  the  fpheres.  The  notes  of  mufic 
taken  from  the  number  of  planets.  Its  effcdt 
OD  the  mind  in  defpair — in  forrow — in  rage — 
on  diftempered  bodies — on  brutes  and  irrational 
beings  The  feat  of  art  dekribed,  and  her  at- 
tendants :  to  what  end  are  her  labours  ;  either 
to  excite  voluptuoufnefs,  or  the  contrary,  juft  as 
made  ufe  of.  Commendation  of  the  ufe  of  art  to 
raife  in  us  I'entiments  of  juftice  and  temperance. 
The  excellence  of  art  as  great  in  reprefenting 
nionftrous  objecfts  as  the  moft  regular,  as  far  as 
relates  to  imitation.  Why  a  juft  refemblance 
gives  us  pleafure.  Pafiions  may  be  reprefent- 
ed  by  outward  forms,  but  moral  beauty  can 
never  be  full  enough  exnreffed  by  them  :  that 
province  belongs  to  the  niufe.  The  concluiion 
of  the  firft  book. 

THE   HARMONY  OF   MDSIC,    POETRY,    AND   THE 
IMITATIVE  ARTS. 

Of  Harmony,  and  her  celeftial  pow'r 
O'er  the  refponfive  foul,  and  whence  arife 
Thofe  fweet  fenfations,  whether  from  the  lays 
Of  melting  mufic,  and  impafTion'd  verfe, 
From  mimic  fcencs  of  emulative  art. 
Or  nature's  beauteous  objc<5ts,  which  affecft 
The  moral  pow'rs  with  fympathetic  charms. 
The  mufe  congenial  fings. — Defcend,  yc  nine, 
Who  guard  th'  Aonian  mount,  whilli  1  unfold 
The  deep  receffes  of  your  tuneful  haunts. 
And  from  your  inmoll:  bow'rs  fcledt  a  bay 
To  deck  the  fav'rite  theme.     Do  thou  attend, 
Thou,  whom  Lucretius  to  his  great  defign 
Invok'd  ;  and  with  thee  bring  thy  darling  fon, 
Who  tun'd  Anacreon's  lyre,  to  guide  my  hand, 
Advent'rous  rais'd  to  fweep  harmonious  chords. 

Come  all  ye  fons  of  liberty,  who  wake 
From  dreams  of  fuperftition,  where  the  foul 
Through  mifts  of  forc'd  belief,  but  dimly  views 
lt»  own  great  Maker  ;  come,  and  I  will  guide, 
Uninterrupted  by  the  jargon  (brill 
Of  pcevifli  priefts,  your  footfteps  to  the  throne 
Where  pleafure  reigns  with  reafon,  to  behold 
Hi?  Majefty  celeftial,  and  adore 
Him  through  eachobjedl  of  proportion  fair, 
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The  fource  of  virtue,  harmony,  and  blifs  ' 

Ere  this  delightful  fare  of  thin^jsadoni'd 
The  great  expanfe  of  day,  dark  chaos  reign'd. 
And  elemental  difcord ;  in  the  womb 
Of  ancient  night,  the  war  of  atoms  rag'd 
InccITant ;  anarchy,  confufion  wild, 
Harfh  diffonance,  and  uproar  fill'd  the  whok ; 
Till  that  Eternal  One,  who  from  the  firft 
Exifted,  fent  his  plaftic  word  abroad 
Throughout  the  vaft  abyfs :  created  worlds 
Felt  the  fweet  impulfe,  and  obedient  fled 
To  flations  afcertain'd  ;  there  to  perform 
Their  various  m^  tions,  correfponding  all 
To  one  harmonious  plaii,  which  fablers  feign 
The  myftic  mufic  "f  the  diftant  fpheres. 

*  All  this  theSamian  fage  had  feen  at  large. 
From  Ida's  cloud- topt  fummit,  or  the  cave 
With  Epimenides,  where  he  furvey'd. 
Higher  on  wir.gs  of  contemplati..n  borne. 
The  mighty  maze  ot  nature  ;  where  he  learnt, 
f  From  that  celeftial  number,  how  to  form 
The  lyre  heart-melting,  and  the  vocal  ftiell. 

Thus  all  the  pow'r  of  mufic  from  the  fpheres 
Defcends  to  wake  the  tardy  foul  of  man 
From  dreams  terreftrial .  ever  to  its  charms 
Obfequious,  ever  by  its  dulcet  ftrains 
Smooth'd  from  the  paffions  of  tempeftuous  life. 
And  taught  to  pre-enjoy  its  native  heav'n. 

Whilft  through  this  vale  of  error  we  purfue 
Ideal  joys,  where  fancy  lead''  us  on 
Through  fcencs  of  paradife  in  fairy  form's 
Of  eafe,  of  pleafure,  or  extenfive  pow'r  ; 
And  when  we  think  full  fairly  we  poffefs 
The  promis'd  heav'n.  difeafe,  or  wrinkled  care. 
Fill  wirh  their  loth'd  embrace  our  eager  grafp. 
And  leave  us  in  a  wildernef«.  of  woe 
To  weep  at  large;    where  (hall  we  feek  relief. 
Where  eafe  th'  opprefllve  anguilh  of  the  mind. 
When  retrofpeiSion  giov.  s  with  confcioiis  fhame 
By  gray  experience  in  the  wholefome  fchool 
Of  forrow  tutor  d  .'   Whither  fhall  we  fly  ? 
To  wilds  and  woods,  and  leave  the  buiy  world 
For  folitudc  .'  Ah  !  thither  ftill  purfue 
Th'  intruding  fiends,  attend  our  evening  walk. 
Breathe  in  each  breeze,  and  murmur  in  each  rill; 
Where  peace,  protected  by  the  turtle  wing 
Of  innocence,  expands  the  lovely  bloom 
Of  gay  content,  no  more  to  be  enjoy'd, 


*  //  ij  very  evident  that  Pythagoras,  ivho  is  juflly 
ejieemed  in  one  refpeS  the  invtnior  of  mufic.  bad  a  clear 
notion  of  the  frefent  aflronomical  fyjlem^  though  the  it- 
naur  of  the  difcovery  ivas  referved  for  Copernicus  fo 
many  ages  after.  Ntr  -was  this  fentiment  of  bis  j/n- 
knoiun  to  the  rej}  of  the  pbilofophers  :  for  the  Stagy rite^ 
in  the  I  ^th  chapter  of  the  id  book  -xifiOiifatV,  [peaks  of 
it  in  ihefe  terms  :  "  Thtfe  fhilofophers,  ivho  are  cal- 
"  led  Pythagoreans,  affirm,  that  the  fun  is  in  the  mid" 
"  die  and  that  the  earth,  like  the  refl  of  the  planett, 
"  rolls  round  it  upon  its  oiun  axis,  and  fo  forms  the  day 
"   and  night." 

+    9  he  number  of  the  planets. 

IlavTts  V  irriwrovon  Xuptis  (pffoyfiifi  truvuciv 
ApfiOvint'  Vfoffi  ^vTi  %ix7a.i  a\.^i   a,:r'  euKXit. 
Alex.  Efkef.  apud  Heracl.  de  Htm' 
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But  loft  for  ever!  Yet  benignant  Heav'n, 
Oorredling  with  parental  pity,  fent 
This  friendly  fyren  from  the  groves  of  joy, 
To  temper  with  mellifluent  (trams  the  voice 
Of  mental  anguifh,  and  attune  the  groans 
Of  young  impatience,  to  the  fufter  found 
Of  grateful  Pxans  to  its  Maker's  praile. 
Alike,  if  ills  external,  made  our  own, 
Mix  in  the  cup  of  life  the  bitter  drop 
Of  forrow  ;  when  the  childlefs  father  fighs 
From  the  remembrace  of  his  dying  fon ; 
When  death  has  fever'd,  with  a  long  farewell, 
The  lover  from  the  objedl  of  defire. 
In  the  full  bloom  of  youth,  and  leaves  the  wretch, 
To  footh  affliction  in  the  well-known  fcenes 
Of  blamelef?  rapture  once  ;  uncouth  advice 
In  vain  intrudes  with  facerdotal  frown. 
And  fuperftition's  jargon,  to  expel 
The  fweet  diflrefs;  the  gen'rous  foul  difdains. 
Deaf  to  fuch  monkifh  precepts,  all  conftraint. 
And  gives  a  loofe  to  grief;   but  flrait  apply 
The  lenient  force  of  numbers,  they'll  alTuage 
By  calm  degrees  the  fympathetic  pain, 
Till  luU'd  at  length,  the  intelledlual  pow'rs 
Sink  to  divine  repofe,  and  rage  no  more. 
So  when  dcfcended  rains  from  Alpine  rocks 
Burft  forth  in  diff'rent  torrents,  down  the  rufli 
Precipitate,  and  o'er  the  craggy  fteep 
Hoarfe  roaring  bear  the  parted  foil  away ; 
Anon,  colled:ed  on  the  fmoother  plains, 
Glide  to  the  channel  of  fome  ancient  flood. 
And  flow  one  filent  ftreani.     This  oft  I  felt. 
When,  wand'ring  through  the  unfrequented  woods, 
Mourning  for  poor  Ardelia's  haplels  fate, 
Tliee.  my  belov'd  Melodius,  I  have  heard 
In  filent  rapture  all  the  live-long  day. 
Though   black    defpair  fate    brooding   o'er    my 

thoughts 
Pregnant  with  horror,  thy  Platonic  lay 
DiJpell'd  til'  unmanly  forrows,  and  again 
Led  lortb  my  vagrant  fancy  through  the  plan 
Of  nature,  ftudious  to  explore  with  thee 
Each  beauteous  fcene  of  mufical  delight, 
Which  bears  fraternal  likenefs  to  the  foul. 

*  Is  there  a  paflion,  whofe  impetuous  force 
Diflurbs  the  human  breaft,  and  breaking  forth 
With  fad  eruptions,  deals  deftru<5tion  round. 
Like  flames  convulfive  from  th'  vEtnean  mole, 
But  by  the  magic  ftrains  of  fonie  foft  air 

Is  harmoniz'd  to  peace  ?  As  tempefts  ceafe 
Their  elemental  fury,  when  the  queen 
Of  heav'n,  defcendii.g  on  a  zephyr's  plume, 
Smiles  on  th' enameli'd  landfcape  of  the  fpring. 
Say,  at  that  folemn  hour,  the  noon  of  night, 
When  nought  but  plaintive  Philomela  wakes. 
Say,  whilfl  fhe  warbles  forth  htr  tragic  tale, 
Whilft  grief  melodious  charms  the  5ylvan  pow'rs. 
And  echo  from  her  inmoil  cave  of  reft 
Joins  in  her  wailing,  dofl  thou  not  partake 
A  melancholy  pieaiure  ?  And  though  rage 
Did  lead  thee  forth  beneath  the  filent  gloom 

*  "  Spirito  ha'  ben  diffonante,  anima  forde, 
"  Che  dal  concerto  univerfal  difcorda." 

i'  ^.done  dd  Marino.  Cant./dt. 
Vei.  ^,, 


To  meditate  on  horror  and  revenge, 
Thy  foften'd  foul  is  gently  fo'  th'd  within, 
And,  humaniz'd  again  by  pity's  voice, 
Becohnesas  tender  as  the  gall-lcfs  dove 

Nor  is  the  tunetul  blefli;  g  here  confin'd 
To  cure  diftemper'd  paflious,  and  allay 
By  its  perluafive  notes  convulfive  throbs 
Of ■fiiui  alone;   but  (ftrange)     with  fubtle  pow'r 
\&.i  on  the  gruffer  matter  of  the  frame 
By  riot  fliatter'd,  or  the  cafual  lot 
Of  fickntls  wither'd.   When  th'  harmonious  plan 
Of  inward  beauty  ceafes,  oft  the  lute. 
By  foft  vibrations  on  relponfive  nerves. 
Has  reconcil'd,  by  medicinal  founds. 
Corporeal  Chaos  to  its  priftine  f(  rm. 
Such  is  the  fabled  charm  Italians  boaft 
To  cure  that  InfeA's  venom,  which  benumbs 
By  fatal  touch  the  frozen  veins,  and  lulls 
The  fenfes  in  oblivion  :   when  the  harp. 
Sonorous,  through  the  patient's  bofom  pours 
Its  antidotal  notes,  the  flood  of  life, 
Loos'd  at  its  fource  by  tepefying  ftrains, 
Flows  like  fome  frozen  fiiver  flream  unthaw'd 
At  a  warm  zephyr  of  the  genial  ipring. 

Doubt  you  thofe  charms  of  mufic  o'er  the  foul 
Of  man  ?  Bthold!  e'en  brute  creation  feels  * 
Its  pow'r  divine  !   For  when  the  liquid  flute 
Breathes  am'rous  airs,  touch'd  by  the  love-fick 

fwain, 
Muteiseach  hill  and  dale  ;  the  lift'ning  herds-]- 
Exprefs^  their  joy  irrational  (as  erft 
When  fauns  and  dryads  foUow'd  ancient  Pan 
In  feftive  dance).    Alk  you,  from  whence  arife 
Thefe  grateful  figns  of  pleafure  in  the  gaze 
Of  lift  ning  flocks  at  mufic's  dulcet  lore  ? 
From  whence,  but  from  relponlive  notes  withia 
Of  harmony  celeftial,  which  infpires 
Each  animal,  through  all  the  Ipacious  tratfts 
Of  earth,  and  air,  and  water,  from  the  large 
Unwieldy  elephant,  to  th'  unfeen  mote. 
That  flutters  in  the  fun's  meridian  beam.      [fume 
See  I  round  that  fragrant  rofe,  whofe  fweets  per- 
l  he  tin»9:ur'd  pinions  of  the  pafling  breeze. 
How  bees  labj^ri -us  gather  ;  from  each  hive 
1  he  dufky  myriads  fwarm,  to  tafte  the  dew, 
Juft  fpriiikltd  from  Aurora's  golden  plumes,      * 
Ambrofializ'd  within  its  dulcet  leaves. 
And  fweets  diftilling  like  Arabian  gums 

From  medicinal  groves homeward  they  bcaV 

The  liquid  fpoil,  exulting,  all  intent 
T'  enrich  the  waxen  empire  ,  till  anon 
Luxurious  plenty  fows  the  fatal  feed 
Of  dire  diffention  ;  fudden  rage  enfues. 
And  fight  domeftic  ;   to  the  fields  of  air 
The  winged  hofts  refort;  the  fignals  found. 
And  civil  flaughter  ftrews  the  plains  below 
With  many  a  little  corple.      But  e'en  amidfb 
The  thickeft  war,  let  but  the  tuneful  rod 


•   See  the  fiirpr'tjin^  effeiis  ofpiufic  related  by  Piatt, 
Arijiotle,    Tbeophrajius-,    Fclybius,  and   other   ancient 
authors. 
f  "  For  do  but  note  a  wild  and  wanton  herd, 

"  Or  race  of  youthful  and  unhandled  colts,"  &c» 
Sbakff.  Merchant  of  Fenictx 

in 
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On  brazen  cymbal  ftrike,  the  lenient  ftrains, 
Quick  undulating  through  the  filent.  air, 
Recal  harmonious  love  and  gentle  peace 
Hack  to  their  ancient  feats  ;  the  friendly  fwarms 
Sudden  in  reunited  clufters  join, 
Pendent  on  neighb'ring:  fallows ;  nought  is  heard 
But  rotes  recipiocal  of  bli(s  fmcere, 
Soft-breathing  through  each  amicable  hive. 

Now  to  the  mufe  fublimer  objetfts  turn, 
For  mind  alone  can  feel  tb'  effedt  divine 
Of  emulative  art,  where  human  flciil 
Steals  with  a  Promothean  hand  the  fire 
Of  heav'n,  to  imitate  celeftial  pow'r. 

D^fp  in  the  vale  of  folitude,  where  peace 
Breathes  o'er  the  foul  divider  airs  than  thofe 
By  Grecian  fablers  fung,  which  from  the  banks 
Of  fam'd  Elyfaim  •'vaft  on  hap}>y  (hades 
Their  grateful  influence,  in  fequefter'd  bow'rs 
The  pow'r  of  art  refides :   Ri'llcdlion  firm, 
And  vagrant  fancy  at  her  fov'reign  nod 
Attendant  wait;   behind  th'  ideal  train 
Of  memory,  with  retrofpedlive  eye  ■ 
Supports  her  throne,  whilft  contemplation  guides 
Her  trophied  car.  Through  nature's  variou!'  paths, 
Alike,  where  glows  the  bloffom'd  pride  of  May, 
Or  where  bleak  winter  from  the  widow'd  (hrubs 
Strips  the  gay  verdure,  and  invefls  the  houghs 
With  fnowy  horror;  where  delicious  ftreams 
Through   flow'ry  meadows    feek    their  wanton 

courfe ; 
Or  where  on  Afric's  unfrequented  coafts 
The  dreary  defart  burns;  where'er  the  ray 
Of  beauty  gild'  the  fcene,  or  where  the  cloud 
Or  horror  cafls  its  (hade  ;  (lie  unreftrain'd 
Explores,  and  in  her  faithful  mirror  hears 
The  fweet  refemblance,  to  revive  the  foul, 
When  abfence  from  tlie  fight  for  ever  tears 
The  fourre  of  rapture.      Hence  the  tablet  glows 
With  charms  exotic  ;  hence  the  Cculptur'd  buft, 
As  o'er  the  rock  the  plaftic  chiffcl  moves, 
Breathts  by  deyrees,  till  (Vrcight  returns  afrelh 
The  iov  d  idea  to  the  ravifh'd  eye, 
And  calls  up  ev  ry  paffion  from  its  fource. 

Is  love  the  objr.dt  of  thy  glowing  thoughts? 
Or  dream  (i  thou  of  a  blifs  exceeding  far 
Elyfian  pleafures?  Would  (I  thou  tafte  again 
The  heart-cnfccbling  tranfportf,  when  the  i'oul, 
Big  v/ith  celeftial  triump'^   through  the  vales 
Of  am  rous  fancy  led  the  Ipnrtive  hours 
To  fi;f:  'dalian  airs,  whilft  wanton  loves 
Strew'd  round  thee  roi'es  rf  erernai  bloom. 
And  fann  d  the  fultry  breeze  with  golden  plumes? 
Sec  !  where,  beneath  a  myrtle  bow  r  reclin  d, 
Which  on  the  canvafs  cafls  its  cooling  (hade. 
Encircled  in  each  other's  arms,  yon  beauteous  pair 
In  dulcet  dalliunce  lie;  the  rigjd'frown 
Of  care  ne  er  Inw'rs,  buf  ever  cheerful  fmiles 
EfTule.  like  vernal  funs,  their  gciiiai  beams  [fighs. 
To  warm  their  mutual  hearts ;  whilft   rapt'rous 
Sweeter  than  aromatic  winds  which  blow 
O'er  fpicy  groves  in  intermingled  gales, 
Are  wafted  to  th'  impending  queen  of  love. 

But  hums  thy  lieart  with  mote  refin'd  df light  ? 
And  would'ft  thou  through  the  faithful  colours 
vi€w 


Calm  chaftity  and  juftice  blend  their  charms 
Like  gleams  of  opening   heav'n  ?    Yon  radiant 

throne 
Prefents  great  Cyrus,  as  the  Magi  feign'd 
The  fnowy-vefted  Mithres,  from  the  eaft 
Defcending  in  effulgent  rays  of  light, 
I'o  guide  the  virtuous  to  th"  etherial  plains, 
Where  joy  for  ever  dwells.     Before  him  ftands 
A  trembling  captive,  with  dejedfed  looks. 
As  confcious  of  her  form  :   upon  her  cheeks 
rhe  rofe  of  beauty  fades,  with  paler  hue 
The  lily  fickens,  and  each  fiow'r  declines 
Its  drooping  head.     But  fee  !  how  he  revives 
W'th  uiiexpeded  hopes  her  tortur'd  breaft, 
And  jot's  ("oft  blufh  appears !  So  the  blefs'd  wings 
Of  weftern  zephyr's  o'er  Arabian  coafts 
Sprinkle  their  heav'nly  dew  ;  the  wither'd  plants 
Incline  their  fun-parch"d  bofoms  to  imbibe 
The  renovating  moifture,  till  anon 
The  priftine  bloom  through  vegetative  pores 
Returning,  fmiles  in  ev'ry  flow'ry  vale,      [pride. 
And   decks  the   neighb'ring   hills  with   verdant 
Such  groups  as  thefe  inftrudl  th'  unbiafs'd  mind 
With  real  wifdom,  when  with  beauty's  garb 
Virtue  inverted,  and  ne'er  fading  charms. 
Fills  with  defire  the  foul ;  here  art  employs 
To  worthy  end^  her  pencil  as  of  old. 
And  calls  the  hero  to  receive  the  wreath 
Of  public  honour,  whilft  his  facred  buft 
Is  ftill  pi  efcrv'd  for  nations  yet  unborn 
To  view  with  adoration  ;  ev'ry  breaft 
Feels  emulative  fpirits  burn  within, 
And  longs  to  join  the  honour'd  lift  of  fame. 
"Vet  ftill  her  influence  is  not  lefs  confefs'd 
In  other  forms,  to  raife  abhurrence  fierce, 
To  paint  in  hideous  (hapes  the  crew  of  vice, 
And  all  her  train  of  fure-aticnding  woes, 
f  hefe  objeiSls  have  their  difF'rent  graces  too, 
And  glov.',  If  faithful,  through  the  mimic  fcenes 
With  charms  peculiar.     For  perfedtion  fits  *, 
As  the  known  •mltation  fhail  fucceed. 
With  equal  luftre  on  a  tyrant's  frown, 
As  on  the  diriiple  of  Pancafte's  check, 
Or  Delia's  iv'ry  neck      The  melting  tear 
Drops  from  th'  affllAcd  parent's  joylcfs  eye. 
Not  lefs  delightful  to  th' attentive  gaze 
Of  fix'd  examination,  than  the  fmiies 
Of  infant  Cupids  fporting  through  the  groves, 
Whf  re  'V^enu'  (leeplng  lies.    From  nature  form'd. 
The  juft  refemblance  from  c  nfencing  thought 
Applaufc  demamls;  and  f;incy's  ravifh'd  eye 
Sports  o'er  the  painted  (urge,  whofe  billows  roll 
l^emi.'eftuous  to  the  (ky,  with  equ;il  blifs, 
As  o'er  the  marble  fudace  of  the  deep, 
Whom  mild  Favoniusfiom  the  weftern  ifles, 
With  youthful  fpring  flics  giadfnme  o'er !  hi.  main, 
To  feck  hisgi-nth-  May;  whiK   Proteus  refts 
Dtcp  in  his  oozy  bed,  and  halcycns  call, 
bicure  of  peace,  their  new-ttedg'd  young  abroad. 


*  See  the  rcafcn  in  Anf.atle  ajfignetl,  ivfjy  the  mind 
is  as  Much  delighted  ii'ith  uptnefi  tf  defcriflion  to  ex- 
cite the  image,  as  'with  the  image  in  'efcription,  Arijl. 
de  Poet  cap.  4.  Sv  Fliilarch  de  And-  J'oet.  See  bis 
Sjmj/.  lib.  5. 


External  matter  thus  by  art  is  wrought, 
Or  with  the  pencil  or  the  chiffel's  touch, 
To  give  us  back  the  image  of  the  mind, 
Which  fmiles  to  find  its  own  conceptions  there. 
But  can  fhe  draw  the  tendernefs  of  thought  ? 
Can  fhe  depiA  the  beauty  of  the  foul, 
And  all  th*  internal  train  of  fweet  diflrcfs. 
When  friendfhip  o'er  the  recent  grave  declines 
Its  fick'ning  head,  as  cv'ry  aiftion  dear, 
And  ev'ry  circumftance  of  mutual  love 
Returns  afrefh  ;  while  from  the  dreaming  eyes 
Burfts  forth  a  flood  of  unavailing  tears. 
Of  parting  tears,  ere  yet  they  clofe  the  tomb  ? 
Or,  can  (he  from  the  colours  that  adorn 
The  wat'ry  bow ;   from  all  the  fplendid  {tore. 
That  Flora  lavilhes  in  vernal  hours 
On  wanton  zephyr;  from  the  blazing  mine 
Where  Plutus  reigns ;  can  flie  felecft  a  bloom 
To  emulate  the  patriot's  bofota,  when  the  wealth 
Of  nations,  all  imperial  pomp  is  fccrn'd, 
And  tyrants  frown  in  vain,  yet  to  the  laft 
He  breathes  the  fecial  figh,  and  even  in  death 

With  blefling  on  his  native  country  calls ! 

That  only  to  the  mufe  belongs,  to  fliow 

How  charms  each  moral  beauty,  how  the  fc^ne 

Of  goodnefs  pleafes  the  refponfive  foul. 

And  foothcs  within  the  intelle>5lual  pow'rs 

With  fympathetic  order.     For  at  firfl. 

This  emanation  of  the  fource  of  life 

Unfullied  glows,  til!  o'er  th'  etherial  rays 

Opinion  cafls  a  tinflure,  and  infeds 

The  mental  optics  with  a  jaundice  hue ; 

Then,  like  the  domes  beneath  a  wizard's  wand, 

Each  objedl,  as  the  hellifli  artift  wills, 

A  Ihape  fallacious  wears. — O  throng,  ye  youth, 

Around  the  poet's  fong,  whofe  facred  lays. 

Breathe  no  infeiSlious  vapours  from  the  coafls. 

Where  indolence  fupinely  nods  at  eafe, 

And  ofTers  to  the  pafllng  crowd  her  couch 

Of  down,  whilfl  infant  vices  lull  the  mind 

To  fatal  numbers  ;  other  themes  invite 

My  faithful  hand  to  ftrike  the  votive  lyre. 

L.O  !  virtue  comes  in  more  effulgent  pomp. 

Than  what  the  great  impnftor  promls'd  oft 

To  cheated  crowds  of  MufTulmen,  befide 

The  winy  rivers  and  rcfrelhing  fliades 

Of  Paradifc  ;  and  lo  !  the  daflard  train 

Of  pleafure  difappcars.     So  fleet  the  (hades. 

That  wander  in  the  dreary  gloom  of  night. 

When  from  the  eaflern  hills  Aurora  pours 

Her  flood  of  glory,  and  relumes  the  world. 

Be  fhe  my  great  prorcdtrefs,  fhe  my  guide 

Through  lofty  Pindus,  and  the  laurel  grove, 

Whilft  I  through  unfrequented  paths  purfue 

The  fteps  of  Grecian  fages,  and  d'.''play 

The  jufl  fimilituf'e  of  moral  charms. 

Of  harmony  and  joy,  with  this  fair  frame 

Of  outward  things,  which  through  untainted  fenfe 

With  a  fraternal  goodnefs  fires  the  foul. 

BOOK  n. 

^  ARGUMENT. 

Invofati^n  to  the  moral  train  of  harmony  :  Ex- 
ternal objeds  analogous  co  them.     The  feats  of 
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rural  beauty.  Every  kind  of  beauty  charms, 
exclufive  of  any  fecondary  motive.  The  annual 
renovation  of  nature.  The  complicated  charms 
of  various  obje<5ls.  The  great,  the  wonderful, 
the  fair  :  The  contrail  to  the  fame  harmonious, 
when  united  to  the  univerfal  plan  of  nature. 
Abftrafted  objefts,  how  they  work   upon  the 

mind  : with  gaiety  : with  horror  :  with 

forrow,  admiration.  Sec.  Moral  beauty  fupe- 
rior  to  natural,  a  view  of  the  univerfe  :  The 
harmony  of  the  whole  :  What  to  be  deduced 
from  it.  Contemplation  on  beauty  and  pro- 
portion in  external  objeifts,  harmonizes  the  foul 
to  a  fympathetic  order.     The  conclufion. 

THE  HARMONY   OF  NATURE. 

Come  all  ye  moral  genii,  who  attend 
The  train  of  rural  beauty,  bring  your  gifts. 
Your  fragrant  thaplers,  and  your  purple  wreaths, 
To  crown  your  poet's  brow;  come  all  ye  pow'rs. 
Who  haunt  the  fylvan  fliades,  where  folitiide 
Nurfes  fweet  contemplation  ;  come  ye  band 
Of  graces,  gentle  peace,  contentment  fair, 
Sweet  innocence,  and  fnowy-winged  hope, 
Who  fport  with  young  firnplicity  beneath 
Her  moffyroof;  around  my  faithful  lays 
Lead  forth  in  feftive  pomp  your  paramours 
Of  nature  *,  deck'd  in  fpring's  Elyfian  bloom. 
Or  autumn's  purple  robes;  whilft  I  relate 
In  founds  congenial  your  untainted  Mils, 
And  their  unfading  luftre.     Nor  be  thou 
Far  from  my  lyre,  O  liberty  !  fweet  nymph, 
Who    roam'fl   at   large    through    unfrequented 

groves, 
Swift  as  the  mountain  hind  ;  or  eaftern  winds 

O'er  Afia's  kingdoms. To  each  nat'ral  fcene 

A  moral  pow'r  belongs  ;  as  erft  the  woods, 
Infpir'd  by  dryads,  wav'd  their  awful  heads 
With  facred  horror,  and  the  cryftal  frreams 
Flow'd  unpolluted  by  revering  fvi'ains 
From  urns  celeftial.  whilfl  the  myftic  founds 
Of  fportive   nymphs    were    heard    in   bubbling 

firings. 
Ye  fields  and  woods,  and  filver  winding  ftreams. 
Ye  iilicd  vallies,  and  refounding  rock', 
Where  faithful  echo  dwells;   ye  manfions  hleft 
Where  nature  reigns   throughout  the    wide  ex.- 

panfe, 
In  majefty  ferene  of  opening  heav'n; 
Or,  humbbr  feated,  in  the  blulhing  rofe. 
The  virgin  vi'let,  or  the  creeping  mofs. 
Or  winding  round  the  mould'ring  ruin's  top, 
With  no  unpleafing  horror  fit  array 'd 
In  venerable  ivy  :   Hail,  thrice  hail. 
Ye  folitary'feafts,  where  wifdom  fecks 
Beauty  and  good,  th'  infeparable  pair, 
Sweet  off'>pring  of  the  fky,  thofc  emblems  fair 
Of  the  ccleftial  caufe,  whofe  tuneful  word 
From  dilcord  and  from  Chaos  rais'd  this  globe, 
And  all  the  wide  efTu'^rence  of  the  day. 

From  him  begins  this  beam  of  g&y  dcUgh't, 
When    aught  harmonious    flrikes    th'  atteflttva 

mind ; 


ima^n. 


Natural  tijeffs,  luhicb  produce  in  the  minit/ueh 
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In  him  (hall  end  ;  for  he  attun'd  the  frame 

Of  paffive  organs  with  internal  iVnfe, 

To  feel  an  inftantaneous  glow  of  joy  *, 

When  beauty  from  her  native  feat  of  heav'n, 

Cloth  d  in  etherial  mildnefs,  on  our  plains 

Defcends,  ere  reafon  with  her  tardy  eye 

Can  view  the  form  divine;  and  through  the  world 

The  heav'nly  boon  to  ev'ry  being  flows. 

Why,    when    the    genial   fpring    with    chaplets 

crown'd 
Of  dalfies,  pinks,  and  vi'lets,  wakes  the  mom 
With  placid  whifpers,  do  the  turtles  coo, 
Aud  call  their   conforts  from    the    neighb'rJng 

groves 
With  fofter  mufic  ?  why  exalts  the  lark 
His  matin  warbling  with  redoubled  lays  ? 
Why  (land  th'  admiring  herd    with  jpyful  gaze 
Facing  the  dawn  of  day,  or  friflcing  bound 
p'er  the  foft  furface  of  the  verdant  meads 
With  unaccuftom'd  tranfport?   'Tis  the  ray 
Of  beauty,  beaming  its  benignant  warmth 
Throijgh  all  the  brute  creation  :  hence  arife 
Spontaneous  off 'rings  of  unfeigned  love 
In  filerit  praifes.      And  (hall  man  alone. 
Shall  man  with  blind  ingratitude  negleft 
His  Maker's  bounty  ?  Shall  the  lap  of  floth, 
With  foft  infenfihility  compofe 
His  ufelefsfoul,  whiUI  unregarded  blooms 
The  repovattd  luftre  of  the  world  ? 

See  :  how  eternal  Hebe  onward  leads 
The  blufliing  morn,  and  o'er  the  fmiling  globe, 
With  Flora  join'd,  flies  gladfome  to  the  bow'r. 
Where,  with  the  graces,  and  Idalian  loves. 
Her  fifter  beauty  dwells.      The  glades  expind 
The  bloff  tm'd  frajrrance  of  their  new-blown  pride, 
With  gay  profufion  ;  and  the  flow'ry  lawns 
Breathe  forth  ambrofial  odours ;  whilft  behind, 
The  mufe  in  never-dying  hymns  of  praife 
Purfues  the  triumph,  and  refponfive  airs 
Syniphonious  warble  through  the  vocal  groves, 
1  ill  playful  echo,  in  each  hill  and  dale. 
Joins  the  glad  chorus,  and  improves  the  lay. 
•    Firft  o'er  yon  com^ilicated  laiidfcape  caft 
Th'  enraptur'd  eye,  where,  through  the  fubjeia 

plains. 
Slow  with  majeftic  pride  a  fpacious  flood 
Jpevolveshis  lordly  ftream;  with  many  ii,  turn 
Seeking  along  his  ferpentizing  way. 
And  in  the  grateful  intricacies  feeds 
With  fruitful  waves  thofe  e«er  fmiling  fliores. 
Which  in  the  floating  mirror  view  their  charms 
■\Vith  confcious  glory  ;  from  the  neighb'ring  urns 
Th'  inferioF  rivers  fwell  his  regal  pomp 
With  tributary  off  'rings.     Some  afar 
Tlirough  fllent  ofiers,  and  the  fullen  green 
Of  mournful  willows,  melancholy  flow  : 

*  Whatever  is  true,  jujl,  and  harmonkus ,  ivhtthtr 
in  nature  or  moratj , gi-va  an  immediate  pleafure,  cxdu- 
Jive  of  rrJlc£}ioh  :  nor,  as  beauty  is  not  vague  and  ti'n- 
Jeltled,  butjixt  to  a  proper  criterion,  are  -we  left  indif- 
ferent ;  but  ifd  naturally  to  embrace  it.  by  that  prefen- 
■fiiy  the  divine  Author  of  all  things  implanted  in  us.  See 
the  Charaiieriflics,  and  An  inquiry  into  the  Origin  rf 
iwr  liifoi  oj^eaut^and  Virtut.     •    '      '       ■' 
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Some  o'er  the  rattling  pebbles,  to  the  (an 

Obvious,  with  colour'd  rays  refraded,  fhinc 

Like  gemi  which  fparkle  on  th'  exalted  crownf 

Of  kings  barbaric  ■   Others  headlong  fall 

From  a  high  precipice,  whofe  awful  btow, 

Fring'd  with' a  fable  wood,  nods  dreadful  o'er 

The  deep  below,  which  fpreads  its  wat'ry  lap 

To  catch  the  gufhing  homage,  then  proceeds 

With  richer  waves  than  thofe  Pa(Jlolu8  erft  . 

Pour'd  o'er  his  gulden  fands;  or  yclbw  Po, 

Tipg'd  with  the  tears  of  aromatic  trees. 

Then  at  a  diftance,  through  the  parted  cliffs 

In  unconfiii'd  perfpe(5live  fend  thy  gaze, 

Difdaining  limit,  o'er  the  green  expanfe 

Of  ocean,  fuelling  his  cerulean  tide, 

Whilft  on  th*  unruffled  bofom  of  the  deep 

A  halcyon  ftillnefs  reigns  ;  the  boift'rous  wind$j 

Hulh'd  in  .^olian  caves,  are  luU'd  to  reft. 

And  leave  the  placid  main  without  a  wave. 

E'en  weftern  zephyrs,  like  unfrighted  doves, 

Skim  gently  o'er  with  ^•everential  awe. 

Nor  mi've  their  filent  plumes.     At  fuch  a  time 

Sweet  Amphitrite,  with  her  azure  train 

Of  marine  nymj  hs,  emerging  from  the  flood, 

Whilft  ev'ry  Triton  tun'd  his  vocal  fliell 

To  Hymeneal  founds,  from  Nercus'  court 

Cam.e  to  efpoufe  the  monarch  of  the  main. 

In  nuptial  pomp  attir'd. —  Now  change  the  fcene, 

Nor  lefs  admire  thofe  things,  which  view'd  apar^ 

Uncouth  appear,  or  horrid;   ridges  black 

Of  fiiagged  rocks,  which  hang  tremendous  o'er 

Some  barren  heath  ;  the  congregated  clouds 

Which  fpfead  their  fable  Ikirts,  and  wait  the  wind 

To  burft  th'  embofom'd  ftorm  ;   a  leaflefs  wood, 

A  mould'ring  ruin,  light'ning-blafted  fields, 

Nay  e'en  the  feat  where  defolation  reigns 

In  browneft  horror,  by  familiar  thought 

Conne(Sled  to  this  univcrlal  frame, 

With  ec[ual  beauty  charms  the  tafteful  foul, 

As  the  gold  landfcapes  of  the  happy  ifles 

Crown'd  with  Hefperian  fruit :  for  nature  form'4 

One  plan  entire,  and  made  each  fep'rate  fcene 

Co-op 'rate  with  the  gen'ral  force  of  all 

In  that  harmonious  contraft.     Hence  the  fair, 

The  wonderful,  the  great,  from  diff 'rent  forms 

Owe  their  fuperior  excellence.     I'he  light, 

Not  intermingled  with  oppofing  fliades, 

Had  flione  unworfliipp'd  by  the  Perfian  prieft 

With  undiftiiiguifti'd  rays Yet  ftill  the  huQ 

Of  feparated  ohjeAs  tinge  the  fight 
With  their  own  likenefs ;  the  relporfive  foul, 
Cameleon  like,  a  juft  refcmblance  hears. 
And  faithful,  as  the  filent  mirror,  ftiows 
In  its  true  bolom,  whether  from  without 
A  bUroming  paradife  (miles round  the  land. 
Or  Stygian  darkiiefa  blots  the  realms  of  day. 
Say,  when  the  fmiling  face  of  youthful  May 
Invites  foft  zephyr  to  her  fragrant  lap. 
And  Phoebus  wantons  on  the  glijt'ring  ftreams^, 
Glows  not  thy  blood  with  unaccuftom'd  joy, 
And  love  unlelt  btfore  ,'   Methinks  the  train 
Of  fair  Euphrofyne,  heart-eafmg  fmiles, 
Hope,  and  her  brother  love,  and  young  delight, 
Come  to  invite  me  to  ambrcfial  feafts. 
Where  youth  adminillcrj  the  Ijprightly  tawl 
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9t  care-beguiUng  ttiirth  ;  and  hark  !  the  found 
Of  fportivs  laughter,  to  the  native  home 
Of  filenc  night,  with  all  htrr  meagre  crew 
Chafes  abhi>rred  grief.  Prepare  the  for.gs 
Of  mental  triumph  ;  let  the  jocund  harp 
In  correfjjondent  notes  deceive  the  hours, 
And  merriment  with  love  fhall  fport  around. 

But  what  perceive  we  in  thofe  dufky  groves, 
■WTiere  cyprel's  with  funereal  horror  ihades 
Some  ruin  d  tomb  ;  where  3eaclly  hemlock  chills 
Th*  unfruitful  glebe,  and  Iweating  yew»  diltill 
Immedicable  poifun  ?   In  thole  plains, 
Black  melancholy  dwell^i  with  filent  fear. 
And  luperftition  fierce,  the  fouled  fiend 
That  ever  full  ed  light.      Here  frantic  woe  * 
Tears  her  difheveli'd  hair;   her  pale  difeafe 
Hangs  down  her  fickly  head;  and  death  fiehind, 
With  fable  curtains  of  eternal  night, 
Cliifes  the  g-haftly  prolpeiil.— From  the  good 
Far  be  this  horrid  group  ;   the  foot  of  peace 
And  innocence  fliould  tread  the  blefs'd  retreat 
Of  pleafant  Tempe,  or  the  flow'ry  field 
Of  £nna,  glowing  with  unfading  bluom, 
Reiponfivc  to  the  m.ral  charms  within. 
Thofe  horrid  realms  let  guilty  villains  haunt, 
Who  rob  the  orphan,  or  the  (acred  trutt 
Of  friendfiup  break;  the  wretch  who  never  felt 
Stream  from  his  eye  the  comfortable  balm, 
Which  foetal  forrow  mixes  with  her  tears; 
Such  fuit  their  minds.    There  let  the  tyrant  howl, 
And  hierarchy,  miniftrefs  abhorr'd 
Of  pow'r  illicit,  bound  with  iron  chains 
She  made  for  liberty  and  juftice,  gnafti 
Her  foaming  teeth,  and  bite  the  fcourge  in  vain. 

Or  when  the  ftillntfs  of  thegray-ey'd  eve, 
Brok'n  only  by  the  beetle's  drowfy  hum. 
Invites  us  forth  to  folitary  vales. 
Where  awful  ruins  on  their  mofiy  roofs 
IDenote  the  flight  of  time  ,  the  paufing  eye 
"Slow  round  the  gloomy  regions  calls  its  glance, 
Whilft  from  within  the  intelletftaal  pow'rs. 
With  melancholy  pleafure  on  the  brow 
Of  thoughtful  admii-ation  fix  the  fign 
Of  guiltlefs  traniport ;   not  with  frantic  noife. 
Nor  the  rude  laughter  of  an  idiot's  joy; 
'But  with  the  fniiies  that  wifdom,  tcmp'ring  oft 
With  fweet  content,  tffufes.   Here  the  mind, 
LuU'd  by  the  facred  filence  of  the  place, 
Dreams  with  enchanted  rapture  of  the  groves 

*  Tie  ancients,  ivho  bad  alioaiis  this  analogy  be- 
tiveen  natural  and  moral  objeSls  m  iiieiv ,  imagined  every 
gloomy  place  like  this  to  be  inhabited  by  uch  perfoiages. 
Creon,  in  the  OEdipus  of  .eneca.  after  he  has  dej  ribed 
— — "  procul  ab  urbc  lucus  ilicibus  niger. "goes  on  to  re- 
late ivhdt  he  faiii  there -by  the poiver  of  necromancy. 

" — cxcus  turor 

Horrorque,  ct  una  qu'dquid  as.erns  oreant 
Celantque  tenebrse  ;  ludus  evelleris  comam, 
^greque  laffum  fufiincn-;  morbus  caput, 
Gravis  fenedtus  libimet.  &  pendens  metus. 

Jind  to  objeBs  of  a  different  nature^   -we  give  the  moral 
epithets  of  gay  ^  lively,  eLietful,  ^e.  beiavfe  the  mind  is 
ft  affeaed. 
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Of  Academus,  and  the  f6lemn  walks, 
Ai  erfc  frequented  by  the  godlike  band 
Of  Grecian  fages;  to-the  Iill'iiing  ear 
Socratic  founds  are  beard,  and  Plato's  felf 
Seem*  half  emerging  from  his  olive  bow'r 
To  gather  round  him  all  th'  Athenian  fons 
Of  wifdom. — Hither  thrc  ng,  ye  ftudious  youth  J 
Here  through  the  mental  eye  enamour'd  view 
The  charm--  of  moral  beauty,  to  the  foul 
More  grateful,  than  Vvhen  Titan's  golden  beani 
Firft  dawns  upon  the  new-recoyer'd  fight 
Of  rne  long  fated  to  the  dreary  gloom 
Of  daikncfs    How,  to  undillenioer'd  thoughti' 
Does  virtue  i'l  mild  m<idtlly  appear  i 

Delightful,  when  the  fyn^ pathetic  heart 
Feels  for  another  sj  woe  !   WiS  any  fcene 
So  beauteous, in  the  wide-extended  pomp 
And  golden  fplendour  of  the  Pcifiin  camp, 
Whcli  all  the  riches  of  the  eaft  were  fpread 
Beneath  the  tyrant's  feet ;    '^  did  aught  appear 
So  lovely  and  fo  great,  as  whim  the  call 
Of  curs'd  ambition  ceas'd.in  X''rxc-'  brcaft. 
And  from  'he  lociaLeye  compaffion  pour'd 
The  tender  flood  of  heait  eiinohling  tears  ? 

Ihus  the  chief  Iceres  of  nature  view'd  apart. 
Which  with  a  juft  fimilitude  affe6t  ; 

rh~  attentive   mind,  now  through  the   tuneful 

whole  " 

Let  the  fwift  wing  of  fancy  bear  us  on 
Beyond  the  ken  of  knowledge,  where,  unfeen 
To  us  inhabitants  of  this  imall  fpot. 
Ten  thoufand  worlds  in  regions  unconfin'd| 
Pr  >gr  flive  and  obedient  to  the  fource 
Of  light  eternal,  gild  the  vaft  ex;>anfe  :    .  ; 
Or.  fliouli  we  ttop  th'  afplring  flight  to  view^ 
Led  hy  the  hand  of  fcience  and  of  truth, 
Where  in  the  midll  the  glorious  lun  expands 
His  flame,  and  with  perennial  beams  fuppUe^ 
The  diftant  planets  as  they  roll  around; 
What  harmony  divine  for  ever  reigns  !  .  , 

f   How  ihifc  in  tuneful  order  through  the  void  ^ 
Their  diff'rent  ftations'  keep,  their  pow'rs  diftintJt 
Obferve,  and  in  each  others  friendly  fphere 
i  heir  kindeft  influence  blend,  till  all  unite 
To  fiirni  the  pLm  of  the  all-ruling  Mind, 
And    through  the  whole  celeilial  blifs  diffufe! 

Hence  let  the  worfe  than  atheift,  the  fond  fool 
Wn.;  fafelydoats  in  fuperflition's  gloom, 
And  blindfold  led  by  cafy  faith,  denies 
The  guide  of  realiin,  obllinaiely  bent 
To  ftek  the  caufe  of  univerfal  good. 
And  fourie  of  beauty  in  the  demon's  cave. 
And,  Ihudd'rijig  fancies  he  at  diftance  hears 
The  howls  of  ghofls,  created  to  endure 
Erernal  torments.  Let  this  impious  wretch 
Look  niund  this  fair  creation,  where,  impeH'ct 
By  that  great  Auihcr,  every  atom  tends 

*  7  e  fuperiority  of  meral  beauty  to  natural,  Bus. 
been  univerfally  alloived  by  all  authors,  bath  ancient  and 
modern.  nd  that  fentence  of  Seneca's   may  be  under" 

flood  figuratively  :    "    Thulium    omamentum  principis 
fafligio   dignius  pulcbriufque    f/?.    quam  illd  corona  off 
eives  fervatos.  '     Sen  EC   de  Clem.  lib.  I. 
t   Fidt  Sir  Ifaac  Newton,  book  iii.  p-  Jfjr 
3  D  >i) 
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To  univcrfal  harmony;  where  joy, 
As  with  a  parent's  fondncfs,  to  behold 
Her  own  foft  image  in  her  child  imprefs'd, 
Smiles  on  the  beauteous  offspring,  and  illumes 
Refpoiifive  fipns  of  pleafure  ;  like  the  beams 
Of  ritan  fporting  on  the  lucid  waves 
Whence  Venus  rofe  of  old :   let  him  then  fay, 
If  nature  meant  this  goodly  frame  to  cheat 
Deluded  mortals  ?  Did  an  idiot's  fcheme 
Upraife  this  wondrous  fabric  ?  Say,  was  man 
Forth  from  the  dark  abyfs  of  chaos  call'd 
In  vain  to  breathe  celefHal  air,  in  vain 
To  view  the  bloom  of  beauty,  not  to  feel 
Th'  effe6l  divine  foft-thrilling  through  his  foul. 
And  wak'ning  ev'ry  pow'r  which  fleeps  within 
To  gaze  amazement  ?  Did  the  Lord  of  all 
Attune  our  finer  organs  to  the  charms 
Of  things  external,  only  to  enfnare 
This  image  of  himfclf  ?  To  the  tuneful  breaft 
Of  virtuous  wifdom,  fuch  difcordant  thoughts 
Are  far  excluded;  other  themes  employ 
The  ftudious  fage's  hours  ;  his  kindred  foul 
Triumphs  on  contemplation's  eagle  wings 
Thrnugh  yon  etherial  plains,  where  diflant  worlds 
RoH-  thtough  the  vafV  abyfs ;  there  unconfin'd 
Purfues  the  fiery  tra<S  where  comets  glow; 
Or  in  the  fable  bofom  of  the  night. 
Sweeps  headlong  to  o'ertake  the  rapid  flight 
Of  exhalations  from  ideal  ftars 
Shot  wildly  down  ;  nor  'fdains  he  to  behold 
Jn  nature's  humbler  walks  the  fweet  recefs. 
Where-  beauty  on  the  fplendid  rofe  exults 
As  confcious  nf  her  form,  or  mildly  veils 
Her  maiden  bluflies  in  the  chaftcft  pink. 
Or  on  the  margin  of  the  cryf^al  brook. 
In  foft  Narciffus  blows.  For  him  the  choir 
Of  feather'd  fongfters  breathe  their  vernal  airs  ; 
For  him  the  ftillnefs  of  th'  autumnal  grove 
In  pleafing  fadnefs  reigns;  for  him  the  Iheaf 
Of  Ceres  fpreads  its  yellow  pride ;  the  horn 
Of  ripe  Pomona  pours  its  off'rings  forth  ; 
Winter  prefents  his  itec  domeftic  bov^l 
Of  focial  joy;   and  fpring's  Elyfian  bloom, 
Whilft  Flora  wantons^  in  her  zephyr's  arms 
Invites  the  graces  forth  to  join  the  hours 
In  feftive  dance.  liis  tafteful  mind  enjoys 
Alike  the  complicated  charms,  which  glow 
Through   the  wide  landfeape,  where   eiiamell'd 
meads,  [ftrcams, 

Unfruitful  rocks,  brown    woods,  and    glitt'ring 
The  daify-laughing  lawns,  the  verdant  plains. 
And  hanging  mountains,  ftrike  at  oDce  the  fight 
With  varied  pleafure;  as  th'  alftraded  ray, 
'Which  foft  effufes  from  Eudocia's  eye 
The  opening  dawn  of  love.   He  looks  through  all 
The  plan  of  nature  with  congenial  love, 
Where  the  great  focial  link  of  mutual  aid 
Through  every  being  twines;  where  all  confpire 
To  form  one  fyftem  of  eternal  good, 
Of  harmopy  and  blifs,  in  forms  diftindl, 
Of  natures  various  as  th'  effulgent  fun. 
Which  pourst  libroad  the  mighty  flood  of  day, 
To'  the  pale  glowworm  in  the  midnight  fhade. 
From  thefe  fweet  meditations  on  the  charms 
Of  things  external ;  on  the  genuine  forms 


Which  bloflbm  in  creation  ;  on  the  fcend 
Where  mimic  art,  with  emulative  hue, 
Ufutps  the  throne  of  nature  unreprov'd; 
Or  the  juft  concord  of  mellifluent  founds; 
The  foul,  and  all  the  intclledlual  train 
Of  fond  defires,  gay  hopes,  or  threat'ning  fears, 
Through  this  habitual  intercourfe  of  fenfe 
Is  harmoniz'd  within,  till  all  is  fair 
Andperfcdt;   till  each  moral  pow'r  perceives 
Its  own  refemblance,  with  fraternal  joy, 
In  ev'ry  form  complete,  and  fmiling  feels 
*  Beauty  and  good  the  fame.   Thus  the  firfl  man 
Frefh  from  creation  rifing,  in  the  flood 
A  godlike  image  faw  ;  with  lixt  amaze 
He  gaz'd  ;  th'  attfintive  figure  from  below 
Gaz'd  with  refponfive  wonder  :  did  he  fmile  J 
The  (had'wy  features  dimpled  in  the  waves 
Not  lefs  delighted  ,   till  at  length  he  found 
From  his  own  form  th'  external  objedl;  flow'd. 
And  mov'd  to  his  its  correfpondent  charms. 

EPITAPH, 

Jn  St.  Alargaret's  Church,  Leicejler. 

Hie  jacet 
Quod  mori  potuit, 

HeNRICI  GlLBERTl  CoOPER, 

Infancis  defideraciflimi, 

Filii  natu  maximi 

JouANNis  GiLBEuri  Cooper, 

De  Thurgarton,  in  agro  NottinghamienfTj 

Et  Susan N5i  uxorisejus; 

Natus  25  Julii,  deuatus  a6,  17^9. 

Atavis  effit  editus  antiquis 

Nulla  alia  in  re  claruir. 

Nee  potuit  1 

Flofculus  enim  in  ipfa  quoque  dulcis  jctatulaj 

Prima  gemma  pullulaturus, 

Parcarum  heu  parcere  nefciarum, 

Fatali  afHatu  contadlus 

Exaruit. 

Mccftus  itaque  et  moerens  pater, 

Chariffmii  infantuli  fui  memoriK, 

Hoc  etfi  inane  niunus, 

Amoris  monumentuni 

CoUccavit. 

SONG  TO  WINIFREDA. 

AwAT,  let  nought  to  love  difpleafing. 

My  WuiiiTcdd  move  thy  fear. 
Let  nought  delay  the  heavenly  bkfljng. 

Nor  fqueamifli  pride,  nor  glopmy  care.- 

What  tlioujfh  no  grants  of  royal  donors 
With  pompous  titles,  grace  our  blood, 

We'll  fliinc  in  more  fubflantial  honours, 
And  to  be  noble,  we'll  be  good. 

•  Set  Plato's  Dialogues,  Xcnophon  f  Memtraliliel, 
IS'r.  ^vhom  the  ingenious  author  of  the  "  Traite  du 
Beau"  follezv*.  "  Hi  la  feticite  des  hommes  eji  necef- 
jairement  Use  avee  la  pratique  de  la  "vcrtu,  ilfaut  recon- 
tuitre  que  la  ■vcriii  efi  cjfeiitiellement  belle,  {>uis  que  la 
leau  coiifijle  -dam  le  raptrt  des  ehofes  avee  noire  defiina' 
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What  though  from  fortune's  lavHh  bounty, 

No  mighty  ttr-afures  we  poffefs, 
We'll  find  within  our  pittance  plenty, 

And  be  content  without  cxcefs. 

Still  fhall  each  kind  returning  feafon, 

bufHcient  for  our  wlfhes  give  ; 
For  we  will  live  a  life  of  reafon. 

And  that's  the  only  life  to  live. 

Ourname  while  virtue  thus  we  tender. 
Shall  fweetly  found  where'er  'tis  fpoke; 

And  all  the  great  ones  much  fliall  wonder. 
How  they  admire  fuch  little  folk. 

Through  youth  and  age  in  love  excelling. 
We'll  hand  in  hand  together  tread, 

Sweet  fmiling  peace  ftiall  crown  our  dwelling, 
And  babes,  fweet  fmiling  babes,  our  bed. 

How  fhould  I  love  the  pretty  creatures, 
Whilft  round  my  knees  they  fondly  clung, 

To  fee  them  look  their  mother's,  featuies, 
To  hear  them  lifp  their  mother's  tongue. 

And  when  with  envy  time  tranfported, 
Shall  think  to  rob  us  of  our  joys, 

You'll  in  your  girls  again  he  courted, 
And  I  go  wooing  in  my  boys. 

A  FATHER'S  ABVICE  TO  HIS  SON. 

AN  ELECT. 

Jn  Imitation  of  the  old  Song  to  Winifreda. 

Written  in  the  year  1758. 


-"  afpice  vultus 


•'  Ecce  meos:  utinamque  ocidosin  peftore  poffes 
"  Inferere,  et  patrias  intus  dependere  curas." 

Ovid.  Met. 

Deep  in  a  grove  by  cyprefs  fhaded, 
Where  mid-day  fun  had  feldom  fhone, 

Or  noife  the  fole.Tin  fcene  invaded, 
Save  fome  affli<Sled  mufe's  moan. 

A  fwain  t'wards  full-ag'd  manhood  wending 

Sate  forrowing  at  the  clofe  of  day, 
At  whofe  fond  fide  a  boy  attending 

Lifp'd  half  his  father's  cares  away. 
The  father's  eyes  no  objeil  wrefted, 

But  on  the  fmiling  prattler  hung. 
Till,  what  his  throbbing  heart  fuggefted, 

Thefe  a<;cents  trembled  from  his  tongue. 

"  My  youch's  firft  hope,  my  manhi.od's  treafure, 

"  My  prattling  innocent  attend, 
"  Nor  fear  rebuke  or  four  difpleafure, 

"  A  father's  lovclieft  name  is  friend. 

"  Some  truths,  from  long  experient:e  flowing, 
"  Worth  more  than  royal  grants  receive, 

••  For  truths  are  wealth  of  Heav'n's  bellowing, 
"  Which  kings  have  feldom  power  to  give. 

"  Since  from  an  ancient  race  defcended 
"  You  boaft  an  unattainted  blood, 

•'  By  yours  be  their  fair  fame  attended, 
*♦  And  claim  by  birth-right  to  be  good. 


"  In  love  for  ev'ry  fellow- creature 

"  Superior  rife  above  the  crowd, 
«'  What  moll  ennobles  human  nature 

"  Was  ne'er  the  portion  of  the  proud. 

<'  Be  thine  the  gen'rous  heart  that  borrows 
"  From  others'  joys  a  friendly  glow, 

«'  And  for  each  haplefs  neighbour's  forrows 
"  Throbs  with  a  fympathetic  woe. 

"  This  is  the  temper  moft  endearing; 

''  Though  wide  proud  pomp  her  banners  fpreads, 
"  An  heav'niier  pow'r  good-nature  bearing 

"  Each  heart  in  willing  thraldom  leads. 

"  Tafte  not  from  fame's  uncerrain  fountain 
"  The  peace-deftroyiiig  ftreani'!  that  flow, 

"  Nor  from  ambition's  dang'rous  mountain 
"  Look  down  upon  the  world  below. 

"  The  princely  pine  on  hills  exalted, 
"  Whofc  lofty  branches  cleave  the  Iky, 

"  By  winds,  long  brav'd,  at  laft  affaultcd, 
♦'  Is  headlong  whirl'd  in  duft  to  lie  ; 

«'  Whilfl  the  mild  rofe  more  fafely  gro-«in^    '- 

"  Low  in  its  unafpiring  vale, 
"  Amidft;  retirement's  (belter  blowing 

"  Lxchanges  fweets  with  ev'ry  gale. 

.  :  t.r 

<'  Wifh  not  for  beauty's  darling  features        ;  - 
'    Moulded  by  nature's  fondling  pow'r," 

"  For  faireft  forms  'mong  human  creatur?3 
"  Shine  but  the  pageants  of  an  hour. 

"  I  faw,  the  pride  of  all  the  meadow, 

"  At  noon,  a  gay  Narciffus  blow 
"  Upon  a  river's  bank,  whofe  fhadow 

'•  Bloom'd  in  the  filver  waves  below; 

"  By  noon-tide's  heat  its  youth  was  waftedj 
'  The  waters   as  they  pafs'd,  complain'd, 
"  At  eve  its  ^ries  all  were  blafted, 
"  And  not  one  former  tint  remain'd. 

"  Nor  let  vain  wit's  deceitful  glory 

"  Lead  you  from  wifdom's  path  aftray; 

"  What  genius  lives  renown'd  in  ilory 
"  To  happinefs  who  found  the  way  J 

"  In  yonder  mead  behold  that  vapour 
•'  Whofe  vivid  beams  illufive  play, 

"  Far  off  it  Items  a  friendly  taper 
"  r<>  guide  the  traveller  on  his  way ; 

"  But  (houid  fome  haplefs  wretch  purfuing 
"   I'read  where  the  treach'rous  meteors  gloWj 

"  He'd  find,  too  lare  his  raftinef?.  rueing, 
"  rhai  fatal  quickfands  luik  below. 

"  In  life  fuch  bubbles  nought  admiring 
"  Gih  with  faUe  light  and  fiU'd  with  aifj 

"  Do  you,  from  pageant  crowds  retiring, 
"  Fo  peace  in  virtue's  cot  rerair; 

•'  There  leek  the  never-wafted  treafure, 
"  Wiilch  mufual  love  and  frieni.lhip  give, 

"  DomeiHc  co    ifort,  ipc-'tfs  pleafure, 
"  And  blefs'd  aad  bieffing  you  will  live. 
^  D  iji^ 
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"  If  Heav'n  with  children  crowns  your  dwalling, 
"  A«  mine  its  bounty  does  with  you, 

"  In  tondnels  fatherly  excelling 

"  Th'  example  you  have  felt  rurfue." 

He  paus'd — for  tenderly  carefiing 
The  darling-  of  his  wounded  heart. 

Looks  had  means  only  of  exprefling 

Thoughts  language  never  could  impart. 

Now  night  her  mournful  mantle  fpreaditig 
Had  rub'd  with  black  th'  horizon  round, 

And  da'ik  dews  from  her  treflcs  fhedding 
With  genial  moifture  bath'd  the  ground; 

Wbtn  back  to  cify  follies  flying 

' Aiidft  cuftom'j  ilaves  he  liv'd  reCgn'd» 

His  face,  array'd  in  fmiles,  denying 
The  true  completion  of  his  mind  ; 

For  ferioufly  around  furveying 

Each  charafter,  in  youth  and  age, 
Of  fool*  betray 'd,  and  knaves  betraying, 

That  play'd  upou  this  human  ftage. 

(Peaceful  himfelf  and  undefigning) 

He  loarh'd  the  fcenes  of  guile  and  ftrlfe. 

And  felt  each  fecret  wifti  inclining 
To  leave  this  fretful  farce  <.f  life. 

Yet  to  whate'er  above  was  fated 

Obediently  he  bow'd  his  foui, 
For,  what  all-bounteous  Heav'n  created. 

He  thought  Heav'n  only  (bould  controul, 

THE  TOMB  OF  SHAKSPEARE. 

A  VISION, 

What  time  the  jocund  rofy-bofom'd  hours 
Led  forth  the  train  rf  P-  oebus  and  the  fpring, 

And  zephyr  mild  profufely  fcatter'd  flowers 
On  earth's  green  mantle  from  kis  muiky  wing. 

The  morn  unbarr'd  th'  ambrofial  gates  of  light, 
Weftward  the  raven-pini)n'd  darknefsflcw. 

The  landfcape  fmil'd  in  vernal  beauty  bright, 
And  to  their  graves  the  fulkn  ghofts  withdrew. 

The  nightingale  no  longer  fwelld  her  throat 
With  love-lorn  plainings  tremulous  and  flow, 

And  <in  the  wings  of  filerce  ceas'd  to  float 
The  gurgling  notes  of  her  melodious  woe  : 

The  god  of  fleep  myftcrious  vifions  led 
in  gay  proceffion  'fore  the  mental  eye. 

And  my  free'd  foul  awhile  her  manfion  fled, 
To  try  her  plumes  for  immortality. 

Through  fields  of  air,  methought  I  took  my  flight. 
Through  ev'ry  clime  o'er  ev'ry  regian  pafa'd, 

No  paradife  or  ruin  'fcap'd  my  fight, 
Hcfperian  garden,  or  Cimmeriaa  wade. 

On  Avon's  banks  I  lit,  whofe  ftrcams  appear 
To  wind  with  eddies  fond  round  Shakfpearc*s 
tomb, 

The  year's  firft  feath'ry  fongfters  warble  near. 
And  vi'lcc»  bieathe,  anU  culieU  iQk,%  bluom. 


Here  fancy  fat  (her  dewy  fingers  cold 

Decking  with  flow'rets  frelh  th'  unfullied  fod>, 

And  bath'd  with  tears  the  fad  fcpulchral  mold, 
Her  fav'rite  offspring's  long  and  lail  abode. 

Ah  !  what  avails,  flie  cry'd,  a  poet's  name  ? 

Ah  !  what  avails  th'  immortalizing  breath 
To  fnafch  from  dumb  oblivion  others'  fame  ? 

My  darling  child  here  lies  a  prey  to  death ! 

Let  gentle  Otway,  white-rob'd  pity's  pried. 
From  grief  domeftic  teach  the  tears  to  flow. 

Or  Southern  captivate  th'  impaflion'd  brcafl: 
With  heart-felt  Cghs  and  fympathy  of  woe. 

For  not  to  thefe  his  genius  was'  confin'd, 
Nature  and  i  each  tuneful  pow'r  had  given. 

Poetic  tranfpnrts  of  the  madding  mind. 

And  the  wing'd  words  that  waft  the  foul  t« 
heaven. 

The  fiery  glance  of  th'  intellecJlual  eye. 
Piercing  all  objedls  of  creation's  (lore. 

Which  on  this  world's  extended  furface  lie, 
And  pladic  thought  that  flill  created  more. 

O  grant,  with  eager  rapture  I  reply'd. 

Grant  me   great  goddefs  of  the  changeful  eye, 

To  view  each  being  in  poetic  pride. 
To  whom  thy  fon  gave  immortality. 

Sweet  fancy  fmil'd,  and  wav'd  her  myflic  rod. 
When  ftrait  thefe  vifions  felt  her  pow'rful  arm. 

And  one  by  one  fuccecded  at  her  nod, 

As  vaffal  fprites  obey  the  wizard's  charm. 

Firft  a  celeftial  form  *  (of  azure  hue 

Whofe  mantle,  bound  with  bredectherial,flow'(t 
To  each  foft  breeze  its  balmy  breath  that  drew) 

Swift  down  the  fun-beams  of  the  ncon-tidc 
rode. 

Obedient  to  the  necromantic  fway 

Of  an  old  fage  to  folitude  reCgn'd, 
With  fenny  vapours  he  obfcur'd  the  day, 

Launch'd  the  long  lightning,  and  let  loofe  the 
wind. 

He  whirl'd  the  temped  through  the  howling  air» 
Rattled  the  dreadful  thunderclap  on  high. 

And  rais'd  a  roaring  elemental  war 

Betwixt  the  fea  green  waves  and  azure  Iky. 

Then  like  Heav'n's  mild  ambaflador  of  love 
To  man  repentant,  bade  the  tumult  ceafe, 

Smooth'd  'he  blue  bofom  of  the  realms  above. 
And  hulh'd  die  rebel  elements  to  peace. 

Unlike  to  this  in  fpirit  or  in  mien 

Another  form  f  fucceeded  to  my  view; 

A  two-legg'd  brute,  which  nature  made  in  fpleea, 
Or  from  the  loathing  womb  unfiniih'd  drew. 

Scarce  could  he  fyllable  the  curfe  he  thought, 
Prone  were  his  eyes  to  earth,  his  mind  to  evil, 

A  carnal  fiend  to  imperfeiftion  wrought. 
The  mongrel  offspring  of  a  witch  and  devil. 

•  Ariel  in  the  Temf'Ji,      \  Caliban  in  the  temfi^ 
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llext  bloom'd,  upon  an  ancient  foreft's  bound, 
The  flow'ry  margin  *  of  a  filent  ftream, 

O'er- arch  d  by  oaks  with  ivy  mantled  round, 
And  gilt  by  filver  Cynthia's  maiden  beam. 

On  the  green  carpet  of  th'  unbended  grafs, 
A  dapper  train  of  female  fairies  play'd. 

And  cy'd  their  gambols  in  the  wat'ry  glafs, 
That  fnioothly  ftole  along  the  (had'wy  glade. 

Through  thefe  the  queen  Titania  pafs'd  ador'd, 
Mounted  aloft  in  her  imperial  car, 

Journeying  to  fee  great  Oberon  her  lord 
Wage  the  mock  battles  of  a  fportivc  war. 

Arm'd  cap-a-pee  forth  march'd  the  fairy  king, 
A  ftouter  warrior  never  took  the  field, 

His  threat'ning  lance  a  hornet's  horrid  (ling, 
The  fharded  beetle's  fcale  his  fable  fhield. 

Around  their  chief  the  elfin  hoft  appear'd, 
Each  little  helmet  fparkling  like  a  ftar. 

And  their  (harp  fpears  a  piercclel's  phalanx  rear'd, 
A  grove  of  thiltles  glittering  in  the  air. 

The  fcene  then  chang'd  from  this  romantic  land 
To  a  bleak  walte  by  bound'ry  unconfin'd, 

Where  three  fwart  lifters  f  of  the  weird  band 
Were  mutt'ring  ciirfes  to  the  troublous  wind. 

Pale  want  had  wither 'd  every  furrow'd  face, 
Bow'd  wa.^  each  carcafe  with  the  weight  of 
years, 

And  each  funk  eye-ball  from  its  hollow  cafe 
Diilill'd  cold  rheum's  involuntary  tears. 

Hors'd  on  three  (laves  they  pofted  to  the  bourn 
Of  a  drear  idand,  where  the  pendent  brow 

Of  a  rough  rock,  Ihagg'd  horribly  with  thorn, 
Frown'd  on  the  boift'rous  waves  which  rag'd 
below. 

Deep  in  a  gloomy  grot,  remote  from  day, 

Where  fmiling  comfort  never  (how'd  her  face, 

Where  light  ne'er  enter'd,  lave  one  rueful  ray 
Difcov'ring  all  the  terrors  of  the  place, 

They  held  damn'd  m>  ft'ries  with  infernal  ftate, 
Whilft  ghadly  goblings  glided  (lowly  by, 

The  fcreech-owl  fcrcam'd  the  dying  call  of  fate, 
And  ravens  croak'd  their  horrid  augury. 

No  human  footftep  cheer'd  the  dread  abode. 
Nor  (ign  of  living  creature  could  be  feen, 

Save  where  the  reptile  fnake,  or  fuUen  toad, 
The  murky  floor  had  foil'd  with  venom  green. 

Sudden  I  heard  the  whirlwind's  hollow  found. 
Each  weird  filler  vanilh'd  into  fmoke. 

Now  a  dire  yell  of  fpirits  \  under  ground 

Through  troubled  earths  wide  yawning  fur- 
face  broke ; 

When,  lo !  each  injur'd  apparition  rofe ; 
Aghaft  the  murd'rer  darted  from  his  bed ; 


*  Fairy-land,/rem  the  Midfummer-Niglt' s  Dream. 

f  The  Witches  in  Macbeth 
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Guilt's  trembling  breath  his  heart's  red  current 
froze, 
And  horror's  dew-drops  bath'd  his  frantic  head. 

More  had  1  feen — but  now  the  god  of  day 

O'er  earth's  broad  bread  his  flood  of  light  had 
fprcad. 

When  Morpheus  call'd  his  fickle  train  away. 
And  on  their  wings  ea<;h  bright  illufion  fled. 

Yet  dill  the  dear  enchantrefs  of  the  brain 

My  wakeful  eyes   with  wjfhful  wand'rings 
fought, 

Whofe  magic  will  controula  th'  ideal  train, 
The  ever-redlefs  progeny  of  thought. 

Sweet  pow'r,  fdid  I,  for  others  gild  the  ray 
Of  wealth,  or  honour's  foUy-feather'd  crowD, 

Or  lead  the  madding  multitude  aft;  ay 
To  grafp  at  air-blown  bubbles  of  renown. 

Me  (humbler  lot!)  let  blamelefs  blifs engage. 
Free  from  the  noble  mob's  ambitious  (Irife, 

Free  from  the  muck-worm  mifer'i.  lucrous  rage. 
In  calm  contentment's  cottag'd  vale  of  life. 

If  frailties  there  (for  who  from  them  is  free?) 
Through  error's   maze   my  devious  footdept 
lead, 

Let  them  be  frailties  of  humanity, 

And  my  heart  plead  the  pardon  of  my  head. 

Let  not  my  reafon  impioufly  require, 

What  Heav'n  has  plac'd   beyond  its  narrow 
fpan, 

But  teach  me  to  fubdue  each  fierce  defire 
Which  wars  within  this  little  empire,  man. 

Teach  me,  what  all  believe,  but  few  pofTefs, 
That  life's  bed  fcience  is  ourfelves  to  know, 

The  firft  of  human  bleflings  is  to  blefs,  ' 

And  happieft  he  who  feels  another's  woe. 

Thus  cheaply  wife,  and  innocently  great. 

While  time's  fmooth  fand  (hall  regularly  pafs, 

Each  dtdin'd  atom  s  quiet  courfe  I'll  wait. 
Nor  ralhly  break,  nor  wifh  to  dop  the  glafs. 

And  when  in  death  my  peacefid  afhes  lie, 

If  e'er  fome  tongue  congenial  fpeaks  my  name^ 

Friendlhip  (hall  never  blufii  to  breathe  a  figh, 
And  great  ones  envy  inch  an  honed  fame. 


VER-VERT:  OR  THE  NUNNERY  PARROT- 

AN   HEROIC   P®EM   IN   FOUR  CANTOS. 

Infcribed  to  the  Abbefs  of  D  ***. 

TRANSLATES    FROM    THE  FRENCH  OF  MONSIEUR 
G     ESSET. 

CANTO  I. 

O  TotJ,  round  whom,  at  virtue's  flirine, 
The  folitary  graces  (hine. 
With  native  charms  all  hearts  engage. 
And  reign  without  religious  rage ; 
You,  whofe  congenial  foul  by  heaven 
A  pltafing  guide  to  uuth  was  given, 


7>>* 


THE   WORKS   OF   COOPER. 


Uniting,  with  the  familf 

Ol  ng\(A  duties,  harml  f^  mirth, 

Duughrar  of  tbobi  rlierry, 

Twin-honi  with  hufn^  ur  ac  a  birth, 

And  every  nther  po%>'er  to  pleafc, 

Tafte.  fancy,  rlegance,  .»nd  oafe; 

O  !  fince  yem  bid  7oui  bare'  relate 

A  noble  bird's  diiailrous  fate. 

In  notes  of  lympathetic  woe, 

3e  ynu  Hi)  mufe,  my  foul  infpire, 

And  teach  my  numbers,  bow  to  flow 

Like  th(;fe  \'/hich  trembbu  fror:.  your  lyre 

In  foft  ind  forrow-ioothuitr  found, 

Wh'il  liilening  Cupids  wept  around. 

When  dear  *  Sultana's  fpint  iied, 

In  yo-ut!ifiil  vigour's  vernal  bloom, 

T'.  the  dark  manfions  of  the  dead  : 

Then  for  my  hero's  haplefs  doom 

Such  tear?  might  oncc  again  be  fhed. 

One  n.ifrht    upon  his  virtues  crofs'd 
By  adverfe  fortune's  enviou>  rage, 
And  vi'anderings  over  muny  a  coafl. 
Swell  out  the  foporific  page. 
And  other  odyfTcys  compofe 
;To  lull  the  reader  to  repofe  . 
One  might  the  gods  and  devils  raife 
Of  fupcannuated  lies, 
Spin  oyt  the  deeds  of  forty  days 
To  volumes  of  dull  hiftorics. 
And  witli  a  pompous  tedioufnefs 
Sublimely  heavy  moralize 
TJpnn  a  bird,  in  epic  drefs, 
Who  as  Eneas'  felf  was  great. 
As  famous  too  for  godlinefs 
And  each  way  more  unfortunate ; 
But  folios  are,  in  verfe,  excefs, 
Which  the  fweet  mules   null  abhor, 
Tor  they  are  fportive  bees  of  fpring. 
Who  dwell  not  long  on  any  bower, 
But,  lightly  wandering  on  the  wing, 
CoUecft  the  bloom  from,  flower  to  flt.wer. 
And,  when  one  fragrant  bloITom's  dry, 
To  other  fwects  unnflcd  fly. 
This  truth  my  obfervation  drew 
From  faultlefs  nature  and  from  you  ; 
•And  may  thefe  lines,  1  copy,  prove 
I'm  govern'd  by  the  laws  I  love  I 
Should  I,  too  faithfi:ily  portraying 
Some  cloyfler'd  chjriidlers.  reveal 
The  convent  arts  thcmielvos,  arraying 
In  pomp,  with  hieroglyphic  fkill, 
Each  weighty  bus'nef^  of  the  grate, 
liach  feriou'^  nothing's  myPic  face, 
Each  trifle  Iwell'd  with  holy  ftate ; 
Your  native  humour,  whilft  i  trace 
The  comic  fembiance,  will  forbear 
To  blame  the  fliokes  you  ranuot  fear; 
You  may  defpife.  from  folly  free, 
What  duUnels  is  oblig'd  to  wear, 
The  form.a!  mafK  of  gra<  ity. 
lUufion's  meteorj  never  fliine 
To  lead  aftray  fuch  fouls  as  thine. 
All  holy  arts  heaven  values  lefs 

♦   A  Lap-dofr, 


Than  amiable  cheerfulnefj- 

Shoijld  virtue  her  own  image  fhew 

To  ravifh'd  mortals  here  belo'v^ 

With  features  fierce  flie'd  not  appear 

No!  fuperftition's  holy  leer, 

But,  like  the  graces,  cr  like  you. 

She'd  come  to  claim  her  altar's  due. 

In  many  an  author  of  renown 

I've  read  this  curious  obfervation. 

That,  by  much  wandering  up  and  down. 

Men  catch  the  faults  of  every  nation 

And  lofe  the  vinues  of  their  own. 

'Tis  better,  e'vn  where  fcanty  fare  is. 

Our  homely  healths  and  honours  watching. 

Under  protciflian  of  our  lares, 

A  calm  domeftic  life  to  wed, 

Than  run  about  infeftion  catching 

Where-ever  chance  and  error  tread  : 

The  youth  too  foon  who  goes  abroad 

Win  halt  H  foreigner  become, 

And  bring  his  wondering  friends  a  load 

Of  ftrange  exotic  vices  home. 

This  truth  the  hero  of  my  tale 
Exemplifies  in  tarnifli'd  glory; 
Shijuld  fctptic  wits  the  truth  aflall, 
I  call  for  witnefs  to  my  (lory 
Each  cloifter'd  echo  now  that  dwells 
In  Nevers'  confecrated  cells. 

At  Nevers,  but  few  years  ago. 
Among  the  nuns  o'  th'  vititation. 
There  dwelt  a  parrot,  though  a  beau. 
For  fenfe  of  wond'rous  reputation  ; 
Whofe  virtues,  and  genteel  addrefs, 
Whofe  figure,  and  whofe  noble  foul. 
Would  have  fecur'd  him  from  diftrefs 
Could  wit  and  beauty  fate  controul. 
Ver-Vert  (for  fo  the  nuns  agreed 
To  call  this  noble  perfonage) 
The  hopes  of  an  iUuflrious  breed, 
To  India  ow'd  his  parentage. 
By  an  old  mifllonary  fent 
To  this  faid  convent  for  his  good, 
He  yet  was  yeung  and  i.inocent, 
And  nothing  worldly  underllood. 
Beauteous  he  was,  and  debonnair, 
Light,  fpruce,  inconflant,  gay,  and  free, 
A'  d  unreferv'd,  as  youi;gf>ers  are, 
'Ere  age  brings  on  hypocrify. 
In  fhort,  a  bird,  from  prattling  merit, 
Worthy  a  corvenr  to  inherit. 

The  tender  cares  I  need  not  tell 
Of  all  the  fiilcrhood  devout, 
Nothing,  'tis  faid,  each  lov'd  fo  wcll^ 
Leave  but  her  ghoftly  father  out, 
N;iy  ill  fome  hearts,  not  void  of  grace, 
On.   plain  liiftorian  makes  no  doubt 
The  p:irrot  of  the  priefl  took  place. 
He  fhar'a  in  this  ferene  abode 
'Vhatc'er  was  1- v'd  by  the  profefTion; 
On  him  Inch  dainties  were '-jfl-ow'd 
As  nuns  prepare  again  ft  confeflion, 
And  for  the  facrec  entrails  hoard 
Of  holy  fathers  in  the  Lord. 
Sole  licens'd  male  to  be  belov'd-, 
Ver-Vcrt  was  blefs'd  without  controulj 
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CarefTing  and  caref»'d  he  rov'd 
Of  all  the  monaftry  the  foul, 
Except  fome  antiquated  datnes, 
Whofe  hearts  to  pleafure  callous  grown 
Remark'd  with  jealous  eyes  the  flamei 
Of  bofoms  younger  than  their  own. 
At  years  of  reafon  not  arriv'd 
A  life  of  privilege  he  liv'd. 
He  faid  and  did  whate'er  he  would, 
And  what  he  faid  or  did  was  good. 
He'd  peck  the  nuns  in  wanton  play 
To  wile  their  plain-work  hours  away ; 
No  party  ever  was  approv'd 
Without  his  favourite  company  ; 
In  him  they  fi>und  what  females  lov'd. 
That  life  of  blifs  variety  : 
He'd  flrut  a  beau  in  fportive  rings 
Uttering  pert  fentences  by  rote, 
Mimic  the  butterfly's  light  wings 
Or  nightingale's  complaining  note; 
He'd  laugh,  fing,  whillle,  joke,  and  leer, 
And  frolic,  but  difcreetly  fo, 
With  a  prudential  cautious  fear. 
As  nuns  probationary  do. 
Queftion'd  at  once  by  many  a  tongue 
Inceffantly  inquifitivc, 
He  could,  difcordant  founds  among, 
To  each  a  proper  anfwer  give  ; 
This  power  from  Csefar's  nothing  varies, 
Who  did  at  once  great  plans  conceive 
And  di(3;ate  to  four  fecretaries. 
If  chronicles  may  be  believ'd, 
So  lov'd  the  pamper'd  gallant  liv'd. 
That  with  the  nuns  he  always  din'd 
On  rarities  of  every  kind  ; 
Then  hoards,  occafionally  varied, 
Of  bifcuits,  fweet  meats,  nuts,  and  fruit, 
Each  fifler  in  her  pocket  carried, 
Subcrdinately  to  recruit, 
At  leifure  times,  when  not  at  table. 
His  ftomach  indefatigable. 
The  little  cares  with  tender  faces 
And  fond  attentions,  as  they  fay, 
Are  natives  of  thefe  holy  places. 
As  Ver-Vert  witnef>'d  every  day. 
No  human  parrot  of  the  court 
Was  fondled  half  fo  much  as  he  ; 
In  indolence  genteel,  and  fport. 
His  hours  roU'd  on  delightfully  : 
Each  chamber  that  he  fancied  befb 
Was  his  the  dormitory  round. 
And,  where  at  eve  he  chofe  to  reft, 
Honour'd,  thrice  honour'd,  was  the  ground. 
And  much  the  lucky  nun  was  blefs'd  ! 
But  nights  he  very  feldom  pafs'd 
With  thofe  whom  years  and  prudence  blefs'd, 
The  plain  neat  room  was  more  his  tafte 
Of  fome  young  damfel  not  profcfs'd; 
'  This  nicety  at  hoard  and  bed^ 
Show'd  he  was  nobly  born  and  bred. 
When  the  young  female  anchorite, 
Whom  all  the  reft  with  envy  view'd. 
Had  fix'd  him  for  the  coming  night, 
Perch'd  on  her  Agnus  box  heftoodj 
Silent  in  undifturb'd  repofe 
Till  Venus'  warning  (lar  arofe ; 


And  when  at  morn  the  pious  maid 

Her  toilette's  myfleries  difplay'd 

He  freely  faw  whate'er  was  done  ; 

I  fay  the  toilette,  for  I've  read, 

But  fpeak  it  in  a  lower  tone, 

That  virgins,  in  a  cloifter  bred, 

Their  looks  and  languifliings  revicwr 

In  mirrors  to  their  eyes  as  true 

As  thofe,  that  ferve  to  fhow  the  facts 

Of  dames  who  flaunt  in  gems  and  laces. 

For,  as  in  city  or  at  court 

Some  certain  tafte  or  mode  prevails. 

There  is  among  the  godly  fort 

A  tafte  in  putting  on  their  vails; 

There  is  an  art  to  fold  with  grace. 

Round  a  young  veftal's  blooming  face, 

Plain  crape,  or  other  fimple  fluff, 

With  happy  negligence  enough. 

Often  the  fportive  loves  in  fwarms, 

Which  to  the  monafteries  repair. 

Spread  o'er  the  holy  fillets  charms 

And  tie  them  with  a  killing  air; 

In  fhort,  the  nuns  are  never  feen 

In  parlour  or  at  grate  below, 

'Ere  at  the  looking-glafs  they've  been. 

To  fteal  a  decent  glance  or  fo. 

This  foftly  whifper'd  friends  betweenj 

Farther  digrefTion  we  adjourn. 

And  to  our  hero  now  return. 

Safe  in  this  unmolefted  fceiie 

Ver-Vert,  amidft  a  life  of  blifs, 

Unrivall'd  reign'd  on  every  part; 

Her  flighted  fparrows  took  amifs 

This  change  in  fifter  Thecla's  heart; 

Four  finfties  through  mere  rage  expir'd 

At  his  advancement  mortified, 

And  two  jrrimalkins  late  admir'd, 

With  envy  languifh'd,  droop'd,  and  died. 

In  days  like  thefe  of  joy  and  love, 
Who  would  have  thought  furh  tender  cares 
To  form  his  youthful  mind,  fhould  prove. 
Through  fortune's  fpite,  deftrudtive  fnares? 
Or  that  an  adverfc  time  fliould  come 
When  this  fame  idol  of  their  hearts 
Should  ftand  the  mark,  by  cruel  doom, 
Of  horror's  moft  envenom'd  darts? 
But  ftop.  my  mufe,  forbid  to  flow 
The  tears  arifing  from  the  fight 
Of  fuch  an  unexpedled  woe, 
Too  bitter  fruit,  alas  !   to  grow 
From  the  foft  root  of  dear  delight ! 


CANTO  ir. 

In  fuch  a  fchool,  a  bird  of  fenfe 
Would  foon  acquire,  it  is  confefs'd, 
rhe  gift  of  copious  eloquence  ; 
For,  fave  his  meals  and  hours  of  reft. 
His  tongue  was  always  occupied  : 
And  no  good  trestife  could  excclj 
In  phrafes  ready  cut  and  dried, 
His  doftrines  about  living  well. 
He  was  not  like  thofe  parrots  rude 
Whom  dangling  in  a  public  cage 
'  The  common  manners  of  the  age 
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Have  render'd  converfably  lewd ; 
Who,  dodor'd  by  the  worldly  tribe, 
With  frail  concupifcence  endued, 
Each  human  vanity  defcribe. 
Our  Ver-Vert  was  a  faint  in  grain, 
A  foul  with  iDnocency  fraught, 
Who  never  utter'd  word  pr  fane. 
Who  never  had  immodeft  thought. 
But  in  the  room  of  ribbald  wit 
Each  myftic  colloquy  he  knew. 
And  many  a  text  in  holy  writ 
With  prayer!>  and  coUedls  not  a  fevr; 
Could  pfalms  and  canticks  repeat 
And  benedidte  complete ; 
He  could  petition  heaven  for  grace 
With  fandiimonious  voice  and  eyes, 
And  at  a  proper  time  and  place 
Religioufly  foliloquize. 
Each  help  he  had  in  this  learn'd  college 
That  could  conduce  to  facred  knowledge. 
For  many  virgins  had  retreated 
Through  grace  to  this  religious  fold, 
Who,  word  for  word,  by  rote  repeated 
Each  Chriftma?  carol,  new  and  old. 
From  frequent  leffons  every  day 
The  fcholar  grew  as  learn'd  as  they ; 
Their  very  tone  of  fpeakin^!;  too 
In  pious  drawlings  he  exprefs'd. 
The  fame  religicus  fighs  he  drew 
Deep  heaving  from  the  godly  breaft. 
And  languid  notes  in  which  thefe  doves 
Mournfully  chaunt  their  myfbic  loves. 
In  fliort,  the  bird  perform'd  his  part 
In  all  the  pfalmodizmg  art. 

Such  merit  could  n  )t  be  confin'd 
Within  a  cloifter  s  narrow  bound, 
But  flew,  for  fame  is  fwift  as  wind. 
The  neighbouring  territories  round  ; 
Through  Nevers'  town  from  morn  to  night. 
Scarce  any  other  talk  was  heard. 
But  of  difcourfes  exquilite 
Betwixt  the  nuns  and  Indian  bird  : 
And  ev'n  from  Moulins  numbers  came 
To  witnefs  to  the  truth  of  fame. 
Ver-Vert,  the  parlour's  boalled  glory, 
Whilft  all  that  came  were  told  his  Itory, 
Perch'd  proud  upon  his  favourite  fland 
Sider  Melania's  ivory  hand, 
Who  pointed  out  each  excellence 
Of  mind  or  body  he  poflefs'd, 
His  fweet  mild  temper,  polifh'd  fenfe. 
And  various  colours  on  his  breaft. 
When  his  engaging  afpe6l  won 
Each  vifiter  he  look'd  upon  ; 
But  beauty  the  moft  exquiDte 
Was,  in  our  tender  profelyte, 
The  leaft  his  qualities  among. 
For  all  forgot  his  feathery  pride 
And  every  outward  charm  befide 
The  moment  that  they  heard  his  tongue. 
With  various  righteous  graces  fiU'd, 
By  the  good  fillerhood  inftill'd, 
Th'  illuftrious  bird  his  fpeech  began. 
At  every  turn  allufions  new, 
CoDcep tion3  fiae,  and  dodrines  true, 


In  dreams  of  honcy'd  language  J^a. 
But  what  was  Angularly  uew, 
In  this  uncommon  gift  of  fpeech. 
And  fcarce  will  be  reputed  true, 
Not  any  whilft  they  heard  him  preach, 
Did  ever  feel  (his  powers  were  fuch) 
Ecclefiaftic  lethargy, 
From  foporific  fan\Sity ; 
What  orator  can  boaft  as  much  ? 
Much  was  he  prais'd  and  much  carrefs'd, 
Whilft  he,  familiariz'd  to  fame, 
Convinc'd  'twas  only  a  mere  name. 
His  head  on  his  projedled  breaft 
With  pneftly  gentlciiefs  reclin'd, 
And  always  modeftly  exprefs'd 
The  inward  triumph  of  his  mind. 
When  he  had  utter'd  to  the  crowd 
His  treafur'd  fcientific  ftore, 
He  mu'ter'd  fomething  not  aloud. 
And  funk  in  cadence  more  and  more, 
riil,  with  an  afpe<5t  fanflified, 
At  laft  in  filcncc  down  he  fat. 
And  left  his  audience  edified 
On  what  iiad  pals'd  to  ruminate. 
■  hefe  efjquent  harangues  would  flow 
With  choice  of  fweeteft  phrafcs  fraught 
Except  a  trifling  word  or  fo, 
.'.  hich  accidentally  he  caught, 
Of  fcandal,  at  the  grate  below. 
Or  fome  Imall  fyllable  of  hafte. 
Which  gentle  nuns  will,  by  the  bye, 
At  one  ancrther  fomctimes  caft, 
When  none  but  holy  ears  are  nigh. 

I'hus  liv'd  in  this  delightful  cage. 
As  faint,  as  mafter,  or  a'  fage, 
Good  father  Ver-Vert,  dear  to  more 
i'han  of  vaii'd  tiebes  half  a  fcore. 
As  any  cloifter'd  monk  as  fat, 
As  reverend  too  in  holy  ftatc, 
Learn'd  as  an  abbe  town  approv'd, 
And  fair  as  youths  by  brides  carrefs'd. 
For  lovely  he  was  always  lov'd, 
Pcrfum'd,  well-bred,  in  falhion  drefs'd  ; 
In  Ihort,  had  he  not  haplefs  rov'd 
To  fee  the  world,  completely  blefs'd. 

But  foon  the  fatal  moments  came 
Of  ever-mournful  memory, 
Deftrudtive  to  our  hero's  fame. 
Voyage  of  crimes  and  mifery. 
Of  fad  remorfe  and  endlefs  Ihame  ! 
Woudforefight  in  a  former  age 
Had  torn  it  from  th'  hiftoric  page  .' 
Ah !   what  a  dangerous  good  at  bed 
Is  the  pofT-flion  of  renown! 
Obfcurity  is  fooner  bleft. 
From  his  fad  fa:e  it  will  be  fhown ; 
Too  much  fuccef-  and  brillant  parts 
Have  often  ruin'd  virtuous  hearts. 

Thy  talents,  Ver-Vert,  and  thy  name, 
To  thefe  lone  walls  i^re  not  confin'd ; 
As  far  as  Nants  the  voice  of  fame 
Proclaimed  th'  endowments  of  thy  mind. 
At  Nants,  'tis  known,  the  vifitation 
Of  reverend  fiuers  has  a  fold, 
Who  there,  as  elfewhcre  through  the  nation, 
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Know  firft  whate'cr  by  fame  is  told. 

With  otiier  news,  eacVi  holy  dame. 

This  parrot's  merit  having  heard, 

Had  longtnfTS  to  behold  the  bird. 

A  lay  maid's  wifli  is  like  a  flame; 

But,  when  a  nun  has  fuch  defire, 

'Tis  fifty  times  a  fiercer  fire. 

Thtir  curious  hearts  already  burn'd, 

Their  thoughts  to  diftant  Nevcrs  flew. 

And  many  a  holy  head  was  turn'd. 

The  feather'd  prodigy  to  view. 

Immediately  upon  the  fpnt 

To  the  good  abbefs  ot  the  place 

A  female  fccretary  wrote, 

Befecching  her  to  have  the  grace 

To  Nants,  by  water  down  the  Loire, 

To  ftrd  the  bird  fo  fam'd  for  fenfe, 

That  all  the  ftmale  Nantine  choir 

Migf't  hear  and  fee  his  excellence.  * 

The  letter  goes  :   all  queflion,  when 

The  bearer  will  return  again  ? 

"'Twill  be  eleven  days  at  leaft, 

An  age  to  any  fciiale  breaft  1 

They  fend  each  day  frtfh  invitation, 

Depriv'd  oi  fleep  through  expedation. 
Howe'er  at  length  to  Ncvers  came 
This  letter  of  importance  great 
At  once  the  convent's  in  a  flame 
And  the  whole  chapter's  fummon'd  flrait. 

"  Lolc  Ver-Vert !  heaven !  fend  rather  death  ! 

♦'  What  comfort  will  with  us  be  left, 
"  Thefe  folitary  tower'-  beneath, 
"  When  of  the  darling  bird  bereft .'" 
Thus  fpoke  the  nuns  of  blooming  years, 
Whofe  hearts,  fatigued  with  holy  leifure, 
Preferr'd  to  penance  and  to  tears 
Soft  fentiments  of  harmlefs  pleafure. 
h)  truth,  a  holy  flock,  at  leaft. 
So  clofe  confin'd,  might  fairly  claim 
To  be  by  one  poor  bird  cartfs  d, 
Since  there  no  other  parrot  came 
Fledg'd  or  unfledg'd  to  cheer  their  ncft. 
Yet  'twas  tha  opinion  of  the  dames 
Who,  by  their  age  fuperior,  fat 
Jlulers  in  fenatoriaJ  ftate, 
Whcfe  hearts  refifted  paflion's  flames, 
Thar,  for  a  fortnight's  fpace  or  fo. 
Their  dear  difciple  ftrait  fhould  go ; 
For,  prudence  overweighing  love, 
"Th'  infatuated  flate  decreed 
A  flubborq  negative  might  prove 
The  caufe  of  mutual  hate,  and  breed 
For  ever  after  much  bad  blood 
'I'wixt  theirs  and  Nants's  fifterhood. 

Soon  as  the  ladies,  in  onclufion, 
O'  th'  upper  houfe  the  bill  had  pafs'd. 
The  commons  were  in  great  confulicn  ; 
Young  Seraphina  cry'd  in  hafte, 
"  Ah !  what  a  facrifice  they  make  ! 
"  And  is  it  true  confent  they  give  ? 
"  Fate  from  us  nothing  more  can  take ! 
♦'  How,  Ver-Vert  leave  us,  and  we  live  !" 
Another,  though  reputed  fage, 
prew  pale  at  what  (be  heard  them  fay; 
iAo  council  could  her  grief  aiTwage^ 

-  'a     ";  ■  ■ 


she  trembled,  wept,  and  fwoon'd  away. 
All  mourn'd  departing  Ver- Vert's  fate, 
Prefaging,  from  I  know  not  what. 
This  tour  would  prove  unfortunate. 
In  horrid  dreams  the  night  they  fpcnt. 
The  morn  redoubled  horrors  fent. 
Too  vain  regret !   the  mournful  hour 
Already's  come,  within  their  view 
The  boat  is  waiting  at  the  (bore, 
I'hc  fates  command  to  bid  adieu. 
And  to  his  abfence,  for  a  whilfc. 
Their  throbbing  bofims  reconcile. 
Already  every  filler  pin'd 
Like  the  fcft  turtle  of  the  grove. 
To  grief  before-hand  feif-refign'd 
For  the  lone  hours  of  widow'd  love. 
What  tender  ^kifles  were  beftow'd 
On  Ver-Vert  leaving  this  abode  ! 
What  briny  ftreams  of  forrow  flow'dl 
The  nearer  his  departure  drew 
They  doatcd  on  him  more  and  more, 
Ard  f'luid  each  moment  genius  new 
And  beauties  never  fecn  before. 
At  length  he  leaves  thtir  wifliful  eyes, 
I^ove  with  him  from  the  convent  flies. 
"   Ah  !  go,  my  ihild ;  my  deareft,  hafle, 
"    Where  honour  calis  thee  from  my  arms^' 
•'   But,  O  '   return,  thy  exile  p,ift, 
"  For  ever  true,  and  full  of  charms! 
"   May  zephyrs  with  their  airy  plumes 
"    Waft  fhee  fecurely  on  thy  way  ! 
"   Whilft  I,  amidft  thefe  dreary  combs 
"   In  anguifli  waftc  the  tardy  day. 
"   And  ladly  folitary  mourn 
"   Uncomforted  till  thy  return. 
"   O  Ver- VcTt,  deareft  foul !  adieu; 
"    And,  whilft  thy  journey  happy  proves, 
"   May  all,  thy  beauteous  form  who  viewj 
"   Think  thee  the  eldeft  of  the  lov«s !" 
Such  were  the  words  and  parting  fcene 
Of  one  young  lately  vailed  fair, 
Who  oft,  to  diflipate  chagrin. 
In  bed  made  many  a  fervent  prayer. 
Learnt  from  the  manual  of  Racine; 
And  who  with  all  her  heart,  no  doubt. 
Would,  for  fweet  Ver-Vert's  company, 
Have  left  the  holy  monaftery, 
A  follow'd  hiia  the  world  throughout. 

But  now  the  droll  is  put  on  board, 
At  prefent  virtuous  and  fincere, 
And  modeft  too  in  deed  and  word : 
O  !  may  his  bofom  every  where, 
By  prudence  guarded,  ftill  retain 
That  worth,  and  bring  it  home  again ! 
Be  that  however  as  it  may. 
The  boat's  already  on  its  way ; 
The  noife  of  waves  beneath  the  prow 
Re-echoes  in  the  air  above  ; 
The  zephyrs  favourably  blow. 
And  Nevcrs  backwards  feems  to  mova 

CANTO  III. 

ly  the  fame  pafl"age-boat,  that  bore 
This  bird  of  holinefs  from  ihor^j 
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There  happen'd  the  fame  time  to  fail 

Two  nymphs  of  conftitution  frail, 

A  nurfe  loquacious,  two  Gafconns, 

A  vagrant  monk,  and  three  dragoons. 

Which,  for  a  youth  of  piety, 

"Was  worfliipful  fociety ! 

Ver-Vert.  unpraiftis'd  in  their  ways, 

As  folks  in  foreijjn  c(  untries  do, 

Stood  filently  in  fix'd  amaze  ; 

Their  thoughts  and  language  both  were  new. 

The  liyle  he  did  not  undcrftand ; 

It  was  not,  like  the  fcriptures,  phras'd 

In.  diale(S  of  holy  land. 

With  facred  eaftern  figures  rais'd  ; 

Nor  that,  in  which  the  veftal  band 

Of  nuns  their  Maker  pray'd  and  prais'd; 

Buu  full  of,  what  the  bird  furpris'd, , 

Big  words  not  over  Chriftianiz'd  ; 

For  the  dragoons,  a  wordy  race 

No'  burden'd  with  religious  grace. 

Spoke  fluently  the  fuller's  tongue. 

Saint  Eacchuf  only  they  adnr'd, 

To  whom  libation.'?  oft  they  pour'd 

For  paftimt  as  they  fail'd  along; 

The  Gafcoon.'i  and  thtr  female  three 

Convers'd  in  idioms  which  belong 

To  Venus's  great  myftery ; 

On  t'other  hand  the  failon  fwore, 

Curs'd,  and  blafphem  d  each  heavenly  power, 

Whofe  voices,  not  in  fl'^wers  of  fpeech, 

But  words  fonorous  us'd  to  deal, 

Roundly  articulated  each, 

Nor  loft  the  fmalleft,  fyllabk. 

In  this  variety  of  found 

And  unintelligible  prate, 

Ver-Vtrt,  furpris'd  at  all  around. 

Sad,  filent,  and  embarrafs'd  fat; 

He  fear'd  his  ignorance  to  betray, 

And  knew  not  what  to  think  or  fay. 

The  monk,  to  fatisfy  the  crowd 
Who  long'd  to  hear  his  thoughts  aloud, 
To  talk  the  penfive  flratiger  prefs'd; 
The  girls  in  words  too  debonnair, 
Unus'd  at  penance,  or  in  prayer. 
The  nielatich'dy  bird  carefs'd  : 
Here  by  the  fei  he  1-  v'd  aHdrefs'd 
The  pairot  (whilft  his  look  benign 
With  ufual  light  religious  glitters) 
In  facred  fighs  and  nunnery  -vhme 
Anfwers,  God  fave  you,  holy  fifiers  t 
At  this  G'ld  fave  yon,  we'll  luppole. 
An  univerfal  laugh  arofe : 
In  ridicule  the  words  aloud 
Were  echo'd  through  the  noify  crowd. 
Thus  mock'd,  abafh'd  the  novice  flood. 
And  inly  chew'd,  the  mental  cud. 
He  foufid  what  he  had  (aid  was  wrong, 
And  faw  'twas  needful  to  endeavour 
To  fpt  ak  the  language  of  the  throng. 
If  e'er  he  h-op'd  to  gain  their  favour  I 
His  heart,  by  nature  fond  of  praife. 
Which  had  been  nourilh'd  all  his  days. 
Till  then,  with  flattery's  incenCe  full, 
Kow  could,  afes  !  fuflain  no  more 
Of  conftancy  the  modcfl  power 


Againfl  th'  affaults  of  ridicule ; 

Here  firft,  by  four  impatience  crofs'd 

Ver-Vert  his  innocency  left. 

From  thence  he  pour'd  ungrateful  curfejp 

Againft  the  nuns  his  former  nurfes. 

Who  never  had  adorn'd  his  mind, 

Carclefs  of  literary  merit. 

With  language  copious  and  refin'd, 

Replere  with  elegance  and  fpirit. 

T'  acquire  this  great  aci-omplifhment 

Each  earneft  faculty  he  bent. 

And  though  his  prudent  tongue  lay  flill. 

His  foul  of  thinking  had  its  fill. 

But  firft  the  bird  refolv'd,  in  pet. 

All  the  "Id  gew-gaws  to  forget 

Which  hitherto  compos'd  his  creed. 

That  new  ideas  might  fuccecd. 

In  two  days,  by  ftridl  computation. 

All  former  knowledge  he  expell'd; 

So  much  the  pr^fent  converfation 

The  convent  dialecS  excell'd. 

This  firft  ftep  made,  within  a  trice. 

The  truly  docile  animal 

(Young  minds  too  foon  are  fkill'd  in  vice)  ! 

In  ribaldry  was  clerical. 

And  quickly  learnt  to  curfe  and  fwear. 

As  faft  as  an  old  devil  would  chatter. 

Bound  down  by  chains  of  myftic  prayer. 

Beneath  a  pot  of  holy  water.  ' 

His  praftice  contradidled  plain 

A  maxim  which  old  books  maintain. 

That  none  to  heinous  crimes  can  leap 

At  firft,  but  progref*  ftep  by  ftep  ; 

For  he  at  once  without  degree 

Was  dodlor  in  iniquity. 

He  learnt  by  heart  the  alphabet 

Of  watermen,  the  Loire  along, 

And  when,  in  any  ftormy  fit,. 

And  oath  eftap'd  a  failor's  tongue; 

Ver-Vcrt,  emphatically  plain, 

Re-echo*d  damn  you  back  again. 

On  this,  applauded  by  the  crew. 

Proudly  content  with  what  had  paft, 

Solicitous  he  daily  grew, 

The  fhanicful  honour  to  purfue 

Of  plcafing  their  corrupted  tafte; 

And,  foo.i  degradiag  to  their  bent 

His  generous  organ  of  difcourfe. 

Became  profanely  eloquent. 

Ah  I   why  fhnuld  bad  examples  force 

A  youthful  heart,  born  free  from  evils, 

From  heaven's  allegiance  to  the  devil's. 

Ye  nymphs  of  Nevers'  convent  chafte. 
What  did  you  in  your  cloifter'd  cells, 
Where  penfive  melancholy  dwells, 
Whilft  thefe  unlucky  moments  pafs'd  i. 
In  that  fad  interval,  no  doubt. 
Nine  days  ynu  fpent  in  prayers  devout. 
Petitioning  kind  Heaven  to  give 
A  happy  journey  home  again 
To  the  ai oft  thardilefs  foui  alive, 
Who,  quite  regardlefs  of  your  pain, 
Abroad  cngag'd  in  pleafures  new, 
Spent  not  a  fingle  thought  on  you. 
Ihe  yawning  band  of  tcdioufncf* 
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The  convent  round  beCeg'd  each  gate  j 

And  fpleen,  in  fanciful  diftrefs, 

Sat  fullen  at  the  g-Ioomy  grate ; 

Nay,  what  the  fex  (huns  every  where, 

Silence  herfelf  came  almoft  there. 

Ah  !  ceafe  your  vows,  for  Ver- Vert's  grown 

Unworthy  of  your  lavifh  loves ; 

Ver- Vert  no  longer  will  be  known 

By  heart  as  fpctlefs  as  the  dove's, 

By  temper  foffer  than  the  down,  , 

By  fervency  of  foul  in  prayer  ; 

Oh  !  muft  the  mufe  the  truth  declare? 

A  very  wretched  profligate , 

A  fcoffer  of  his  ancient  home, 

Blafphemer  of  your  holy  ftate, 

And  loofe  apoftate  he's  become; 

What  you  luch  care  and  labour  coft. 

Among  the  winds  and  waves  is  loftr. 

Then,  fair  ones,  fondly  hoaft  no  more 

His  fcience  and  his  docile  foul, 

Genius  is  vain,  and  learning's  ftore, 

If  virtue  governs  not  the  whole. 

Forget  him  quite  ;  the  fliameful  wretch 

His  heart  has  tainted  with  pollution, 

And  given  up  all  thofe  powers  of  fpeech 

And  mighty  parts  to  proflitution. 

But  now  to  Nants,  the  boat's  lad  ftation. 
Our  hero  and  his  friends  draw  nigh, 
Where  through  impatient  expedtation 
The  holy  lifters  almoft  die: 
For  their  defires  the  riling  fun 
Begins  his  daily  courfe  too  late; 
Too  flow  his  fiery  courfers  run. 
To  gain  at  eve  the  weftern  gate. 
The  flatterer  hope,  in  this  fufpenfe, 
For  ever  artful  to  deceive, 
Promis'd  a  prodigy  to  give 
Of  genius,  dignity,  and  fenfe ; 
A  parrot  highly-born  and  bred, 
Pofiefs'd  of  noble  fentiinents, 
Perfuafive  tongue,  difcerning  head ; 
In  ftiort,  with  all  accomplilhments  : 
But  O  !  I  mention  it  with  pain, 
Thefe  expedlations  all  were  vain  ! 

At  length  the  vcffel  reaches  land, 
Where  an  old  folemn  fifter  fat, 
Commiflion'd  by  the  facred  band 
Th'  arrival  of  the  bird  to  wait; 
Who,  on  that  errand  daily  fent. 
E'er  fince  thefirft  epiftle  went. 
At  firft  approach  of  riling  day 
Her  wandering  eyes  in  patient  caft. 
Which  feeni'd,  along  '■lit  watery  wafte, 
To  waft  our  hero  on  his  way. 
The  fly  bird  had  no  fooner  feen 
The  nun,  near  whom  he  difembark'd, 
But  ftrait  he  knew  her  by  the  mien 
And  eyes  with  holy  prudery  mark'd. 
By  the  wliire  gloves  and  languid  tone, 
The  vail,  and  linfey-wo  >lfey  veft, 
And,  wIku  would  have  fuffic'd  alone, 
The  little  crufs  upon  her  breifl;. 
He  flindder'd  ai^.th'  approaching  evil, 
And  foldier-iilcf ,  we  m3y  conclude, 
Sincerely  M'ifh'd  her  at  the  devil ; 


'\ 


Preferring  much  the  brotherhood 

Of  the  dragoons,  who  fpoke  out  plain, 

Whofe  diale(5l  he  underftood. 

Than  to  return  to  learn  again 

Prayers  ftulT'd  with  many  a  holy  notion, 

And  ceremonials  of  devotion  : 

But  the  vex'd  droll,  by  force,  was  faced 

To  be  condu(5ted  where  he  hated. 

The  careful  carrier  held  her  prize 

In  fpite  of  all  his  rueful  cries; 

Though  much  he  bit  her,  by  the  way. 

Upon  her  arms,  her,  neck,  and  face. 

And  in  his  anger,  as  they  fay, 

Would  not  have  fcrupled  any  place. 

At  lad,  howe'er,  with  much  ado, 

She  brought  him  fafe  to  facred  ground; 

Ver-Veic's  announc'd  :  the  rumour  flew 

Swift  as  the  wind  the  convent  round. 

The  bell  proclaims  the  welcome  morn  t 

Strait  from  the  choir  each  fifl:tr  fprings, 

And  to  the  common  parlour's  borne 

On  expedlatlon's  eager  wings. 

All  crowd  this  wonder  to  behold 

Y-7iih  longings  truly  female  fir'd; 

Nay  ev'n  the  feeble  and  the  old 

With  youth's  warm  thoughts  are  reinfpir'd; 

Whilft  each,  regard iefs  of  her  years. 

For  fpeed  forgets  the  load  (he  bears ; 

And  mother  Agnes,  near  fourfcorc. 

Now  runs,  who  never  ran  before 

CANTO  IV. 

At  length  expo?'d  to  public  view. 
His  figure  was  by  all  admir'd ; 
Charm'd  with  a  fight  fo  fair  and  new, 
i'heir  eager  eyes  were  never  tir'd  : 
Their  tafte  beyond  difpute  was  true  ; 
For  though  the  rogue  had  fwerv'd  from,  duty. 
He  had  not  loft  one  jot  of  beauty, 
And  the  camp  mien  and  rakifh  ftare 
improv'd  it  with  an  eafy  air. 
Why,  heaven,  fliould  charms  attraiJlive  glow. 
Brilliant  around  a  fon  of  fin  ? 
Rather  deformity  fliould  fliow 
I'he  badncfs  of  the  heart  within. 
To  praii'e  his  looks  and  lovely  feather 
Our  fifters  babbled  fo  together, 
Unheard,  it  would  have  been  no  wonder, 
If  Heaven  had  roU'd  its  loudeft  thunder  : 
Meanwhile  unmov'd  th'  apoftate  bird 
Deign'd  not  to  fpeak  one  pious  word. 
But  like  a  lufty  Carmelite, 
RoU'd  his  lafcivious  eyes  about. 
This  gave  offence  .  fo  lewd  a  fight 
Was  fhocking  to  the  band  devout. 
Next,  when  the  mother  abbefs  cams, 
With  an  authoritative  look. 
The  feather'd  libertine  to  blame, 
Contemptuoufly  his  tail  he  ftiook; 
And,  not  maturely  having  weigh'd 
The  horror  of  the  words  he  faid, 
Replied,  in  military  phrafe, 
"  Whatdamn'd  fools  nuns  are  now-a-days!'' 
Our  hiftory  notes,  that  on  the  way, 
Thefe  vyords  he'd  heard  the  failors  fay. 


So* 
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At  th!»,  with  looks  demure,  another 
The  holy  fifterhood  amoug, 
(Willing  to  make  him  hold  his  tongue) 
Cry'd,"  Fie  '  for  flian.e  my  deareft  brother! 
For  thanks  this  dcareft  brother  fwore, 
And  us'd  fagacioufly  enough, 
One  fyljable  that  rhymes  to  more, 
'Gainft  which  few  female  cars  are  proof. 
"  Jefu  !  good  mother,  flie  exclaim'd, 
"  Jliis  is  fome  wicked  witch,  'tis  clear  ; 
,"  And  not  the  bird  of  Nevers  fam'd, 
"  To  friends  of  our  religion  dear!" 
Here,  futler-like,  he  cry'd  aloud 
"  The  devil  fe<ze  this  noify  crowd ! 
By  turns  each  fifter  did  eflay 
To  curb  the  feather'd  grfnadier; 
And  each  as  fafl;  was  fent  away 
With  fomething  buzzing  in  her  ear ; 
For,  laughing  at  the  younger  tribe. 
He  mimick'd  their  loquacious  rage  ; 
And,  ftill  more  freely  to  defcribe 
The  dull  grimace  of  fcolding  age, 
He  ridicul'd  the  dying  clofes 
Of  precepts  fnuffled  through  their  nofes. 
JBut,  what  was  worfe  than  all  the  refi, 
By  thefe  dull  fermons  much  opprefs'd, 
And  with  unvented  choler  fwelling. 
He  thunder'd  out  each  horrid  woid, 
The  very  tars  in  noife  excelling. 
Which  on  the  river  he  had  heard  ; 

Curfing  and  fwearing  all  along, 

Invoking  every  pow'r  of  hell, 

Whilft  B's  redundant  from  his  tongue. 

And  F's  emphatically  fell. 

The  fenfe  of  what  they  heard  him  fpeak 

The  younger  fillers  could  not  tell ; 

For  they  believ'd  his  language  Greek. 

Next  he  came  out  with,  blood !  and  zounds  ! 

Damnation, — brimftone,— fire, — and  thunder  ! 

The  grate,  at  thefe  terrific  founds 

Trembling,  is  almoft  fplit  afunder ; 

And  the  good  nuns  in  fpeechkfs  fright, 

Crofling  their  throbbing  bofoms,  fly 

Each  to  her  cell  remote  from  light, 

Thinking  the  day  of  judgment  nigh. 

Wide  opening  her  fepulchral  jaws, 

One  ancient  fifter  whines,  "  What  evil 

"  Have  we  defign'd,  good  Heaven,  that  draws 

"  Upon  us  this  incarnate  devil  i 

"  By  what  incentive  is  he  mov'd 

"  So  like  the  damn'd  below  to  fwear  ? 

"  Is  this  that  Ver-Vert  fo  approv'd? 

•'  Are  thefe  his  faculties  fo  rare  ? 

"  But  let  us  without  farther  pain 

•'  Send  back  the  profligate  again." 

"  Mother  of  God  !''  another  cries, 

"   What  horrors  are  before  our  eyes  ! 

•'  In  Never's  confecrared  dome 

"  Is  this  the  language  veftals  fpeak  ? 

"  Is  all  their  youth  taught  thus  at  home  ? 

"  Home  with  the  hateful  heretic  !    . 

•'   For,  if  he  enters  \vc  fhall  dwell 

"  In  league  with  all  the  ficTids  of  hell." 
In  fine   his  freedcm  Ver  Vert  luftj 

And  'twas  reJolV'd,  without  delay. 

To  feud  the  wretch  cag'd-up  awajk 


This  end  our  pilgrim  wifli'd  the  moft  r 

Howe'er,  in  form,  he's  cited  firft, 

Arraign'd,  dcteflable  declai'd, 

Convi(fted  by  the  court,  accurft. 

And  from  each  charity  debarr'd. 

For  havmg  wickedly  affail'd 

The  virtue  of  the  fillers  veil'd. 

All  fign  the  fentence,  yet  bemoan 

The  objedl  it's  infli<£l:ed  on  ; 

For  pity  'tis,  ere  full  age  blooms, 

To  find  depravity  fo  foul. 

Or  that,  beneath  fuch  beauteotis  plumet^ 

A  debauchee's  corrupted  foul, 

The  Pagan  manners  of  a  Turk, 

And  tongue  of  Infidel,  fhould  lurk. 

In  fhort,  his  old  condudlrefs  bore 

The.  banilh'd  culprit  to  the  port ; 

But  in  returning,  as  before, 

He  never  bit  our  fifter  for't; 

For  joyfully  he  left  the  fhore, 

And  in  a  tilt-boat  home  rcturn'd, 

Where  Nevers'  nuns  his  abfence  mourn'd* 

Such  was  the  Iliad  of  his  woes  ! 
But  ah  !  whar  unexpefted  mourning, 
What  clamour  and  drfpair.arofe. 
When,  to  hi?  former  friends  returning, 
He  fhdck'd  them  with  a  repetition 
Of  his  late  verbal  acquifition  ! 
What  could  th   afHided  fifters  do  ? 
With  eyes  in  tears,  and  hearts  in  trouble, 
Nine  venerable  nuns,  for  woe 
Each  in  a  vail  funereal  double. 
Into  the  feat  o<  judgment  go, 
Who,  in  their  wrinkled  fronts,  refembled 
Nine  ages  in  a  court  affembled- 
There,  without  hopes  of  happy  ending, 
Depriv'd  of  all  t(f  plead  his  caufe 
On  whom  there  was  the  leaft  liepending. 
Poor  Ver  Vert  fat,  unlkiU'd  in  laws, 
Chain'd  t<>  his  cage,  in  open  court. 
And  ftript  of  g:ory  and  fupport. 
To  condemnation  they  proceed  ; 
Two  Sibyls  fentence  him  to  bleed; 
'Twas  voted  by  two  fifters  more; 
Not  fo  religioufly  inhuman, 
To  fend  him  to  that  Indian  (horc, 
Unknown  to  any  Chriftian  woman, 
That  conlcience  might  his  bolom  gore. 
And  yield  him  up  a  prey  to  death. 
Where  firft,  with  Brachmen,  he  drew  breathi 
But  the  five  others  all  according 
In  lefler  punifhments  awarding, 
For  penance,  two  long  months  conclude 
That  he  fhould  paf>  in  abftinence. 
Three  more  in  difmal  (olitude, 
And  four  in  fpeechlefs  penitence; 
During  which  feafon  they  preclude 
Bifcuits  and  fruits,  the  toilette's  trcafures: 
Alcoves  and  walks,  thofe  convent  pleafures* 
Nor  was  this  all ;  for,  to  complete 
His  miferable  fituation. 
They  gave  him,  in  his  fad  retreat. 
For  jailer,  guard,  and  converfation, 
A  ftale  lay-fiftcr,  or  much  rather 
An  old  vail'd  ape,  all  Ikin  and  bone,  . 

Or,  cover'd  o'er  with  wrinkled  leathe^ 
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A  walking  female  flceleton; 

An  objc(St  proper,  ro  fall'n  glory, 

To  cry  aloud,  memtnio  marl. 

Spite  of  thj«  dragon's  watchful  foul, 

The  younger  nuii'.  would  often  go, 

With  looks  of  pity  to  condole  . 

Which  ev'n  in  exile  foftcn'd  woe. 

Nay  fonie,  from  nior;iing  prayers  returning, 

With  nuts  and  candied  a  mends  came; 

Bur  !o  a  v/retch  in  prifun  mourning 

Weeds  and  ambrofia  were  the  fame. 

Taught  by  mi-fortune's  found  tuition, 

Cioth'd  with  diigrace,  and  (lung  with  pain, 

Or  fick  of  that  old  fcare-crow  vifion, 

The  bird  became  in  pure  contrition 

Acquainted  with  t:imfelf  again  : 

Fo)  getting  his  belov'd  dragoons, 

And  qijite  according  with  the  nuns 

In  one  continued  unifon 

Of  air,  of  manners,  and  of  tone  ; 

No  fleek  prebendal  pritft  could  be 

More  thcroughly  devout  than  be. 

When  this  converfion  was  related, 

The  gray  divan  at  once  awarded 

His  baniihment  Ihould  be  abated, 

Anci  farther  vengeance  quite  uifcardcd. 

There  the  bleft  day  of  his  recal 

Is  annually  a  feftival, 

Whofe  filken  moments  white  snd  even, 

Spun  by  the  hands  of  fmiling  love, 

Whiiil  all  th'  attendant  fates  approve. 

To  foft  delights  are  ever  given. 

How  (hort'b  the  date  of  human  pleafure ! 
How  falfc  of  happ-.nefs  the  meafure  ! 
The  dormitory,  ftrew'd  with  iiowers, 
Short  prayer,  rejoicing,  fong,  and  feaft. 
Sweet  tumult,  freedom    thoughtkfs  hours. 
Their  amiable  zeal  csprcfs'd. 
And  nc(  a  fiiigle  Qgn  of  iorrcw 
The  v/oes  prcd'dted  of  to-morrovr.  . 
But,  O  !  what  favours  mifapplicd 
Our  hi^ly  fifterhood  beflow'd  ! 
From  abftinence's  (hallow  tide 
Into  a  ftream  that  owerflow'd 
With  fvireets,  fo  long  dcbarr'd  from  tafting, 
Poor  Ver-Vert  too  abruptly  haliing, 
(His  (kin  with  fugar  bcine  waded. 
With  liquid  fires  hi*  entrails  butn'd) 
Beheld  at  once  his  rofes  faded 
And  to  funereal  cyprefs  turn'd. 
The  nuns  endeavour'd,  bur  in  vain. 
His  fleeting  fpirit  to  detain  ; 
But  fweet  excefs  had  haftcn'd  fate; 
And,  whi.ft  around  the  fair-ones  cry'd, 
Of  love  a  vidtim  fortunate 
In  pleafure's  downy  breaft  he  died. 
His  dyin;'  word*  thf ir  bofoms  fir'd, 
And  will  for  ever  be  admir'd. 

Vol.  X. 


Venus  herfelf  his  eye-lids  clos'd. 

An. I  in  Elyfium  ./lac'd  his  (hade, 

Where  hero-parrots  (afe  rcpos'd 

In  almond  piovesthat  never  fade, 

Near  him.  whofe  fate  and  fluent  tongue, 

Corinna's  lover  wept  ai  d  fung. 

What  tongue  fufficicntly  can  tell 
How  much  bemoaii'd  our  hero  fell ! 
rhe  nun,  wl.o(e  oflicc  'twas,  invited 
The  bearers  to  th'  illuftrious  dead; 
And  letters  circular  iodiied. 
lu  which  this  mourulul  talc  I  read. 
Bu',  to  tianfmit  his  image  down 
To  generations  yet  unknown, 
A  painter,  who  each  heauty  knew. 
His  portrairuie  from  nature  drew  ; 
And  many  a  hand,  guided  by  love, 
O'er  the  If  retch'd  fampler's  canvas  plain, 
In  broidery's  various  colours  drove 
To  ra;fe  l.is  form  to  life  again  ; 
Whilll  grief,  t'  affill  each  artift,  came 
An'  painted  tears  around  the  frame. 
All  rites  funereal  tiicy  beflow'd. 
Which  erft  to  birds  of  high  renown 
The  hand  of  Helicon  allow'd. 
When  from  the  b'-dy  life  was  flown. 
Beneath  a  verdant  myrtle's  (hade, 
Wliicn  o'er  the  maufoleum  fpread, 
A  fmall  farcophagu-  was  laid. 
To  ke  p  the  aflics  of  the  dead. 
On  porphyry  grav'd  in  charadlers 
Of  gold,  with  tculptur'd  garlands  grac'd, 
I'hefe  lines,  exciting  pity's  tears. 
Our  convent  Artcmidas  plac'd. 

"  Ye  novice  nuns,  who  to  this  grove  repair, 

"   Fo  chat  by  fteal'h;  unaw'd  by  age's  frown; 
"  Your  tongues  one  moment,  if  you  can,  for- 
"  bear, 
"  rill  the  fad  tale  of  our  affliftion's  known. 
"  If  'tis  too  much  that  organ  to  rellrain, 

"  Ufe  it  to   fpeaii.  what  anguifii  death  im- 
"  parts  : 
"  One  line  this  caufe  for  forrow  will  explain ; 
"  Here  Ver-Vert  lies  ;  and  here  lie  all  our 
"  hearts." 

'Tis  faid  however  (to  purfue 

My  (lory  liut  a  word  or  two) 

The  foul  of  Ver-Vcrt  is  not  pent 

Within  th'  aforefaid  monument. 

Bur,  by  permiflion  of  the  fates. 

Some  holy  fifter  animates; 

And  will,  in  tranfmigration,  run 

From  time  to  time,  iv.m.  nun  to  nun,^ 

Tranfmitting  to  all  ages  hence 

In  them  his  deathlefs  eloquence. 
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Adieu,  fweet  bard !  to  each  fine  feelings  true, 
Thy  virtues  many,  and  thy  foibles  few ; 
Thofe  form'd  to  charm  cv'n  vicious  minds — and  thefc 
With  harmlefs  mirth  the  fecial  foul  to  pleafe. 
Another's  woe  thy  heart  could  always  melt ; 
J>Ione  gave  more  free — for  none  more  deeply  felt. 
Sweet  bard,  adieu  !  thy  own  harmonious  lays 
Have  fculptur'd  out  thy  monument  of  praife  : 
Yes,  thefe  furvive  to  time's  remoteft  day ; 
While  drops  the  bull,  and  boaftful  tombs  decay. 
Reader,  if  number'd  in  the  mufe's  train, 
Go,  tune  the  lyre,  and  imitate  his  ftrain  : 
But,  if  no  poet  thou,  reverfe  the  plan; 
Depart  in  peace,  and  imitate  the  man. 
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1752- 

On  his  return  he  found  himfelf  fo  poor,  that  it  was  with  difficulty  he  was  enabled  to  reach  London 
with  a  few  halfpence  only  in  his  pocket.  He  was  an  entire  ftranger,  and  without  any  recnuniin- 
dation.  He  offered  himfelf  to  feveral  apothecaries,  in  the  charafter  of  a  journeyman,  but  had  the 
mortification  to  find  every  application  without  fuccefs. 

7  ^  E  iij 
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At  length  he  Was  admitted  into  the  houfe  of  a  chemift  near  Filh-Street-Hill,  and  was  employed"' 
in  his  laboratory,  until  he  difcovered  the  relldence  of  his  friend  Dr.  Sleigh,  who  patronifed  and 
fupported  him. 

"  It  was  Sunday,"  faid  Goldfmith,  "  whea  I  paid  him  a  vifit,  and  it  £$  to  be  fuppofed,  in  my 
beft  clothes.  Sleigh  fcarcely  knew  me. — Such  is  the  tarn  the  unfortunate  fay  to  pmitrty.  However, 
•when  he  did  recolle(5l  nic,  I  found  his  heart  as  warm  as  ever ;  and  he  fliarcd  bit  pui;(e  and  his  friend- 
fliip  with  me.  during  his  continuance  in  London." 

Dr.  Sleigh  afterwards  fettled  as  a  phyftcian  at  Cork,  his  native  city,  and  was  rifing  rapidly  int* 
eminence,  when  he  was  cut  off,  in  the  flower  of  his  age,  by  an  inflammatory  fever,  which  at  once 
deprived  che  world  of  a  fine  fcholar,  a  Ikilful  phyfician,  and  an  honcft  man. 

By  the  recommendation  of  the  chemift,  who  faw  in  Goldfmith  talents  above  his  condition,  he 
foon  after  became  an  afliltant  to  Dr.  Milner,  who  kept  an  academy  at  Peckham.  He  remained  not 
long  in  this  fituation  ;  but  being  introduced  to  fome  bookfellers,  he  returned  to  London,  took  a! 
lodging   in  Green-Arbour-Court,  near  the   Old  Bailey,  and  commenced  author. 

Mr.  Griffiths,  the  proprietor  of  the  "  Monthly  Review,"  gave  him  a  department  in  his  Journal, 
and  Mr  Newbery,  the  philanthropic  bnokfelkr  in  St.  Paul's  Church-Yard,  gave  him  a  department 
in  the  "  Public  Ledger,"  where  he  wrote  rhofe  periodical  papers,  called  Chinefe  Letttrs,  which  noW. 
appear  in  his  works,  under  the  title  of  the  CHiztnof  the  World, 

His  firft  works  were  The  Bee,  a  weekly  pamphlet,  and  An  Inquiry  into  the  Prefent  Stati  of  Polite 
Learning  in  Europe,  publiihed  before  the  clofe  of  the  year  1 759. 

Soon  after  his  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Newbery,  for  whom  he  held  the  "  pen  of  a  ready  writer," 
he  removed  to  lodgings  in  Winc-Oflice-Court,  Fleetftreet,  where  he  fniifhed  the  Vicar  efWateJieldl 
which  by  thr?  friendly  interference  of  Dr.  Jnhnfon,  was  fold  for  fisty  pounds,  to  difcharge  his  rent. 
"  A  fufficient  price  when  it  was  fold,"  as  he  informed  Mr.  Bofwell;  for  then  the  fame  of  Gold- 
fmith-had  not  been  elevated,  as  it  afterwards  was  by  his  Traveller ;  and  the  bor-kfeller  had  fo  faint 
hopes  of  profit  by  his  bargain,  that  he  kept  the  manufcript  by  him  a  long  time,  and  did  not  pub- 
lifii  it  till  after  The  Traveller  had  appeared.  Then  to  be  fure,  it  was  accidentally  worth  more  ] 
money." 

In  1765,  he  publlflied  The  Traveller;  or,  a  ProfpeH  of  Society,  4to,  of  which  Dr.  Johnfon  faid^ 
"  There  has  not  been  fo  fine  a  poem  fince  Pope's  time"  Part  of  his  poem,  as  he  fays  in  his  dedi- 
cation to  his  brother,  the  Rev.  Henry  Goldfnuth,  was  formerly  written  to  him  from  Switzerland, 
and  contained  about  two  hundred  lines.  The  manufcript  lay  by  him  fome  years  without  any  de- 
termined idea  of  pub  ifhlng,  till  perfuadcd  to  it  by  Dr.  Jjhnfon,  who  gave  hiift  fome  general  hint* 
towards  enlarging  it;  and  in  particular,  as  Mr.  Bofwell  informs  us,  furnifhed  line  140, 

To  flop  too  fearful,  and  too  faint  to  go. 
and  the  concluding  ten  lines,  except  the  lafl  couplet  but  one. 

The  lif'ed  ax,  the  agonizing  wheel, 
I  tuke's  iron  crown,  and  Damien't  bed  of  ftecl. 

Lule,  in  the  laft  line,  is  mentioned  by  miflake  for  George.  In  the  Refpullica  Hungarica,  there  is  an 
account  of  a  defperate  rebellion  in  1514,  headed  by  two  brothers  of  the  name  of  Zeck,  George  and 
Luke,  ■^''hcn  it  Was  qucllsd,  George,  not  Luke  was  punifhed,  by  his  head  being  encircled  with  a  red 
hot  iron,  corona  candefcente  ferrea  coronatur. 

This  poem  eftablifticd  his  reputation  among  the  bookfellers,  and  introduced  him  to  the  acquaint- 
ance of  feveral  men  of  rank  and  abilities,  Lord  Mugent,  Mr.  Burke,  Sir  Jofliua  Reynolds,  Dr. 
Nugent,  Topham  Beauclerc,  Mr.  Dyer,  &c.  who  took  pleafure  in  his  converfation,  and  by  turns 
laughed  at  his*  blunders,  and  admired'  the  {implicityof  the  man,  and  the  elegance  of  his  poetical 
talents. 

The  fame  year  he  publifhed  a  colleftion  of  EJfays,  which  had  been  printed  in  the  newfpapers, 
magazi:  es,  and  other  periodical  publications. 

He  now  made  his  appearance  in  a  profeflianal  manner,  In  a  fcarlet  great  coat,  buttoned  clofe 
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vnder  the  chin,  a  phyCcal  wig  and  cane,  as  was  the  fafhion  of  the  times,  and  declined  vifiting  ma- 
ny of  thofc.  public  places,  which  formerly  were  fo  convenient  to  him  in  point  of  expence,  aud 
which  contributed  fo  much  to  his  amufement.  "  In  truth,"  faid  he,  "  one  facrifices  fomething  for 
the  fake  of  good  company  ;  for  here  I  am  (hut  out  of  fcveral  places  where  I  ufed  to  play  the  fool 
very  agreeably." 
In  1766,  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield  appeared,  and  completely  eftabliflied  his  literary  reputation. 
Soon  after  the  publication  of  the  traveller,  he  removed  from  Wine-Office-Court  to  the  Library 
Staircafe,  Inner-Temple,  and  at  the  fame  time  took  a  country  heufe,  in  conjundtion  with  Mr. 
Bot,  an  Intimate  literary  friend,  on  the  Edgware  Road,  at  the  back  of  Cannons.  This  place  he  jo- 
cularly called  the  Shoemaker's  Paradife,  being  originally  built,  in  a  fantafkic  taffe,  by  one  of  the 
craft. 

Here  he  wrote  his  Ilijlory  of  England,  in  a  furies  of  letters  from  a  nobleman  to  his  fon,  a  vols.  lamOj 
a  work  generally  attributed  to  Lyttleton,  and,  which  is  rather  lingular,  never  contradiiScd  either 
dire(5lly  or  indirecftly  by  that  nobleman  or  any  of  his  friends.  This  book  had  a  very  rapid  fale,  and 
continues  to  be  efteemed  one  of  the  moft  ufeful  introdu(Stions  of  that  fort  to  the  fludy  of  our  hillory. 
His  manner  of  compiling  this  hiftory  is  thus  defcribed  by  an  intelliorent  writer,  who  lived  in  the 
clofeft  habits  of  intimacy  with  him  for  the  laft  ten  years  of  his  life,  in  the  "  European  Magazine 
for  1793." 

"  He  firft  read  in  a  morning  from  Hume,  Rapin,  and  fometimes  Kennet,  as  much  as  he  deCgn- 
cd  for  one  letter,  marking  down  the  paffages  referred  to  on  a  ftieet  of  paper,  with  remarks.  He 
then  rode  or  walked  out  with  a  friend  or  two,  who  he  had  conftantly  with  him,  returned  to  din- 
ner, fpent  the  day  generally  convivialiy,  without  much  drinking  (vvhich  he  never  was  in  the  ha- 
iit  of)  ;  and  when  he  went  up  to  bed,  took  up  his  books  and  papers  with  him,  where  he  generally 
wrote  the  chapter,  or  the  beft  part  of  it,  before  he  went  to  reft.  This  latter  exercife  coft  him  very  little 
trouble,  he  faid  ;  for,  having  all  his  materials  ready  for  him,  he  wrote  it  with  as  much  facility  as  a 
common  letter." 

"  Of  all  his  compilations,"  he  ufed  to  fay,  his  "  SeleBion  if  EngUfh  Poetry^^  fliowfid  more  '  the 
art  of  profeflion.'  Here  he  did  nothing  but  mark  the  particular  paffages  with  a  red  lead  pencil, 
and  for  this  he  got  two  hundred  pounds ;  but  then  he  ufed  to  add,  "  a  man  fhows  his  judgment  in 
thefe  feledtions,  and  he  may  be  often  twenty  years  of  his  life  in  cjltivating  thr.t  judgment." 

In  1768,  he  brought  on  the  fkage  at  Covent  Garden  hi«  Good-natured  Man,  a  comedy  ;  which, 
though  evidently  written  by  a  fcholar  and  a  man  »f  obfervatlon,  did  not  pleafe  equal  to  its 
merits.  Many  parts  of  it  exhibit  the  flrongeft  indications  of  his  comic  talents.  There 
is,  perhaps,  no  charader  on  the  ftage  more  happily  imagined  and  more  highly  finiflied  than 
Croaie/s.  His  reading  f)f  the  incendiary  letter  in  the  fourth  aift,  was  received  with  a  roar  of  approba- 
tion. Goldfmith  himfelf  was  fo  charmed  with  the  performance  of  Shuter  in  that  charadler,  that 
he  thanked  him  before  all  the  performers,  telling  him,  "  he  had  exceeded  his  own  idea  of  the  cha- 
raiSer,  and  that  the  fine  comic  richnefs  of  his  colouring  made  it  alnioft  appear-as  new  to  him  as  t» 
any  other  perfgn  in  the  houfe."     The  prologue  was  furniflied  by  Dr.  Johnfon. 

The  injuftifiable  feverity  with  which  this  play  was  treated  by  the  town,  irritated  his  feelings 
much,  and  what  added  to  the  irritation,  was  the  very  great  fuccefs  of  Kelly's  "  Falfe  Delicacy," 
which  appeared  at  the  other  houfe,  juft  at  thtrfame  time. 

Such  was  the  tafle  of  the  town  for  r:ntimental  writing,  in  which  this  comedy  abounds,  that  it 
was  phyed  every  night  ro  crowded  audiences;  ten  thoufand  copies  of  the  pl.iy  were  fold  that  fea- 
fon,  and  the  bookfellers  concerned  in  the  profits  of  it,  not  only  prcfented  Kelly  with  a  piece  of 
plate,  value  20  1.,  but  gave  him  a  public  breakfaft  at  the  Chapter  coffeehoufe. 

The  fuccefs  of  "  Falfe  Delicacy"  difiblved  the  intimacy  between  Kelly  and  Goldfmith ;  who, 
though  the  type  of  his  own  Good-natured  Man,  in  every  other  refpcil,  yet  in  point  of  authorlbiD. 
and  particularly  in  poetry. 

Could  bear  no  rival  near  his  throne. 
If  «  E  iijj 
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Had  Kelly  been  content  to  kt-ep  in  the  back  ground,  Goldlmith  would  have  ftared  his  laft  guine^ 
with  him,  and  in  doing  it  would  ha»e  felt  all  the  fine  influences  of  his  good-nature ;  but  to  con- 
tend for  the  biiw  of  Uiyffes,  "    this  was  a  fault;  that  way  envy  lay."      ' 

Goldfiiiith  cannot  be  acquitted  of  ail  manner  of  blame  in  his  enmity  to  Kelly,  who  was  a  very 
defervi.  g  man,  and,  by  the  publication  of  his  "  Phefpis,"  '  Babbler,"  fomc  novels,  and  "  Falfe 
Delicacy,"  had  raifed  himfelf  much  into  public  norice,  and  what  juftly  increafed  it,  was  the  con- 
fideration  of  his  domg  all  this  from  an  humble  beginning,  and  a  very  narrow  education.  He  had 
a  growing  family  too,  which  he  lupported with  decency  and  reputation. 

Though  the  f^me  of  his  Good-natureJ  Man  did  not  bear  hmi  triumphantly  through;  yet,  by  the 
profits  of  his  nine  nights,  and  the  fale  of  the  copy,  he  cleared  five  hundred  pounds.  With  this, 
and  the  favings  made  by  his  compilations  of  a  Roman  Hijhry,  in  a  vols,  8vo,  and  a  Hifiory  of  Eng' 
land,  in  4  vols.  8vo  which  he  ufed  to  call  "  building  a  book  "  he  defccnded  from  his  attic  ilory  in 
the  Staircafe,  Inne: -Temple,  and  purchafed  chambers  in  Brooke-Court,  Middle- Temple,  for  which 
he  gave  four  hundred  pounds.  Thefe  he  furnifhed  rather  in  an  elegant  manner,  fittted  up  and  en- 
larged his  library,  and  commenced  quite  a  man  of  *'  lettered  eafe"  and  confequcnce. 

About  this  time  he  was  concerned  in  a  fortnightly  publication,  called  The  Gentleman  s  'Journal , 
in  conjuncHiion  with  Dr  Kenrick,  Bickerftaff,  &c.  which  was  foon  difcontinucd.  WncK  a  friend 
•was  obferving  what  an  extraordinary  fudden  death  it  had,  "  Not  at  all,  bir,"  fays  Goidfmith,  "  a 
very  common  cafe,  it  died  of  too  many  dotftors." 

.  His  next  original  publication  was  Tbi  DeferUd  Village^  which  came  out  in  the  fpring  of  17  70,  and 
had  a  very  rapid  fale.  He  received  a  hundred  pounds  for  the  copy  from  Mr.  Griffin  hi?  bookfel- 
ler,  which  he  returned,  under  an  idea  of  its  being  too  much;  and  his  way  of  computation  was 
this  :  "  That  it  was  near  five  fhillings  a  couplet,  which  was  more  than  any  bookfcller  could  af- 
ford, or  indeed  more  than  any  modern  poetry  was  worth."  He,  however,  loft  nothing  by  his  ge- 
nerofity,  as  the  bookl'cller  paid  him  the  hundred  pounds,  which  the  ra^id  fale  of  the  pnem  foon  ena- 
bled him  to  do.  He  was,  by  his  own  confeflion,  four  or  five  years  collecting  materials  in  all  his 
country  excurfions  for  this  poem,  and  was  ailually  engaged  in  the  conftru(5lion  of  it  above  two 
years.     Dr.  Johnfon  furniflied  the  four  lafl  lines. 

The  year  following,  he  prefixed  a  Life  of  Parnell,  to  a  new  edition  of  his  "  Poems  on  Several 
Occafions,"  by  V.  Davies,  8vo.;  a  perforn:ance  worthy  of  Parnell's  genius  and  amiable  difp.fition. 

His  next  original  work  was  his  comedy  of  She  Stoijis  to  Conquer ,  *r,  tie  Mijlahs  of  a  Night,  which 
yjs  afled  at  Covent  Garden,  in  1772 ;  and,  notwithftanding  the  opinion  of  Mr.  Colman  and  fome 
others,  that  there  were  parts  in  it  too  farcical,  it  met  with  great  fuccefs,  and  reftored  the  public 
tafle  to  his  good  opinion.  One  of  the  meft  ludicrous  circumftances  it  contains,  that  of  the  rob- 
bery, is,  borrowed  from  "  Albumazar."  The  firft  night  of  its  performance,  inftead  of  being  at 
the  thearre,  he  was  found  fauntering  between  feven  and  eight  o'clock  in  St  James's  Park ;  and  it 
was  on  the  remonftrance  of  a  friend  who  told  him  how"  ufcful  his  prefcnce  might  be  in  making 
fome  fudden  akeraaons  which  might  be  found  nectfTury  in  the  piece,"  that  he  was  prevailed  upon 
to  go  to  the  theatre.  He  entered  the  ft?ge-door,  juft  in  the  middle  of  the  jth  a(5l  when  there  was  a 
hifs  ^t  the  improbability  of  Mrs.  Hardcafk  fupi>ofing  hcrfcU  fifty  niiles  off.  though  in  her  own 
ground,  and  near  her  own  houfe.  '"  What's  that :"  fays  he,  terrified  at  the  found  "  Pfhaw,  Doc- 
tor," fays  Colman,  who  wa>  ftanding  by  the  fide  of  the  fcene,  "  don't  be  fearful  oi  fquihs,  when 
we  have  been  fitting  almoft  thefe  two  hours  upon  a  barrel  of  gunpowder."  He  never  forgave 
Colman  tliis  reply  to  the  laft  hour  of  his  life. 

/He  cleared  eight  hundred  pounds  by  this  comedy ;  but  though  this  year  was  very  fucctfsful  to 
bim,  by  the  Hijlory  of  Greece,  %  vol",  the  Life  of  Btlingbroki,  prefixed  to  a  new  edition  of  the  "  Pa- 
triot King,"  and  other  publications;  what  with  his  liberality  to  j.oor  authors,  Purdon,  Jack  Pil- 
kington,  Dr.  Hiffernan,  &c.  and  a  ridiculous  habit  of  gaming,  he  found  himielf,  at  the  end  of  it, 
confiderably  in  debt.  This  he  lamented  in  fecret,  but  took  no  efTedtual  means  for  the  cure  of 
it. 

This  period  is  farher  remarkable  for  his  difmifTing  the  title  of  DoSior  from  his  addrefs,  a>  1  cal- 
ling hiHifelf  Mr.  Guidfuaiih.     Whether  he  had  only  then  decided  never  to  pr«i(aife  the  profcffios. 
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"he  was  bred  to,  or  that  he  thought  Mr.  a  more  familiar  manner  of  launching  himfelf  into  the  fa- 
fhionable  world,  which  he  was  then  vain  enough  to  affcdl  to  be  fond  of,  is  not  afcertained ;  this, 
however,  was  the  faift,  that  the  world  would  not  lei  him  Uft  bis  degree,  but  called  him  DoStor  (though 
he  was  only  Bachelor  of  Phyfic)  to  the  end  of  his  life. 

Befides  his  Hifories  of  England,  of  Greece,  and  of  Rome,  he  fubmitted  to  the  drudgery  of  com- 
piling An  Hijiory  of  the  Earth  and  Animated  Nature,  8  vols,  8vo,  1 7 74,  which  procured  for  him 
more  money  than  fame.  Juft  before  his  death,  he  had  formed  a  defign  for  executing  An  Uni-uerful 
DiHionary  »f  AiU  and  Sciences  ;  a  plan  which  met  with  no  encouragement. 

The  poem  of  Retaliation  was  his  laft  performance,  which  he  did  no;  live  to  finilh.  It  was  writ- 
ten in  anlwer  to  certam  illiberal  attacks,  which  had  been  made  on  his  perfon,  writings,  and  dialed, 
in  a  club  of  literary  friends,  where  wit  is  faid  to  have  fometimes  fparkled  at  the  expence  of  good- 
nature. When  he  had  g'lna  as  far  as  the  charaAer  of  iSir  Jolhua  Reynolds,  he  read  it  in  full 
club,  where,  though  fomi  praifcd  it,  and  others,  feemed  highly  delighted  with  it,  they  ftill  thought 
the  publication  of  it  not  altogether  fo  proper.  He  now  found  that  a  little  fparkling  oi  fear  was 
not  altogether  an  unncceffary  ingredient  in  the  friendftiip  of  the  world,  and  thnigh  he  meant  not 
immediately,  at  leaft,  to  publilh  Retaliation,  he  kept  it,  as  he  eipreffed  himfelf  to  a  friend,  "  as  a 
rod  in  pickle  upon  any  future  occalion  ;"  but  this  occalion  never  prefented  itfelf :  A  more  awful 
period  was  now  approaching,  "  when  king*  as  well  as  poets  ceafe  from  their  labours." 

He  had  been  for  fome  years  afflidcd  with  a  ftrangury,  which,  with  the  derangement  of  his  worldly 
affairs,  brought  on  a  kind  of  habitual  delpondency,  in  which  he  ufcd  to  cxprefs  "  his  great  indif- 
ference about  life."  At  length,  in  March  1774,  being  fcized  with  a  nervous  fever, he,  againfl  the 
advict.  of  his  phyfician,  tookfo  large  a  portion  of  James's  powder,  that  it  was  fuppofed  to  have  con- 
tributed to  his  diffolution,  on  the  4th  of  ^pril  1774,  after  an  illnsfs  of  ten  days,  in  the  45th  year 
of  his  age.  He  was  bu-^-ied  in  the  Temple  Cliurch-yard,  the  9th  of  the  fame  month.  A  pom- 
pous funeral  was  intended  ;  but  moft  of  his  friends  fent  excules,  and  a  few  ccffeehoufe  acquaint- 
ances, rather  fudderly  collected  together,  attended  his  remains  to  the  grave.  A  monumei't  has 
Cnce  been  eredled  to  his  memory,  in  Weftminfier  Abbey,  at  the  expence  of  the  literary  club  t» 
which  he  belonged,  with  the  following  epitaph,  written  by  Dr.  Johnfon  : 

OnvARii  Goldsmith, 

Poetse,   Phyfici,  Hiflorici, 

Qui  niultuni  fere  fcribendi  genus 

Non  tetegic, 

Nullum  qiod  tetegit  non  ornavit : 

Sive  rifus  effent  movendi 

Sive  Idcrytna 

AfF-6tuum  poten.s  et  lenis  dominator: 

Ingenio  fublimis,  vividu>,  veriatiiis  ; 

Oratione  grandis,  nitidus,  venuftus  : 

Hoc  monumento  memoriam  coluit 

Sodalium  amor, 

Ainicoiuni  fides, 

Ledlorum  veneratio. 

Natus  in  Hibernia  Formise  Longfordienfis 

In  loco  cui  nomen  Pallas, 

Nov.  ixix.  Moccxxxi ; 

Eblanae  litens  inllitutus; 

Obi.t  Lonilini 

April  IV   MDccLXXiv. 

«•  Of  poor  dear  Dr.  Goldfmith,"  Dr  Johnfon  writes  Mr.  Bofwell,  July  4.  1774,  "  there  is  lit- 
tle to  be  told,  more  than  the  papers  have  made  public.  He  died  of  a  fever,  made,  I  am  afraid, 
more  violent  by  uneafinefs  of  mind.  His  debts  began  to  be  heavy  and  all  his  refources  were  cx- 
haufted.  Sir  J. (hua  [Reynolds]  is  of  opinion,  that  he  owed  no  lefs  than  two  thoufand  pounds. 
Was  ever  poet  fo  trufted  before  ?" 

His  Mifcellaneous  EJfays  in  profe  and  verfe  were  colledled  into  one  volume,  Svo,  1775.  His  Poe^ 
ileal  and  Brizmatic  Works  were  colledled,  and  printed  in  2  vols.  8vo,  1  780.  An  edition  of  his  Alifcel- 
hnetus  Works  was  prLited  at  Perth,  3  vols,  Svo,  17^3.    tiis  Travil/er  wi  Deferted  tillage  have 
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been  frequently  reprinted,  and  with  his  Retaliation  and  other  pieces,  were  received  into  the  cdittoc 
of  the  "  Englifh  Poets,"  1790. 

With  fome  awkward  impediments  and  peculiarities  in  his  addrefs,  perfon,  and  temper,  Gold- 
fmith  attained  a  (hare  of  literary  eminence  and  emolument,  which,  with  common  prudence,  might 
have  protedled  the  remainder  of  his  life  from  the  irritating  uncertainties  of  want.  In  the  courfe 
of  fourteen  years,  the  produce  of  his  pen  is  faid  to  have  amounted  to  more  than  eight  thoufand 
pounds.  But  all  this  was  rendered  ufelefs  by  an  improvident  liberality,  which  prevented  him  from 
diftinguiihing  properly  theobjedis  of  hisgenerofity,  and  an  unhappy  attachmentto gaming,  with  the  arts 
of  which  he  was  very  little  acquainted.  He  was  fo  humane  in  his  difpolition,  that  his  laft  guinea  was 
the  general  boundary  of  his  munificence.  He  bad  two  or  three  poor  authors  always  as  penfioners, 
befides  feveral  widows  and  poor  houfekeepers ;  and  when  he  had  no  money  to  give  the  latter,  he 
always  fent  them  away  with  fhirts  or  old  clothes,  and  fometimes  with  the  whole  contents  of  hi» 
breakfafl-table,  faying,  with  a  fmile  of  fatisfadion,  after  they  were  gone,  "  Now  let  me  fuppofe,  I 
have  ate  a  heartier  breakfaft  than  ufual,  and  am  nothing  out  of  pocket."  He  was  always  very 
ready  to  do  fervice  to  his  friends  and  acquaintance,  .by  recommendations,  &c. ; '  and  as  he  lived  lat- 
terly much  with  the  great  world,  and  was  much  refpeded,  he  very  often  fucceeded,  and  felt  his 
beft  reward,  in  the  gratification  of  doing  good.  Dr.  Johnfon  knew  him  early,  and  always  fpoke 
as  refpe6tfully  of  his  heart  as  of  his  talents.  Goldfmith,  in  fome  refpedl,  conciliated  his  good  opi- 
nion, by  almoft  never  contradiding  him ;  and  Dr.  Johnfon,  in  return,  laughed  at  his  oddities, 
which  only  ferved  as  little  foils  to  his  talents  and  moral  charadler. 

"  His  perfon,"  fays  Mr.  Bofwell,  in  his  "  Life  of  Dr.  Johnfon,"  "  was  fhort,  his  countenance 
coarfe  and  vulgar,  his  deportment  that  of  a  fcholar,  awkwardly  affeding  the  complete  gentleman,, 
No  man  had  the  art  of  difplaying  with  more  advantage  as  a  writer,  whatever  literary  acquifitions 
be  made.  His  mind  refembled  a  fertile  but  thin  foil;  there  was  a  quick,  but  not  a  flrong  vegetation 
of  whatever  chanced  to  be  thrown  upon  it.  No  deep  root  could  be  ftruck,  The  oak  of  the  foreft 
did  not  grow  there;  but  the  elegant  fhrubbery,  and  the  fragrant  parterre  appeared  in  gay  fuccef- 
fion.  It  has  been  generally  circulated  and  believed,  that  he  was  a  mere  fool  in  converfation.  In 
allufion  to  this,  Mr.  Horace  Walpole,  who  admired  his  writings,  faid,  he  was  "  an  infpired  idiot  j" 
and  Garrick  defcribed  him  as  one 

— for  fhcrtncfs  call'd  Noll, 

Who  wrote  like  an  angel,  and  talk'd  like  poor  Poll. 

But  in  truth  this  has  been  greatly' exaggerated.  He  had,  no  doubt,  a  more  than  common  fhare  of 
that  hurry  of  ideas,  which  we  often  find  in  his  countrymen,  and  which  fometimes  produces  a  laugh- 
able confafion  in  esprtfling  them.  He  was  very  much  what  the  French  call  un  etourdie ;  and  from 
vanity,  and  an  eager  dcfire  of  being  confpicuous  wherever  he  was,  he  frequently  talked  carelefsly, 
without  any  knowledge  of  the  fubjedl,  or  even  without  thought.  Thofe  who  were  in  any  way  dif- 
tiDP-uiflied,  excited  envy  in  him  to  fo  ridiculous  an  excefs,  that  the  inftancee  of  it  are  hardly  credi- 
ble. He,  1  am  told,  had  no  fettled  fyftem  ef  any  fort,  fo  that  his  conduft  mull  not  be  too  ftridlly 
criticifed;  but  his  affeftions  were  focial  and  generous,  and  when  he  had  money,  he  gave  it  away 
liberally.     His  defire  of  imaginary  confequencc  predominated  over  his  attention  to  truth." 

As  a  profe  writer,  Goldfmith  muft  be  allowed  to  have  rivalled,  and  even  exceeded  Dr.  Johnfon, 
and  Jus  imitator,  Dr.  Hawkefworth,  the  moft  celebrated  profeffional  profe  writer  of  his  time. 
His  profe  may  be  regarded  as  the  model  of  perfedlion,  and  the  ftandard  of  our  language ;  to  equal 
whici->,  the  efforts  of  moft  would  be  vain,  and  to  exceed  it,  every  expectation,  folly. 

•'  Goldfmith,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon.,  "  was  a  man  of  fuch  variety  of  powers,  and  fuch  felicity  of 
perfur.iiancc,  that  he  alv/ays  feemed  to  do  beft  what  he  was  doing ;  a  man  v/ho  had  the  art  of  be- 
ing minute  without  tedioufnefs,  and  general  without  confufion  ;  whofe  language  was  copious  with- 
out exuberance,  exa(fl  wMthout  conftraint,  arid  eafy  without  weaknefs." 

Of  his  profe  writings,  his  f^icar  of  Wakefield,  EJfays,  Hifory  of  England,  Letters  from  a  Nobleman 
to  his  Son,  Life  of  Parnelt,  and  Natural  Hijlijry,  have  obtained  moft  diftin<ftion.  His  Ficar  of  IVakefcld 
tanks  iu  the  firft  dafs  of  Englifli  novels.    The  language  which  «'   angels  might  have  heard,  and 
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Virgins  t6ld,"  defervcs  the  higheft  praife.  If  we  do  not  always  admire  hh  knowledge  or  extcnfivc 
philofophy,  we  feel  the  benevolence  of  his  heart,  and  arc  charmed  with  the  purity  of  its  principles. 
If  we  do  not  follow  with  awful  reverence  the  majefty  of  hi£  reafon,  or  the  dignity  of  the  long-ex- 
tended period,  we  at  leaft  catch  a  pleafing  fentlment,  in  a  natural  and  unaffe«fted  ftyle. 

His  SJ/ays,  originally  written  for  newfpapere,  cannot  be  read  without  lamenting  his  fate  (the 
fate  of  haplefs  geiiius !)  while  fome  venal  and  ignorant  Procruftes  of  the  houfe  of  literature,  ftood 
over  him  to  extend  or  contrail  his  elegance,  till  it  juft  filled  the  deftined  fpace. 

"  It  is  the  great  excellence  of  a  writer,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  to  put  into  his  book  as  much  as  it 
will  hold.  Goldfmith  has  dbne  this  in  his  Mijiory.  Goldfmith  tells  you  (hortly  all  you  wifh  to 
know.  His  plain  narrative  will  pleafe  again  and'again.  He  has  the  art  of  compiling,  and  faying 
every  thing  he  has  to  fay  in  a  plain  manner.  He  is  now  writing  a  Natural  Hijlory,  and  will  make 
it  as  entertaining  as  a  "  Perfian  tale." 

His  Natural  Hifory  is  a  compilation  of  unequal  merit.  He  has  adopted  no.  methodical  arrange- 
ment worthy  of  notice;  and  his  defcriptions,  negligent  of  thofe  diftinguifliing  pecularitiee  of  ftru^ure, 
which  enables  us  to  difcover  the  name  and  fpecies  of  each  individual,  are  almoft  vvhoUy  employed 
npon  their  more  amufing  properties  and  relations.  The  fecond,  third,  and  fourth  volumes,  compre- 
hending the  natural  hiHoryof  maiditid  ^ndolf usdrufeds,  are  chiefly  borrowed  from  BufFon's  diffufive 
Writings,  from  which  h?  has  tranfcribed  many  errors.  The  four  laft  volumes,  comprehending  the 
hiftory  of  birds, fifies,  infers.  Sec.  arc  parricularly  defecSive,  probably  becaufe  in  cbmpofmg  them,  he 
no  longer  derived  any  affiftance  from  Buffon,  whofe  volumes  on  birds  he  does  not  appear  to  have 
feen.  The  manner  and  flyle  in  which  it  is  written,  are  generally  pleafing,  and  the  entertainment 
which  it  affords,  is  occafionally  increafed  by  the  interpofition  of  pertinent  fpeculative  refletSions. 

As  a  poet,  he  is  chara<9:erifed  by  elegance,  terdernelis,  and  finiplicity.  He  is  of  the  fchool  of 
Dryden  and  Pope,  rather  than  that  of  Spenfer  oi  Milton.  In  fweetnefs  and  harmony,  he  rivals 
every  writer  of  verfe  fince  the  death  of  Pope.  It  is  to  be  regretted,  that  his  poetical  performances 
are  not  more  nunaerous.  Though  he  wrote  profe  with  great  facility,  he  was  rather  flow  in  his 
poetry,  not  from  the  tardinefs  of  fancy,  but  the  time  he  took  in  pointing  the  fentiment,  and 
polifhing  the  verfification.  Hib  manner  of  writing  poetry,  it  is  faid,  wa«  this :  he  firft  fketched  a 
part  of  his  defign  in  profe,  in  which  he  threw  out  his  idean  as  they  occurred  to  him  ;  he  then  fat 
carefully  down  to  verfify  them,  corrc(St  them,  and  add  fuch  cthei  ideas  as  he  thought  better  fitted 
to  the  fubjeA.  He  fometimcs  would  exceed  his  profe  defign,  by  writing  feveral  verfes  impromptu  ; 
but  thefe  he  would  take  uncommon  pains  aft*rwards  to  revile,  left  they  fhould  be  unconneded 
with  his  main  defign. 

His  Traveller,  De/eried  Village,  Hermit,  aod  Retaliation,  are  the  chief  foundation  of  his  fame.  Tbe 
Traveller  is  one  of  thofe  dehghtfui  poems,  that  alJure  by  the  beauty  of  their  fcenery,  a  refined  ele- 
gance of  fentiment,  and  a  correfpondent  happinefs  of  eipreffion.  lu  the  addrefs  to  his  brother,  to 
whom  the  poem  isinfcribed,  it  is  impoffible  not  to  be  pleafed  with  the  untravdled  heart,  and  the 
happy  image  of  the  /engt'.enlng  chain.  The  Qmile  of  the  rainbow,  is  equally  juft  and  magnificent ;  and 
is  one  of  thofe  real  beauties  in  imagery,  which  have  the  power  of  pkafing  univerfally,  by  being  at 
once  obvious  to  the  mind,  and  at  the  fame  time  pcffcfling  native  dignity  enough  to  fecure  them 
from  that  indifference,  with  which  things  frequently  contemplated  are  beheld, 

The  Traveller  yZ.'x  ^w2  (/oMvi  (as  he  esprtfles  it)  on -an  eminence  of  the  Alps,  and  from  thence 
takes  a  view  of  the  leveral  Icingdome  that  lie  around  him,  not  with  the  contradred  eye  of  a  re- 
clufe,  but  with  the  liberal  fpirit  ot  a  man  v.ho  rightly  confiders  and  embraces  the  general  bleflTings 
of  Providence. 

For  me  your  tributary  flores  combine. 
Creation's  tenant,  all  the  world  is  mine. 
He  then  inquires,  whether  fupe^rioj:  happinef?  bt;  the  lot  of  any  particular  country,  but  concludes, 
that,  though  every  man  thinks  mofl:  favourably  of  his  own,  nature  has,  in  general,  obferved  an 
equality  in  the  dlftril^ution  of  her  bounties.  The  defcription  of  the  people  of  Italy  is  not  lefs  jufl, 
than  that  of  their  country  is  pidlurefque  and  harmonious  ;  but  the  moralifl:  may  objed  to  the  eon- 
clufion,  as  unfavourable  to  the  ijjterefts  of  virtue. 
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Each  nobler  aim  reprefi.  by  long  controul, 
Now  finks  at  laft,  or  feebly  mans  the  foul ; 
While  low  delights  fucceeding  fafb  behind, 
In  happier  meannefs  occupies  the  mind. 

The  beauties  of  the  defcription  of  the  Sivifs  are  fo  natural  and  obvious,  that  no  eye  can  overlook 
them.  Whether  the  feverity  of  a  Helvetian  winter  chills  the  lap  of  May,  -when  n*  zephyr  foqlbs 
the  hteajioftbe  mountain  ;  whether  the  hardy  Svfifs fees  bis  little  lot,  the  lot  of  alls  breafs  the  keen  air, 
and  carols  as  he  goes,  drives  his  ploughjhares  to  thefeep,  or  drags  the  Jlruggling  favage  into  day  ;  the  whole 
is  beautiful.  Whether  heftts  down  the  monarch  of  ajbed,  and furveys  his  children's  looks,  that  brighten  ci 
the  blaze,  or  entertains  the  pilgrim,  whofe  tale  repays  the  nightly  bed,  the  whole  is  ftill  beautiful ;  but 
the  fimile  of  the  babe  is  fomething  more  ;  there  is  a  grandeur  as  well  as  beauty  in  the  application 
of  it. 

But  having  found  that  the  rural  life  of  a  Sivifs  has  its  evils  as  well  as  comforts,  he  turns  to 
Fraocc,  and  defcribes  a  people  almoft  of  a  different  fpecies.  He  nest  mates  a  tranfition  to  Holland, 
and  from  thence  proceeds  to  Britain.  The  chara^lerifticsof  the  different  nations,  are  juft  and  ingeni- 
ous; but  the  defcriptions  arc  neither  full  nor  per feft.  He  has  contented  himfclf  with  exhibiting 
them  in  thofe  points  of  view  in  which  they  are  generally  beheld ;  but  the  lights  are  much  ftrength- 
cned  by  the  powers  of  poetic  genius. 

•  The  Deferted  Village,  is  a  performance  of  diftinguiflied  merit.  The  general  idea  it  inculcates  is 
thi?,  that  commerce,  by  an  enormous  introdudion  of  wealth,  has  augmented  the  number  of  the 
rich,  who,  by  exhaufting  the  provifion  of  the  poor,  reduce  them  to  the  neceflity  of  emigration.  The 
poem  opens  with  an  apoftrophe  to  its  fubjed,  with  which  the  imagination  may  be  pleafed,  but 
Iffhich  will  not  fully  fatisfy  the  judgment.  The  village  diverfions  are  perhaps  infifted  on  with  too 
much  prolixity  and  amplification.  But  we  are  recompcnfed  for  this  generality  and  redundance,  by 
the  clafllcal  and  beautiful  particularity  and  concifcncfs  of  the  context,  the  dancing  pair,  the  fwain 
mijlrujllefs  of  bis  fmutted face ,  the  bajhful  virgin,  \5'c.  The  part.graph  in  general  has  much  inaccuracy, 
efpecially  a  diigulling  identity  of  didtion  ;  the  word  bowers  occurs  twice,  the  vrord/weet  thrice,  and 
charms  andfptrt,  fingular  or  plural,  four  times.  We  have  alfo  toil  remitting,  and  toil  taught  to  pleafe, 
fucceeding  fperts,  and /ports  with  fxueetfuccejion.  The  paragraph  beginning,  i//ya;-«  f6;  /a/zi/,  Ifc.  has 
great  merit ;  the  lentiment  is  noble,  and  the  expreflion  little  inferior.  The  following  one  affcrts 
what  has  been  repeatedly  denied,  that  there  zvas  a  time  in  England,  when  every  rood  of  ground  maintained 
its  man.  Wherever  there  is  property,  there  muft  of  neceflity  be  poverty  and  riches.  The  apo- 
ftrophe to  Retirement  is  beautiful,  but  fanciful  ;  for  him  who  retires  into  the  country  to  crown  a ysutb 
»f  labour  ivitb  an  age  of  eafe,  the  mine  mujl  be  explored,  the  deep  tempted,  and 

The  pale  artift  ply  the  fickly  trade. 

The  paragraph  beginning.  Sweet  was  the  found,  Isfc.  has  uncommon  merit.  The  clrcnmfiances  it  rlc- 
fcrjbes  arc  obvious  in  nature,  but  never  in  poetry  ;  and  they  are  defcribed  with  great  force  and  ele- 
gance. The  particulars  are  moft  happily  feledted ;  and  they  bear  one  uniform  confiftcnt  charaAer, 
that  of  a  fober  or  ferenc  cheerfulnefs.  The  Matron  gathering  water  crejjfes,  is  a  fine  picture.  When 
yiuburn  is  defcribed  as  flourifhing,  the  village  preacher  is  very  properly  introduced  and  chara<flerifed 
in  a  manner  which  feems  almoft  unexceptionable,  both  for  fcntiment  and  expreflion.  His  content- 
ment, hofpitality  and  piety,  are  pointed  out  with  fuflicient  particularity,  yet  without  confufion  or 
redundance.  The  copfe,  the  torn  prubs,  and  the  garden  flower  that  grows  wild,  are  fine  natural 
flrokes.  The  good  man,  attended  by  his  venerating  parifliioners,  and  with  aTtind  of  dignified  com- 
placence, even  permitting  the  familiarities  of  their  children,  is  flrongly  and  diflintftly  reprefented. 
'Ihe  fimiles  of  a  bird  teaching  her  young  to  fly,  and  the  mountain  that  rifes  above  the  ftorm,  arc 
not  eafily  to  be  paralleled.  The  laft  has  been  much  admired;  and  is  indeed  a  happy  illuftration,  fo 
far  as  immaterial  objeds  can  be  illuftratcd  by  material. 

The  fchoolmafer,  though  a  fecondary  charader,  is  defcribed  with  great  force  and  precifion.  The 
defcription  of  the  village  ale-houfe,  is  drawn  with  admirable  propriety  and  force.  The  fine  poetical, 
inventory  of  the  furniture,  is  fully  equalled  by  the  charadlcr  of  thcguefts,  and  the  dctails-of  their 
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amufcments.  It  is  not  poetical  fidtion,  but  hiftorical  truth.  But  though  nothing  is  invented, 
fomething  is  fupprefled.  The  ruftic's  hour  of  relaxiticn  is  too  rarely  fo  innocent ;  it  is  too  often 
contaminated  with  extravagance,  anger,  and  profanity;  defcrlbing  vice  and  folly,  however,  will 
not  prevent  their  exifting  ;  and,  it  is  agreeable  to  forget  for  a  moment,  the  reality  of  their  exiftence. 
The  reft  of  the  poem  c«nfifts  of  a  defcunt  on  the  mifapplication  of  wrealth,  luxury,  and  the  variety 
of  artificial  pleafares,  and  the  miferies  of  thofe,  who,  for  want  of  employment  at  home,  are  driven 
to  fettle  new  colonies  abroad.  I'umidluous  granthur^  and  her  rattling  chariots,  glaring  torches,  ^c.  are 
finely  contrafted  with  the  cliftrefsful  fituation  of  a  poor  proftitute.  There  is  beauty  in  the  fimile  of 
ihtfrimrofe,  and  pathos  in  the  mention  of  the  unhappy  girl  laying  her  head  at  the  door  of  her  betray- 
er. The  detail  of  the  emigration,  beginning.  Do  thine  fiveet  Auburn,  \^c.  is  animated,  and  in  general 
corredlly  drawn.  The  paragraph,  Good  Heaven  -what  forroiu,  iS'c.  has  many  beauties.  The  heart  muft 
be  infenfible,  indeed,  which  does  not  feel  the  force  of  pathos,  in  the  circumftances  of  the  daughter  re- 
linquifhing  her  lever,  in  order  to  attend  her  father  ;  and  the  mother  clafping  her  thoughtlefs  babes 
with  additional  tendernefs.  Having  enumerated  the  domeflic  virtues  which  are  leaving  the  country, 
with  the  inhabitants  of  Auburn,  he  concludes  the  poem,  with  an  addrefs  to  Poetry,  in  a  ftrain  of 
noble  enthufiafm,  which  would  have  done  honour  to  any  poet  of  any  age. 

Of  the  Hermit,  which  firfl  appeared  in  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  the  public  has  long  fince  judged. 
It  is  univerfally  allowed  to  rank  with  the  moft  beautiful  ballads  in  eur  language.  A  remarkable 
inftance  of  his  imitation  of  Young  occurs  in  the  following  lines  : 

Man  wants  but  little  here  below, 
Nor  wants  that  little  long. 

Man  "wants  but  little,  n*r  that  little  long.  I^iglt  IV. 

The  poem  of  Retaliation  abounds  with  wit,  free  from  even  the  flighteft  tin<^urc  of  ill-nature  ; 
and  the  charaiSeriftics  of  all  the  parties  are  equally  pointed  and  jufl.  His  epitaph  on  Mr.  Burke 
is  remarkable,  and  proves  him  intimately  acquainted  with  the  characSer  of  that  celebrated  orator  and 
ftatefman.  The  defcription  of  Mr.  Burke's  brother  is  humorous,  and,  at  the  time  of  its  compofition, 
was  truly  chara6leriftic  and  appropriate.  The  lines  on  Cumberland  convey  much  ufeful  fatire  Af-  , 
ter  an  epifaph  on  Dr.  Douglas,  the  prefent  Bifliop  of  Salifbury,  whom  he  juftly  calls,  The  Scourge  of 
Impojiors,  the  Terror  of  ^acks,  he  proceeds  to  Garritk,  who  had  been  particularly  fevere  on  Gold- 
fmith;  but  is  faid  never  to  have  forgiven  this  repique,  which  is  perhaps  the  moft;  maflerly  part  of 
this  very  agreeable  fragment.  Garrick  retaliated  upon  him  in  a  fable,  intituled  Jupiter  and  Mercury, 
which  is  preferved  in  this  collection.  His  fmall  pieces  require  no  diftind  confideration  or  particu- 
lar criticifm. 

"  What  Goldfmith,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  as  reported  by  Mr.  Bofwell,  "  commonly  fays  of  himfelf 
is  very  true  ;  he  always  gets  the  better  when  he  argues  alone,  meaning  that  he  is  mafler  of  a  fub- 
jeft  in  his  fludy,  and  can  write  well  upon  it,  but-  when  he  comes  into  company  grows  confufed, 
and  unable  to  talk.  Take  him  as  a  poet,  his  Traveller  is  a  very  fine  performance  ;  and  fo  is  his 
Defetted  Village,  were  it  not  fometimes  too  much  the  echo  of  his  Traveller,  Whether  indeed  wc 
take  him  as  a  poet,  as  a  comic  writer,  or  as  an  hiftorian,he  Hands  in  the  firft  clafs." 

The  two  following  portraits  of  him  (one  in  verfe  and  the  other  in  profe)  were  written  by  an  In« 
timate  friend  immediately  after  his  death,  and  were  both  efteemed  faithful  likeneffes : 

"  Here  refts,  from  the  cares  of  the  world,  and  his  pen, 

A  poet  whofe  like  we  fliall  fcarce  meet  again; 

Who,  though  forra'd  in  an  age  when  corruptions  ran  high, 

And  folly  alone  fcem'd  with  folly  to  vie, 

When  genius  with  traffic  too  commonly  train'd, 

Recounted  her  merits  by  what  fhe  hzAgaind, 

Yet  fpurn'd  at  thofe  walks  of  debafement  and  pelf, 

And  in  poverty's  fpite  dar'd  think  for  himfelf. 

Thus  free'd  from  thofe  fetters  the  mufes  oft  bind. 

He  wrote  from  the  heart  to  the  hearts  of  mankind; 

And  fuch  was  the  prevalent  force  of  his  fong, 

Sex,  ages,  and  parties,  he  drew  in  a  throng. 

The  lovers-— 'twas  their's  to  efteem  and  commend, 
*  ^or  his  Hermit  had  prov'd  him  their  tutor  and  friend. 
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The  ftatefman,  his  politic  pafEons  on  fire, 
Acknowledg'd  repofe  from  the  charms  of  his  lyre 
The  nioralift  too  had  a  feel  for  his  rhymes, 
For  his  EJfays  were  curbs  on  the  rage  of  the  tiraesi 
Nay,  the  critic,  all  fchool'd  in  grammatical  fenfe. 
Who  look'd  in  the  glow  of  deicription  ior  fenfe, 
Reform'd  as  he  read,  fell  a  dupe  tohis  art. 
And  contefs'd  by  his  eyes  what  he  felt  at  his  heart. 

Yet  blefs'd  with  original  powers  like  thefe, 
His  principal  force  was  on  paper  to  pleafe  ; 
Like  a  fleet-xi  oted  hunter,  thf.ugh  fird  in  the  chafe, 
On  the  road  of  plain  fenfe  he  oft  flackend  his  pace, 
T^hilft  dullnefs  and  cunning,  by  whipping  and  goring, 
Their  hard-footed  hackney.s  paraded  before  him, 
Compounded  likewife  of  fuch  primitive  parts, 
That  his  manners  alone  would  have  gain'd  him  our  hcart«» 
So  llmple  in  trarh,  fo  ingenuoufly  kind. 
So  rea.Jy  to  feel  for  the  wants  of  mankind  f 
Yet  praife  but  an  author  of  popular  quill, 
This  flux  of  philanthropy  quic'rly  ftood  ftill; 
Translorm'd  from  hinlelf,  he  grew  meauly  feverc, 
And  rali'd  a?  thofe  talents  he  'ught  not  to  fear. 
*  Such  tiien  were  his  foibles:   but  though  they  were  fucb| 
As  fhadow'a  the  pidlure  a  little  too  much. 
The  Ityle  wai  ali  gi  actfui,  expreflive,  and  grand. 
And  the  whole  the  refult  of  a  mailerly  baud." 

The  following  was  written  imfrtmfiu  on  the  cvenisg  of  his  death  : 

"  In  an  age  when  genius  and  learning  arc  too  generally  faci  jficed  to  the  parpofes  of  ambition  aqil 
avarice,  it  is  the  confolation  of  virtue,  as  well  as  of  its  friends,  that  they  can  commemorate  the  name 
•f  Goldfmith  as  a  Ihining  example  to  the  contrary. 

**  Early  compt  !led  (^iike  many  of  our  greateft  men)  into  the  fer»ice  of  the  mufes,  he  never  once 
permitted  his  nee  iB.ies  to  have  the  leaft  improper  influence  00  his  coudu<St,  but  knowing  and  re- 
fpe<fting  the  honourable  line  ot  hts  prurefficu,  he  made  no  farther  afc  oi  JiSim,  than  to  fet  off  the 
dignity  of  truth ;  and  in  this  he  fucceeded  fo  happily,  that  his  writings  ftamp  him,  no  lefs  the  man 
of  genius,  thaft  the  univcrfai  friend  of  mankind. 

"  Such  is  the  ftiort  outline  of  hip  poetical  chara(Sler,  which,  pcrhap-..  will  be  remembered  whilft 
the  firft-rate poets  of  this  country  have  any  monuments  left  them.  But,  alas!  his  nobk  and  immor- 
tal part,  the  good  man,  is  anly  configned  to  the  ihort-lived  memory  of  thofe  who  are  left  to  lament 
his  death. 

•'  Having  naturally  a  powerful  bias  on  hie  m:nd  to  the  caufc  of  virtue,  he  was  cheerful  and  in- 
defatigable in  every  purfuit  of  it.  Warm  in  his  friendlhips,  gentle  in  his  manners,  and  in  every  a(5k 
of  charity  and  benevolence,  '•  the  very  milk  of  human  nature  "  Nay,  even  his  foibles  and  little 
weakncffes  of  temper,  may  be  faid  rather  to  Amplify  than  degrade  his  underftanding ;  for  thoa^ 
there  may  be  many  inftance^  adduced  to  prove  he  was  no  man  t/tbe  wrld,  moft  i>f  thofe  inflances 
would  atteft  the  unadulterated  purity  of  his  heart.— One  who  elleemed  the  kindnefs  *nd  friendfliip 
gf  fuch  a  man,  as  forming  a  principal  part  of  the  happioefs  of  his  life,  pays  this  laA,  Sincere,  aad  j 
grateful  tribute  to  bis  memory." 
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COMMENDATORY  VERSES. 


EXTRACT  FROM  A  POEM  WRITTEN  BY  MR.  PRATT, 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    EMINENT    ENGLISH    POETS. 


THE  TEARS  OF  GENIUS. 
The  village  bell  tolls  out  the  tone  of  death, 
And  through  the  echoing  air,  the  length'ning 

found, 
With  dreadful  paufe,  reverberating  deep, 
Spreads  the  fad  tidings  o'er  fair  Auburn's  vale. 
There,  to  enjoy  the  fcenes  her  bard  had  prais'd 
In  all  the  fweet  finoplicity  of  fong, 
Genius,  in  pilgrim  garb,  fequefter'd  fat; 
And  herded  jocund  with  the  harmlefs  fwains  : 
But  when  fhe  heard  the  fate-forboding  knell, 
With  ftarted  ftep,  precipitate  and  fwift, 
And  look  pathetic,  full  of  dire  prefage,     [green, 
The  church-way  walk,  befide  the  neighb'ring 
Sorrowing  fhe  fought ;  and  there,  in  bla^k  array. 
Borne  on  the  flioulders  of  the  fwains  he  lov'd, 
She  faw  the  boaft  of  Auburn  mov'd  along. 
Touch'd  at  the  view,  her  penfive  breaft  fhe  {truck, 
And  to  the  cyprefs,  which  incumbent  hangs 
With  leaning  flope,  and  branch  irregular, 
O'er  the  mofs'd  pillars  of  the  facred  fane,  [gloom. 
The  briar -bound  graves  fhadowing  with  funeral 
Forlorn  ftie  hied  ;  and  there  the  crowding  woe 
(Swell'd  by  the  parent)  prefs'd  on  bleeding  thought, 
Big  ran  the  drops  from  her  maternal  eye, 
Faft  broke  the  bof..m  forrow  from  her  heart. 
And  pale  diftrefs  fat  fickly  on  her  cheek, 
As  thus  her  plaintive  elegy  began. 

And  muft  my  children  all  expire  ? 
Shall  none  be  left  to  flrike  the  Lyre? 
Courts  dratli  alone  a  learned  prize  ? 
Falls  his  (hafts  only  on  the  wife  ? 
Can  HO  fit  marks  on  earth  be  found. 
From  ufe'efs  thoufands  fwarmiiig  round  ? 
What  crowding  cyphers  cram  the  land  ! 
What  hofts  of  vicStims,  at  command  ! 
Yet  fhaii  th'  ingenious  drop  alone  ? 
Shall  fcience  grace  the  yrant's  throne  ? 
Thou  niurd'rer  of  the  tuneful  train  ! 
I  charge  thee,  with  my  children  flain  ! 

Scarce  ha?  the  fun  thrice  urg'd  hi^  annual  tour, 
Since  half  my  race  have  felt  thy  barbarous  pow'r  ; 

Sore  haft  thou  thinn'd  each  pleafing  art, 
And  ftruck  a  mufe  with  every  dart : 

Bard  after  bard  obey'd  thy  flaughtering  call, 
,Till  fcarce  a  poet  lives  to  ling  »  btgthci:'?  fall,. 


Then  let  a  widow'd  mother  pay 
The  tribute  of  a  parting  lay. 

Tearful,  infcrihe  the  monumental  firain. 
And  fpeak  aloud  her  feelings  and  her  pain! 

And  firft,  farewell  to  thee,  my  fon,  fhe  cried. 
Thou  pride  of  Auburn's  dale — fweet  bard,  fare- 
well. 

Long  for  thy  fake,  the  peafants  tear  {hall  Sow, 
And  many  a  virgin-bofom  heave  with  woe, 
For  thee  fhall  forrow  fadden  all  the  fcene, 
And  every  paftime  perifli  on  the  green  ; 
The  fturdy  farmer  fhall  fufpend  his  tale. 
The  woodman's  ballad  fhall  no  ijjiore  regale. 
No  more  fhall  mirth,  each  ruftic  fport  infpire. 
Bur  every  frolic,  every  feat  (hall  tire. 
No  more  the  evening  gambol  (hall  delight, 
Nor  moonfhine  revels  crown  the  vacant  night. 
But  grroups  of  villagers  (^each  joy  forgot) 
bhallform  a  fad  alTembly  round  the  tof. 
Sweet  bard,  farewell — and  farewell  Auburn's  blifs. 
The  bafhful  lover,  and  the  yielded  kifs ; 
The  evening  warble  Philomela  made. 
The  echoing  foreft,  and  the  whifpering  (hade. 
The  winding  brook,  the  bleat  of  brute  content. 
And  the  blithe  voice  that  "  whiftled  ai  it  went." 
Thefe  (hall  no  longer  charm  the  ploughman's  care. 
But  lighs  (hklJ  fill  the  paufes  of  defpair. 

Goldfmith  adieu  1  the  ''  book-learn'd  priefh"  for 
thee 
Shall  now  in  vain  polTefs  his  feftive  glee. 
The  oft-heard  jeft  in  vain  he  (hall  reveal. 
For  now,  alas !  the  jeft  he  cannon  feel. 
But  ruddy  damfels  o'er  thy  tomb  (liall  bend. 
And  confcious  weep  for  their  and  virtue's  friend  : 
The  milk-maid  (hall  rejed;  the  fhepherd's  fong. 
And  ceafe  to  carol  as  (he  toils  along  ; 
All  Auburn  (hall  bewail  the  fatal  day,        [away  ; 
When   from  her  (ields  their  pride  was  fnacch'd 
And  even  the  matron  of  the  creffy  lake, 
In  piteous  plight,  her  palfied  head  (hall  (hake, 
While  all  adown  the  furrows  of  her  face 
Slow  (hall  the  lingcrin;^  tears  each  other  trace. 

And  Oh,  my  child  !  feverer  woes  remain 
To  all  the  houfelefa  and  unfhelter'd  train  : 
Thy  fate  (hall  fadden  many  an  humble  gueft, 
^i  heap  freib  anguilh  on  the  beggar's  brcall. 
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For  dear  wert  thou  to  all  the  ions  of  pain  ; 
To  all  that  wander,  forrow,  -ir  complain. 
Dear  to  the  learned,  to  the  fimple  dear, 
For  daily  hlcflings  mark'd  'hy  virtuoi.s  year  ; 
The  rich  receiv'd  a  moral  from  thy  head, 
And  from  thy  heart  the  ftrarger  found  a  hed. 
Diftrefs  came  always  fmiiing  from  thy  door  ; 
For  God  had  made  thee  agent  to  the  poor ; 
Had  form'd  thy  feelings  on  the  nobleft  plan. 
To  grace  at  once  the  poet  and  the  man. 

EXTRACT  FROM  A  MONODY, 

ON    THE    DEATH    OT    DR.  OLIVEH    GOLDSMITH. 


Dark  as  the  night,  which  now  in  dunncft  robe, 
Afcends  her  zenith  o'er  the  filent  globe  ; 
Sad  melancholy  wakes,  a  while  to  tread. 
With  folemn  ftep,  the  manfions  of  the  dead  : 
Led  by  her  hand,  o'er  this  yet  recent  fhrine 
I  forrowin^  bend  ;  and  here  efTay  to  twine 
The  tributary  wreath  of  laureat  bloom, 
"With  artlefs  handiS  to  deck  a  poet's  tomb ; 
The  tomb  where  Goldfmith  fleeps.^    Fond  hopes, 

adieu  ! 
No  more  your  airy  dreams  fhall  mock  my  view  : 
Here  will  I  learn  ambition  to  controul. 
And  each  afpiring  paffifm  of  the  foul : 
E'en  now,  niethii:ks,  his  well-known  voice  I  hear, 
When  late  he  meditated  flight  from  care, 
When  as  imagination  fondly  hied 
To  fcenes  of  fweet  retirement,  thus  he  cried. 
"   Ye  fplendid  fabrics,  palaces,  and  towers, 
Where  diffipation  leads  the  giddy  hourj, 
Where  pomp,  di.'eafe,  and  knavery,  rcfide. 
And  folly  bends  the  knee  to  wealthy  pride; 
Where  luxury's  purveyors  [earn  to  rife. 
And  worth,  to  want  a  prey,  unfriended  diea; 
Where  warbling  eunuchs  glitter  in  brocade, 
And  haplefs  poets  toil  for  fcanty  bread  : 
Farewell !  to  other  fcenes  I  turn  my  eyes, 
Embofom'd  in  the  vale  where  Auburn  lies, 
Dcferted  Auburn,  thofe  now  ruin'd  glades. 
Forlorn,  yet  ever  dear  and  honour'd  fhadcs. 
There,  though  the  Hamlet  boafts  no  fmiiing 

"  train. 
Nor  fportful  pallime  circling  on  the  plain  ; 
No  needy  villains  prowl  around  for  prey, 
No  flanderers,  no  fycophants  betray  ; 
No  gaudy  fop'ings  fcornfully  deride 
The  fwain,  whole  humble  pipe  is  all  his  pride. 
There  will  !  fly  to  feek  that  foft  repofe. 
Which  folitude  contemplative  befh/vvs: 
Yet  oh,  fond   hope!  perchance  there  flill  re- 

"  mait)9 
One  lingering  friend  behind,  to  blefs  the  plains ; 
Some  hermit  of  the  dale,  enfhrin'd  in  eafe, 
Long  loft  companion  of  my  youthful  days; 
With  whofe  fweet  converfe  in  his  focial  bower, 
T  oft  niay  chide  away  fome  vacant  hour; 
To  whofe  pure  fympathy  I  may  impart 
Each  latent  grief  that  labours  at  my  heart, 
Whafe'er  1  felt,  ai.d  what  I  faw,  relate, 
1  he  (holes  of  luxury,  the  wrecks  of  flatc  ; 
Thofe  bufy  fcenes,  where  fcience  wakes  in  vain, 
In  which  I  fliar'd,  ah  I  ne'er  to  (hare  again. 


But  whence  that  pang  ?  does  nature  now  retell  ? 
Why  faultcrs  out  my  tongue  the  word  farewell  ? 
Ye  friends !  who  long  have  Witnef-'d  to  my  toil, 
.And  fcen  me  ploughmg  in  a  thanklefs  foil, 
Whofe  partial  tendernefs  hufh'd  every  pain, 
Whofe  approbation  made  my  b^fom  vain  ; 
'  I'is  you,  to  whom  my  foul  divided,  hies 
With  fond  regret,  and  half  unwilling  flies ; 
Sighs  forth  her  parting  wifhesto  the  wind, 
And  lin/ering  Isaves  her  better  half  behmd. 
Can  I  forget  the  intercourfe  I  (har'd, 
What  friendfliip   cherilh'd,  and  what  zeal  en- 

"  dcnr'd  .' 
Alas :  remembrance  flill  muft  turn  to  you. 
And  to  my  latefl  hour  protradl  the  long  adieu. 
Amid  the  woodlands,  wherefoe'er  1  rove. 
The  plain,  or  fecret  covert  of  the  grove, 
Imagination  fhall  fupply  her  ftore 
Of  painful  blifs,   and  what  fhe  cas  reflore  ; 
Shall  ftre w  each  lonely  path  with  flowrets  gay. 
And,  wide  as  is  her  boundlef»  empire,  ftray. 
On  eagle  pmions  traverfe  earth  and  fkics. 
And  bid  the  loft  and  diftant  ©bjeds  rife. 
Here,  where  encircled  o'er  the  flopmg  land 
Woods  rife  on  woods,  (hall  Ariftotle  (land  ;• 
Lyceum  rount'  the  godlike  man  rejoice. 
And  bow  with  reverence  to  witdom's  voice. 
Fhere,  fpreadmg  oaks  (hall   arch   the  vaulted 

"  d.-me, 
The  champion,  there,  of  liberty  and  Rome, 
In  attic  eloquence  (hali  thunder  laws, 
And  untorrupted  fenates  (hout  applaufc. 
Not  more  ecftatic  vifi--in3  lapt  the  foul 
Of  Numa,  when  to  midnight  grots  he  ftole — 
'   And  learnt  his  lore,  from  virtue's  mouth  refin'd, 

■  To  fetter  vice,  and  harmonize  mankind. 

■  Now  ftretch'd  at  eafe  befiiie  lome  fav'rite  ftream^ 

■  Of  beauty  and  enchantment  will  1  dream; 
'  tlyfium,  feats  of  art    and  laurels  won, 

'  The  graces  three,  and  *  Japhct's  fabled  fon  : 
'  Whilft  Angelo  (hall  wave  the  mj  ftic  rod, 
'   And  fee  a  new  creation  wait  his  nod  ;  [er, 

'   frefcribe  his  bounds  to  time's  remorfelefs  pow- 
'   And,  to  my  arms,  my  abfent  frieuds  reftore, 
'  Place  me  amidft  the  group,  each  well-know« 

"  face, 
'  The  foils  of  fcience,  lords  of  human  race ; 
'  And  as  oblivion  finks  at  his  command, 
'  Nature  (hall  rife  more  finifh'd  from  his  hand, 
'    rhu3  fome  magician  fraught  with  potent  (kill, 
'  Transforms,  and  moulds  each  varied  mafs  at 

"  will; 
'   Calls  animated  forms  of  wonderous  birth, 
'  Cadmean  offspring,  from  the  teeming  earth, 
'  Uncears  the  ponderoiu  tombs,   the  realms  of 

"  night, 
'    And  calls  their  cold  inhabitant*  to  light ; 
'  Or,  as  he  traverfcs  a  dreary  fcene, 
'   Bid*  every  fwest  of  nature  there  convene, 
'   Huge  mountain«lkirced  round  with  wavy  woods, 
'    rhe   fhrub-deckt  lawns,    and  filvcr    fprinkltd 

"  floods, 
'  Whilft  flowrets  fpring  around  the  fmiiing  lan.dj 
'  And  fjUow  on  the  traces  of  his  wand. 
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"  Such  profpefts, lovely  Auburn,  then  he  thine! 
"   And  wliat  thou  canfl  of  bhfs  impart  be  mine  ; 
"    Amid  thy  humhle  fliades,  in  tranquil  eafe, 
*'   Grant  me  to  pais  the  remnant  of  my  days. 
"   Unfctrer'd  from  thi;  toil  of  wretched  jijain, 
"   My  r^ptur'd  mufe  ihall  pntir  her  nohlefl;  ftrain, 
"   Within  her  nirive  bowers  the  notes  prolong, 
"   And,  p;ratefi)l,  mediL-xte  her  latell  tong. 
"   Thus,  as  adown  the  flops  of  life  I  bend, 
"   And  move,  rellfjn'd,  to  meet  my  latter  end, 
"  Each  worldly  wifh,  each  worldly  care  repreil, ") 
"  A  felf-ivpprovin;i;  heart  alone  poficfl:,  / 

"   Content,  to  bounteous  Heaven  I'll  leave  the  f 

"  reft."  J 

Thus,  fpoke  the  bard  :  but   not   one  friendly 

power. 
With  nod  afl'entivc  cr  iwn'd  the  partin;;  hour  ; 
No  eaftern  meteor  glar'd  beneath  the  Iky, 
No  dextral  omen  ,  nature  heav'd  a  figh 
Prophetic  of  the  dite  impending  bJow, 
The  preface  of  her  lofs,  and  Britain's  woe. 
Already  p^rtion'd,  unrelenting  fate 
Had  made  a  paufe  upjn  the  number'd  date; 
Behind,  fl'jod  death,  roo  horrible  for  fijcht, 
In  darknefs  clad,  expectant,  prun'd  for  flight ; 
Pleas'd  at  the  word,  the  fhapclefs  monlltr  iped, 
On  eager  meffage  to  the  humble  fhed, 
Where  wrapt  by  foft  poetic  vifions  round, 
Sweet  numbering,  fancy's  darling  fon  he  found, 
At  his  approach  tiie  filken  pinion'd  train 
Affriyhred,  mount  aloft,  and  quit  the  brain  ; 
Which  late  they  fanr/d  :  noJw  other  fccaes  than 

diles 
Of  woody  pride,  fucceed,  or  flow'ry  vales  ; 
As  when  a  fuddcn  tempeft  veils  the  fky. 
Before  ferene,  and  itreaming  lightnings  fly; 
The  profpe<St  fliifts,  and  pitchy  volumes  roll, 
Along  the  drear  expanfe,  from  pole  to  pole; 
Terrific  horrors  all  the  void  invefl, 
Whilrt;  the  archfpeilre  iffues  iortli  confeft. 
The  bard  bthokis  him  beckon  to  the  tomb 
Of  yawning  night,  eternity's  dread  womb  ; 
In  vain  attempts  to  fly,  the  impaflive  air 
Retards  his  fleps,  and  yields  him  to  defpair  ; 
He  feels  a  gripe  tliat  thrills  through  every  vein, 
And  panting  flruggks  in  the  fatal  chain. 
Here  paus'd  the  fcll-deftroyer  to  furvey 
The  pride,  the  boaft  of  man,  his  deftin'd  prey. 
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Prcpar'd  to  flrike,  he  pois'd  aloft  the  dart, 
And  phmg'd  the  fteel  in  virtue's  bleeding  heart; 
Abhorrent,  back  the  fprings  of  life  rebound. 
And  leave  on  nature's  face  a  grifly  wound, 
A  wound  enroli'd  among  Britannia's  woes. 
That  ages  yet  to  follow,  oannot  clofe. 

Oh,  GouKmith  !  how  fliall  forrow  now  effay 
To  murnmr  out  her  flow  incondite  lay  ? 
In  what  fad  accents  mourn  the  lucklel's  hour, 
That  yielded  thee  to  unrelenting  power  J 
I'hec,  the  proud  hoafl,  <if  all  the  tuneful  train 
I'hat  fweep  the  lyre,  or  fvvell  the  polifh'd  ftrair.  ? 
Much  lionnur'd  bard  '   if  my  unturor'd  verfe 
Could  pay  a  tribute,  worthy  of  thy  herfe, 
With  fearlefs  hands  I'd  build  the  fajie  of  praife. 
And  boldly  flrew  the  nevet*  fading  bays. 
But,  ah  !   with  thee  my  guardian  genius  fled, 
Aiid  piUow'd  in  thy  tomb  hisfilent  head: 
Pain'd  memory  alone  behind  remains, 
And  penfive  ftalks  the  folitary  plains. 
Rich  in  her  forrovvs,  honours  without  art, 
She  pays  in  tears,  redundant  from  the  heart. 
And  (ay,  what  boots  it  o'lr  thy  hallow'd  duft 
To  heap  the  graven  pile,  or  laurelld  bufl; 
Since  by  thy  hands  already  rais'd  on  high, 
We  fee  a  fabric  tow'ring  to  the  fky  ; 
Where  hand  and  hand  with  time,  the  facred  lores 
Shall  travel  on,  till  nature  is  no  more  ? 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DR.  GOLDSMITH. 

BY   W.   WOTY. 

Adieu,  fweet  bard  I  to  each  fine  feeling  true, 

Thy  virtues  many,  and  tliy  foibles  few; 

Thofe  fori>-i'd  to  charm  e'en  vicious  minds, — and 

thefe 
With  harmtefs  mirth  the  f  )cial  foul  to  plcafe. 
Another's  woe  thy  heart  could  always  melt ; 
None  gave  more  free, — for  none  more  deeply  felt. 
Sweet  bard,  adieu  !  thy  own  harmonious  lays 
Have  fculptur'd  out  thy  monument  of  pradi;: 
Yes,  thefe  furvive  to  time's  remoteft  day; 
While  drops  the  buft,  and  boaftful  ton.bs  decay. 
Reader,  if  number'd  in  the  mufe's  train, 
G  ',  tune  the  lyre,  and  imitate  his  ffrain; 
But,  if  no  poet  thou,  reverie  the  plan, 
Depart  in  peace,  and  imitate  the  man. 


POEM    S. 


A  PROLOGUE, 

JVritien  and  fpoken  by  the  Poet  Laberiiis,  a    Raman 
Knight,  luhom  Cafur  forced  upon  the  Stage, 

PRESERVED   BY   MACROBIUS  *. 

What  1  no  way  left  to  fhun  th'  inglorious  flage, 
And  fave  from  infamy  my  finking  age ! 


*    This  tranJl.itlon  -was  Jirjl  printed  in  one  of  GolJ- 
ftnith's  earliejl  ivorks,  "  The  Prefent  State   of  Learn- 
ing in  Europe"  IZmo,  I759. 
Vol.  X. 


Scarce  half  aliye,  0})prefs'd  with  many  a  year, 
What  in  the  name  of  dotage  drives  me  here  i 
A  time  there  was,  when  glory  was  my  guide, 
Nor  force  nor  fraud  could  turn  my  (leps  afide  ; 
llnaw'd  by  power,  and  unappall'd  by  fear. 
With  honeft:  thrift  I  held  my  honour  dear  : 
But  this  vile  hour  difperfes  all  my  ftore. 
And  all  my  hoard  of  honour  is  no  more; 
For  ah  !  too  partial  to  my  life's  decline, 
Csefar  perfuades,  fubmiflion  muft  be  mine; 
Him  I  obey,  whom  Heaven  itfelf  obeys, 
Hopelcfs  c'f  plealing,  yet  inclin'd  to  pleafe* 
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Here  then  at  once  1  welcome  every  fliame, 
And  cancel  at  threefcore  a  life  of  fame  ; 
No  more  my  titles  (hall  my  children  tell, 
The  old  buffoon  will  fit  my  name  as  well ; 
This  day  beyond  its  term  my  fate  extends, 
For  life  is  ended  when  our  honour  ends. 


THE  DOUBLE  TRANSFORMATION. 


SECLtJDED  from  domeftic  ftrife. 
Jack  Book-worm  led  a  college  life  ; 
j\  fellowfhip  at  twenty-five, 
Made  him  the  happieft  man  a-live ; 
He  dfank  his  glafs,  and  crack'd  his  joke. 
And  frcftimen  wonder'd  as  he  fpoke. 

Such  pleafares,  unallay'd  with  care, 
Could  any  accident  impair  ? 
Could  Cupid  sftaft  at  length  transfix 
Our  fwain  arriv  d  at  thirty-fix  ? 
O  hay  the  archer  ne'er  come  down 
'I'o  ravage  iu  a  country  towji  ! 
Or  Flavia  been  content  to  flop 
At  triumphs  in  a  F'eet-ftreet  (hop. 
O  had  her  eyes  forgot  to  blase  ! 
Or  Jack  had  wanttd  eyes  to  gaze, 

O  ! But  let  exclamation  ceafe, 

Her  prefence  banifii'd  all  his  peace. 

So  with  decorum  all  things  carry'd  ; 

Ivlils  frown'd,  and  bluih'd,  and  then  was— mari-Icd. 

Need  we  expofe  to  vul3:ar  fight 
The  raptures  of  the  isridal  night  ? 
Need  we  intrude  ou  hallow'd  ground, 
^r  draw  the  curtaiiTs  clos'd  around  ? 
Let  it  luffice,  that  each  had  charms; 
He  clafp'd  a  goddefs  in  his  arms  ; 
And,  thc-ugh  ihe  felt  his  ufage  rough. 
Yet  in  a  man  'twas  v/ell  errough. 

The  honey-moon  like  lightning  flew, 
The  fecond  brought  its  traiifports  too, 
A  third,  a  fourth,  were  not  amifs, 
The  fifth  wasfriendfhip  mix'd  with  blifs : 
But,  when  a  twelvemonth  pafs'd  away, 
Jack  found  his  goddefs  made  of  cl;ry  ; 
Found  half  the  charms  that  dcck'd  her  face 
Arofe  from  powder,  (fireds,  or  lace  ; 
But  ftiil  the  word  remain'd  behind. 
That  very  face  had  lobb'd  her  mind. 

Skill'd  in  no  other  arts  was  file, 
But  drefling,  patching,  repartee; 
And,  jull  as  humour  ro/e  or  fell. 
By  turns  a  ilattern  or  a  belle  ; 
'  ri.*  true  {he  drefs'd  with  modern  grace, 
Half  naked  at  a  ball  or  race  ; 
But  when  at  home,  at  board  or  bed. 
Five  greafy  night-caps  wrapp'd  her  head. 
Could  fo  much  beauty  condefcend, 
To  be  a;  dull  domeftic  friend  ?    , 
Could  any  curtain  ledlures  bring 
To  decency  fo  fine  a  thing  ? 
In  Ihr.rt,  by  night,  'twas  fits  cr  fretttn^^; ; 
By  day,  'twas  gadding  or  coquetting. 
2'orid  to  be  feen,  file  kept  a  bevy 
®f  powd«r'd  coxcombs  at  her  levy ; 


The  'fquire  and  captain  took  their  (latfonS;. 

And  twenty  other  near  relations  ; 

Jack  fuck'd  his  pipe,  and  often  broke 

A  figh  in  fufTocating  fmoke  ; 

While  all  their  hours  were  pafs'd  between 

Infulting  r^.partee  orfpleen. 

I'hus  as  her  faults  each  day  were  known. 
He  rhiiiks  her  features  coarfcr  grown; 
He  fancies, every  vice  file  fhows. 
Or  thins  her  lip,  or  points  her  nofe  : 
Whenever  rage  or  envy  rife. 
How  wide  her  mouth,  how  wild  her  eyesf 
He  knows  not  how,  but  fo  it  is. 
Her  face  is  grown  a  knowing  phyz  ; 
And,  though  her  fops  are  wond'rous  civil. 
He  thinks  her  ugly  as  the  devil. 

Now,  to  perpkx  the  ravell'd  nooze, 
As  each  a  different  way  purfues. 
While  fulleii  or  loquacious  firife 
Promifed  to  hold  them  on  for  life, 
That  dire  direafe,  whofe  ruthlcfs  power 
Withers  the  beauty's  tranCent  flower  : 
Lo  !  the  fmall-pox,  whofe  horrid  glare 
Levell'd  its  terrors  at  the  fair; 
And,  rifling  every  youthful  grace, 
l^eft  but  the  remnant  of  a  face. 

The  glafs,  grown  hateful  to  her  fight, 
Rcfledled  now  a  perfcifl  fright : 
Each  former  art  fhc  vainly  tries 
To  bring  back  luftre  to  her  eyes. 
In  vain  fhe  tries  her  pafte  and  creams, 
To  fmooth  her  fhin,  or  hide  itsfeams; 
Her  country  beaux  and  city  coufins. 
Lovers  no  more,  flew  off  by  dozi^ns : 
The  'fquire  himfclf  was  feen  to  yield. 
And  ev'n  the  captain  quit  the  fiell. 

Poor  madam  now  condemn'd  to  hacfe 
The  reft  of  life  with  anxious  Jack, 
Perceiving  others  fairly  flown, 
Attempted  pleafing  him  alone. 
Jack  fcjon  was  dazzled  to  behold 
Her  prefent  face  farpafs  the  old; 
With  niodefty  her  cheeks  are  dy'd. 
Humility  difplaces  pride  ; 
For  taadry  finery  is  feen 
A  perfou  ever  neatly  clean  : 
No  more  prefuming  on  her  fway. 
She  learns  goad-nature  every  day; 
Serenely  gay,  and  flrict  in  duty. 
Jack  finds  his  wife  a  perfeft  beauty. 

A  NEW  SIMILE, 

IN"  THE  MANNER  OF   SWIFT. 

Long  had  I  fought  in  vain  to  find 
A  likcnc's  for  the  fcribbling  kina; 
The  modern  fcribbling  kind,  who  write. 
In  wit,  and  fenfe,  and  nature's  fpite  : 
'Till  reading,  I  forget  what  day  on, 
A  chapter  out  of  Tooke's  Pantheon, 
I  think  I  met  with  fomethir.g  there. 
To  fuit  my  purpofe  to  a  hair ; 
But  let  us  not  proceed  too  furii'us, 
Firft  pleafe  to  turn  to  God  Mercurfus; 
You'll  find  him  pidtur'd  at  full  length 
la  book  the  fecund,  page  the  tenth ) 
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The  ilrefb  or  all  my  proofs  on  him  T  lay, 
And  now  procttd  vvc  lo  our  fimilc. 

Imfjiimis,  pray  oblervc  hib  hat, 
Wings  upon  cither  fide — mark  tliat. 
Well '   whit  is  it  from  thence  wc  gather  ? 
M'hy  thelc  denote  a  brain  of  feather. 
A  brain  of  feather  '   very  right, 
With  wit  that's  fliy^hty,  learning  light; 
Such  as  to  modern  bards  decreed; 
A  jufl  comparifon — proceed. 

in  the  I'.cxr  place,  hi?  feet  pcrufe, 
W'inijs  giow  again  from  both  his  fhoes; 
Dcfii>n"d,  no  doubt,  their  pare  to  bear, 
And  wafi  hi-  goulh.p  thiough  the  air; 
And  here  my  fimile  unites. 
For  in  modern  poet's  il  ^hts, 
I'm  fure  it  may  be  juftly  faid, 
His  feet  are  ufcftil  as  his  h-ad. 

LalHy,  vouchfafe  t'obfcrve  his  hand, 
Fill'd  with  a  fnake-encircled  wand  ; 
Ey  claffic  author^,  terni'd  caduceus, 
And  highly  fani'd  for  fevcral  u!es. 
'I'o  wit — moli  woiid'roufly  cndu'd. 
No  poppy  water  half  i'o  i^ood  ^ 
Fiir  let  filks  only  ^et  a  touch, 
Its  foporific  viruc's  fueh, 
Thoujjh  ne'er  fo  much  awake  before, 
That  quickly  thty  begin  to  fi^ore. 
Add  too,  what  certain  writers  tell. 
With  this  he  drives  mens  fouls  to  hell. 

Now  to  apply,  begin  we  then  ; 
His  wand's  a  modern  author's  pen  ; 
The  ferpents  round  about  it  twm'd, 
Denote  him  of  the  reptile  kind; 
Denote  ti.e  rage  witli  which  he  writes, 
His  frothy  flaver,  venom'ii  bites ; 
An  equal  femblance  ftill  to  keep, 
Alike  too  both  conduce  toJletp. 
This  difference  only  as  the  God 
Drove  fouls  to  Tart'rus  with  his  rod. 
With  his  goofequill  the  fcribhling  elf, 
Inftead  ol  other>,  damns  hin)lelf. 

And  here  my  finiile  almofl  tript. 
Yet  grant  a  word  by  way  of  poftfcript. 
Moreover,  mercy  had  a  failing  : 
Well !  what  of  that  i"  ont  with  it-^Healing ; 
In  which  all  modern  bards  agree, 
Being  each  as  great  a  thief  as  he: 
But  ev'n  this  deity's  exiftence 
Shall  lend  my  fimile  affiftance. 
Our  modern  bards  '.  why  what  a  pox 
Are  they  but  fcnftlefs  l^lones  and  blocks  ? 

A  DESCRIPTION  OF  AN  AUTHOR'S 
'  BED-CHAMBER. 

Where  the  Red  Lion  daring  o'er  the  way, 
Invites  each  pafling  ftranger  that  can  pay  ; 
Where  Calvert'',  butt,  and  Parfon's  black  cham- 
paign. 
Regale  the  drabs  and  bloods  of  Drury-lane  ; 
There  in  a  lonely  room,  from  ba^iiiifs  fnug. 
The  mufef.Vind  Hcroggen  flretch'd  btneatharug; 
A  window  patch'd  with  paper,  lent  a  ray, 
Thzt  dimly  fliov/'d  the  Hate  in  which  he  lay ; 


The  fanded  floor  that  grits  heneath  tlie  trend  • 
I'he  humid  wall  with  palrry  picf  ure<  fpread  : 
The  royal  garne  of  goofe  was  there  in  view. 
And  the  twelve  rules  the  royal  martyr  drew; 
The  feafons,  fram'd  with  lifting,  found  a  place, 
And  brave  prince  William  ftiow'd  his  lump -black 

face  : 
The  morn  was  cold,  he  views  with  keen  deHre 
I'he  rulty  grate  unconfcious  of  a  fire  : 
With  beer  ictd  mdk  arrears,  the  frieze  was  fcor'd, 
And  five   crack'd  tea-cups  drcia'd    the  cliimaey 

board ; 
.  A  night-cap  declt'd  his  brows  inftead  of  bayj 
A  c^p  by  night a  ftockicg  all  the  day  ! 

THE  HERMIT. 

A   BALLAD.     1765. 

The  following  letter,  addrcfied  to  the  printer  of, 
the  5/.  jfa.viei'i  Chrcnicl:,  appeared  in  that,  pa- 
per, in  June  l';6y. 

SIR, 

As  there  Is  nothing  I  diflike  fo  much  a=  newfpa- 
per  controverfy,  particularly  upon  trifles,  permit, 
me  to  be  as  concife  as  poffible  m  informing  a  cor- 
refpondentofyours,that  I  recommended  B'ainville's 
Travels,  becaii(e  i  thought  the  book  wa*  i  ^od 
one;  and  I  think  fo  ftill.  i  faid,  I  was  told  by  the 
bookfeller  that  if-  was  then  firll  publilTied;  but  in 
that,  it  feerns,  I  was  mif-itlioimed,  and  my  read- 
ing v/as  not  extenfive  enough  to  fet  me  right. 

Another  correfpondent  of  yours  accule-  me  of 
having  taken  a  ballad,  I  puhliflied  fume  time  ago, 
from  one  *  by  the  ingenious  Mr.  Percy.  I  do  not 
think  there  is  any  great  refemblance  between  the 
two  pieces  in  qncftion.  If  there  be  any,  his  ballad 
is  taken  from  mine.  I  read  it  to  Mr.  Percy  fomi 
years  ago;  and  he  (as  we  both  c^'nfidered  thefg 
things  as  trifles  at  beft)  told  me  with  his  uiual 
good  humour,  the  next  time  I  fav/  him,  that  h.e 
had  taken  my  plan  to  form  the  fragments  of  ihaki 
Ipeare  into  a  ballad  of  hi>  own.  He  theii  read  me 
his  little  Cento,  if  I  may  fo  call  it,  and  1  highly 
approved  it.  Such  petty  anecd.tes*as  th'fc  are 
fcarce  worth  printing :  and  were  it  not  for  the 
bufy  difpiifition  of  iome  of  your  correlpondents, 
the  public  ihouft  never  have  known  that  he  owes 
me  tf,e  hint  of  his  ballad,  or  that  1  am  obliged  to 
his  friendfhip  and  learning  for  communications  of 
a  much  more  important  nature. 

1  am,  sir,  yours,  °cc. 

Oliver  GoLDSMixit, 

"  Turn  gentle  hermit  of  the  dale, 

''    And  guide  my  lonely  way, 
"  To  where  yon  taper  cheers  the  vale 

"   With  hofpiialile  ray. 

"   For  here  forlorn  and  loft  I  tread, 

"   v\'ith  L  inting  ftejiS  and  flow  ; 
"   Where  wilds,  immeafirably  fpread, 

"  Seem  iength'ning  as  I  go." 


*  Tif  Friar  of  Orders  Gray, 
Feetry"    'Vol.  II.  p.  243- 
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"  Forbear,  my  fon,"  the  hermir  cries, 
"  To  tempt  the  dangerous  gloom  ; 

•'  For  yonder  faithlefs  phantom  flies 
"  To  lurfthee  to  thy  doom. 

•'  Here  to  the  houfelefs  child  of  want 

"  My  door  is  open  ilill; 
"  And  though  my  portion  is  but  fcant, 

"  I  give  it  with  good  will. 

"  Then  turn  to-night,  and  freely  {hare 

"  Whate'er  my  cell  beftows; 
"  My  rufliy  couch  and  frugal  fare, 

"  My  bleffing  and  repofe. 

"  No  flocks  that  range  the  valley  free, 

"  To  {laughter  I  condemn  : 
*'  Taught  by  that  povver  pities  me, 

"  I  learn  to  pity  them: 

"  But  from  the  mountain's  grafly  fide 

"  A  guiltlefs  feaft  I  bring  ; 
•'  Afcrip  with  herbs  and  fruits  fupply'd, 

"  And  water  from  the  fpring. 

•'  Then,  pilgrim,  turn,  thy  cares  forego  ; 

"   All  earth-born  cares  are  wrong  : 
"   Man  wants  but  little  here  below, 

*'  Nor  wants  that  little  long." 

Soft  as  the  dew  from  heaven  defcends. 

His  gentle  accents  fell  1 
The  mode{l  flranger  lowly  bends, 

And  follows  to  the  cell. 

Far  in  a  wilderncfs  obfcure 

The  lonely  manfion  lay  ; 
A  refuge  to  the  neighb'ring  poor. 

And  flrangers  led  a{l.ray. 

Ko  {lores  beneath  its  humble  thatch 

Requir'd  a  mailer's  care; 
The  wicket  op'ning  with  a  latch, 

Recciv'd  the  harmlefs  pair. 

And  now,  when  bufy  crowds  reth'e 

To  take  their  evening  reH, 
The  hermit  trimm'd  his  little  fire, 

And  cheer'd  hispenfive  gueftl 

And  fpread  his  vegetable  {lore. 

And  gaily  pre{l,  and  fmil'd  ; 
And,  {kill'd  in  legendary  lore. 

The  lingering  hours  beguil'd. 

Around  in  fympathetic  mirth 

Its  tricks  the.  kitten  tries; 
The  cricket  chirrups  in  the  hearth ; 

The  crackling  faggot  flies. 

But  nothing  could  a  charm  impart 

To  footh  a  flranger's  woe; 
Tor  grief  was  heavy  at  his  heart, 

And  tears  began  to  flow. 

His  rifing  cares  the  hermit  fpy'd, 
With  anfwering  care  opprell  : 

•'  And  whence,  unhappy  youth,"  he  cry'J, 
"  The  forrows  of  thy  breall  ?" 

"  From  better  habitations  fpurn'd, 
♦'  Relu(ftant  doft  thou  revs  : 


•'  Or  grieve  for  friendfliip  unrcturn'd, 
"  Or  uiireguarded  love  ? 

"   Alas  !   the  joys  that  fortune  brings, 

'■    Are  tri{ling  and  decay; 
"   And  thofe  who  prize  the  paltry  things, 

"   More  trifling  ilill  than  they. 

"  And  what  is  friendfliip  but  a  name, 

"   A  charm  that  lulls  to  fleep  ; 
''"  A  {hade  that  follows  wealth  or  fame, 

"   And  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep  i 

"  And  1(1  ve  is  {till  an  emptier  found, 
"   The  modern  f..ir-one's  jell : , 

"  On  earth  un'cen,  nr  only  found 
"   To  warm  the  turtle's  ncft. 

"  For  {hame,  fond  youth,  thy  forrows  hulh, 
*'   And  fpurn  the  fex,"  he  faid  : 

But  while  he  fpoke,  a  rifing  bluih 
His  love-lorn  gueft  betray'd. 

Surpris'd  he  fees  new  beauties  rife. 

Swift  mantling  to  the  view; 
Like  colours  o'er  the  morning  fkies. 

As  bright,  astranfient  too. 

The  bafhful  look,  the  rifing  breaft. 

Alternate  fpread  alarms  : 
The  lovely  {Iranger  {lands  confefi 

A  maid  in  all  her  charms. 

"  And,  ah,  forgive  a  flrangcr  rude, 
"  A  wretch  forlorn,"  {he  cry'd  ; 

"   Whofe  feet  unhallow'd  thus  intrude 
*'  Where  heaven  and  you  refide. 

"  But  let  a  maid  thy  pity  {liare, 
"   Whom  love  has  taught  to  {Iray; 

"  Who  fecks  for  re{l,  but  finds  defpair 
"  Companion  of  her  way. 

"  My  father  liv'd  beCde  the  Tyne, 

"  A  ^.vea'.thy  lord  was  he; 
"  And  all  his  wealth  was  mark'd  as  mine, 

"  He  had  but  only  me. 

"  To  win  me  from  his  tender  arms, 

•'  Unnumber'd  fuitors  came  ; 
*'  Who  prais'd  me  for  imputed  charms, 

"   And  felt,  or  feign'd  a  flame. 

"  Each  hour  a  mercenary  crowd 
"  With  richeft  proffers  ftrovc  : 

"  Among  the  rell  young  Edwin  bow'd^ 
"  But  never  talk'd  of  love. 

"  In  humble,  fimplcd  habit  clad, 
"  Nw  wealth  or  power  had  he; 

"   Wildom  and  worth  were  all  he  had^ 
"  But  thefe  were  all  to  me. 

*'  The  bloffom  opening  to  the  day, 
"  The  dews  of  heaven  refin'd, 

"  Could  nought  of  purity  difplay, 
"  I'o  emulate  his  mind. 

"  The  dew,  the  bloffoms  of  the  tree, 
"  With  charms  inconflant  fliine  ; 

"  Their  charms  were  his,  but  woe  to  mg^ 
"  Their  conftancy  was  mine. 
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"  For  ftill  I  try'd  each  fickle  art, 

"   Importunate  and  vain  , 
"   And  while  his  paflion  touch'd  my  heart, 

"  I  triumph'd  in  his  pain. 

"  Till  quite  dejedtled  with  my  fcorn, 

"  He  left  me  to  my  jiride; 
"  And  fought  a  folitude  forlorn 

"  In  fecret,  where  he  dyd. 

"  But  mine  the  forrow,  mine  the  fault, 
"   And  well  my  life  fhall  pay; 

"  I'll  feek  the  folitude  he  fought, 
"  And  ftretch  me  where  he  lay. 

"  And  there  forlorn,  defpairing  hid, 

"   I'll  lay  me  down  and  die  ; 
"   'Twas  fo  for  me  that  Edwin  did, 

"  And  fo  for  him  will  I." 

"  Forbid  it,  heaven  !"  the  hermit  cry'd, 
•And  clafp'd  her  to  his  breaft  : 

The  wondering  fair-one  turn'd  to  chide, 
'Twas  Edwin's  felf  that  preft. 

"  Turn,  Angelina,  ever  dear, 

"  My  charmer,  turn  to  fee 
•'  Thy  own,  thy  long-loft  Edwin  here, 

"  Reftor'd  to  love  and  thee. 

«'  Thus  let  me  hold  thee  to  my  heart, 

"  And  ev'ry  care  refign  : 
"  And  Ihall  we  never,  never  part, 

"  My  life — my  all  that's  mine. 

•'  No,  never,  from  this  hour  to  part, 

"  We'll  live  and  love  fo  true, 
"  The  figh  that  rend»  thy  conftant  heart, 

"  Shall  break  thy  Edwin's  too." 

AN  ELEGY. 

ON   THE  DEATH   OF  A  MAD  DOO. 

Good  people  all,  of  every  fort. 

Give  ear  unto  my  fong  ; 
And  if  you  find  it  wondcrous  Ciort, 

It  cannot  hold  you  long. 

In  Iflington  there  was  a  man. 
Of  whom  tlie  world  might  fay, 

That  ftill  n  godly  race  he  ran. 
Whene'er  he  went  to  pray, 

A  kind  and  gentle  heart  he  had, 

To  comfort  friends  and  foes ; 
The  naked  every  day  he  clad, 

When  he  put  on  his  clothes. 

And  in  that^town  a  dog  was  found, 

As  many  dogs  there  be. 
Both  mongrel,  puppy,  whelp,  and  hound, 

And  curs  of  low  degree. 

This  dog  and  man  at  firft  were  friends ; 

But  when  a  pique  began. 
The  dog,  to  gain  his  private  ends, 
"   Went  mad,  and  bit  the  man. 

Around  from  all  the  neighbouring  ftrect^j 
I'he  wondering  neighbours  ran, 


And  fwore  the  dog  had  loft  his  wits, 
To  bite  fo  good  a  man. 

The  wound  it  feem'd  both  fore  and  fad 

To  every  (Jhriftian  eye  ; 
And  while  they  fwore  the  dog  was  mad, 

They  fwore  the  man  would  die. 

But  foon  a  wonder  came  to  light, 

That  fiiow'd  the  rogues  they  ly'd, 
The  man  recover'd  of  the  bite. 

The  dog  it  was  that  dy'd. 

STANZAS  ON  WOMAN. 

WiiEjj  lovely  woman  ftt)ops  to  folly, 
.And  finds  too  late  that  men  betray. 

What  charms  can  footh  her  melancholy, 
What  art  can  wafli  her  guilt  away  ? 

The  only  art  her  guilt  t<^cover, 

To  hide  her  fliame  from  every  eye. 

To  give  repentance  to  her  lover, 
And  wiing  his  bofom — is,  to  die. 

THE  TRAVELLER*; 

OR,    A   PROSPECT   OF   SOCIETY.    1 765. 

To  the  Rev.  Henry  Coldfmitb, 

nEAH    SIR, 

I  AM  fenfible  that  the  friendflilp  between  us  can 
acquire  no  new  force  from  tlie  ceremonies  of  a  de- 
dication ;  and,  perhaps,  it  demands  an  excufe  thus 
to  prefix  your  name  to  my  attempts,  which  you 
decline  giving  with  your  own.  But  as  a  part  of 
this  poem  was  formerly  written  to  you  from  Swit- 
2erland,  the  whole  can  now,  with  propriety,  be 
only  infcribed  to  you.  It  will  alfo  throw  a  Hght 
upon  many  parts  of  it,  when  the  reader  under- 
ftands,  that  it  is  addreffed  to  a  man,  who,  de- 
fpifing  fame  and  fortune,  has  retired  early  to  hap- 
pinefs  and  obfcurity,  with  an  income  of  forty 
pounds  a-year. 

I  now  perceive,  my  dear  brother,  the  wifdonn 
of  your  humble  choice.  You  have  entered  upon 
a  lacred  office,  where  the  harveft  is  great,  and 
the  labourers  are  but  few  ;  while  you  have  lefc 
the  field  of  ambition,  where  the  labourers  are 
many,  and  the  harveft  not  worth  carrying  away. 
But  of  all  hinds  of  ambition,  what  from  the  re- 
finement of  the  times,  from  different  fyftems  of 
criticifni,  and  from  the  divifions  of  party,  that 
which  purfues  poetical  fame  is  the  wildeft. 

Poetry  makes  a  principal  amufement  among 
iinpolifhed  nations;  but  in  a  country  verging  to 
the  extremes  of  refinement,  painting  and  mu{ic 
come  in  for  a  fhare.  As  thtfe  offer  the  feeble 
mind  a  lefs  laboriou,'?  entertainment,  they  at  firft 
rival  poetry,  and  at  length  fupplant  her  ;  they  en- 

*  In  this  poem  fdveral  aliersiions  ivere  made,  and 
fame  netv  I'crfes  added;  as  it'pajf.d  through  different 
editions.~  We  have  printed  from  the  ninth.,  ivhicb 
ivas  the  Injl  edition  puhl/Jied  in  the  /ijc-iit/fe  of  the 
author.  '''■ 
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grofs  all  that  favour  once  fliown  to  her,  and, 
thnujrh  but  younger  fillers,  fcize  upon  the  elder's 
birthriiiht. 

Vet,  however  this  art  may  be  negleded  by  the 
powerful,  it  if  ftili  ia  greater  danger  from  the 
liii!bkcn  cjT'.)rts  cf  the  learned  to  improve  it. 
AVhat  cr^ticifms  have  wt-  not  heard  of  iate  ir.i  fa- 
vour of  blank  verf;  and  Pindaric  odes,  choruffes, 
anapells  and  iambics  alliterative  care  and  harpy 
netflijjence  !  Every  abfiirdity  has  now  a  champion 
to  d-fend  it;  and  as  he  is  generally  much  in  the 
\vronjj,  fo  he  has  always  much  lo  fay ;  for  error  is 
ever  talkative. 

But  there  is  an  enemy   to  this  art   ftill  more 
danjreroiis,  1  mean  p-irty.      Party  entirely  diftorts 
the  judo^ment,  and  dtftroys  the  tade.     When  the 
r.iind  is'  9nce  infciiled  yvith   this   difeafe,  it   can 
only  find  pleafure  in  what  contributes  to  increafe 
the  diftenipcr.      f^ilfe  the  f/ger,  that  fehlom  de- 
fitts  from  punning  man,  after  haviiii;;  once  preyed 
Xipon  human  ficfli,  tlie  reader,  who  has  once  gra- 
tified his  ap^'itite  witii  calumny,  mak'.'s,  ever  after, 
the  moll  af^reeaMe  feaf:    upon  murdered  reputa- 
tion.    Sucli   readers  gerjerally  adi^iire  fome  half- 
witted thing,  who  wan^s  to   be  thought  a  bold 
man, '  havin^j  loft   the  charailer  of  a  wife  one. 
Hiiii  they  dignify  with   the  name   of  pnet  :  his 
tawdry   lampoons  are   called   fatires;   his  turbu- 
lence is  faid  to  he  force,  and  his  fren/y,  fire. 
.,r     What  reception  a  poem  may   iiud,    which  has 
neither  abufe.  party  nor  blank  veri's  to  fupport  it, 
..;I  cannot  tell,  aor  am  I  folicitous  to  know.     My 
,  alms  arc  right.      Vyitiiout  efp>  ufiiig  the  caufe  of 
any  party,  I  have  atfsmpted  to  n!';derate  the  rage 
cf  all.     I  have  endeavoured  to  fljow,  that  there 
.  ir.ay  be  equal  happintfs  in  ilates,    that  are  diffe- 
-, Tcnt'.y  governed  from  uur  own;  that  every  (late 
has  a  pauicular  principle   of  happincfs,  and  that 
Jf.is  piinciple  iji  ^ach   may  be   carried  to  a  mif- 
thievous  excefs.     Tbere  are  few  can  judge,  better 
than  jourfelf,, how  far   thefc   pofii.ions  are  illu- 
iUated  in  this  pcem.     I  am, 
,;  •  Dear  S:r, 

Your  moll  afi'ed;ii;n.ate  brother, 

OiuiviK  GomsMiTit. 


B-EMOTE;, .unfriended,  melancholy,  flon', 
pE  by  the  lazy  oLhtld,  or  wandesintj  Po ; 
Or  onward,  where  the  rude  Ccrihthian  boor 
Agaip'l  the  houfekfi  ftranj^er  iltuts  the  door  ; 
Or  where  Campania's  plain  forfakeu  lies, 
xV  weary  wade  expanding  to  the  fkies ; 
"Where'ef  I  ream,  \yi;atcycr  realms  to  fee, 
Aly  heart  antr  vell'd  fondly  lurrs  to  thee  : 
Still  to  my  brother  t,urus,  w  lih  c'eafclefs  pain, 
,  And  drags  at  each  remove  ^  Icng'  hening  chain. 
Eteiral  bltfiings  crown  riiy  earliell  frierid, 
And  round  his  dwelling  guardian  faints  attet^d; 
JJlefl  be  that  fpot,  where  chcerfid  guefls  retire 
To  paufe  fro:ii  toil,  and  trim  their  evening  lire  ; 
Blcft  that  abide,  wheie  want  and  pun  rep-ir, 
And  every  fliangcr  lindsa  rcydy  c'r:air: 
Blefl  be  tnofe  fea(l«  with  finiple  plenty  cr^wn'd, 
[iVhcii;  all  the  ruddy  (amil;^  arcund 


Laugh  at  the  jefts  or  pranks  that  never  faif. 
Or  figh  with  pity  at  iome  moufnlul  tale  ;   •     . 
Or  prefs  the  bafhful  ftran^rer  to  his  food, 
And  learn  the  luxury  nf  doinp:  giod 

But  me,  not  dellin'd  luch  delights  to  fliare, 
M>'  prime  of  life  in  wand'-rin^  fp'jnt  and  care: 
ImpcU'd,  with  fteps  unceufing,  to  purlue 
Some  fleeting^  good,  i;hat  iv.ock"  me  with  the  yiew  ; 
I'hat,  like  the  circle  hounding  earth  and  flcics, 
■\'liires  frpnt  far,  yet,  as  I  follow   tlies; 
My  fortune  leads  to  traverfe  realms  al.ine. 
And  find  no  fp'>t  of  all  the  world  my  own, 
Ev'n  now,  where  Alpine  folitudes  alcenc, 
I  fit  me  down  a  penf.vc  hour  to  fpend  ; 
And,  plac'd  on  high  above  the  ftorm's  career. 
Look   downward  where  an  hutidred  realrns  ag. 

pear  : 
Lakes,  fnrefl?,  cities,  plains  extending  wide,' 
The  po  \)p  of  kings,  theihepherd's  humbler  pride. 
Wiicii  thu:i  creation's  charms  around  combine, 
Amidil  tjie  flore,  fiiould  thanklel's  pride  repine  i 
Say,  fnould  the  phiioh)- hie  minddifdain 
That  good  which  makes   each    humbler   boforni 

vain  ? 
Let  fchool-taiight  pride  diffemb'e  all  it  can, 
Thefe  little  things  are  great  to  little  man  ; 
And  wifcr  he,  whofe  fympathetic  mind  J 

Exulis  in  all  the  good  of  dl  mankind.  i 

Ye  glittering  towns,  with  wealth  and  fplendonr     * 

crown'd  j 
Ye  fields,  where  fummer  fpreadsprofufion  round  ; 
Ye  lakes,  whofe  veifclscaich  the  bufy  gale; 
Ye  bending  fvvains,  that  drefs  the  flowery  vale  ; 
For  me  your  tributary  {lores  combine  : 
Creation's  heir,  the  world,  the  world  is  mine. 

As  fome  lone  mifer,  vifiting  his  (lore. 
Bends  at  his  treafure,  counts,  recounts  it  o'er  ; 
Hoards  after  hoards  his  rifnig  riij  tn.-es  fill, 
Yet  Hill  he  fighs,  for  hoards  are  waptinjj  ftill  : 
Thus  to  my  breall  alteriUte  pafii  -ns  rife, 
Pleas'd  with  each  good  that  ficav'n  to  man  fuf^ 

plies  : 
Yet  oft  a  figh  prevails,  ami  forrcws  f<dl, 
To  fee  the  hoard  of  human  bills  fo  fmall; 
And  oft  I  wifli,  amidil  the  ffeue,  to  find 
Some  fpot  to  real  happincfs  confign"d. 
Where  my   worn  foul,  each  wandering  hcpe  at 

rell, 
May  gather  blifs  to  fee  my  fellows  bleft. 
V    But  where  to  find  that  hnppiell  fp  t  below,  • 
Who  can  diredl,  wlien  all  pretend  to  know? 
l"i;e  fhudd'riiig  tenant  of  the  frigid  zone 
Boldly  pri,claim.s  that  happicil  fpot  his  owt^ 
Extols  ll'.c  trcsifures  of  his  llmmy  feas. 
And  his  long  nights  of  revelry  and  eafe  ; 
1  he  naked  negro,  pantii'g  at  the  line, 
Boalls  of  his  golden  funds  and  palmy  wine, 
Bafirs  in  the  glare,  or  ftems  the  tepid  wave. 
And  thatiks  his  gods  for  all  the  good  they  gave.- 
Such  is  the  patriot's  boaft,  where'er  we  roam, 
HiS  firil    bell  country,  ever  is  at  home. 
And  yet.  perhaps  if  countries  we  compare. 
And  eftimate  the  bUffings  which  they  (hare, 
Thouiili  patriots  flatter,  ftill  flia!!  wiflom  fin''^ 
An  c<ju,tI  pcrtitn  dealt  to  all  rriankinJ  ;' 
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A«  different  good,  by  art  or  nature  given, 
To  different  nations  makes  tlieir  bleffings  even. 

Nature,  a  mother  kind  alike  to  all, 
Still  grants  her  blifs  at  labour's  earned  call; 
With  food  as  well  the  peafant  is  fupply'd 
On  Idra's  cliffs  as  Arno's  ffieivy  lide ; 
i^nd  though  the  rocky  crefted  fummits  {rnwn, 
Tbefe  rocks,  by  cuftom,  turn  to  beds  of  down. 
From  art  more  various  are  the  bleffing;?  fcnt ; 
Wealth,  commerce,  honour,  liberty,  content. 
Yet  thefe  each  other's  power  fo  ftrong  conteft, 
That  either  feems  deltruclive  of  the  reft. 
Where  wealth  and  freedom  reign,  contentment 

fails  ; 
And  honour  finks  where  commerce  long:  prevails. 
Hence  every  ftate  to  one  lov'd  bltmng  prone. 
Conforms  and  models  life  to  that  alone. 
Each  to  the  fav'rite  happinefs  attends, 
And  fpurns  the  plan  that  aims  at  other  ends ; 
Till  carried  to  excefs  in  each  domain, 
This  fav'rite  good  begets  peculiar  pain. 

But  Jet  us  try  thefe  truths  with  clofer  eyes. 
And  trace  them  through  the  profpedl  as  it  lies  : 
Here  for  a  while  my  proper  cares  refign'd. 
Here  let  me  fit  in  furrow  for  mankind  ; 
l.ilte  yon  neglected  fhrub  at  random  caft, 
That  (hades  the  fleep,  and  llghs  at^  every  blaft. 

Far  to  the  right  where  Appennine  afcends, 
Bright  as  the  fummer,  Italy  extends; 
Its  uplands  Hoping  deck  the  mountain's  fide. 
Woods  over  woods  in  gay  theatric  pride  ; 
While  oft  fome  temple's  meuld'ring  tops  between 
With  venerable  grandrur  mark  the  fcene. 

Could  nature's  bounty  fatisfy  the  breaft, 
The  fons  of  Italy  were  furely  bled. 
WTiatever  fruits  in  different  climes  were  found. 
That  proudly  rife,  .or  humbly  court  the  ground  ; 
Whatever  blooms  in  torrid  tracts  appear, 
Whofe  bright  fucceffion  decks  the  varied  year; 
Whatever  fv.-eets  falute  the  northern  fey 
With  vernal  lives,  that  bloffom  but  to  die  ; 
Thefe  here  difporting  own  the  kindred  foil. 
Nor  alk  luxuriance  from  the  plantei's  toil; 
While  fea-born  gales  their  gelid  wings  expand 
To  winnow  fr-xgrance  rour.d  the  fniiling  land. 

But  fmall  the  blifs  that  fenfe  alone  bedows. 
And  fenfual  blifs  is  all  the  nation  knows. 
In  florid  beauty  groves  and  fields  appear, 
Man  feems  the  only  growth  that  dvvindies  here. 
Contraded  faults  through  all  his  niarineis  reign  ; 
Though     poor,    luxurious;     though    fubmiiiive, 

vain  ; 
Though  giave,  yet  trifling;   zealous,.yec  untrue; 
And  even  in  penance  placning  fins  anevv'. 
All  evils  here  contaminate  the  mind, 
'1  hat  opulence  departed  leaves  behind  ; 
For  wealth  was  theirs,  not  far  remov'd  the  date, 
When  coninierce  proudly  flourifh'd  through  the 

ftate; 
At  her  command  the  palare  learn'd  to  rife. 
Again  the  long-fall'n  column  fought  the  fkies  ; 
The  canvas  glow'd  beyond  ev'n  na:ure  warm. 
The  pregnant  quarry  teem'd  with  human  form. 
Till,  more  uniteady  than  the  foi^thern  gale. 
Commerce  on  other  Ihoresdilplay'd  her  fail; 


While  nought  remain'd  of  all  that  riches  gave,    .£ 
But  towns  unmann'd,  and  lords  without  a  flavw 
And  late  the  natiot)  found  with  fruitlefs  fklll 
Its  former  ftrength  was  but  plethoric  ill. 

Yet,  ftill  the  lof^  of  wealth  is  here  fupplied 
By  arts,  the  fplendid  wrecks  of  former  pride; 
From  thefe  the  feeble  heart  and  loig-fallen  mind 
An  eafy  compcnfation  feera  to  find. 
Here  may  be  feen,  in  bloodlefs  pomp  array'd, 
fhere  paile-board  triumph  and  the  cavalcade; 
Proceflions  form'd  for  piety  and  love, 
A  millrefs  or  a  faint  in  every  grove. 
By  fports  like  thefe  are  all  their  cares  beguii'd, 
The  fports  of  children  fatisfy  the  child; 
Each  nobler  aim,  repveft  by  long  controul. 
Now  finks  at  laft,  or  feebly  m.ans  the  foul: 
While  low  delights,  fucceeding  faft  behind. 
In  happier  meannefs  occupy  the  mind  : 
As  in  thofe  domes,  \vhcie  Cxfais  once  bore  fway, 
Defac'd  by  time  and  tott'ring  in  decay, 
There  in  the  ruin,  heedlefs  of  the  dead. 
The  fiieher-feeking  peafant  builds  his  ff.ed| 
And.  wondering  man  could  want  the  larger  pile,. 
Exults,  and  owns  his  cottage  with  a  fniile.  -  • 

My  foul  turn  fomthem,  tuin  we  to  furvey: 
Whe;  e  loughsr  climes  a  nobler  race  difplay. 
Where    the  bleak  Swifs    tbeir   ftoimy    manfioo 

tread, 
Andfcvce  a  cluirlifli  fojllor.ixanty  bread;         ,' 
No  podu(9:  here  the  barren  hills  afford, 
But  man  and  ftcel,  the  foldier  and  his  fw oid. 
No  vernal  blooms  their  to:pid  rocks  array. 
But  winter  lingenng  chills  the  lap  of  May  ; 
No  zephyr  fondly  fues  the  mountain's  breaP, 
3tit  meteors  glare,  and  ftormy  glooms  inveft. 

Yet  ftili.even  here,  content  can  fpread  a  chaini, 
R-ediofs  the  clime,  and  all  its  rage  difaim. 
I'hough  poor  the  pealaut's  hyt,  his  fcafts  thooil\ 

fmall. 
He  fees  his  little  lot  the  lot  of  all ;  ., 

Sees  no  contiguous  palace  rear  its  head 
To  fliame  the  meannefs  of  his  humble  fhed  j 
No  coftly  lord  the  fumptuous  banquet  deal 
l"o  make  him  loath  his  vegetable  meal ; 
But  cairn,  and  bred  in  ignoiance  and  toil. 
Each  wifti  contrading,  fits  hini  to  the  foil. 
Cheerful  at  morn,  he  wakes  from  fliort  repofe. 
Breathes  the  keen  air,  and  carols  as  he  goes ; 
With  patient  an_gle  trolls  the  finny  deep. 
Or  drives  his  vent'rous.  ploughfbare  to  the  fteep; 
Or  feeks.  the  dea  where  fnqw-tra,tks  mark.  ;thft 

way^  .  ^'    \  :      ;  ' 

And  drags  the  ftruggling  favage  into  day. 
At  night^returning,  every  jabopr  fjed. 
He  fits  him  down  tlig  monarch  of  a  (bed  ; 
Smiles  by  his  cheerful. fire,  and  round  furveys 
His  childrens'  looks,  that  bt^ighten  at  the  bljze  ; 
While  his  lov'd  partatr,  boafifnl  of  her  hoard, 
Difpiays  her  cleanly  platter  on  the  board  : 
And  haply,  too  i'ome  pilgrim,  thither  led. 
With  many  a  tale  repays  the  nightly  bed. 

Thus  every  good  his  native  wilds  impart, 
Imprints  the  patriot  paffion  on  his  heart; 
And  even  thofe  ills,  that  round  his  manfion  rife^ 
Enhance  the  blifs  his  fcanty  fund  fupplies. 
3   F  iiij 
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Dear  is  thit  rtiec?  to  which  his  foul  conforms. 
And  dear  that  hill  rdiich  lilts  him  to  the  florms  ; 
And  as  a  child,  when  fearing  founds  moieft, 
Clings  clofe  and  cloler  to  the  mother's  breall. 
So  the  loud  torrent,  and  the  whirlwind's  rrrar, 
But  bind  him  to  his  native  mountains  more. 

Such  are  the  charms  to  barren  ftates  aflie'i'd  ; 
Their  wants  but  few,  their  wifiies  all  confin'd. 
Yet  let  them  only  iliare  the  praifes  due, 
If  few  their  wants,  their  pkafures  are  but  few  ; 
For  every  want  that  ftiniulates  the  breaft. 
Becomes  a  fource  of  pleafure  when  redrcfl. 
Whence  from  fuch  lands  each  pleafing  fcieiice  flies, 
That  firft  excites  defire,  ai:d  th-.-n  fupplies; 
Unknown  to  them,  when  fenCual  pleafures  cloy, 
To  fill  the  lanfjuid  paufe  with   finer  joy ; 
Unknown  thofe  povi^ers  that  raife  the  loul  to  flame, 
Catch  every  nerve,  and  vibrate  through  the  frame. 
TPheir  level  life  is  but  a  mouldering  fire, 
Unquench'd  by  want,  unfann'd  by  ftrong  defire  ;' 
Unfit  for  raptures,  or,  if  raptures  cheer 
On  foriie  high  fefl-tval  of  once  a  year, 
In  wild  exccfs  the  vulgar  breafl  takes  fire, 
Till,  buried  in  debauch,  the  hlifs  expire. 

But  not  their  joys  alone  thus  coarfely  flow  : 
■  Their  morals,  like  their  pleafures,  are  but  low, 
tor,  ns  refinement  flrops,  from  fire  to  fon 
Unalter'd,  unimprov'd  the  manners  run  ; 
And  love's  and  friendfliip's  finely  pointed  dart 
Fall  blunted  from  each  indurated  heart, 
Some  fterner  virtues  o'er  the  mountain's  breaft 
,May  fit,  like  falcons  cowering  on  the  neft; 
But  all  the  gentler  morals,  fuch  as  play 
Through  life's  more  cultur'd  walks,  and  charm 

the  way, 
Thefe  far  difpers'd,  on  timorous  pinions  fly, 
To  fpo't  and  flutter  in  a  kinder  iky. 

To  kinder  (kies,  where  gentler  manners  reign, 
I  turn  ;  and  France  difpiays  her  bright  domain. 
Gay  fprightly  land  of  mirth  and  focial  eafe, 
Pleas'd  with  thyfelf,-vvhom  all,the  world  canpleafe, 
How  often  have  1  led  thy  fpoitive  choir. 
With  tunelef'-  pipe,  befide  the  murmuring  Loire  ? 
Where  (hading  elms  along  the  margin  grew, 
And  frcflien'd  from  the  wave  the  zephyr  flew ; 
And  haply,  though  my  harlh  touch  fauk'nug  fiill. 
But  mock'd  all  tune,  and  marr'd  the  dancer's  fkill ; 
Yet  wduld  the  village  praife  my  wondrous  power. 
And  dance  forgetful  of  the  noon-tide  hour. 
Alike  all  ages.     Dames  of  ancient  days 
Have  led  their  children  through  the  mirthful  maze, 
And  the  gay  grandfire,  flciil'd  in  geftic  lore, 
Has  frifk'd  bciieath  the  burden  of  threefcore. 

So  bleft  a  life  thefe  thoughtlefs  realnis  difplay, 
Thus  idly  bufy  rolls  their  world  away  :  ' 
Theirs  are  thofe  arts  that  mind  to  mind  endear, 
For  honour  firms  the  focial  temper  here. 
Honour,  that  praife  which  real  merit  gains, 
Or  even  imaginary  Worth  obtains, 
Here  pafl'es  current;  paid  from  hand  to  hand, 
It  fhifts  in  fplendid  traffic  round  the  land  : 
From  courts,  to  camps,  to  cottages  it  ftrays, 
And  all  are  taught  an  avarice  of  praife  ; 
They  ple-\fe,  ai-   plcas'd,  they  give  to  get  efteem. 
Till,  fecmmg  bkll,  they  grow  to  what  they  fecm. 


But  while  this  fofter  art  tlieir  blifs  fufpHes,^, 
It  give?  their  folles  alfo  room  to  rife; 
For  praife  too  dearly  lov'd,  or  warmly  fought, 
Ei'.fcebks  all  internal  Arength  of  thought. 
And  the  wt;'.k  foul,  within  itfclf  unblclt, 
Leans  for  all  pleafure  on  anotherV  hrealK 
Hence  oflentaiion  here,  with  tawdry  art, 
Pants  for  the  vulgar  praife  which  fools  impart; 
Here  vanity  (flumes  her  pert  grimace. 
And  trims  her  robe  of  frize  with  roiper  lace ; 
Here  beggar  pride  defrauds  her  daily  cheer. 
To  boall  one/plendid  banquet  once  a  year;  _      J 

The  mind  (Hll  turns  whr;re  fliiftingfafiilon  draws',      1 
Ncr  v/ei;^hs  the  (olid  worth  of  felf-applaufe. 

To  men  of  other  minds  my  fancy  jlics, 
F.mbofcni'd  in  the  deep  where  ffolknd  lies. 
Mttliinks  her  patient  ions  bt-fore  mefiai^d, 
Where  the  broad  ocean  leans  againfi  the  land, 
And,  feduIou«  to  flop  the  coming  tide, 
Lih  the  tall  rampire's  artificial  pride. 
Onward  methinks,  and  diligently  flow, 
The  firm  conneifled  bulwark  I'eems  to  grow  ; 
Spreads  its  long  arms  amidfl  the  watery  roar, 
Sccops  out  an  empire,  and  ufiirps  the  fhore. 
While  the  pent  ocean  rifing  o'er  the  pile. 
Sees  an  amphibious  world  beneath  him  fmile; 
The  fiov/  canal,  the  yelhnv  biolToni'd  vale. 
The  willow  tufted  bank,  the  gliding  fail. 
The  crowded  mart,  the  cultivated  plain, 
A  new  creation  refcu'd  from  his  reign. 

Thus,  while  around  the  wave-fubjecfted  foil 
Impels  the  native  to  repeated  toil, 
Induflrious  habits  in  each  bofom  reign, 
And  indufcry  begets  a  love  of  gain. 
Hence  all  the  good  fiom  opulence  that  fprings. 
With  all  thofe  ills  fuperfluous  treafure  brings, 
Are   here   difplay'd.     I'heir  much-lov'd   wealth 

imparts 
Convenience,  plently,  elegance,  and  arts; 
But  view  them  defer,  craft  and  fraud  appear, 
Even  liberty  itfelf  is  barter'd  here. 
At  gold's  fuperior  charms  all  freedom  flies. 
The  needy  fell  it,  and  the  rich  man  buys; 
A  land  of  tyrants  and  a  den  of  flaves, 
Here  wreichfs  feck  difh.intnirahle  graves. 
And  calmly  bent,  to  fervifude  conform. 
Dull  as  their  lakes  that  flumber  in  the  fiorm, 

Hcavent!  how  unlike  thtir  Belgic  fires  of  old  ! 
Rough,  poor,  content,  ungovernably  hold  ; 
War  in  each  breaft,  and  freedom  on  each  brow; 
How  much  unlike  the  fons  of  Britain  now  ! 

Fir'd  at  the  found,  my  genius  f  preads  her  wing, 
.And  flics  where  Britain  courts  the  weftern  fpring  ; 
Where  lawns  extend  that  fern  Arcadian  pride, 
And  brighter  ftream.s  tha:>  fam'd  Hydalpis  glide, 
I'hcre  all  around  the  gentleft  breezes  ftray 
There  gentle  mufic  melts  on  every  fpray; 
Creation's  mildefl  charms  are  there  combin'd, 
E.xtremcs  are  only  in  the  mafter's  mind  ! 
Stern  o'er  each  bofom  reafon  holds  her  ftate. 
With  daring  aims  irregularly  great; 
Pride  in  their  port,  dcfiafcc  in  their  eye, 
I  fee  the  lord«  of  human  kind  pals  by  ; 
Intent  or.  liigh  defigns,  a  thoughtful  band. 
By  forms  unl'aihiou'd  frefli  from  nature's  hand ; 
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Fierce  in  their  native  hardinefs  of  foul, 

True  to  imagin'd  right  above  controul, 

While  even  the  pealant  boafts  thefe  rights  to  fcan, 

And  learns  to  venerate  hiinielf  as  man. 

Thine,  freedom, thine  the  bieffings  picilur'd  here. 
Thine  arc  thofe  charms  that  dazzle  and  endear  ; 
Too  blcft  indeed,  were  fuch  without  alloy ; 
But  foRcr'd  even  by  freedom  ills  annoy  ; 
That  independence  Britons  prize  tco  high, 
Keeps  man  from  man,  and  breaks  the  focial  tie; 
The  felf-dtpendent  lordling  {land  alone. 
All  claims  that  hind  and  fweeten  life  unknown  ; 
Here  by  tlie  bonds  of  nature  feebly  held, 
Minds  combat  minds,  repelling  and  reijell'd. 
Ferments  arife,  imprifon'd  faitlions  roar. 
Repreft  ambition  (Iruggles  round  her  fiiore, 
Till  over-wrought,  the  general  fyflem  feels 
Its  motion  flop,  or  frenzy  fire  the  wheels. 

Nor  this  the  worfl.     As  nature's  ties  decay, 
As  duty,  love,  and  honour  fail  to  fway, 
PidlitiouH  bonds,  the  bonds  of  wealth  and  law, 
Still  gather  ilrength,  and  force  unwilling  awe. 
Hence  all  obedience  bows  to  thefe  alone. 
And  talent  finks,  and  merit  weeps  unknown  ; 
Till   time   may    come,    when,    Ilript  of   all  her 

charms, 
The  land  of  fcholars,  and  the  nurfe  of  arms, 
Where  noble  flems  tranlmit  the  patriot  flame, 
Where  kings  have  toil'd,  and  poets  wrote  for  fanje, 
One  fink  of  level  avarice  fhall  lie, 
And  fcholars,  foldiers,  kings,  unhonour'd  die. 

Yet  think  not,  thus  when  freedom's  ills  I  ftate, 
I  mean  to  flatter  kings,  or  court  the  great ; 
Ye  powers  of  truth,  that  bid  my  foul  afpire. 
Far  from  my  bol'om  drive  the  low  deCre  ; 
And  thou,  fair  freedom,  taught  alike  to  feel 
The  rabble's  rage,  and  tyrant's  angry  fteel ; 
Thou  tranfitory  flower,  alike  undone 
By  proud  contempt,  or  favour's  follering  fun, 
Still  may  thy  blooms  the  changeful  clime  endure, 
1  only  would  reprefs  them  to  fecure  ; 
For  jufl  experience  tells,  in  every  foil, 
That  thofe  who  think  muft  govern  thofe  that  toil ; 
And  all  that  freedom's  highefl  aims  can  reach. 
Is  hut  to  lay  proportion'd  loads  on  each. 
Hence,  fliould  one  order  difpr(7portion'd  grow. 
Its  double  weight  muft  ruin  all  below. 

O  then  how  blind  to  all  that  truth  requires, 
Who  think  it  freedom  when  a  peit  afpircs  ! 
Calm  IS  my  foul,  nor  apt  to  rife  in  arms, 
Except  when  fait  approaching  danger  warms  : 
Bur  when  contending  chiefs  blockade  the  throne, 
Contracfling  regal  power  t;   ftretch  their  own, 
When  I  behold  a  fatilious  band  agree 
To  call  it  freedom  when  themfelves  are  free  ; 
Each  wanton  judge  new  penal  ftatutes  draw. 
Laws  grind  the  poor,  and  rich  men  rule  the  law  ; 
The  wealth  of  climes,  where  favage  nations  roam, 
Pillag'd  from  flaves  to  purchafe  flaves  at  home  ; 
Fear,  pity,  juflice,  indignation  Itart, 
Tear  off  referve,  and  bare  my  fwelling  heart; 
Till  half  a  patriot,  half  a  coward  grown, 
1  fly  from  petty  tyrants  to  the  throne. 

Yes,  brotiier,  curfe  with  me  that  baleful  hour, 
When  firft  ambition  ftruck  at  regal  power ; 


And  thus  polluting  honour  in  its  fource, 

Gave  wealth  to  fway  the  mind  with  double  force. 

Have  we  not  feen,  round  Britain's  peopled  Ihoie, 

Her  ufeful  fons  exchang'd  for  ufelefs  ore  ? 

Seen  all  her  triumphs  but  deftruction  halle. 

Like  flaring  tapers  bright'ning  as  they  wafle; 

Seen  opulence,  her  grandeur  to  maintain, 

Lead  llern  depopulation  in  her  train. 

And  over  fields  where  fcatter'd  hamlets  rofe. 

In  barren  folitary  pomp  rcpofe  ? 

Have  we  not  feen  at  pleafure's  lordly  call, 

The  fmiling  long-frequenred  village  fall .' 

Beheld  the  duteous  fon,  the  fire  decay'd. 

The  modefl  matron,  and  the  hlufliing  maid, 

Forc'd  from  their  homes,  a  melancholy  rrain. 

To  traverfe  climes  beyond  the  wedcrn  main ; 

Where  wild  Ofwego  fpreads  her  fwamps  around, 

And  Niagara  ftuns  with  thund''  ing  fuund  ? 

Even  now,  perhaps,  as  there  fonie  pilgrim  flrays 
Through  tangled  forefts,  and  through  dangerous 

ways ; 
Where  beafts  with  man  divided  empire  claim, 
And  the  brown  Indian  marks  with  murd'rous  aim ; 
There,  while  above  the  giddy  tempcft  flies. 
And  all  around  diftref^full  yells  arife, 
The  penfive  exile,  bending  with  his  woe. 
To  flop  too  fearful,  and  too  faint  to  go, 
Calls  a  long  look  where  England's  glories  (hinc, 
And  bids  his  bofom  fympathize  with  mine. 

Vain.  Very  vain,  my  weary  fearch  to  find 
That  blifs  which  only  centres  in  the  mind  : 
Why  have  I  ftray'd,  from  pleafure  and  repofe. 
To  feek  a  good  each  government  bellows? 
In  every  government,  though  terrors  reign. 
Though  tyrant  kings,  or  tyrant  laws  reftrain, 
How  fmall  <  f  all  that  human  hearts  endure, 
That  part  which  laws  or  kings  can  caufc  or  cure. 
Stil!  toourfelves  in  every  place  confign'd, 
Our  own  felicity  we  make  or  find  : 
With  fecret  courfe,  which  no  loud  florms annoy, 
Glides  the  fmooth  current  of  domellic  joy. 
The  lifted  ax,  the  agonizing  wheel, 
Luke's  iron  crown,  and  Damien's  bed  of  flee!, 
Fo  men  remote  from  power  but  rarely  known. 
Leave  reafon,  faith,  and  confcience,  ail  our  own. 

THE  DESERTED  VILLAGE. 

FIRST  PRINTED  IN    I769. 
To  Sir  'JoJIoua  Reynolds, 
DEAR  SIR, 

I  CAN  have  no  expeftations  in  an  addrefs  of  this 
kind,  either  to  add  to  your  reputation,  or  to  efta- 
blilh  my  own.  You  can  gain  nothing  from  my 
admiration,  as  I  am  ignorant  of  that  art  in  which 
you  are  faid  to  excel ;  and  I  may  lofe  much  by 
the  feverity  of  your  judgment,  as  few  have  a  juft- 
er  tafte  in  poetry  than  you.  Setting  intereft  there- 
fore afide,  to  which  I  never  paid  much  attention, 
I  muft  be  indulged  at  prefent  in  following  my  af- 
fe(ftions.  The  only  dedicalion  I  ever  made  was 
to  my  brother,  becaufe  I  loved  him  better  than 
moft  other  men.  He  is  fince  dead.  Permit  we 
to  ipfcribe  this  poem  to  you. 
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How  far  you  may  be  pleaied  with  the  verfifi- 
cation  and  mere  mechanical  parts  vl  this  attempt, 
I  do  not  pretend  to  inquire;  but  I  know  you  will 
ohjedt  (and  indeed  feveral  of  our  heft,  and  wifeft 
friends  concur  in  the  opinion)  that  the  depopula- 
tion it  deplores  is  nowhere  to  he  feen,  and  the 
diforders  it  laments  are  only  to  he  found  in  the 
poet's  own  imngination.  To  this  I  can  fcarce 
make  any  other  anfvver  than  that  I  finccre ly  be- 
lieve what  I  have  written  ;  that  1  have  taken  all 
fiofiibie  pains,  in  my  country  excurfions,  for  thefe 
four  or  five  year=  paft,  to  be  certain  of  what  I  al- 
lege, and  that  all  my  views  and  inquiries  have  led 
me  to  believe  thofe  mifcries  real  which  1  here  at- 
tempt to  dilp'.ay.  But  this  is  not  the  place  to  en- 
ter into  an  inquiry  vhether  the  country  he  de- 
populating or  not  ;  the  difcuflion  would  take  up 
much  room,  and  1  fliould  prove  myfelf,  at  beft, 
an  iiidifFcrent  politician,  to  tire  the  reader  with 
a  long  preface,  when  I  want  his  unfatigued  atten- 
tion to  a  long  poem. 

In  regretting  the  depopulation  of  the  country, 
1  inveigib  againftthe  incrtafe  of  our  luxuries;  and 
licre  alfo  I  expedl  the  ihr.ut  of  modern  politicians 
againfl  me.  For  twenty  or  thirty  years  paft,  it 
lias  been  the  falhion  to  confider  luxury  as  one  of 
the  greateft  national  advantages,  and  all  the  wif- 
dom  of  antiquity  in  that  particular  as  erroneous. 
Still,  however,  1  muft  remain  a  prcfcffed  ancient 
on  that  head,  and  continue  to  think  thofe  luxuries 
prejudicial  to  fUtes,  by  Vv'hich  fo  many  vices  are 
introduced,  and  fo  many  kingdoms  have  been  un- 
done. Indeed,  fo  much  has  been  poured  out  of 
fate  on  the  other  llde  of  the  queflicn,  that,  mere- 
ly for  the  fake  of  novelty  and  variety,  one  would 
fometimcs  wilh  to  be  in  the  right.  1  am, 
Dear  Sir, 
Your  finccre  friend, 

and  ardent  admirer, 

Oliver  Goldsmith. 


Sweet  Auburn  !   lovelieft  village  cf  the  plain. 
Where  health  and  plenty  cheer'd  the  labouring 

fwain, 
Where  fmiling  fpring  its  carlieft  vifit  paid, 
And  parting  fummer's  hngring  blooms  delay 'd. 
Dear  lovely  bowers  cf  innocence  and  eafe. 
Seats  of  my  youth,  when  every  fport  could  pleafe, 
How  (  ften  have  I  loiter'd  o'er  thy  green. 
Where  humble  happincfs  endear'd  each  (cene  ! 
How  often  have  I  paus'd  on  every  charm, 
The  fhelter'd  cot,  the  cultivated  farm. 
The  never-failing  brook,  the  bufy  mill, 
The  decent  church  that  tdpt  the  neighb'ring  bill, 
The  hawthorn  hufli,  with  feats  benea'h  the  thade, 
For  talking  age  and  \vhifp'ring  lovers  made  1 
How  often  have  I  bleft  the  coming  day. 
When  toil  remitting  lent  its  turn  to  play. 
And  all  the  village  train,  from  labour  free, 
L.cd  up  their  fports  beneath  the  fpreading  tree. 
While  many  a  paflime  circled  in  the  (hade. 
The  young  contending  an  the  old  furveyM  ; 
And  many  a  gambol  Irolick'd  o'er  the  ground, 
A.nd  fleights  of  art  and  feats  of  Ilrcngth  went 

round. 


And  ftiil  as  each  repeated  pleafcre  tir'd. 
Succeeding  fports  the  mirthful  band  infpir'd  ; 
The  dancing  pair  that  fimply  fought  renown, 
By  holding  out,  to  tire  each  other  down  ; 
The  fvcain  mi.lruftlefs  of  his  fmutted  face. 
While  I'ecret  laughter  titter'd  round  the  place; 
rhe  bafiifnl  virgin's  fide-long  looks  of  love, 
The  matron's  glance  that  would  thofe  looks  re- 
prove, [thefe, 
Thcfe  were  thy  charms,  fweet  village !  fports  like 
With  fweet  fuccifTuin,  taught  ev'n  roil  to  pk-afe; 
Thefe  round  thy  bowers  their  cheerful  influence 
•  ihcd,  [fled. 
Thefe  were  thy  charms — But  all  thcfe  charms  are 

Sweet  fmiling  village,  lovclieft  of  the  lavrn, 
Thy  fports  are  fled,  and  all  thy  charms  withdrawn; 
Amidrt  thy  bowers  the  tyrant's  hand  is  feen. 
And  defolation  faddens  all  thy  green  : 
One  only  mafter  grafps  the  whole  domain. 
And  half  a  tillage  ftints  thy  fmiling  plain  ; 
No  more  thy  glaffy  brook  r'.ile<fts  the  day, 
But,  chok'd  with  fedges,  works  its  weedy  way; 
Along  thy  glades,  a  folitary  gnefl:. 
The  hollow  founding  bittern  guards  its  nefl  ; 
Amidfh  thy  defert  walks  the  lapwing  flies. 
And  tires  their  cch<ies  with  unvary"d  cries. 
Sunk  are  thy  bowers  in  fliapelefs  ruin  all. 
And  the  long  grafs  o'ertops  the  mould'ring  wall. 
And,  trembling,  (hrinking  from  the  fpoller's  hand. 
Far,  far  away  thy  children  leave  the  land. 

Ill  fares  the  land,  to  haft'ning  ills  a  prey, 
Where  wealth  accumulates,  and  men  decay; 
Princes  and  lords  may  flourifh,  or  may  fade  ; 
A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  breath  has  made; 
But  a  bold  peafantry,  their  country's  pride. 
When  once  deftroy'd,  can  never  be  lupply'd. 

A  time  there  was,  ere  England's  griefs  began. 
When  every  rood  of  ground  maintain'd  its  man  ; 
For  him  light  labour  fprcad  her  wholefome  fture, 
Juft  gave  what  life  requir'd,  but  gave  no  n.ore: 
His  bcfh  companions,  innocence  and  health, 
And  his  heft;  riches,  ignorance  of  wealth. 

But  times  are  alter'd;  trade's  unfeeling  train 
Ufurp  the  land,  and  difpofiefs  the  fwain  ; 
Along  the  lawn,  where  fcatter'd  handetsrofe, 
Unwieldy  wealth  and  ciimb'rous  pomp  repofe ; 
And  every  want  to  luxury  ally'd, 
And  every  pang  that  folly  pays  to  pride. 
Thofe  gentle  hours  that  plenty  bade  to  bloom, 
Thofe  calm  dcfire=;  thatafk'd  but  little  mom, 
Thofe   healthful   fports  that   grac'd   the  peaceful 

fcene, 
I>iv'd  in  each  look,  and  brighten'd  all  the  green; 
Thefe,  far  departing,  feek  a  kinder  (here. 
And  rural  mirth  and  nnnncrs  are  no  more. 

SiA'ect  Auburn  !   parent  cf  the  blif^ful  hour. 
Thy  glades  forlorn  confcfs  the  tyrant's  power. 
Here,  as  I  take  my  folitary  rounds, 
Amid.T;  thy  tangling  walks,  and  ruin'd  grounds. 
And,  m,^ny  a  year  elaps'd,  return  to  view 
Where  once  the  cottage  ftood,  the  hav/thorn  grew. 
Remembrance  wakes  with  all  her  bufy  train. 
Swells  at  my  breaft,  and  turns  the  pall  to  pain. 

In  all  my  wand'rin^s  round  this  world  of  care, 
In  all  my  griifa— and  Gad  has  giv'n  my  fhare— r 
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f  {ini  had  hopes  my  lateft  hours  to  crown, 
Atiiidil  thefe  humbie  bowtrs  to  lay  me  down  ; 
To  hiifband  out  lile's  taper  at  the  clofe, 
And  keep  the  flame  from  waiting  by  rcpofe  : 
I  ftill  had  hopes,  for  pride  attends  us  (I.ill, 
Amidfi;  the  Iwains  to  (bow  my  book-learn'd  flcill, 
Around  my  fire  an  evening  proup  to  draw, 
And  tell  of  all  I  ftlc,  and  al!  I  faw; 
And,  as  an  hare  whom  hounds  and  horns  purfuc, 
Pants  to  the  place  from  whence  at  firft  he  flew, 
I  Hill  had  hopes,  my  b'Ug  vexations  paft. 
Here  to  return — and  die  at  home  at  laft.  ^ 

O  blcfl  retirement,  friend  to  life's  decline. 
Retreats  from  care  that  never  mull  he  mine, 
How  bled  is  he  who  crowns  in  fliades  like  ihei'e, 
A  youth  of  labour  with  an  age  of  eafe  ; 
Who  quits  a  w<Tld  where  ftrong  temptations  try, 
And,  fince  'tis  hard  to  combat,  learns  to  fly  1 
For  him  no  wretches,  b'tn  to  W(>rk  and  weep, 
fixphre  the  mine,  or  tempt  the  d.ng'rous  deep  ; 
N"  furly  porter  Hands  in  guilty  ftate, 
,To  fpur".  imploring  famine  from  the  gate; 
jjUt  en  he  moves  to  m.eet  his  latter  end. 
Angels  around  befriending  virtue's  friend  ; 
Sink^  to  the  grave  with  unperceiv'd  decay, 
Wliile  refignation  gently  flupes  the  way; 
And,  all  hi<  profpedlsbright'ning  to  the  lafl:. 
His  heaven  commences  ere  the  world  be  paft ! 
Sweet  was  the  found,  when,  oft  at  cv'ning's 
dole, 
I'P  yonder  hill  the  village  murmur  rofe  ; 
There,  as  I  pafl  with  carelefs  fteps  and  flow. 
The  mingling  notes  came  foften'd  from  below  ; 
The  fwain  reiponfive  as  the  milk-m.aid  fung, 
The  fober  herd  that  lov/'d  to  meet  tiieir  young. 
The  noify  ge.ej'e  that  gabbled  o'er  the  pool, 
The  playful  children  jufl  let  loofe  from  fchool, 
The  watch  dog's  voice  that  bay'd  the  whifp'ring 

wild, 
And  the  loud  isugh  that  fpoke  the  vacant  miud; 
Tiefe  all  in  fvyeet  confufion  fought  the  fhade. 
And  iill'd  each  paufe  the  nightingale  had  made. 
But  now  the  founds  of  papulation  fail. 
No  cheerful  murmurs  fluduate  in  the  gale, 
No  bufy  fleps  the  graf'^-grcwn  foot-way  tread. 
But  all  the  bloomy  flufh  of  life  is  fled. 
All  but  yon  widow'd,  folitary  thing, 
That  ftcbly  bends  belide  the  plaftiy  fpring; 
She,  wretched  matron,  fore  d,  in  age,  for  bread. 
To  flrip  the  brook  with  mantling  creCTes  fpread, 
To  pick  her  wint'ry  faggot  from  the  thorn. 
To  fcek  her  njohtly  fhed,  and  weep  till  morn  ; 
She  only  left  of  all  the  harmlefs  train. 
The  fad  hiftorian  of  the  penCve  plain,         [fmil'd. 
Near  yonder   copfe     where   once    the  garden 
And  flill  where  many  a  garden  flower  grows  wild ; 
1  here,  where  a  few  tor.i  fiirubs  the  place  difdofe, 
The  village  preacher's  modefl  manfion  rofg. 
A  man  he  was,  to  all  the  country  dear, 
And  paffing  rich  with  forty  pounds  a-year; 
Repote  from  towns  he  ran  his  g'odly  race. 
Nor  e'er  had  chang'd.  nor  wifh'd  to  change  his 

place; 
pfnflcilful  he  to  fawn,  or  feek  for  power. 
By  doiil.rir.es  fafliion'd  to  the  varying  hour; 


Far  other  aims  his  heart  had  learn'd  to  prize, 
More  bent  to  raife  the  wretched  than  to  rife.. 
His  houfe  was  known  to  all  the  vagrant  train. 
He  chid  their  wand'rings,  but  reliev'd  thtir  paia; 
The  long-remcmber'd  beggar  was  his  gucfl, 
Whofe  beard  defccnding  fwcpt  his  aged  breaft; 
The  ruin'd  fpendthrift.  now  no  longer  pniud, 
Claim'd  kindred  there,  and  had  his  claims  ailow'd;. 
The  broken  foldier,  kindly  bid  to  fl:ay. 
Sat  by  hi*  Are,  and  talk'd  the  night  away; 
Wept  o'er  his  wounds,  or,  tales  of  f(Trow  done, 
Shouldcr'd  his  crutch,  and  fhow'd  how  fields  were 
won.  [glow, 

Pleas'd  with  his  gucfls.  the  good  man  learn'd  to 
And  qiutc  forgot  their  vices  in  their  woe; 
Carelefs  thiir  meri's  or  their  faults  to  fcaii, 
His  pity  gave  ere  charity  began. 

Thus  to  relieve  the  wretched  was  his  pride, 
And  even  his  failings  lean'd  to  virtue's  fide; 
But  in  his  duty  prompt  at  every  call. 
He  watch'd  and  wept,  he  pray'd  and  felt  for  all. 
And,  a<  a  bird  eaci'.  fond  endearment  trie's. 
To  tempt  its  ncw-fiedg'd  off-pring  to  the  (kles. 
He  try'd  each  art,  reprov'd  each  dull  delay, 
Allur'd  to  brighter  worlds,  and  led  the  way, 
Befide  the  bed  where  pa:  ting  life  was  laid, 
And  forrow,  guilt,  and  pain,  by  turns  difmay'd. 
The  rev'rend  champion  flood.     At  his  controul 
D^fpair  and  anguifh  fled  the  llruggllng  foul ; 
Comfort  came   down  the    trembling  wretch  t* 

raife. 
And  his  laft  fault'ring  accents  whifpcr'd  pfaifc. 
At  church,  with  meek  and  un3fi"edied  grace. 
His  looks  adorn'd  the  venerable  place; 
Truth  from  his  lips  prevail'd  with  double  fway. 
And  foois,  who  came  to  feoff,  remain'd  to  pray. 
The  fervice  part,  around  the  pious  man, 
With  ready  zeal,  each  honefl  ruftic  ran  ; 
Even  children  foUow'd  with  endearing  wile. 
And  pluck'd  his  gown,  to  Ihare  the  good  manV 

fmile. 
His  ready  fmile  a  parent's  warmth  espreft, 
Their  welfare  pleas'd  him,  and  their  cares  difirefl: ; 
To  them  his  heart,  his  love,  his  griefs  weregiven^ 
But  all  his  ferious  thoughts  had  reft  in  heaven. 
As  fome  tall  cliff  that  lifts  its  awful  form 
Swells  from  the  vale,  and  midway  leaves  the  ftorm. 
Though  round  its  breaft  the  rolling   clouds  are 
Eternal  funfhine  fettles  on  its  head.  [fpread, 

Befide  yi:H  ftraggling  fence  that  flcirts  the  vray. 
With  blcffi.m'd  furze  unprofitably  gay 
There,  in  his  noify  mann<  n.  fkiU'd  to  rule, 
The  village  mafter  taught  his  little  ichool; 
A  man  fcvere  he  was,  and  ftern  to  view, 
I  knew  him  vv'ell.and  every  truant  knew; 
Wtll  had  the  boding  tremblers  learn'd  to  trace 
The  day's  difafters  in  his  morning  face; 
Fulj  well  they  laugh'd  with  coun  erfeited  glee 
At  all  his  jokes,  for  many  a  joke  had  he  ; 
Full  well  the  bufy  whifper  circling  round, 
Convey'd  the  difmal  tidings  when  he  fr  jwn'd ; 
Yet  he  was  kind,  or  if  ievcre  in  aught, 
I  he  love  he  bnre  to  Irarning  was  in  fault; 
The  vil!a:je  all  dec'ar'd  how  much  he  knew  ; 
'  Twai  certain  he  could  write,  and  cyphey  too  j 
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l,anJs  he  could  meafurc,  terms  and  tides  prefage, 
And  even  the  ftory  ran  that  he  could  gn'-^g"^  •         i 
In  arguing  too   the  parfon  own'd  hi-  fkill,  j 

For  even  though  vanquifli'd,  he  could  argue  ftill ;  ' 
"While  words  of  learned  length,  and  thund'iing  | 

found, 
Ama?r'd  the  gazing  ruUics  rang'd  around,  j 

And  ftill  they  gaz'd,  and  flill  the  wonder  grew,     I 
That  one  fmall  head  could  carry  all  he  knew. 

But  paft  is  all  his  fame.     The  very  fpot 
Where  many  a  time  he  triumph'd,  is  forgot, 
l^'car  yonder  thorn,  that  lifts  its  head  on  high, 
Vs'here  once  the  fi^n-poll  caught  the  pafTirg  eye. 
Low  lies  that  houfc  where   nut-brown  draughts 

infpir'd, 
Where  gray-beard  mirth,  and  fmiling  toil  retir'd. 
Where  village   ftatefmen  talk'd   with  looks  pro- 
found, 
And  news  much  older  than  their  ale  went  round. 
Imagination  fondly  ftoops  to  trace 
The  parlour  fplendors  of  that  feftive  place  ; 
The  white-walh'd  wall,  the  nicely  far.ded  floor, 
The  varnifh'd  clock  that  click'd  behind  the  door; 
The  cheft  contriv'd  a  double  debt  to  pay, 
A  bed  by  night,  a  cheu  of  drawers  by  day  ; 
The  pi(flure<  plac'd  for  ornament  aoO  ufe, 
The  twelve  good  rules,  the  royal  game  of  goofe  ; 
The  hearth,  except  when  winter  chill'd  the  day, 
With  afpen  boughs,  and  flowers  and  fennel  gay. 
While  broken  tea-cups,  wifely  kept  for  fhow, 
Rang'd  o'er  the  chim.ney,glillen'd  in  a  row. 

Vain  tranfi;ory  Iplendour  I  could  not  all 
Reprieve  the  tott'ring  raanfion  from  it's  fall ! 
Obfcure  it  fmks,  nor  fnall  it  more  impart 
An  hour's  importance  to  the  poor  man's  heart ; 
Thither  no  more  the  peafant  fnail  repair. 
To  fweet  oblivion  of  his  daily  care ; 
No  more  the  farmer's  new?,  tlie  barber's  tale. 
No  more  the  wood-man's  bathid  (hall  prevail ; 
No  more  the  fmith  his  duiky  brow  Ihall  clear. 
Relax  his  pond'r(.ius  ftrengch,  and  lean  to  hear  ; 
The  hf>ll  himfelf  no  longer  (hall  be  found 
Careful  to  fee  the  mantling  biifs  go  round; 
Nor  the  coy  maid,  half  -willing  to  be  preft, 
Shall  kifs  the  cup  to  pafs  it  tn  the  reft. 

Yes !  let  the  rich  deride,  the  proud  difdain, 
Thcfc  fimple  blelTsngs  of  the  lowly  train, 
To  mc  more  dear,  congeniul  to  my  hrarr. 
One  native  cha'-m,  than  all  the  glofs  of  art ; 
Spontaneous  joys,  where  nature  has  it?  play, 
The  foul  adopts,  and  owns  :heir  firft-born  fway  : 
l^ightly  they  fmlic  o'er  the  vacant  mind, 
tJnenvy'd,  unmclefted  unconfin'd. 
But  the  long  pomp,  the  midnight  mafquerade,   . 
With  all  the  freaks  of  wanton  wealth  array'd, 
In  thefe.  ere  triflers  halt'  their  wifh  obtain, 
The  toiling  pleafure  fickcns  into  pain, 
And,  even  while  fafnion's  brightf  (I  arts  decoy, 
The  heart  diftrufting  aiks,  if  this  be  joy  .' 

Ye  friends  to  truth,  ye  fbatefmen  who  fiirvey 
The  rich  man's  joys  increaf.-,  thcjpoor's  decay, 
' Tis  yours  to  judge,  how  wide  the  limits  ftand 
Between  a  fplendid  and  an  happy  land. 
Froud  fwells  the  tide  with  louds  of  freighted  ore, 
And  fiiouting  foUy  hails  them  ftora  her  (hore ; 
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Hoards,  even  beyond  the  mifer's  wifii  abound, 
And  rich  men  flock  from  all  the  Avorld  around. 
Yet  count  our  gains.      This  wealth  is  but  a  name 
That  leaves  our  ufeful  produd  ftill  the  fame. 
Not  fo  the  !ofs.     The  man  of  wealth  and  pride, 
Takes  up  a  fpace  that  many  poor  fupply'd  ; 
bpace  for  his  lake,  his  park's  extended  bounds. 
Space  for  his  horfes,  equipage  and  bounds; 
The  robe  that  wraps  his  limbs  in  filken  floth, 
Has  rubb"d  the  neighbouring  fields  of  half  their 

growth  ; 
His  feat,  where  folitary  fports  are  feen. 
Indignant  fpurns  the  cottage  from  the  green ; 
Around  the  world  each  needful  product  fiies, 
For  ail  the  luxuries  the  world  fupplies. 
While  thus  the  land  adorn'd  for  pleafure  all 
In  barren  fp'cndour  feebly  waits  the  fall. 

As  fome  fair  female  unadorn'd  and  plain, 
Secure  to  pleafe  wTiile  youth  confirms  her  reign. 
Slights  every  borrow'd  charm  that  drefs  fupplies. 
Nor  ftigres  with  art  the  triumph  of  her  eyes  : 
But  when  thole  charms  are  paft,  for  charms  are 

frail. 
When  time  advances,  and  when  lovers  fail. 
She  then  fhines  forth,  fohcitous  to  blefs. 
In  all  the  glaring  impotence  of  drefs. 
J  bus  fares  the  land,  by  luxury  betray'd, 
In  nature's  fimpleft  charms  at  firft  array'd. 
But  verging  to  decline,  its  fplendours  rife. 
Its  villas  llrike,  its  palaces'furprife; 
Wliile.  fcourg'd  by  famine  from  the  fmiling  land. 
The  mournful  peafant  leads  his  humble  band  ; 
And  while  he  finks,  without  ont  arm  to  favc, 
The  country  bloo'ns — a  garden,  and  a  grave. 

Where  then,  ah  !  where  fnall  poverty  reCde, 
To  'fcape  the  preffure  of  con'iguous  pride  ? 
If  to  fome  con  mon's  fencelefs  limits  flray'd. 
He  drives  his  flnck  tu  pick  the  fcanty  blade, 
rhole  fenccltfs  fields  the  f  ns  of  wealth  divide. 
And  even  the  l^re-worn  conmii-n  is  dcny'd. 

If  to  thr-  city  fj»ed — What  waits  him  there'? 
To  lee  profufiy:!  that  he  muft  not  fliare; 
To  fee  ten  thoufand  baneful  arts  combin'd 
To. pamper  luxury,  and  thin  tiiankind  ; 
To  fee  each  joy  the  fons  of  pleafure  know, 
Extorted  from  his  feliow-creature's  woe. 
Here,  while  the  courtier  glitters  in  brocade. 
There  the  pale  srtift  plies  the  ficKly  trade  ; 
Here,  while  the  proud   their  long-drawn  pomps 

difplay. 
There  the  bUck  gibbet  glooms  befide  the  way. 
I'he   dome    where  pleafure  holds  her  midnight 

reign, 
Here,  richly  deckt,  admits  the  gorgeous  train  ; 
fumultuous  j^ranoeur  crov/ds  the  blazing  fquare, 
I'he  rattling  chariot^  clalh,  the  torches  glare. 
6urc  fctncs  like  thefe  i-.o  troubles  tre  annoy  ! 
Sure  thefe  denote  ore  univcrfal  joy 
Are  thcle  thy  ferious  thoughts — Ah,  turn  thioc 

ey<.s 
Where  the  poor  houfelefs  fliiv'ring  female  lies. 
She  once,  pcrhap*.  in  village  plcn  y  bleft. 
Has  wept  at  tales  of  innocence  diflreft; 
Her  niodeft  looks. the  cofage  might  adorn. 
Sweet  as  the  primrofe  peeps  beaeath  the  thorn; 


Now  loft  to  all;  her  friends,  her  virtue  fled. 
Near  her  betrayer's  tioor  (he  iars  her  heacJ, 
And,  piuch'd  with  cold,  aud  ihrinking  from  the 

fliower. 
With  heavy  heart  derilores'that  lucklefs  hour, 
^^■hen  idly  firft,  ambitious  of  the  town, 
She  left  her  wheel  and  robes  of  country  brown. 

Do  thine,  fwcet    Auburn,  thine,  the  lovcliefl 
Do  thy  fair  tribes  participate  her  pain  ?        [train, 
Even  now,  perhaps,  by  cold  and  huiver  led, 
At  proud  mens  doors  they  afk  a  little  bread  ! 

Ah,  no.      To  did  ant  climes  a  dreary  icenc, 
Where  half  the  convex  world  intrud<^s  between, 
Through  torrid  traces  with  fainting  ftepsthey  go, 
Where  wild  Altama  murmur-,  to  their  woe. 
Far  different  therefrom  all  thaf  charni'd  before, 
The  various  terrors  of  that  horrid  ftiiire  ; 
Thofe  blazing  funs  that  dart  a  downward  ray, 
And  fiercely  fhed  intolerable  day; 
Thofe  matted  woods  where  birds  forget  to  Cng, 
But  filent  bats  in  drowfy  cluifers  cling  ; 
Thofe    pcis'nous    fields    with     rank    luxuriance 

crown'd. 
Where  the  dark  fcorpion  gathers'death  around  ; 
Where  at  each  ftep  the  (Iranger  fears  to  wake 
The  rattling  terrors  of  the  vengeful  fiiake  ; 
Where  crouching  tigers  wait  their  haplefs  prey. 
And  ravage  nicn  more  mu'd'rous  flill  than  they  ; 
■Vyhile  oft  in  whirls  the  mad  tornado  flies, 
Mingling  the  ravag'd  iandfcape  with  the  Ikies. 
Far  different  thefe  from  every  former  fcene. 
The  cooling  brook,  the  graffy  veiled  green, 
The  breezy  covert  of  ilie  warlaling  grove, 
That  only  Ihelter'd  thefts  of  harnilefs  love. 

Good  Heaven!  what  forrows  gloom'd  that  part- 
ing day. 
That  cali'd  them  from  their  native  walks  away; 
When  the  poor  exiles,  every  pleaiure  pail. 
Hung  round  the  bowers,  and  fondly  look  their  laft, 
And  took  a  long  farewell,  and  willi'd  in  vain 
For  feats  like  thefe  beyond  the  weflern  main ; 
And  fhudd'ring  flill  to  face  the  diflaiit  deep, 
Return'd  and  wept,  and  ilill  return'd  to  weep. 
The  good  old  fire,  the  firft  prepa-'d  to  go 
To  new-found  wciids,  -.nd  v/ept  for  other's  woe  ; 
But  for  hinifeli,  i:i  coiifcioiis  virtue  brave, 
He  on!)'  wah'd  for  worlds  beyond  the  grave;. 
His  luvely  daughter,  lovelier  in  her  tears. 
The  fond  companion  of  his  heiplefs  years, 
Silent  went  nes',  negle(!i:ul  of  her  charms, 
And  left  a  lover's  for  a  father's  arms. 
With  louder  plaints  the  mother  fpoke  her  woes, 
And  blefl  the  cot  where  every  plcafure  rofe  ; 
And  kifl  her  thoughtlefs  babes  with  many  a  tear, 
And  clafpt  them  clofe,  in  forrow  doubly  dear  ; 
Whilll  her  fond  hulband  ilrove  to  lend  relief 
In  all  the  filent  manlinefs  of  grief. 

O,  luxury  !  tliou  curll  by  Heaven's  decree. 
How  ill  exchang'd  are  things  lilie  thefe  lor  thee  1 
How  do  thy  potions  with  infidious  joy, 
DLffufe  their  pleafures  only  to  dcilroy  ! 
Kingdoms  by  thee,  to  fickly  greatnefs  grown, 
Boaft  of  a  florid  vigour  not  their  own. 
At  every  draught  more  large  and  large  they  grow, 
A  bloated  mafs  of  rar.kiiawlvldy  vvue ; 
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Till  fapp'd  their  ftrengtii,  and  every  part  unfound, 
Down,  dinvn  they  {ink,  aud  fpread  a  ruin  round. 

Even  now  the  devuflation  is  begun. 
And  half  the  bufincfs  of  dcftrudlion  done  ; 
Even  now,  methiidt's,  as  pond'ring  here  I  Hand, 
I  fee  the  rural  virtues  leave  the  land. 
Down  where  yon  anchoring  veffcl  fpreads  the  fail 
That  idly  waiting  flaps  with  every  gale. 
Downward  they  move,  a  melancholy  band, 
Pafs  from  the  fhore,  and  darken  all  the  ftrand. 
Contented  toil,  and  hofpitable  care, 
And  kind  ci'vnnubial  tendcrnefs,  are  there  ; 
And  piety  with  wifhes  plac'd  above. 
And  Heady  loyalty,  and  faithful  love. 
And  thou,  fweet  poetry,  thou  Icvelieft  maid. 
Still  firft  to  fly  where  fenfual  joys  invade; 
Unfit  in  thefe  degen'rate  times  of  fliame, 
1  o  catch  the  heart,  or  ftrike  for  honeft  fame  ; 
Dear  charming  nymph,  negledled  and  decry'd, 
My  (hame  in  crowds,  my  folitary  pride. 
Thou  fource  of  all  my  blifs.and  all  my  woe. 
That  found'ft  me  poor  at  firft,  and  keep'll  mcfo^ 
Thou  guide,  by  which  the  nobler  arts  excel, 
Thou  nurfc  of  every  virtue,  fare  thee  well. 
Farewell,  and  O  !  where'er  thy  voice  be  try'd. 
On  Torno's  cliffs,  or  Pambamarca's  fide, 
Whether  where  equinoAiai  fervours  glow^ 
Or  winter  wraps  the  polar  world  in  fnow. 
Still  let  thy  voice,  prevailing  over  tin:e, 
Redrefs  the  rigours  of  th'  inclement  clime; 
Aid  flighted  truth,  with  thy  perfuafive  ftrain; 
Teach  erring  man  to  fpurn  the  rage  of  gain  ; 
Teach  him,  that  flates  of  native  flren^th  poffeft, 
Though  very  poor,  may  lliil  be  very  bleft; 
That  trade's  proud  empire  haiies  to  fwift  decay. 
As  ocean  fweeps  the  labour'd  mole  away; 
While  felf-dependent  power  can  time  defy. 
As  rocks  refill  the  billows  and  the  Iky. 

THE  GIFT  TO  IRIS: 

IN   BOW-STREET,  COVENT-GARDE N. 

Sav,  cruel  Iris,  pretty  rake. 

Dear  mercenary  beauty, 
What  annual  off  "ring  fnail  I  make 

Expreffive  of  my  duty  ? 

My  heart,  a  vitftim  to  thine  eyes. 

Should  1  at  once  deliver, 
Say,  would  the  anirry  fair-one  prl/^^ 
•  The  gift,  who  flights  the  giver  i 

A  bill,  a  jewel,  watch,  or  toy, 

My  rivals  t;ive — and  let  'em. 
If  gems,  or  gold,  import  a  joy, 

I'll  give  them — when  I  get  'em. 

I'll  give—but  nor  the  full-blown  rofcj 

Or  rofe-bud  more  in  fafliion  ; 
Such  fhort-liv'd  I'fF'rings  but  difclofe 

A  traulitory  palTioij, 

I'll  give  thee  fomething  yet  unpaid. 

Not  lefs  fincere,  than  civil  ; 
I'll  give  th?e — ah  !   too  charming  trJiic, 

i'U  give  thee— to  the  deviL 
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EPITAPH  ON  DR.  PARNELL. 


This  tomb  infcribcd  to  gentle  Parnell's  name, 
May  fpeak  our  gratitude,  but  not  his  fume. 
What  heart  but  feels  his  fweetly-moral  lay,    ■ 
That  leads   to  truih   through   pleafure's   ilowery 

w  ay  ? 
Cileftial  themes  confefs'd  his  tuneful  aid ; 
And  Heaven,  that  lent  him  geiiiiH.  was  repaid. 
NeeJlels  to  him  the  tribute  we  beftow, 
The  tranfitory  breath  of  fame  below  : 
More  lading  rapture  from  his  wo.  ks  (hall  rife, 
While  converts  thank  their  poet  in  the  fkics. 

EPILOGUE  TO  THE  COMEDY  OF  THE 
SISTERS. 

W'kat  ?  five  long  adls — and  all  to  make  us  wlfer  ! 
Our  authorefs  fare  has  wanted  an  advifer. 
Had  ftie  confuked  me,  Ihe  Ihould  have  made 
Her  moral  play  a  fpeaking  mafquerade  ; 
Warm'd  up  each  buftling  fcene,  and  in  her  ra9:e 
Have  emptied  all  the  green-ioom  on  the  (lage. 
My  life  on't,  this  had  kept  her  play  from  finking; 
Have  pleas'd  our  eyes,  and  I'av'd  the  pain  of  think- 
ing. 
Well,  fmce  Ihe  thus  has  fliown  her  want  of  fkill, 
What  if  I  give  a  mafquerade  ? — I  will. 
But  how  ?    ay,  there's  the   rub  !  [/"^^-fifg] — I've 

got  my  queue : 
The  world's  a  mafquerade  !    the   mafqiiers,  you 
you,  you.  [ To  boxes,  pit,  and  galUry. 

J_,ud  1   what  a  group  the  motley  fccne  difclofes  ! 
Falfe   wits,   falfe   wives,    falfe   virgins,  and  falfe 

fpoufes  ? 
Statefrntn  with  bridles  on;   and,  clofe  befide  'em, 
patriots  in  party  colour'd  fuits  that  ride  'em. 
There  Hebes,  turn'd  of  fifty,  try  once  moie 
To  raife  a  flame  in  Cupids  of  thrcefcore. 
Thefe  in  their  turn,  with  appetites  as  keen, 
Deferting  fifty,  faflen  on  fifteen. 
Mifs,  not  yet  full  fifteen,  with  fire  uncommnn, 
Eiings  down  her  fampler,  and  takes  up  the  woman ; 
The  little  urchin  fmiles,  and  fpreads  her  lure, 
And  tries  to  kill,  ere  fhe's  got  power  to  cure, 
'I'hus  'lis  with  all — their  chief  and  coniiant  care 
Is  to  feem  every  thing — but  v^hat  they  aie. 
Yon  broad,  bold,  angiy  fjiark,  I  fix  my  eye  on, 
Who  feemi.  t'  have  robb'd  his  vizor  fro.m  the  lion  ; 
Who  frowns,  and  talks,  and  fweaps,  with  round 

parade, 
Locking,    as   who    fliould    fay,   dam'me !    who's 
afraid .'  ^Mimicking. 

Strip  hut  this  vizor  off,  and  fure  I  am 
You'll  find  his  lionniip  a  very  lamb. 
Yon  politician,  famous  in  debate. 
Perhaps,  to  vulgar  eyes,  beitrides  the  ftate; 
Yet,  when  he  deigns  his  real  (hupe  t'  affume, 
He  turns  old  woman,  and  beftndes  a  broom. 
Yon  patriot,  too,  who  pr'.ffes  on  yiur  fight. 
And  feems  to  every  gazer  all  in  white. 
If  with  a  bribe  his  caridtur  you  attack,       [black! 
He   bows,  turns   round,   and   whip — th^  man  is 
Yon  critic,  too — but  whither  do  I  run  ? 
If  I  proceed,  our  bard  will  be  undone  ! 


Well  then  a  truce,  fmce  fhe  requefls  it  to» : 
Dj  you  fpare  her,  and  I'll,  f;,r  once,  fpare  you". 

THE  HAUNCH  OF  VENISON. 

A   POETICAL   EPISTLE   TO    LORD    CLARE.       I765. 

Th.\nks,  my  lord,  for  your  venifon,  for  finer  or 

fatter 
Never  raiig'd  in  a  foreft,  or  fmok'd  in  a  platter; 
The  hatmch  was  a  picfiure  for  painters  to  fludy. 
The  fat  was  fo  white,  and  the  lean  was  fo  ruddy; 
I'hough   my  fiomach   was  iliarp,  I   could  fcaicc 

help  regretting 
To  fpoil  fiich  a  delicate  pifture  by  eating; 
I  had  thoughts,  in  my  chambers,  to  place  it  in  viewf. 
To  be  fhown  to  my  friends  as  a  piece  of  virtu; 
As  in  fome  Irifli  h'lufes,  where  things  are  fo  fo, 
One  gammon  of  bacon  hangs  up  for  a  Ihow  : 
But,  for  eating  a  rafiier  of  what  they  take  pride  in. 
They'd  as  foou  think  of  eating  the  pan  it  is  fry'd 

in.  [nouiice»- 

But  hold — let  me   paufe — don't  I  hear  you  pro- 
This  tale  of  the  bacon's-  a  d.imnable  bounce; 
Well,  fuppofe  it  a  bounce — fure  a  poet  may  try. 
By  a  bounce  now  and  then,  to  get  courage  to  £y. 
But,  my  lord,  it's  no  bounce  ;   I  proteif  in  my 

turn. 
It's  a  truth — and  your  lordfliip  may  afli  Mr.  Burn  *. 
I'o  go  on  with  my  tale — as  1  gaz'd  on  the  haunch, 
I  thought  of  a  friend  that  was  trufly  and  flaunch, 
So  I  cut  it,  3t:d  fent  it  to  Reynolds  undreft. 
To  paint  it,  or  eat  it,  jull  as  he  lik'd  beft. 
Of  the  neck  and  the  breafl  I  had  next  to  difpofe  ; 
'Twas  a  neck  and  a  bread;  that  might  rival  Mon- 
roe's : 
But  in  parting  with  thefe  1  was  puzzled  again, 
With  the  how,  and  the  who,  and  the  where,  and 

the  when. 
There's  H— d,and  C— y,  and  H— rth,  and  H— ff, 
I  think  they  love  venifon — I  know  they  love  beef. 
There's  my  countryman  Higgins — Oh  I  let  him 

alone. 
For  makmg  a  blunder,  or  picking  a  bone. 
But  hang  it — to  poets  who  feldom  can  eat, 
Your  very  good  mutton's  a  very  good  treat; 
Such  dainties  to  them  their  health  it  mij^ht  hurt, 
It's  hke    fending  them  rufiles,  when  wanting  a 

f.iirt. 
While  thus  I  debated,  in  reverie  center'd. 
An   acquaintance,  a  friend   as  he  call'd  himfclf, 

enter'd  ; 
An  under  bred,  fine-fpoken  fellow  was  he, 
.■^nd  he  fniil'd  as  he  look'd  at  the  venifon  and  me.' 
"   What  have  we  got  here  ? — why,  this  is  good 

eating  ! 
Vour  own  I  fuppofe — or  is  it  in  waiting  ?" 
"   Why,  whofe    fliould    it   be  ?"  cried    I  with   st, 

flounce, 
"  I  get  thefe  things  often  ;  but  that  was  a  bounce  : 
Some  lords,  my  acquaintance,  that  fettle  the  na* 

tion. 
Are  plcas'd  to  be  kind ;  but  I  hate  oIlcntatioH." 

*  Lcrd  Clare  s  nephew* 
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«'  If  that  be  the  cnfe  then,"  cried  he,  very  gay, 
I'm  glad  I  have  taken  this  houfe  in  my  way. 
To  morrow  you  take  a  poor  dinner  with  me  ; 
Mo  woids— 1  infift.  on't — precifely  at  three  : 
We'll  have  Johnfon,  and  Burke  ;  all  the  wits  will 

be  there ; 
My  acquaintance  is  flight,  or  I'd  alk  my  Lord 

Clare. 
And,  now  that  I  think  on't,  as  I  am  a  finner. 
We  wanted  this  venifon  to  make  out  the  dinner  I 
What  fay  you — a  pafty,  it  (hall  and  it  muft. 
And  my  wife,  little  Kitty,  is  famous  for  cnift. 
Here,  porter— this  venifon  with  me  to  Mile-end  ; 
No   ftirring,    I    beg,   my   dear  friend,   my  dear 

friend'."  [wind, 

Thus  fnatching  his  hat,  he  brufh'd   off  like  the 
And  the  porter  and  eatables  follow'd  behind. 

Left  alone  to  rcflciSt,  having  emptied  my  fhclf, 
And  "  nobody  with  me  at  fea  but  myl'clf  •;" 
Though  1  could  not  help  thinking  my  gentleman 

hafty. 
Yet  Johnfon,  and  Burke,  and  a  good  venifon  pafty, 
Were  things  that  I  never  diflik'd  in  my  life,  [wife. 
Though  clogg'd  with  a  coxcomb,  and  Kitty  his 
So  next  day  in  due  fplendour  to  make  my  approach, 
I  drove  to  his  door  in  my  own  hack\iey  coach. 
When  come  to  the  place  where  we  all  were  to 

dhie 
(  A  chair-lumber'd  clofet  jufl  twelve  feet  by  nine), 
My  friend  bade  me  welcome,  but  ftruck  me  quite 

dumb,  [come ; 

With  tidings  that  Johnfon  and  Burke  would  not 
•'   For  I  knew  it,"  he  cried,  "both  eternally  fail. 
The  one  v/ith   his  fpeeches,  and  t'  other  with 

Thra'.e  5  [ty, 

But  no  matter,  I'll  warrant  v/e'll  make  up  the  par- 
With  two  full  as  clever,  and  ten  times  as  hearty. 
The  one  is  a  Scotfman,  the  other  a  Jew, 
They  both  of  them  merry,  and  authors  like  you  ; 
The  one  writes  the  Snarler,  the  other  the  Scourge; 
Some  thinks  he  writes  Cinna — ^he  owns  to  Pa- 

nurge."  [name, 

While   thus  he   defcribed  them  by  trade  and  by 
They  enter'd,  and  dinner  was  ferv'd  as  they  came. 

At  the  top  a  fried  liver,  and  bacon  were  feen, 
At  the  bottom  was  tripe,  in  a  fv/inging  tureen ; 
At  the  fides  there  was  ipinnnge  and  pudding  made 

hot ; 
Ih  the  middle  a  place  where  the  pafty — was  not. 
Now,  my  lord,  as  for  tripe  it's  my  utter  averfion, 
And  your  bacon  I  hate  like  a  Turk  or  a  Perftan, 
So  there  I  fat  ftuck,  like  a  horfe  in  a  pound. 
While  the  bacon  and  liver  went  merrily  round  : 
But  what  vex'd  me  moft,  was  that  d m'd  Scot- 

tilh  rogue,  [brogue, 

With  his  long-wirided  fpeeches,  his  fmilcs  and  his 
And,  "  rtiadam,"  quoth  he,  "  may  this  bit  be  my 

poifcn, 
A  prettier  dinner  I  never  fet  eyes  on  ; 
Piay  a  flice  ot  your  liver,  though  may  I  be  curft, 
But  I've  eat  of  your  tripe,  till  I'm  ready  toburft." 


*  See  the  letters  that  pajjed  bettvten  his  Royal  Hi^h  ■ 
nefs  Henry  Dull  of  Cumlerhr.d^  and  Lady  Qrofvifior, 


"  The  tripe,"  quoth  the  Jew,  "  with  his  choco- 
late cheek, 
I  could  dine  on  this  tripe  feven  days  in  the  week  : 
I  like  thefe  here  dinners  fo  pretty  and  fmall ;  [all." 
But  your  friend  there,  the  dodlor,  eats  nothing  at 
"  o — Oh  1"  quoth  my  friend,  "  he'll  come  on  in 

a  trice, 
He's  keeping  a  corner  for  fomething  that's  nice  : 
There's  a  pafty" — *'  A  pafty  1"  repeated  the  Jew  5 
I  don't  care,  if  I  keep  a  corner  for't  too."    [Scot^ 
"  What   tiie  de'il,  mon,  a  pafty  !"  re-echo'd  the- 
Though  fplitting,  I'll  ftillkcep  a  corner  for  that." 
*'   We'll  all  keep  a  corner,"  the  Ittdy  cried  out; 
"   We'll  all  keep  a  corner,"  was  echo'd  about. 
While  tluiB  v/e  refolv'd,  and  the  pafty  delay'd. 
With  lo:ks  that  quite  petrified,  einer'd  the  maid: 
A  vifage  fo  fad,  and  fo  pale  wi|^  affright, 
Wak'd  Priam  in  drawing  his  curtains  by  night. 
But  we  quickly  found  out,  for  who  could  miftake 
her  ?  [baker : 

That  (he  came  with  fome  terrible  nevsrs  from  the 
."^nd  fo  it  fell  out,  for  that  negligent  floven 
Had  fhut  out  the  pafty  on  fhuttinghis  oven. 
Sad  Philomel  thus — but  let  limiles  drop — 
And  now  that  1  think  on't,  the  ftory  may  flop- 
To  be  plain,  my  good  lord,  it's  but  labour  mif. 

plac'd, 
To  fend  fuch  good  verfes  to  one  of  your  tafte ; 
You've   got   an   odd  fo.T.ctbing— a  kind  of  dif- 

cerning — 
A  relidi — a  tafte — ficken'd  over  by  learning  ; 
At  Icaft,  it's  your  temper,  as  very  well  known. 
That  you  think  ver)'  flightly  of  all  that's  your  own ; 
So,  perhaps,  in  your  habits  of  tiiinking  aniifs. 
You  may  make  a  mifiake,  and  think  flightly  of 
this. 

FROM  THE  ORATORIO  OF  THE  CAP- 
TIVl  FY. 


The  wretch  condemn'd  with  life  to  part, 

Still,  ftlll  on  hope  relies; 
And  ev'ry  pang  that  rends  the  heart, 

Bids  expcCfation  rife. 

Hope,  like  the  glimoi'ring  taper's  light, 

Adorns  and  cheers  the  way  ; 
And  ftill,  as  darker  grows  the  night. 
Emits  a  brighter  ray. 

•    SONG. 

O  MEMORY  !  thou  fon^  deceiver, 

Still  importunate  and  vain, 
To  former  joys  recurring  ever, 

And  turning  all  the  paft  to  pain  ; 

Thou,  like  the  world,  the  oppreft  oppreflingj 
Thy  fmiles  increafe  the  wretch's  woe ; 

And  he  who  wants  each  other  bleffing, 
In  thee  muft  ever  find  a  foe. 

THE  CLOWN'S  REPLY. 

John  Tott  was  defired  by  tv/o  witty  peer*, 
fo  tell  them  the  realbu  why  affeshad  ears? 
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"  An't  plcafe  you,"  quoch  John,  "  I'm  not  given 

"  to  letters, 
"  Ner  dare  I  pretei»d  to  know  more  than  my  bet- 

"  ters,  [graces, 

"  Howe'er,  from  this  time,  I  fliall  ne'er  fee  your 
"  As  I  hope  to  be  fav'd :  without  thinking  on 

«  affcs." 
Edinburgh,  1753- 

EPITAPH  ON  EDWARD  PURDON  ». 

Here  lies  poor  Ked  Purdon,  from  mifery  freed, 
Who  long  was  a  bookfeller's  hack  ; 
He  led  fuch  a  dalftinablc  life  in  this  world— 
1  don't  think  he'll  willi  to  come  back. 

AN  ELEGY, 

ON  THE   GLORY  OF  HER  SEX.  MRS.  MARY  BLAIZE. 

Good  people  all,  with  one  accord. 

Lament  for  Madam  Blaize, 
Who  never  wanted  a  good  word - 

From  thofe  who  fpoke  her  praife. 
The  needy  feldom  pafs'd  her  door, 

And  always  found  her  kind; 
She  freely  lent  to  all  the  poor — 

Who  left  a  pledge  behind. 
She  ilrove  the  neighbourhood  to  pleafe. 

With  manners  wond'rous  winning ; 
And  never  follov/'d  v^ickcd  ways, 

Unlefs  when  flie  was  finning. 
At  church,  in  Glks  and  fatins  new. 

With  hoop  of  monllrous  fize  ; 
She  never  fluiiibcr'd  in  her  pew— 

But  when  Aie  fhut  her  eyes. 
Her  love  wqs  fought,  1  do  aver, 

By  twenty  beaux  and  more ; 
The  king  hitnfelf  has  follow'd  her — 

When  fhe  has  walk'd  before. 
But  now  her  wealth  and  finery  fled. 

Her  hangers-on  cut  fliort  all; 
The  doiilors  found,  vi'hen  flie  was  dead--^ 

Her  laft  difordcr  mortal. 
Let  us  lament,  in  forrow  fore, 

For  Kenr-ftrcct  v.ell  may  fay. 
That  had  llie  liv'd  a  twelvemonth  more — 

She  had  not  dy'd  to-day. 

RETALIATION  f. 
Of  old,  when  Scarron  his  co-npanionr.  invited, 
Each  gueft   brought  his  difti,  and  the  fcall  was 
united, 

•  This  gentleman  ivas  educated  at  Trinity-Colleire, 
Dublin  ;  but  having  xvajled  his  patrimony,  he  enlijicd 
as  afoot-foldier.  Grotving  tired  if  that  employment,  he 
obtained  his  difcharge,  and  became  a  fcribbler  in  the  neivf- 
papers.   He  tranjlated  Voltaire' s  Henriade. 

f  Fi>Jl  printed  in  1 7 74,  after  the  author  s  death. 
Dr.  Goldjmilh,  and  fume  of  his  friends,  occnftonally  dined 
at  the  St.  "James's  Coffee- Houfe  — -One  day  it  ivas  pro- 
pofed  to  "write  epitaphs  on  him.  His  country,  dialeSl,  and 
pcrfin,furnijhtd fubjeBs  of  •willicifm.  He  ivas  called  on 
for  Retaliaiiojt,  and,  at  the  next  meeting,  produced  the 
follouuing  poem. 


.  If  our  *  landlord  fuppliesus  with  beef  and  with  fifli, 
Let  each   gueft.  bring  himfelf,  and  he  brings  the 

beft  difh  : 
Our  f  dean  (hall  be  venifon,  juft  frefli  from  the 

plains;  [brains; 

Our  ^  Burke  fliall  be  tongue,  with  a  garnifli  of 
Our  jj  Will  fliall  be  wild  fowl,  of  excellent  flavour,- 
And  ^  Dick  with  his  pepper  fliall  heighten  their 

favour  : 
Our  •*  Cumberland's  fwectbread  its  place  fliall  ob- 
tain, 
And  If  Douglas  is  pudding,  fubflantial  and  plain  : 
Our  It  Garrick's  a  faliad  ;    for  in  him  we  fee 
Oil,  vinegar,  fugar,  andfalrncfs  agree  : 
To  make  out  the  dinner,  full  certain  I  am, 
That    Ijll  Ridge  is  anchovy,   and   ^j  Reynolds  is 

iamb ; 
That  f  ^  Hickey's  a  capon,  and,  by  the  fame  rule. 
Magnanimous  Goldfmith  a  goofberry  fool. 
At  a  diniier  fo  various,  at  fuch  a  repaft. 
Who'd  not  be  a  glutton,  and  flick  to  the  laft  ? 
Here,  waiter,  more  wine,  let  me  fit  while  I'm. 

able. 
Till  all  my  companions  fink  under  the  tabic ; 
Than,  with  chaos  a:id  blunders  encircling  my  head, 
Let  me  ponder,  and  tell  what  1  think  of  the  dead. 

Here  lits  the  good  dean,  re-united  to  earth, 
V/ho  mist  reafon  with  pleafure,  and  wifdom  with 

mirth  : 
If  he  had  any  faults,  he  has  left  us  in  doubt, 
At  leaft,  in  fix  weeks,  I  could  not  find  'em  out ; 
Yet  fome  have  declar'd,  and  it  can't  be  denied  'cm. 
That  fly. boots  was  curfeJly  cunning  to  hide  'em.   , 
Here  lies  our  good  Edmund,  vvhofe  genius  was 

fuch. 
We  fcarcely  can  praife  it,  or  blame  it  too  much  ; 
Who,  born  for  the  univerfe,  narrow'd  his  mind, 
And  to  party  gave  up  what  was  meant  for  mankind. 
Though  fraught  with   all  learning,  yet   ftrainlng 

his  throat. 
To  perfuade  **  *  Tommy  Townfliend  to  lend  him 

a  vote ; 

*  The  mafler  of  the  St.  Jameses  Coffee  Houfc,ivhere 
the  DoBor,  and  the  friends  he  has  charaSierifed  in  this 
pccm,  occafionally  dined. 

f  DoBor  Barnard,  Dean  of  Derry  in  Ireland. 
\  Mr .  Edmund  Burhe. 

II  Mr.  William  Burke,  late  fecretary  to  General- 
Coinvdy,  and  member  for  Bcdivin. 

§  Mr.  Richard  Burke,  colURor  for  Granadj. 

*  '  Mr.  Richard  Cumberland,  author  of  the  IVefl-In- 
dian,  Fafoionable  Loiier,  the  Brothers,  and  other  drama- 
tic pieces. 

\\  DoBor  Douglas,  canon  of  Windfor,  an  ingenious 
Scots  gentleman,  tvho  has  no  lefs  diflinguifbed  himfelf  at 
a  citizen  of  the  world,  than  a  found  critic,  in  deteBing 
Jevcral  literary  miflahes  {or  rather  forgeries)  of  his 
countrymen  ;  particularly  Lauder  on  Millon,  and  BoiU' 
er's  Hijlory  ff  the  Fopes. 

\\  David  Garrick,  Efq- 

11 II  Gounfellor  John  Ridge,  a  gentleman  belonging  ia 
the  Irifi  bar. 

§5  Sir  Jofjua  Reynolds. 

^^  An  eminent  attorney. 

"**  Mr.  T.  Tewijiend,  member  for  IVHtehurch. 
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Who,  too  deep  for  his  hearers,  ftill  went  on  refin- 
ing. 
And  thought  of  convincing,  while  they  thought 

of  dining ; 
Though  equal  to  all  things,  for  all  things  unfit, 
Too  nice  for  a  ftatefman,  too  proud  for  a  wit ; 
For  a  patriot  too  cool;  for^a  drudge,  difobedient; 
And  too  fond  of  the  right  to  purfue  the  expedient. 
In  {hort,  'twas  his  fate,  unemploy'd,  or  in  place,  fir, 
To  eat  mutton  cold,  and  cut  blocks  with  a  razor. 
Here  lies  honeft  William,  whofe  heart  was  a' 
mint, 
While  the  owner  ne'er  knew  half  the  good  that 

was  in't ; 
The  pupil  of  inipulfe,  it  forc'd  him  along, 
His  condutS  ftill  right,  with  his  argument  wrong; 
Stiii  aiming  at  honour,  yet  fearing  to  roam, 
The  c:?achnian  was  tipfy,  the  chariot  drove  home; 
W.  uld  vou  aflc  for  his  merits?  alas  !  he  had  none; 
What  was  good  was  fpontaneous,  his  faults  were 
his  own. 
Here   lies  honeft  Richard,  whofe  fate    I  muft 
figli  at 
Alas,  that  luch  frolic  (hoiild  now  be  fo  quiet!     . 
What   pirits  were  his'  what  wit  and  what  whim' 
"*  Now  breaking  a  jtft,  and  n  iw  breaking  a  limb  ' 
Now  wra -ogling  and  grunibluig  to  keep  up  the 
•       .    ball; 

Now  teazing  and  vexing,  yet  laughing  at  all'. 
In  fhon.  To  pr^ovoking  a  d.'vil  was  Dick,      [nick  ■ 
Tha'  we  wifh'd  hi,-vi   full  tt-n  times  a  day  at  old 
3But,  mifilng  his  mirth  and  agreeable  vein, 
As  citcii  vie  wifti'd  to  have  Dick  bark  again- 

He:e  Cumherla-id  lie;;,  having  aded  his  parts. 
The  Terence  of  England,  the  mender  of  hearts; 
A  flabtering  painter,  who  made  it  his  care 
To  draw  men  as  they  ought  to  he,  not  as  they  are 
Hi'  gallants  are  all  faul'lcls  hi>  vi.omen  divine, 
Atid  comedy  wi^miers  at  being  fo  fine; 
£.ike  a  tragedy  queen  he  has  dizen'u  her  nut, 
Or  rather  like  tratfe'iy  giving  a  rout. 
His  fo  4s  have  their  follicslo  loft  in  a  ciowd 
Of  virtues  and  feelings,  t*  at  folly  grows  >roiid, 
i^nd  coxcombs  alike  in  their  failing*  a'oiic. 
Adopting  his  portraits  are  pieas'd  with  their  own 
Say    where  has  our  poet  thi^  malady  caught? 
Or,  wherefore  his  chara(5lers  thus  without  fault  ? 
Say,  was  it  that  vainly  diredting  liis  view 
To  fit:d  out  nie/>'s  vi'tues,  and  finding  them  few, 
Qnite  fick  of  purfning  each  troublefome  elf. 
He  grew  Uzy  at  laft,  and  drew  ft'  m  himCelf  ? 
Here  Douglas  retires  from  his  toils  to  relax, 
The  fcourge  '.f  impoftors,  the  terror  of  quacks  : 
Come,  ail  ye  quack  bards,  and  ye  quacking  di- 
vines, 
Come,  and  dance  on  the  fpot  where  your  tyrant 

reclines: 
When  fatire  and  cenfure  encircled  his  throne, 
I  fcar'd  for  your  fafety,  1  fear'd  for  my  own  ; 


*  ]Mr.  Richard  Butke.  'Vhis  gintleman  Laving 
Jiightly  fruBurid  one  of  his  arms  and  legs,  at  dijfcfent 
times  the  doSior  has  rallied  him' on  ihoji:  accidents .  as  a 
kind  of  retributi'vc  jujiice  Jot  breaking  hiajejis  upan  other 
people^ 

Vol.  X. 


But  now  he  is  gone,  and  we  want  a  deteiftor, 
Our  *  Dodds  fhall  be  pious,  our  f  Kenricks  fliall 

lc(Sure; 
\  Macphcrfon  write  bombaft,  and  call  it  a  ftyle, 
Our  1  ownftiend  make  fpeechcs,  and  1  (hall  com- 
pile;. •  [over, 
New  Landers  and  Bowers  the  Tweed  fliall  crofs 
No  coinitryman  living  their  trick;  to  difcover; 
Detetftion  her  taper  (hall  quench  to  a  fpark. 
And  Scotchman  meet  Scotchman  and  che^t  in  the 

dark. 
Here  lies  David  Garrick,  defcrlbe  me  who  can, 
An  abridgment  <;f  all  that  was  plfafant  in  man ; 
As  an  atSor    confcft  without  rival  to  ftiine  ; 
As  a  wit.  if  not  firft,  in  the  very  firft  line  : 
Yet,  with  talents  like  thefe,  and  an  excellent  heart, 
The  man  had  his  failings,  a  dupe  to  his  art. 
Like  an  ill  judging  beauty,  his  colours  he  fpread. 
And  beplaller'd  with  rouge,  his  own  natural  red. 
On  the  ft?.ge  he  was  natural,  fimple,  affeding; 
"I'was  only  that,  when  he  was  off.  he  was  adting. 
With  no  reafon  i:n  earth  ti)  go  out  of  ins  way. 
He  lurn'd  and  he  varied  full  ten  tines  a  day  : 
i  hough  fecure  of  our  hearts,  yet  confoundedly  fick, 
If  they  were  not  hi',  own  by  fineffing  and  ti  ick  : 
He  caft  off  his  friends,  as  a  huntfnian  his  pack, 
For  he  knew  when  he  pleas'd  he  could  v.hiftle 

t'nem  back. 
Of  praile  a  mere  glutton,  he  fwallow'd  w'.at  came, 
And  the  puff  of  a  dunce,  he  miilook  it  for  fame; 
•  "ill  his  relidi  grown  callous,  almoft  to  dileafe, 
Who  pepper'd  the  highelb,  was  fureft  to  pleafe. 
But  let  us  be  candid,  and  Ipeak  i.ut  our  mind. 
If  dunces  applauded,  he  paid  them  in  kind 
Ye   Kenricks,  ye   |j   Kellys,  ana  §   Woodfalls  fa 

grave,  [you  gave  ? 

What  a  commerce  was  yours,  while  you  got  and 
How  did  Grub  ftreet  re-echo  the  ftiouts  that  you 

rais'd,  [prais'd  ? 

While  he   was   be-Rofcius'd,  and  you  v.cre  be- 
But  peace  to  his  f'pirit,  wherever  it  fli-s, 
I'o  ad  as  an  angel,  and  mix  with  the  flcies  : 
I'bofc  pr.ets,  who  owe  their  heft  tame  to  his  flcill, 
.Shall  Itill  be  his  flatterers,  go  where  he  will. 
Old  Shakl'peate,  recerve  him,  with  praifi  and  with 

love, 
.And  Beaunionts  and  Bens  be  his  Kellys  above. 
Here  Hickey  reclines,  a  mo  ■.  blunt,  pleafant 

creature, 
Atid.flander  itlelf  muft  allow  him  good-nature  : 
He  cher.fh'd  hio  friend,  and  he  relilh'd  a  bumper; 
Vet  one  fault  he  had,  and  tha:  one  was  a  thumper* 
Perhaps  you  may  uflc  if  the  man  was  a  miler  ; 
I  anfwer,  no,  no,  tor  he  always  was  wifcr  : 


*    The  Re-v.  Dr.  Dodds. 

f  /)r   Kcmici,  -who  read leBin e-  at  the  Devil ta-verttf  ■ 
under  the  title  of  '•  The  Schodl  of  Shulifpeare  " 

\  James  Macbhcrfon  Ejq  ,  tvho  late.'y ,  from  the 
mere  force  of  Lis  ftyle,  zurote  dwuin  tbefirfl  foet  of  dXt 
aiit.qu'ty. 

|{  Mr.  Hugh  Kelly,  author  of  Falfe  Delicacy,  IVari 
to  tU  Wife.  L,lementi„a,  School  for  tVives.  Isfc-  ISc 

§  iiV.  IVilliam  Wood/alt,  printer  of  the  M«rntng 
Chronicle, 
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Too  courteous,  perhaps,  or  obligingly  flat  ? 
His  very  worft  foe  can't  accufe  him  of  that  : 
Perhaps  he  confided  in  men  as  they  go, 
Andfo  was  too  foolifhly  honeft  ?  ah  no  ! 
Then  what  was  his  failing  ?   come  tell  it,  and 

burn  ye, — 
He  was,  could  he  help  it?  a  fpecial  attorney. 
■    Here  Reynolds  is  laid,  and,  to  tell  you  ray  mind, 
He  has  not  left  a  wifer  or  better  behind ; 
His  pencil  was  ftriking,  refiftlefs  and  grand  ; 
His  manners  were  gentle,  comflyiiig  and  bland  ; 
Still  born  to  improve  us  in  every  part. 
His  pencil  our  fates,  his  manners  our  heart  i 
To  coxcombs  avme,  yet  niofl  civilly  fleering, 
When  they  judg  d  without  flcill  he  was  ftill  hard 

of  hearing  :  [fti'ff> 

When  they  talk  d  of  their  Raphaels,  C'-rregios  ar^d 
Jle  iliifredhis  *  trumpet,  and  only  took  fuufF. 


POSTSCRIPT. 


■  After  the  fourth  edition  of  this  paem  was 
printed,  thepublifher  received  the  following  epi- 
taph on  |-  Mr.  Whitefoord,  from  a  friend  of  Gcid- 
Imith's. 

Here  Whifefoord  reclines,  and  deny  it  who  can. 
Though  he  merrily  liv.-'d,  he  is  now  a  \  grave  man : 
Rare  compound  of  oddiry,  frolic  and  fun  ! 
"VVho  relilh'd  a  joke,  anil  rtjoicM  in  a  pun  ; 
'\Vhcfe  temper  was  gendrous,  open, Sincere; 
A  ftranger  to  flatt'ry.  a  llranger  to  fear ; 
"Who  fcatter'd  around  wit  and  humour  at  will ;   . 
W'hofe  daily  ions  mots  half  a  column  might  fill : 
A  Scotchman ,  from  pride  and  from  prejudice  free ; 
A  fcholar,  yet  furely  no  pedant  was  he. 

What  p/ty,alns  I   tliat  fo  lib'ral  a  mind 
Should  fo  long  be  to  newfpaper  efiays  confin'd! 
"Who  perhaps  to  the  fumniit  of  fcience  could  foar, 
"Yet  content  "  if  the  table  he  fet  in  a  roar  ;" 
"WJiofe  talent'  to  fill  any  ftation  was  fit. 
Yet  happy  if  Woodfall  |j  confef>'d  him  a  wit. 

Ye  newfpaper  witlings !  ye  pert  fcribblingfolksl 
\V]^()  copied  his  fquibs,  and  re-echoed  his  jokes  ; 
Ye  tame  imitators,  ye  fervile  herd,  come, 
Still  follow  your  maflcr,  and  vifit  his  tomb  : 
To  deck  it,  bring  with  you  felfoons  of  the  vine, 
And  copifiUs  libations  beftow  on  his  (brine; 
Then  ftrew  all  around  it  (you  can  do  no  lefs) 
5    Crcfs-reaJ.'ngt,  [bip  netvs,  and  nuP.aics  of  the  prsfs. 

Meiry  Whittloord,  farewell;    for   thy  lake   I 

admit  [wit  : 

That  a  Scot -may  have  humour,  I  had  almoll  faid 


*  Sir  "jcjhtia  Reynolds  is  fo  remarLably  deaf  a:  to  he 
vndcr  the  necrjfit-j  of  "fmg  an  ear-trumpet  in  company. 

f  Mr.  Caleb  IVhitcfoord,  author  of  many  humorous 
ejays. 

I  J\/Tr.  W.  icas  fo  notorious  'apunfer,  that  Gold' 
fmith  ufed  to  fay  it  was  impoffible  to  keep  him  company, 
•without  being  ivfSicd  tvith  the  itch  of  punn'tnjr. 

(I  Mr.  H.  S.  Wcodf all,  printer  of  the  Public  Ad- 
•beriifer. 

§  Mr.  Whitefoord  has  frequently  indulged  the  toivn 
ttith  humoTOUi  pieces  under  ihojc  titles  in. the  Public  AJ- 
vertifer. 


This  debt  to  thy  memory  I  cannot  refufe, 
"  Thou  beft  humour'd  man  with  the  worftr  hti* 
"  mour'd  njufe." 

SONG.  ^      .      ' 

Intended  to  have  been  Sung  in  the  Comedy  of  •'  She 

Stoops  to  Conquer y 

Ah,  me  !  when  fhall  I  marry  me  ? 

Lovers  are  plenty  ;  but  fail  to  relieve  mc. 

He.  fond  youth,  that  could  carry  mc. 

Offers  to  love,  b-ut  means  to  deceive  mc. 

But  I  will  rally  and  combat  the  ruiner  : 

Not  a  look,  not  a  fniiie  fhall  my  paiBon  difcover. 

She  I  hat  gives  all  to  the  falfe  one  purfuing  her, 

Makes  bat  a  jppoitcnt,  and  lofesa  lover. 

PROLOGUE  TO  ZOBEIDE  : 

A  TRAGEDT. 

WRITTEN    Br  JOSEPH  CRAnOCK,    ESCJ.. 

ASled  at  the  Theatre -Royah  Covent -Garden,  !'/%• 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  QUJCK. 

Tn  thefe  bold  times,  when  learning's  fons  expicrs 
The  diftant  climates,  and  the  favagc  ihore; 
When  wife  aflronomcrs  to  India  fteer, 
And  quit  for  Venus  many  a  brighter  here  ; 
While  botanifts,  all  cold  to  fmiles  and  dimpling, 
Forfake  the  fair,  and  patiently — go  fimpling. 
Our  bard  into  the  general  fpirit  enters, 
And  fits  his  little  frigate  for  adventures. 
With  Scythian  lores,  and  trinkets  deeply  laden, 
He  this  way  fteershiscourfe,  in  hopes  of  trading—* 
Yet  ere  he  lands  he  'as  order'd  me  before, 
To  make  an  obfervation  on  the  fliore. 
Where  are  we  driven  ?  our  reckoning  fure  is  loft! 
This  fcems  a  rocky  and  a  dangerous  coafl. 
Lord,  what  a  fultry  climate  am  I  under  I 
Yon  ill-foreboding  cloud  feems  big  with  thunder: 

{^Upper  gallery.) 
There  mangroves  fpread,  and  larger  than  I've 

fcen  'em —  i^'t-} 

Here  trees  of  flately  fize — and  billing  turtles  in 

'em—  (^Balconies.). 

Here  ill  conditioned  oranges  abound —      (Stage.) 
And  apples,  bitter  apples  ftrew  the  ground  : 

\ftafing  tbem. 
The  inhabitants  are  cannibals  I  fear  : 
1  heard  a  hifiing — there  are  ferpents  here  ! 
O,  there  the  people  are — beft  keep  my  diftance ; 
Our  captain  (gentle  natives)  craves  affiftance  ; 
Our    fliip's  well  -ftor'd— in  yonder  creek  we've 

laid  her, 
His  honour  is  no  mercenary  trader. 
This  is  his  firft  adventure,  lend  him  aid. 
And  we  may  chance  to  drive  a  thriving  trade. 
His   go«»ds,   he    hopes,   are   prime,  and  brought 

from  far, 
Equally  fit  for  gallantry  ^d  war. 
What,  no  reply  to  promifes  fo  ample? 
■^—Vd  bcft  ftep  back — and  order  up  a  fample- 


P    O    E    M    S. 


*1"C 


EPILOGUE, 


ST'OKEN   BV   MR.  LEE   LEWES, 
Ia  the  CbaraSier  of  Harlequin,  at  Lis  Benefit. 

Hold  !    Prompter,   hold  !  a  word   before   your 

nonfenfe ; 
I'd  fpeak  a  word  or  two,  to  eafe  my  confcience. 
-My  pride  forbids  ir  ever  (hould  be  faid, 
My  heels  eclips'd  the  honours  of  my  head; 
That  I  found  humour  in  a  pyeball  veft. 
Or  ever  thought  that  jumping  was  a  jeft. 

\Takes  offhis  majk. 
Whence,  and  what  art  thou,  vifionary  birth  ? 
l^ature  difowns,  and  reafon  fcorjis  thy  mirth, 
In  thy  black  afptift  every-  paflinn  flceps, 
,The  joy  that  dimple-,  and  the  woe  that  weeps. 
■How  haft  thou  fill'd  the  fcene  with  all  thy  brood. 
Of  fools  purfuing,  and  of  fools  purfu'd  ! 
Whofe  inns  and  out^  no  ray  of  fenfc  difclofes, 
Whofe  only  plot  it  is  to  break  our  iiofes; 
Whilfl  from  below  the  trap-door  demons  rife, 
And  from  above  the  dangling  deities  ; 
And  ihall  I  mix  in  this  unh;;liow'd  crew  ? 
■  May  rofin'd  lightning  blaft  me,  if  I  do  ! 
N') — 1  will  acSt,  I'll  vindicate  the  ftage: 
.Shakfpeare  fliall  feel  my  tragic  rage. 
Off!  ofl"!  vile  trappings!  a  new  paflion  reigns  ! 
The  madd'ning  monarch  revels  in  my  veins. 
Oh!  for  a  Richard's  voice  to  catch  the  theme  : 
Give  me  another  horfe  !  bind  up  my  wounds! — 

foft: — 'twas  but  a  dream.  [treating: 

Aye,  'twas  but  a  dream,  for  now  there's  no  re- 
If  I  ceafe  Harlequin,  [  ceafe  from  eating. 
'Twas  thu«  that  ^fop's  flag,  a  creature  blamelefs. 
Yet  fomething  vain,  like  one  that  Ihall  be  namelefs, 
Once  on  the  margin  of  a  fountain  flood, 
And  cavill'd  at  his  image  in  the  flood. 
"  The  deuce  confound,"  he  cries,  "  thefe  drum- 

''  flick  (hanks, 
"  They  never  have  my  gratitude  nor  thanks ; 
"They're  perfc(flly  dii'graceful !  flrike  me  dead  I 
"  But  for  a  head,  yes,  yes,  I  have  a  head. 
"   How  piercing  is  that  eye  '.  how  fleck  that  brow  ! 
"  My  horns  I  I'm  told  horns  are  the  fafliion  now." 
Whilft  thus  he  fpoke,  afloniih'd  I  to  his  view. 
Near,  and  more  near,  the  hounds  and  huntfmen 

drew.  [behind. 

Hoicks  I   hark    forward !  came  thundering   from 
He  bounds  aloft,  outftrips  the  fleeting  wind  : 
He  quits  the  woods,  and  tries  the  beaten  ways ; 
He  ftarts,-he  pants,  he  takes  the  circling  maze. 
At  length  his  fijiy  head,  fo  priz'd  before, 
Is  taught  h,s  former  folly  to  deplore  ; 
Whilft  his  flrong  limbs  confpire  to  fet  him  free, 
And  at  one  bound  he  faves  himfelf,  like  me. 

\_'Taking  a  jump  through  the Ji age  door. 

THE    LOGICIANS   REFUTED. 

IN   IMITATION   OF    DEAN   SWIFT   *. 

Logicians  have  but  ill  defiu'd 
As  rational  the  human  mind  ; 

this  Imitation  having   originally  Itin  aJopfed  by 
^r.  laulifier,  as  a  genuine  ponn  b^  Sivi/t,  it  Las  bun 


Reafon,  they  fay.  belongs  to  man, 

But  let  them  prove  it  if  th^y  can. 

Wife  Ariftotle  and  Smiglefiua, 

By  Ratiocinations  fpecious. 

Have  flrove  to  prove  with  great  precilion. 

With  defini'ion  and  divilion,  ' 

Homo  ejl  rat  tone  preditum  ; 

But  for  my  foul  I  cannot  credit  'em. 

And  mufl  in  fpite  of  them  maintain, 

That  man  and  all  his  way.s  are  vain  ; 

And  that  this  boafted  lord  of  nature. 

Is  both  a  weak  and  erring  creature. 

That  inftindl  is  a  fiirer  guide. 

Than  reafon-boafting  mortals  pride; 

And  that  brute  beads  are  far  before  'eni, 

Dens  cjl  anima  hrutorum 

Whoever  knew  an  honeft  brute,  , 

At  law  his  neighbour  profecute. 

Bring  aflion  for  aflault  and  battery. 

Or  friend  beguile  vvith  lies  and  flattery. 

O'er  plains  they  ramble  unconfin'd, 

N'j  politics  difturb  their  mind; 

They  eat  their  meals,  and  take  their  fport, 

Nor  know  who's  in  or  out  at  Court ; 

They  never  to  the  levee  go 

To  treat  as  deareft  friend  a  foe ; 

They  never  importune  his  grace, 

Nor  ever  cringe  to  men  in  place; 

Nor  undertake  a  dirty  job, 

Nor  draw  the  quill  to  write  for  Bob, 

Fraught  with  invedive  they  ne'er  go 

To  folks  at  Pater-nofter  Row  : 

No  judges,  fidlers,  dancing-mafters, 

No  pick-pockets,  or  poetafters. 

Are  known  to  honeft  quadrupeds, 

No  fingle  brute  his  fellows  leads. 

Brutes  never  meet  in  bloody  fray. 

Nor  cut  each  others  throat  for  pay. 

Of  bcafts,  it  is  confefs'd,  the  ape  - 

Comes  neareft  us  in  human  ftiape, 

Like  man  he  imitates  each  fafliion. 

And  malice  is  his  ruling  paflion  : 

But  both  in  malice  and  grimaces 

A  courtier  any  ape  furpafles. 

Behold  him  humbly  cringing  wait 

Upon  the  minifter  of  ftate  : 

View  him  foon  after  to  inferiors 

Aping  the  conducfl  of  fuperiors  : 

He  promifes  with  equal  air. 

And  to  perforna  takes  equal  care. 

He  in  his  turn  finds  imitators. 

At  court   the  porter.',  lacquies,  waiters, 

Their  mafter's  manners  ftill  contracS:, 

And  footmen,  lords,  and  dukes,  can  aifl. 

Thus  at  the  court,  both  great  and  fmall, 

Behave  alike,  for  all  ape  all. 

STANZAS 

ON  THE  TAKING  OF  QUEBEC. 

Amidst  the  clamour  of  exulting  joys, 

Which  triumph  forces  from  the  patriot  hearty 

reprinted  in  every  fubfequent  edition  of  the  Dean  s 
Poems  ;  and  ivas  not  di/'covered  till  it  was  too  latt  to 
take  it  \iut  of  the  frefent  edition, 

SOij 
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THE   WORKS   OF   GOLDSMltH. 


Grief  dares  to  mingle  her  foul-pierctng  voice, 
i_    And  quells  the  raptures  which  from  pleafures 
flart. 

O  Wolfe,  to  thee  a  ftreaming  flood  of  woe 

Sighing  we  pay,  and  think  e'en  conqueft  dear! 

Quebec  in  vain  ftiall  teach  our  breaft  to  glow, 
Whilft  thy  fad  fate  extorts  the  heart-wrung 
tear. 

Alive  the  foe  thy  dreadful  vigour  fled, 

And  faw  thee  fall  with  ji>y-pronouncing  eyes: 

Yet  they  fhall  know  thou  conquereft,  though  dead ! 
£ince  from  thy  tomb  a  thoufand  heroes  rife. 

ON  A  BEAUTIFUL  YOUTH  STRUCK 
BLIND  BY  LIGHTNING. 

IMITATED   FROM  THE  SPANISH. 

St7RE  'twas  by  Providence  deCgn'd,  , 

Rather  in  pity  than  in  hate, 
That  he  fliould  be  like  Cupid  blind. 

To  fave  him  from  NarcilTus'  fate, 

A  SONNET. 

Weeping,  murmuring,  complaining, 

Loft,  to  every  gay  delight ; 
Myra,  too  fincere  for  feigning. 

Fears  th'  approaching  bridal  night. 

Yet  why  impair  thy  bright  perfedtion? 

Or  dim  thy  beauty  with  a  tear  ? 
Had  Myra  foUow'd  my  diredion. 

She  long  had  wanted  caufe  of  feat. 


JUPITER  AND  MERCURY. 

A  TABLE. 

( Written  fame  time  after  Gtldfmitb^s  Poem  of  Re* 
taliailon.J 

BT  DAVID  OARRICK,  ESq. 

Here  Hermes,  fays  Jove,  who  with  neAar  vras 

mellow,  / 

Go  fetch  me  fome  clay,  I'll  make  an  odd  fellow. 
Right  and  wrong  fhall  be  jumbled,  much  gold  and 

fome  drofs,  [crofs. 

Without  caufe  be  he  pleas'd,  without  caufe  be  he 
Be  fure  as  I  work  to  throw  in  contradifiions, 
A  great  love  of  truth,  with  a  mind  turn'd  to  fic- 
tions; [baking, 
Now  mix  thefe  ingredients,  which,  warm'd  in  the 
Turn  to  learning  and  gaming,  religion  and  raking. 
With  the  love  of  a  wench,  let  his  writings  be 

chafte,  [fine  tafte; 

Tip  his  tongue  with  flrange  matter,  his  pen  with 
That  the  rake  and  the  poet  o'er  all  may  prevail. 
Set  fire  to  the  head,  and  fet  fire  to  the  tail. 
For  the  joy  of  each  fex  on  the  world  I'll  beftow  it. 
This  fcholar,  rake,  Chriftian,  dupe,  gamefler,  and 

poet.  [fame. 

Though  a  mixture  fo  odd,  he  fhall  merit  great 
And  amongft  other  mortals  be  Goldsmith  his 

name.  [appear, 

When  on  earth  this  ftrange  meteor  no  more  Ihall 
You,  Hermes,  (hail  fetch  him  to  make  us  fporC 

here. 


THE 


POETICAL   WORKS 


O  F- 


PAUL  WHITEHEAD,  ESQ^ 


Containing 


tjakkers,  ]|  honour, 

the  ctmnasiad,  ii  the  state  dunces, 


l^e.  l:fe.  \^e. 
To  which  is  prefixed, 

THE    LIFE    OF    THE    AUTHOR. 


Pope  writes  unhurt— but  know,  'tis  diff'rent  quite, 
To  beard  the  lion,  and  to  crufli  the  mite. 
Safe  may  he  dafii  the  ftatefman  in  each  line ; 
There  dread  his  fatire,  who  dare  punifli  mine  I 

Manness. 


ED INB  UR  GHs 

I^JNTED  BY  MUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLO^ 
Anno  J79.4» 


THE  LIFE  OF  P.  WHITEHEAD. 


jr  AUL  Whitehead  was  the  youngeft  fon  of  Mr.  Edmund  Whitehead,  a  tradefman,  faid  to  have 
been  a  tailor  in  Caftle-Vard,  Holborn ;  and  was  born  in  1710,  on  ijc.  Paul's-  day,  from  which 
circumftance  he  obtained  his  Chriftian  name. 

He  received  his  education  from  a  clergyman,  at  Hitchin,  in  Bedfordshire.  Being  intended  for 
trade,  he  was'  placed  an  apprentice  to  a  mercer  in  London  ;  but,  difliking  his  fituation,  he  foon 
quitted  it,  and  entered  hirafelf  of  the  Temple,  in  order  to  (tudy  the  law.  ' 

During  his  apprenticelhip,  he  contraAed  an  intimacy  with  Mr.  Lowth,  his  fellow  apprentice,  the 
friend  and  executor  of  the  celebrated  tragedian  Quin,  through  whom,  he  became  acquainted 
with  Mr.  Fleetwood,  the  manager  of  Drury-Lane  Theatre,  an  acquaintance  which  proved  fatal  to 
his  affairs  -in  the  early  part  of  his  life.  • 

Mr.  Fleetwood,  it  feems,  had  influence  enough  over  hini  to  prevail  upon  him  to  enter  into  a  joint 
fecurity  with  him  for  the  payment  of  three  thoufand  pounds;  "  not,  fays  Fleetwood,  "  that  the 
obligation  will  be  binding  upon  you  at  all  ;  but  another  name  is  wanting  as  a  matter  of  courfe." 

Mr.  Fleetwood's  failure  to  difcharge  the  obligation,  fubjecfted  Whitehead  to  the  penalty  of  the 
bond  ;  and  he  was  accordingly  arrefted  and  confined  for  feveral  years  within  the  walls  of  the  Fleet: 
prifon. 

Some  years  before,  he  had  diftinguiihed  himfelf  in  the  career  of  politics  and-  poetry,  by  his  conver- 
fation  and  writings.  It  was  principally  to  Whitehead,  in  conjundtion  with  the  well-known  Mr. 
Carey,  the  town  was  indebted  for  the  amufement  of  the  Mock  Procejpon  of  the  Free  Mafons,  whofe 
juft  and  timely  ridicule  put  the  anniverfary  parade  fo  much  out  of  countenance,  that  it  has  ever 
fince  been  difcontinued. 

His  firft  poetical  performance  was,  The  State  Dances,  infcribed  to  Pope,  in  1733  ;  and  in  T738,  he 
publilhed  Manners,  a  fatire,  in  which  fome  noblemen-  having  been  treated  with  very  little  refpeifl, 
a  complaint  was  made  to  the  Houfe  of  Lords,  and  on  the.izth  February  1738-9,  it  was  voted  to  be 
fcandalous;  and  Dodfley,  the  publifher  of  it,  was  taken  into  cuftody  of  the  Black  Rod,  and  con- 
fined a  week.     On  this  occafion,  Whitehead  withdrew  till  the  ftorm  was  over. 

In  the  famous  contefted  eledlion  between  I'rentham  and  Vandeput,  for  Weflminfter,  Whitehead' 
exerted  all  his  adtivity;  frequently  heading  numerous  bodies  of  the  eleiSors  in  perfon,  and  fupplylng^ 
the  prefs  with  daily  advertifements  and  elecflioneering  fquibs,  in  favour  of  Sir  George  Vandeput. 

Hfs  next  performance  was  the  Gymripjiad,  publifhcd  in  17^4;  and  that  was  fucceeded  by  Honour^ 
a  fatire,  in  1 747. 

When  the  Prince  of  Wales  commenced  his  oppofition  to  the  Court,  Whitehead  conneded  himfelf 
with  that  party,  and  was  the  author  of  the  celebrated  pamphlet,  called,  The  Cofe  -f  the  HonourahU 
Alexander  Murray,  Efq.  which  fell  under  the  cenfure  of  the  Houfc  of  Commons,  who  procured 
Mr.  Owen,  the  publiflier,  to  be  profccuted  for  vending  it.  In  I7J5,  he  publiihed  his  Efiftte  to  Dr» 
Thompfon,  ' 

He  had  in  1 735,  married  Mifs  Dyer,  only  daughter  of  Sir  Swinnerton  Dyer,  of  Spainfliall,  ici 
Effex,  with  whom  he  is  faid  to  have  received  lo.oool. 

She  died  young ;  and  Whitehead,  after  his  releafe  from  Fleetwood's  debf,  UveJ  in  a  fort  of  ind&f 
pendence,  if  not  affluence. 
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He  was  particularly  attached  to  Sir  Francis  Dafhwood,  afterwards  Lord  le  Defpenfer,  at  whofe 
houfe  he  alnioft  conftantly  refided  and  by  whom  he  was  held  in  an  equal  degree  of  eftimation. 
When  his  Lordlhip  came  into  ofi5ce  with  Lord  Bute's  party,  he  procured  a  patent  place  of  800I. 
for  his  friend,  which  he  enjoyed  to  his  death. 

Thus  provided  againft  thereverfes  of  fortune,  he  retired  to  fpend  the  evening  of  his  days  in  an 
agreeable  and  convenient  retreat  on  Twickenham  Common,  where  he  fnquently  entertained  hia 
friends  with  that  fpecies  of  humour  m^hich  was  peculiar  to  him,  and  a  conviviality  of  dilpofition  for 
vhich  His  company  was  ever  agreeable  to  his  acquaintance. 

The  eafe,  if  not  affluence,  of  his  circumflauces,  in  this  fituation,  is  thus  poetically  defcribed  by 
faimfclf  in  his  EfiJlU  to  Dr.  Thompfon.  ' 

E'er  wants  my  table  the  health-cheering  meal. 
With  Banllead  murton  crown'd,  or  LiTix  veal 
Smokes  not,  from  Lincoln  meads  the  llatcly  loin, 
O.  ri  fy  gammon  of  Hantoiiian  fwine. 
From  Dorking's  roods  rhe  feather'd  viiStims  bleed, 
And  Thames  ftill  wafts  me  ocean's  fcaiy  breed; 
Though  Gallia's  vines  their  colUv  juice  deny, 
Still  Tajo'b  banks  the  jocund  glafs  fupply  ; 
Still  diftant  worlds  nedarcous  treal'urcs  roll, 
1  And  either  India  fparkles  in  my  bowl. 

Of  Devon's  boughs  or  Dorfet's  bearded  fields, 
To  Britoni  arms  a  Britilh  beverage  yields. 

Nor  do  the  pleafures  of  the  table,  and  the  exhilerating  conveniencies  of  good  cheer,  appear  to  have 
been  fuperior  to  the  complacency  and  tranquillity  of  mind,  with  which  he  fpent  the  latter  part  of 
his  days,  as  he  has  defcribed  it  at  the  ciofe  of  the  fame  epiille,  in  a  tranflation  of  King's  "  Apology," 
Vhich  he  poetically  applies  to  himlelf, 

■   My  eafe  and  freedom,  if  for  aught  1  vend, 
Would  not  you  cry — to  Bedlam--  Bed'am,  friend; 
But  to  fpeak  our — Ihall  what  would  ne'er  engage 
My  frai'er  youth,  now  captivate  my  age. 
What  cares  can  vex,  what  terrors  frightful  be, 
Tji  him  whole  (hield  is  hoary  fixty-three. 
When  life  itfeli  fo  little  worth  appears, 
The  miniflers  can  give  nn  hopes,  or  fears  !  > 
■  Although  gr>wii  gray  within  n<y  humble  gate, 

I  ne'er  kifs'd  hands,  ne'er  trod  the  rooms  of  (late; 
Yet,  not  unh'inour'd  have  I  liv'd,and  bled 
With  rich  convenience,  carelcfs  if  the  reft. 
What  boon  more  grateful  can  the  gods  beftow 
On  thofe  avow'd  their  fav'rite  fous  below  ? 

For  fome  time  before  his  death,  he  lingered  under  a  fevere  illnefs,  during  which  he  employed 
himfelf  in  burning  his  manufcripts.  Though  his  diforder  was  fuch  as  no  medicine  could  reach,  he 
Lore  the  excruciating  pains  which  he  fufFcred  with  great  refignation,  and  died  D'icember  30.  1774, 
in  'he  64rh  year  of  hi'?'  age.  He  beftowed,  among  other  beqiefcs,  the  very  fingular  one,  of  his  heart, 
on  his  noble  friend  and  patron  Lord  le  Defpenfer,  who  depofited  it  with  great  pomp  and  ceremony, 
on  the  13th  of  Auguft  17  75,  in  amaufoleum,  ercdled  for  that  purpofeln  his  garden,  at  High  Wy- 
combe, in  Bucfcinghamfhire,  as  a  memorial  due  to  fo  acceptable  a  prefent,  as  that  of  the  heart  of  aa 
honeft  man. 

Hin  Poems  and  MifceUaneous  compofttions ,  which  hc  never  could  be  prevailed  on  to  coUedt  and  re- 
puhbfli  in  his  lifcfime  were  collttiled  and  reprinted,  with  explanatory  notes,  and  hi-.  Life,  by  Cap- 
tain Edward  Thompfon,  with  the  approbation  and  communications  of  his  friends  and  relarions.  The 
J'oeMt  were  received  into  the  edition  of  the  "  Englilh  Poets,"  1 790. 

Whitehead  was  a  facetious  companion,  and  pi  ff^  fled  the  qualities  of  ingenious  at^d  ingenuous  ta 
their  utmofl  ektent.  He  belonged  for  fome  yeari*  to  that  jovial  afl'ociation  of  ch  .ice  fpirits,  called 
Jtl^e  JBcef  Steak  Club,  held  in  Covcnt-Garden  Theatre,  and  coufilUng  of  an  heterogeneous  mixture  of 

J 


THE   LIFE   OF  P.   WHITEHEAD-  841 

yeers,,poets,  and  players.  As  to  his  political  principles,  if  we  may  judge  of  them  by  his  writings, 
he  appears  to  have  been  animated  with  that  laudable  zeal  for  liberty,  which  ufually  difplays  its 
greateft  warmth  in  the  breads  of  men  of  genius.  His  apoftrophe  to  the  Patriot,  on  this  fubjed;,  ia 
bi$  Manners,  is  animated  and  beautiful. 

Thrice  happy  patriot '.  whom  no  courts  debafc, 
No  titles  leffeii,  and  no.flara  difgrace. 
Still  nod  the  plumage  o'er  the  brainlefs  head; 
Still  o'er  the  faithlefs  heart  the  ribband  fpread. 
Such  toys  may  ferve  to  fignalize  the  tool, 
To  gild  the  tnave,  or  garnilh  out  the  fool; 
While  you,  with  Roman  virtue  arm'd,  difdain 
The  tinfel  trappings  and  the  glitt'ring  chain  : 
Fond  of  your  freedom,  fpurn  the  venal  fee. 
And  prove  he's  only  great — who  dares  be  free. 

k  may  be  doubted,  however,  whether  in  his  attachment  to  parties  in  particular,  he  either  afled 
•r  wrote  from  any  other  principle  than  perfoual  views  or  attachments  ;  motives  that  have  atfluated 
political  partlzans  from  the  days  of  Salluft  to  the  prefent.  Bonum  publicum  ftc  certahat.  He  was,  indeed, 
generally  fuppofcd  to  be  a  Tory,  with  aiftrong  tindlure  of  the  Jacobite  ;  for  which  fuppofition,  he 
gave  no  littlei  reafon  by  his  frequent  fneers  at  the  Houfe  of  Hanover.  But,  if  we  pay  any  regard  to 
the  warmth  which  he  breathes,  the  fpirit  of  independence,  the  enthuGafm  with  which  he  fpeaks  of 
public  virtue,  and  the  fcverity  with  which  he  lafhes  private  vice,  we  may  juftly  call  in  (jueftion  his 
having  any  attachment  to  a  race  of  tyrant*  from  principle. 

The  pafldge  in  his  Manners,  beginning,  1  cannot  truckle  to  ajlive  Injlate,  l^c.  and  that  in  his  Honour, 
beginning.  Great  in  ber  laurelled /ages,  Athens,  \^c.  are  inconfiftent  with  a  grounded  partiality  to  the 
line  of  the  Stuarts.  The  truth,  perhaps,  is,  that  the  party  he  firft  embraced,  and  to  which  he  after- 
wards adhered,  was  as  much  an  objedl  of  accident  as  choice.  His  dilpcfiticn,  indeed,  appears  to 
have  had  an  original  tur/i  to  farcafm  and  fatire;  but  ke  came  into  life,  at  a  time  vvhen  the  reputation 
and  luccefs  of  Pi  pe  had  raifed  the  charadler  of  a  fatirift  much  beyond  its  true  ftandard.  Pope, 
therefore,  was  chofen  as  the  model,  ef  which  he  gloried  in  the  imitation.  It  muft  be  confefTcd, 
however,  that  he  followed  him,  baud fajjibus  dquis,  at  lead  in  his  poetical  career,  and  the  fuccefs  at- 
tending it,  of  which  he  pa  hetically  complains  in  his  Manners. 

Pope  writes  unhurt — but  know,  'tis  diff'rent  quite 
To  beard  the  li>  n,  and  to  crufh  rhe  mite. 
Safe  may  he  dalh  the  ftatcfman  in  each  line  ; 
I'hole  dread  his  fatire,  who  dare  punifh  mine. 

The  great  and  particular  courtiers  are  always  the  obj' (fl  of  the  fpirited  fatirift.  Hence,  as  the 
perfons  then  in  power  were  Whigs,  be,  of  courfe,  took  the  fide  of'the  Tones  Hence,  alfo,  his  terxi- 
ble  averfion  at  that  time,  to  courts  and  dtawing-rooms.  And  yet,  when  the  patrons  to  whom  a 
congeniality  of  fentiment  had  recommended  him,  had,  by  a  fimilar  congeniality,  recommended 
themfeives  to  royal  patronage,  it  was  not  found  that  either  the  fccondary  patron,  or  the  poet,  enter- 
tained any  fuch  antipathy  to  courts  and  courtiers  any  longer. 

His  principal  poems,  are,  Manners,  a  fatire  ;  The  State  Dunces,  a  fatire  ;  Honour,  a  fatire  ;  The  Gym- 
tiafsad,  a  mock  hernc  poem  ;  and  the  Ep'<Jlleto  Dr.  Thovipfon  ,  which  fufSciently  fhow, that  he  pof- 
fcffc  1  a  manly  ftrength  of  expreffion  and  a  flowing  vein  of  poetry.  His  lefTer  pieces  have  their 
brighter  pafiages ;  but  require  no  diflind  confideration. 
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THE  STATE  DUNCES  : 

A  SATIRE. 

Infcribedto  Mr.  Pope,  1 7 33. 

«*  I  from  my  foul  fincerely  hate 

"  Both  kings  and  minifteis  of  ftate." 

Swift. 

While  cringing  crowds  at  faithlefs  levees  wait, 
Fond  to  be  fools  of  fame,  or  flaves  of  ftate; 
And  others,  ftudious  to  increafe  their  ftore, 
Plough  the  rough  ocean  for  Peruvian  ore  ; 
How  bleft  thy  fate,  whom  calmer  hours  attend, 
Peace  thy  companion,  fame  thy  faithful  friend  ! 
While  in  thy  Twick'nham  bow'rs,  devoid  of  care. 
You  feaft  the  fancy,  and  enchant -the  ear; 
Thames  gently  rolls  her  filver  tide  along, 
And  the  charm'd  Naiads  liften  to  thy  fong. 

Here  peaceful  pafs  the  gentle  hours  away, 
While  tuneful  fcience  mcafures  out^he  day  ! 
Here,  happy  bard,  as  various  fancies  lead, 
You  paint  the  blooming  maid,  or  flow'ry  mead! 
Sound  the  rough  clangor  of  tumultuous  war  *, 
Or  fing  the  ravifh'd  tendrils  of  the  fair  t  '■ 
Now  melting  move  the  tender  tear  to  flow. 
And  wake  our  Gghs  with  Eloifa's  woe  \. 
But  chief,  to  duUnefs  ever  foe  decreed. 
The  apes  of  fcience  with  thy  fatire  bleed  §  ; 
Peers,  poets,  pandars,  mingle  in  the  throng. 
Smart  with  thy  touch,  and  tremble  at  thy  fong  i|, 

Yet  vain,  O  Pope  !  is  all  thy  ftarpeft.  rage, 
Still  ftarv'ling  dunces  perfecute  the  age  ; 
Faithful  to  folly,  or  enrag'd  with  fpitc, 
Still  taflelefs  Timons  build,  and  Tibbalds  write; 
Still  Welfted  ^  lunes  his  beer-infpired  lays. 
And  Ralph,  in  metre,  holds  forth  Stanhope's  praife, 
Ah  I  haplefs  viftim  to  the  poet's  flame. 
While  his  eulogiums  crucify  thy  fame. 

Shall  embryo  wits  thy  ftudious  hours  engage, 
Live  in  thy  labours,  and  profane  thy  page  ; 
While  virtue,  ever-lov'd,  demands  thy  lays. 
And  claims  the  tuneful  tribute  of  thy  praife  J 
Can  Pope  be  filent,  and  not  grateful  lend 
pne  ftrain  to  ling  the  patriot  and  the  friend, 


*  Homer.  \  Rape  of  the  Lock. 

\  Eloifa  to  Ahelard.        §  Dunciad.         |)  Epijlles. 
\  Tioo  authors,  remarkable  for  notb'wg  ft  muih  as 
^e figure  tbey  muke  in  the  Duwiad, 


Who,  nobly  anxious  in  his  country's  canfe, 
Maintains  her  honours,  and  defends  her  laws  ? 
Could  I,  my  bard,  but  equal  numbers  raife. 
Then  would  I  fing — for,  oh  !  I  burft  to  praife — 
Sing  how  a  Pult'ney  *  charms  the  lift'ning  throng. 
While  fenates  hang  enraptur'd  on  his  tongue  j 
With  Tully's  fire  how  each  oration  glows. 
In  Tully's  mufic  how  each  period  flows; 
Inftrudl  each  babe  to  lifp  the  patriot's  name. 
Who  in  each  bofom  breathes  a  Roman  flame. 

So,  when  the  genius  of  the  Roman  rage 
Stemm'd  the  ft;rong  torrent  of  tyrannic  age. 
In  freedom's  caufe  each  glowing  breaft  he  warmM, 
And,  like  a  Puk'ney,then  a  Brutus  charm'd. 
How  bleft,  while  we  a  Britilli  Brutus  lee. 
And  all  the  Roman  ftands  confeft  in  thee  I 
Equal  thy  worth,  but  equal  were  thy  doom, 
To  fave  Britannia,  as  he  refcu'd  Rome: 
He  from  a  I'arquin  fnatch'd  the  deftin'd  prey; 
Britannia  ftill  laments  a  Walpole's  fway. 

Arife,  my  tuneful  bard,  nor  thus  in  vain 
Let  thy  Britannia,  whom  thou  lov'ft,  complain: 
If  thou  in  moanful  lays  relate  her  woe. 
Each  heart  ftiall  bleed,  each  eye  with  pity  flow: 
If  to  revenge  you  fwell  the  founding  ftrain. 
Revenge  and  fury  fire  each  Britifti  fwain  : 
Obfequious  to  thy  verfe  each  breaft  Ihall  move. 
Or  burn  with  rage,  or  foften  into  love. 

O  let  Britannia  be  her  poet's  care  1 
And  lafh  the  fpoiler,  while  you  fave  the  fair. 
Lo !   where  he  ftands,  amidft  the  fervile  crew. 
Nor  blufhes  ftain  his  cheek  with  crimfon  hue; 
While  dire  corruption  all  around  he  fpreads, 
And  ev"ry  dudile  confcience  captive  leads: 
Brib'd  by  his  boons,  behold  the  venal  band 
Worftiip  the  idol  they  could  once  command  I 
So  Britain's  now,  as  judah's  fons  before, 
Firft  raifc  a  g'lden  calf,  and  then  adore. 

Let  dull  Parnaflian  fons  of  rhyme  no  more 
Provoke  thy  fatire,  and  employ  thy  pow'r; 
New  objedls  rife  to  Ihare  an  equal  fate, 
The  big,  rich,  mighty,  dunces  of  the  ftate. 
Shall  Ralph,  Cooke,  Welfted,  then  engrofs  thy 

rage, 
While  courts  aff'ord  a  Hervey,  York,  or  Gage? 
Dulincfs  no  more  roofts  only  near  the  Iky,  ^ 
But  fenates,  drawing-rooms,  with  garrets  vie; 
Plump  peers,  and  breadlefs  bards,  alike  are  dull ; 
St.  James's  and  Rag-fair  club  fool  for  fool. 

*  /ft;rv.'c.rds  Earl  of  Bath. 
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Amidft  the  mighty  dnll,  behold  how  great 
An  Appius  fwells  tfee  Tibbald  of  the  ftate  ! 
Long  had  he  drove  to  fprcad  his  lawlefs  fway 
O'er  Britain's  fons,  and  force  them  to  obey; 
Bnt,  blalled  all  his  bloominjr  hopes,  he  flies 
To  vent  his  wee,  and  mourn  his  Joft  excife. 

Feiifive  he  lat,  and  figh'd,  while  round  him  hy 
Loads  of  dwll  lumber,  ail  infpir'd  by  pay  : 
Here,  puny  pamphlets,  fpun  from  prelates'  brains; 
There,  the  fmooth  jingle  of  Cooke's  lighter  ftrain? ; 
Here,  Walfingham's  '  foft  lulling  opiates  Ipread  ; 
There,  gloomy  Ofoorn's  *  quinttflence  of  lead  : 
"With  thtfe  the  ftatefman  flrove  to  eafe  his  care, 
To  footh  his  forrows,  and  divert  defpair  : 
But  long  his  grief  fleep's  gentle  aid  denies ; 
At  length  a  flumb'rous  Briton  clos'd  his  eyes. 

Ytt  vain  the  healing  balm  of  downy  reft. 
To  chafe  his  woe,  or  eafe  his  lab 'ring  breaft : 
J«I«w  frightful  forms  rife  hideous  to  his  view. 
More,  Stafford,  Laud,  and  all  the  headlefs  crew; 
Daggers  and  halters  boding  terror,  breeds. 
And  here  a  Dudley  fwings,  there  ViliierS  bleeds. 

Now  gcddefs  dullnefs,  watchful  o'er  his  fate, 
And  ever  anxious  for  her  child  of  ftate, 
From  couch  of  down  flow  rais'd  her  drowfy  head 
Jorfook  her  flumbers,  and  to  Appius  fped. 

Awake,  my  fon,  awake,  the  goddef*  cries,      '\ 
Jlor  longtr  mourn  thy  diriing  loft  excife;  / 

(Here  the  fad  found  unfeal'd  the  flatefman'sr 
eyes)  j 

Why  flumbers  thus  my  fon,  oppreft  with  care  ? 
"While  dullncfs  rules,  fay,  fhall  her  fons  defpair? 
O'er  all  I  fnrcad  my  univerfal  fway; 
King.^,  prtUtes,  peers,  and  rulers,  all  obey  : 
Lo !  in  the  church  my  mi^hcy  pow'r  I  fhew, 
In  pulpit  prcacl;,  and  flumber  in  the  pew  : 
The  bench  and  bar  alike  my  influence  owns; 
Here  prate  my  magpies,  and  there  doze  my  drones. 
In  the  grave  dons,  how  formal  is  my  mien, 
Who  rule  the  gallipots  of  Warwick -lane  1 
At  court  behold  me  ftrut  in  purple  pride. 
At  Hockley  roar,  and  in  Crane- court  prefide. 
But  chief  in  thee  my  mighty  pow'r  is  feen  ; 
'Tis  I  ii'.fpire  thy  mind,  and  fill  thy  mien  ; 
On  thee,  my  child  my  duller  bk flings  fhed. 
And  pour  my  opium  o'er  thy  fav'rite  head  ; 
Rais'd  thee  a  ruler  of  Britannia's  fate, 
And  led  thee  blund'ring  to  the  helm  of  ftate. 

Here  bow'd  the  ftatelman  low,  and  thus  addreft : 
O  goddefs,  fole  infpirer  of  my  breaft  I 
To  gall  the  Britifli  neck  with  Gallic  chain. 
Long  have  I  ftrove,  but  long  have  ftrove  in  vain ; 
While  Caleb  f,  rebel  to  thy  facrcd  pow'r. 
Unveils  thofc  eyes  which  thou  haft  curtain'd  o'er; 
"Makes  Britain's  fons  my  dark  defigns  forefee, 
Blaft  all  my  fchemes,  and  ftruggle  to  be  free. 
O,  iiad  my  projtfts  met  a  milder  fate. 
How  had  I  reign'd  a  bafliaw  of  the  ftate  ! 
How  o'er  Britannia  fpread  imperial  fway  ! 
How  taught  each  free-born  Briton  to  obey  I 


*  Names  ajfiimed  by  ivriters  of  l-wo  m'ln'Jlerial pa- 

•j-  Calcli  d''  jinvcrs,  the  name  ajfumed  by  the  'writers 
•f  the  Craftejman, 


No  fmiling  freedom  then  had  cheer'd  her  fwain»' 
But  Afia's  deferts  vy'd  with  Albion's  plains  : 
Turks,  Vandals,  Britain  !  then  compar'd  with  thee. 
Had  hugg'd  their  chains,  and  joy'd  that  they  were 

free; 
While  wond'ring  nations  all  around  had  feen 
Me  rife  a  great  Mogul,  or  Mazarin  : 
Then  had  I  taught  Britannia  to  adore, 
Then  led  her  captive  to  my  lawlefs  pow'r. 
Methinks  I  view  her  now  no  more  appear 
Firft  in  the  train,  and  faireft  'midft  the  fair  : 
Joylefs  1  fee  the  lovely  mourner  lie. 
Nor  glow  her  cheek,  nor  fparkle  now  her  eyej 
Faded  each  gi  ace,  no  fmiling  feature  warm ; 
Tom  all  her  trefles,  blighted  ev'ry  charm  : 
Nor  teeming  plenty  now  each  valley  ccowns; 
Slaves  are  her  fons,  and  tradelefs  all  her  towns. 
For  this,  behold  yon  peaceful  army  fed ; 
For  this,  on  fenates  fee  my  bounty  flied ; 
For  this,  what  wonders,  goddefs,  have  I  wrought! 
How  bully'd.begg'd,  how  treated,  and  how  fought  J 
What  wand'ring  maze  of  error  blunder'd  through, 
And  how  repair'd  old  blunders  ftill  by  new  ! 
Hence  the  long  train  of  neyer-ending  jars. 
Of  warful  peaces,  and  of  peaceful  wars, 
Each  myftic  treaty  of  the  mighty  ftore. 
Which  to  explain  demands  ten  treaties  more : 
Hence  fcarecrow  navies,  floating  raree-fhows ; 
And  hence  Iberia's  pride,  and  Britain's  woes. 
Thefe  wondrous  works,  O  goddefs  1  have  I  doncj 
Works  ever  worthy  dulinefs'  fav'rite  fon. 

Lo  !  on  thy  fons  alone  my  favours  fhow'r; 
None  fliare  my  bounty  that  difdain  thy  pow'r: 
Yon  feathers,  ribbons,  titles  light  as  air, 
Behold,  thy  choiceft  children  only  fliare  : 
Each  views  the  pageant  with  admiring  eyes, 
And  fondly  grafps  the  vifionary  prize ; 
Now  proudly  fpreads  his  leading-ftring  of  ftate, 
And  thinks — to  be  a  wretch,  is  to  be  great. 

But  turn,  O  goddef? !  turn  thine  eyes,  and  view 
The  darling  leaders  of  thy  gloomy  crew. 

Full  opcn-mouth'd  Newcaftle  there  behold. 
Aping  a  Tuily,  fwcU  into  a  fcold, 
Grievcus  to  mortal  ear. — As  at  the  place 
Where  loud-tongu'd  virgins  vend  the  fcalyrace, 
Harfh  peals  of  vocal  thunder  fill  the  fkies, 
And  ftunning  founds  in  hideous  difcord  rife; 
So,  when  he  tries  the  wond'rous  power  of  noife, 
Each  haplefs  ear's  a  viftim  to  his  voice,       [mend 
How  bleft,  O  Chefcldcn  *  !  whofe  art  can 
Thofe  ears  Newcaftle  was  ordain'd  to  rend. 

See  Harrington  fecure  in  filence  fit; 
No  empty  words  betray  hi§  want  of  wit : 
If  fenfe  in  hiding  folly  is  exprefs'd, 
O  Harrington  !  thy  wifdom  ftands  confefs'd. 

To  diiUnefs  facred  caufe  for  ever  true. 
Thy  darling  Caledonian^  goddefs,  view; 
The  pride  and  glory  of  thy  Scotia's  plains. 
And  faithful  leader  of  her  venal  fwains: 
Loaded  he  moves  beneath  a  fcrvile  wei^t, 
The  dull  laborious  packhorfe  of  the  ftate  ; 
Drudges  through  tracks  of  infan.y  for  p*y. 
And  hackneys  out  his  confcience  by  the  day; 

*  William  Chejelden^  qn  eminent  fur^on*  -t 
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Vonder  tehold  the  bufy  peerlefs  peer. 
With  afpedt  meagre  and  important  air; 
His  form  how  Gothic,  and  his  looks  how  fagc  ! 
He  feems  the  living  Plato  of  the  age. 

Bleft  form !  in  which  alone  thy  merit's  feen. 
Since  all  thy  wifdom  centers  in  thy  mien  1 

Here  Egmont,  Albemarle  (for  fenates  fit), 

And  W by  the  wife,  in  council  fit  : 

Here  looby  G n,  Gr m  ever  dull, 

By  birth  a  fe'nator,  by  fate  a  fool. 

While  thefe,  Britannia,  watchful  o'er  thy  flate. 
Maintain  thine  honours,  and  dire<5t  thy  fate, 
Ho\^  fhall  admiring  nations  round  adore, 
Behgld  thy  greatnefs,  tremble  at  thy  pow'r  ; 
New  Shebas  come,  invited  by  thy  fame, 
Revere  thy  wifdom,  and  extol  thy  name  '. 

Lo!  to  yon  bench  now,goddefs,  turn  thine  eyes, 
And  view  thy  fons  in  folemn  duljnefs  rife ; 
All  doating,  wrinkled,  grave,  and  gloomy,  fee 
Each  form  confefs  thy  dull  divinity ; 
•True  to  thy  caufe  behold  each  trcHcher'd  fage 
Jncreas'd  in  folly  as  advanc'd  in  age  : 

Here  Ch r,  learn'd  in  myftic  prophecy, 

Cc«futing  Collins,  makes  each  prophet  lie  : 
Poor  Woolfton  by  thy  Smailbrook  ther6  aflail'd  ; 
Gaols  fure  convinc'd  him,  though  the  prelate  fail'd. 

But  chief  Paftorius,  ever  grave  and  dull, 
X)cvoid  of  fenfe,of  zeal  divint^ly  full, 
Retails  his  fquibs  of  fcience  o'ar  the  town, 
While  charges,  pail'rals,  through  each  ftrect  re- 
found  ; 
Thefe  teach  a  heav'nly  Jc&s  to  obey, 
Whiie  thofe  maintain  an  earthly  Appius'  fway. 

Thy  gofpel  truth,  Paff.orius,  croli  we  fee. 

While  God  and  Mammon's  ferv'd  at  once  by 
thee.  [pawa, 

Who  would  not  trim,  fpeak,  vote,  or  conicience 
To  lord  it  o'er  a  fee,  and  fwell  in  lawn  ? 
l^arts  like  thofe,  O  Sherlock,  honours  claim', 
Than  thee  none  merits  more  the  prelate's  name  : 
Wond'ring  behold  him  faithful  to  his  fee, 
frove  parKaments  dependent  to  be  free  ; 
In  fenates  blunder,  flounder,  and  difputc. 
For  ever  reas'ning,  never  to  confute. 
Since  courts  for  this  their  fated  gifts  decree, 
Say,  what  is  reputation  to  a  fee  ? 

L,o  J  o'er  yon  flood  Hare  caftsShii;  low'ringeyes. 
And  v^ifhful  fees  the  rev'rend  turrets  rife. 
While  Lambeth  opens  to  thy  longing  view, 
Haplefs  ?  the  mstre  ne'er  can  bind  thy  brow : 
Though  courts  (hould  deign  the  gift,  faow  won- 

d'f  ous  hard 
By  thy  own  do^rines  ftil!  to  be  debarr'd ! 
For,  if  from  change  *  fuch  mighty  evil  fpring*, 
TraRlIatioas  fure,  O  Hare  !  are  finfui  things. 

Thefe  rulers  fee,  a«d  namelefs  numbers  more, 
O  goddefs,  of  thy  train  the  choiceft  fiore. 
Who  ignorance  in  gravity  entrench, 
And  grace  alike  the  puipit  and  rhe  bench. 

Full  plac'd  and  penfion'd,  fee  '    Horatio  {lands ; 
JBegrim'd  his  face;  u»purify'd  his  hands  ; 


*   A  noted Jermon  preached  on  the  ^Qtb  of  January, 
4W  tlfit  text,  "  iVss  be  vttta  tbsm  that  are  gimen  to 


To  decency  he  fcorns  all  nice  pretence. 
And  rci(.fns  firm  foe  to  cleanlinefs  and  fenfe. 
How  did  Horatio  Britain's  caufe  advance  ! 
How  fhine  the  floven  and  buffoon  of  France  ! 
In  fenates  now,  how  i'cold,  how  rave,  how  roar. 
Of  treatie'S  run  the  tedious  train-trow  <i'cr  1 
How  blander  out  whate'er  fliould  be  conceal'd. 
And  how  keep  fecrct  what  ihould  be  reveal'd  ! 
True  child  of  dulinefs  1  fee  him,  goddefs,  claim 
Pow'r  next  myfelf,  as  next  in  birth  and  fame. 

Silence  !  ye  fenates,  whiie  cnribbon'd  Young 
Pours  forth  melodious  nothings  from  his  tongue  ! 
How  fweet  the  accents  play  around  the  ear, 
Form'd  of  fmooth  period-,  and  of  wcil-tun'd  air! 
Leave,  gentle  Younjj,  the  fcnate's  dry  debate. 
Nor  labour  "midft  the  labyrinths  of  flate  ; 
Suit  thy  foft  genius  to  more  tender  themes, 
And  fing  of  cooling  fliades,  and  purling  flreams; 
With  modern  fing  fong  murder  ancient  plays  *, 
Or  warble  in  fweet  ode  a  Brunfwick'spraife  : 
So  fhall  thy  flrains  in  purer  dvllnefs  flow, 
Aiid  laurels  wither  on  a  Gibber's  brow. 
Say,  can  x}^c  ftatefman  wield  the  peel's  quill. 
And  quif  the  fenate  for  Parnaffu?;'  hill  ? 
Since  there  no  venal  vote  a  penfion  Ibares, 
Nor  wants  ApoHo  loidscommiflioners. 

There  W— —  and  P ,  goddefs,  view. 

Firm  ir>  thy  caufe,  and  to  thy  Appius  true  ! 
Lo  !  frum  their  l;ibours  what  reward  betides! 
One  pbys  my  army,  one  my  navy  guides. 

To  dance,  drefs.  fintj,  ar:d  ferenade  the  fair, 
"  Condud  a  finger,  or  reclaim  a  hair," 
O'er  baleful  tea  with  femak^  taught  to  blame. 
And  fpread  a  flandero'er  a  virgin's  fame  ; 
Form'd  for  thefe  fofter  arts  fliall  Hervey  flraia 
With  llubborn  politics  his  tender  brain  : 
For  mi nlfters  laborious  pamphlets  write. 
In  fenates  prattle,  and  whh  pacriotB  fight  I 
Thy  fond  aaibition,  pretty  yoyitb,  give  o'er, 
Prefide  at  balls,  old  fafiiions  loft  rcftore  ; 
So  {ball  each  toilette  in  thy  caufe  engage. 
And  H ey  ihinc  a  F re  of  the  age. 

Behold  a  Har  emblazon  C n's  coat ! 

Nf.t  that  the  knight  h.is  merit,  but  a  vote. 

And  here,  O  goddefs.  iium'rouswrongheads  trace, 

Lur'd  by  a  penfitjn,  ribband,  or  a  place. 

To  murd>;r  fcience,  and  my  caufe  defend. 
Now  Jboals  of  Grub-flreet  garretfeers  defcend  ; 
From  fchools  and  de&s  the  writing  jnfe<51:6 crawl, 
Uiilade  their  dallncfs,  and  for  Appius  bawl. 

Lo  !  to  thy  darling  Olbotne  turn  thine  eyes^ 
Sec  him  o'er  politics  fuperior  rife  • 
While  Caleb  feels  the  venonii  of  his  quill, 
And  wond'rinjr  niiniflers  reward  his  ftil  I  : 
Unlearn'd  in  logic,  yet  he  writes  by  rule. 
And  proves  himXclf  in  fyilogifm — a  fool ; 


*  Thh  gentleman ,  vsitb  the  ajpjtitnce  of  Rcome,  Cen- 
canen^  andfeDcrat  others ,  eoninntteit  a  barbarous  murder 
on  the  body  of  aa  old  comedy,  by  turning  it  into  a  modern, 
ballad  opera  ;  -wb^cb  ttas  /caret  exhibited  on  tbejlage, 
before  it  -was  thought  r.ecejfary  to  be  contracted  into  one 
oS.  At  this  is  the  only  tiving  inflance  ofthefurfrijlng 
genius  and  abilities  of  thefe  tvifs,  1  could  rst  forbear 
mentioning  it. 
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New  Sics  o^edienf,  war  with  fenfe  to  wage, 
And  drags  th'  idea  through  the  painful  page  ; 
Unread,  unanfwer'd,  ftiil  he  writes  ag^aln. 
Still  fflns  the  endlefs  cohweb  of  his  brain  ; 
Charni'd  with  each  line,  reviewing  what  he  writ, 
ElelTts  his  ftars,  and  wonders  at  his  wit. 

Nor  lefs,  O  Walfingham,  thy  worth  appears  ! 
Alike  in  n>erlt.  though  unlike  in  years  : 
111  fated  youth  !  what  ftars  malignant  (bed         "^ 
Their  hancful  influence  o'er  thy  brainlefa  head,  > 
Doom'd  to  be  ever  writing,  never  read  !  j 

For  bread  to  libel  liberty  and  fewfe, 
And  damn  thy  patron  weekly  with  defence. 
Dtench'd  in  the  iable  flood,  O  hadfl:  thou  ftill 
O'er  (kins  of  parchment  drove  thy  venal  quill, 
At  Temple  a!e-houfe  told  sn  idle  tale, 
And  pawn'd  thy  credit  for  a  mug  of  ale  ; 
Unknown  to  Appiiis  then  had  been  thy  name, 
Unlac'd  thy  coat,  unfacrificd  his  fame  ; 
Nor  vaft  unvended  reams  would  Peele  deplore, 
As  vidims  deftin'd  to  the  common. {here. 

As  dunce  to  dunce  in  endlefs  numbers  breed. 
So  to  Concanen  fee  a  Ralph  fuccced ; 
A  tiny  witling  of  thefe  writing  days,  [plays. 

Full  fam'd  fcr   tunelefs  rhymes,  and    ftiort-liv'd 
Write  en,  my  lucklefs  bard,  flill  unafham'd. 
Though   burnt   thy   journals,   and    thy    dramas 

damn'd ; 
'Tis  bread  inlpires  thy  politics  and  lay?, 
Jvot  thirft  of  immortality  or  praife. 

Thefe,  goddeff,  view,  the  choicefl  of  the  train, 
While  yet  unnumber'd  dunces  (lill  remain  ; 
Deans,  critics,  lawyers,  bards,  a  motley  crew, 
To  dnilnefs  faithful,  as  to  Appius  true. 

Enough,  the  goddefs  cries,  enough  I've  feen  ; 

While  thefe  fupport,  fecure  my  Ton  fliall  reign  ; 

Still  fhalt  thou  blund'ring  rule  Britannia's  fate, 

Still  Grub-llreet  hail  thee  minifler  of  flats. 

MANNERS:    ' 

A  SATIRE,  1738. 

"  Paulus  vel  Ci^fTus  vel  Drufus  morlbus  eflo." 

Juvenal. 

"  Welj. — of  all  plagues  which  make  mankind 
"   their  fport,  [ — a  court. 

"  Guard  me,  ye  Heay'ns!  from  thatworft  plague 
"  A'lmil  the  mad  manfions  of  iMoorfields,  I'd  be 
"  A  flraw-crown'd  monarch,  in  meek  majefly, 
"  Rather  than  fovereign  rule  Britannia's  tate, 
"  Curs'd  with  the  follies  and  the  farce  of  Hate. 
"   Rather  in  Newgate  wall=,  O  !  let  me  dwell, 
"  ^  doleful  tenant  of  the  darkling  cell, 
"  Than  fwell,  in  palaces,  the  mighty  ftore 
"  Ot  fortune's  fuols,  and  parafitcs  of  pow"r. 
•'  Than  crowns*  ye  gods  '.   be  any  {late  my  doom, 
•'  Or  any  dungeon,  but — a  drawing-room. 

"    rhrice  haj'py  patriot !  whom  no  courts  de- 
"  bale, 
"    No  titles  larcn,  and  no  ftars  difgrace.  • 
"    Still  nod  the  pluma-je  o'er  the  brainlefs  head"; 
"   S-»!l  o'er  the  faithkfs  heart  the  ribband  fpread. 
"   Such  toys  may  lervc  to  fignalize  the  tool, 
"    I'o  gild  the  knave,  or  garnifh  out  tUc  fool ; 


"  While,  you,  with  Roman  virtue  arm'd,  difdaitr 
"  The  tinftl  trappings  and  the  glitt'ring  chain: 
"   Fond  of  your  freedom  fpurn  the  venal  fee, 
"   And  prove  he's  only  great — who  dares  be  free." 

Thus  fuDg  Philemon  in  bis  calm  retreat. 
Too  wife  for  pow'r,  too  virtuous  to  be  great. 

But  whence  this  rage  at  courts?  replyd  his 
grace. 
Say,  is  the  rtiighty  crime,  to  be  in  place  .' 
fs  that  the  deadly  fin,  mark'd  out  by  fl'.av'n, 
For  which  no  mortal  e'er  can  be  forgiv'n  ? 
Muft  all,  all  fuffer,  who  in  courts  engage, 
Down  from  lord  fteward,  to  the  puny  page  ? 
Can  courts  and  places  be  fuch  finful  things,  , 

rhe  facred  gifts  and  palaces  of  kings  ? 

A  place  may  claim  rur  rev'rence,  Sir,  I  own; 
But  then  the  man  its  dignity  mufl  crown  : 
'  ris  not  die  truncheon,  or  the  ermine's  pride, 
Can  fcreen  the  coward,  or  the  knave  can  hide. 
Let  Stair  and  ***  f  head  our  arms  and  law, 
Th<e  jiidge  and   gcn'ral  mufl    be   view'd   with 

awe  : 
The  villain  then  would  Ihudder  at  the  bar ; 
And  Spain  grow  humble  at  the  found  of  war. 

What  courts  are  facred,  when  I  tell  your  grace, 
Manners  alone  muft  fandify  the  place  ? 
Hence  only  each  its  proper  name  receives ; 
Haywood's  a  brothel ;  White's  \  a  den  of  thieves: 
Bring  whores  and  thieves  to  court,  you  change 

the  fcene, 
St.  James's  turns  the  brothel,  and  the  den. 

Who  would  the  courtly  chapel  holy  call. 
Though  the  whole  bench  fliouid  confecrate  the 

wall  ? 
While  the  trim  chaplain,  confcious  of  a  fee. 
Cries  out,  "  My  king,  I  have  no  God  but  thee  ;" 
Lifts  to  the  royal  feat  the  afking  eye, 
And  pays  to  George  the  tribute  of  the  fky  ; 
J'rov'es  fin  alone  from  "humble  roofs  muft  fpring,' 
Nor  can  one  earthly  failing  ftain  a  king. 

Bifhops  and  kings  may  confecrate,  'tis  true; 
Manners  alone  claim  homage  as  their  due. 
Without,  the  court  and  church  are  both  profane, 
Whatever  prelate  preach,  or  monarch  reign  ; 
Religion's  roftruni  virtue's  fcaffold  grows. 
And  crowns  and  mitres  are  mere  raree  (hows. 

In  vain,  behold  yon  rev'rend  turrets  rife. 
And  Sarum's  facred  fpire  falute  the  (kies  ! 
If  the  lawn'd  Levite's  earthly  vote  be  fold. 
And  God's  free  gift  retail'dfor  Mammon  gold; 
No  rev'rence  can  the  proud  cathedral  claim, 
But  Henley's  fiiop,  and  Sherlock's,  are  the  fame. 

Whence  have  St.  Stephen's  walls  fo  hallow'd 
been  ? 
Whence  ?  from  the  virtue  of  his  fons  within. 


f  It  h  io  lie  lamented  that  the  larrennefs  of  the  fre- 
fctit  times  obliges  the  author  to  trujl  to  pcJlerity,for  tie 
f"PP.h  'f  '^  proper  charaBer  in  this  place. 

{  Dr.  Sivi/t  fays,  "  That  the  iate  Earl  of  Oxford, 
*'  in  the  time  of  hit  mitiifry.  never  pnjfed  by  White,  t 
"  cboeolate -houfe  (the  common  rendez'vtjus  of  infamous 
"  fharpers  and  noble  cullies )  •wilhotit  hejlotuing  a  curfe 
''  upon  that  famous  etecJemy,  as  .U;e  bant  of  half  tits 
"  Englljk  nediUfy." 
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Sut  fhould  fome  guileful  ferpent  void  of  grace, 
Glide  in  its  bounds,  and  poifon  all  the  place; 
Should  e'er  the  facred  voice  be  fet  to  fale, 
And  o'er  the  heart  the  golden  fruit  prevail; 
The  place  is  alter'd,  Sir;   nor  think  it  ftrange 
To  fee  the  fenate  fink  into  a  change. 

Or  court,  or  church,  or  fenate-hbufe,  or  hall, 
Manners  alone  beam  dignity  on  all. 
Without  their  influence,  palaces  are  cells; 
Crane-court  *,  a  magazine  of  cockle-fliells; 
The  folcnin  bench  no  bofom  ftrikes  with  awe. 
But  Weftminfter's  a  warehoufe  of  the  law. 

Thefe  honcft  truths,  my  lord,  deny  you  can ; 
Since  all  allow  that  '  Manners  make  the  man.' 
Hence  only  glories  to  the  great  belong, 
Or  peers  muft  mingle  with  the.  pcafant  throng. 

Though  flrung  with  ribbands,  yet  bthold  his 
grace 
Shines  but  a  lacquey  in  a  higher  place  ! 
Strip  the  gay  liv  ry  from  the  courtier's  back, 
What  maiks  the  diff'rence'twixt  my  lord  and  jack? 
The  fanr.e  mean,  fupple,  mercenary  knave, 
The  tool  of  power,  and  of  ftate  the  Have  ; 
Alike  the  vaffal  heart  in  each  prevaib, 
And  all  his  lordfliip  boafts  is  larger  vales. 

Wealth,  manors,  titles,  may  defcend,  'tis  true; 
But  ev'ry  heir  mufl  merit's  claim  renew. 

Whoblufiies  not  to  fee  a  C heir 

Turn  flave  to  found,  and  languifii  for  a  play'r  f  ? 
What  piping,  fidling,  fcjueaking,  quav'ring,  bawl- 
ing ! 
What  fing-fong  riot,  and  what  eunuch-fquawling ! 

C ,  thy  worth  all  Italy  fhall  own, 

A  flatefman  fit,  where  Nero  ^  fiil'd  the  throne. 

See  pocr  I.aevlnus,  anxious  for  renown,  "^ 

Through  the  long  gallery  trace  his  lineage  down,  > 
And  claim  each  hero's  vifage  for  his  own.  j 

What  though  in  each  the  feif-fame  features  fhine, 
Unlefs  fome  lineal  virtue  marks  the  line, 
In  vain,  alas  1   he  boafts  his  grandfire's  name, 
Or  hopes  to  barrow  lullre  from  his  fame. 
Who  but  muft  fmile,  to  fee  the  tim'rous  peer 
Point  'mong  his  race  our  bulwark  in  the  war  ? 
Or  in  fad  Ei;glif!i  tell  how  fenates  liung 
On  the  fweet  mi.fic  of  his  father's  tongue? 
Unconfcious,  though  his  fires  were  wife  and  brave, 
Their  virtues  only  find  in  him  a  grave. 

Not  fo  with  Stanhope  ||  ;  fee  by  him  fuftain'd 
Each  hoary  hoi. our  whidi  his  fires  had  gain'd. 
To  him  the  virtues  of  his  race  appear 
The  precious  portion  of  five  hundred  year; 
Dcfccnded  down,  by  him  to  be  enj'^y'd, 
Yet  holds  the  talent  loft,  if  unemploy'd. 
From  hence  behold  his  gen'rous  ardour  rife, 
I'o  fwell  the  facred  ftream  with  frefli  fupplies : 


*    Tfje  Royal  Society. 

■}•  That  tiijing  ivitnefs  of  the  folly,  extravagance, 
mnd  dejira-viiy  of  the  Engl  fa  Farinello,  ivho  is  r.ozv  <it 
the  court  of  Spain,  triumphing  in  the  fpoils  of  our 
nebiliiy,  as  ihcir  pirates  are  in  thcfe  of  our  injured 
fnerchjKits. 

\  A  Roman  emperor  remarhaile for  his  paffonfur 
mific. 
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Abroad,  the  guardian  of  his  country's  caufe; 
At  home,  a  Tully  to  defend  her  laws. 
Senates  with  awe  the  patriot  founds  imbibe, 
And  bold  corruption  almcft  drops  the  bribe. 
Thus  added  worth  to  worth,  and  grace  to  grace, 
He  beams  new  glories  back  upon  his  race. 

Afk  ye,  what's  honour  ?  I'll  the  truth  impart. 
Know,  honour,  then,  is  honefty  of  heart. 
To  the  fweet  fcenes  of  focicil  Stow  *  repair, 
And  fearch  the  mafter's  breaft, — You'll  find  it 

there. 
Too  preud  to  grace  the  fycophant  or  flave, 
It  only  harbours  with  the  wife  and  brave; 
Ungain'd  by  titles,  places,  wealth,  or  birth; 
Learn  this,  and  learn  to  blulh,  yc  fons  of  earth ! 
Bltufti  to  behold  this  ray  of  nature  made  | 

The  vidlim  of  a  ribband,  or  cockade. 

Alk  the  proud  peer,  what's  honour  ?  hedifplayt 
A  purchas'd  patent,  or  the  herald's  blaze; 
Or,  if  the  royal  fmile  his  hopes  has  blcft, 
Points  to  the  glitt'ring  glory  on  his  bieaft  : 
Yet,  if  beneath  no  real  virtue  reign, 
On  the  gay  coat  the  ftar  is  but  a  ftain  : 
For  I  could  whifper  in  his  lordfliip's  ear. 
Worth  only  beams  true  radiance  on  the  ftar. 

Hence  fee  the  garter'd  glory  dart  its  rays, 
And  fiiine  round  E-— —  with  redoubled  blaze  r 
Alk  ye  from  whence  this  flood  of  luftre's  feen  ? 
Why  E whifpers,  votes,  and  faw  Turin. 

Long  Mile  reign'd  the  minion  of  renown  ; 
Loud  his  eulogiums  echo'd  through  the  town  ; 
Where'er   he   went,    flill    crowds    around  him 

throng. 
And  hail'd  the  patriot  as  he  pafs'd  along. 
See  the  loft  peer,  unhonour'd  now  by  all, 
Steal  through  the  ftieet,  or  fl:ulk  along  th&mall; 
Applauding  founds  no  more  falute  his  ear, 
But  the  loud  Psan's  funk  into  a  fneer. 
Whence,    you'll  inquire,  could  fpring  a  change 

fofad?  .       - 

Why,  the  poor  man  ran  military  mad; 
By  this  mirtaken  maxim  ftill  mifled, 
That  meii  of  honour  muft  be  cloth'd  in  red. 
My  grandfire  wore  it,  Milo  cries — 'tis  good  : 
But  know,  the  grandfire  ftain'd  it  red  with  blood. 
Firft  'midft  the  deathful  dangers  of  the  field, 
He  fiione  his  country's  guardian,  and  its  fliield; 
Taught  Danube's  flream    with    Gallic  gore   t» 

flow ;  I 

Hence.blpom'd  the  laurel  on  the  grandfire's  brow 
But  fliall  the  fon  expeCl  the  wreath  to  wear, 
For  the  mock  triumphs  of  an  Hyde..Park  war  ? 
Sooner  ftiall  Bunhill,  Blenheim's  glories  claim, 
Or  Biller's  rival  brave  Eugene  in  fame ; 
Sooner  a  like  reward  their  labours  crown. 
Who  ftorm  a  dunghill,  and  who  fack  a  town. 

Mark  our  bright  youths,  how  gallant  and  how 

gay, 

Frefli  plum'd  and  powder'd  In  reviewr  array. 
Unfpoii'd  each  feature  by  the  martial  fear, 

Lo  !  A alTumes  the  god  of  war  : 

>'et  vain,  while  prompt  to  arms  by  plume  and  pay. 
He  claims  the  foldier's  name  from  Ibldicr's  plav. 

*   The  feat  of  tie  Lord  Vifcount  Cohham, 
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This  truth,  niy  warrior,  treafure  in  thy  brcaft, 
A  {landing  foldier  is  a  (landing  jeft. 
When  bloody  battles  dwindle  to  reviews. 
Armies  muft  fhen  defcend  to  puppet-lhows; 
Where  the  lac'd  log  may  ftruc  the  f.ldier's  part, 
Bedtck'd  with  feather,though  unarniM  with  heart. 
There  are  who  lay,  '•  You  lalh  the  fins  of  men  ! 
"  Leave,  leave  to  Pope  the  poigaance  of  tht-  pea; 
"  Hope  not  the  bays  Ihall  wreath  around  thy 

"  head; 
"  Fannius  may  write,  but  Flaccus  will  be  read." 
Shall  only  one  have  privilege  to  blame  ! 
What  then,  are  vice  and  folly  roval  game  ? 
Muft  all  be  poachers  who  attempt  to  kill .' 
All,  but  the  mighty  fovereign  vi  the  quill  ? 
Shall  Pope,  alone,  the  plenteous  harvcR  have, 
And  1  not  glean  one  Oraggling  fool,  or  knave  ? 
Praife,-  'tis  allow'd,  i?  free  to  all  mankind  ; 
Say,  why  ftiouM  honeft  fatire  be  confin'd.' 
Though,  like  th'  immortal  bard's,  my  feeble  dart 
Stains  not  its  feather  in  the  rulprit  heart ; 
"Yet  know,  the  fmalleit  infeft  of  the  wing 
The  horfe  may  leaze,  or  eiephai}:  can  fting  ; 
Ev'n  I,  by  chance,  fome  lucky  darts  may  fliow'r, 
And  gall  fome  great  levinthans  of  pow'r. 

1  name  n  >t  Walpole;  you  the  reafon  (Uefs; 
Mark  yon  fell  harpy  hov'ring  o'er  the  prefs. 
Secure  the  mufe  may  fport  with  names  of  kings; 
I3ut  niinifters,  my  friend,  are  dang'rous  things., 
Wlio  would  have  Paxron  '  anfwcr  what  he  writ; 
Or  fpecial  juries,  judges  of  his  wit  ? 

Pope  writes  unhurc — ^but  know,  'tis  diff'rent 
quite 
To  beard  the  lion,  and  to  crvfti  the  mite. 
Safe  may  he  dafli  the  fUtefman  in  each  line; 
Thofe  dread  his  fatire,  who  dare  punifb  mine. 

Turn,  turn  your  fatire  then,  ycu  cry.  to  praife, 
Why,  praife  is  fatire,  in  thefe  Cnful  days. 
Say,  Ih'uld  I  make  a  patriot  of  Sir  Bill, 

Or  fv%car  that  G 's  Duke  has  wit  at  will ; 

jErom  the  guU'd  knight  could  I  crpefl  a  place, 
Or  hope  to  lie  a  dinner  fr  .m  his  grace, 
Though  a  reward  be  gracioufly  hcftow'd 
On  the  fcft  fatire  of  each  birtli  day  ode  ? 

The  good  and  bad  alike  with  praife  are  bleft; 
Yet  thofe  who  merit  mod,  Uill  v/ant  it  lead  : 
But  confcious  vice  ftiil  courts  the  cheering  ray, 
While  virtue  fhints,  nor  afks  the  glare  of  day. 
Heed  I  to  any,  Pult'ney's  worth  declare  .' 
Or  tell  him  Carteret  charms,  who  has  an  ear? 
Or,  Pitt,  can  thy  example  be  urknown, 
While  each  fond  father  marks  it  to  his  fon  ? 

1  cannot  truckle  to  a  flavcin  ftate. 
And  praife  a  blockhead's  wit,  becaife  he's  gr'feat : 
Down,  down   ye  hungry  garretteers,  defend. 
Call  Walpole  f  Burleigh,  call  him  Britain's  friend; 
Bthold  die  genial  ray  of  gold  appear,  - 
And  roufe,  ye  fwarms  of  Grub-Ilrect  and  Rag- 
fair. 

*   A  famous  folicitor . 

■f  &ee  tbeji  txvo  charaBers  compared  in  thi  Gazet- 
teers ;  but,  leji  none  of  thofe  papers  Jhould  ha-ve  efcaped 
their  common  fate,  ft  the  two  cbaraSiers  dijlinguijhsd  in 
ihe  Crafifmtin. 
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See  with  what  zeal  yon  tiny  infeiS:  •  buro^ 
And  follows  queens  from  palaces  to  urn^ : 
'Ihough  cruel  death  has  cloth'd  the  royal  ear. 
The  flatt'ring  fly  {till  huzzes  rojnd  the  bier  : 
But  what  avails,  fince  queens  no  longer  live  ? 
Why,  kings  can  read,  ana  kings,  you  know,  may 

give. 
Amir.rc  may  repav  his  heav'nly  crown, 
Acd,  while  he  drck^  her  brow,  adorn  his  own. 
Let  Laureat  Gibber  birth -day  fonnets  fing, 
Or  Fanny  crawi,  an  ear-wig  on  the  king  : 
While  one  is  void  of  wit,  and  one  of  grace. 
Why  (hould  \  envy  either  fong  or  place  ? 
1  could  not  flatter,  the  rich  butt  to  gain  ; 
Nor  link  a  flare,  to  rife  vice  chamberlain. 

Pcrjfti  my  verfe  !   whene'er  one  vcnai  line 
Bedaubs  a  duke,  or  makes  a  king  divine. 
Firft  bid  mefwear,  he's  foimd  who  has  the  plague. 
Or  tiorace  rivab  Stanhope  at  the  Hague 
What,  fhall  1  turn  a  pandar  to  the  throne, 
And  lid  with  B — 11  t  to  roar  for  half  a  crown  ? 
Sooner  F — r — I  fhall  virith  Fully  vie, 
Or  W — n — n  in  fenate  fcorn  a  lie  ; 
So  ^ner  tberia  tremble  for  her  fate 

From  M h's  arms,  or  Ah n's  debate. 

Though  fawning  flact'ry  ne'er  (ball  taint  my  lays, 
Yet  know,  when  virtue  calls,  I  burit  to  praife. 
Behold  yon  temple  \  rais'd  by  C  '[ham's  hand, 
Sacred  to  worthies  of  his  native  land  : 
Age?  were  ranfack'd  for  the  wife  and  great, 
Til;  Barnard  came,    ar.d    made   the   group  com- 
plete. 
B.  Barnard  there — enlivcn'd  by  the  voice, 
liuch  bufto  bow'd,  and  fanftify'd  the  choice. 

Pointlefs  all  fa- ire  in  tLcfe  iron  times; 
Too  faint  are  coh  ur.<,  and  too  feeble  rhymes. 
R.fe  then,  gay  fancy,  future  glnrie^  bring, 
And  flrctch  o'er  happier  days  thy  healing  wing. 

Rapt  into  tJiought,  lo  !  I  Britannia  fee 
Rifiiig  fuperior  o'er  the  fubjed  fea  ; 
View  her  gay  pendents  fpread  their  fi'ken  wings, 
Big  with  the  fate  ot  empires  and  of  kings  : 
The  tow'ruJg  bark*  dance  lightly  o'er  the  main. 
And, roll  their  thunder  through  the  realms  of 

S|  ain. 
Peace,  violated  maid,  they  aflc  no  more. 
But  wafi  hct  back  triuniplunt  to  our  ihore; 
While  buxoHi  plenty,  laughing  in  her  train. 
Glads  ev'ry  heart,  and  crowns  the  warri  r  s  pain. 
On,  fancy,  on  !  fliU  llreich  the  plcafing  fcciie, 
And  bring  fair  freedom  with  lur  golueii  reign ;     ' 
Chter'd  by  whofe  beams  cv'n  meagre  vkant  can 

fmile. 
And  the  poor  peafant  whiftle  'midft  his  toil.' 

•  A  certain  court  cbapUin,  T)r.  Aliired  Cla  hc^ 
•who  ivrote.  ur  rattier flok,  a  cbaraSicr  of  the  late  queen 
from  Dr.  Burnet  s  charaSler  if  ^een  Mary.  'This 
fampllet,l.toivever.  has  been  afcribcd  to  Lord  Hervey. 

+  A  iiot::d  agent  in  a  Kicb  regiment.  -Jcho  is  employed 
to  reward  their  venal  vociferations ,  on  certain  occafions^ 
•with  balfa-croivn  each  man. 

\  The  Temple  of  Britifb  Worthies  in  the  gardens  at 
Stow,  in  ■tihich  the  Lord  Cob/jam  has  lately  creiicd  the 
Lujla  oj  Sir  John  Barnard. 
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Such  days,  what  Briton  wiflies  not  to  fee  ? 
And  fuch  each  Briton,  Frederick  *,  hopes  from 
thee. 

THEGYMNASIAD:  OR.  BOXING-MATCH, 

Jl  very  Jhort,  but  very  curious  Epic  Poem.      With  the 
Prolcgmena  of  ScriUerus   Tcrtius,  and  Notes  iiari- 
\  Jtrum. 

" Nos  hsec  novimus  effc  nihil."  Mart. 

TO  THE  MOST  PUISSANT  AND  INVINCIBLE 

MR    JOHN  BROU.GHTON. 

Had  this  dedication  been  addrefied  to  fome  reve- 
rend prelate,  or  female  court-favourite,  to  fonie 
blundering  ftatrfmaii,  or  apoftate  patriot,  I  ftiould 
doubtlefs  have  launched  into  the  highefl  encomi- 
vms  on  public  fpirit,  policy,  virtue,  piety,  &c. 
and,  like  the  reft  of  my  brother  dedicators,  had 
moft  fuccefsfully  impofed  on  their  vanity,  by 
afcribing  to  them  qualities  they  were  utterly  un- 
acquainted with  ;  by  which  means  I  had  prudently 
reaped  the  reward  of  a  panegyrift  from  my  pa- 
tron, and,  at  the  fame  time,  fecured  the  reputa- 
tion of  a  fatirifl  with  the  public. 

But  fcorning  thefe  bafe  arts,  I  prefent  the  fol- 
lowing poem  to  you,  unfwayed  by  either  flattery  or 
intereft;  fince  your  modefty  would  defend  you 
againft  the  poifon  of  the  one,  and  your  known 
economy  prevent  an  author's  expeiSations  of  the 
other.  I  ftiall  therefore  only  tell  you  what  you 
lealiy  are,  and  leave  thofe  (whofe  patrons  are  of 
the  higher  clafs)  to  tell  tliem  what  they  really  are 
not.  But  fuch  is  the  depravity  of  human  nature, 
that  every  compliment  we  beflow  on  another,  is 
too  apt  to  be  deemed  a  fatire  on  ourfelves ,  yet, 
furely,  while  I  am  praifing  the  fhrength  of  your 
arm,  no  politician  can  think  it  meant  as  a  refledtion 
on  the  weaknefs  of  his  head;  or,  while  I  am  juf- 
tifying  your  title  to  the  character  of  a  man,  will 
any  modern  petit  maitre  think  it  an  impeachment 
of  his  affinity  to  that  of  its  mimic  counterfeit,  a 
monkey  ? 

Were  I  to  attempt  a  defcription  of  your  quali- 
fications, T  might  juflly  have  recourfe  to  the  ma- 
jefty  of  Agamemnon,  the  courage  of  Achilles,  the 
ilrcngth  of  Ajax,  and  the  wiidom  of  Ulyffes  ;  but, 
as  your  own  heroic  adlions  afford  us  the  beft  mir- 
ror of  your  merits,  I  Ihall  leave  the  reader  to  view 
in  that  the  amazing  luftrc  of  a  charadter,  a  few 
traits  of  which  only  the  following  poem  was  in. 
tended  to  difplay ;  and  in  which,  had  the  ability 
of  the  poet  equalled  the  magnanimity  of  his  hero, 
I  doubt  not  but  the  Gymnafiad  had,  like  the  im- 
mortal Iliad,  been  handed  down  to  the  admiration 
of  all  pofterity. 

Aa  your  fuperior  merits  contributed  towards 
raifing  you  to  the  dignities  you  now  en}.iy,  and 
placed  ydu  even  as  the  fafeguard  of  royalty  itfeif, 
fo  I  cannot  help  thinking  it  happy  for  the  prince, 
that  he  is  now  able  to  boaft  one  real  chanipion  in 
his  fervice  :  and  what  Frenchman  would  not  trem- 
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j  ble  more  at  the  pnllTint  arm  of  a  Broughton,  than 
at  the  ceremonious  gauntlet  of  a  Dimmock  ? 

I  am,  with  the  mofl  profound  refpecft  to  your 
heroic  virtues,  your  moft  devotedj  and  mofl 
humble  fervant. 

SCRIBLERUS  TERTIU3  OF  THE  POEM. 

I  r  is  an  old  faying,  that  necefllty  is  the  mother  of 
invention  ;  it  fhould  fetm  then  that  poetry,  which 
is  a  fpecies  of  invention,  muft  naturally  derive  its 
being  from  the  fame  origin  ;  hence  it  will  be  eafy 
to  account  for  the  many  ilimfy  ghoft-like  appari. 
tions  that  every  day  make  their  appearance  among 
us;  for  if  it  be  true,  a^  naturalills  obferve,  that 
the  health  and  vigour  of  the  mother  is  neceflary 
to  produce  the  like  qualities  in  the  child,  what  if- 
fue  can  be  expedfed  from  the  womb  of  fo  meagt^ 
a  parent  ? 

But  there  is  another  fpecies  of  poetry,  which, 
inflead  of  owing  its  birth  to  t'le  belly,  like  Miner- 
va, fprings  at  once  from  the  head  :  of  this  kind  are 
thofe  produdlions  of  wit,  fenfe,  and  fpirit ;  which 
once  born,  like  the  goddefs  herfelf,  immediately 
become  immortal.  It  is  true,  thefe  are  a  fort  of 
miraculous  births,  and  therefore  it  is  no  wonder 
they  fhould  be  found  fo  rare  among  us. — As  glo- 
ry is  the  noble  infpirer  of  the  latter,  fo  hunger  is 
the  natural  incentive  of  the  former :  thus  fame 
and  food  are  the  fpurs  with  which  every  poet 
mounts  his  Pegafus ;  but,  as  the  impetus  of  the 
belly  is  apt  to  be  more  cogent  than  that  of  the 
head,  fo  you  will  ever  fee  the  one  pricking  and 
goading  a  tired  jade  to  a  hobbling  trot,  while  the 
other  only  incites  the  foaming  fteed  to  a  majeftic 
capriol. 

The  gentle  reader,  it  is  apprehended,  will  not 
long  be  at  a  lofs  to  determine,  which  fpecies  the 
foUovving  produdlion  ought  to  be  ranked  under  • 
but  as  the  parent  moft  unnaturally  caft  it  out  as 
the  fpurious  ifTue  of  his  brain,  and  even  cruelly 
denies  it  the  common  privilege  of  hts  name; 
ftruck  with  the  dekdlabk  beauty  of  its  features,  l 
could  not  avoid  adopting  the  little  poetic  orphan, 
and  by  dreffing  it  up  with  a  few  notes,  &c.  pre- 
fent it  to  the  public  as  perfedl  as  poffible. 

Had  I,  in  imitation  of  other  great  authors,  on- 
ly confulted  my  intereft  in  the  publication  of  this 
inimitable  piece  (which  doubtlefs  will  undergo 
numerous  impteflinns),  I  might  firft  have  fent  it 
into  the  world  naked,  then,  by  the  addition  of  a 
commentary,  notes  variorum,  proleg^oir.ena,  and  all 
that,  levied  a  new  tax  upon  the  public;  and,  after 
all,  by  a  fort  of  modern  poetical  legerdemain,  , 
changing  the  name  of  the  principal  hero,  and  in- 
ferting  a  few  hypercritics  of  a  flattering  friend's, 
have  rendered  the  former  editions  incorrect,  and 
cozened  the  curious  reader  out  of  a  treble  confi. 
deration  for  the  fame  work;  but  however  this 
may  fuit  the  tricking  arts  of  a  hookfelk-r,  it  is  cer- 
tainly much  below  the  fublime  genius  of  an  au- 
thor.— I  know  it  will  be  faid,  that  a  man  has  an 
equal  right  to  make  as  much  a^  he  can  of  his  wit, 
as  well  as  of  his  money  ;  hut  then  it  ought  to  be 
confidered,  whether  there  may  not  be  luch  a 
2^  fi 
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thing  as  ufury  in  both  ;  and  the  law  havir.cr  (,nly 
provided  againft  it  in  one  it  ftance,  is,  I  appre 
hend,  no  very  mo^al  plea  for  the  praiSlice  of  it  in 
the  other  *. 

The  judicious  reader  will  eafily  perceive,  that 
the  following  poenn,  in  all  its  properties,  partakes 
of  the  epic  ;  fuch  as  fij;hting,  Ipeeching,  bul  ying, 
ranting,  ^c.  (to  fay  nothing  of  the  moral")  ;  and, 
as  many  thoufand  verfes  are  thought  neceffary  to 
-the  conflruiftion  of  this  kind  of  poem,  it  may  be 
obje<Scd,  that  this  ist(  o  ihort  to  be  ranked  under 
that  clafs  :  to  which  IfhiiU  only  anfwer,  that  as 
•concifenefs  i?  the  laft  fault  a  writer  is  apt  to  com- 
jnit,  fo  it  is  generally  the  firfT  a  reader  is  willing 
to  fc'give  ,  and  t.'n)ugh  it  may  not  be  altogether 
fo  long,  yet  I  dare  fay,  it  will  not  be  found  lefs 
replete  with  the  true  -vis  poet'ua,  than  (not  to  men- 
t'ion  the  Iliad,  ^leid,  &c.)  even  Ltonidas  itfelf. 

ft  may  farther  be  objecfted,  that  the  chara6lrrs 
«f  our  principal  heroes  are  too  humble  fnr  the 
grandeur  of  the  epic  fable  ;  but  the  caiidid  reader 
■will  be  pleafed  to  obferve,  that  they  are  not  here 
celebrated  in  their  mechanic,  but  in  thbir  heroic 
capacities,  as  boxers,  who,-  by  the  ancients  them- 
felves,  have  ever  been  efteemed  worthy  to  be  im- 
mortalized in  the  noblell  works  of  this  nature  ;  of 
"which  the  Epcus  and  Euryalus  of  Homer,  and  the 
Entellus  and  Dares  of  Virgil,  are  inconteflable 
authorities.  And  as  rhofe  author?  were  ever  care- 
ful, tha'  their  principalperfonages  (however  mean 
in  themfelves)  fhould  derive  th,"ir  pedigree  from 
fome  deity,  or  iiluRrious  hero,  fo  our  author  has, 
with  equal  propriety,  made  his  fpring  from  Phae- 
ton and  Neptune ;  under  which  chariidlers  he 
l)?."utifully  allegorizes  their  different  occupatit  ns 
of  warerman  and  coachman. — But,  for  my  own 
part,  I  cannot  conceive  that  the  dignity  of  the  he- 
ro'^  profeflion  is  anywife  effenrial  to  that  of  the 
adlion  ;  for  if  the  greatell  perfons  are  guilty  of 
the  meaneft  a(5lions  why  may  not  the  greatcft 
actions  be  afcribcd  to  the  meaneft  perfons  ? 

As  the  main  aiShion  of  this  poem  is  entirely  fup- 
ported  by  the  principal  heroes  themfelves,  it  has 
been  maliciobfly  i;.firiuated  tti  be  defigned,  as  an 
■unmannerly  refledlion  on  a  late  glorious  vidtnry, 
■where,  it  ispietcnded,  the  whole  adiion  vv-^s  ;'.t- 
chievcd  without  the  interpofition  of  the  p-incipil 
hcri-es  at  all. — But  as  the  moft  innocent  meanings 

*  As  this  m:iy  be  thought  to  he  particularly  aimed  at 
cn  author  -who  icas  lately  reported  to  be  dead,  itnd 
ivhofe  lofs  all  toilers  o)  the  mufes  ivoiild  haiie  the  gieat- 
rfl  renfon  to  lament  it  may  not  L'  try; f  roper  to  ajfiire 
the  reader,  that  it  zuas  tvritten.,  and  intended  to  have 
been  pubtijhed,  before  that  report ^  and  ivas  oidy  meant  as 
an  attack  upon  the  general  abufe  of  this  kind.— As  'o 
cur  author  himfelf,  he  ha.'  frequently  given  public  iefli- 
tnonies  of  his  •veneration  for  that  great  man's  genius  ; 
tior  may  if  be  unentertaining  to  the  reader,  to  acquaint 
him  •with  one  private  inflavce  :  Immediately  on  hearing 
the  repn't  nf  Mr.  Pope's  death,  he  ivas  beard  to  break 
forth  in  ihefollo'wing  exclamation. 

Pope  dead! — Hufli,hufh,  report,  the  flanJ'rous 

lye;     .  _ 
Fame  fays  he  lives— immortals  never  die. 


may,  by  ill  minds,  be  wrefted  to  the  moft  wicked 
purpo(e«,  if  any  fuch  conftruftion  fhould  be  made, 
I  will  venture  to  affirm,  that  it  muft  proceed  from 
the  fadlious  venom  of   the  reader,  and    not  from 
any  difloyal  malignity  in  our  author,  who   is   too 
well  acquainted  with  the  power,   ever  to  arraign 
tfie  purity  of  government  :  befides,  the  poignandc 
of  the  fword  is  too  prevalent  for  that  of  the  pen  ; 
j  and  who,  when    there    are   at  prefent  fo    many 
I  thoufand  unanfwerable  ftanding  arguments  ready 
j  to  defend,  would   ever  be  Quixote  enough  to  at- 
tack, either  the  omnipotence  of  a  prince,  or  the 
omnifcicnce  of  his  mmifters  ? 

Were  I  to  attempt  an  analyfis  of  this  poem,  I 
could  demonftrare  that  it  contains  (as  much  as  a 
piece  of  fo  fuhlimc  a  nature  will  admit  of)  all 
thofe  true  ftandardsof  wit,  humour,  raillery,  fatire, 
and  ridicule,  which  a  late  writer  has  fo  marvel- 
loufiy  difcovercd,  and  might,  on  the  part  of  our 
autlior,  fay  with  that  profound  critic — faSia  eji 
Alc-a  :  but  as  the  obfcurity  of  a  beauty  too  flrong- 
ly  argues  the  want  of  one,  fo  an  endeavour  to 
elucidate  the  merits  of  the  following  performance, 
mighr  be  apt  to  give  the  reader  a  difadvantageous 
imprcffion  agair.ft  it,  as  it  might  tacitly  imply 
they  were  too  myflerious  to  come  within  thecom- 
pafs  of  his  comprehenfion.  1  fhall  therefore  leave 
them  to  his  more  curious  obfervation,  and  bid 
him  heartily  idi  aw  ell— -Lege  et  deleSiare. 

SCRIBLERUS  TeRTIOS. 

BOOK  I, 

THE  ARGUMENT, 

The  invocation,  the  propofition,  the  night  before 
the  battle  defcribed ;  the  morning  opens,  and 
difcovcrs  the  multitude  hafting  to  the  place  of 
adlion  ;  their  various  profeflions,  dignities,  &c. 
illuftrated;  the  fpeJlators  being  feated,  the 
youthful  combatants  are  firft  introduced  ;  their 
manner  of  fighting  difplayed  ;  to  thefe  fucceed 
the  champions  of  a  higher  degree  ;  their  fupe- 
rior  abilities  marked,  fome  of  the  moft  eminent 
particularly  celebrated;  meanwhile,  the  princi- 
pal heroes  are  reprefented  fitting,  and  ruminat- 
ing on  the  approaching  combat,  when  the  he- 
rald fummons  them  to  the  lifts. 

Sing,  flng,  O  mufe  !  the  dire  contefted  fray. 
And  bloody  honours  of  that  dreadful  day, 
When  Phaeton's  b'dd  fon  (tremendous  name)  ! 
Dar'd  Neptune's  offspring  to  the  lifts  of  fame. 


Ver.  3,  4.  It  is  ufual  for  poets  to  call  the  fons 
after  the  names  of  their  fathers  ;  as  Agamemnon 
the  foil  of  Atreus,  and  Achilles  the  fon  of  Peleus, 
are  frequently  termed  Pelides  and  Atrides.  Our 
author  would  doubtlefs  have  followed  this  laud- 
able example,  but  he  found  Broughtonides  and 
Stephenlonides,  or  their  contradlious,  too  utmiu- 
ficai  for  metre,  and  therefore,  with  wonderful  art, 
adopts  two  poetical  parents;  which  obviates  the 
difficulty,  and,  at  the  fame  time,  heightens  the 
,   dignity  of  his  heroes,  JSentleidts. 


P    O     E 

What  fury  fraught  thee  with  ambition's  fire, 
Ambition,  equal  foe  to  fon  atid  fire? 
One,  haplefs  fell  by  _[ove's  ethereal  arms, 
And  one,  the  triton's  niighty  pow'r  dilarms. 

Now  all  lay  hufii'd  within  the  idWs  of  niirht. 
And  faw,  in  painted  dream<,  th'  important  fight ; 
While  hopes  and  fears  alternate  turn  the  icales,!! 
And  now  this  hero,  and  now  that  prevails; 
Blows,  and  imaginary  l)lood  furvey. 
Then  waking,  watch  the  flow  approach  of  day  ; 
When,  lo  1   Aurora  in  her  fajfron  vefl 
Darts  a  glad  ray,  and  gilds  the  ruddy  eaft. 

Forth  iffuing  row  all  ardent  feek  the  place 
Sacred  to  fame,  and  the  Athletic  race. 
As  from  their  hive  the  cluft'ring  fquadrons  pour 
O'er  fragrant  meads,  to  fip  tlie  vernal  flow'r  ;      10 
So  from  each  inn  the  Ic^al  fwarms  i.npel, 
Of  banded  fecrs,  and  pupils  of  the  quill. 
Senates  and  (hamblcs  pour  forth  all  their  ftore, 
Mindful  of  mutton,  and  of  laws  no  more  ; 
E'en  money-bills,  uncnurtly,  now  niuft  wait, 
And  the  fat  lamb  has  one  more  day  to  bleat. 
The  highway-knight  now  draws  his  piftol's  load, 
Refts  his  faint  fteed,  and  this  day  franks  the  road. 

Ver.  6.  It  has  been  maintained  by  fome  philo- 
fnphers,  that  the  paffions  of  the  mind  are  in  fome 
meafure  hereditary,  as  wel'  as  the  features  of  the 
body.  According  to  this  dodtrine,  our  author 
very  beautifully  reprefents  the  frailty  of  ambition 
defcending  from  father  to  fon  ; — and  as  original 
fin  may  in  fome  fort  be  accounted  for  on  this  fyf 
tem,  it  is  very  probable  our  author  had  a  theolo- 
gical, as  well  as  phyfical  and  moral  meaning  in 
this  verfe. 

[For  the  htter  part  nf  this  note,  we  are  obliged 
to  an  eminent  divine.] 

Ver.  21.  Ah  ingenious  critic  of  my  acquaint- 
ance objeifted  to  this  fimile,  and  would  by  no 
means  admit  the  comparii'on  between  bees  and 
lawyers  to  be  juft  :  one,  he  faid,  was  an  induf- 
trious,  harmlcfs,  and  ufeful  fpecies,  none  of  which 
properties  could  be  afilrmed  of  the  other ;  and 
therefore  he  thought  the  drone,  that  lives  on  the 
plunder  of  the  hive,  a  more  proper  a-chetype.  1 
muft  confcfs  myfclf  in  fome  meafure  inclined  to 
fubfcribe  my  friend's  opinion  ;  but  then  we  mufl 
confider,  that  our  author  did  not  intend  to  defcribc 
•their  qualities,  but  their  number  ;  and  in  this  re- 
fpeA  no  one,  I  think,  can  have  any  objecSlion  to 
the  propriety  of  the  comparifon. 

Ver.  24.  The  original  Ma.  has  it  bribes ;  but, 
as  this  might  fecm  to  caft  an  invidious  afperfion 
on  a  certain  afiembly,  remarkable  for  their  ab- 
horrence of  venality ;  and,  ac  the  fame  time, 
might  fubjedl  our  publiflier  to  fome  little  incon- 
veniences ;  I  thought  it  prudent  to  foften  the  tx- 
prefiTion  :  befides,  I  think  this  reading  renders  our 
author's  thought  more  natural;  for,  though  we 
fee  the  moft  trifling  avocations  are  able  to  draw 
off  their  attention  from  the  public  utility,  yet  no- 
thing is  fufficient  to  divert  a  fteady  purfuit  of  their 
private  emolument. 

Ver  28.  Our  poet  here  artfully  inCnuates  the 
dignity  of  the  combat  he  is  about  to  celebraite,  by 
iu  being  able  to  prevail  on  a  highwayman  to  lay  1 


M    B.  Sir 

Bailiffs,  in  crowds,  negledl  the  dormant  writ, 

And  give  another  Sunday  to  the  wit:  :  36 

He,  too,  would  hie,  but  ah,  his  fortunes  frown  1 

Alas,  the  fatal  pafl'port's — half-a-crown  : 

Shoals  prel's  on  flioals,  from  palace  and  from  cell; 

Lords  yield  the  court,  and  butchers  Clerkenwell. 

St.  Giles's  natives,  never  known  to, fail, 

All  who  havti  haply  'fcap'd  th'  obdurate  jail ; 

Tiiere  many  a  martial  fon  of  Fott'iiham  lies, 

Bound  in  Deveilian  bTinds,  a  iacrifice 

To  angry  juftice,  nor  mull  view  the  prize. 

Affembled  myriads  crowd  the  circling  feats,  40. 
High  for  the  combat  every  bofom  beats, 
Each  bofom  partial  for  its  hef  o  bold. 
Partial  through  friendfhip-— or  depending  gold^ 

But  firft,  the  infant  progeny  of  Mars 
Join  in  the  lifts,  and  wage  their  pigmy  wars;. 
Prain'd  to  the  manual  fight,  and  brtiifcful  toil^ 
The  llop  defenfive,  and  gymnaflic  foil. 
With  nimble  fills  their  early  pro^i-efs  fliow. 
And  mark  the  future  hero  in  each  blow. 

To  thefc  the  hardy  iron-race  fucceed,  50 

All  fons  of  Hockley  and  fierce  Brick-ft;reet  breed  : 
Mature  in  valour,  and  inur'd  to  blood, 
Dauntlefs  each  foe  in  form  terrific  flood  I 
I'heir  calloiis  bodies,  frequent  in  the  fray, 
Mock'd  the  fell  llroke,  nor  to  its  force  gave  way, 
'Mongft  thefe  Gioverius,  not  the  lail  in  fame. 
And  he  whole  clog  delights  the  beauteous  dame; 

afide  his  bufinefs,  to  becorJie  i  fpcflator  of  it — and 
as,  on  this  occafion,he  makes  him  forfdke  his  dai- 
ly bread,  while  the  fehator  only  negleifls  the  bufi- 
nef-j  of  the  nation,  it  maybe  obferved,  how  fatiri- 
caily  he  gives  the  preference,  in  point  of  difinte- 
reflednefs,  to  the  hi';;hwayman. 

Ver.  37.  The  unwary  reader  may,  from  this 
pafTage,  be  apt  to  conclude,  that  an  amphitheatre 
is  little  befter  than  a  nurfery  for  the  gallows,  and 
that  there  is  a  fort  of  phyfical  conneiSion  between 
boxing  and  thieving  ;  but  although  boxing  may  be 
a  ufeful  ingredient  in  a  thief,  yet  it  does  not  ne- 
ceflarily  make  him  one.  Boxing  Is  the  effeift,  n6t 
the  caufe;  and  men  are  not  thieves  becaufc  they 
are  boxers,  but  boxers  becaufe  they  are  thieves. 
Thus  tricking,  lying,  evalion,  with  fcveral  other 
fuch  like  cardinal  virtues,  are  a  fort  of  properties 
pertaining  to  the  practice  of  the  law.  as  well  as  to 
the  mercurial  profcllion.  But  would  any  one 
therefore  infer,  that  every  lawyer  niiuft  be  a  thief? 

Schol'iajii 

Ver.  44.  Our  author,  in  this  delcription,  alludes 
to  the  Lulus  Trojse  of  Virgil, 

"  Incedunt  Paeri ■ 


Trojjc  Juventus 


"  Pugnxque  ciunt  fimuiachra  fub  armis." 

Ver.  51.  Two  famous  athletic  feminaries. 

Ver.  57.  Here  we  are  prefented  with  a  laud- 
able imifa-ion  of  the  ancient  fimplicity  of  man- 
ners ;  for,  as  Cincinnatusdifdained  not  the  home-' 
ly  employment  of  a  ploughman, 'fo  we  fee  our  he- 
ro condeicending  to  the  humble  occupation  of  a 
clogmaker;  and  tHs  is  the  more  to  be  admired, 
as  it  is  one  charafteriflfc  of  modern  hcroifm,  to  btf 
either  above  or  below  any  occupation  at  all. 
3  H  ij        , 
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Nor  lead  thy  pnife,  whofe  artificial  light 
In  Dian's  abfence  gilds  the  clouds  of  night. 

While  thefe  the  combat's  direful  arts  difplaj, 
And  Ihare  the  bloody  fortunes  pf  the  day,  6 1 

Each  hero  far,  revolving  in  his  foul 
The  various  means  that  might  his  foe  controul; 
Conquell  and  glory  each  proud  bofom  warms, 
When,  lo  !  the  herald  fummons  them  to  arms. 

BOOK  II. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Stephenson  enters  the  lifts;  a  defcription  of  his 
figure  ;  an  encomium  on  his  abilities,  with  re- 
fpeift  to  the  charadler  of  coachman.  Brough- 
ton  advances;  his  reverend  form  defcribed  ;  his 
fuperior  fkill  in  the  management  of  the  lighter 
and  wherry  difplayed ;  his  triumph  of  the  badge 
celebrated  ;  his  fpeech  ;  his  former  viiSlories  re- 
counted ;  the  preparation  for  the  combat,  and 
the  horror  of  the  fpedators  *. 

TiRST  to  the  fight  advanced  the  charioteer ! 
High  hopes  of  glory  on  his  brow  appear, 
Terror  vindiftive  flafhes  from  his  eye 
(To  one  the  fates  the  vifual  ray  deny)  ;  _ 
Tierce  glow'd  his  looks,  which  fpoke  his  inward 

rage; 
He  leaps  the  bar,  and  bounds  upon  the  ftage. 
The  roofs  re-echo  with  exulting  cries, 
And  all  behold  him  with  admiring  eyes. 
Ill-fated  youth  !  what  rafli  defires  could  warm 
Thy  manly  heart,  to  dare  the  Triton's  arm  ?       IG 
Ah  !  too  unequal  to  thefe  martial  deeds, 
Though  none  more  fcill'd  to  rule  the  foaming 

deeds. 
The  courfers,  flill  obedient  to  thy  rein, 
Now  urge  their  flight,  or  now  their  flight  reftrain. 
Had  mighty  Diomed  provok'd  the  race, 
Thou  far  hadft  left  the  Grecian  in  difgrace. 


Ver.  j8.  Various  and  violent  have  been  the 
controverfies,  whether  our  author  here  intended 
to  celebrate  a  lamp-lighter  or  a  link-boy;  hut  as 
there  are  heroes  of  both  capacities  at  prefent  in 
the  fchool  of  honour,  it  is  difficult  to  determine 
whether  the  poet  alludes  to  a  Wells  or  a  Buck- 
horfc. 

•  It  was  doubtlefs  in  obedience  to  cuftom,  and 
the  example  of  other  great  poets,  that  our  author 
has  thought  proper  to  prefix  an  argument  to  each 
book,  being  minded  vhat  nothing  fhould  be  want- 
ing in  the  ufual  paraphernalia  of  works  of  this 
tind.— For  my  own  part,  I  am  at  a  lofs  to  ac- 
count for  the  ufe  of  them,  unlefs  it  be  to  fwcU  a 
volume,  or,  like  bills  of  fare,  to  advertife  the  read- 
er  what  he  is  to  expe<ft ;  that,  if  it  contains  no- 
thing likely  to  fuit  his  tafte,  he  may  preferve  his 
appetite  for  the  next  courfe. 

Ver.  6,  7.  See  the  defcriptjons  of  Dares  in 
Virgil. 

«  Nee  mora,  continue  vaftis  cuoi  vlribus  effert 
"  Ora  Dare»j  magnoque  virum  ft  rourmure  tollit*'* 


Where'er  you  drove,  each  inn  confefs'd  your  fway, 
Maids  brought  the  dram,  and  olllers  flew  with 

hay. 
But  know,  though  fkill'd  to  guide  the  rapid  car, 
None  wages  like  thy  foe  the  manual  war.  29 

Now  Neptune's  offspring  dreadfully  ferene, 
Of  fize  gigantic,  and  tremendous  mien, 
Steps  forth,  and  'midft  the  fated  lifls  appears ; 
Rev'rend  his  form,  but  yet  not  worn  with  years. 
To  him  none  equal,  in  his  youthful  day. 
With  feather'd  oar  to  Ikim  the  liquid  way;    [ear. 
Or  through  thofe  ftreights  whofe  waters  flun  the 
The  loaded  lighter's  bulky  weight  to  (leer. 
Soon  as  the  ring  their  ancient  warrior  view'd, 
Joy  fill'd  their  hearts,  and  thund'ring  fhouts  en- 

fu'd ;  3* 

Loud  as  when  o'er  Thamefis'  gentle  flood, 
Superior  with  the  Triton  youths  he  row'd  ; 
While  far  a-head  his  winged  wherry  flew,     [due. 
Touch'd  the  glad  fliore,  and  claim'd  the  badge  its 

Then  thus  indignant  he  accofts  the  foe, 
(While  high  difdain  fat  prideful  on  his  brow)  : 
Long  has  the  laurel-wreath  victorious  fpread 
Its  facrcd  honours  round  this  hoary  head  ; 
The  prize  of  conqueft  in  each  doubtful  fray. 
And  dear  reward  of  many  a  dire-fought  day.    49 
Now  youth's  cold  wane  the  vig'rous  pulfe  has 

chas'd, 
Froze  all  my  blood,  and  ev'ry  nerve  unbrac'd; 
Now,  from  thefe  temples  fhall  the  fpoils  be  torn. 
In  fcornful  triumph  by  my  foe  be  worn  ? 
What  then  avail  my  various  deeds  in  arms. 
If  this  proud  creft  thy  feeble  force  difarms  ? 
Loft  be  my  glories  to  recording  fame, 
When,  foil'd  by  thee,  the  coward  blafts  my  name  1 
I  who,  e'er  manhood  my  young  joints  had  knit, 
Firft  taught  the  fierce  Grettonius  to  fubmit ;     50 


Ver.  19.  Here  our  author  inculcates  a  fine  mo- 
ral, by  fliowing  how  apt  men  are  to  miftake  their 
talents;  but  were  men  only  to  aft  in  their  pro- 
per fplieres,  how  often  fliould  we  fee  the  parfon 
in  the  pew  of  the  peafant,  the  author  in  the  cha- 
ra(fter  of  his  hawker,  or  a  beau  in  the  livery  of 
his  footman  I   &c. 

Ver.  34.  A  prize  given  by  Mr.  Dogget,  to  be 
annually  contefted  on  the  firft  of  Auguft. — As, 
among  the  ancients,  games  and  fports  were  cele- 
brated on  mournful  as  well  as  joyful  events,  thera 
has  been  fome  controverfy,  whether  our  loyal  co- 
median meant  the  compliment  to  the  fetting  or 
rifing  monarch  of  that  day  ;  but,  as  the  plate  has 
a  horfe  for  its  device,  I  am  induced  to  impute  it 
to  the  latter ;  and,  doubtlefs,  he  prudently  confi- 
dered,  that,  as  a  living  dog  is  better  than  a  dead 
lion,  the  living  horfe  had  at  leaft  an  equal  title  to 
the  fame  preference. 

Ver.  4».  See  Virgil. 

" Sed  enim  gelidus  tardante  fenefla 

"  Sanguis hebct,frigentque  effoetjeincorporevires." 

Ver.  50.  Gretton,  the  moft  famous  Athleta  in 
his  uays,  oTer  whom  our  hero  obtained  his  maid- 
en prize. 


Poems. 
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"While,  drench'd  in  blood,  he  proftrate  prefs'd  the 

floor, 
An6  inly  groan'd  the  fatal  words — no  more. 
Allenius  too,  who  ev'ry  heart  difmay'd,      [head  ; 
Whofe  blows,  like  hail,  flew  rattling  round  the 
Him  oft  the  ring  beheld  with  weeping  eye?, 
Stretch'd  on  the  ground,  reluAant  yield  the  prize. 
Then  fell  the  fwain,  with  whom  none  e'er  could 

vie. 
Where  Harrow's  fteeple  darts  into  the  fky. 
Next  the  bold  youth  a  bleeding  vicftim  lay, 
Whofe  waving  curls  the  barber's  art  difplay.     60 
You  too  this  arm's  tremendous  prowefs  know ; 
Ra(h  man,  to  make  this  arm  again  thy  foe  ! 

This  faid — the  heroes  for  the  fight  prepare. 
Brace  their  big  limbs,  and  brawny  bodies  bare. 
The  fturdy  finews  all  aghaft  behold. 
And  ample  Ihoulders  of  Atlean  mould; 
Like  Titan's  offspring,  who  'gainft  heaven  ftrove. 
So  each,  though  mortal,  feem'd  a  match  for  Jove. 
jNow  round  the  ring  a  fdent  horror  reigns, 
Speechlefs  each  tongue,  and  bloodiefs  all  their 

veins ;  70 

When,  lo  1  the  champions  give  the  dreadful  fign, 
And  hand  in  hand  in  friendly  token  join  ; 
Thofe  iron  hands,  which  foon  upon  the  foe 
With  giant  force  muft  deal  the  deathful  blow. 

BOOK  III. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

A  BEscRiPTjoN  of  the  battle  ;  Stephenfon  is  van- 
quilhed  ;  the  manner  of  his  body  being  carried 
off  by  his  friends;  Broughton  claims  the  prize, 
and  takes  his  final  leave  of  the  ftage. 

Full  in  the  centre  now  they  fix  in  form, 
Eye  meeting  eye,  and  arm  oppos'd  to  arm ; 


Vcr.  S3-  Vulgarly  known  by  the  Plebeian  name 
of  Pipes,  which  a  learned  critic  will  have  to  be 
derived  from  the  art  and  myilery  of  pipe-making, 
in  which  it  is  affirmed  this  hero  was  an  adept. — 
As  he  was  the  delicium  pugnach  generis,  our  autlior, 
with  marvellous  judgment,  reprefents  the  ring 
weeping  at  his  defeat. 

Ver.  54.  Virgil. 

--  quam  multa  grandine  nimbi 


"  Culminibus  crepitant."- 

^£^-  57.  JeofFrey  Birch,  who  in  feveral  en- 
counters ferved  only  to  augment  the  number  of 
our  hero's  triumphs. 

,  Ver.  59.  As  this  champion  is  flijl  living,  and 
even  difpures  the  palm  of  manhood  with  our  hero 
himfelf,  1  fliall  leave  him  to  be  the  fubje<St  of  im- 
mortality in  fome  future  Gymnafiad,  fhould  the 
fuperiority  of  his  prowefs  ever  juftify  his  title  to 
the  corona  pugnea- 

Ver.  63.  Virgil. 

"  Hsec  fatus.dupiicem  ex  humeris  rejecit  amiiflum; 
•'  £t  magnos  membrorum  artus,  magna  olTa  lacer- 

tofque 
<'  Exuit." 


With  wily  feints  each  other  now  provoke, 
And  cautious  meditate  th'  impending  ftroke. 
Th'  impatient  youth,  infpir'd  by  hopes  of  fame, 
Firft  Iped  his  arm,  unfaithful  to  its  aim ; 
The  wary  warrior,  watchful  of  his  foe. 
Bends  hack,  and  'fcapes  the  death-defigning  blow ; 
With  erring  glance  it  founded  by  his  ear, 
And  whizzing,  fpent  its  idle  force  in  air.  10 

Then  quick  advancing  on  th'  unguarded  head, 
A  dreadful  fhow'r  of  thunderbolts  he  (bed  : 
As  when  a  whirlwind,  from  fome  cavern  broke, 
With  furious  blafts  aflaults  the  monarch  oak. 
This  way  and  that  its  lofty  top  it  bends. 
And  the  fierce  ftorm  the  crackling  branches  rends; 
So  wav'd  the  head,  and  now  to  left  and  right 
Rebounding  flies,  and  crafli'd  beneath  the  weight. 

Like  the  young  lion  wounded  by  a  dart, 
Whofe  fury  kindles  at  the  galling  fmart ;  20 

The  hero  roufes  with  redoubled  rage. 
Flies  on  the  foe,  and  foams  upon  the  flage. 
Mow  grappling,  both  in  clofe  contention  join, 
liCgs  lock  in  legs,  and  arms  in  arms  entwine : 
They  fweat,  they  heave,  each  tugging  nerve  they 

ftrain ; 
Both,  fix'd  as  oaks,  their  flurdy  trunks  fuflain. 
At  length  the  chief  his  wily  art  difplay'd, 
Poiz'd  on  his  hip  the  haplefs  youth  he  laid  ; 
Aloft  in  air  his  quivVing  limbs  he  throw'd, 
Then  on  the  ground  down  dafii'd  the  pond'rous 
load.  20 

So  fome  vaft  ruin  on  a  mountain's  brow. 
Which  tott'ring  hangs,  and  dreadful  nods  below, 
When  the  fierce  temped  the  foundation  rends, 
Whirl'd  through  the  air  with  horrid  crulh  defcends. 

Bold  and  undaunted  up  the  hero  rofe. 
Fiercer  his  bofom  for  the  combat  glows; 
Shame  flung  his  manly  heart,  and  fiery  rage 
New  flcel'd  each  nerve,  redoubled  war  to  wage. 


Vcr.  7,  8.  Virgil. 

ille  idtum  venientem  a  vertice  veloj 


"  Pr.-evidit,  celerique  clapfus  corpore  ceflit." 
Ver.  10.  Idem. 


vires  in  ventum  effudit."- 


Ver.  19.  It  may  be  obferved,  that  our  author 
has  treated  the  reader  but  with  one  fimile  through- 
out the  two  foregoing  books ;  but,  in  order  to 
make  him  ample  amends,  has  given  him  no  lefs 
than  lis  in  this.  Donbtiefs  this  was  in  imitation 
of  Homer,  and  artfully  intended  to  heighten  the 
dignity  of  the  main  a6lion,  as  well  as  our  admi- 
ration, towards  the  conclufion  of  his  work. — tin'u 
cor  on  at  opus, 

Ver.  a4    Virgil. 

"  Immifcentqne  nianus  manibus,  pugnamque  la« 
cefl'unt." 

Ver.  ZS-  VirgiL 

"  At  non  tardatus  cafu,  neque  territus  heros» 
"  Acrior  ad  pugnam  redit,  et  vim  fufcicat  ira., 
"  Turn  pudor  incendit  vires—— — ." 
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Swift  to  revenge  the  dire  difgrace  he  flies, 
Again  fufpended  on  the  hip  he  lies  ;  4® 

pafli'd  on  the  ground,  again  had  fatal  fell, 
H;iply  the  barrier  caught  his  flying  heel; 
There  fad  it  hung,  th'  imprifon'd  head  gave  way, 
And  the  ftrong  arm  defrauded  of  its  prey. 
Vain  drove  the  chief  to  whirl  the  mountain  o'er; 
It  flipt— he  headlong  rattles  on  the  floor. 
Around  the  ring  loud  peals  of  thunder  rife, 
And  fhouts  exuhant  echo  to  the  fkies. 

Uplifted  nowr  inanimate  he'icems, 
Forth  from  his  noftrils  gulh  the  purple  fl reams  ; 
Gafping  for  breath,  and  impotent  of  hand,         51 
The  youth  beheld  his  rival  ftagg'ring  ftand  : 
But  he,  alas  '.   had  felt  th'  unnerving  blow, 
And  gaz'd,  unable  tp  affault  the  foe. 
As  when  two  monarchs  of  the  brindled  breed 
Difpute  the  proud  dominion  of  the  mead,  ' 

They  fight,  they  foam,  then  weary'd  in  the  fray. 
Aloof  retreat,  and  low'ring  ftand  at  bay; 
So  dood  the  heroes,  and  indignant  glar'd. 
While  grim  with  blood  their  rueful  fronts  were 
frriear'd ;  60 

Till  with  returning  ftrength  new  rage  returns, 
Agaifl  their  ar^s  are  fleel'd,  again  each  bofpm 
burns. 

IncelTanc  now  their  hollow  fides  they  pound, 
Loud  on  each  breaft  the  bounding  bangs  refound; 
Their  flying  fifls  around  the  temples  glow, 
And  the  jaws  crackle  with  the  mafi"y  blow. 


Ver.  4a.  Our  author,  like  Homer  himfelf,  is 
no  lefs  to  be  admired  in  the  charader  of  an  hif- 
torian  than  in  that  of  a  poet  :  we  fee  him  here 
faithfully  reciting  the  mod  minute  incidents  of 
the  battle,  and  informing  u?,  that  the  youthful 

vhero,  being  on  the  lock,  muft,  again  inevitably 
have  come  to  the  ground,  had  not  hi*  heel  catch- 
ed  the  bar;  and  that  his  antagonid,  by  the  vio- 
lence of  his  draining,  flipt  his  arm  over  his  head, 
and  by  that  means  received  the  fall  he  intended 
the  eriemy. — I  thought  it  incumbent  on  me  as  a 
commentator  to  fay  thus  much,  to  illudrate  the 
meaning  of  our  author,  which  might  ftem  a  little 
obfcure  to  thofe  who  are  unacquainted  with  con- 
fliifts  of  this  kind. 
Ver.  48.  Virgil. 

"  It  clamor  ccelo — ." 

The  learned  reader  will  perceive  our  author's 
frequent  allufions  to  Virgil ;  and  whether  he  in- 
tended them  as  tranflations  or  imitations  of  the 
iloman  poet,  mud  give  us  paufe  :  but  as,  in  our 
modern  produ(ftions,  we  find  imitations  are  gene- 
rally  nothing   more    than    bad   tranflations,  and 

.  tranflations  nothing  more  than  bad  imitations  ;  it 
would  equally,  I  fuppofe,  fatisfy  the  gall  of  the 
critic,  ftiould  thefe  unluckily  fall  within  either  de- 
fcriptioD. 

Ver.  63.  Virgil. 

.  "  Multa  viri  nequicquam  inter  fe  vulnera  jaAant : 

"  Multa  cavo  lateri  ingeminant,  et  petflore  vados 

"  Dant  fdnitus,  erratque  aures  et  tempora  circum 

"  Crebra    mantis :    duro   crepitant   tub    vulnere 

•'  mala. 


The  raging  combat  ev'ry  eye  appals,  '-■■  t'uli' 
Strokes  following  drokes,  and  falls  fucceeding  falls. 
Now  droop'd  the  youth,  yet,  urging  ail-  his  might« 
With  feeble  arm  dill  vindicates  the  fight,  70 

Till  on  the  part  where  heav'd  the  panting  breath, 
A  fatal  blow  imprefs'd  the  feal  of  death. 
Down  dropt  the  hero,  welt'ring  in  his  gore. 
And  hisdretch'd  limbs  lay  quiv'ring  on  the  floor. 
So,  when  a  falcon  fkims  the  airy  way, 
Stoops  from  the  clouds,  and  pounces  on  his  prey, 
Dafh'd  on  the  earth  the  feather'd  viAini  lies, 
Expands  its  feeble  wings,  and,  flutt'ring,  dies. 
His  faithful  friends  their  dying  hero  rear'd,       79 
O'er  Jiis  broad  flioulders  dangling  hung  his  head; 
Dragging  its  limbs,  they  bear  the  body  forth, 
Mafli'd  teeth  and  clotted  blood  came  iffuing  from 
his  mouth.  ' 

Thus  then  the  vidlor — O  celeflial  pow'r  ! 
Who  gave  this  arm  to  boad  one  triumph  more; 
Now  grey  in  glory,  let  my  labours  ceafe. 
My  blood-flain'd  laurel  wed  the  branch  of  peace; 
Lur'd  by  the  ludre  of  the  golden  prize. 
No  more  in  combat  this  proud  cred  diall  rife  ; 
To  future  heroes  future  deeds  belong,  89 

Be  mine  the  theme  of  fome  immortal  fo'ng.  [ring, 

This  faid — he  feiz'd  the  prize,  v/hile  round  the 
High  foar'd  applav/e  on  acclamatioji's  wing. 

HONOUR. 

A   SATIRE,  1747. 

"  Primores  popiili  arripuit  populumque  tributinr; 
"  ticilicet  uni  aequus  virtuti  atque  ejus  amicis.'' 

HOR, 

"  Load,  load  the  pallet,  boy  1"  hark  !  Hogarth 

"  cries, 
"   Fad  as  I  paint,  frefli  fwarms  of  fools  arife  ! 
"  Groups  rife  on  groups,  and  mock  the  pencil's 

"  pow'r, 
"  To  catch  each  new-blown  folly  of  the  hour." 
■While  hum'rous    Hogarth    paints   each    folly 

dead. 
Shall  vice  triumphant  rear  its  hydra  head  ? 
At  fatire's  fov'reign  nod  difdain  to  fhrink  .'' 
New  reams  of  paper,  and  frcfh  floods  of  ink  ! 
On  then,  my  mufe  !   Herculean  labours  dar6, 
And  wage  with  virtue's  foes  eternal  war  ; 
Range  through  the  town  in  fearch  of  ev'ry  ill, 
And  cleanfe  th'  Augean  liable  with  thy  quill. 

"   But  VI  hat  avails  the  poignance  of  the  fong, 
"   Since  aU,  you  cry,  dill  perlevere  in  wrong  i 
"   Would  courtly   crimes  to    IVIulgrave's  '  muf^ 

"  fubmit .' 
"  Or  bludi'd  the  monarch  though  a  Wilmctf  writ  ? 

Ver.  79.  Virgil. 
"  Ad  ilium  fidi  aequales,  genua  regra  trahenteiri, 
"  JaiStantemqueutroque  caput, craffuniquecruorein 
"  Ore  rejedtantcn^,  midoique  in  fanguine  dentes, 
"  Ducunt  ad  naves." • 

Ver.  88.   Idem. 
"  — : —  bic  viiitor  caedus,  artemque  repono." 


*  TrcinJlaiorofHoracea  Art  of  Poetry,  and  aftet-^ 
ivards  Duke  nf  Bitck'iiigham. 
\  EarlojRo,h,J]er. 


'=  Still  pandar  peers  difgroc'd  the  rooms  of  (late, 
"  Still  Cselar's  bed  fuftain'd  a  foreign  weight  ; 
"  Slaves  worfhipp'd  rtillthe  nrolden  calf  of  povv'r, 
"  And  bilhops,  bowingy  blefs'd  rhe  fcarlet  whore. 
"  Shall  then  thy  verfe  the  guilty  .grtat  reclaim^' 
•'  Though  fraught  with  Dryden's  heay'n-defceiid- 

"  ed  flame  i         •  ■"'v      ')  oi.  -  [llore, 

"  Will  happy  Heathcote,  fi-om    his   mould'ring 
"  Drag  forth  one  cheering  drachma  to  the  poor.' 
"  Or  Harrington,  unfaithiul  to  the  feal, 
";  Throw  in  one  fuffrage  for  the  public  weal  ? 
♦'  Pointlefs  all  fatire,  and  mifpiac'd  its  aim, 
"   To  wound  the  bofom,  that's  obdurM  to  ihame:. 
"  The  callous  heart  ne'er  feels  the  goad  within  ; 
"  Few  dread  the  cenfure,  who  can- dare  the  fin.."- 
.  Though  on  the  culprit's  cheek  no  blulh  lliould 

glow,  ...      .1 

Still  let  me  mark  him  to  mankind  a  foe.; 
Strike  but  the  deer,  however  flight  the  wound, 
It  ferves  at  leaft  to  drive  hini  from  the  found.    . 
Shall  reptile  finners  frowning  juilice  fear. 
And  pageant  titles  privilege  the  peer  .''  vvo>; 

So  falls  the  humbler  game  in  common  Held?,    'a' 
While  the  branch'd  beafl  the  royal  foreft  lluelJsi 
On,  fatire,  then  !  purfue  thy  gen'rous  plan. 
And  wind  the  vice,  regardlefs  of  the  man.        '''•'. 
Roufe,  roufe  !  th'  ennobled  herd  for  public  fporb,  n' 
And  hunt  .them  through  the  covert  of  a  court,'- 
Jufl  as  tlie  play'r  the  mimic  portrait  draws,  . 
All  claim  a  right  of  cenfure  or  applaufe;  ; 

What  guards  the  place-man  from  an  equal  fatCj 
Who  mounts  but  a6lor  on  the  ftage  of  ftate  ? 
Siibje(!;l:  alike  to  each  marv's  praifj  and  blame,' 
Each  critic  voice  tlie  fiat  of  his  fame; 
Though  to  the  private  fome  rcipcd:,  we  pay. 
All  public  charadlers  arfe  public  prey.-. 
Pelham  and  Garrick,  let.  the  verfe  forbear 
What  tan<51:ifics  the  treafurer  or  play'r. 

Great  in  her  hurell'd  lages  Athens  fee,  . 
Free  flow 'd  her  fatire  while  her.fons  were  free:' 
'i  hen  purpled  guilt  wasdragg'd  to  public  (hamei 
AndiCach  offence  flood  flagrant ^vith  a  name;;'- 
Polluted  ermine  no  refpetft.'Could  sv^n,  ,  ),, 

No  hallowd  lawn  could  i'anftify  a  fin  ;  d 

'Till  tyrant  pow'r  ufuip'd  a  lawleis  Tide  :  ;  If 
Then  fac^cd  grew  the  titled  knave, and  tool ;  .il 
Then  pcua!  flatutesaw'd  the  poigjiaiit  fong,,  -u 
And   flaves  were  taught,  that  kings,  could  do  do 

wrong.        ':•■!•/  ri  .    .'.■•   '  .•  <l  ;.I  r 

Guilt  flrll  is  guilt,  ta  iire,  in  flave  or  king,  :    •! 
Fetter'd  in  cells,  or  garttr'd  in  the  rifig  :  '■' 

And  yet  behold  how  various  the  rfcward, 
AVild  falls  a  felon,  Walpoie  '  mounts  a  loti  '. 
The  little  knave  the  law's  laft  tribute  pays. 
While  crowns  around  the  great  one's  tharior  blaze. 
Blaze,  meteors,  blaze  i  to  me  is  ftill  the  fame 
The  cast  of  juflice,  or  the  c.-iach  of  fitame. 

Say,  what's  nobility,  ye  gilded  train  ! 
Does  nature  give  it,  or  can  guiU  Aiftain  ? 
Blooms  the  form  fairer,  if  the  birth  he  high  ? 
Or  takes  the  vital  ftrcani  a  richer  d}c  ? 


*  7i>oti^i)  tLr  perpm  btre  tasaat  htti  tKOit^fafd^tir-t 
dei't  <>f  aaturty  yst,  in  &e  left  ihat  of  tsr^its:  uuJiciii^'kJy  t 

iAf  tiutbor  opp-tibends  that  ibe  puhli;  sr^  itaiifputa&lv  \ 
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What  I  rhough'alten^^-pajHcian  line  ye  cla?n^,'  '■ 
Are  noble  fouls  entail'd  upon  a  name  .''       ''• 
Anftis  may  erminboiit  the  lordly  earth,  .;  i. 

Virtue's  the  herald,  that  proclaims  its  worth.     ■•■■■- 

Hence  mark  the't-adiance  of  a  btanhopc's' flar,  / 
And  glow-worm  glitter  of  thine,  D*-'**r  :     '  ' 
ignoble  iplendourl  phat  but  ASnes  to  all,  ■    ' 
The  hum!)le  badge  (•f'O' court  h<i(pital.    ' 
Ler.'lofry  L'-'  +  r  wave  his  nodding  plume, 
Boaft.all  the  blufhing  honours  of  the  loom, 
Refplei'daut  bundage  no  regard  can  bring;  "  '  ■'     ^ 
M'i'.  Methuen's  heart  miiil  dignify  the  iiThvg.'c- 
'    Vice  levels  all,  however  high  or  low  J      S"?',"-^ 
And  all  the  difl'rcnce  but  confills  in  IhpwJ^ 
Who  afks  an  alms,  or  fupplicates  a  place,  ' ' 

Alike  is  beggar,  though  in  rags  or  lace  : 
Alike  his  country's  fcaadal  and  its  curie,--  v'Twa  </ 
iW'ho  vends  a  vote,  or  who  puiioin.«>a  piir^'-'^"'  "■' 
Thy  gamblers.  Bridewell,  and- Sc,  JauiesVb'ltt*,**  ^"^  , 
The  roolts  of  Mordington's,  and -{liarks  at  Wfiit-c'k-'^ 
.*■  Why  will  you  urge, -liugeBiO  cries,  yimt'fat^i'i-' 
I*   AiTordb  the  town  no  fi;i»  bsit'lins  of.ftate-?  -'■"'''' 
('  Perghies  vice  only  on. the'court's  high  hkilf?      /•'• 
!'  -.Qr  yields  life  s  vale  no  quarry  for  the  quilt' .'''■'  " 
Manner^,  hke  fafhions,  flill  froni  courts  di^fcohd',' "• 
And  what  the  great  begin,  the  vulgar  endq  -'"''  "' 
If  vicious,  then  the  mode,  correft  it.here  fo  ,imi;V 
f-Ie  faves  the  peafant,  who  refornis  the  peer.'-  -i'"'"^' 
What;  Houaflow   knight  would    flray  frora^h04>' 
i  nour's  path,  .    .  '      ■-  ...':.'.. 

If  guided  by  a  brother  of  thei  i?ath  .i"  • 

i     Honour's  a- miftrefs  all  mankind  purfue';.   ' 
Yet  m.oft;miftake  the  faife  one  for. the  true  :  ' 

iLtir'-d  by  the  trappingsy  dazzledby  the  paint, 
We  v.'prAip  oft  the  idol  for  the 'faint. 
Courted- by  all,  kyfev^f  the  fair  is. won  ; 
Thole  lofe.who  fcek  her,  and  thofe  gain  whb'fhun  • 
Naked  fheHies  to' merit  .in. dfilrels,.      ".■■'  ?.i.i' 
jAod  leaves  to  courts  the  garaifh  of  her  drefs:'  . 
•    The  million'd  merchant  feeks  her  ii)  his  gold  ; 
In  fchools  the  pedant,  and  in  camps  the  bold : 
The  cor.rtier  views  her,  with  admiring  eyes, 
F'utter  in  ribbons,  or  in  titles  rife  :  .  . ' 

bir  fcplcene  enjoys  her  in  his  plume;  ■/^  V 

IV}f»3*ivin  the  learned-wainfcpt  cf  aroo.ii :  :.;.  j  IT 
By  various  ways  all  woo  the  modeft  maid  ;  .  ,,^£ 
JYet  lofe  the  fubfiance,  graiping  at  the  fhade.    ,     f-j! 

Who,  fmiling,  lees  not    with    what  varlfliw" 
I  flrife  ■■      •'■  .  :  .-•,  ;    .,  ,riT 

Man  );!indly  runs  the  giddy  maze  of  life.'  ''-.  Vf/ 
|ro  the  fame  end  flill  diff'rcnt  means  employajv  ::!T 
This  builds  a  church,  a  tenipie  that  deftrcys;  ■  ■,iVV 
Both.^anxious  to  obtain  a  deathlefs  name,  .•  7 

Yet,  erring,  both  miilake  report  for  fame,  ,  k.  : 
!  Repiufj  though  vchure -like  the  name  it  beari  . ' 
Diag.s  but, the  carrion  earcafs  through  the  air^j  ? .T" 
While  faniij,  Jov«'s  nobkrijjrd,  litperior  Qisiy  ', 
And,  foaring,  niooats  the  reortal  to  the  fkies. 
fio  Rjchard^s,*  nsme  to.  diftaut  ages  borne,:  '■ 

jL.Tnhappy  Ridrnfii  iiiH  is  Britain's  fl-crQ  :  t. 

Ec  Edwij>stJ's,waitie<io«  fame's  if^gle  vsiing, 
1-iich  patjiot  rBotmiS:? h'e  J<i'Pg^<kparte<i  kisg  ;    ...IV 
Ypt+hiilic,  (y  l^xiw4dm,^  j&^ij  «o  lUaorge's-f  yield,  ;.' 


-,-i 
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Thrxxugli  life's  wild  ocean,  who  would  fafely 


And  bring  the  golden  fleece  of  glory  home, 
Muft,  heedful,  Ihun  the  harUing  Scylla's  roar. 
And  tell  Charybdis'  aU-devouring  fliore ; 
With  fttady  helm  an  equal  eourle  fupporr, 
'Twixt  facS^ion's  rocks,  and  .qukkfands  of  a  court ; 
By  virtue's  beacon  ftiU  dired:  his  aim, 
Through  honour's  channel,;  to  the  port  of  fame. 

Yer,  on  this  fea,  how  all  maiikind  are  tofi; ! 
Foi  one  that's  fav'd,  what  luukitudes  are  loll ! 
•5/Iifgui4cd  by  ambicion'c  treach'rous  light. 
Through  want  of  flcill,   few  make  the  harbour 
"    rig)»c.  [fame, 

Hence  mark  what  wrecks  of  virtue,  friendfhip. 
For  four  dead  letters  added  to  a  name  ! 
Whence  dwells  fuch  fyrenmufic  iu  a  word, 
Or  founds  not  Brutus  noble  as  my  lord. 
Thoiij5h'c^ownct=,  Pult  ney,  blazon  on  thy  plate, 
Add&  the.'bafe  mark  one  fcruple  to  its  weight? 
Thpughfoundspatrician  fv\'ell  thy  name, O Sandys! 
btrttchcsbft^^eiacfe. thy  Plebeian  lands.' 
Say    thej pj-vud  title  meant  to  plume  the  fon. 
Why  0sin[i>y  guilt,  what  virtue  might  have  won  ? 
Vain.  (hgiU  the  fon  hi*  herald  honours  trace, 
Whofe  parejit  peers  but  patriot  in  dii'grace. 

Vain,  on  the  folemn  head  of  hoary  age, 
Totters.tbe  mitre,  if  ambition's  rage 
To.rtT^mmon  pow'r  the  hallow'd  heart  incline, 
And  titles  only  mark  the  priefl  divine. 
Bictt  race  !  to  whom  the  golden  age  remains, 
Eafe  without  care,  and  plenty  without  pains : 
For  you  4he  earth  unlabour'd  treafure  yields. 
And  the  rich  flieaves  fpontaoeous  crown  the  fields; 
No  toilfome  dews  pollute  the  rev  rend  brov.', 
Each  holy  hand  unhardea'd  by  the  plough  ; 
Still  b.urtl  the  lacred  garners  with  their  ftore, 
Apd  flails,  uncsafing,  thunder  on  the  floor. 

O  botJnteous  heav'n  1   yet  heav'n  how  feldom 

;  ■      ^l^""^*  ■'-'■ 

Th6  tithefuLtributc  of  the  prchite's  pray'rs ! 
ioft  to,  the  ftall,  in  fenates  ftill  they  nod. 
And  all  the  monarch  ILeals  them  from  the  god  : 
Thy  praifes,  Bruniwick,  every  bread  infpire, 
Tlie  throne  their  altar,  and  the  court  their  choir  ; 
Here  eariieft  incenfe  they  devoutly  bring, 
Here  everlafting  hallelujahs  fing  :. 
Them  !  only  thou  I  almighty  to— tranCate, 
Thou  their  great  golden  dtity  of  (late 

Who  feeks  on  merit'-,  (lock  to  graft  fuccefs. 
In  vain  invokes  the  ray  of  pov/'r  to  bids; 
The  (Um,  too  ftubborn  for  the  courtly  foil. 
With  barren  branches- mocks  the  virtuous  toil. 
More  pliant  pl.ints  the  royal  regiotis  fuit, 
Whete  knowledge  itiil  is  held  forbidden  fruit ; 
'Tis  tlicfe  alone  the  kindly  nurture  fliare, 
And  all  Hefptria's  golden  trcalurcs  bear. 

Let  folly  dill  be  fortun^'i  fondling  heir, 
Andfcience  meet  a  {lep-d.irae  in  the  fair. 
JLet  courtsr,  like  fortune,  difmherit  fcnie, 
And  rake  the  iJiot  charge  from  Providence. 
The  idiot  head  the  cap  and  bells  may  fit, 
But  how  riifguife  a  Lyitlctor  and  Pitt '.         [hope, 

O!  onceiov'd  youths!    Britannia's  blooming 
fair  ireedom's  twins,  and  oiKe  the  ihcme  of  Pope ; 


What  wond'ring  fenates  on  your  accents  hung, 
Ere  flatt'ry'spoifon  chill'd  the  patriot  tongue  I 
Rome's  facred  thunder  awes  no  more  the  ear  ; 
But  Pelhani  fmiles,  who  trembled  once  to  hear. 

Say,  whence  this  change  ?    lefs  galling  is  the 
chain. 
Though  Walpole,  Carteret,  or  a  Pclham  reign  ? 
If  fenates  fl:ill  the  pois'nous  bane  mibibe, 
And  every  paim  grows  callou--  with  the  bribe; 
If  fcv'n  long  years  mature  the  venal  voice. 
While  freedom  mourns  her  long-defrauded  choice  ; 
If  juftice  waves  o'er  fraud  a  lenient  hand, 
And  the  red  locufl  rages  through  the  land. 

Sunk  in  thefe  bonds,  to  Britain  what  avails. 
Who  wields  her  fword,  or  balances  her  fcales  .' 
Veer  round  the  compafs,  change  to  change  fucceed, 
liy  every  fon  the  mother  now  muft  bleed  : 
Vain  all  her  hofts,  on  foreign  fhores  array'd, 
I  hough  loft  by  Wentworth,  or  preferv'd  by  Wade. 
Fleets,  once  v^hich  fpread  through  diftant  worlds 

her  name  ! 
Now  ride  inglorious  trophiegof  her  fhame  • ; 
While  fading  laurels  fiiade  her  drouping  head, 
And  mark  her  Burleighs,  Biakes,  and  Marlbro's 
dead ! 

Such  were  thy  fons,  O  happy  ifle  !   of  old, 
In  counfcl  prudent,  and  in  at^ion  bold  : 
Now  view  a  Peiham  puzzling  o'er  thy  fete. 
Loft  in  the  maze  of  a  peiplex'd  debate;  ' 
And  fage  Newcaftle,  with  fraternal  fkill. 
Guard  the  nice  condudt  of  a  nation's  quill : 
See  truncheons  trembling  in  the  coward  hand. 
Though  bold  rcbelhon  half  fubdue  the  land; 
While  ocean's  Gad,  indignant,  wrefts  again 
The  long-deputed  trident  of  the  main  |. 

Sleep  our  laft  heroes  in  the  fiient  tomb  .'' 
Why  Jpring  no  future  worthies  from  the  womb  \ 
Not  nature  fin-e,  fince  nature's  flill  the  fame, 
But  education  bars  the  road  to  tame. 
Who  hopes  for  wifdom's  crop,  muft  till  the  foul, 
And  virtue's  early  Itffon  fhould  controul : 
To  the  young  hrearft  who  valour  would  impart, 
jMuft  plant  it  by  example  in  the  heart. 

Ere  Britain  fell  to  mimic  modes  a  prey, 
And  took  the  foreign  polifli  of  our  day, 
Train'd  to  the  martial  labours  of  the  field. 
Our   youth    were    taught    the    mafTy  fpear   to 

wield  ; 
In  halcyon  peace,  beneath  whofe  downy  wings 
The  merchant  fmiles,  and  lab'iing  peafant  fings,  'j 
With  civil  arts  to  guard  their  country's  caule, 
Dirc<5l  her  counfels,  and  defend  her  laws : 
Hence  *■  long  race  of  ancient  worthies  role. 
Adoru'd  the  landj.and  trinmph'd  o'er  our  foes. 


*   AUud'irg  to.  the  ever  fKtmm-able  No-fight  In  the 
Mediterranean :   As  the  nation  teas   unluckily  the  only 
-uiaim  on  that  occajwn^  the  lenity  of  our  Ajnariait  Ju-  .. 
dicatiire  has^  Itl'nk,  evidently  proved^  that  a  court-tnar"  ^ 
liJ  and  a  riartiat-court  are  by  no  means  fyr.onymous 
terms. 

f  The  reader  -zfill  readily  TOncltide  thefe  lines  icere 
i-.ritien  brfcre  ot:r  -worthy  Admirals  Anfon  and  iVar- 
rett  hadfo  eminently  dif  minified  themflve^  in  ibr  frvics 
of  ibeir  country. 


Ye  facred  Ibadfes  I    who  through  th'  Elyfian 

grove, 
With  Rome's  fam'd  chiefs,  and  Grecian  fagesrove, 
Blufli  to  behold  what  arts  your  offspring  grace  ! 
Each  fopling  heir  now  marks  his  fire's  dilgrace  ; 
An  embryo  breed  !  of  fuch  a  doubtful  frame, 
You  fcarce  could  know  the  fcx  but  by  tlie  name  : 
Fraught  with  the  native  follies  of  his  home. 
Torn  from   the  nurfe,  the   babe  of  mirth  muft 

roam ; 
Through  foreign  climes  exotic  vice  explore. 
And  cull  each  weed,  regardlefs  of  the  flow'r, 
proud  of  thy  fpoils.  O  Italy  and  France  1 
The  foft  enervate  drain,  and  cap'ring  dance  : 
From  Sequan's  Itreams,  and  winding  banks  ofPo, 
He  comes,  ye  gods  !  an  all  accomplifli'd  beau  ! 
Unhumaniz'd  in  drefs,  with  cheek  fa  wan  ! 
He  mocks  God's  image  in  the  mimic  man ; 
Great  judge  of  arts !  o'er  toilettes  novC'  prefides. 
Corrects  our  fa(hions,  or  an  opera  guides; 
From  tyrant  Handel  rends  th'  imperial  bay, 
And  gnards  the  Magna  Char; a  of — Sol-fa. 

Sick  of  a  land  where  virtu'e  dwells  no  more, 
See  liberty  prepar'd  to  quit  our  fhore  ! 
Pruning  her  pinions,  on  yon  beacon'd  height 
The  goddefs  Itands,  and  meditates  her  flight ; 
Now  fpreads  her  wings,  unwilHrg  yet  to  fly, 
Again  o'er  Britain  cafts  a  pitying  eye  : 
Lothe  to  depart,  methinks  I  hear  her  fay, 
•'  Why  urge  me  thus,  ungrateful  ille,  away  I 
"  For  you,  I  left  Achaia's  happy  plains, 
"  For  you,  refign'd  my  Romans  to  their  chains; 
"  Here  fondly  fix'd  my  laft  lov'd  favourite  feat, 
"  And  'midll  the  mighty  nations  made  thee  great : 
*'  Why  urge  me  then,  ungrateful  iile,  away  1" 
Again  fhe,  fighing.fays,  or  feems  to  fay. 

O  Stanhope  »  !  Ikill'd  in  ev'ry  moving  art. 
That  charms  the  ear,  or  captivates  the  heart ! 
Be  your's  the  talk,  the  goddefs  to  retain, 
And  calj  her  parent  virtue  back  again  ; 
Improve  your  pow'r  a  finking  land  to  fave. 
And  vindicate  the  fervant  from  the  flave  : 
O  !  teach  the  vaffal  courtier  how  to  fhare 
The  royal  favour  with  the  public  pray'r  : 
Like  l-atium"s  genius  f  ftem  thy  country's  doom, 
And,  though  a  Caifar  fmile,  remember  Rome  ; 
With  all  the  patriot  dignify  the  place. 
And  prove  at  kail  one  ftatefman  may  have  grace. 

AN   EPISTLE 

TO  DOCTOR  FHOiVlPSON,  1755. 

"  Sed  quia  mente  minus  validus,  quam  corpore 

'•  toto', 
"  Nil  audire  velim,  nil  difcere,  quod  levct  .-Egrum, 
"  Fidis  ofFendar  medicis," •  Hor. 

PREFACE. 

The  reader  will  perceive,  from  two  or  three 
fiafiages  in  the  following  epiflle,  that  it  was  writ- 
ten fome  time  fince  ;  nor  indeed  would  thtr  whole 
of  it  have  now  been  thought  interefting  enough 
to  the  public,  to  have  paffed  the  prels,   had  not 


p  b  E  M  s.  isi 

the  phyfical  perfecution,  carried  6n  agatiift  the 

gentleman  *  to  whom  it  is  acdreficd,  provoked 
the  publication.  When  a  body  of  men,  too  proud 
to  own  their  errors,  and  too  prudent  to  part  with 
their  fees,  Ihall  (with  their  legions  of  underftrsp- 
pers)  enter  into  a  confpiracy  againft:  a  br'.nher- 
praiSlitioner,  only  for  honeftly  endeavouring  to 
moderate  the  one,  and  redlify  the  other;  fuch  a 
body,  our  author  apprehends,  becomes  a  juftifiable 
objeif  of  fatire  ;  and  only  wiflies  his  pen  had,  on 
this  occafion,a  like  killing  cfEcacy  with  theirs. 


Why  do  you  afk,  "  that  in  thlscourrly  dance, 
"  (Jf  in  and  out,  it  ne'er  was  yet  my  chance, 
•'  To  baflc  beneath  a  ftatefrhan's  foft'ring  fmile, 
"   And  fhare  the  plunder  of  the  public  fpoil  ?" 

E'er  wants  my  table  the  health-cheering  meal, 
U'ith  Banftead  mutton  crown'd,  or  Eflex  veal? 
Smokes  not  from  Lincoln  meads  the  {lately  loin. 
Or  rofy  gammon  of  Hant.mian  fwine  ? 
From  Darkin'sroofts  the  feather'd  viJlIms  bleed. 
And  Thames  fliU  wafts  me  ocean's  fcaly  breed. 
Though  Gallia's  \iiies  their  coitly  juice  deny, 
Still  Tajo'i-  f  banks  the  jocund  glafs  fupply  ; 
Still  diftant  woi  Ids  nedlareous  treafures  roll. 
And  either  India  fparkles  in  my  bowl  • 
Or  Devon's  boughb,  or  Dorfet's  bearded  fields. 
To  Britain's  arms  a  Eritifh  beverage  yields. 

Rich  in  thefe  gifts,  why  fiiould  I  wifii  for  more  \ 
Why  barter  confcience  for  fuperfluous  {lore  ? 
Or  haunt  the  levee  of  a  purfe-proud  peer. 
To  rob  poor  Fielding  of  the  curalc  ch.air  \  ? 
Let  the  lean  hard,  whofe  belly,  void  of  bread. 
Puffs  up  pierian  vapours  to  his  head. 


*  Earl  of  ChflcrfKld, 


+  Brutus, 


*  The  cekbrated  Dr.  Thompfon  -was  one  of  the  phy~ 
fic'uns  to  Frederick  Prince  of  Wales,  in  that  dif order 
•which  ended  hit  life.  Upon  that  occafion,  the  doSlor 
differed  from  all  the  phyficiaits  that  attended  his  Highrtefs, 
itfbich  Lr ought  upon  him  their  mofl  virulent  rage  anit 
indignation  ;  for  the  Prince  dying,  the  ivorld  ivas  in- 
dined  to  favour  DoElor  Thompfon  s  recommendations . 
He  tvas  an  intimate  friend  rf  P  Whitehead,  and  a  fa~ 
•uouriie  luith  him  at  the  Princess  court.  He  ivas  a 
man  of  a  peculiar  charaSier  ;  but  learned,  fngular ,  and 
ingenuous. 

f  The  Tagus — a  piincipal  river  of  Portugal,  fa- 
mous for  golden  fands. 

"  Qjia  Tagus  auriferis  pallet  turbatus  arenis.'* 
SiL.  xvi.  SS^* 

\  It  is  reported,  that  during  the  time  Mr,  Addifn 
luas  fecretary  of  fate,  'when  his  old  friend  and  ally  jim- 
brofe  Phillips  applied  to  him  for  fome  pr  ferment,  the 
great  man  very  coolly  anftvered,  that  "  He  thought  he 
"  bad  already  provided  for  him,  by  making  him  jiijlice 
"  for  We'i'.minfiery  To  ivhicb  the  bard,  •with  fome 
indignation,  replied,  "  Though  pottry  "was  a  trade  he 
"  could  not  live  by,  yet  he  fcorned  to  oive  his  fahfiflenct 
"  to  another,  ivhich  he  ought  not  to  live  by." — Hoiv- 
ever  great  men,  in  our  days,  may  praBlfe  the  fecretary  s 
prudence,  certain  it  is,  the  per/on  here  pointed  at  ivas 
very  far  from  making  a  Precedent  of  his  brother  post  ; 
principles. 
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In  birth-day'ocles  his  fiimfy  fuftian  vent, 
And  torture  truth  into  a  compliment ; 
"Wear  out  the  knocker  of  a  great-man's  Joor, 
Be  pimp  and  poet,furnifh  rhyme  or  whore  ; 
Or  fetch  and  carry  for  fome  fooh'fh  lord, 
To  fneak — a  fitting  footman  at  his  board. 
Iffuch  the  arts  that  captivate  the  great. 
Be  yours,  ye  bards  !   the  fun-ihine  of  a  ftate  ; 
For  place  or  penf.in  proftitute  each  line; 
Make  gods  of  kings,  and  minifters  divine  ; 
Swear  tit.  John's  felf  could  neither  read  nor  write. 
And  Cumberland  *  out  bravoes  Mars  in  fight; 
Call  Dorfet  patriot,  VViUes  f  a  legal  tool, 
Horace  |  a  wit,  and  Dodingtoti  a  fool. 
Such  be  your  venal  talk  ,  vhilfl,  bleC  with  eafe, 
'Tis  mine,  to  fcribble  when,  and  what  1  pleafe. 
"  Hold  !  what  you  pleafe  ?  (Sir  Dudley  cries) 
"  my  friend,. 
•*  Say,  muR.  my  labours  never,  never  end  ? 
"  Still  dooniM  'gainft  wicked  wit  my  pen  to  draw, 
"  Corredl  each  bard  by  critic  rules  of  law; 
""  'Twixt  guilt  and  fhame  the  legal  buckler  place, 
"  And  guard  each  courtly  culprit  from  difgrace  ? 
"  Hard  talk  !  fhould  future  jurymen  inherit 
♦*  The  city-twelve's  felf -judging  Britiih  fpirit  §." 
While  you,  my  Thnmpfon  !  fpite  of  med'cine 
fave, 
Mark  how  the  college  peoples  every  grave  1 
S£e  Mead  transfer  eftates  from  lire  to  fon. 
And  *  *  bar  fucceffion  to  a  throne  ||  '. 

*  //  ij  appreheaJeJ^,  our  modern  campaigns  cannot  fail 
offurnijkiiig  the  reader  iju'itb  a  proper  Jupply  for  this 

\  Lord  High  Admiral  ^''tlles — a  title,  by  ivBicb 
this  cxctlleiit  chief  magiji rate  is  often  d'tjiinguifbed  among 
aur  marine,  for  his  Jpirited  -vindication  of  thefupremacy 
of  the  ciijil  fag,  and  reiiifying  the  martial  mifakes  of 
ome  late  nwaal  tribunals, 

\  A  certain  modern  of  that  name,  tvhofcfole  preten- 
ion  to  this  charaBer  f  except  a  little  arch  •mffoontry ) 
sonffis  in  a  truly  poetical  negligence  of  his  perfon. 

^  Alluding  to  the  conf.iiutional  i'erdi£l  given  en  the 
trial  of  William  Oiven.  for  pubDfoitig  "  T^hc  cafe  of 
the  Honourable  Alexander  Murray,  -^^.'' — a  pam- 
phlet ivritten  by  P.  Whitehead.  ■    ■ 

0  This  line  furnifbcs  a  melancholy  memeuto  of  the 
mojlfatal catajln>phe  tint  perhaps  ever  tefelth's  nation. 
Among  tie  various  tributary  verfes  itf/jich  fozved  sn 
that  cccificit.  OUT  author  •surote  tijt  follouuing  ;  und'u/l^t/j 
be  here  takes  the  liberty  to  infert,  being  luilling  to  feize 
every  opportunity,  to  perpetuate  his  Jenfe  nf  air  public 
hfi,  in  the  diath  of  that  truly  patriat  priuco,  Frederick. 

When  Jove,  late  revolving  the  ftate  of  mankind, 
'A^Iong  Britons- no  traces  of  virtue  could  find, 
0*er  the  ifiand,  indignant,  he  ftretch'd  forth  bis 

rod  ;  [CJod  % 

Sarth   trembled,   and   ocean    acknowledg'd  the  , 
Still  provok'd  by  our  crimes,  Heav'ns  vengeance 

to  {how,  [blow  ;, 

iltnmon,  grafping  his  boit%  aiin'd  at  Britain  the 
But  paufiiig— -more  dreadful,  his  wrath  to  evince. 
Threw  the  thunder  afide,  and  feat  fate  for  the 

princ 

\  Alluding  io  (Le  ^receditrg  carlh^uahsy  is  1 750. 


P.    WHITEHEA0. 

See  Shaw  fcarce  leave  the  pafilng-bell  a  fee. 
And  N*''s  fee  the  captive  hufband  free  ! 
Though  w^idow'd  Julia  giggles  in  her  weed. 
Yet  who  arraigns  the  doctor  for  the  deed  ? 
O'er  life  and  death  all  abfolute  his  will. 
Right  the  prefcripiion,  whether  cure  or  kill. 

Not  fo, — whofe  practice  is  the  mind's  difcafe; 
His  potion  muft  not  only  cure,  but  pkafe; 
Apply  the  cauftic  to  the  callous  heart, 
Undone's  the  dodTor,  if  the  patient  fmart; 
Superior  pow'rs  his  mental  billtontroul. 
And  law  corretS's  the  phyfic  of  the  foul  >^. 
Shall  Galen's  fons  with  privilege  deftroy. 
And  I  not  one  Ibund  alt'rative  employ, 
To  drive  the  rank  dillemper  from  within  ? 
Or  is  man'j.  life  lef>  precious  than  his  fin  ?  , , 

With  palfied  hand  fhould  juRice  hold  the  fcals^^ 
And  o'er  a  judge  court-complaifance  prevail. 
Satire's  ftrong  dofe  the  malady  requires : 
I  write — when,  lo!  the  bench  indignaiit  fires  ; 
Each  hoary  head  ereJls  its  load  of  ha"ir; 
Their  furs  all  b'riflle,  and  their 'eye-bkrii  glare  ; 
In  rage  they  roar,  "  With  rev'rend  ermine  Iport '. 
"  Seize!  feize  him,  TipftafF!— Tis  contempt  of 
"  court." 

Led  by  the  meteor  of  a  mitre's  raj,     - 
If  Sion's  fons  through  paths  unhallow'd  ftray^ 
For  courtly  rites  negledl  each  rubric  rule, 
Quitiill  the  faint,  and  truckle  all  the  tool; 
Tfieir  Maker  only  In  the  monarch  fee. 
Nor  e'er  omit,  at  Brunfwick's  name,  thfe  knee  ; 
To  cure  this  loyal  lethargy  ..f  grace. 
And  roufe  to  heav'n  again  its  recreant  race. 
Say  '   fhduld  the  mufe,  with  one  irrev'rend  line. 
Probe  but  the  mortal  part  of  the  divine  ; 
'  lis  blafphemy,  by  ev'ry  prieft  decreed! 
No  benefit  of  clergy  mayJ  plead ; 
With  every  cannon  -f  pointed  at  my  head, 
Alive  I'm  cenfur'd,  and  I'm  danin'd  when  dead. 

Tawyer  and  prieft,  like  doiftors,  ftill  agree; 
'Tis  theirs  to  give  advice;  'tis  ours, the  fie  : 
To  them  alone  all  ear'hly  rule  is  gtv'n, 
Diploma'd  from  St.  James's,  and  from  Keav'n. 

Yet  ills  there  are,  nor  bench,  nor  pulpit  reach; 
In  vain  may  Ryder  charge,  or  Shtrlotk  preach  ; 
For  law  too  mighty,  and  too  proud  fot  grace, 
JLurk  in  the  ftar,  or  l(,rd  it  in  a  placr, ; 
Hrood  in  the  facrcd  circle  of  a  crown,         [town  i 
While  fafiiif.n  wafts   their  poifon   through    the 

•  A  Hie  eorreSiion,  iciih  regard  to  the  phyftc  efthe 
body,  might  prave  no  badfecuiityfur  thi  fife  asif pro- 
perty of  the  patient,  as  the  faculty  are  at  piefeni  ac- 
count able  to  no  other  ps'wer  bat  that  of  Heaven,  for  the 
reilitude  tf  their  condudi. — /Did  perhaps  nn  civilized 
nation  con  <iffo)d fuc '.^  an  iiifiance of  phyjlcal  anarchy  as 
ours,  ivhere  the  furgeon  ij  permitted  to  ufurp  the  pro- 
vince ff  the  phyfcian.   and  the  apothaary  plumes  Lint- 

felf  in  ttje  psr'i-ivig  and  plunder  »fbath  pMfcJlians- — In. 
a  public  fpirited  etuUavour  to  cute  this  aito»\t^.,  and  re- 

flore  a  proper  difcipl'iij:  in  prailice,  confifls  a  fhampfavk  s. 
empiriciftu.—^'-''   Hine  ilia:  lachryrjim.  ' — — , 

■{•   A  certain  piKe  <f  Jpiritual  otdnance^,  tohicb  itiax 

formerly  played  off  loith  great  txecutioa  by  aur  churck- 
militunt ;  but  at prefent  wj  ad^wifctseriide^tSiaK-ia  ktt 

fulminating  er.pl^icn^ 
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Hencd  o'er  each  village  the  conlagion  wings, 
And  peafants  catch  the  maladies  of  kings. 

When  purpled  vice  (hall  humble  juftice  awe, 
And  falhion  make  it  current,  fpite  of  law; 
What  fovereign  med'cine  can  its  courfe  reclaim  ? 
What,  but  the  poet's  panacea — fliame  ! 
Thus  wit's  great  Efculapius  *  once  prevail'd, 
And  fatire  triumph 'd,  where  the  ibices  fail'd : 
No  conlul's  wreath  could  lurking  folly  hide, 
No  veftal  looks  fecure  the  guilty  bride  :       [guife, 
The  poignant  verfe  pierc'd  through  each  fair  dif- 
And  made  Rome's  matrons  mcdeft,  (latefmen  wife. 

Search  all  your  flatutcp,  ferjeant !  where's  the 
balm 
Can  cure  the  it<hing  of  a  courtier's  palm  ? 
Where  the  chafte  canon,  fay,  thou  hallow'd  fage, 
The  virgin's  glowing  wilhes  can  affuage  ? 
Let  but  the  fiar  his  longing  lordfhip  fee. 
What  pow'r  can  fct  the  captive  confcience  free  ? 
Hang  but  the  fparkling  pendant  at  her  ears, 
What  trembling  maid  the  gen'rous  lover  fears  ? 

When  lawlefs  pafiioii  feiz'd  th'  imperial  dame  f , 
Brothels  \  were  only  found,  to  quench  the  flame  ; 
No  routs,  or  bails,  the  kind  convenience  gave, 
To  lofe  her  virtue,  yet  her  honour  iave. 
In  Cupid's  rites,  now,  fo  improv'd  our  Iklll, 
Mode  finds  the  means,  when  nature  finds  the  will. 
Each  rev'rend  relidt  keeps  a  private  pack, 
And  flordy  (lallion  wish  Atlean  back  , 
Where  Britini  dames  to  myftic  rites  repair. 
Nor  fail  to  meet  a  lurking  Clodio  there  ; 
In  amorous  ftealths  defraud  the  public  (lews. 
And  rob  the  Drury  veftal  of  her  dues ; 
Who    haplefs   mourns  her   lad,   long-mortgag'd 
gown,  [Liown. 

While   Douglafs  §    damns   the    drums    of    Lady 

By  names  celeftial,  mortal  females  call ; 
Angels  they  are,  but  angels  in  their  fall. 
One  royal  Phoenix  |{  yet  redeems  the  race. 
And  proves,  in  Britain,  beauty  may  have  grace. 

-Vain  ftiall  the  mufc  the  various  fymptoms  find, 
When  every  do(5lor's«f  a  diff 'rent  mind. 
In  **'s  palm,  be  foul  corruption  found, 
Each  court-empiric  holds,  his  grace  is  found  ; 
In  Sackville's  ^  breaft  let  public  fpirit  reign, 
BliRers  (thc-y  cry)  !  the  caiife  is  in  his  brain  ; 
Sd),  Talbot's  want  <  f  place  is  want  of  fenfe, 
And  Dafliwood's '*  ftubborn  virtue,  downright  in- 
foience. 

When  ills  are  thus  juft  what  the  drflors  pleafe, 
And  the  foul's  health  is  held  the  ciind's  difeafe  ; 

*  Horatiifs  F'accus. 

\  Pompe'ia ,  conjlrt  to  'Julius  Cicfar^  ivhom  the yotmrr 
■Claudius  took  an  opportuniny  of  feducing  at  a  loUmnJu- 
^rijiceofthe  Bona  Dea, 

\  "  Intravit  calidum  veteri  centone  lupanar." 

Juv. 

§    An  infamous^  famous  baivcl, 

11  Princefs  of  Waies,  mother  of  bis  prefent  majejly 
George  III. 

\  See  a  propofal  for  a  militia,  publijhed  by  Lord 
Middlefex  i 

*  ,   Sir   -  rancis    Dafhivood,   after luards    Lord  Le  \ 
•^X'5'^''/«''j  the  patron  and proU&or  of  our  author,  j 


Not  all  thy  art,  O  Horace  !  had  prevail'd  ; 
Here,  all  thy  Roman  recipes  '  had  fail'd. 

Had  fate  to  Flaccu3  but  our  days  decreed. 
What  Pollio  would  admire  ?  v/hat  Caifar  read  ? 
Great  Marc's  f  fclf  had  dy'd  an  humble  fwain. 
And  Terence  fought  a  Ljelius  now  in  vain. 
Science  no  more  employs  the  courtier's  care. 
No  mufc's  voice  can  charm  Northumberland's  ear. 
The  folid  vote  aerial  vcrle  outweighs, 
And  wins  all  courtly  favour  from  the  bays  ; 
Hence  flow  alone  the  iacrcd  gifts  of  kings, 
Staves,   truncheons,   feathers,  mitres,    flars,  and 
firings. 

Hence  cradles, fee!  with  lifpingftatefmenfpawn. 
And  infant  limbs  befwaddled  in  the  lawn  ; 
While  honeft  Boyle  |,  too  impotent  for  place, 
Sets,  in  meridian  glory  of  difgrace  : 
Nor  .all  the  patriot  mufic  of  Malone 
Can  charm  a  court,  like  Sackville,  or  like  Stone; 
Bleft  twins  of  trate  1  whom  love  and  pow'r  con- 
join. 
Like  Leda's  offspring,  made  by  Jove  divine; 
Fix'd  in  Hibernia's  hcmifphere  to  rule. 
And  fhed  your  influence  o'er  each  knave  and  fool  ]J, 

Whilft  the  fad  fummons  of  the  mortar's  luiell. 
The  rival  deeds  of  each  diploma  tell; 
And  death's  increafing  muller-roUs  declare. 
That  health  and  Thonipfon  are  no  longer  here; 
How  ihall  the  niufe  thi-  falutation  fend  ? 
What  place  enjoys  theci'  or  what  happier  friendf 
Say,  if  in  Eaftbury's§  iiiajeflic  towers, 
Or  wrapt  in  Alhley  s^  imarantine  bowers. 
By  friendfliip  favour'd,  and  unaw'd  by  flate, 
You  barter  fcience  with  the  wife  and  great; 
O'er  Pelham's  politics  in  judgment  fit. 
Reform  the  laws  of  nations,  or  of  wit; 
With  Attic  zcft  enrich  the  focial  bowl. 
Crack  joke  on  joke,  and  mingle  foul  with  fonl; 
On  laughter's  wanton  wing  now  frolic  fport, 
Nor  envy  Fox**  the  clofet  of  a  court. 

Lofl:  in  this  darling  luxury  of  eafe. 
Alike  regardlefs  both  of  fame  and  fees, 
"  Let  Shaw  (you  cry)  o'er  phyfic  fov'reign  reign, 
"  Or  W**  boaft  his  hecatombs  of  flain  : 
"  Be  mine,  to  (lay  fome  friend's  departing  breath, 
"  And    Child's  ff    may    take    the    drudgery    of 
"  death." 

*   Satires.  f    Virgil.  +    Lord  Orrery- 

II  As  our  author  lamented  the  occafion  of  tbefe  lines,  fo 
no  one  more fncerely  rejoices  ta  find,  that  the  beam  of 
public fpii  it  is  likely  to  difpel  the  clouds  -which  had  inter- 
fojed  betiveen  loyalty  and  patriotifm — A  neiu  political 
Star  in  our  days,  and  -which  fome  more  Eaflcrn  Magi 
•would  do  zvell  tofollviv. 

§  A  feat  belonging  to  the  Right  Honourable  George 
Dodington. 

\  Another  belonging  to  Lord  Middlefex. 

•*   Lord  Holland. 

tf  A  coffee  boufe  noted  f  A'  the  Irefort  of  our  modern 
Efcidapics ,  inhere  they  ply  for  thofe  patients  the  apothe- 
cary is  pleafed  to  confgn  over  to  them  ;  and  -where  ano- 
ther appendage  to  phyfic  (called  the  undertakers )  never 
fails  to  attend  the  phyftcal  levee,  in  order  to  » e'csive  ths 
lucrative  nsu'S  of  their  joint-endeavours. 
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Yet,  Thompfon  !  fay  (whofe  gift  it  is  to  fave, 
Make  ficknefs  fmile,  and  refcne  from  the  grave) 
Say,  to  what  end  this  healing  pow'r  was  meant  ? 
Nor  hide  the  talent,  which  by  Heav'n  is  lent. 
Though  en\-y  all  her  hifling  ferpents  raife, 
And  join  with  harpy  fraud  to  blaft  thy  bays ; 
Shall  wan  difeafe  in  vain  demand  thy  ikill, 
Whife  health  but  waits  the  fummons  of  your  quill  ? 
Shall  Egypt's  plague*  the  virgin  cheek  invade. 
And  beauty's  wreck  not  win  thee  to  its  aid  ? 
O  !  ftretch  a  faving  hand,  and  let  the  fair 
Owe  all  her  future  triumphs  to  thy  care ; 
Refume  the  pen!  and  be  thyfelf,  once  more, 
What  Ratclifi",  Friend,  and  Syd'nham  were  before. 

Yet,  when  reviving  patients  fet  you  free, 
Let  Vaughanf  yield  one  focial  hour  to  me. 
Come  then, my  friend!  if  friendfhip'snamecan  woo, 
Come  !  bring  me  all  1  want,  that  all  in  you.    ' 
If  rural  fcenes  have  ftill  the  pow'r  to  pleafe. 
Flocks,  vallies,hills,ftreams,  villas,  cots,  and  trees; 
Here  all  in  one  harmonious  profpedl  blend. 
And  landfcapes  rife,  fcarce  Lambert's:]:  art  can 
mend. 
:  Thames.made  immortal  by herDenham's  drains, 
Jdeand'ring  glides  through  Twick'nham's  flow'ry 

plains ; 
"While  royal  Richmond's  cloud -afpiring  wood 
Pours  all  its  pendent  pomp  upon  the  flood. 
Ey  Rome's  proud  dames  let  ftoried  Tiber  flow. 
And  all  Palladio  grace  the  banks  of  Po; 
Here  nature's  charms  in  purer  luftre  rife, 
Nor  feek  from,  wantcn  art  her  vain  fupplies. 

Lo '  Windfor  rev'rend  in  a  length  of  years, 
Like  Cybcle,  her  tow'r-crown'd  fummit  rears; 
And  Hampton's  turrets,  with  majeftic  pride, 
ReflesSl  their  glories  in  the  pafling  tide  : 
There  Britifh  Kenreys  gave  to  Gallia  law ; 
Here  bloom'd  the  laurels  of  a  great  Naffau  §. 
O  I   could  thefe  fcenes  one  monarch  more 

pleafe. 
No  frozen  climates,  no  tenipeftuous  feas. 
For  Brunfwick's  weal  alarming  fears  fhould  bring, 
Kor  Britain  envy  meantr  courts  her  king. 

Here  Campbell's  ||  varied  Ibadeswithwonder  fee, 
Like  Heav'n's  own  Eden,ftur'd  with  every  tree; 
Each  plant  with  plant  in  verdant  glory  vies ;  "J 
High-tow'ring  pines,  like  Titans,  fcale  the  fkies!;  f 
And  Lebanon's  rich  groves  on  Hounflow's  de-  C 
ferts  rife.  J 

But  chief — with  awful  flep,  O  !  let  us  ftray. 
Where  Britain's  Orpheus  tun'd  his  facrcd  lay, 
Whofe  grove  enchanted  from  hu  numbers  grew. 
And  proves,  what  once  was  fabled,  now  is  true. 


but 


*  The  fm all-pox^  f aid  to  ha-ue  firji  appeared  at  Alex- 
andria.    See  the  DcSior'i  treot:fe  on  this  dijlemper. 

•}•  Onveti  Ev.-.n  Vaughan,  Efq.  cf  Bodidris  cajlle;  a 
ventUmaiiy  in  nvhofe  fricndjlnp  the  doBor  and  our  author 
more par'icuLirly  pride  ibemfelves,  an  be  has  never  polluled 
his  ancient  Britijh pedigrce'^vith  any  modern  Ar.li-Briiijh 
prineiples. 

\  A  landfi,ape-paintcr,  much  celebrated. 

§   IVilliam  the  I'hird. 

(1  Dulu-  of  j'lrgy.'e,  cdsbrdsJ  as  s  zvarrior  and  a 
flatifmar.. 


Here  oft  the  bard  with  Arbuthnot  retlr'd ; ' 
Here  flow'd  the  verfe  his  healing  art  infpir'd*  ; 
Alike  thy  merit  like  thy  fame  fhould  rife, 
Could  friendfbip  give,  what  feeble  art  denies  : 
Though  Pope's  immortal  verfe  the  gods  refufe. 
Accept  this  ofF'ring  from  an  humbler  mufe. 
Weak  though  her  flight,  yet  honeft  ftill  her  ftrain. 
And  what  no  itiinifter  could  ever  gain  ; 
Pleas'd  if  the  grateful  tribute  of  her  fong, 
Thy  merit,  Thompfon  !  fhall  one  day  prolong. 

In  marfhall'd  flaves  let  hungry  princes  trade, 
And  Britain's  bullion  bribe  their  venal  aid  -j- ; 
Let  brave  Bofcawen  trophied  honours  gain. 
And  Anfon  wield  the  trident  of  the  main. 
Safe,  in  the  harbour  of  my  Tvtick'nam^  bower; 
From  all  the  wrecks  of  ftate,  or  ftorm*  of  power  ; 
No  wreaths  I  court,  no  fubfidies  T  claim, 
Too  rich  for  want,  too  indolent  for  fame. 
Whilft  here  with  vice  a  bloodlefs  war  1  wage. 
Or  lafli  the  follies  of  a  trifling  age. 
Each  gay-plum'd  hour,  upon  its  downy  wings. 
The  Hybla  freight  of  rich  contentment  brings; 
Health,  rttfy  handmaid,  at  my  table  waits, 
And  halcyon  peace  broods  watchful  o'er  my  gates. 

Here  oft,  on  contemplation's  pinion  bore. 
To  heav'n  I  mount,  and  nature's  works  explore; 
Or,  led  by  reafon's  intelledtual  clue. 
Through  error's  maze,  truth's  fecret  fteps  piirfue  ; 
View  ages  paft  in  ftory's  miiTor  fhown, 
And  make  time's  mould'ring  treafures  all  my  own; 
Or  here  the  mufe  now  fteals  me  from  the  throng. 
And  wraps  me  in  th'  enchantment  of  her  fong. 

Thus  flow,  and  thus  for  ever  flow  !   n.y  days,. 
Unaw'd  by  cenfure,  or  unbrib'd  by  praife ; 
No  friend  to  faction,  and  no  dupe  to  Zeal ; 
foe  to  all  party,  but  the  public  weal. 
Why  then,  from  every  venal  bondage  free, 
Courts  have  no  glitt'ring  (hackles  left  for  me: 
My  reafons,  rhcjmpfon  1  prithee  a(k  no  more  ; 
Take  them,  as  Oxford's  Flaccus  fung  beff^re  J. 

"  My  eafe  and  freedom  if  for  aught  I  vend, 
"  Would  not  you  cry,  to  Bedlam,  Bedlam,  friend? 
"  But  to  fpeak  out — fliall  what  could  ne'er  en- 

"  gage 
"  My  frailer  youth,  now  captivate  in  age  ? 
"  What  cares  can  vex,  what  terrors  frightful  be, 
*'  To  him  whofe  fliield  is  hoary  fixty-three  ||  ? 


*   Pope's  epijlle  to  Arbuthnot. 

•f-  Allitd'ing  to  a  modern  kind  of  military  traffc,  tvhici- 
conffls  in  tic  excl.vnge  of  Briiijh  gold  for  German  -va- 
lour ,  and  by  ithich  means,  it  is  prfumed,  our  politicians 
intend  the  nati-ue  -wants  of  either  party  fhall  be  recipro- 
cally fipplied. 

I  He  had  a  neat  -uilla,  in  the  flyle  of  a  chateau,  on 
the  north Ji.le  of  T-ivickcnhav.  Coii!»ton,facred  io  the  mvfes. 
It  tvas  if  to  ivards  inhabited  b\  the  Lady  Bridget  Toll- 
mache,  daughter  of  the  late  Lord  Northlnglon, 

§   See  concliifwn  of  Dr.  Kings  Apology. 

j{  1  hough  the  traifla/or's  -virtue  is  not  yet  fectired  hy 
this  palladium  of  his  grand  climaSleric ,  yet  he  flatters 
hiinfelf  he  fhall  at  lecfi  t,e  able  to  ri-val  our  truly  Roman 
author,  in  the  praSiice  of  his  heroic  indiff'erciice,  bo-iu-, 
cverfhcri  kc  m^^  fall  of  him  in  his  ele^aiit  dcfiriptiojt, 
of  It.   ' 


?   o   i   M  s. 
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*f  When  life  itrdf  fo  Uttlc  worth  appears, 
"  That  minifters  can  give  no  hopes,  or  fears ; 
"  Although  grown  graj^  within  my  humbler  gate, 
"  I  ne'er  kifs'd  hands,  or  trod  the  rooms  of  ftate  ; 
"  Yet  not  unhonour'd  have  I  liv'd,  and  bleft 
"  With  rich  convenience,  carelefs  of  the  reft; 
"  What  boon  more  grateful  can  the  gods  beftow ; 
"  On  thofe  avow'd  their  favourite  fons  below*  ?" 


AN  OCCASIONAL  SONG, 

jls  performed  by  Mr.  Beard,  in  the  CharaSJer  of  a 
Recruiting  Serjeant,  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Covent- 
Carden,  in  the  Entertainment  of^^  The  Fair." 

In  ftory  we're  told 
How  our  monarchs  of  old 
O'er  France  fpread  their  royal  domain ; 
But  no  annals  (hall  Ihow 
Her  ptide  laid  fo  low. 
As  when  brave  George  the  Second  did  reign. 

Brave  boys  ! 
As  when  brave,  &c. 

Of  ^oman  and  Greek 
Let  fame  no  more  fpeak  ; 
Though  their  arms  did  the  old  world  fubdue, 
Through  the  nations  around 
Let  her  trumpet  now  found, 
How  Britons  have  conquer' d  the  new, 

Brave  boys ! 
How  Britons  have,  &c. 

Eaft,  weft,  north,  and  fouth. 
Our  cannons  loud  mouth 
Shall  the  rights  of  our  monarch  maintain; 
On  America's  ftrand 
Amherft  limits  the  land, 
Bofcawen  gives  law  on  the  main. 

Brave  boys ! 
Bofcawen  gives,  &c. 

Each  fort  and  each  town, 
We  ftill  make  our  own, 
Cape  Breton,  Crown  Point,  Niagar; 
Guardelupe,  Senegal, 
And  Qiiebec's  mighty  fall, 
Shall  prove  we've  no  equal  in  war. 

Brave  boys ! 
Shall  prove  we've,  &c. 

*  "  Libera  fi  pretio  quantSvis  otia  vendam, 
V  Cui  non  infanus  videar  ?  Sed  apertius  audi  : 
"  Quse  juvenem,  infirmumque  aninii  captare  ne- 

"  quibant, 
"  Ilia  fenem  caplant  ?  aut  quae  terrere  pericla 
"  PofTe  putes  hominem,  cui  climadlericus  annus 
*'  Prsefidio  eft  omni  majus  ?  cui  vita  videtur 
*'  Hand  equidem  tanti  efTe,   ut  quid  caveatve 

"  petatve 
"  A  regni  fatrapis,  ullaque  fit  anxius  hora. 
*'  Si  mihi  non  dextram  tetigiffe,  aut  limina  regum 
*'  Contigit,  &  lare  fub  tenui  mea  canuit  setas : 
*'  Attamen  a:quo  animo,  non  uUis  rebus  egenus, 
"  Non  in  honoratus  vixi :  Neque  gratius  ufquam 
"  Dii  munus  dcderunt,  cui  fi  favifle  fatentur." 


Though  Conflans  did  boafl: 
He  would  conquer  our  coaft, 
Our  thunder  foon  made  Monfieur  mute  ; 
Brave  Hawke  wing'd  his  way, 
Then  pounc'd  on  his  prey. 
And  gave  him  an  Englifli  falute, 

Brave  boys  I 
And  gave  him,  &c. 

At  Minden  you  know 
How  we  frighten'd  the  foe, 
While  homeward  their  army  now  fteals, 
"  Though,"  they  cry,  "  Britifti  band« 
"  Are  too  hard  for  our  hands, 
"  Begar !  we  can  beat  them  in  heels, 

Parbleu ! 
Begar :  we,  &c. 

Whilft  our  heroes  from  home 
For  laurels  thus  roam. 
Should  the  fiat-bottom'd  boats  but  appear, 
Our  militia  (hall  (how 
No  wooden-fnoed  foe 
Can  with  freemen  in  battle  compare, 

Brave  boys  I. 
Can  with  freemen,  &c. 
Your  fortunes  and  lives, 
Your  children  and  wives. 
To  defend,  'tis  the  time  now  or  never : 
Then  let  each  volunteer 
To  the  drum-head  repair — 
King  George  and  old  England  for  ever  1 

Brave  boys? 
King  George,  &c. 

SONG. 

Sung  by  Mr.  Beard  in  the  Entertainment  of  Afollo  and 
Daphne. 

The  fun  from  the  eaft  tips  the  mountains  vfith 
gold ;  [hold ! 

The  meadows  all  fplangled  with  dew-drops  be- 

Hear !  the  lark's  early  matin  proclaims  the  new 
day,  [lay. 

And  the  horn's  cheerful  fummons  rebukes  our  de- 

CHORUS. 

With  the  fports  of  the  field  there's  no  plea- 

fure  can  vie,  [cry! 

While  jocund  we  follow  the  hounds  in  full 

Let  the  drudge  of  the  town  make  riches  his  fport; 
The  flave  of  the  ftate  hunt  the  fmiles  of  a  court ; 
No  care  and  ambition  our  paftime  annoy. 
But  innocence  ftill  gives  a  zeft  to  our  joy. 

With  the  fports,  &c. 

Mankind  are  all  hunters  in  various  degree  ; 
The  prieft  hunts  a  living — the  lawyer  a  fee. 
The  dodlor  a  patient — the  courtier  a  place, 
Though  often,  like  us,  he's  f.ung  out  in  the  chafe. 
With  the  fports,  &c. 

The  cit  hunts  a  plumb — while  the  foldier  hunts, 

fame. 
The  poet  a  dinner — the  patriot  a  name; 
S 


Uz  THE   WORKS    OF 

And  the  praAis'd  coquette,  though  (he  feenis  to 

refufe, 
In  fpite  of  her  airs,  ftill  her  lover  purfues. 

With  the  fports,  Sec, 

Let  the  bold  and  the  bufv  hunt  glory  and  wealth; 
All  the  blefling  we  aik  is  the  blefling  of  health, 
With  hound  and  with  horn   through   the  wood- 
lands to  roam, 
And,  when  tired  abroad,  find  contentment  at  home. 
With  the  fports  of  the  field  there's  no  pleafure 

can  vie, 
While  jocund  we  fellovjr  our  hounds  in  full  cry. 

SONG. 

Sung  By  Mr.  Beard  at  the  Annua!  Mcsf'irg  of  the 
Prejident,  Wice-Prefldents,  Governors,  life,  of  the 
London  Hofpital, 

Of  trophies  and  laurels  I  mean  rot  to  fing, 

Of  Pruffia's  brave  prince,  or  of  Britain's  good  king ; 

Here  the  poor  claim  my  fong  ;  then  the  art   I'll 

difplay, 
How  you  all  fliall  be  gainers — by  giving  away. 

Derry  down. 

The  cruife  of  the  widow,  you  very  well  know, 
The  more  it  was  emptied,  the  fuller  did  flow  :• 
So  here  with  your  purfe   the  like  wonder  you'll 
find ;  [hindf 

The  more  you  draw  out,  {till — the  more  left  be- 

Derry  down. 

The  prodigal  here  without  danger  may  fpend ; 
That  ne'er  can  be  lavifti'd,  to  Heaven  we  lend  ; 
And  the  mifer  his  purfe-ftrings  may  draw  with- 
out pain, 
For  what  mifer  won't  give — when  giving  is  gain.' 

Derry  down. 

The  gameftcr,  who  fits  up  whole  days  and  whole 

nights. 
To  hazard  his  health  and  his  fortune  at  White's; 
Much  more  to  advantage  his  betts  he  may  make. 
Here,  fet  what  he  will,  he  will  double  his  ftake. 

Derry  down. 

The  fair  one,  whofe  heart  the  four  aces  controul. 
Who  fighs  ioxfans-prendre,  and  dreams  of  a  vole. 
Let  her  here  lend  a  tithe  of  her  gains  at  quadrille, 
And  (he'll  ne'er  want  a  frknd — in  vidlorious  fpa- 
diUe, 

Derry  down. 

Let  the  merchant,  who  trades  on  the  perilous  fea, 
Come  here,  and  infure,  if  from  lols  he'd  he  fiee ; 
A  policy  here  from  all  danger  iccures. 
For  fafe  is  the  venture — which  Heaven  infures. 

Derry  down. 

The    ftock-jobbcr   too    may   fubfcribe    without 

fear, 
In  a  fund  which  for  ever  a  premium  niuft  bear; 
Where  the  ftock  ftill  muft  rife,  and  where  fcrip  will 

prevail,  [fail. 

Though  South-Sea, aad India,  and  Omnium  fluiuld 

Derry  down. 
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*  The  churchman  likewife  his  advantage  may 

■  draw. 
And  here  buy  a  living,  in  fpite  of  the  law— 
In  Heaven  I  mean  ;  then,  without  any  fear, 
Let  him  purchafe  away — there's  no  fimony  here. 

Derry  down. 

f  Ye  rakes,  who  the  joys  of  Hymen  difclaim, 
And  feek,  in  the  ruin  of  virtue,  a  fame  ; 
You  may  here  boaft  a  triumph  confiflcnt  with  duty» 
And  keep,  without  guilt,  a  feraglio  of  beauty. 

Derry  down. 

If  from  charity  then  fuch  advantages  flow, 
That  you  ftill  gain  the  more: — the  more  you  be- 

ftow ;  [eafe  : 

Here's  the  place  will  afford  you  rich  profit  with 
When  the  bafon  comes  round — be  as  rich  as  you 

pleafe. 

Derry  down. 

Then  a  health  to  that  \  Patron,  whofe  grandeur 

and  ftore 
Yield  aid  and  defence  to  the  fick  and  the  poor  ; 
Who  no  courtier  can  flatter,  no  patriot  can  blame ; 
But,  our  prefident's  here — or  I'd  tell  you  his  name. 

Derry  down. 

BALLAD. 

Long,  Roger  in  vain 

Strove  Cic'ley  to  gain, 
And  that  fomething  he  wanted  flic  knew  ; 

Yet  ftill  (he  reply'd, 

Firft  make  me  your  bride, 
Or — I  wifli  I  may  die  if  I  do. 

Quoth  Roger,  nest  fair 

I'll  deck  out  your  hair 
With  a  top-knot,  green,  yellow,  or  blue. 

No  top-knot,  pray,  bring 

Without  the  gold  ring, 
Or — I  wifh  I  may  die  if  1  do. 

Together  one  day. 

When  making  of  hay, 
Pretty  Cis  on  a  haycock  he  threw; 

His  hand  did  intrude; 

She  cry'd,  don't  be  rude. 
For — I  wifh  I  may  die  if  1  do. 

But  Roger  ftill  preft 

Her  lips  and  her  breaft, 
Until  kinder  and  kinder  (he  grew  : 

A  glance  from  her  eye 

He  faw  gave  the  lie 
To — "   I  wifli  I  may  die  if  I  do." 

He  knew  what  it  meant. 

Took  looks  for  confent ; 
Then — a  fairing  prefented  to  view, 

Which  Cis  fo  amaz'd. 

She  figh'd  while  ftie  gaz'd— 
Oh !  I  furely  fliall  die— if  I  do. 

•  Additional  flanza  for  the  annual  feaft  of  tbefo?^ 
of  the  clergy. 

t   Ditto  for  the  Magdalen  Hofpital. 
i  The  late  Duke  of  Devonjbire,   • 
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What  lovers  conceal 

No  mufe  fhould  reveal ; 
You  muft  fancy  then  what  did  enfue  : 

But  flie  no  more  cry'd, 

Firft  make  me  your  bride, 
Or — I  vvifti  I  may  die  if  I  do 

Ah  !  Roger  !  fay  Cis, 

A  fairing  like  this 
Cannot  fail  a  young  maid  to  fubdue  : 

No  knot  you  need  bring  ; 

Ne'er  mind  the  gold  ring, 
For — I  wilh  I  may  die  if  I  do. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

When  Bacchus,  jolly  god,  invites 

To  revel  in  his  ev'ning  rites, 

In  vain  his  altars  I  furround, 

Though  with  Burgundian  incenfe  crown'd  : 

No  charm  has  wine  without  the  lafs  ; 

,'Tis  love  gives  relifh  to  the  glafs. 

Whilft  all  around,  with  jocund  glee. 
In  brimmers  toaft  their  fav'rite  fhe ; 
Though  ev'ry  nymph  my  Hps  proclaim^ 
My  heart  dill  whifpers  Chloe's  name  ; 
And  thus  with  me,  by  am'rous  ftealth. 
Still  ev'ry  glafs  is  Chloe's  health. 

VERSES 

Occaftoned  by  Lady  Pom/ret' s  Prefent  nf  foAze  Antiqii: 
Statues  to  Oxford  ;  the  flreets  ivhereef  "were foolijbiy 
faid  to  be  paved  •with  'Jacobites, 

If  Oxford's  ftones,  as  Blaco  writes, 
And  Pitt  affirms,  arc  Jacobites, 

That  bid  the  court  defiance  ; 
How  muft  the  danger  now  increafe, 
When  ftones  are  come  from  Rome  and  Greece, 

To  form  a  grand  alliance  1 

Yet,  fprung  from  lands  of  liberty, 
Thefe  ftones  can  fure  no  Tories  be, 

Or  friends  to  the  Pretender; 
And  Pitt  himfelf  can  ne'er  devife, 
That  Whiggilh  ftones  fhould  ever  rife 

Againft  our  faith's  Defender. 

TO  DR.  KING. 

Oft  have  I  heard,  with  clam'rous  note, 
A  yelping  cur  exalt  his  throat 

At  Cynthia's  fdver  rays ; 
So,  with  the  blaze  of  learning's  light. 
When  you,  O  King,  offend  his  fight, 

The  fpaniel  Blaco  bays. 

THE  BUTTERFLY  AND  BEE. 

TO  FLAVIA. 

See  !   Flavia,  fee  !  that  flutt'ring  thing, 
Skim  round  yon'  flower  with  fportive  wing, 

Yet  ne'er  its  fv^eet  explore ; 
While,  wifer,  the  induftrious  bee 
£xtradts  the  honey  from  the  tree, 

And  hives  che  precious  flore. 


So  you,  with  coy,  cnquettifti  art. 
Flay  wanton  round  your  lover's  heart, 

Infenfihle  and  free  : 
Love's  balmy  bkfling  would  you  try. 
No  longer  fport  a  butterfly, 

But  mutate  the  bee. 

VERSES, 
Dropt  in  Mr.  Carri^i's  Temple  of  Shalfpeare. 

While  here  to  Shakfpeare  *  Garrick  pays 
His  tributary  thanks  and  praife  ; 
Invokes  tlie  animated  ftone, 
To  make  the  poet's  mind  his  own; 
That  he  each  charaifler  may  trace 
With  humour,  dignity,  and  grace  ; 
And  mark,  unerring  mark,  to  men. 
The  rich  creation  of  his  pen  ; 

Preferr'd  the  pray'r — the  marble  god 
Methinks  1  fee,  affenting,  nod, 
And,  pointing  to  his  laurell'd  brow. 
Cry — "  Half  this  wreath  to  you  I  owe  : 
V  Loft  to  the  ftage,  and  loft  to  fame ; 
"  Murder'd  my  fcenes,  fcarce  known  my  name  ; 
"  Sunk  in  oblivion  and  difgrace 
"   Among  the  common,  fcribbling  race, 
"   Unnctic'd  long  thy  Shakfpeare  lay, 
"  To  duUnefs,  and  to  time,  a  prey : 
"  But  now  I  rife,  I  breathe,  1  live 
"  In  you — my  rsprefentative  ! 
"  Again  the  hero's  breaft  I  fire, 
"   Again  the  tender  figh  infpire  ; 
"  Each  fide,  again,  with  laughter  Ihake, 
"   And  teach  the  villain-heart  to  quake ; 
"  All  this,  my  fon  !   again  I  do — 
"  1  ? — No,  my  fon  ! — 'Tis  I,  and  you." 

While  thus  the  grateful  ftatue  fpeaks, 
A  blufli  o'erfpreads  the  fuppliant's  cheeks — 

"  What  !--Half  this  wreath,  wit'smighty  chief?— 
"   O  grant,"  he  cries,  "  one  fingle  leaf; 
"   Thai  far  o'erpays  liis  humble  merit, 
"  Who's  but  the  organ  of  thy  fpirit." 

PhcEaus  the  gen'rous  conteft  heard — 
When  thus  the  god  addrefs'd  the  bard  ; 
"   Here,  take  this  laurel  from  my  brow, 
"  On  hin»  your  mortal  wreath  't>eftow ; — 
"   Each  matchlefs,  eaclj  the  palm  ftiall  bear, 
"   In  heav'a  the  bard,  on  earth  tlxe  play'r. 

CUPID  BAFFLED. 

Diana,  hunting  on  a  day. 
Beheld  vi'here  Cupid  fieeping  lay. 

His  quiver  by  his  head  : 
One  of  his  darts  flie  ftole  away. 
And  one  of  her's  did  clofe  convey 

Into  the  other's  ftead. 

When  next  the  archer  through  the  grove, 
In  fearch  of  prey,  did  wanton  rove, 

•  The  flatiti  of  Shakfpeare,  in  the  temple  dedicated  ta 
the  bard  by  Mr.  Garrick.  in  his  delightful  garden  q.t 
Hampton,  ivas  the  ivork  of  that  able  and  ingenious 
majler,  Roubiliac. 
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Aurelia  fair  he  fpy'd  ; 
Aurelia,  who  to  Damon's  pray'f 
Difdain'd  to  lend  a  tender  ear. 

And  Cupid's  pow'r  defy'd. 
Soon  as  he  ey'd  the  rebel  maid  ; 
"  Now  know  my  pow'r  !"  enrag'd,  he  faid; 

Then  levell'd  at  her  heart  : 
Full  to  the  head  the  fha/t  he  drew  ; 
But  haxmlefs  to  her  breaft  it  flew. 

For.  lo  ! — 'twas  Dian's  dart. 
Exulting,  then  the  fair-one  cry'd, 
"  Fond  urcliin  lay  your  bow  afide  ; 

"  Your  quiver  be  unbound  : 
••  Would  you  Aurelia's  heart  fubdue, 
"  Thy  plaything  arrows  ne'er  will  do  ; 

"  Bid  Damon  give  the  wound." 

DEATH  AND  THE  DOCTOR. 
*TwiXT  death  and  Schomberg,  t'  other  day, 

A  contefl  did  arife  ; 
Death  fwore  his  prize  he'd  bear  away^ 

The  do(5lor,  death  defies. 

Inrag'd  to  hear  his  pow'r  defy'd, 

Death  drew  his  keeneft  dart  ; 
But  wond'ring  faw  it  glance  afide, 

And  mifs  the  vital  part. 

AN  OCCASIONAL  PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Powell,  at  the  opening  of  the  Tbeatre- 

Royal  in   Covent-Garden,  on    Monday,    September 

14.  1767. 
As  when  the  merchant,  to  Increafe  his  ftore, 
Tor  dubious  feas,  advent'rous  quits  the  fhore ; 
Still  anxious  for  its  freight,  he  trembling  fees 
Rocks  in  each  buoy,  and  tempefls  in  each  breeze  ; 
The  curling  wave  to  mountain  billows  fwells, 
And  ev'ry  cloud  a  fancied  ftorm  foretells : 
Thusrafhly  launch'd  on  this  theatric  main. 
Our  all  on  board,  each  phantom  gives  us  pain  ; 
The  catcall's  note  feems  thunder  in  our  ears, 
And  ev'ry  hifs  a  hurricane  appears  ; 
In  journal  fquibs  we  lightning's  blaft  efpy, 
And  meteors  blaze  in  every  critic's  eye. 

Spite  of  thefe  terrors,  ftill  fome  hopes  we  view, 
Hopes,  ne'er  can  fail  us — fmce  they're  plac'd — in 

in  you. 
Your  breath  the  gale,  our  voyage  is  fecure, 
And  fafe  the  venture  which  your  fmiles  enfure  ; 
Though  weak  his  fkjll.th' advent'rer  mud  fucceed. 
Where  candour  takes  th'  eiuieavour  for  the  deed. 
For  Brentford's  ftate,t\vo  kings  could  once  fufiice  ; 
In  ours,  behold  !  four  kings  of  Brentford  rife; 
All  imtUing  to  one  nofegay's  od'rous  fiivour. 
The  balmy  noiegay  of — the  public  favour. 
From  hctice  alone,  our  royal  funds  we  draw, 
Your  plcaf'ure  our  fuppurt,  your  will  our  law. 
"While  luch  our  government,  we  hope  you'll  own 

us ; 
But  (hould  wc  ever  tyrant  prove — dethrone  us. 

Like  brother  monarchs,  who,  to  C'^a.x  the  na- 
tion, 
Began  their  reign,  with  fome  fair  proclamatic 
We  too  fhould  talk  at  leuft — of  reformation 


e  us. 
na-T 

;ion,r 
1;     J 


Declare,  that  during  our  imperial  fway, 
No  bard  fhall  mourn  his  long-negleiSlcd  play  ; 
But  then  the  play  muft  have  fome  wit,  fome  fpiric, 
And  we  allow'd  fole  umpires  of  its  merit. 

For  thofe  deep  fages  of  the  judging  pit, 
Whofe  tafte  is  too  refin'd  for  modern  wit. 
From  Rome's  great  theatre  we'll  cull  the  piece, 
And   plant,  on    Britain's   ftage,  the   flow'rs  of 
Greece. 

If  fome  there  are,  our  Britilh  bards  can  pleafe, 
Who  tafte  the  ancient  wit  of  ancient  days. 
Be  ours  to  lave,  from  time's  devouring  womb, 
Their  works,  and  fnatch  their  laurels  from  the 
tomb.  [choofc. 

For  you,  ye  fair,  who  fprightlicr  fcenes  may 
Where  mufic  decks  in  all  her  airs  the  miife, 
Gay  opera  fliall  all  its  charm  difpenfe, 
Yet  boaft  no  tuneful  triumph  overfenfe; 
The  nobler  bard  fhall  ftill  alTert  his  right. 
Nor  Handel  rob  a  Shakfpeare  of  his  night. 

To  greet  their  mortal  brethren  of  our  flcies, 
Here  all  the  gods  of  paatomime  ftiall  rife  : 
Yet  'midft  the  pomp  and  magic  of  machines, 
Some  plot  may  mark  the  meaning  of  our  fcenes  ; 
Scenes  which  were  held,  in  good  King  Rich's  days,' 
By  fages,  no  bad  epilogues  to  plays. 

If  terms  like  thefe  your  fuffrage  can  engage, 
To  fix  our  mimic  empire  of  the  ftage  ; 
Confirm  our  title  in  your  fair  opinions, 
And  crowd  each  night  to  people  our  dominions. 

VERSES 

On  converting  the  Chapel  to  a  Kitchen,  at  the  Seat  of 
the  Lord  DonnerayU,  called  "  The  Grove,  in  Hert- 
fordjhire" 

By  Ovid,  among  other  wonders,  we're  told 
What  chanc'd  to  Philemon  and  Baucis  of  old  ; 
How  their  cot  to  a  temple  was  conjur'd  by  Jove, 
So  a  chapel  was  chang'd  to  a  kitchen  at  Grove. 

The  lord  of  the  manfion  moft  rightly  conceiting. 
His  guefts  lov'd  good  pray'rs  much  lefs  than  good 

eating ; 
And  pofTefs'd  by  the  devil,  as  fome  folks  will  tell 

ye, 

What  was  meant  for  the  foul,  he  aflign'd  to  the 
belly. 

The  word  was  fcarce  given — when  down  dropp'd 

the  clock. 
And  ftraight  was  feen  fix'd  in  the  form  of  a  jack  ; 
And,  fhameful  to  tell  '  pulpit,  benches,  and  pews, 
Form'djcuphoards  and  ftjelves,  for  plates,  faucepans,' 

and  ftews. 

Ptay'r-books  tufn'd  into  platters ;  nor  think  it  a 

fable, 
A  dreffer  fprung  out  of  the  communion-table; 
Which,  inftead  of  the  ufual  rcpaft,  bread  and  wine, 
Is  ftor'd  with  rich  foups,  and  good  Englifli  firloin. 

No  fire,  but  wha*:  pure  devotion  could  raife, 

I'ill  now  had  been  known  in  this  temple  to  blaze  ; 

But,  good  lord !  how  the  neighbours  around  did 

admire. 
When  a  chimney  xofc  up  in  the  room  of  a  fpire  \ 
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For  a  Jew  many  people  the  matter  miftook, 
Whofe  Levites  were  fcullions,  his  high-prieft  a 

cook ; 
And  though  he  deCgn'd  our  religion  to  alter, 
When  they  faw  the  burnt-offering  fmoke  at  the 

altar. 

The  bell's  folemn  found,  that  was  heard  far  and 

near, 
And  oft  rous'd  the  chaplain  unwilling  to  pray'r. 
No  more  to  good  fermons  now  funimons  the  fin- 

ner, 
But  blafphemous  rings  in — the  country  to  dinner. 

When  my  good  lord  the  bllhop  had  heard  the 

ftrange  ftory, 
How  the  place  was  profan'd,  that  was  built  to 

G — 's  glory  ;  [deed, 

Full  of  zeal  he  cried  out,  "  Oh,  how  impious  the 
•.'  To  cram  Chriftians  with  pudding,  inftead  of 

"  the  creed!" 

Then  away  to  the  grove  hied  the  church's  pro- 
tector, 

Refolving  to  give  his  lay-brother  a  lecture  ; 

But  he  fcarce  had  begun,  when  he  faw,  plac'd  be- 
fore'em, 

A  haunch  piping  hot  from  xht  fanBum  fanSlorum. 

^'  Troth !"  quoth  he,  "  I  find  no  great  fin  in  the 

"  plan, 
«  What  was  ufelefs  to  God — to  make  ufeful  to  man  : 
"  Befides,  'tis  a  true  Chriftian  duty,  we  read, 
"  The  poor  and  the  hungry  with  good  things  to 

«  feed." 

Then  again  on  the  walls  he  beftow'd  confecration, 
But  referv'd  the  full  rights  of  a  free  vifiration  : 
Thus,  'tis  ftill  the  Lord's  houfe— only  varied  the 

treat. 
Now,  there's  meat  without   grace — where  was 

grace  without  meat. 

VERSES 

On  the  Duie  of  Cumberland's  ViRory  at  Cultoden,  in^ 
tbe  Year  1 746. 

As  bis  worm-eaten  volumes  old  rime  tumbled  o'er 
To  review  the  great  adions  that  happen'd  of  yore; 
When  the  names  of  young  Ammon  and  Czefar  he 

faw. 
He  to  one  oppos'd  Churchill — to  th'  other  Naflau; 
Then  faid,  with  a  figh,  "  What !  has  Britain  no 

"friend?  [end?" 

*'  With  thefc  rauft  her  long  race  of  htroes  have 
When  ftraight  a  loud  blaft  on  her  trumpet  fame 

blew, 
Which  fo  long   had   been  Clent,  the  found  he 

fcarce  knew ; 
But  foon  in  his  fight  the  fwift  goddefs  appear'd. 
And,  half  out  of  breath,  cry'd — "  News,  news ! 

"  have  you  heard  ? — 
"  I  have  yet  one  hero  to  add  to  your  ftore, 
"  Brave  William  has  conquer'd — Rebellion's  no 

"  more." 
Well  pleas'd,  in  his  annals  time  fet  down  the  name. 
Made  the  record  authentic—and  gave  it  to  fame. 
Vol.  X.  ■ 
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VERSES 


Infcribed  on  a  Monument,  called  The  Tomb  of  Care 
in  tie  Garden  of  the  late  'John  Rich,  Efq.  at  Coivley^ 
in  MiddUfex  ;  luhereon  three  beautiful  Boys  are  <•«- 
•uering  a  Funeral  Urn  toiti  a  feil  ofFloweri. 

Wuv,  biify  boys,  why  thus  entwine 
The  flowery  veil  around  this  (hrine  ? 
As  if,  for  halcyon  days  like  thcfe. 
The  fight  too  folemn  were  to  pleafe : 
Miflaken  boys,  what  fight's  fo  fair- 
To  mortals,  as  the  Tomb  of  Care  ? 
Here  let  the  gloomy  tyrant  lie  ; 
His  urn  an  altar  (hal!  fupply. 
Sacred  to  eafe,  and  fociil  mirth; 
For  Care's  deceafe — is  Pleafurc's  birth- 

THE  EPJIAPH 

(//J  Letters  of  Brafs,  inferted  by  a  Female  Figure  re- 
frtfenting  Hijlory)  on  a  Marble  Pyramid  of  the  Ma- 
nuaent  of  John  Duke  if  Argyll. 

Briton,  behold,  if  patriot  worth  be  dear, 

A  fhrine  that  claims  thy  tributary  tear  '. 

Silent  that  tongue  admiring  fenates  heard, 

Nervelefs  that  arm  oppofing  leginns  fear'd  ! 

Nor  lefs,  O  Campbell !  thine  the  pow'r  to  pleafe, 

And  give  to  grandeur  ail  the  grace  of  eafe. 

Long,  from  thy  life,  let  kindred  heroes  trace 

Arts  which  ennoble  ftill  the  nobleft  race 

Others  may  owe  their  future  fame  to  me ; 
I  borrow  immortality  from  thee. 

Weflminfer  Abbey.  P.  Wh  ITEHEad. 

VERSES 

On  the  Name,  P.  Whitehead,  fubfcribed  t»  the  above 
Infcriptim,  being  remo-ved  thence  fame  time  after  the 
Monument  ivas  ereSied. 

O'er  the  tombs  as  pale  envy  was  hoy'ring  around. 
The  manes  of  each  hallow'd  hero  to  wound  ; 
On  Argyll's,  when   flie  faw  only  truth  was  re- 
lated 
Of  him.  whom  alive  file  moft  mortally  hated. 
And  finding  the  record  adopted  by  fame. 
In  revenge  to  the  poet — flie  gnaw'd  out  his  name. 

VERSES. 

To  Mr.  Brooke,  on  the  Rfufal  of  a  Lioence  fo  hit 
Play  of  Gufa-vus  Vafa. 

While  Athens  glory'd  in  her  free-born  race, 
And  fcience  flourilh'd  round  her  fav'rite  place. 
The  mufe  unfetter'd  trod  the  Grecian  ftage  ; 
Free  were  her  pinions,  unreftrain'd  her  rage  ; 
Bold  and  fecure  flie  aim'd  the  pointed  dart, 
And  pour'd  the  precept  poignant  to  the  heart. 
Till  dire  dominion  ftretch'd  her  lawlefs  fway. 
And  Athens'  fons  were  deftin'd  to  obey  : 
Th.-n,  firft,  the  ftage  a  licens'd  bondage  knew, 
And  ty:  ants  quafli'd  the  fcene  they  fear'd  to  view  : 
Fair  freedom's  voice  no  more  was  heard  to  charm, 
Or  liberty  the  Attic  audience  warm. 

Then  fled  the  mufe.  Jndignant,  from  the  fliore. 
Nor  deign'd  to  dwell  where  freedom  was  ao  more  ; 
5l 
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Vain  then,  alas  !  fiie  fought  Britannia's  ifle, 
Charm'd  with  her  voice,  and  checr'd  us  with  her 

fmile. 
If  Gallic  laws  her  gen'rous  flight  reftrain, 
And  bind  her  captive  with  th'  igneble  chain  ; 
Bold  and  unlicens'd,  in  Eliza's  days, 
Free  flow'd  her  numbers,  flourifli'd  fair  her  bays; 
O'er  Biitain's  flage  majeftic,  unconfin'd. 
She  tun'd  lier  patriot  Itffons  to  mankind  ; 
For  mighty  heroes  ranfack'd  cv'ry  age,        [page- 
Then  beam'd'  them  glorious  in  tier  Shakfpeare's 

Shakfpeare's  no   more ! — loft  was  the   poet's 
name, 
Till  thou,  my  friend,  my  genius,  fprung  to  fame  ; 
Lur'd  by  his  laurel's  never-fading  bloom. 
You  boldly  fnatch'd  the  trtephy  from  his  tomb. 
Taught  the  declining  mufe  again  to  foar, 
And  to  Britannia  gave  one  poet  more. 

Pleas'd,  in  thy  lays  we  fee  GuJlavus  live  ; 
Bat,  O  Guiiavus  !  if  thou  canft,  forgive. 
Britons,  more  favage  than  the  tyrant  Dane, 
Beneath  whofe  yoke  you  drew  the  galling  chain, 
Degen'rate  Britons,  by  thy  worth  difmay'd, 
Profane  thy  glories,  and  profcribe  thy  fhade. 

SONG. 

As  Granville's  foft   numbers  tune   Myra's  juft 

piraife,       ' 
And  Chloe  fhines  lovely  in  Prior's  fweet  lays  ; 
Ho,  would  Daphne  but  fmile,  their  example  I'd 

follow. 

And,  as  flie  looks  like  Venus,  I'd  fing  like  Apollo  : 

■    But,  alas  !  while  no  fmiles  from  the  fair  one  in- 

"    f^ire, '"'   ■  [lyre  ! 

How  languid  my  ftrains,  and  how  tunelefs  my 

Go,  zephyrs,  falute  in  foft  accents  ^er  ear, 
And  tell  how  I  langiiifh,  figh,  pine,  and  defpair  ; 
In  gentleft  murmurs  my  paflion  commend, 
33ut  whifper  it  folly,  for  fear  you  offend  : 

For  furc,  O  ye  winds,  you  may  tell  her  my  pain  ; 

Tia  Strephon's  to  fuffcr,  but  not  to  complain. 


P.   WHITEHEAD. 

Wherever  I  go,  or  whatever  T  do, 

Stillfomething  prefents  the  fair  nymph  to  my  view. 

U  I  traverfe  the  garden,  the  garden  ftill  Ihows 

Me  her  neck  in  the  lily,  her  lip  in  the  rofe : 
But  with  her  neither  lily  nor  rofe  can  compare  j 
Far  fweeter's  her  lip,  and  her  boiom  more  fair. 

If,  to  vent  my  fond  anguifh,  1  fteal  to  the  grove. 
The  fpring  there  prefents  the  frelh  bloom  of  my 

love; 
The  nightingale  too,  >vith  in.pertipent  noife. 
Pours  f.rth  her  fweet  ftrains  in  my  fyren's  fweet 
voice :  ■  [brmgs ; 

Thus  the  grove  and  its  mufic  her   image   ftill 
For  like  the  fpnng  fhe  looks  fair,  like  the  night- 
ingale fings. 

If,  forfaking  the  groves,  I  fly  to  the  court. 
Where  beauty  and  fplendour  united  refirt. 
Some  glimpfe  of  my  fair  in  each  charmer  I  fpy. 
In  Richmond's  fair  form,  or  in  Brudenel's  bright 
eye;  [appear  ? 

But,  alas!  what  would  Brudenel  or  Richmond 
Unheeded  they'd  pafs,  were  my  Daphne  but 
there.  ' 

If  to  books  I  retire,  to  drown  my  fond  pain. 

And  dwell  over  Horace,  or  Ovid's  fweet  flrain ; 

In  Lydia,  or  Chloe,  my  Daphne  i  find  ; 

But  Chloe  was  courteous,  and  Lydia  was  kind : 
Like  l^ydia,  or  Chloe,  would  Daphne  but  prove, 
Like  Horace,  or  Ovid,  I'd  fi.ng  and  I'd  love. 

TO  DR.  SCHOMBERG,  OF  BATH. 

To  Schomberg  quoth  Death,  "  I  your  patient  will 
"  have  :"  ;  fave." 

To  Death  replied  Schomberg,  "  My  patient  I'll 
Then  Death  feiz'd  his  arrow,  the  Doiflor  his  pen, 
And  each  wound  the  one  gave,  t'  other  heai'd  it 

again  ; 
Till  Death  fwore  he  never  had  met  fuch  defiance^ 
Since  he  and  the  college  had  been  in  alliance,       ' 
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Do  thou  fair  Troth  defcend. 

And  watchful  guard  him  in  an  honeft  end  ; 

Kindly  fevere,  inftrudl  his  equal  line, 

To  court  no  friend,  nor  own  a  foe  but  thine. 

But  if  his  giddy  eye  {hould  vainly  quit 

Thy  facred  paths,  to  run  the  mufe  of  wit; 

If  his  apoftate  heart  fhould  e'er  incline 

To  offer  incenfe  at  Corruption's  ftirine, 

Urge,  urge  thy  power ;  the  black  attempt  confound^ 

A'  d  da(h  the  fmoking  cenfor  to  the  ground. 

Thus  aw'd  to  fear  inftrutSed  bards  may  fee, 

That  gu3t  is  doom'd  to-  fink  in  infamy. 

Essay  on  Satire,  Part  III. 
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John  Brown  was  bom  at  Rothbury,  in  the  county  of  Northumberland,  November  5. 1715.  He 
was  defcended  from  the  family  of  Brown  of  Coalfton  in  Haddinortonfliire.  His  father,  the  Rev. 
John  Brown,  was  a  native  of  Dunfe  in  Berwickftiire  ;  and,  at  the  time  of  his  fon's  birth,  was  curate 
to  Dr.  Thomlinfon  re<ftor  of  Rothbury.  Hfe  was  collated  by  Dr  Nieolfon  Bifliop  of  Carlifle,  to 
the  vicarage  of  Wigton  in  Cumberland,  in  the  latter  end  of  1 7 15.  His  mother's  maiden  name 
was  Potts. 

He  received  the  firft  part  of  his  education  at  the  grammar  fchool  of  Wigton.  From  thence  he 
was  removed  to  the  Univerfity  of  Cambridge,  where  he  was  entered  of  St.  John's  College,  Decern- 
ier  t8.  173a,  under  the  tuition  of  Dr.  Tonftall. 

He  took  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Arts  in  1735,  with  great  reputation,  bein;;  at  the  head  of  the 
tvranglers,  and  returned  to  Wigton,  where  he  was  ordained  by  Dr.  Fleming  bilhop  of  Carlifle.  His 
firft  preferment  was  to  a  minor  canonry  and  ledurerftiip  of  the  Cathedral  church  of  Carlifle.  He 
remained  in  obfcurity  in  that  city  till  1739,  when  he  Went  to  Cambridge,  to  take  his  degree  of 
Mafter  of  Arts. 

In  1 745,  he  diftinguifhed  himfelf  by  his  zeal  for  government ;  and  adled  as  a  volunteer  at  the 
fiegc  of  Carlifle,  during  which  he  behaved  with  great  intrepidity. 

After  the  defeat  of  the  rebels,  when  feveral  of  them  were  tb  be  tried  at  the  affize*  held  at  C«r- 
lifle  in  1746,  he  preached  T-wo  Sermons  on  the  mutual  connection  between  rfcligious  truth  »nd  civil 
freedom,  and  between  fuperftition,  tyranny,  irreligion,  and  atheifm. 

His  attachment  to  Whig  principles  procured  him  the  friendlhip  of  Dr.  Ofbaldefton,  who  contriA 
buted  to  his  obtaining  from  the  Dean  and  Chapter  of  Carlifle  the  living  of  Morland.  in  the  county 
of  Weftmoreland  ;  and,  on  the  death  of  Dr.  Fleming,  being  advanced  to  that  fee,  appointed  him 
one  of  his  chaplains.     He  refigncd  his  preferment  in  the  cathedral  of  Carlifle  in  difguft. 

In  the  early  part  of  his  life,  and  probably  during  his  rcfidence  at  Carlifle,  he  wrote  his  poem  in- 
rituled  Honour,  infcribed  to  Lord  Vifcount  Lonfdale. 

His  next  poetical  performance,  though  not  immediately  publiflaed,  was  his  Ej^ay  on  Satire,  in  three 
farts,  addrefTed  to  Warburton,  who  immediately  introduced  him  to  his  friend  Ralph  Allen,  Efq.  of 
Prior  Parks,  near  Bath,  to  whofe  generofity  he  was  indebted,  at  a  time  when  his  circumftances  had 
not  raifed  him  above  pecuniary  obligations. 

On  the  aad  of  April  1750,  he  preached  a  fermon  at  the  Abbey-Church  at  Bath,  for  the  benefit 
of  the  General  Hofpital,  On  the  Purfuit  ofFalfe  Pkafure,  and  the  Mi/chiefs  of  Immoderate  Gaming,  which 
was  attended  by  the  fuppreflion  of  the  public  gaming-tables  in  that  city ;  an  cffed  which  did  honour 
to  the  preacher's  eloquence. 

In  1 75 1,  his  EJjfay  on  Satire  was  given  to  the  world  in  the  fecond  volume  of  Warburton's  edition 
of  Pope's  Works,  with  which  it  Hill  continues  to  iie  printed,  as  well  as  in  the  third  volume  of 
"  Dodfley's  Colledion." 

The  fame  year,  he  publiflied,  what  tnay  be  ftill  regarded  as  his  capital  produdlion,  his  EJ'ays  o/t 
ihe  Charaaeripcs  of  the  Earl  of  Shaftjiury.  I.  On  Ridicule,  confdered  as  the  Tef  of  Truth.  II  On  ths 
Motives  to  Virtue,  and  the  Necefjity  of  Religious  Principle.  Ill  On  Revealed  Religion  and  Chrifianity. 
The  work  was  dedicated  to  Mr.  Allen,  and  received  by  the  public  with  a  high  degree  of  applaufe. 
In  the  laft  EJfay,  he  is  faid  to  have  received  confiderable  afliftance  from  his  father.  The  fifth  edi- 
tion was  printed  in  1764.  Mr,  Charles  Bulkeley,  a  Diflenting  Minifter,  publiflied  two  pamphlets 
in  vindication  of  Shaftelbury,  in  17^1  and  175*,  written  with  ability  and  ffirit. 
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He  had  a  principal  hand  in  the  compofition  of  an  "  Eflay  on  Mufical  Expreffion,"  by  Mr.  CharleS 
Avifon,  which  came  out  in  'hat  year,  and  was  well  received.  To  the  fecond  edition,  which  ap- 
peared in  1753,  was  added  an  ingenious  and  learned  letter  to  the  author  concerning  the  raufic  of 
the  ancients,  by  the  late  Dr  Jortin.  though  pu^^.liflied  without  his  name. 

'n  *  754.  he  printed  a  fermcin  On  tie  Ufe  and  Abufe  of  Externals  in  Religion .  in  which,  while  he  al!ow» 
and  contends  for  the  great  expediency  of  ceremonials  in  worfliip,  he  does  not  feem  attached  to  any 
particular  mode  as  defigned  to  diftinguifh  particular  feds,  but  vindicates  the  outward  forms  of  devo- 
tion only  fo  far  as  they  are  calculated  to  promote  the  purpofes  of  religion,  and  the  general  union  of 
all  the  profeffinns  of  Chriflianity. 

About  this  time,  he  was  promoted  by  the  Earl  of  Hardwicke  to  the  living  of  Great  Horkefley  in 
"ESex,  upon  the  folicitation  of  his  fon  the  Hon.  Charles  Yorke,  to  whom  he  had  been  recommended 
by  vVarburton. 

In  1755,  his  BarBaroJfa,  a  tragedy,  was  zSteA  at  the  theatre  in  DruryLane.  The  defign  feems 
borrowed  from  "  Merope."  Zaphiras  diflrefs  and  her  refolutions  greatly  refemble  Merope^s;  and 
the  charader  of  Barharojfa  fccms  to  be  drawn  after  Poliphontes,  with  fome  few  ftroken  of  Bajazet, 
and  the  blufttring  monarch  in  the  "  Mourning  Bride."  Tt  met  with  great  fuccefs  in  the  reprefen- 
tation  ;  and.  being  a  play  of  buftle  and  bufinefs,  flill  keeps  pofTeffian  of  the  ftage.  Garrick-  furnifh^ 
ed  the  prologue  and  epilogue. 

The  fame  year  he  took  the  degree  of  Doftor  of  Divinity  at  Cambridge. 

Tn  1756,  his  Athcljlan  a  tragedy,  was  afled  at  the  theatre  in  Drury-Lane,  and  was  well  received 
by  the  public,  but  did  not  become  fo  popular  a  play  as  Barbarojfa;  and  though  much  the  more  ori- 
ginal and  better  executed  piece  of  the  two,  has  been  fcarcely  heard  or  thought  of  fince  its  firfl  run. 
It  i^  founded  on  the  Britifh  hiftory,  and  has  great  merit.  The  flruggles  and  conflidls  of  various 
paflion.  which  Athelfan  is  made  to  undergo,  before  his  paternal  and  domeftic  affedions  get  the  better 
of  a  refentment  which  had  led  him  into  an  ad  of  treafon  againft  his  prince  and  country,  are  finely 
fupptTted,  and  perhaps  fcarcely  excelled  in  any  of  our  modern  tragedies.  He  did  not  give  his 'name 
to  the  world  cither  with  Barharojfa  or  Athelflan. 

In  1757,  he  publiflied  his  famous  gjimate  of  the  Manners  and  Principles  of  the  Times,  which  had 
a  very  rapid  fale,  feven  editions  of  ir  having  been  printed  in  little  more  than  a  year.  It  came  out 
tvhen  the  minds  of  the  people  were  extremely  depreffed  by  fome  unprofperous  events,  and  when, 
conlequently,  they  were  more  ready  to  liften  to  the  melanch-ly,  and  perhaps  too  jufl  reprefentation 
cf  the  manner-  and  principles  of  the  nation.  The  chief  defign  of  the  Efimate  was  to  (how  that  a 
vain,  luxurious,  and  felfifh  effeminacy,  in  the  higher  ranks  of  life,  marked  the  charader  of  the  age; 
and  to  point  out  the  cfFeds  and  fources  of  this  effeminacy.  In  the  profecution  of  his  defign,  he 
certainly  difplayed  much  fagacity  and  ingenuity  of  obfervation.  His  charaders  are  flrongly  mark- 
ed ;  and  the  ftyle  elegant,  pointed,  and  lively  ;  though  it  muft  likewife  be  acknowledged,  that  his 
remarks  are  fometimc*  too  minute,  and  that  he  writes  with  too  great  an  air  of  felf-importance.  The 
work,  which  at  firft  met  with  far  more  applaufe  than  cenfure,  was  in  a  (hort  time  run  down  by  po- 
pular clamour:  but  not  anfwered  Several  antagonifts  rofe  np  againft  him,  fome  of  whom  were  of 
very  little  confequerce  Ralph,  in  his  "  Cafe  of  Authors,"  was  a  formidable  adverfary.  One  of 
the  heft  anfwers  to  the  Efimate  was  "  The  Charadcriftics  of  the  Prefent  State  of  Great  Britain," 
written  by  Dr.  Wallace  of  Edinburgh. 

In  the  fummer  after  the  Efimate  was  publifhed,  as  he  was  one  night  fitting  alone  in  Vauxhall 
Gardens,  the  following  Impromptu,  vtith  which  he  was  much  pleafed,  was  fent  him  by  ah  unknown 
kand : 

O  fay.  thou  gracious  cenfor  of  the  age, 

What  can  thy  folitary  thoughts  engage; 

What  lures  thee  thus  to  pleafure  s  golden  reign-; 

Cam'ft  thou   like  Cato.  to  go  out  again  : 

No  '  fent  like  Raphael  from  the  heavenly  powerSj 

To  meet  the  inhabitants  of  Eden's  bowers,  .     ■ -.  -  r 

Welcome.  O  fcer  !   purfue  the  glorious  plan, 

To  lUcuk  the  manners,  and  reform  the  man. 

Cantaif^  ; 


^' 
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The  teftimony  given  ty  Voltaire,  to  the  cScA  which  the  Efimate  had  on  the  conduft  of  the 
nation,  is  very  honourable  to  Brown.  "  At  this  time  (1756)  there  appeared  a  book  intitled  "  An 
"  Eftimate  of  the  Manners  of  the  Times,"  of  which  tliere  was  no  lefs  then  five  editions  printed  off 
in  London  in  the  fpace  of  three  months.  "  In  this  treatife  the  author  proves  that  the  Englifh  nation 
was  entirely  degenerated;  that  it  was  nea;  its  ruin;  that  its  inhabitants  were  no  longer  fo  robufl 
and  hardy  as  in  former  times;  and  that  its  foldiers  had  lofl  their  courage.  This  work  rouftd  the 
fenfibility  of  the  Englilh  nation,  and  produced  tbe  following  confequences  :  They  attacked  almoft 
at  one  and  the  fame  time^  all  the  fea  coafts  of  France,  and  her  pofleflions  in  AGa,  Africa,  and 
Amer:C2." 

In  1758,  he  publiftied  the  fecond  volume  of  his  Efimste,  ^c  containing  fome  additional  remarks 
on  the  ruling  manners  and  principles,  which  manifefted  his  ufual  ingenuity.  The  fketches  of  a  great 
minifler,  and  of  a  political  writer,  defigned  for  Mr.  Pitt  and  hinifclf,  are  very  maflerly.  But  his 
vanity,  which  is  too  confpicuous  in  this  volume,  expofed  him  to  general  cenfure  and  diflike ;  and 
tbe  prejudices  againft  him  occafioned  the  real  excellencies  of  the  work  to  be  very  much  overlooked- 
The  periodical  critics  treated  him  with  uncommon  fevcrity;  andfuch  a  multitude  of  antagonifts  rofe 
againft  him,  fo  many  objedlions  were  urged  upon  him  by  friends  as  well  as  enemies,  that  he  feems 
to  have  been  deeply  impreffed,  and  to  have  retired  for  a  while  into  the  country,  from  whence  he 
wrote  An  Explanatory  Defence  of  the  EJlimate,  Isfc.  in  a  feries  of  letters  to  a  noble  friend,  which  end- 
ed on  his  part  the  affair  of  the  EJlimate,  that  at  firfl  gained  him  an  extravagant  applaufe,  and  at 
length  expofed  him  to  as  extravagant  cenfure;  to  the  latter  of  which,  though  the  uprightnefs  of 
•his  intentions  cannot  be  reafonably  doubted,  it  muft  be  allowed  that  he  contributed  by  his  own  in« 
difcretion. 

Between  the  appeafance  of  the  fecond  volume  of  the  Efimate  and  Explanatory  Defence,  he  repub- 
lilhed  Walker's  "  Narrative  of  the  Siege  of  Londonderry,"  8vo,  "  as  an  ufeful  leffon  to  the  prefent 
times,  with  a  prefatory  addrels  to  the  public." 

About  this  time,  his  friend  Dr.  Ofbaldefton  prefented  him  to  the  vicarage  of  Newcaflle  upon  Tynfi 
which  enabled  him  to  refign  the  living  of  Great  Horkeflcy  to  Lord  Hardwicke,  between  wh(.m,  as 
"well  as  Warbiirton  and  him  there  had  fiime'time  before  been  a  coolnefs.  It  was  probably  owing  to  the 
influence  of  the  fame  prelate,  that  he  was  appointed  one  of  the  chaplains  in  ordinary  to  his  prefent 
Majcfty  He  received  no  higher  preferment,  which  rfiuft  have  been  a  great  mortification  to  him, 
as  he  undoubtedly  efteemed  hlriifelf  qualified  for  the  higheft  office-  in  the  church  ;  and  his  abilities, 
under  proper  dire(5tion,  would  have  rendered  him  eq'ial  to  a'hy  flation. 

In  1760,  he  pubhfhed  an  Additional  Dialogue  of  the  Dead,  between  Pericles  and  Arlftides.  defignert 
to  vindicate  the  political  charadler  and  C(.ndu<51:  of  Mr  Pitt,  againft  fome  hints  of  difapprobation 
thrown  out  with  regard  to  his  meafures,  by  Lyttleton,  in  his  "  Dialogue  between  Pericles  and 
Cofmo." 

His  next  publication  was  The  Cure  of  Saul,  a  Sacred  Ode,  4to,  176J,  afterwards  fet  to  mufic,  and 
performed  as  an  oratorio.  It  was  followed,  in  the  fame  year,  by  A  Differtation  en  the  Rife,  Uniin, 
and  Poiver,  the  Progrejpons,  Separatio.is,  and'X^orruptions,  of  Poetry  and  Mufi^,  4tO  one  of.  the  moft  pleaf- 
ing  of  his  performances.  It  difplays  great  ingenuity,  ^and  abounds  with  critical  difcL.ffions,  fome 
m-  re,  fome  lefs  happily  conducted.  But  it  muft  be  confeffed  that  he  has  given  free  indulgence  to 
fancy  and  conjecture,  and  has  formed  a  round  and  compaft  fyfteni  out  of  very  Ilender  materials. 
The  anonymous  writer  of  "  Some  Obfervations  on  Dr.  Brown's  Differtation  on  the  Rile.  Union, 
&c.  of  Poetry  and  Mufic,"  4to,  pointed  out  fcveral  of  his  miftakes  with  great  critical  fagaciry, 
depth  of  learning  and  flrength  of  judgment ,  which  produced  Remarks  on  the  Obfematitm ,  \^c  8vOp 
1764. 

The  fame  year,  he  publiftied  The  Hijlory  of  the  Rife  and  Progrefs  of  Poetry,  ihrough  it's  fever  at  Species ; 
8v'.',  which  is  no  more  than  the  fubftaiifijlof  what  was  given  on  the  fame  ftibjedl  in  the  Differtation^ 
but  divefted  of  what  related  fpecifically  to  mufic. 

It  was  followed,  in  the  faftie  year,  by  a  volume  of  Sermons,  dedicated  to  his  patron,  Dr.  Ofbaldef- 
ton  bilhop  of  London,  moft  ot  which  had  before  been  leparately  printed,  and  are  i^mongft  the  moft 
valuable  and  leaft  exceptionable  of  his  writings.     In  the  three  fermons  on  education,  he  has  vAiiir 
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fwerably  refuted  fome  of  the  pcfitior.s  of  Rouffeau  and  other  fpeculatids,  and  has  proved,  beyond 
reafonable  contradidion,  tlie  importance,  and  indeed  ifte  neceflity,  of  forming  the  minds  of  children 
to  early  habits  of  piety  and  virtue. 

In  the  beginning  of  1765,  he  again  reverted  to  politics,  and  publiflied  Thoughts  on  Civil  Liberiy, 
Ltcintiaufnefs^  and  Faiiion,  8vo,  a  work  which,  though  drawn  up  with  great  parade,  and  affumine  a 
fcientific  form,  was  in  h&  little  more  than  a  party  pamphlet,  intended  to  ccnlure  the  perfons  who 
at  th3t  time  oppoltd  the  meafurcs  of  adminiftra-.ion. 

His  next  publication  was  a  Sermon  »n  the  Female  CbarcMer  and  Education,  preached  May  16.  1 765, 
before  the  Guardians  of  the  AfyUsm  for  Defertcd  Female  Orphans,  [t  was  intended  as  a  fequel  to 
the  three  bef'.re  publifhed  on  the  general  fubjedl  of  education.  His  fentiments  on  the  religious  opi- 
nions proper  to  be  inftilled  into  the  minds  of  children,  appear  to  be  liberal.  With  regard  to  moral 
ana  political  principles,  he  is  tor  having  fuch  only  inculcated  as  are  clearly  built  on  the  precepts  of 
Chriftianity  anil  the  laws  of  freedom.  To  the  quellion,  "  Whether  there  be  any  opinions  or  prin- 
ciples which  cnght  hot  to  be  tolerated  (or  fuffered  to  be  taught)  in  a  well  ordered  free  communi- 
ty ?"  he  replies,  "ihat  in  his  judgment  there  are  many  opinions  or  principles  tending  evidently  to  the 
dcftru(Sion  ot  focisty  or  freedom,  and  which  therefore  ought  not  to  be  tolerated  in  a  well  ordered 
free  community.  He  gives  an  inftance  in  each  of  the  three  capital  fpecics,  religious,  moral,  and 
political.  The  iBftances  are  taken  from  Locke,  and  fupported  by  that  great  man's  authority,  but 
it  may  now  be  obfervcd,  that  a  deeper  inveftigation  of  the  fubje<Si:,  and  a  more  enlarged  experience, 
have  convinced  the  enlightened  part  of  mankind  that  toleration  may  fafcly  be  extended  farther  thaa 
even  Locke  imagined. 

His  laft  publication  was  A  Letter  to  the  Pe-j.  Dr.  Lorvth,  occajioned  by  his  Letter  to  the  Right  Eeii, 
Author  of  the  Divine  Legation  of  Mofes,  8vo,  1/66,  interded  to  vindicate  himfelf  againft  the  infiima- 
tions  cf  his  being  one  of  the  extravagant  adulators  and  defenders  of  Warburton. 

At  the  end  of  feveral  of  his  later  vi'ritings,  he  announced  a  work,  intituled,  Principles  of  Cbrifian 
Legijlation ;  but  he  was  prevented  from  publifhing  it  by  his  death. 

In  1765,  Dr.  Dumarefque,  who  had  been  inviteii,  in  the  preceding  year,  to  Ruffian  by  the  pre- 
fcnt  Eniprefs,  to  give  his  afiiftance  in  regulating  the  public  fchools,  dcfired  his  advice  with  regard 
to  the  profecution  of  the  objedl:  for  which  he  had  been  invited  to  that  country.  His  anfwer,  from 
the  Iketch  inferted  in  the  "  Biographia,"  flrongly  difplays  the  greatnefs  and  extent  of  his  ideas; 
though,  inftead  of  confining  himfelf  to  the  eftablifliment  of  fchools,  which  was  all  that  was  re- 
quired of  him,  he  feemed  to  conCder  himfelf  as  called  out  to  compile  a  code  of  laws,  and  to  be  the 
civilizer,  and  indeed  the  legiflator,  of  the  whole  Ruflian  empire. 

The  Emprefs,  however,  was  fo  much  pleafcd  with  it,  that  fhe  invited  him  to  her  court,  and  or-» 
dcred  him  loco  1.  for  his  cxpences.  He  accepted  the  offer,  and  actually  prepared  for  his  journey; 
but  finding  his  health  in  too  precarious  a  Rate  to  admit  of  his  fulfilling  his  intention,  he  Vv'as  oblig- 
ed to  reiinquiih  it.  He  therefore  returned  2co  1.  that  had  been  advanced,  deduCling  only  97I.  6s. 
for  fome  extraordinary  expences,  and  wrote  a  long  letter  to  the  Emprefs,  which  does  great  honour 
to  his  abilities,  and  in  which  he  coiifines  himfelt  chiefly  to  the  fuljeifi;  of  education. 

This  difappointment,  concurring  with  his  flate  of  health  in  general,  and  accompanied  perhaps 
with  the  recolle<flion  of  the  other  failures  that  had  happened  to  him  in  his  cxptftations  and  wifliej, 
was  followed  by  a  dejedion  of  fpirits,  which  he  had  been  often  fubjedt  to.  In  an  interval  of  de- 
privation of  reafon,  he  was  prompted  to  do  violence  to  himfelf;  and,  on  the  23d  of  September,  cut 
his  throat  with  a  razor,  fo  ifFedlually,  that  death  fpecdily  enfued,  in  the  51ft  year  of  his  age. 

His  unhappy  end,  when  fome  previous  circumftances  of  his  life  are  confidered,  will  caft  no  flain 
on  his  character.  He  had  a  tendency  to  infanity  in  his  conftitution,  and  from  his  early  life  had 
been  fubjedl  at  times  to  fome  diforder  in  his  brain,  at  leaf^.^to  meianchuly  in  its  cxcefs.  Mrs.  Gil- 
pin of  Carlifle,  foon  after  his  death,  wrote  in  the  folloijjijj'i  terms,  in  a  letter  to  a  friend  :  "  His 
diftcmper  was  a  frenzy,  to  which  he  had  by  fits  been  long  lubjeft,  to  my  own  knowledge  above 
thirty  years.  Had  it  not  been  for  Mr.  Farifh  (a  worthy  clerj^yman  of  Carlifle),  frequently,  and 
oi;ce  mjfelf,  the  fame  event  would  have  hajpened  to  him  long  ago.  It  was  no  prcmtdiiated  pur- 
j>ofe  in  bioi ;  for  be  abhorred  the  thought  of  felf-murder,  and  in  bitternefs  of  fcul  cxpreded  hi 
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fears  to  me,  that  one  time  or  other  fome  ready  milchief  might  prefent  itfelf  to  him  at  a  time  whea 
he  was  wholly  deprived  of  his  reafon." 

B-efides  the  works  which  have  been  mentioned,  Brown  publlflied  a  poem  on  Liberty,  in  folio,  175S, 
vchich  the  diligence  of  the  prefent  writer  has  not  been  able  to  procure ;  two  or  three  anonymous 
pamphlets ;  A  Defcription  of  Kefwick,  in  a  letter  to  Lyttleton,  and  a  fhort  paper,  intituled,  The  Jc 
fuks,  preferved  in  the  "  Biographia." 

In  his  will,  he  requefts  that  the  Rev.  Nathaniel  Clayton  of  St.  John's  Church,  Newcaflle,  the 
Rev.  Mr.  Barrel,  Pcrcival  Clennel,  Efq.  and  Jofeph  Airey,  Efq.  would  revife  and  correal  the  ma- 
nufcript  intituled  Frincipks  of  Legijlation  ;  and,  as  the  copy  of  it  was  in  fome  places  interlined  and 
obfcure,  he  dcfires  that  they  will  make  it  out  according  to  the  btfl  of  their  judgment,  and  the  te- 
nor of  the  argmnent.  He  ordered  likewife,  in  his  will,  that  all  his  writings  already  publiflied  (hould 
be  republifhed,  together  with  the  addition  of  fuch  manufcripts  and  copies  as  were  mentioned  in  a 
particular  paper,  and  that  they  fhould  be  publiflied  in  feven  volumes,  in  the  order  and  manner  de- 
fcribed  in  that  paper.  The  revifion  and  fuperintendence  of  the  publication  he  recommended  to  the 
four  gentlemen  above  mentioned.  The  property  of  his  works,  thus  publifhed,  he  bequeathed  to  the 
Rev.  William  Hall,  fon  to  the  Rev.  Mark  Hall,  upon  condition  that  he  affifted  the  aforefaid  gen- 
tlemen, by  taking  the  principal  part  of  the  trouble  upon  himfelf,  and  by  atSling  according  to  their 
opinion  and  diredlions,  and  upon  condition  that  he  employed  Mr.  Lockyer  Davis  in  Holburn,  Lon- 
don, as  the  bookfeller  for  the  fale  of  the  firft  edition,  and  allowed  him  one  half  of  the  clear  profits 
of  that  edition.  The  reafons  why  the  orders  of  his  will  have  not  been  carried  intc  execution,  ace 
not  alfigned.  The  Principles  ef  Cbrijlian  Legijlation,  at  leaft,  might  have  appeared,  without  any  dan- 
ger of  lofs  to  the  proprietor. 

His  Poems,  difperfed  up  and  down  in  the  "  Mifcellanies,"  are  now,  for  the  firfl  time,  received 
into  a  coUedion  of  clafTical  Englifh  poetry.  , 

■With  regard  to  the  general  charadler  of  Brown,  it  will  he  eafily  difccrned  that  he  was  a  man  of 
uncommon  ingenuity,  and  that  it  was  unfortunately  tindured  with  an  undue  degree  of  felf-opinion. 
Perhaps  the  bias  of  his  mind  to  infanity  will  affign  the  bed  caufe,  as  well  as  form  the  beft  excufe 
for  the  errors  he  has  been  charged  with  in  this  refpedl.  His  genius  was  extenfive  ;  for,  befides  his 
being  fo  elegant  a  profe  writer  in  various  kind*  of  compofition,  he  was  a  poet,  a  mufician,  and  a 
painter.  He  bequeathed,  by  his  will,  the  pidtures  of  his  father  and  mother,  painted  in  crayons  by 
himfelf.  He  played  well  on  feveral  inftruments.  His  learning  does  not  apj^ear  to  have  been  equal 
to  his  geniu:.  His  invention  was  indeed  inexhauftible  ;  which  led  him  to  form  magnificent  plans, 
which  required  a  greater  extent  of  erudition  than  he  was  pofTefTed  of,  fully  to  execute.  In  divinity, 
properly  fo  called,  as  including  an  extenfive  knowledge  of  the  controverted  points  of  theology,  and 
a  critical  acquaintance  with  the  fcriptures,  he  was  not  deeply  conversant.  However,  it  appears 
from  his  Sennor.s,  that  his  ideas  of  this  kind  were  liberal,  and  that  he  did  not  lay  much  ftrefs  on  the 
difputed  dodrines  of  Chriftianity.  His  temper,  it  is  faid,  was  fufplcious,  and  fometimcs  threw  him 
into  difagreeable  alrercations  with  his  friends.  But  this  arofe  in  a  great  meafure,  if  not  entirely, 
from  his  conftitutional  diforder  ;  for  it  has  been  obferved,  that  a  very  fufpicious  turn  of  mind  is 
one  of  the  fureft  prognoftics  of  lunacy.  He  has  been  charged  with  fhifting  about  too  fpecdily  with 
a  view  to  preferment ;  and  it  mud  be  acknowledged,  that  his  Thoughts  on  Civil  Liberty,  Licenlioufnefs , 
and  FaBion,  feemed  to  have  fcmething  of  that  appearance.  He  has,  however,  in  that  performance, 
endeavoured  to  remove  any  charge  of  that  nature,  by  obfcrving.  that  if  he  had  iridiredly  cenfured 
thofe  whom  he  had  formerly  applauded,  he  never  was  attached  to  men  but  meafures.  At  the  con- 
clufion,  likewife,  of  his  Letter  to  Dr.  Loivih,  he  fays,  "  I  am,  and  ever  have  been,  conCcious  of  the 
independenee  of  my  mind,  and  I  hope  I  may  without  vanity  add,  the  integrity  of  my  heart  "  Such,  too,  is 
the  teftimony  given  of  him  by  his  furviving  friends.  Upon  the  wh<.le,  his  defeds,  which  chiefly  arofc 
from  too  fanguine  a  temperament  of  conflitution,  were  compenfated  by  many  excellencies  and  virtues. 
With  refpedt  to  his  profe  writings,  they  are  all  of  them  elegant.  Even  thofe  which  are  of  a  more 
temporary  nature,  may  moft  of  them  continue  to  be  read  with  pleafure,  as  containing  a  variety  of 
curious  obfervation  ;  and  others  of  his  works,  being  calculated  for  a  more  lading  duration,  will  trarf- 
mit  his  name  with  confiderable  reputation  to  future  times. 
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As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  are  chiefly  charadlerifed  by  elegance  of  dli^ion,  manllnefs  of  fentU 
irent.  facility  of  fxpreflion.  and  harmony  of  numbers.  The  defign  of  his  poem  intituled  Homur  ii 
to  ft)«w  that  true  honour  can  only  be  found  in  virtue  ;  and,  in  fu;)port  of  fo  juft  a  dodlrine,  he  ad- 
Tances  many  excellent  fenfimenfs,  delivered  in  elegant  and  accurate  verfification.  His  EJfay  on  Sa- 
tire is  very  properly  printed  with  Pope's  works,  as  it  is  written,  in  many  parts,  with  an  elegance, 
corre<ftncfs,  fpirit,  and  harmony,  which  rival  the  beft  productions  of  that  celebrated  poet.  In  the 
third  part  of  the  £Jay,  in  which  he  celebrates  the  moft  eminent  fatirifts,  he  has  drawn  Pope's 
poetical  charatfter  to  great  advantage. 

But  fee,  at  length,  the  Britifh  genius  fmile. 

And  fhower  her  b;!Uiities  o'er  her  Favour'd  ifle : 

Behold  for  Pope  fhe  twines  the  laurel  crown, 

And  centres  every  poet's  p'wer  in  one  : 

Each  Roman's  force  adorns  his  various  page  ; 

Gay  fmiles,  collected  ihength,  and  maniy  rage.' 

Defpairing  guilt  and  dr.Uncfs  lothe  the  fight. 

As  fpe<fVres  vanifh  at  approachirg  hght  : 

In  this  dear  ti  irror  with  delight  we  view 

Each  image  juflly  fine,  and  boldly  true  : 

Here  vict,  dragg'd  forth  by  truth's  fupreme  decree. 

Beholds  and  hates  her  own  deformity ; 

While  felf-feen  virtue  in  the  faithful  line 

With  modeft  joys  lurveys  her  form  divine. 

But  oh,  what  thoughts,  what  numbers  ftiall  I  find, 

But  faintly  to  esprefs  the  poet's  mind  1 

Who  yonder  ftars  effulgence  can  difplay, 

Unlefs  he  dip  his  j  encil  in  the  ray  ? 

Who  paint  a  god,  unlefs  the  god  inffire  ? 

What  catch  the  lightning,  but  the  fpecd  of  fire  ? 

So,  mighty  Pope,- to  make  thy  genius  known. 

All  pover  is  weak,  all  numbi-rs — but  thy  own.  ' 

Each  mufe  for  thee  w.rh  kind  contention  drove, 

For  rhee  the  graces  left  tb'  Idalian  grove; 

Wirh  watchful  fondnefs  o'er  thy  cradle  hung, 

Attun'd  thy  voice,  and  form'd  thy  infant  tongue. 

JNext  to  her  bard  n-ajeflic  wiidom  came  ; 

The  bard  enraptur'd  caught  the  heavenly  flame: 

With  tafle  fuperior  fc.rn'd  the  venal  tribe. 

Whom  fear  can  f\vay,  .jr  guihy  greatnefs  bribe;  ^ 

At  fancy's  call,  who  rear  the  wanton  fail, 

Spo-t  with  the  ftream,  and  trifle  in  the  gale  : 

Siiblimer  views  thy  daring  fpirit  bound  ;  ...^ 

Thy  mighty  voyage  was  creation's  round; 

Intern  new  worlds  of  wifdom  to  explore, 

And  blefs  mankind  with  virtue'?  facred  fl:ore 

A  nobler  joy  than  wit  can  give,  impart ; 

And  pour  a  moral  tranfp'nt  o'er  the  heart. 

Fantaftic  wit  ftioots  momentary  fires. 

And   like  a  meteor,  while  we  gaze,  expires: 

Wit  kindled  by  the  fulphurous  breath  of  vice, 

Like  the  blue  lightning,  while  it  Ihines,  deftroys  : 

But  genius,  fir'd  by  truth's  eternal  ray. 

Burns  clear  and  conflant.  like  the  fource  of  day : 

Like  this  it«  beam,  prolific  and  refin'd. 

Feeds  warms,  infpirits  and  exalts  the  mind; 

Mildly  difpels  each  wintery  paflion's  gloom, 

And  opens  all  the  virtues  into  bloom. 

This  praife.  immortal  Pope,  to  thee  be  given. 

Thy  genius  was  indeed  a  gift  from  Heaven. 

Hail,  bard  unequall'd,  in  whofe  deathltfs  line 

Reafon  and  wit  with  ftrength  colletfted  (hine; 

Where  matchlefs  wit  but  wms  the  fec«nd  praife, 

Loft,  noMy  loft,  in  truth's  fuperior  blaze. 

Did  friendfhip  e'er  miflead  thy  wandering  mufe  ? 

That  friendfliip  lure  may  plead  the  great  excufe  :' 
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'■"  *rhat  facred  friendfhip  which  infpir'd  thy  fong, 

Fair  in  deledi.  and  amiably  wrong 
Error  like  this  ev'n  truth  can  fcarce  reprove  ; 
'Tis  almoft  virtue,  when  it  fl^ws  from  love. 

Tn  his  Cure  of  Saul,  he  has  attempted  to  exprefs  the  vario-.s  powers  of  that  mufic  v;here!)y  the 
Ifraelitifh  fliepherd  charmed  his  unhappy  prince  If  this  facred  ode  does  not  arife  to  the  poetry 
and  harmony  of  Dryden's  "  St.  Cecilia,"  it  has,  neverthelefs,  allowance  being  made  for  a 
few  exceptions,  no  fmall  degree  of  beauty  and  merit,  and  ranks  wi'h  the  moft  diftinguifli- 
ed  lyric  compofitions-  In  the  ftanza  beginning,  By  peplefs  terror  Saul  pojfefs'd,  the  dreadful 
images  of  terror  and  diftradlion  are  well  fuflained,  and  the  meafure  of  the  verfe  happily  cor- 
refpond*  with  the  imagery.  The  laft  line  is  incorredl  and  inflated.  In  the  flanza  beginning 
Sunk  on  his  couch,  and  lathing  day,  we  are  pleafed  to  find  the  divine  mufician  fo  afiedled  with 
the  miferies  of  the  m  narch,  as  lo  drop  a  generous  tear-  and  his  ready  addrefs  to  the  Almighty  is 
well  conceived.  The  ftanza  beginning  Hark,  loud  dtfcord  breaks  her  c  aln,  is  adequately  expreffed, 
•xcept  the  laft  line,  which  is  to'  feeble  The  harmony  and  imagery  of  the  following  paffages  arc 
•qually  beautiful,  and  appear,  to  the  prefent  writer,  to  be  faultlefs  throughout. 

Lead  the  foothing  vc-fe  along  : 

He  feels,  he  feels  the  power  offing. 

Ocean  haften'  to  his  bed  : 
The  lab'ring  mountain  rears  his  rock-encumbcr'd  head: 

Diiwn  his  fteep  anri  fhag^y  fide  « 

1  he  torrent  rolls  his  thundering  tide  ; 
Then  Imonth  and  clear,  along  the  fertile  plain 
Winds  his  majcftic  waters  to  the  diflant  main. 

Flocks  and  herds  the  hills  adorn  ; 

1  he  lark  high  fearing,  haiU  the  morn. 
And  while  aldng  y^n  ciimfoD-douded  fteep 
The  flow  fun  fteals  into  the  gulden  deep, 

Hark  '.  the  folenin  nightingale 

WarWes  to  the  woodland  dale. 
See  defcending  angels  fho^'er 

Heaven's  own  blifs  on  Eden's  bower; 

Peace  on  nature's  lap  repofes ; 

Pleafure  ftrews  her  guiltlefs  rofes; 

Joys  divine  in  circles  move. 

Link'd  *ith  inn  icence  and  love. 
Hail   h;<ppy  1  ve,  with  innocence  combin'd  t 
All  hail  ye  finlef  parents  of  mankind  ! 

The  paffage  that  follows  this,  and.  for  the  inftrudlion  of  the  monarch,  rcprefents  the  miferies  of 
•ur  firft  parents  as  the  confequence  of  their  guilt,  has  likewife  many  beauties.  The  unhappy  king 
€Ould  not  but  apply  this  part  of  the  fong  to  himfelf. 

— With  pride,  and  ftiame,  and  anguifh  torn, 
Shot  fury  from  hi-  eyes,  and  fcorn. 

The  glowing  youth,  ,         ^ 

Bold  m  truth, 
(So  ftdl  fhoiild  virtue  guilty  power  engage) 

With  brow  undaiin'ed  met  his  rage. 
See,  his  cheek  kiidles  into  generous  fire  : 

Stern  he  bends  him  o'e    his  lyre  ; 

And.  while  the  doom  of  guilt  he  Cngs, 

Shakes  horror  from  the  tortur'd  firings. 

Nothing  can  be  more  happily  expreffive  than  the  laft  line ;  we  almoft  tremble  while  we  read  it. 
Some  exceptionable  paffiees  might  be  pointed  out ;  but  they  are  excufable,  ubi  plura  nitent 

"  The  mufic  to  the  Cure  of  Saul,"  Sir  J  hn  Hawkins  obferves  "  when  it  was  p'jrformed  as  an 
oratorio,  was  partly  feleded  by  Brown,  from  fuch  favourite  movements  in  the  works  of  the  mofl 
celebrated  compofcrs  as  would  beft  exprefs  the  fenfe  of  the  words.  He  took,  in  particular.  fo>-  a 
folo  air,  the  faraband  in  the  eighth  fonata  of  Purcell's  fecond  opera ;  and,  for  the  chorus,  that  moft 
admirable  movement  in  Purcell's  "  O  give  thanks,"  ♦'  Remember  me,  O  Lordj"  and  any  flranger 
w«uld  have  thought  that  the  mufic  had  been  originally  compofed  for  the  ode." 
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PART  U 

Fate  gave  the  word  :  the  cruel  arrow  fped; 
And  Pope  lies  number'd  with  the  mighty  dead  I 
Refign'd  he  fell ;  fuperior  to  the  dart, 
That  quepch'd  its  rage  in  yours  and  Britain'* 

heart : 
You  mourn :  but  Britain,  luil'd  in  reft  profound, 
(Unconfcious  Britain)  !  flumbers  o'er  her  wound. 
Exulting  dulnefs  ey'd  the  fetting  light, 
And  flapp'd  her  wing,  impatient  for  the  night ; 
Rous'd  at  the  fignal,  guilt  collects  her  train, 
And  counts  the  triumphs  of  her  growing  reign  : 
With  unextinguifliable  rage  they  burn  ;  11 

And  fnake-hung  envy  hiffes  o'er  his  urn  : 
Th'  envenom'd  monfters  fpit  their  deadly  foam. 
To  blaft  the  laurel  that  furrounds  his  tomb. 

But  you,  O  Warburton  !  whofe  eye  refin'd 
Can  fee  the  greatnefs  of  an.honeft  mind ; 
Can  fee  each  virtue  and  each  grace  unite. 
And  tafte  the  raptures  of  a  pure  delight ; 
You  vifit  oft  his  awful  page  with  care. 
And  view  that  bright  affemblage  treafur'd  there; 
You  trace  the  chain  that  links  his  deep  defign,  ar 
And  pour  new  luftre  on  the  glowing  line. 
Yet  deign  to  hear  the  efforts  of  a  mufe, 
Whcfv'  eye,  not  wing,  his  ardent  flight    purfues  : 
Intent  from  this  great  archetype  to  draw 
Satire's  bright  form,  and  fix  her  equal  law ; 
Pleas'd  if  from  iencc  th'  unlearn'd  may   coni' 

prehend. 
And  reverence  his  and  fatire's  generous  end. 

In  every  breaft  there  burns  an  aflive  flame. 
The  love  of  glory,  or  the  dread  of  ftiame :         30 
The  paffion  one,  though  various  it  appear. 
As  brighten'd  into  hope,  or  dimn/d  by  fear. 
I'hc  iifpi.ig  infant,  and  the  hoary  fire. 
And  youth  and  manhood  feel  the  heart-born  fire  : 
The  charms  of  praife  the  coy,  the  modeft  woo. 
And  only  fly,  that  glory  may  purfue; 


878 


THE    WORKS   OF  BROWN. 


She,  power  refiftlefs,  rules  the  wife  and  great; 
Bends  ev'n  reludant  hermits  at  her  fert ; 
Haunts  the  proud  city,  and  the  lowly  (hade. 
And  fways  alike  the  fceptre  and  the  fpade.         40 

Thus  Heaven  in  pity  wakes  the  friendly  flame, 
To  urge  mankind  on  deeds  that  merit  fame : 
But  man,  vain  man,  in  folly  only  wife, 
Rejefts  the  manna  fent  him  from  the  fkies : 
With  raptures  hears  corrupted  paflion's  call. 
Still  proudly  prone  to  mingle  with  the  ftall. 
As  each  deceitful  fhadow  temp's  his  view, 
He  for  the  imag'd  fubftance  quits  the  true ; 
Eager  to  catch  the  vifionary  prize, 
In  queft  of  glory  plunges  deep  in  vice;  50 

Till  madly  zealous,  impotentljr  vain, 
He  forfeits  every  praife  he  pants  to  gain. 

Thus  ftill  imperious  nature  plies  her  part; 
And  ftill  her  didates  work  in  every  heart. 
Each  power  that  fovereign  nature  bids  enjoy, 
^an  may  corrupt,  but  man  can  ne'er  deftroy. 
Like  mig'hry  rivers  with  refiftlefs  force 
The  paffions  rage,  obftru<5ted  in  their  courfe ; 
Swell  to  new  heights,  forbidden  paths  explore,  59 
Anti  drown  thofe  virtues  which  they  fed  before. 

And  fure,  the  deadlieft  foe  to  virtue's  flame, 
Our  worft  of  evils,  is  perverted  fliame. 
Beneath  this  load,  what  abjedl  numbers  groan, 
Th'  entangled  fiaves  to  folly  not  their  own  ! 
^f-anly  by  falhionable  fear  opprefs'd, 
We  feek  our  virtues  in  each  other's  breaft  ; 
Blind  to  ourfelves,  adopc  each  foreign  vice, 
Anothet^'s  weaknefs,  intereft,  or  caprice. 
Each  fool  to  lew  ambition,  poorly  great, 
That  pints  in  fpltndid  wretchednefs  of  ftate,    70 
Tir'd  m  the  treacherous  chafe,  wruld  nobly  yield, 
And,  but  for  fhame,  like  Sylla,  quir  the  field  ; 
I'he  demon  ftiame  paints  ftrong  the  ridicule, 
And  whifpers  ciofe,  '•  The  world  will  call  you 
'    fool  ' 

Bthold  yon  v^retch,  by  impious  fafhion  driven. 
Believes  and  trembles,  while  he  feoffs  at  Heaven. 
By  weaknefs  flrong,  and  bold  through  fear  alone, 
He  dreadi.  the  fncer  by  (hallow  coxcombs  thrown; 
Dauntlcfs  purfues  the  path  Spinoza  trod; 
To  man  a  coward,  and  a  brave  to  God.  80 

Faith,  juftice,  Heaven  i^felf  now  quit  their  hold, 
When  to  falfe  fame  the.  captive  heart  is  fold  : 
Hence,  blind  to  truth,  relentlels  Cato  dy'd  ; 
Uought  could  fiibdue  his  virtue,  but  his  pride. 
Htnce  chafte  Lucrctia'-  mnocence  betray'd 
Fell  by  that  h'  nour  which  was  meant  its  aid. 
Thus  virtue  finks  beneath  unnumber'd  woes, 
When  paffions   born  her  friends  revolt  her  foes. 

Hence  iatire'«  power  ;    'tis  her  corredtive  part. 
To  calm  the  wild  dif  rders  of  the  heart.  90 

She  points  the  arduous  height  where  glory  lies, 
And  teaches  mad  ambition  to  be  wife  : 
In  the  dark  bofoni  wakts  the  tair  defire, 
Draws  good  from  ili,  a  bnghrer  iiamc  fri  m  fire  : 
Strips  black  oppreffion  of  hei  gny  ftilj/uife, 
And  bids  the  hug  m  native  horror  rife  : 
Strikes  towering  pride  and  lawlcfs  rapine  dead. 
And  plants  the  wreath  on  virtue''^  awful  head. 

Nor  boafts  the  mufe  a  vain  iniat;in  \t  power. 
Though  oft  fhe  mourns  chole  ill&  ihe  canpot  cure. 


.  The  worthy  court  her,  and  the  worthlefs  fear  f 
Who  (hun  her  piercing  eye,  that  eye  revere.    io;> 
Her  awful  voice  the  vain  and  vile  obey, 
And  every  foe  to  wifdom  feels  her  fway. 
Smarts,  pedants,  as  (he  fmiles,  no  m  re  are  vain; 
Defponding  fops  refign  the  clouded  cane  • 
Hiifh'd  at  her  voice,  pert  folly's  felf  is  ftill, 
And  dulnefs  w.inders  while  (he  dtops  her  quill. 
Like  the  arm'd  bee,  with  art  moft  fubtly  true, 
From  poifonous  vice  fhe  draws  a  healing  dew  :  119 
Weak  are  the  ties  that  civil  arts  can  find. 
To  quell  the  ferment  of  the  tainted  mind  : 
Cunning  evades  fecurely  wrapp'd  in  wiles  ! 
And  force  ftrong-finew'd  rends  th'  unequal  toils  S 
The  ftreani  of  vice  impetuous  drives  along, 
Too  deep  for  policy,  for  power  too  ftrong. 
Ev'n  fair  religion,  native  of  the  flcies, 
Scorn'd  by  the  crowd,  feek-  refuge  with  the  wife  ; 
The  crowd  with  laughter  fpurns  her  awful  fain. 
And  mercy  courts,  ami  juftice  frowns  ir.  vain.  ia« 
But  fatire's  (halt  can  pierce  rhe  harden'd  breaft : 
She  plays  a  ruling  paffion  on  the  reft  : 
Undaunted  ftomisthe  battery  of  his  pride. 
And  awes  the  brave  that  earth  and  Haven  defy'd. 
When  fell  corruption,  by  her  vaffals  crown'd. 
Derides  fall'n  juftice  proftrate  on  the  ground  ; 
Swift  to  redreisan  injur'd  people's  groan, 
Bold  fatire  (hakes  the  tyrant  on  her  throne ; 
Powerful  as  death,' defies  the  fordid  train, 
And  flave<i  and  fyco-ihants  furround  in  vain     1^0 

But  with  the  friendx  of  viccj  the  foes  o(  latire, 
All  truth  is  fpleen  ;  all  juft  reproof,  ill-na-ure. 

Well  may  they  dread  the  mufe's  fatal  (kill . 
Well  may  they  tremble  when  (he  draws  her  quill : 
Her  magic  quill,  that,  like  Ithuricl'sfpear, 
Reveals  the  cloven  hoof,  or  leng  hen'd  ear  : 
Bids  vice  and  folly  take  their  natural  (hapes. 
Turns  ducheffes  to  ftrumprts,  beaux  to  apes; 
Drags  the  vile  whifperer  from  his  dark  abode, 
Fill  all  the  demon  llarts  up  from  the  toad.      149 

O  fordid  maxim,  form'd  to  fcreen  the  vile, 
That  true  good-nature  ftill  muft  wear  a  fmile  ! 
In  frowns  array'd  her  beauties  ftronger  rife, 
When  love  of  virtue  wakes  her  fcorn  of  vice  : 
Where  juftice  calls,  'tis  cruelty  to  lave  ; 
And  'tis  the  law's  good  nature  hai:gs  ihe  knave. 
Who  combats  virtue's  foe  is  virtue's  friend; 
then  judjje  of  fatire's  merit  by  her  end  : 
To  gi'ilt  alone  her  vengeance  Hands  confin'd,     ^ 
rhe  obj'.(5l  of  her  love  is  all  mankind.  ij* 

Scarce  more  the  friend  of  man,  the  wife  muft   iwn, 
liv'n  Allen's  bounteous  hand,  than  latire's  frown: 
This  to  chaftife,  as  that  to  blifs  was  giv'n; 
Alike  the  faithful  mmifter:.  of  heaven 

Oft  in  unfeeling  hearts  the  (haf'  is  fpent  : 
Though  ftrong  th     example,   weak  the  punilh- 

ment. 
They  leal^  are  pain'd,  who  merit  fatire  moft  ; 
Folly  the  Laureat  g,  vicewa^  CHar'tes'  b' aft  : 
Then  whtre's  rhe  wrong,  to  gibbet  high  the  name 
Of  fools  and  knaves  already  dead  to  (hanie  .''  I6# 
Oft  latire  adls  ilie  faithful   urgr-n's  part ; 
G.ncrous  aiid  kind,  ihnueh  pain'ul   is  her  art  : 
With  caution  b'ld,  Ihe  only  I'nkes  to  heal; 
i'hough  folly  raves  to  break  tfie  jtriendly  fteeL 
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Then  fure  no  fault  impartial  fatire  knt'ws. 
Kind  ev*n  in  vengeance,  kind  to  virtue's' foes. 
Whiife  is  the  crime,  the  icandal  too  be  theirs; 
The  knave  and  fool  are  their  own  libellers. 

PART  II. 

Dare  nobly  then  :  hut  confcif^us  of  your  truft, 
As  ever  warm  and  bold  be  ever  juft  ;  170 

Nor  court  appldule  in  thefe  degenerate  days  : 
The  villan's  cenfure  is  extorted  praife. 

But  chif  f,  be  iteady  in  a  noble  end, 
And  ftiow  mankind  that  truth  has  yet  a  friend. 
'Tis  mean  for  empty  praife  of  wit  to  write. 
As  fopiiiigs  grin  to  fhow  their  teeth  are  white  : 
To  brand  a  doubtful  folly  with  a  fmile, 
Or  madly  blaze  unknown  defecfts,  is  vile  : 
'Tis  doubly  vile,  when,  but  to  prove  your  art. 
You  fix  an  arrow  in  a  blamelefs  heart.  180 

Q  loft  ro  honour's  voice,  O  doom'd  to  fhame, 
Thou  fiend  accurs'd,  thou  murderer  of  fame! 
Fell  raviflier,  from  innocence  to  tear 
That  name,  than  liberty,  than  nfe  more  dear  I 
Where  (hall  thy  bafenefs  meet  its  juft  return, 
Or  what  repay  thy  guilt,  but  endltls  fcorn  ? 
And  know,  immortal  truth  fhall  mock  thy  toil: 
Immortal  truth  (hall  bid  the  Ihaft  recoil; 
With  rage  retorted,  wing  the  deadly  dart , 
And  empty  all  us  poifon  in  thy  heart.  190 

With  caution  next,  the  dan^ftrous  power  apply  ; 
An  eagle's  talon  alks  an  eagk's  eye  : 
Let  fatire  then  her  prcper  objriit  know, 
And  ere  (he  llrike,  be  lure  flic  ftrike  a  foe. 
Uur  fondly  deem  the  real  fool  conieft, 
Becaufe  i'hnd  ridicule  conceives  a  jeft  : 
Before  whole  altar  virtue  oft  hath  bled, 
And  oft  a  dellin'd  vidlim  fliall  be  led  : 
JLo  Shaftefbury  rears  her  high  on  reafon's  throne, 
And  loads  the  Have  with  honours  not  her  own  : 
Big-fwoln  with  foUy,  as  her  fmiles  provoke,    aei 
Profanenefs  fpawiis,  pert  dunces  nurle  the  joke  ! 
Come,  let  us  join  awhile  this  tittering  crew, 
^Aiid  own  the  idiot  guide  for  once  is  true  ; 
Deride  our  weak  forefathers'  mufty  rule. 
Who  therefore  fmil'd,  becaufe  they  faw  a  fool; 
Sublimer  logic  now  adorns  our  ifle, 
We  therefore  fee  a  fool,  becaufe  we  fmile. 
Truth  in  her  gloomy  cave  why  fondly  feck  ? 
Lo,  gay  flie  fits  in  laughter's  dimpled  cheek  :  aiO 
Contemns  each  furly  academ.ic  foe, 
And  courts  the  fpruce  freethinker  and  the  beau. 
DiEdalian  arguments  but  few  can  trace, 
Buc  all  can  read  the  language  of  grimace. 
Hence  mighty  ridicule's  ail-conquering  hand 
Shall  work  Herculean  wonders  through  the  land: 
Bound  in  the  magic  of  her  cobweb  chain, 
You,  mighty  Warburton,  Ihall  rage  in  vain, 
In  vain  the  tracklefs  maze  of  tiuth  you  fcan, 
And  lend  th'  informing  clue  to  erring  man  :   aao 
Ko  more  fiiall  reafon  boaft  her  power  divine, 
Hfr  bale  eternal  Ibook  by  folly  s  mine  ! 
Truth's  facrcd  fort  th'  exj  loded  laugh  Ihall  win; 
And  coxcombs  vanquilh  Bcrkeiy  by  a  grin. 

But  you  more  fage,  rejed  th'  inverted  rule, 
yhat  truth  is  ne'er  explor'd  by  ridicul?  ; 
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On  truth,  on  falfehood,  let  her  colours  fall, 
She  throws  a  dazzlin-  glare  alike  on  all; 
As  the  ^ay  prifin  but  mocks  the  flatter'd  eye. 
And  givc5  to  every  objed  every  rye.  2^9 

Beware  the  mad  adventurer  :  bold  and  blind 
She  hoifts  her  fail,  and  drives  with  '-very  wind; 
Deaf  as  the  ilorm  to  finking  virtue's  yroan, 
Nor  heeds  a  friend's  dclnu6linn,  or  her  own. 
Let  clear-ey'd  reafon  at  the  helm  prefide, 
Bear  to  the  wi»i<i,  or  ftcm  the  turious  tide  ; 
Then  mirth  may  urgr,  when  reafon  ca'n  explore, 
This  point  the  way,  that  waft  us  glad  to  fliure. 
I'hough    aiftant    times   may    rife    in    fatire** 

Yet  chitf  'tis  her's  to  draw  the  prefent  age  :    24* 

With  wifdcm's  iudre,  folly's  fliade  contraft, 

And  judge  the  reigning  manners  by  the  paft  : 

Bid  Britain's  heroes  (awful  fhades)  !arifc. 

And  ancient  honour  beam  on  modem  vice  : 

Poiiit  back  to  minds  ingenuous,  actions  fair, 

Till  the  fons  blufli  at  what  their  fathers  were : 

Ere  yet  'twas  beggary  the  great  to  truft  ; 

Ere  yet  'twas  quite  a  folly  to  be  juft. ; 

When  low-born  Iharpers  only  dar'd  a  lie, 

Or  falfify'd  the  card,  or  C'gg'd  the  dye;  25* 

Jire  icwdnefs  the  ftain'd  garb  of  honour  wore. 

Or  chaliity  was  carted  lor  the  whore  ; 

Vice  fluuer'd,  in  the  plumes  of  freedom  diefs'd; 

Or  public  fpirit  was  the  public  jell. 

Be  ever,  in  a  juli  exprclhon,  bold, 
Yet  ne'er  degrade  fan  futire  to  a  fcold  : 
Let  no  unworthy  mien  her  fi-rm  debafe, 
But  let  her  fmile,  and  let  litr  frown  wirh  grace  : 
I'l  mirth  be  temperate,  temper.;tc  in  her  Ipleen  ; 
Nor,  while  flie  preaches  midelly,  oblcene.        a6a 
Deep  let  her  wound,  nor  rankle  to  a  fore, 

No'  call  his  Lordfhip ,  her  Grace  a  ——  t 

1  he  mufe's  charms  refiftlefs  then  afiail. 
When  wrapp'd  in  irony's  tranfparent  veil : 
Her  beauties  half  conceal  d.  the  more  furprife, 
And  keener  lullre  fparklcs  in  her  eyes. 
Then  be  your  line  with  Iharp  encomiums  grac'd  : 
Style  Clodius  honourable,  Buta  chafte. 

Dart  not  on  lolly  an  indignant  eye  : 
Who  e'er  dilcharg'd  artillery  on  a  fly  ?  a7* 

Deride  not  vice  :   abfurd  the  thought  and  vain, 
To  bind  the  tiger  in  fo  weak  a  chain. 
Nay  more ;  when  flagrant  crimes  your  laughter 

move, 
The  knave  exults  :  to  fmile  is  to  approve. 
The  mufe's  labour  then  fuccefs  fliall  crown, 
When  folly  feels  her  fmile,  and  vice  her  frown. 

Know  next  what  nicaiures  to  each  theme  be- 
long. 
And  fuit  your  thoughts  and  numbers  to  your  fong  : 
On  wing  proportion'd  to  your  quarry  rife. 
And  ftdop  to  earth,  or  foar  among  the  fkies.    28* 
I'hus  when  a  modifti  folly  you  rehearfe. 
Free  the  expreflron,  fimple  be  the  verfe. 
In  artlefs  numbers  paint  th'  ambitious  peer, 
That  mounts  the  box,  and  fliines  a  charioteer  : 
In  flrains  familiar  fing  the  midnigkt  toil 
Of  camps  and  fenatet  difciplin'd  by  Hoylc; 
Patriots  and  chiefs,  whofe  detp  defign  invades, 
And  carries  oil  the  captive  king — of  fpade&! 
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Let  fatire  here  Jn  milder  vigour  (bine, 
And  gayly  graceful  fport  along  the  line ;  490 

Bid  courtly  paflion  quit  her  thin  pretence, 
And  fmile  each  aff.<ftation  into  fenfe. 

Not  fo  when  virtue  by  her  guards  betray'd, 
Spurn'd  from  her  throne,  implores  the  mufe's  aid ; 
When  crimes,  which  erft  in  kindred  darknefs  lay, 
Rifo  frontlefr,  and  infult  the  eye  of  day ; 
Indignant  Hymen  veils  his  hallow'd  fires, 
And  white-rob'd  chaftity  with  tears  retires; 
When  rank  adultery  on  the  genial  bed 
Hot  from  Cocytus  rears  her  baleful  head  ;         300 
When  private  faith  and  public  truft  are  fold, 
And  traitors  barter  liberty  for  gold; 
When  fell  corruption,  dark  and  deep,  like  fate, 
Saps  the  foundation  of  a  finking  ftate; 
When  giant  vice  and  irreligion  rife 
On  mountain'd  falfehoodsto  invade  the  ikies; 
Then  warmer  numbers  glow  through  fatire's  page, 
And  all  her  fmiles  are  darkeu'd  into  rage  : 
On  eagle  wing  (he  gains  ParnalTus'  height, 
Not  lofty  epic  foars  a  nobler  flight :  310 

Then  keener  indignation  fires  her  eye  ; 
Then  fla{h  her  lightnings,  and  her  thunders  fly; 
Wide  and  more  wide  her  flaming  bolts  are  hurl'd, 
Till  all  her  wrath  involves  the  guilty  world. 

Yet  fatire  oft  aCfumes  a  gentler  mien, 
And  beams  on  virtue's  friends  a  fmile  ferene  ! 
She  wounds  relu6lant,  pours  her  balm  with  joy, 
Glad  to  commend  where  worth  attracts  her  eye. 
But  chief,  when  virtue,  learning,  arts  decline. 
She  joys  to  fee  unconquer'd  merit  fi^ind  ;  jao 

Where  burfting  glorious,  with  departing  ray. 
True  genius  gilds  the  clofe  of  Britain's  day  : 
With  joys  file  fees  the  dream  of  Roman  art 
From  Murray's  tongue  flow  purer  to  the  heart; 
Sees  Yor'ice  to  fame,  ere  yet  to  manhood  known, 
And  juft  to  every  virtue  but  his  own  ; 
Hears  unftain'd  Cam  with  generous  pride  p"oclaim 
A  fage's,  critic's,  and  a  poet's  name  ; 
Beholds,  where  Widcombe's  happy  hills  afcend, 
Each  orphan'd  art  and  virtue  find  a  friend ;     330 
To  Hagley's  honour'd  (hade  direds  her  view, 
And  culls  each  flower,  to  form  a  wreath  for  you. 

But  tread  with   cautious  ftep  this  dangerous 
ground, 
Befet  with  faithlefs  precipices  round ; 
Truth  be  your  guide,  difdain  ambition's  call, 
And  if  you  fall  with  truth,  you  greatly  fall. 
'  ris  virtue's  native  luftre  that  muft  fhine ; 
The  poet  can  but  fet  it  in  his  line : 
And  who  unmov'd  with  laughter  can  behold 
A  fordid  pebble  meanly  grac'd  with  gold  ?      340 
Let  real  merit  then  adorn  your  lays. 
For  fhame  attends  on  proftituted  praife  : 
And  all  your  wit,  your  moft  diftinguilh'd  art, 
•But  makes  us  grieve  you  wasit  an  honeft  heart. 

Nor  think  the  mufe  by  fatire's  law  confia'd  : 
She  yields  defcription  of  the  nobleft  kind. 
Inferior  art  the  iandfcape  miy  defign, 
And  paint  the  purple  evening  in  the  line : 
Her  daring  thought  effays  a  higher  plan  ; 
Her  hand  delineates  paflion,  pidures  man.       350 
And  great  the  toil  the  latent  foul  to  trace, 
To  paint  the  heart,  and  caich  internal  grace  j 


By  turns  bid  vice  or  virtue  ftrike  our  eyes, 
Now  bid  a  Wolfey  or  a  Cromwell  rife ; 
Now,  with  a  touch  more  facred  and  refin'd, 
Call  forth  a  Chefterfield's  or  Lonfdale's  mind. 
Here  fweet  or  ftrong  may  every  colour  flow, 
Here  let  the  pencil  warm,  the  canvas  glow  : 
Of  light  and  fhade  provoke  the  noble  ftrife. 
And  wake  each  ftriking  feature  into  life.         360 

PART  III. 

Through  ages  thus  has  fatire  keenly  (hin'd, 
The  friend  to  truth,  to  virtue,  and  mankind  : 
Y^  the  bright  flame  from  virtue  ne'er  had  fprung, 
And  man  was  guilty  ere  the  poet  fung. 
This  mufe  in  filence  joy'd  each  better  age, 
Till  glowing  crimes  had  wak'd  her  into  rage. 
Truth  faw  her  honeft  fpleen  with  new  delight, 
And  bade  her  wing  her  fliafts,  and  urge  their  flight. 
Firft  on  the  fons  of  Greece  (he  prov'd  her  art, 
And  Sparta  felt  the  fierce  Iambic  dart.  370 

To  Latium  next  avenging  fatire  flew  : 
The  flaming  fanlchion  rough  Lucillus  drew; 
With  dauntlefs  warmth  in  virtue's  caufe  engag'd, 
And  confcious  villains  trembled  as  he  rag'd. 

Then  fportive  Horace  caught  the  generous  fire; 
For  fatire's  bow  refign'd  the  founding  lyre  : 
Each  arrow  polilh'd  in  his  hand  was  feen,      * 
And,  as  it  grew  more  polifh'd,  grew  more  keen. 
His  art,  conceal'd  in  fludy'd  negligence, 
Politely  fly,  cajol'd  the  foes  of  fenfe  ;  380 

He  feem'd  to  fport  and  trifle  with  the  dart. 
But,  while  he  (ported,  drove  it  to  the  heart. 

In  graver  ftrains  majeftic  Perfius  wrote. 
Big  with  a  ripe  exuberance  of  thought : 
Greatly  fedate,  contemn'd  a  tyrant's  reign, 
And  lafli'd  corruption  with  a  calm  difdain. 

More  ardent  eloquence,  and  boundlefs  ragCj 
Enflame  bold  Juvenal's  exalted  page. 
His  mighty  numbers  aw'd  corrupted  Rome, 
And  fwept  audacious  greatnefs  to  its  doom  ;    390 
The  headlong  torrent,  thundering  from  on  high, 
Rent  the  proud  rock  that  lately  brav'd  the  flcy. 

But,  lo  '.  the  fatal  vi6tor  of  mankind, 
Swoln  luxury  ! — pale  ruin  ftalks  behind  ! 
As  countlefs  infeds  from  the  north-eaft  pour. 
To  blaft  the  fpring,  and  ravage  eVery  flower. 
So  barbaTous  millions  fpread  contagious  death  : 
The  fickening  laurel  wither'd  at  their  breath. 
Deep  fuperftition's  night  the  (kies  o'erhung. 
Beneath  whofe  baleful  dews  the  poppy  fprung. 
No  longer  genius  woo'd  the  nine  to  love,         40^ 
But  dullnefs  nodded  in  the  mufe's  grove  : 
Wit,  fpirit,  freedom,  were  the  fole  oifence. 
Nor  aught  was  held  fo  dangerous  as  fenfe. 

At  length  again  fair  fcience  fliot  her  ray, 
Dawn'd  in  the  flcies,  and  fpoke  returning  day. 
Now,  fatire,  triumph  o'er  thy  flying  foe, 
Now  load  thy  quiver,  (Iring  thy  flacken'd  bow  ! 
'Tis  done — See  great  Erafmus  breaks  the  fpell, 
And  wounds  triumphant  folly  in  her  cell '.       4 10 
( (n  vain  the  folemn  cowl  furrounds  her  face, 
Vain  all  her  bigot  cant,  her  four  grimace) 
With  fhame  compell'd  her  leaden  throne  to  quit, 
And  own  the  force  of  reafon  urg'd  by  wit. 
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'Twas  then  plain  Donne  In  honeft  vengeance 
rofe, 
His  wit  harmonious,  though  his  rhyme  was  prole : 
He  'midft  an  age  of  puns  and  pedants  wrote, 
With  genuine  fenfc,  and  Roman  flrength,of  thought. 

Yet  fcarce  had  fatire  well  relum'd  her  flame, 
(With  grief  the  mufc  records  her  country's  fhame) 
Ere  Britain  faw  the  foul  revolt  commence, 
And  treacherous  wit  began  her  war  with  fenfe. 
Then  rofe  a  fhamekfs  mercenary  train, 
Whorri  laceft  time  (hall  view  with  jufc  difdain  : 
A  race  fantaflic,  in  whole  gaudy  line 
tjntutor'd  thought  and  tinfcl  beauty  fhine  t 
Wit's  fliatter"d  mirror  lies  in  fragments  bright^ 
RefleAs  not  nature,  but  confounds  the  fight. 
Dry  morals  the  courtrpoet  blufh'd  to  fing  ; 
'Twas  all  his  praife  to  fiy  "  the  oddeft  thing." 
Proud  for  a  jefl  obfcene,  a  patron's  nod, 
To  martyr  virtue,  or  blafphcrae  his  God. 

Ill-fated  Dryden  1  who  unmov'd  can  fee 
Th*  extremes  of  wit  and  meannefs  join'd  in  thee.' 
Flames  that  could  mount,  and  gain  their  kindred 
Low  creeping  in  the  putrid  fink  of  vice  :      [Ikies, 
A  mufe  v^'hom  wifdom  woo'd,  but  woo'd  in  vain, 
The  pimp  of  power,  the  proftitute  to  gain  : 
VAeaths, that  Ihould  deck  fair  virtue's  form  alone. 
To  ftrumpets,  traitors,  tyrants,  vilely  thrown  : 
Unrivall'd  psrts,  thefcorn  of  honeft  fame; 
And  genius  rife,  a  monument  of  fhame  ! 

Moie  happy  France  :   immortal  Boileau  there 
Supported  geniUs  with  a  fage's  care  ; 
Him  with  her  love  propitious  fatire  blefl:. 
And  breath'd  her  airs  divine  into  his  bread  : 
Fancy  and  fenfe  to  form  his- line  confpire, 
And  faultlefs  judgment  guides  the  pureft  fire. 

Bnt  fee  at  length  the  Britifh  genius  fmile. 
And  (hower  her  bounties  o'er  her  favour'd  ifle : 
Behold  for  Pope  (he  twines  the  laurel  crown, 
And  centres  every  poet's  power  in  one  : 
Each  Roman's  force  adorns  his  various  page  ; 
Gay  fmiles,  coUecSied  ftrength,  and  manly  rage. 
Defpairing  guilt  and  dullnefs  lothe  the  fight, 
As  fpe^res  vanilh  at  appro?.ching  light  : 
In  this  clear  mirror  with  delight  we  view 
Each  image  juftly  fine,  and  boldly  true  : 
Here  vice,idragg'd  forth  by  truth's  fupreme  decree. 
Beholds  and  hates  her  ow^n  deformity; 
While  felf-feen  virtue  in  the  faithful  line 
With  modeft  joys  furveys  her  form  divine. 
But  oh,  what  thoughts,  what  numbers,  fliall  I  find. 
But  faintly  to  exprefs  the  poet's  miiid  1         '      ^ 
Who  yonder  Cars  effulgence  can  difplay, 
Unlefs  he  dip  his  pencil  in  the  ray  ? 
Who  paint  a  god,  unlefs  the  god  infpire  ? 
What  catch  the  lightning,  but  the  fpecd  of  fire  .' 
60,  mighty  Pope,  to  make  thy  genius  known. 
All  power  is  weak,  all  numbers — but  thy  own. 
Each  mufe  for  thee  with  kind  contention  llrove. 
For  thee  the  graces  left  th'  Idalian  grove; 
With  watchful  fondnefs  o'er  thy  cradle  hung, 
Attun'd  thy  voice,  and  form'd  -hy  infant  tongue. 
Next  to  her  bard  majeftic  wiiu'im  ca-me  ; 
The  bard  enraptur'd  caught  the  heavenly  flame  ": 
With  tafte  fuperior  fcorn'd  the  venal  tribe. 
Whom  fear  can  Iway,  or  guilty  grsr.tnefs  bribe  ; 
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At  fancy's  call  who  rear  the  wanton  fail,    • 

Sport  with  the  ftream,and  trifle  in  the  gale-; 

Sublimer  views  thy  daring  fpirit  bound  ; 

Thy  mighty  voyage  was  creation's  round ; 

Intent  new  worlds  of  wifdom  to  explore. 

And  blefs  mankind  with  virtue's  fatred  &oie  j 

A  nobler  joy  than  wit  can  give  impart, 

And  pout  amoral  tranfpovc  o'er  the  heart. 

Fantaflic  wit  (hoots  momentary  fires. 

And,  like  a  meteor,  while  we  gaze,  expires  : 

Vv'^it  kindled  by  the  fulphurous  breath  of  vice, 

Like  the  blue  lightning,  while  it  fhines,  defiroys: 

But  genius,  fir'd  by  truth's  eternal  ray, 

Burns  clear  and  conftant,  like  the  fource  of  day: 

Like  this  its  beam,  prolific  and  refin'd. 

Feeds,  wiirms,  infpirits,  and  exalts  the  mind  ; 

Mildly  difpels  each  wintery  paflicn's  gloom. 

And  opens  all  the  virtues  Into  bloom. 

This  prail'e,  imeiortal  Pope,  to  thee  be  given, 

Th'y  genius  was  indccu  a  gift  from  Heaven. 

Hail,  bard  unequall'd,  in  whofe  deathlefs  line 

Reafcn  and  wit  with  ftrength  colk  Aed  ftiue  ; 

Where  matchle-ft  wit  but  wins  the  fecond  pi-aifcj 

Loft,  nobly  loft,  in  truth's  fuperior  bL:ze. 

Did  friendfliip  e'er  miflead  thy  wanderirg  mufe  f 

That  friendlhip  fure  may  plead  the  great  txcufe  ; 

That  facred  friendlliip  which  iiifpir'd  thy  fong, 

Fair  in  defetil,  and  amiably  wrong. 

Error  Hke  this  ev'n  truth  can  fcarce  reprove; 

'ris  almoft  virtue  when  it  flows  from  love. 

Ye  deathlefs  name?,  ye  fons  of  eiuUefs  prsife^ 
By  virtue  crown'd  with  never-fading  bays  1 
Say,  fiiall  an  artlefs  mufe,  if  you  infpire. 
Light  her  pale  larnp  at  your  immortal  &re  i 
Or  if,  O  Warburton,  infpir'd  by  you. 
The  daring  mufe  a  nobler  path  purfue, 
By  you  infpir'd,  on  trembling  pinions  foar, 
The  facred  founts  of  focial  blifs  explore. 
In  her  bold  numbers  chain  the  tyrant's  rage, 
And  bid  her  country's  glory  fire  her  page  ; 
If  fuch  her  fate,  do  thou,  fair  truth,  defcend. 
And  watchful  guard  her  in  an  honeft  end  : 
Kindly  fevere,  inftrucl  her  equal  line 
To  court  no  friend,  nor  own  a  foe  but  thine- 
But  if  her  giddy  eye  ihould  vainly  quit 
Thy  facred  paths,  to  run  the  maze  of  wit ; 
If  her  apoftate  lieart  fliouid  e'er  incline 
To  offer  Incenfe  at  corruption's  flirine  ; 
Urge,  urge  thy  .power,  the  black  attempt  corf  jundj 
And  dafh  the  Imoking  cenfor  to  the  ground. 
Thusaw'd  to  fear,  inftrudled  bards  may  fee 
That  guilt  is  doom'd  to  fink  in  infamy. 

THE  CURE  OF  SAUL. 

A    SACRED    ODE. 

"  Vengeance,  arlfe  from  thy  infernal  bed; 

"  And  pour  thy  tenipeft  on  his  guilty  head  !" 
Thus  Heaven's  decree,  in  thunder's  foundj 

Shook  the  dark  abyfs  profound. 

The  unchain'd  furies  come  I 
Pale  melancholy  {talks  from  hell  : 
Th'  abortive  offspring  of  her  wombj 
Defpair  and  anguifli  round  her  yell. 
By  fleeplefs  terror  Saul  poffefs'd. 

Deep  fc^U  the  fiend  within  hjs  tortui-'d  breftfti 
2^  • 


S2» 


tut   WbRKS  OF   BROWN. 


Midnight  ?peflres  round  fcim  howl : 
Beiofc  his  eyes 

In  troops  they  rife ;  ^  i 

And  feas  of  ho  rror  otct whelm  his  foul. 

Hafie !  to  Jefle's  fon  refJiJr ; 

f-Ic  bcft  catj  fvreep  tfec  lyre. 
Wake  the  fokmn-Counding  air, 
And  lead  the  vocal  choir : 
On  evcTY  ftring  foft-breathing  raptures  dwell. 
To  Jooth  the  throbbings  of  the  troubled  bread  ; 
Whofe  majjic  voice  «aa  bid  the  tides  of  paffion 
fwell. 
Or  lull  the  raging  ftorm  to  reft. 

Sutilc  on  his  coucb,  and  lothinw  day. 

The  heaven-fotfaken  monarch  lay  : 
To  the  fad  couch  the  fhephetd  now  drew  near  ; 

And  while  th*  obedient  choir  ftood  round, 
Prepar'd  to  catch  the  foul-commanding  found, 
He  dropp'd  a  generous  tear. 

Thy  pitying  aid,  O  God,  impart  ! 

For  lo,  thy  poifon'd  arrows  drink  his  heart ! 

The  mighty  fong  from  chaos  rofe. — 
Around  his  throne  the  formlefs  atoms  fleep, 
And  drovvzy  darknefs  broods  upon  the  deep. — 
Confufion,  wake ! 
Bid  the  realms  of  chaos  fliake  '. 
Roufe  him  from  his  dread  repofe  ! 
Hitk  ;   loud  difcord  breaks  her  chain  : 
The  hoftile  atoms  clafli  with  deaf  *ning  roar  : 
Her  hoarfe  voice  thunders  through  the  drear  do- 
main ; 
And  kindles  every  element  to  war. — 
"    i  iimv.lt  ceafe  ! 
"  Sink  to  peace! 
"  Let  there  be  light !" — th'  Almighty  faid  : 
And  lo,  the  radiiUitfon, 
Flaming  from  his  orient  bed, 
His  endlcfs  courfe  begun. 
See,  the  twinkling  pieiads  rife  : 
Thy  ftar,  Orion,  reddens  in  the  fkies : 

While  flow  around  the  northern  plain 
Ardurus  wheels  his  nightly  wane. 

Thy  glories,  too,  refulgent  moon,  he  fung  ; 

Thy  myftic  mazes,  and  thy  changeful  ray  ; 
o'i'aireft  of  the  ftarry  throng  : 
Thy  folemn  orb  of  light 
Guides  the  triumphant  car  of  night 

O'er  filver  clouds,  and  Jheds  a  fofrer  day  ! 

Ye  planets,  and  each  circling  conftellation, 
In  fongs  harmonious  tell  your  generation  ! 
Oh.  while  yon  radiant  feraph  turns  the  fpheres, 
And  on  the  (Icdfaft  pole-ftar  ftandb  fubliaie ; 

Wheel  your  rounds 

To  heavenly  founds ; 
And  footh  his  fong  enchanted  cars 

With  your  celeilial  chime. 

In  dumb  furprlfe  the  lifl'ning  monarch  lay; 
(His  woe  fufpended  by  fweet  mufic's  Iway)  ! 
And  awe  ftruck,  with  uplifted  eye 
Mus'd  on  the  new-born  wonders  of  the  fky. 

JLead  the  foolhing  vcrfe  along  : 

He  feels,  he  feels  the  i'ower  of  fong— 


Ocean  haftens  to  his  bed  t 
The  labring  n  mountain  rears  his  rock-€ncumber'd 
'  • .  head  : 

Down  his  ftcep  and  Ihaggy  fide 

The  torrent  rolls  his  thundering  tide  ; 
Then  fmooth  and  clear,  along  the  fertile  plain 
Winds  his  msjeftic  waters  to  the  diftant  main. 

Flocks  and  herds  the  hills  adorn  : 

The  lark,  high-foaring,  hails  the  morn; 
And  while  along  yon  crimfon-cloude4  ftecp 
The  flow  fun  fteals  into  the  golden  deep, 

Hark  !  the  folemn  nightingale 

Warbles  to  the  woodland  dale. 
See,  defcending  angels  fViower 

Heaven's  own  bhfs  on  Eden's  bower: 

Peace  on  nature's  lap  repofes; 

Pleafure  ftrews  her  gulltlefs  rofes : 

Joys  divine  in  circles  move, 

Link'd  with  innocence  and  love. 
Hail,  happy  h'Ve,  with  innocence  combin'd!  ,' 
All  hail,  ye  finlefs  parents  of  mankind  '.         ••'  "J^ 
They  paus'd  : — the  monarch,  proftrate  on  his  bfi^ 

Submifllve,  bow'd  his  head  ;  .  _^ 

Ador'd  the  works  of  boundlefs  power  divine;: 
Then,  anguifti-ftruck,  he  cry'd  (and  fmote  hi» 
brcaft) 

Why,  why  is  peace  the  welcome  guell 

Of  every  heart  but  mine  ! 

Now  let  the  folemn  numbers  flow,  ^j. 

Till  he  feel  that  guilt  is  woe.  ,£ 

Heavenly  harp,  in  mournful  flraln  '   . 

O'er  yon  weeping  bower  complain  :  j 

What  founds  of  bitter  pangs  I  hear  !  "  .^^ 

What  lamentations  wound  mine  ear! 

In  vain,  devoted  pair,  thefe  tears  ye  ftied:  ^ 

Peace  with  innocence  is  fled.  .• 

The  melTengers  of  grace  depart :  ''^ 

Death  glares,  and  ihakes  the  dreadful  darti-  ^ 

Ah,  whither  fly  ye,  by  yourfelves  abhorr'd^  ^ 

To  fliun  that  frowning  cherub's  fiery  fworcH — ,  j- 

Lo  !  ,  V 

Haplefs,  haplefs  pair,  ,j 

Goaded  by  defpair. 

Forlorn,  through  defert  climes  they  go ! 
Wake,  my  lyre !  can  pity  flcep 
W^hen  heaven  is  mov'd,  and  angels  weep  !     ,  ^ , 
Flow,  ye  melting  numbers,  flow,  ., , 

Till  he  feel  that  guilt  is  woe. — 

The  king,  with  pride,  and  fliame,  and  anguiJk 
torn. 
Shot  fury  ff  om  his  eyes  and  fcorn. 
The  glowi  g  youth, 
Bold  in  truth, 
(So  flill  fliould  virtue  guihy  power  engage) 

With  brow  undaunted  met  his  rage. 
:  Se«,  hia  cheek  kindles  into  generous  fire  : 
Stern  he  bends  him  o'er  his  lyre  ; 
And,  while  the  doom  of  guilt  he  fings. 
Shakes  horror  from  the  tortur'd  firings. 

j    What  founds  of  terror  and  diftrefs 
Rend  yon  howling  wildernefs  ! 

The  dreadful  thunders  f.und; 
The  forked  lightnings  flafli  along  the  ground. 


P    o 

■Why  yaVtrns  that'deep*ning  gulf  below  ? — 

'Tis  for  heaven's  rebellious  ioe  :— 

Fly,  ye  fons  of  Ifracl,  fly, 

Who  dwells  in  Korah's  guilty  tents  mud  die'. 

They    finjc  ! — Have   mercy,   J^ord  ! — Their 
cries  '      \.  ',    , 

In  dreadful  tumult  rife  ! 
Hark,  fr9m-the  deep  their  loud  laments  I  hear  ! 
They  kffen  now,  and  kiTen  on  the  ear  ! 

Now  deftrudlion's  ftrife  is  o'er  ! 

"I-he  counilefs  hoft 

.^OT  ever  loft  !  [mere  !— 

The'  gulf  is  clos'd  !— -Their  cries   are  heard  no 

But  oh,  my  lyre,  what  accents  can  relate 

Sinful  man's  appointed  fate  ! 

He  comes,  he  comes  '.  th*  avenginjj  God  ! 
Clouds  and  datknefs  round  him  roll : 
Tremble,  earth!  ye  mountains,  nod! 
He  bows  the  Ikies,  and  fhakes  the  pole. 

The  gloomy  banners  of  his  wrath  unfurl  d, 

He  calls  the  fli;od«,  to  drown  a  guilty  world  ! 
■   "  Ruin,  lift  thy  baleful  head  ; 
"  Roufe  the  guilty  world  from  fleep  : 
"Lead  up  thy  billows  from  their  cavern'd 
'       "  bed,  [deep."— 

"  And  burft  the  rocks  that  chain  thee  in  the 
Now,  th'  impetuous  torrents  rife; 
Tlie  hoarfe-al'cending  deluge  roars : 
Down  ru(h  the  cataradls  from  the  Ikies; 
The  fwelling  waves  o'erwhelms  the  fbores. 
Jufc,  O  God,  is  thy  decree  ! 
Shall  guilty  man  contend  with  thee  ! 
Lo,  hate  and  envy,  fca-entomb'd, 
And  rage  v.  ith  luft  in  ruin  fleep; 
And  fcoffing  luxury  is  doom'd. 

To  glut  tlie-vaft  and  ravenous  deep  !-— 

In  vain  from  fate  th'  aftonifli'd  remnant  flies  : — 
"  Shrink,  ye  rocks  I  ye  oceans,  rife  !"--- 

The  tottering  cliff's  no  mtjre  the  floods  controul ; 
Sea  following  fca  ingulfs  the  ball : 

0'«r  the  funk  hills  the  wat'vy  mountains  roll, 
Anii  wide  deftrucSion  fwallows  all  : 

Now  fiercer  let  th'  impafli  n'd  numbers  glow  : 
Swell  the  forg,  ye  mighty  cb'i.  ! 
Wing  your  dreadful  darts  with  fire  I 
Hear  me,  monarch  !--Guilt  is  woe  ! 

Thus  while  the  frowning  fliepherd  pour'd  along 
The  deep  impetuous  torrent  of  his  for.g; 
Saul,  flung  by  dire  defpair, 
Gnafh'd  his  teeth,  and  tore  his  hair  ; 
From  his  blood,  by  h-orror  cl  ill'd, 
A  cold  and  agonizing  fwcat  diftill'd  :  ' 

Then,  foaming  with  unutterable  fmart, 
He  aim'd  a  dagger  at  his  heart. 
His  watcl  f  il  train  prevent  the  blow  ; 
And  call  each  lenient  balm  to  fcorh  his  frantic  woe  ; 
But  pleas'd,  the  fliepherd  now  beheld 
Hi?  pride  by  Heaven's  own  terr<'rs  quell'd, 
Then  bade  i:.is  potent  lyje  toni-rcul 
The  mighty  fl;orm  that  rent  bis  foul* 

Ceafc  your  cares :   the  body's  pain 
L  A  tweet  relief  may  find 

But  gums  and  lenient  balmi  an  vain, 
T«  heai  the  wounded  mtnd. 
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Come,  fair  repentance,  from  the  Ikies, 
O  fainted  maid,  with  upcaft  eyes ! 
Defcend,  in  thy  celeftial  fliroud, 
Vefted  in  a  weeping  cloud  ! 
Holy  guide,  defcend,  and  bring 
M'cTcy  from  th'  Eternal  King ! 
To  his  foul  your  beams  impart, 
And  whilper  comfort  to  his  heart  I— 

They  come :   O  king,  thine  ear  incline ', 
Lifteii  to  their  voffe  divine: 
Their  voice  fliall  every  pang  compofe. 
To  gentle  forrow  footh  thy  woes; 
Till  each  pure  with  to  heaven  fliall  foar, 
And  peace  return,  to  part  no  more  1 

Behold,  obedient  to  their  great  command, 
The  lifted  dagger  qiiits  his  trembling  hand : 

Bmooth'd  is  his  brow,  where  fullen  care 
And  furrow'd  horror  couch'd  with  fell  defpair  : 

No  more  his  eyes  with  fury  glow ; 
But  heavenly  grief  fucceeds  to  hell-born  woe.—- 

tiee,  the  figns  of  grace  appear: 

See  the  foft  relenting  tear. 

Trickling  at  fvveet  mercy's  call ! 

Catch  it,  angels,  ere  it  fall! 

And  let  the  heartfent  offisring  rife, 

Heaven's  beft-accepted  facrifice  I— 

Yet,  yet  again  ? — Ah  fee,  the  pang  returns  I 
Again     with    iriward   fire     bis    heaving   bofOftt 
burns! 

Now,  fliepherd,  wake  a  mightier  firain; 

Search  the  deep,  heart-rending  pain ; 

Till  the  large  floods  of  forrow  roll, 

And  quench  the  tortures  of  his  foul. 
Almighty  Lord,  accept  his  pang  flncere  ! 
Let  heavenly  hope  difuel  each  dark  temptation  i 
At  d,  while  he  pours  the  penetential  tear, 
O  vifit  him  with  thy  falvation. — i^'    ' 

Stoop  from  heaven,  ye  raptuf'd  throng :'  ' 

Siiik,  ye  fweliing  tides  of  long  ! 
For  lo  !  difioiv'd  by  muCc's  melting  power, 
Cllefliai  for-ow  rolls  her  plenteous  fliower, 
O'er  h';,  wan  cheek  the  colours  rife; 
And  be  anis  of  comfort  brighten  in  his  eyes. 

Happy  king,  thy  woes  are  o'er  ! 

rhy  God  fliall  wound  thy  foul  no  more  1 

The  pitying  Fa'her    f  mat!kind 

Meets  the  pure  returning  r;ind. 

No  more  fliall  black  delpair  afflitfl:  his  foul : 
Each  gentler  found,  ye  fliepherds,  now  combine  : 
■     •    Sweetly  let  the  Kumber?  roll: 

Sooth  him  into  hope  divine. 
N>'W  lowly  let  the  ruflic  meafure  glide. 
To  quell  the  dark  remains  of  felf-coifuming  pridCj 
Till  nature'.*  home-fprung  hleflingn  he  cot.fefs, 
.-^jid  own  thai  cal'm  content  is  happinefs  — — 
Ye  woods  and  bkes,  ye  ciifTs  and  mountains! 
Haunted  grots,  and  living  fountains  ! 

l,:fien  to  your  fliepherd 's  lay, 

Whofe  artMfs  carols  cl  fe  the  day. 

Bounding  kid-  around  him  throng; 

T'-^e  fteep  rock  echoes  back  his  fong: 

While  all  unl'een  to  mortal  eye, 

Shding  down  the  evening  fky, 
3  K  ij 
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Holy  peace,  though  born  above, 
Daughter  of  innocence  and  love, 
Quits  her  throne  and  manfion  bright, 
Her  crown  of  liars,  and  robe  of  light, 
Serene,  in  gentle  fmiles  array'd. 
To  dwell  beneath  his  palm-tree  (hade. 
Kail,  meek  angel !  awful  gucft  1 
Still  pour  thy  radiance  o'er  my  breaft  ! 
Fride  and  hate  in  Goucts  may  ftiine  : 
The  fliephe.-d's  calm  and   blamelefs  tent  is 
thine '. — 

Softly,  foftly  breathe  ydur  numbers ; 

And  Wrap  his  weSry'd  foul  in  flunibers; 
Gentle  fleep;  becalni  his  breaft, 
And  clofe  his  eyes  in  healing  reft'/    ..;, 

Defccnd,  celeftial  viiions,  ye  who  wait,         ,  . .;    . 

God'aminiftring  powers,  at  Heaven's  etern^  gate! 
Ye,  who  nightly  vi;^ils  keep,  .    ,')  baA 

"  And  rule  the  filent  realms  of  fleep,.  ^^  .j 
Exalt  the  juft  to  joys  refin'd,        ^     ,■^_  ,■<  ;.,,n 
And  plunge  in, woe  the  guilty  mind.;_ 
Defceud  i— Oh,  waft  him  to  the  Ikies, 
And  open  all  heawn's  glories  to  his  eyes! 

Scyond  yon  ftarry  roof,  by  feraphs  trod,      • 
Where  light's  unclouded  fountains  bh?e  ; 
Where  choirs  in^mortal  hymn  their  God, 
Eutranc'd  in  ecftafy  of  ceafelefs  praife. 
Angels,  heal  his  anguilh  ! 
Your  harps  and  voicesjoin  ! 
His  grief  to  blifs  (hall  languifli. 
When  footh'd  by  founds  divine.-  ,  •-)  * 

iiehold,  with  dawning  joy,  each  feature  glows  ! 

See  the  blifsful  tear  o'erflows  ! 
The  fiend  is  fled  !— Let  mufic's  rapture  rife : 
2>Iow  harmony,  thy  every  nerve  employ  : 
Shake  the  dome,  and  pierce  the  flcies  : 
Wake  him,  wake  him  into  joy — 

What  power  can  every  paffion's  throne  controul  ? 

What  power  can  boaft  the  charm  divine, 

To  ftiil  the  tempeft  of  the  foul  ? 
Celeftial  harmony,  that  mighty  charm  is  thine  I 
She,  heavenly-born,  came  down  to  vifit  earth. 

When  from  God's  eternal  throne 
The  beiwn  of  all-creative  wifdom  (hone, 

And  fpake  fair  order  into  birth. 
Atwifdom's  call  (he  rob'd  yon  glittering  (kies, 
Attun'd  the  fpheres,  and  taught  confenting  orbs 
to  rife. 

Angels  wrapt  in  wonder  flood. 
And  faw  that  all  was  fair,  and  all  was  good. 

' Twas  rfrcn,  \  e  fons  of  God,  in  bright  array 

Ye  ftiouted  o'er  creation's  day ; 

Then  kindling  intojoy, 

The  morning  ftars  together  fung ; 

And  through  the  vafi  ethereal  fky 

fceraphic  hymns  and  loud  hofannahs  rung. 

ON  HONOUR. 

TO  "tllZ  LORD  VlSCOt;NT  LOMSDALK. 

Hie  manu*  ob  Patriam  pugnando  vulnera  pafTi ; 
Qiiique  facerdotes  cafti  dum  vita  manebat; 
l^j'iue  pii  VattJ,  ct  Plioebo  digira  locuti, 


Invetitas  autqui  vitam  excoluci'e  per  arteS," 
Q^ique  fui  memores  alios  facere  merendo  ; 
Omnibus  his  nivea  cinguncur  tempora  vita.  ViRfl^ 

Who  fhall  go  about  . 

To  cozen  fortune,  artd  be  honouiabld 

Without  the  ftamp  of  merit  ?  ^    Suaksp. 

Yes  :  all,  itiy  16rd,iifurp  fair  honour's  fam^,'^.|' 
Though  falfe  as  various  be  the  boafted  claim  :  '  - 
Th'  ambitious  mifer  f wells  his  houndlefs  ftore, 
And  dreads  that  higheft  fcandal  to  "be  poor,; 
His  wifer  heir  derides  the  dotard's  aim,       '      .,„ 
And  bids  profufion  bribe  him  into  fame.  '  - 
Oft  honour,  perching  on  the  ribbond  breaft, 
Sneers  at  weak  juftict,  and  defies  th'  arreft  : 
She  dwells  exuUing  on  the  tongues  of  kings; 
She  wakes  the  mufc  to  flight,  and  plumes  her 
wings;  .,  ■  >    i       ^* 

The  foldier  views  if  on  the  fhlning  blade  a^ 
The  pedant  'nvdft  the  lumber  in  his  head.'    ■•.  '" 
She  to  fcll.treafon  the  difguile  ean  lend,, 
And  flieath  her  fword  rtmorfelefs  in  a  friend : 
Her  throne's  fantaftic  pride,  we  often  fee,     •• 
Rear'd  on  the  toiubs  of  truth  and  honefty  ;•■ 
Fops,  templars  courtiers,  flaves,  cheats,  patriots,  all 
Pretend  to  hear,  and  to  obey  her  call.  {own. 

Where  fix  we  th^n?--Each  boalting  thus  his 
Say,  does  true  honour  dwell  with  all  or  none  ?   ao 

The  truth,  my  lord,  is  clear  ;  though  impious 
pride 
Be  ever  felf-ador'd,  felf-deify'd  ;       ; 
Though  fools  by  paffion  or  lelf-love  betray'd, 
Fall  down  and  worfhip   what    themfeivcs    have 

made ;  ■ 

Still  does  the  goddefs,  in  her  form  divine. 
O'er  each  grim  idol  eminently  (bine ;  •/, 

Array'd  in  lafting  majefty,  is  knpw,n  ^    [ooa.- 

Through  every   cUme   and  age,  unchang'd,   and 

But  how  explor'd  ?— Take  reafon  for  your^ 

guide,  V 

Difcard  felf-iove;  fet  paffion's  glafs  afide  5     3©t 

Nor  view  her  with  the  jaundit'd  eye  of  pride.  J 

.1  v/y-l 


Ver.  I.  In  this  and  the  fucceeding  verfes,  the 
various  pretences  of  mankind  to  honour  and  fame 
are  enumerated.— The  lines  themfelves  are  mu- 
tated from  the  following,  in  the  lith  Satire  ot 
Boileau  : 
Oui,   r   honneur,   VaUncour,  eft  chcri  dans  le 

monde —  ^  , 

L'  Ambitieu?^  le  met  fouvent  a  tout  bruler; 
1/  Avare,  K  voir  chez  le  padole  rouler ; 
Un  faux  brave,  a  vanter  la  proueiTe  frivole. 

Ver.  21.  Though  they  be  thus  inconftant  and 
contradictory,  yet  true  honour  is  a  thaig  iixcd 
and  determinate. 

Un  vral  fourbe,  i  jamais  ne  garder  fa  parole; 
Ce  poiite,  a  noircir  d'  iiifipides  papicrs; 
Cc  Marquis,  ii>  favoii"  frauder  fes  creanciers,— 
Interrogeons  marchands,  financiers,  gens  de gucrf  e. 
Courtifans,  magiftrats  :  chez  eux,  ft  je  le*  croi; 
L'interane  peijt  rien,  1'  honaeur  fcul  faitte  lou 
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Yet  juJge  not  rafhly  from  a  parti  il  view 
Of  what  is  wrong  or  right,  or  falfe  or  true  ; 
Objedls  too  near  deceive  th'  ohferver's  eye  ; 
Examine  thofe  which  at  a  diftance  lie. 
Scarce  is  the  flrucSure's  harmony  defcry'd 
'Midft  the  tall  column's,  and  gay  order's  pride  ; 
But  tow'rd  the  deflin'd  point  your  fight  remove, 
And  this  (hall  leflen  ftili,  and  that  improve, 
New  beauties  gain  upon  your  wond'ring  eyes,  40 
And  the  fair  whole  in  juil  proportion  rife. 
Thus  honour's  true  proportinns  befl  are  feen, 
Where  the  due  length  of  ages  lie  between  : 
This  feparatcs  pride   from  greatnefs,  fhow  from 

worth, 
Detects  falfe  beauty,  real  grac^  calls  forth  ; 
Points  out  what  merits  praife,  what  merits  blame, 
Sinks  in  difgrace,or  rifcs  into  fame. 

Come  then,  from  part  examples,  let  us  prove. 
What  raifes  hate,  contempt,  efteem,  or  love. 

Can  greatnefs  give  true  honour  .'  can  expence  ? 
Can  luxury  i'  or  can  magnificence  ?  jl 

.     Wild  is  the  purpofe,  and  the  fruitlefsaim, 
Like  a  vile  proftitute  to  bribe  fair  fame ; 
Perfuafive  fplendour  vainly  tempts  her  ear, 
A^nd  e'en  all  potent  gold  is  bafScd  here. 
Ye  pyramids,  that  once  could  threat  the  Ikies, 
Afpiring  low'rs,  and  cloud-wrapt  wonders  rife  I 
To  lateft  age  your  founder's  prid(;  proclaim  ; 
Record  the  tyrant's  greatnefs;  tell  his  name; 
No   more  :-— The   treacbetpus  brick   and    moul- 
d'ring  ftone    ,  60 

Are  funk  in  duft  :  th?  boafting  title  gone  ; 
Pride's  trophies  fwept  by  time's  devouring  flood; 
Th'  jhfcription  want,  to  tell  where  once  they  flood. 
But  could  tl^ey  rival  nature,  time  defy, 
Yet  what  record  but  vice  or  vanity  .' 
His  the  true  glory,  though  his  name  u;iknown, 
Who  taught  the  arch  to  fwell  :   to  rife,  the  fione  ; 
Not  his,  whofe  wild  command  fair  art  obey'd, 
Whilft  foily  didlated,  or  pafilon  fway'd.  69 

No  :  fpite  of  greatnefs,  pride  ap.d  vice  are  fcen, 
Sliameful  in  pomp,  confpicuoufly  mean. 

In  vain,  O  Studley,  thy  proud  forefls  fpread; 
\n  vain  each  gilded  turret  re^s  its  head  ; 


Ver.  29.  If  we  would  form  an  impartial  judg- 
ment of  what  is  truly  honourable,  we  mult  ab- 
ftraft  all  confiderations  v»hich  regard  ourlelves. 

Ver.  ^2.  Not  only  fo,  hut  we  muft  remove  our» 
felves  to  a  propf-r  diftance  from  the  ohjedi  we -ex- 
amine, left  fome  part  fliould  predominate  in  our 
eye,  and  occafion  a  falfe  judgment  of  the  whole.' 

Ver.  48.  Therefore  the  furtft  method  is,  to 
prove  by  pall  examples  what  commands  our  love 
and  efteem. 

Ver.  50.  Expence  and  grandeur  canijot  give 
true  honour  :  Their  moft  fplendid  monument  va- 
nilh  ;  and  even  fi-ould  they  laft  for  ever,  c<^yld 
not  beftow  real  glory,  if  only  the  reco«is-o£  pride, 
tyrani^y,  and  vice. 

Ver.  J  I,  73..  Much  lefs  if  purchafed  by  oppref- 
fion, and  guilt.  [Studley  in  Yorklhire,  the  ieat  of 
tlie  Aiflabies,  one  of  whom  was  deeply  concerned 
in  the  dark  traui'action  cf.thc  year  1720!. 
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In  vain  thy  lord  commands  the  flreain  to  fall,  '\' 
Extends  the  view,  or  fpreads  the  fmooth  canal,* ' 
While  guilt's  black  train  each  confcious  walk  in>> 

vade. 
And  cries  of  orphans  haunt  him  in  th©  fhade. 
Mirtaken  man  !  by  crimes  to  hope  for  fame! 
Thy  imag'd  glory  leads  to  real  (hamc  : 
Is  villany  felf-hatcd  ?  thus  to  ratfe  80 

Upbraiding  monuments  of  foul  difgrace  ? 
.Succeeding  times,  and  ages  yet  liiiborn,  '  ' 

Shall  view  the  guilty  fcenes  with  honeft  fccrti ; 
Difdain  each  !)eauty  tliy  proud  folly  plann'd. 
And  curfe  the  labours  of  oppreffion's  hand. 

Next  view  the  hero  in  th'  embattled  field  ;     ' 
True  honour's  fruit  can  conqueft's  laurel  yield  ? 

Him  only  honoiir'd,  only  lov'd  we  find, 
Who  fights  not  to  deftroy,  but  fave  inankind  : 
Pelides'  fury  may  our  wonder  move,  pO 

But  godlike  He<ftor  is  the  man  we  love. 
See  William's  fvvord  a  tyrant's  pride  difarm  ; 
See  I,ewis  trembling  under  Marib'ro's  arm  : 
Say,  which  to  human  kind  are  friends  or  foes ; 
And  who  detefts  not  thefe,  and  loves  not  thofe  ?■ 
Conqaeft  unjuft  can  ne'er  cornmand  applaufe  ; 
Tis  not  the  vicft'ry  charms  you,  bttt  the  caufe  : 
Not  Csfar's  felf  can  feign  the  patriot's  part, 
Nor  his  falfe  virtues  hide  his  p;:iifon'd  heart; 
But  r«und  thy  brows  the  willing  laurels  twine,  lOO 
Whofe  voice  walt'd  freedom  iii  the  favage  mine  i 
Yes  :  truly  glorious,  only  great  is  he, 
Who  conquers,  or  v,'ho  bleeds  for  libery. 
"   Heroes  are  much  the  fame,  the  point's  agreed, 
"  From  Macedonia's  madman  to  the  Swede." 
Like  baleful  comets  flaming  in  the  ficies. 
At  dcftin'd  times  th'  appointed  fcourges  rife  ; 
Awhile  in  ftrearaing  luftre  fweep  along, 
Aad  fix  in  wonder's  gaze«th'  admiring  throng; 
But  reafon's  eye  detedlsthe  fpurious  ray,  1 10 

And  the  falfe  blaze  of  glory  dies  away. 

Now  all  th'  aerial  cells  of  wit  explore  ; 
The  mazy  rounds  of  fcience  travel  o'er; 
Search  all  the  deep  recefTes  of  the  mind. 
And  fee,  if  there  true  honour  fit  enfiirin'd- 

Alas,  nor  wit  nor  fcience  this  can  boaft. 
Oft  dalli'd  with  error,  oft  in  caprice  loft  ! 
TranfiEnt  as  bright  the  fliort-liv'd  bubbles  fly  I 
And  miides  of  wit,  and  modes  of  fcience  die. 
See  Rab'lais  once  the  idol  of  the  age  ;  la^i 

Yet  now  negle<5led  lies  the  fmutty  page  ! 


Ver.  86.  True  honour  is  not  to  he  repead  from, 
unjuft  conqueft  :  It  is  ijot  vidory,  but  a  juft  caufe^ 
that  qan  engage,  ow  cft^ero. 

Ver.  98'. 
Du  premier  Cqfars  on  vante  les  exploits; 
Mais  dan?  quel  tribunal,  jugefuivant  les  loix, 
Eut-il  pu  difcuiper  fon  injulte  manie  i 

Ver.  loi.  Guftavus  Vafa. 

Ver.  116.  Neither  is  true  glory  to  be  obtainect 
by  wit  or  fcience  :  They  are  chimerical:  Some-, 
rimes  a'ttended  with  fo'Hy,  or  weakntfs  :  often 
ftai'ied  vvith  vice,  and  fo  render  their  poffeffors 
rniifckievius  and  infamous. 
3  I^  »'j 
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Of  oncerenown'dDcs  Garths  how  low  the  fallj — 
His  glory  with  his  v/hirlpools  vanifh  all  I 
See  folly,  wit — and  weaknef'-,  ■wifdom  ftain  -- 
And  Villars  witty— Bacon  wife  in  vain  ! 
Oft  vice  corrupts  what  fenfe  and  parti  refine. 
And  clouds  the  fpiendour  of  the  brighter  line, 
Sullies  wliat  Congreve,  and  what  Dryden  writ,— - 
This,  faftiion's  flave :   as  that,  the  flavc  of  wit. 
In  vain  fair  genius  bids  the  laurel  ftioot,  130 

The  deadly  worm  thus  eating  at  the  root; 
Corroded  thus,  the  greenefl  wreaths  decay, 
And  all  the  poet's  honours  fall  away  ; 
Quick  as  autumnal  leaves,  the  laurels  fade. 
And  drop  on  Rochefter's  and  Otway's  head. 

Where  then  isfound  true  honour,  heavenly  fair, 
Afk  Lonfdale,  aflc  your  heart-"lhe  diftatcs  there. 

Yes: ---'tis  in  viriue That  alone  can  give 

The  lafting  honour,  and  bid  glory  live  : 
On  virtue's  bafis  only  fame  can  rife,  140 

To  fland  the  dorms  of  age,  and  reach  the  Ikies  : 
Arts,  conquefts,  greatncfs,  feel  the  ftroke  of  fate. 
Shrink  fudden,  and  betray  th'  incumbent  weight ; 
Time  with  contempt  the  faithlcfs  props  furvcys, 
"  And  buries  madmen  in  the  heaps  they  raife." 

'Tis  virtub  only  can  the  bard  infpire. 
And  fill  his  raptur'd  bread  with  lafling  fir*  : 
ToHch'd  by  th'  ethereal  ray,  each  kindled  line 
Beams  ftrong  :  flill  virtue  feeds  the  flame  divine, 
Where'er  Ihe  treads  (he  leaves  her  footfteps  bright 
In  radiant  trads  of  never-dying  light ;  151 

Thefe  fhed  the  ludre  o'er  eachfacred  name. 
Give  Spenfer's  clear,  and  Shakfpeare's  noble  flame ; 
Blaze  to  the  flcies  in  Milton's  ardent  fong, 
And  kindle  the  briik-fallying  fire  of  Young; 
Thefe  gild  each  humble  verfc  in  modeft.  Gay  ; 
Thefe  give  to  Swift  the  keen  foul-piercing  ray; 
Mildly  through  Addiion's  chafte  page  they  fliine, 
And  glow  and  warm  in  Pope's  immortal  line. 

Nor  lefs  the  fage  mud  live  by  virtue's  aid ;  160 
Truth  mud  fupport  him,  or  his  glories  fade  ; 
And  truth  and  viriue  difler  but  in  name  : 
Like  light  and  heat — didinguifli'd,  yet  the  fame. 

To  truth  and  virtue  the  afcent  is  fure  ; 
"The  wholefome  dream  implies  the  fountain  pure; 


Ver.  126. 
Je  lie  puis  edimer  ces  dangereiix  autetirs 
Qni  de  I'honneur,  en  ver?,  iniames  deferteurs, 
TrahifTant  la  vertu  fur  un  pjpier  coupable, 
Aux  yeux  de  kur  Icdeurs  rcndent  le  vice  aim- 
able. —         '  '     ■ 
En  vain  I'efprit  ell  plejn  d'une  noble  vigueur; 
Le  vers  fe  fent  touj'.urs  ddi  bafleffes  de  coeure. 
BoiLEAU,  r  Art  Poet.  Ch.  4. 

Ver.  138.  The  foundation  of  true  honour  is  vir- 
tue only. 

^'<^''.  IJ3.  I:  is  virtue  only  that  gives  iJie  poet 
Jading  glory  :  this  proved  by  indances. 

Ver.  164.  1  he  philofophcr  can  only  hope  for 
true  glory  from  the  fame  fource  ;  becaufe  truth  is 
his  ubjed,  and  nothing  can  be  truth  that  tends 
to  dcdroy  virtue  and  happinrfs.  Hence  appears 
the  madiiefb,  infamy,  and  fiJfchood  of  thofc  de- 


To  tade  the  fpring  wc  oft  effay  in  vara  t 
Deep  lies  the  f-urce,  tix»  (hort  in  reafon's  chain; 
But  thofe  the  iffues  of  pure  truth  wc  know. 
Which  in  clear  ftrength  through  virtue's  channel 

flow  : 
Error  in  vain  attempt*  the  foul  difguife,  I/d 

Still  taded  in  the  bitter  wave  of  vice  ;  ' 

Drawn  from  the  fprings  of  falfehood  all  confefs 
Each  baneful  drop  that  poifons  happinefs  . 
Gordon's  thin  fhallows,  Tindal's  muddy  page,  i   . 
And  Morgan's  gail,  and  Woolfton's  furious  rage"; 
Th'  envenom'd  dream  tha:  flows  from  Toland'« 

quill, 
And  the  rank  dregs  of  Hobbes  and  MandevlUe, 
Deteded  names !  yet  fentenc'd  ne'er  to  die  : 
Snatch 'd  from  oblivion's  grave  by  infamy! 

Infed-opinions,  hatch"d  by  folly's  ray,         183 
Balk  in  the  beam  that  wir-.g'd  them  for  a  day  ; 
Truth,  phoenix-like  immortal,  though  flie  dies. 
With  drength  renew 'd  fliall  from  her  afties  rife. 

See  how  the  ludre  of  th'  Athenian  fage     [age! 
Shines  through  the  Icngthen'd  gloom  of  many  an 


dru(5liye  fchemes  fet  on  foot  by  the  fed  called 
Free-thinkers. 

Ver.  174.  Gordon's  thin  fliallows.  The  work 
here  charadlerized  is  intituled,  ''  The  Indcpen.? 
"  dent  Whig,  or  a  Defence  of  our  Ecclefiaftical 
"  Edablifliment ;"  yst  it  may  be  truly  affirmed, 
that  there  is  not  one  inditution  of  the  Church  of 
England,  but  what  is  here  mifreprefented,  and 
ridiculed  with  the  lowed  and  mod  defpicable  fcur- 
rility. 

Ver.  174,  Alluding  to  the  confufion  of  ideas, 
which  that  dull  writer  bbcurs  under. 

Ver.  175.  His  charader  is  thus  drawn  by  an 
excellent  writer — "  Who  by  the  pecul.ar  felicity 
"  cf  a  good  choice,  having  learned  his  morality 
"  cf  our  Tindal,  and  his  p!iilofopi:y  of  your 
"  [the  Jews]  Spinofa,  calls  himfelf  by  the  cour- 
"  tefy  of  Eng^land,  a  Moral  Philofophcr."  Wakb. 
Div.  Leg.  of  Moles,  dem.  Vol.  II.  Dcd.  p.  20. 

Ver.  176.  A  noted  advocate  for  that  fpecie's  of 
atheifm,  commonly  called  Panthcifm. 

Ver.  177.  It  is  confefTed  he  was  a  man  of  ge- 
nius and  learning  :  Yet,  through  a  ridiculous  af- 
fedation  of  being  regarded  as  the  founder  of  new 
fydems,  he  has  advanced  many  things  even  be- 
low confutation. 

Ver  177.  The  author  of  that  mondrous  heap 
Qf  conrradicftion  and  abfurdity,  "  The  Fable  of 
"  the  Becs,  or  private  Vices  public  Benefits."  The 
reader  who  is  acquainted  with  the  writings  of 
the.'e  gentlemen,  will  probably  obfcrvc  a  k:nd  of 
climax  in  this  place;  afcendi:ig  from  thole  who 
have  attempted  to  dedroy  tf.e  fevcral  fences  of 
virtue,  to  the  wild  boars  of  the  wood  that  root  it 
up. 

Ver.  i2o-  Falfehood  fhcrt-lived ;  truth  eter- 
nal. . 

Ver.  184.  Socrates  and  Newton. 

Examples  of  the  tv/o  moll  eminent  philofophera 
that  ever  adorned  the  world;  the  one  excellent  io 
morsl,  the  ether  in  natural  knowledge. 
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Virtue  alone  fo  wide  the  beam  cmU  fpread. 
And  throw  rhe  lafling  gl'^ry  round  his  head. 
See  Newton  chafte  conjecture's  twilight  ray, 
And  light  up  nature  into  certain  day  ! 
He  wide  creation's  tracklefs  mazes  trod  ;  190 

And  in  each  atom  found  the  ruling  God. 
Unrivall'd  fair  !  with  truth  and  virtue  fraught ! 
Whofe  lives  confirm'd  whatc'er  their  reafon  taught ; 
Whofe  far  ftretch'd  views,  and   bright  examples 

jdin'd 
At  once  t'  enlighten  and  perfuade  mankind  ! 
Hail   names  rever'd!   which  time  and  truth  pro- 
claim 
The  firft  and  faireft  in  the  lift  of  fame. 

KiniiS,  ftatefmen,  patriots,  thus  to  glory  rife  ; 
On  viT'ue  gro«^'s  the  fame,  or  foon  it  dies; 
But  grafted  on  the  vigorous  ftock,  'tis  feen       200 
Br;  ^hten'd  by  age,  and  fprings  in  endlefs  green  ; 
Pride,  folly,  vice,  may  blofTom  for  an  hour, 
ped  by  court  funftiine,  and  poetic  fliow'r; 
But  the  pale  tendrils,  nurs'dby  flattery's  hand. 
Unwearied  tendance  frtfli  fuprlies  demand; 
By  heats  unnatural  pufli'd  to  fudden  growth, 
They  ficken  at  th'  inclement  blafts  of  truth ; 
Shook  by  the  weakeft  breath  that  paffes  by, 
Their  colours  fade,  they  wither,  droop,  and  die. 
»  *  •  «  * 

*Tis  virtue  only  that  fliall  grow  with  time,     no 
Live  through  each  age,  and  fpread  through  every 

clime. 
See  godlike  patriots,  gen'rou«,  wife,  and  good. 
Stand  in  the  breach,  and  ftem  corrujition's  flood  1 
Sec  martyr  bilbops  at  the  flake  expire. 
Smile  on  the  faggct,  and  defy  its  fire  ! 
How  great  in  exile  Hyde  and  TuUy  fhone  ! 
How  -^ifred's  virtues  brighten'd  all  his  throne  ; 
From  worth  like  this  unbidden  glories  ftream  ; 
N  r  borrow'd  blaze  it  aflcs,  nor  fortune's  beam  ; 
Afil.iSion's  gloom  but  makes  it  ftill  more  bright, 
As  the  clear  lamp  Ihines  deareft  in  the  ni^ht.  321 

I'hu-  various  honours  various  ftates  adorn. 
As  different  ftars  with  different  glories  burn  ; 
Tnrir  orbs  too  wider,  as  their  fphere  is  higher; 
"Yet  all  partake  the  fame  celeftial  fire. 

ijec  then  Hf  av'n's  endlefs  bounty,  and  confefs, 
Which  gives  in  virtue,  lame,  and  happinefs; 
Sec  mankind's  folly,  wha  the  boon  defpife. 
And  grafp  at  pain  and  infamy  in  vice  !  429 


Ver.  T98.  Muft  build  their  fame  on  virtue. 

V<;i.  20  i.  Flattery  cannot  raife  folly  or  vice  in- 
to true  glory 

Ver  2x4.  The  catalogue  of  thefe  heroes, 
through  the  feveral  ages  of  Chriftianity,  is  too 
large  to  be  inferted  in  a  work  of  this  nature  : 
Thofe  of  our  country  were  Ridley,  Latimer,  and 
the  good  (though  left  fortunate)  Cranmcr. 

Ver.  216    Hyde,  Earl  of  Clarendon. 

Ver.  222  Thus  it  appears  that  every  one  has 
the  power  of  obtaining  true  honour,  promoting 
the  happinefs  of  mankind  in  his  proper  ftation. 

Ver.  226.  And  thus  the  love  of  fame,  though 
often  perverted  to  bad  ends,  is  naturally  condu- 
cive of  virtue  and  happinefs, 


Not  (o  the  man  who  mov'd  by  virtaeV  latvs. 
Reveres  himfelf — and  gains,  ntJt  fceks  ayplaufe  ; 
Whofe  views  concenter'd  all  to  virtue  tend; 
Who  mak^s  true  glory  but  his  fccond  end  : 
Still  fway'd  by  what  is  fit,  and  jiift,  and  true. 
Who  gives  to  all  whate'er  to  all  is  due ; 
When  parties  mad  fedition'«  gart>  put  on. 
Snatches  the  higheft  praile — and  is  of  none  : 
Whilft  round  and  round  the  veering  patriots  roU, 
Unfiiaken  points  to  truth   as  'o  his  pole 
Contemns  alike  what  fadions  praifeor  blame; 
O'er  rumour's  narrow  oibjt  loars  to  fame        S40 
Unmov'd  whilft  malice  bark;,,  or  envy  howls, 
Walks  firm  to  virtue  through  the  feoffs  of  fools ; 
No  minion  flatters  ;  gains  no  felfifli  end  ; 
His  own — hi-  kings — his   country's — mankind's 

friend  ; — 
Him  virtue  cr'>w;is  with  wreaths  tiiat  ne'er  decay  ; 
And  glory  circles  him  with  endlefs  day 

Such  he  who  deep  in  virtue  roots  his  fame  ; 
And  fuch  through  ages  fhall  be  Lonfdale's  name. 


FRAGMENT  OF  A  RHAPSODY, 

WRITTEN    AT   THE    LAKES   IN   WESTMORELAND. 

Now  funk  the  fun,  now  twilight  funk,  and  night 
Rode  in  her  zenith  ;  nor  a  paffing  breeze 
Sigh'd  to  the  groves,  which  in  the  midnight  air 
Stood  motionlefs;  and  in  the  peaceful  floods 
Inve.'ted  hung;  for  now  the  billow  flept 
Along  the  Ihore,  nor  heav'd  the  deep    but  fpread 
A  fhinirg  mirror  to  the  moon's  pale  orb, 
Which,  dim  and  waning  o'er  the  fliadowy  clifi's, 
rhe  foiemn  woods  and  ipiry  mountain -tops 
Her  glimm.ering  faintnefs  threw.    Now  every  eye 
Opprefs'd   with  toil,  was  drown'd  in    deep   re- 

pofe, 
Save  that  the  unfeen  (hepherd  in  his  watch, 
Propt  on  his  crook,  flood  liftcning  by  the  fold, 
And  gaz'd  the  ftarry  vault  and  pendant  moon. 
Nor  voice  nor  found  broke  on  the  deep  fercne. 
But  the  foft  murmur  of  fwift  gufhing  rills, 
Forth  iffuing  from  the  mountain's  diftantfteep 
(Unheard  till  now,  and  now  fcarce  heard)  pro- 

claim'd 
All  things  at  reft,  and  imag'd  the  ftill  voice 
Of  quiet  whifpering  to  the  ear  of  night. 

INSCRIPTION. 

. Fir.emque  tuert, 

I  Naturamque  fequt. 


What  though  n6  glittering  turret  rife, 

Niir  fplendour  gild  thefe  mild  retreats. 
Yet  Nature  here  in  modeft  guife 

Dilplays  her  unambitious  fweets. 
Along  each  gently-fwelling  lawn 

She  ftrayn,  with  ruftic  garlands  crown'd; 
And  wakes  the  flewers  at  early  dawn 

To  fling  their  bofom'd  fragrance  round. 


Ver.  230,  231.  True  honour  characterized  and 
exemplified. 
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Here  teach  thy  vnt'ry,  hlamclefs  guide. 
To  trace  thy  ftep  ferene  and  free. 

To  fliitn  the  toilfome  heights  of  pride. 

Through  thefe  calm  fcenes  to  follow  Thee. 

His  {Tlent  walks  do  thou  adorn, 

O'er  thefe  green  flopes  frotn  tumult  far: 

■yVhether  he  greet  the  bluihing  morn, 
.pr  weIcon;c  up  yon  evening  ftar. 


Intent,  while  through  thefe  tufied  bowers. 
Thy  generous  wKifpers  charm  his  ear, 

To  hail  from  Heaven  thy  kindred  powers. 
And  meet  fair  Peace  and  Freedom  here. 

Vet  prompt  to  ftay  hi>  country's  fall, 
The  city's  ftormv  war  he'll  join, 

When  Thou,  and  Truth,  and  Freedom  cn!I, 
For  Freedom's  voice  and  Trvtb'.s  are  thin: 
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What  foil  the  cane  afFedls;  what  care  demands; 
Beneath  wha*  figns  to  plant ;  what  ills  await ; 
How  the  hot  neiSlar  heft  to  chriftallize, 
And  Afric's  fable  progeny  to  treat : 
A  mufe,  that  long  hath  wander'd  in  the  groves 
Of  myrtle-indolence,  attempts  to  fing, 

SUGAR  CANE,  BOOK  I. 
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James  Grainger  was  born  at  Dunfe  in  Berwkkfhlre,  in  1T%^.  He  was  the  fon  of  John  Grain- 
ger, Efq.  of  Houghton-Hall,  in  the  county  of  Cumberland ;  who,  in  confequence  of  fome  unfuc- 
cefsful  fpeculatlons  in  mining,  was  obliged  to  fell  his  eftaie  ;  and  having  obtained  an  appointment 
in  the  Excife,  fettled  at  Dunfe. 

His  father  dying  while  he  was  young,  the  care  of  his  education  was  kindly  undertaken  by  his 
elder  brother,  by  a  former  marriage,  Mr.  William  Grainger  of  Warlfton,  a  writing-mafter  in  Edin- 
burgh, "and  afterwards  a  clerk  in  the  office  of  the  Comptroller  of  Excife,  who  placed  him  at 
the  fchool  of  North  Berwick,  under  the  tuition  of  Mr  James  Rae,  formerly  one  of  the  mailers 
of  the  High  School  in  Edinburgh,  a  teacher  of  eminent  learning  and  abilities. 

In  a  copy  of  his  tranflation  of  Tibullus,  now  lying  before  the  prefent  writer,  by  the  favour  of  Mrs. 
Grainger,  his  brother's  relidl,  is  the  following  acknowledgment  of  his  gratitude,  in  his  own  hand- 
writing :  .''  To  Mr.  Grainger  of  Warifton  (to  whom  the  public  is  chiefly  indebted  for  aught  that 
can  be  found  praife-vvforthy  in  the  following  tranflation  of  Tibullus),  from  his  affeftionatc  brother, 
and  humble  lervant,  &c." 

After  the  ordinary  courfe  of  education,  he  was  put  apprentice  to  Mr.  George  Lauder,  furgeon  io 
Edinburgh,  and  afterwards  attended  the  medical  clafTes  in  the  Univerfity. 

He  then  went  into  the  army,  and  was  furgeon  in  Pulteney's  Regiment,  at  the  battle  of  Falkirk, 
in  174.5,  and  afterwards  ferved  on  the  continent. 

A  military  man,  even  in  the'mofl  adlive  campaign,  has  many  hours  of  lelfure ;  and  as  thefe  can- 
not be  fpent  more  rationally  than  in  fome  literary  purfuit,  he  employed  that  part  of  his  time,  which 
was  not  devoted  to  his  profeffion,  in  peruling  the  claffics. 

Upon  hip  quitting  the  army,  after  the  peace  of  Aix-la-Chapelle,  in  1748,  he  obtained  the  degree 
of  Dotftorof  Phyfic  and  fettled  as  a  Phyfician  in  London;  where  his  tafte  for  polite  literature 
procured  him  the  acquaintance  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  Dr.  Percy,  Shenllone,  Dodfley,  Armftrong,  and 
othr?r  men  of  wit  and  learning. 

His  firft  publication  was  his  fine  Odt  on  Solitude,  printed  in  the  4th  volume  of  Dodfley's  "  Collec- 
tion." 1755,  which  completely  eftablifiied  his  poetical  reputation. 

Some  time  afterwards,  he  became  tutor  to  John  Bourryau,  Efq.  with  a  falary  of  aool.  a 
year. 

In  1759,  he  publifhed  his  Poetical  traii/luiion  of  the  Elegies  of  Tibullus,  and  of  the  Poems  of  Sulpicia, 
miith  the  original  text,  and  notes  critical  and  explanatory ,  in  %  vols.  ISmo.,  which  was  begun  and  com- 
pleted, feveral  years  before,  when  he  was  in  the  army. 

In  the  Dedication  to  his  pupil,  he  obferves,  "  that  it  ferved  to  make  many  of  his  hours  pafs  agree- 
ably, which  otherwife  would  have  been  extremely  irkibme,  amid  the  din  of  arms  and  hurry  of  a 
camp  life." 

"  A  pleafing  employment,"  he  obfervss  in  the  Advertipment,  "  Is  feldom  neglected.  Thofe  ele- 
gies which  particularly  touched  him,  were  firft  rendered  into  Englifh  ;  and  as  thefe  make  the  greater 
part  of  TibuUus's  Poems,  he  was  contented  afterwards  to  complete  the  work,  by  finifhing  as  a  taflc 
what  was  begun  %s  an  apiufemcnt,'' 
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"  A  favourite  author,"  he  adds,  "  on  whom  fome  labour  has  been  beflowed,  is  not  eafily  forgotten  ; 
the  verfion  therefore  was  retouched  as  often  as  opportunity  ferved.  All  this  while,  indeed,  the  tranf» 
later  had  no  intention  of  making  the  public  acquainted  with  his  poetical  amufemcnts;  he  knew  his. 
poet  too  well,  and  admired  him  too  much,  to  think  he  had  done  him  juftice;  yet  when  Mr.  Dart's 
tranflation  of  Tibullus  was  fent  him,  he  was  refolved  to  publifti  his  own,  that  thofe  who  did  not  un- 
defrftand  the  original,  might  not  form  an  idea  of  the  moft  exaA,  elegant,  and  harmonious  of  the  Ro- 
man elegiac  poets,  from  the  moft  inaccurate,  harft,  and  inelegant  verfion  of  the  prefent  century." 

-In  the  beginning  of  the  year  following,  he  publilhed  A  Letter  to  Tobias  Smolht,  J\d^  D.  occafioned 
%y  bis  criticifm  upon  a  late  irarijl.tiion  of  Tibullus,  by  Dr.  Grainger ,  8vo. 

The  criticifm imputed  by  his  letter  to  Smollet,  isin  the  "  Critical  Review"  for  December  1758  He 
obferves,  that  the  Editors  of  the  "  Critical  Review,"  in  the  plan  of  their  work,  folemnly  promifed  the 
pubUc,  "  that  they  would  revive  the  true  fpirit  oJF  criticifm  ;  that  they  would  never  condemn  or  extol 
without  having  firft  carefully  perufed  the  performance;  that  they  would  never  ad  under  the  in- 
fluence of  connexion  or  prejudice;  that  they  would  not  venture  to  criticife  a  tranflation  without 
underftanding  the  original;  that  they  would" never  invldioufly  wrell  'the  fenfe,  or  mifinterpret  the 
meaning  of  any  author;  that  they  woujd  never,  without  reludance,  difapprove  even  of  a,  bad  vvri- 
ter,  who  h^d  the  leaK  title  to  indiilgencc;  and  they  would  m)t  exhibit  a  partijil  an^  unfair  affem- 
blage  of  the  blemlfhes  of  any  produ6tion  "  Tljefc  promifes  he  provQs  to  have  been  broken  in  every 
particular,  by  feveral  examples,  principally  taken  from  the  criticifm  on  his  verfipn  of  Tibullus. 

The  fame  yeai-^  according  to  the  infom-iation  of  Mrs.  Graitiger,  he  accompanied  his  pupil  to  the 
Wefl-Indies,  and  fettled  at  BaiTeterre  in  the  illand  of  St.  Chriftopher,  where  he  married  Mifs  Burt, 
lifter  of  William  Matthew  Burt,  Efq;.  governor  of  that  ifland,  and  pradlifcd  phyfic  with  great  repu- 
tation and  fucce-fs. '  ,    . 

Here. he  began  aiid.^tiifliej'his  poem'on" 'the  culture  of  thj;  \Su^ar  Cane,  which  he  publiflied  in 
four  books,  with  note's, '4't'o.  ijf>4. 

Sometime  before  the  publication  of  his  Poem,  he  reviijted  England,  and  fubmitted  the  manu- 
fcript  to  the  corredlion  of  his  literary  frifends  Dr,  Johnfofi,  Dr.  Percy,  &c.  whofe  names  ar« 
affedionatelyconimerflorated  in  the.  •vyork. ,     . 

Mr.  Bofwell,  the  biographer  of  Dr. 'johrilon,  relates,  that  the  Sugar  Ca«,  when  readinmanufcript. 
at  Sir  Jolhua  Reynolds's,  made  ail  the  affembled  wits  burft  into  a  laugh,  when,  after  much  blank 
yerfe  pomp,  the  poet  began  a  new  paragraph  thus : 

Now,  mufej  let's  fing  of  rats. 

And  what  Increafcd  the  ridicule  Was,  that  one  of  the  company,  who  flily  overlooked  the  reader, 
perceived  that  the  word  had  been  originally  »w,  and  had  been  altered  to  rats  as  more  dignified. 

Of  this  little  laughable  incident,  which  has  been  often  related^  and  for  which  there  is  no  founda- 
tion  in  the  printed  poem,  Dr.  Percy,  the  prefent  hidinp  of  Dromore,  who  was  his  intimate  friend^ 
aod  has  a  particular  regard  to  his  memory,  con1«>unicated  to  Mr.  Bofwell  the  following  explanation. 

"  The  paffjge  in  queftion  was  originally  not  liable  to  fuch  a  perverGon  ;  for  the  author  having 
cccafion  in  that  part  of  his  work  to  mention  the  havock  made  by  vats  and  mice,  had  introduced  the 
fubjeft  in  a  kind  of  m.ock  heroic,  and  a  parody  of  Homer's  battle  of  the  Frogs  and  Mice,  invoking 
the  mufe  of  tl;e  old  Grecian  bard,  in  an  elegant  and  well  turned  manner.  In  that  ftate,  1  had  feen 
it ;  but  afterwaiids,  unknown  to  me  and  other  friends,  he  had  been  perfuaded,  contrary  to  his  owa 
better  judgment,  to  alter  it,fo  as  to  produce  the  unlucky  effedl  abovementioned." 

To  the  friendfhip  of  Grainger,  Dr.  Percy  acknowledges  that  he  owed  the  beautiful-  ballad  of 
j^ryanand  Fereene^  founded  on  a  real  fad  that  happened  in  the  ifland  of  St.  Cluiaopher,  printed, 
in  the  firft  votume  of  his  "  Reliques  of  Ancient  Englifli  Poetry,"  1764. 

He  did.not  long  fur.vive  the  publication  of  The  Sugar  Cgn.e ;  but  died,  at  Bafl'^terre  in  the  ifland 
of  St.  Clirillophcr,  much  honoured  and  lamented,  December  16.  1767!,  in  the  43a  year  of  his  age, 

,  liy  his  wife,  who,  it  is  believed,  is  y^t  lining,  hq  left  two  daughters,  Agoes  and  Helen,  one  of. 
vhom  is  Alice  dead. 

His  Travfittion  of  Tihullus  and  Tbc  Sugar  Cans,  have'  not  been  reprinted,  though  highly  defavingf 
of  republica'.ion. 
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*t'lii  Sugar  Cane,  Ode  on  Solitude,  and  Bryan  ai.id  Pereene,  are  now,  for  the  firft  tiitje,  received  into  a 
Colledion  of  Claffical  En^lifh  Poetry. 

Dr.  Percy  gives  this  charader  ef  Grainger  :  "  He  was  not  only  a  man  of,  genius  and  lear-nJng,  but 
had  many  excellent  virtues,  being  one  of  the  moil  generous,  friendly,  and  benevolent  men  I  ever 
knew."  I  ' 

According  to  Mr.  Bofwell,  "  Dr.  Johnfon  faid,  that  Grainger  was  an  agreeable  man;  a  man  wha 
wouH  do  any  good  that  was  in  his  power.  His  Tranjlatipn  of  TihuUus  he  thought  wasi  very  well 
done ;  but  the  Sugar  Cane  did  not  pleafe  him ;  for  he  faid,  what  could  he  make  of  a  fugar  cane  \ 
one  might  as  well  write  the  "  Parflcy  Bed,"  a  poem,  or  the  Cabbage-Garden,"  a  poem." 

As  a  poet,  his  Sugar  Cane,  notwithftanding  the  ridicule  thrown  upon  the  fubje<5l  of  it  by  Dr. 
Johnfon,  entitles  him  to  rank  with  Philips,  Dyer,  and  other  diftinguifhed  wrifefs  of  didadtic  poetry 
in  our  language.  In  this  ufeful  and  entertaining  poem,  the  moft  languid  reader  will  find  his  paf- 
fions  excited,  and  the  imagination  indulged  to  the  higheft  pitch  of  luxury.  A  new  creation  i&  of- 
fered, of  which  an  European  has  fcarce  any  conception ;  the  hurricane,  the  burning  winds,  a  ripe 
cane-piece  on  fire  at  midnight,  an  Indian  profpecS  after  a  finifhed  crop,  a&d  nature  iu  all  the 
extremes  of  tropic  exuberance. 

I'heJiiJI  book  of  this  original  performance  treats  of  the  cultivarion  of  the  fugar  c^ne,  and  of  the 
genus  and  qualities  of  the  different  foils  in  which  the  plant  will  generally  grow.  In  prfcpofing  the 
fubjedl,  and  throughout  the  whole  poem,  he  keeps  Virgil  in  his  eye  ;  nor  fhould  this  be  obje<5lcd  t6 
him  as  a  fault,  fince  it  Was  not  an  eafy  talk  to  reconcile  the  wild  imagery  of  an  Indian  picSlure  to  the 
flridl  rules  of  critical  txadtn^fs.  This,  notwithftanding  the  difficulty  of  the  undertaking,  he  has 
happily  cffeiSed  ;  and  though  he  treads  upon  unclaflic  ground,  ye:  maintains  a  claiTical  regularity. 
After  defcribing  the  foils  proper  for  the  cultivation  of  the  canes,  he  finds  an  eafy  opportunity  of  in- 
troducing a  defcription  of  St.  Chriftopher,  the  place  of  his'refidence  ;  which,  in  Shakfpcare's  word*, 
may  be  juftly  ftyled 

"  A  precious  ftone  fet  In  the  filver  'fea.''*  ''  "  ''*  ^*'^^*: 

On  mentioning  Jamaica,  he  naturally  falls  Into  a  panegyric  on  Co!umbus—btaJl  of  Science,  loafi  of 
Matt!  The  defcription  of  a  Caribbean  Ihower  is  extremely  poetical  ;  excepting, an  image  at  the  bci- 
ginning,  which  is  rather  low.  The  charatSter  of  a  good  planter  is  beautifuUydefcribed,  and  reminds 
us  of  Vn'gil's  defcription  of  the  pieafures  of  an  hulbandman,  0  fclket  nimiutn  bona  fi  fua  norint  agrkolee. 

The  fecond  book  treats  of  thofe  external  evils  ^o  which  the  cane  is  fubjecft,  fuch  as  the  depreda- 
dations  of  monkles,  rats,  and  other  vermin  ;  of  weeds,  of  the  different  fpecie*  of  flies  that  infeft  it ; 
of  blafisand  hurricanes.  The  laft  are  dreadful  even  in  imagination.  The  defcription  of  an  earth- 
quake is  no  lefs  dreadfully  jufk.  The  book  concludes  with  a  very  tender  flory  of  two  lovers,  which 
may  be  more  acceptable  to  the  generality  of  readers,  than  any  precepts  of  cultivation  contained  ia 
the  poem.  .  ,  • 

The  cane-harveft,  and  the  procefs  of  fugar-boiling,  make  the  fubjecSi  of  the  third  book.  Every 
poetical  circumftance  that  attends  thefe  is  artfully  introduced ;  and  rnuch  philofophical,  chemical, 
and  medical  knowledge  Is  difpbyed.  The  lovers  of  good  liquor  will  not  be  difpleafed  with  the  di.. 
greffion  In  praifc  of  heart-recruiting  Rum,  which  is  formed  of  the  fkimnungs  of  fugar.  The  Weft- 
Indian  profpe(Sl,  after  the  crop  is  finiflied,  is  perfecftly  poetical  and  pidiurefque.  The  whole  paffage 
is  delightfully  melodious,  and  oofe  a-little  recommended  by  the  novelty  of  the  fcenery. 

The  fubjeft  of  iht fourth  book  Is  the  management  of  negroes;  In  treating  of  which,  he  gives  n» 
lefs  agreeable  proofs  of  his  humanity  than  his  poetry.  In  the  paffage  beginning  Tet,  planter,  let  hu- 
manity prevail,  he  pathetically  pleads  in  favour  of  thefe  poor  wretches,  and  the  liberties  of  man- 

KliMB. 

Oh,  did  the  tender  mufe  poffefs  the  power 
Which  monarchs  have,  and  monarchs  oft  abiJe, 
•  -  •  Twould  be  the  fond  ambition  of  her  foul 

To  quell  tyrannic  fway ;  knock  off  the  chains 

0f  hcart-dtbafrng  flavary  ;  give  to  man,  "^^^ 
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Of  every  colour  and  o£  every  cljnie. 

Freedom,  which  ftanips  him  image  of  his  God.  ., 

Then  laws,  opprrffun's  fcourge,  fair  virtue's  prop, 

Offspring  of  wliTdom  \  fhould  impartial  reign, 

To  knit  the  whole  in  well-accorded  flrife  : 

Servants,  not  flaves  ;  of  choice,  and  not  compell'd  ; 

The  blacks  fhould  cultivate  the  cane-land  ifles. 

The  defcriptlon  of  a  negro  dance  is  well  wrought ;  and  there  is  much  local  propriety  in  the  con- 
cluding lines  of  the  addrefs  to  the  Thames^  towards  the  end  of  the  book. 

Tie  Sugar  Cane  is  one  of  thofe  performances  in  which  the  exertion  of  a  poet's  genius  may  be  very 
great,  and  yet  his  fucctfs  but  moderate.  Indeed,  the  novelty  of  the  fubjedl,  a  manufa<5lure  unknown 
to  the  European  world,  loaded  it  with  many  difficulties.  Terms  of  art,  to  which  the  ear  has 
never  been  accuftomed,  have  a  peculiar  uncouthnefs  in  poetry;  and  the  Indian  names  of.  trees, 
herbs,  and  fruits,  are  unplcafing,  even  (o  the  eye.  The  botanical  names  of  vegetables  would  at  leafl 
have  appeared  more  claflkal,  and  are  certainly  more  harmonious;  but  probably  there  might  be  fome 
local  reafon  againfl  this.  Yet  the  merit  of  this  performance  is  not  to  be  eftimated  from  its  re- 
ception, or  its  aptitude  to  catch  the  attention  of  a  common  European  reader.  The  preceptive 
part  has  not  merely  the  merit  of  ferious  utility,  Grainger  knew  that  he  was  writing  to  an  age 
not  lefs  luxurious  or  refined  than  that  of  Rome  in  the  days  of  Virgil.  Like  the  elegant  imitator 
of  HeCod,  he  has  embellilhed  his  precepts  with  all  the  flowers  of  imagery.  1  he  attention  is  not 
long  exercifed  by  the  gravity  of  didacSic  precepts,  before  it  is  relieved  by  fome  beautiful  defcrip- 
tlon, or  feme  wellconneded  epifode.  In  one  particular,  namely,  that  cf  extending  the  bounds  of 
natural  hiftory,  while  he  feems  only  to  addrefs  the  imagination,  it  may  be  fafely  afferted  that  Grain- 
ier has  the  advantage  of  many  poets;  and  it  is  very  probable,  that  the  fame  turn  of  thinking  which 
addiiSls  a  fcbolar  to  one,  may  incline  him  to  the  other.  Much  praife  is  due  to  him  for  the  liberal 
and  diffuffive  pains  he  has  taken  in  his  Notes  to  enlarge  the  knowledge  of  the  Wefl-Indian  botany. 
They  may  indeed  be  conCdered,  both  in  their  medical  and  botanical  capacity,  as  a  very  valuable 
part  of  the  work  ;  and  pcfilbly  there  are  few  parts  of  it  more  entertaining. 

The  Ode  on  Solitude,  if  he  had  written  nothing  elfe,  is  fufficient  to  entitle  him  to  the  diftin(fti6h 
of  a  poet.  In  this«xquifite  performance  are  aflenibled  fome  of  the  fublimeft  images  in  nature.  In 
the  prefent  editiim,  the  two  lad  lines  of  the  ficft  ftanza  are^altered  froiii  ihe  copy  ia."  ;X)odiley!4 
Coilcdion,"  upon  the  authority  of  Dr.  Percy.  i7u1i.j''.j  ari)  lo  .:  i.'rjiioTjfa.-.'itguY  ]o  ',:; 

Or  Fad mor's  marble  waftes  furvey,  ■A 

Or  in  yon  rooflefs  cloyfter  {Iray;  . 

Or,  ar  the  purple  dawn  of  day,  ■ 
Tadmor's  marble  waftes  furvey,' 


alluding  to  the  account  of  Palmyra,  ■p'fibtiftied  b'y  McfFrs.  Dawkina  and  Wood,  and  the  manner  ia 
which  they  were  flruck  at  the  firft  fight  of  thcfe  magnificent  ruins  by  break  of  day. 

"  Dr.  JohnfoH,"  fays  Mr.  Bofwell,  "  praifed  Grainger's  Ode  on  Solitude,  and  repeated  with  great 
^crgy  his  exordium, 

0  folltude,  romantic  maid, 
Whe-^her  by  nodding  towers  you  tread, 
Or  haunt  the  defcrt's  trackiel's  gloom, 
Or  hover  o'er  the  yawning  t«mib,  , 

Or  climb  the  Andes'  clifted  fide. 
Or  by  the  Nile's  coy  fource  abide, 
'  Or,  llaning  from  your  half-year's  Deep, 

From  Hetla  view  the  thawing  deep. 
Or   at  the  )>urplii  dawn  of  day, 

1  admot's  marble  waftes  furvey, 

ftbferving,  "  This,  Sir,  is  very  fine." 

The  ballad  of  Bryan  and  Pcreene  is  one  of  the  mofl  beautiful  Jtrodudiocs  of  the  kind  In  cur  laa* 
guagc. 


THE  WORKI  OF  GRAINGER. 


PREFACE  TO  THE  SUGAR  CANE. 


Soon  after  my  arrival  in  the  Weft-Indies,  I  con" 
ceived  the  defign  of  writing  a  pDcm  on  the  culti- 
vation of  the  Sugar  Cane.  My  inducements  to 
this  arduous  undertaking,  were,  not  only  the  im- 
portance and  novelty  of  the  iubjedi,  but  more  e- 
ipecially  this  confideration ;  that,  as  the  face  of 
this  country  was  wholly  different  from  that  oi 
Eumpe  ;  fo  whatever  hand  Copied  its  appearances, 
however  rude,  fcould  not  fail  to  enrich  poetry  with 
many  new  and  pidrfrefgue  images. 

I  cannot,  indeed,  fay  I  have  fatisfied  my  own 
ideas  in  this  particular  :  yet  I  muft  be  permitted 
to  recommend  the  precepts  contained  in  this  poem. 
They  are  the  children  of  truth,  not  of  genius;  the 
refulf  of  experience,  not  the  produftions  of  fancy. 
Thus,  though  I  may  not  be  able  to  pleafe,  I  fhall 
flaiid  fome  chance  of  inftrufting  the  reader;  which, 
as  it  is  the  nobler  end  of  all  poetry,  fo  Ihould  it  be 
the  principal  aim  of  every  writier  who  wifhes  to  be 
thought  a  good  man. 

It  muft,  however,  be  obferved.  that,  though  the 
general  precepts  are  fuited  to  every  climate  where 
the  Cane  will  grow,  yet,  the  more  minute  rules 
are  chiefly  drawn  from  the  pradlice  of  St.  Chrifto- 
pber.  Some  feledtion  was  neceffary  ;  and  I  could 
adopt  no  modes  of  planting,  with  fuch  propriety, 
as  thofe  I  had  feen  pradifed  in  that  ifland,  where 
it  has  been  my  good  fortune  chiefly  to  refldc  fince 
I  came  to  the  Weft-Indies. 

I  have  often  been  aftoniflied,  that  fo  little  has 
been  publifhed  on  the  cultivation  of  the  Sugar- 
Cane,  while  the  prefs  has  groaned  under  folios  on 
every  other  branch  of  rural  economy  It  were  un- 
juft  to  fuppofe  planters  were  not  felicitous  for  the 
improvement  of  their  art,  and  injurious  to  affert 
they  were  incapable  of  obliging  mankind  with 
therimp  rovements. 

And  yet,  except  fome  fcattered  hints  in  Pere 
Labat,  and  other  French  travellers  in  <\merica; 
an  effay  by  Colonel  Martyn  of  Antigua,  is  the 


only  piece  on  plantcrfhip  1  have  feen  dcferving  a 
perufal.  That  gentleman's  pamplet,  is,  indeed,  an 
excellent  performance  ;  and  to  it  I  own  myfelf  in- 
debted. 

Itrauft  be  confeffcd,  that  terms  of  art  look  awk- 
ward in  poetry  ;  yet  didadtic  compofitions  cannot 
wholly  difpenfe  with  them.  Accordingly  we  find 
that  Hefiod  and  Virgil,  amon^  the  ancients,  with 
Philips  and  Dyer  (not  to  mention  fome  other 
poets  now  living  in  our  own  country),  have  been 
obliged  to  infert  them  in  their  poems.  Their  ex- 
ample is  a  lufficient  apology  for  mc;  for  in  their 
fteps  I  Ihall  alwaysi'be  proud  to  tread. 

Vos  fequor,  6  Graiie  gentis  decus,  inque  -veftrts 

nunc 
Fixa  pedum  pono  preflis  veftigia  fignis; 
Non  ita  certandi  cupiduv,  quani  propter  amorflaij 
Qnod  vos  imitari  aveo.— — —  •    ■     .  ■ 

Yet,  like  them  too,  I  have  generally  preferred  the 
way  of  defcription,  wherever  that  could  be  done 
without  hurting  the  fubjecfl. 

Such  word»  as  are  not  common  in  Europe,  I 
have  briefly  explained  :  becatife,  an  obfcure  poem 
affords  both  iefs  pleafurc  and  profit  to  the  reader. 
For  the  fame  reafon  fome  notes  have  been  added, 
which,  it  is  prefumed,  will  not  be  difagreeable  to 
thofe  who  have  never  been  in  the  Weft-Indies. 

In  a  Weft-India  georgic,  thr  mention  of  many 
indigenous  remedies,  as  well  as  difeafes,  was  una- 
voidable. The  truth  is>  I  have  rather  courted 
orportunities  of  this  nature,  than  avoided  them. 
Medicines  of  fuch  amazing  tflicacy.  as  I  have  had 
occafion  to  make  trials  of  in  thefe  iflands,  defervc 
to  be  univerfally  known.  And  wherever,  in  the 
following  poem,  I  recommend  any  fuch,  I  beg 
leave  to  be  underftood  as  a  phyfician,  and  not  as 
a  poet. 

Basseterre,  Jan.  1 763. 


SUGJRCdNE.  . 

IN  FOUR  BOOKS." " 


Agredipr  primufque  novis  Helicona  movere 
Cantibus,  et  viridi  nutantes  vertice  fylvas  ; 
Hoipita  iacra  ferens,  nuUi  memorata  prioium." 


yi-Aiiiu 


ARGUMENT. 

i5ubje>ft  propofed.  Invocation  and  addrefs.  What 
foils  the  cane  grows  beft  in.  The  gray  light 
earth.  Praife  of  St.  Chriftopher.  The  redbrick 
tnould.  Praife  of  Jamaica,  and  of  Chriftopher 
Columbus.  The  black  foil  mixed  with  clay  and 
gravel.  Praif*  of  Barbadoes,  Nevis,  and  Mount- 
ferrat.  Compofls  may  improve  other  foils.  Ad- 
vantages and  difadvantages  of  a  level  planta- 
tion. Gf  a  mountain  eftate.  Of  a  mid\and  one. 
Advantages  of  proper  cultivation.  Of  fallowing, 
Of  compoft.  .  Of  leaving  the  Woura,  and  pen- 
ning cattle  on  the  diftant  cane-pieces.  Whether 
yams  improve  tlie  foil.  Whether  dung  Ihonld 
be  buried  in  each  hole,  or  fcatt^red  over  che 
piece.  Cane-lands  may  be  holed  at  any  tithe. 
The  ri(Jges  fhould  be  open  to  the  trade-wind. 
The  beauty  of  holing  regularly  by  a  line.  Al- 
ternate holing,  and  the  wheel-ploijgh  recom- 
mended to  trial.  When  to  plant.  Wet  weather 
the  beft.  Rain  often  falls  in  the  VVefl-lndies, 
almoft  without  any  previous  fi^s.  The  fignsof 
rainy  weather.  Of  fogs  round  the  high  moun- 
tains. Planting  defcribed.  Begin  to  plant  moun- 
tain-land in  July  :  the  low  ground  in  Novem- 
ber, and  the  fubfequent  months,  till  May.  The 
advantage  of  changing  tops  in  planting.  Whe- 
ther the  moon  has  any  influence  over  the  cane 
plant.  What  quantity  of  mountain  and  of  low 
cane  land  may  be  annually  planted.  The  laft 
cane-picce  fhould  be  cut  off  before  the  end  of 
July.  Of  hedges.  Of  ftone  cnclofures  Myrtle 
hedges  recommended.  Whether  trees  breed  the 
blaft.  I'he  charader  of  a  good  planter.  Of 
weeding.  Of  moulding.  Of  ftripping. 

"V^HAT  foil  the  cane  affecSts ;  what  care  demands ; 
Beneath  what  figns  to  plant;  what  ills  await  j 
How  the  hot  nedar  btft  to  cryftallize  ; 
Aad  Afric's  fable  progeny  to  treat ; 


A  mufe,  that  long  hath  Wander'4  in  the  groves 
Of  myrtle-indolence,  attempts  to  fing-. 

Spirit  of  infpiration,  that  didft  lead 
Th'  Afcrean  poet  to  the  facred  mount. 
And  taught'fl  him  all  the  precepts  of  the  fwain  ; 
Defcend  from  Heaven,  and  guide  my  trembling 
fteps  •'  .  i» 

To  fame's  eternal  dome,  where  Maro  reigns ; 
Where  paftoral  Dyer,  where  Pomona's  bard. 
And  Srhart  and  Sommerville  In  varying  flrains. 
Their  fylvan  lore  convey  :  0  may  I  join 
This'  choral  band,  and  from  their  precepts  learii 
To  deck  my  theme,  which  though  to  fong  un- 
known, .     ,  , 
Is  mofl  momentous  to  my  country's  weal ! 

So  fliall  my  numbers  win  the  public  ear ; 
And  not  difpleafe  AHrelius;  him  to  whom, 
Imperial  George,  the  monarch  of  the  main,       »# 
Hath  given  to  wield  the  fceptre  of  thofe  ifles, 
Where  firll  the  mufe  beheld  the  fpiry  cane. 
Supreme  of  plants,  rich  fubjed  of  my  fong. 


Ver.  aa.  The  botanical  name  of  the  cane  \i 
Saceharum:  The  Greeks  and  Romans  feem  to 
have  known  very  linle  of  this  moft  uftful  M)d 
beautiful  plant.  Lucan  and  Pliny  are  the  only 
authors  among  the  former  who  mention  it ;  and, 
fo  far  as  I  can  find,  Arrian  is  the  only  Greek. 
The  firll  of  thefe  writers,  in  enumerating  Pom- 
pcy's  eaftern  auxiliaries,  defcribes  a  nation  who 
made  ufe  of  the  cane-juice  as  a  drink. 

Dukes  bibcbant  ex  arUndine  fuccos. 
The  induftrious  naturalifl  fays,  "  Saceharum  et 
Arabia  fcrt,  fed  lauda^us  India.;"  and  the  Greek 
hiflorian,  in  his  ^rspirXcvi  of  ihe  Red-fea,  teUs  us  . 
of  a  neighbouring  nation  who  drank  it  alfo  ;  his 
words  are,  fnXi  to  xa.'kafjLittn  to  Xiyo/jtivov  ff/txx,apl' 
The  cane,  however,  as  it  was  a  native  of  tli£  eaft, 
fo  has  i;  been  probably  cakivated  there  time  in** 


THE    SUGAR   CANE. 


h: 


Where'er  tTie  clouds  relent  in  frequent  rains, 
And  the  fun  fiercely  darts  his  tropic  beam, 


memorial.    The   raw  juice  was,   douhtlefs,  firft 
made  ufe  of;  they  afterwards  boiled  it  into  a  fy- 
rup;  and,  in  procefs  of  time,  an  inebriating  fpirit 
was  prepared  therefrom  by  fermentation.     This 
conjecture  is  confirmed  by  the  etymology,  for  the 
Arabic  word  "jJD  i''  evidently  derived  from  the 
Hebrew  ")3ti^.  which  fignifiesan  intoxicating  liquor. 
When  the  Indians  be^an  to  make  the  cane-juice 
into  fugar,  I  cannot  difcover ;  probably,  it  foon 
found  its  way  into  Europe  in  that  form,  firft  by 
the  Red-fea,  and  afterwards  through  Perfia  by  the 
Black-fea  and  Cafpian  ;  but  the  plant  itfelf  was 
not  known  to  Europe,  till  the  Arabians  introduced 
it  into  the  fouthern  parts  of  Spain,  Sicily,   and 
thofe  provinces  of  France  which  border  on  the 
Pyrenean  mountains.  It  was  alio  fuccefsfully  cul- 
tivated in  Egypt,  and  in  many  places  on  the  Bar- 
baryc<iaft.  From  the  Mediterranean, the  Spaniards 
and  Portuguefe  tranfported  the  cane  to  the  Azores, 
the   Madeiras,  the   Canary   and  the    Cape-Verd 
iflands,  foon  after  they  had  been  difcovered  in  the 
fifteenth  century  :  and,  in  the  m.oft  of  thefe,  par- 
ticularly Madeira,  it  throve  exceedingly.     Whe- 
ther the  cane  is  a  native  of  either  the  Great  or 
Lefs   Antilles  cannot   now  be    determined;  for, 
their  difcoverers   were   fo  wholly   employed   in 
fearching  after  imaginary  gold  mines,  that  they 
took  little  or  no  notice  of  the  natural  produdtions. 
Indeed  the  wars,  wherein  they  wantonly  engaged 
themfelves  v/ith  the   natives,  was  another  hin- 
drance to  phyfical  invefiigation.     But  whether 
the  cane  was  a  produAion  of  the  Weil  Indiei  or 
not,  it  is  probable  the  Spaniards  and  Portuguefe 
did  not  begin  to  cultivate  it  either  there  or  in 
South  America  (where  it  certainly  was  found), 
till  fome  years  after  their  difcovery.     It  is  alfo 
equally  uncertain  whether  fugar  was  firft  made 
in  the  ifland,  or  on  the  continent ;  and  whether 
the  Spaniards  or  Portuguefe  were  the  firft  plant- 
ers in  the  new  world.  It  is  indeed  nioft  likely,  that 
the  latter  erefled  the  firft  fugar  works  in  Bra- 
zil, as  they  are  more  lively  and  cnterprifing  than 
the  Spaniards.     However,  they  had  not  long  the 
ftart  of  the  latter;    for,  in   I506,  Ferdinand  the 
Catholic,  ordered  the  cane  to  be  carried  from  the 
Canaries  to  St.  Donvngo,  in  which   ifland  one 
Pedro  de  Atenca  loon  alter  built  an  Ingenit  de  a- 
^ucar,  for  fo  the  Spaniards  call  a  fugar  work.  But, 
though  thty  began  thusearly  to  turntheii  thoughts 
to  fugar,  the  Portuguefe  far  outftripped  tiiem  in 
thattrade    for  1  ifbon  loon  fupplied  mof)  of  Europe 
With  that  comniodity  ,    iud.  notwithftanding  the 
EngliflVthen  paid  the-  Portuguefe  at  rherateof  4I. 
per  cwt.  for  mulcovado,  yet  that  price,  great  as  it 
may  now  ayipear,   was  pnrbably  much  lefs  than 
what  the  f  jgar  from  the  haft-indies  had  commonly 
been  fold  lor      Indeed,  fo  intent  was  the  Crown 
of  Portugal  en  extending  their   Brazil  trade,  that 
that  of  the  tHil-liidic-  began  tw  be  ncgletfted,  and 
foon  after  iu.^Vtcd  a  mamfeft  decay.     However, 
their  fugar  n.aae  tkexu  ample  amends,  ia  which 
Vol  X. 


The  cane  will  joint,  ungenial  though  the  foil. 
But  would'ft  thou  fee  huge  calks  in  order  due, 
RoU'd  numerous  on  the  bay,  all  fully  fraught 
With  ftrong-grain'd  mufcovado,  filvery  gray, 
Joy  of  the  planter ;  and  if  happy  fate  30 

Permit  a  choice:  avoid  the  rocky  Hope, 
The  clay -cold  bottom,  and  the  fandy  beach. 
But  let  thy  biting  ax  with  ceafelefs  ftroke 
The  wild  red  cedar,  the  tough  locuft  fell : 


trade  they  continued  almoft  without  a  rival  for 
upwards  of  a  century.  At  laft  the  Dutch,  in 
l6z3,  drove  the  Portuguefe  out  of  all  the  north- 
ern P'^''^  °*  Brazil ;  and,  during  the  one  and  twen- 
ty years  they  kept  that  conqueft,  thofe  induftrious 
republicans  learned  the  art  of  making  fugar.  This, 
probably,  infpired  the  Englifli  with  a  defire  of 
coming  in  for  a  {hare  of  the  fugar-trade  :  accord- 
ingly, they,  renouncing  their  chimerical  fearch 
after  gold  mines  in  Florida  and  Guiana,  fettled 
themfelves  foon  after  at  the  mouth  of  the  river 
Surinam,  where  they  cultivated  the  cane  with  fuch 
fuecefs,  that  when  the  colony  was  ceded  to  the 
Dutch  by  the  treaty  of  Breda,  it  maintained  not 
lefs  than  40,000  whites,  half  that  number  of  flaves, 
and  employed  one  year  with  another  15,000  toa 
of  ftiipping.  This  ceffion  was  a  fevere  blow  to  the 
Englifh  trade,  which  it  did  not  recover  for  feveral 
years,  though  many  of  the  Surinam  planters  car- 
ried their  art  and  negroes  to  the  Leeward  Iflanda 
and  Jamaica,  which  then  began  to  be  the  objedt 
of  political  confideration  m  England. 

Sugar  is  twice  mentioned  by  Chaucer,  who 
flounfhed  in  the  fourteenth  century ;  and  fuc- 
ceeding  poets,  down  to  the  middle  of  the  laft,  ufe 
the  epithet  Surar'J,  whenever  they  would  txprcfs 
any  thing  uncommonly  pleafing  :  fince  tha^  time, 
the  more  elegant  writers  feldom  admit  of  that 
adjcdlive  in  a  metaphorical  fenfe  ;  but  herein, 
perhaps,  they  are  aflfeifledly  fqueamilh. 

Ver.  29.  The  cane-juice  being  brought  to  the 
confiftence  of  fyrup,  and,  by  fubfequent  codion, 
granulated,  is  then  called  mufco-vudo  (a  Spamfh 
word  probably,  though  not  to  be  iound  in  Pmeda) 
!  vulgarly  brown,  fugar  ;  the  French  terni  it  fucie. 
brut. 

Ver.  34.  There  are  two  fpecie-  of  cedar  com- 
monly to  be  met  with  in  the  Weft-Indies,  the 
white  and  red,  which  differ  from  the  cedars  cul- 
tivated in  tlie  Bermudas  :  both  are  lofty  fhady, 
and  of  quick  growth.  The  white  fucceeds  in  any 
foil,  and  produces  a  flower  which,  ini'ufed  like 
tea,  is  uftful  agamft  fifti  poiCon  The  ri-d  req-iires 
a  better '.mould,  and  always  emits  a  difagrecable 
fmcU  before  rain.  The  wood  of  both  are  highly 
uft:ful  for  many  mechanical  purpofcs,  and  but  too 
j  little  planted. 

Ibid.  This  is  alfo  a  lofty  tree.  It  is  of  quick 
,  growth  and  handfome,  and  produces  a  not  dif- 
I  agreeable  fruit,  in  a  flat  pod  or  legunien,  about 
I  three  inches  long.  It  is  a  ferviceable  v.-ood.  In 
botanical  books,  I-6nd  three  different  names  for 
•  the  locuft  tree ;  that  meant  here  is  the  Hili^ttit 
I  edulis. 


IHE    WORKS    OF    GRAINGER, 


Nor  let  Ms  neflar,  nor  his  filken  pods. 
The  fweet-fmell'd  caflia,  or  vaft  ceiba  fave. 
Yet  fpare  the  guava,  yet  the  guaiac  fpare; 
A  wholefome  food  the  ripened  guava  yields, 
Boaft  of  the  houfewife  ;  while  the  guaiac  grows 
Afovereign  antidote,  in  ■wood,  bark,  gutn,        40 
To  caufe  the  Jame  hi?  ufelefs  crutch  forego, 
And  dry  the  fources  of  corrupted  love. 
Nor  let  thy  bright  impatient  flames  deftroy 
The  golden  fliaddoc,  the  forbidden  fruit, 


Ver.  36.  Canoes  have  been  fcooped  out  of  this 
tree,  capable  of  holding  upwards  of  a  hundred 
people ;  and  many  hundreds,  as  authors  relate, 
have  been  at  once  Iheltered  by  its  ihade.  Its  pods 
contain  a  very  foft  fiiort  cotton,  like  filk  :  hence 
the  Englifh  call  the  tree  the  filk-cotton-tree  ;  and 
the  Spaniards  name  its  cotton  Lana  di  cc'iba.  It 
has  been  wrought  into  ftockings;  but  its  com- 
TOoneft  ufe  is  to  ftuif  pillows  and  matrafles.  It 
might  be  made  an  article  of  commerce,  as  the  tree 
grows  without  trouble,  and  is  yearly  covered  with 
pods.  An  infufion  of  the  leaves  is  a  gentle  dia- 
phoretic, and  much  recommended  in  the  fmall- 
pox.  The  botanical  name  of  the  ceiba  is  Bombax ; 
and  the  French  call  it  Fromager.  There  are  two 
fpecies ;  the  fteni  of  the  one  being  prickly,  and 
■  that  of  the  other  fmooth. 

Ver.  57.  The  Spaniards  call  this  txtt  guaya-va.  It 
bears  afruit  as  large,  and  of  much  thefamefliapeas 
a  golden  pippen.  This  is  of  three  fpecies,  the  yel- 
low, the  amazon,  and  the  white ;  the  laft  is  the 
moft  delicate,  but  the  fecond  fort  the  largeft.  All 
are  equally  wholefome  when  ftewed  or  made  into 
jelly  or  marmalede.  When  raw,  they  are  fuppofed 
to  generate  worms.  Strangers  do  not  always  at 
firft  like  their  flavour,  which  is  peculiarly  flrong. 
This,  however,  goes  off  by  ufe,  and  they  become 
exceedingly  agreeable.  Acofta  fays  the  Peruvian 
guavas  furpafs  thofe  of  any  other  part  of  America. 
The  bark  of  the  tree  is  an  aftringent,  and  tans 
leather  as  well  as  that  of  oak.  The  French  call 
the  tree  Goyavur. 

Ver.  37.  The  lignumvitze,  or  pockwood-tree. 
The  virtues  of  every  part  of  this  truly  medical 
tree  are  too  well  known  to  be  enumerated  here. 
The  hardnefs  and  incorruptibility  of  its  timber 
make  abundant  amends  for  the  great  fiownefs  of 
its  growth,  for  of  it  are  formed  the  beft  polls  for 
houfes  againft  hurricanes ;  and  it  is  no  lefs  ufeful- 
Jy  employed  in  building  wind-mills  and  cattle- 
mills. 

Ver.  44.  This  is  the  largeft  and  fincft  kind  of 
orange.  It  is  not  a  native  of  America,  but  was 
brought  to  the  iflmds  from  the  Eafl-Indies,  by  an 
Englifliman,  whofe  name  it  bears.  It  is  of  three 
kinds;  the  fweet,  the  four,  and  the  bitter;  the 
juice  of  all  of  them  is  wholefome,  and  the  rind 
medical.  In  flavour  and  wholefomenefs,  the  fweet 
fliaddoc  excels  the  other  two,  and,  indeed  every 
other  kind  of  or:inge,  except  the  forbidden  fruit, 
which  fcarce  yields  to  any  kaown  fruit  in  the  four 
Jjuarters  of  the  world.  4 


The  white  acajou,  and  rich  fabbaca  r 

For,  where  thefe  trees  their  leafy  banners  raife 

Aloft  in  air,  a  gray  deep  earth  abounds, 

Fat,  light ;  yet,  when  it  feels  the  wounding  hoc, 

Rifing  in  clod«,  which  ripening  funs  and  rain 

Refolve  to  crumbles,  yet  not  pulverize  :  50 

In  this  the  foul  of  vegetation  wakes, 

Pleas'd  at  the  planter's  call,  to  burft  on  day. 

Thrice  happy   he,  to  whom   fuch    fields   arc 
given  I 
For  him  the  cane  with  little  labour  grows ; 
'Spite  of  the  dog-flar,  fhoots  long  yellow  joins; 
Concodls  rich  juice,  though  deluges  defcend. 
What  if  an  after-offspring  it  rejecft  ? 
This  land,  for  many  a  crop,  will  feed  his  mills  ; 
Difdain  fupplies,  nor  aflc  from  compoft  aid. 

Such,  green  St.  Chriflopher,  thy  happy  foil  !— 


Ver.  45.  This  is  the  Indian  name  of  the  avoca- 
to,  avocado,  avigato,  or,  as  the  Ensjlifh  corruptly 
call  it,  alligator-pear.  The  Spaniards  in  South- 
America,  name  it  a^uacate ;  and,  under  that  name 
it  is  defcribed  by  Ulloa.  However,  in  Peru  and 
Mexico,  it  is  better  known  by  the  appellation  of 
palta  or  palto.  It  is  a  Cghtly  tree,  of  two  fpecies  ; 
the  one  bearing  a  green  fruit,  which  is  the  moft 
delicate,  and  the  other  a  red,  which  is  lefs  elteem- 
ed,  and  grows  chiefly  in  Mexico.  Whea  ripe,  the 
fkin  peels  eaGly  off,  and  difcovers  a  butyraceous, 
or  rather  a  marrowy  like  fubftance,  with  greenifh 
veins  interfperfed.  Being  eat  with  fait  and  pepper, 
or  fugar  and  lime-juice,  it  is  not  only  agreeable, 
but  highly  nourifhing;  hence  Sir  Hans  Sloane 
ufed  to  ftyle  it  vegetable  marrow.  The  fruit  is 
of  the  fize  and  fliape  of  the  pear  named  Lady's- 
thlghs,  and  contains  a  large  ftone,  from  whence 
the  tree  is  propagated.  Thefe  trees  bear  fruit  but 
once  a  year.  Few  ftrangers  care  for  it ;  but,  by 
ufe,  foon  become  fond  of  it.  The  juice  of  the 
kernel  marks  linen  with  a  violet-colour.  Its  wood 
is  foft,  and  confequeiitly  of  little  ufe.  The  French 
call  it  Bois  /  anifc,  and  the  tree  Avocat :  the  bo- 
tanical name  is  Perfea. 

Ver.  60.  This  beautiful  and  fertile  ifland,  ami 
which,  in  Shakfpeare's  words,  may  juftly  be  flyled 

A  precious  ftone  fet  in  the  filver  fea, 

lies  in  feventh  degree  N.  L.  It  was  difcovered  by 
the  great  Chriflopher  Columbus,  in  his  fecond 
voyage,  I493,  who  was  fo  pleafed  with  its  ap- 
pearance, that  he  honoured  it  with  his  Chriftiaa 
name.  Though  others  pretend,  that  appellation 
was  jjiven  it  from  an  imaginary  refemblance  be- 
tween a  high  mountain  in  its  centre,  now  called 
Mount  Mifery,  to  the  fabulous  legend  of  the  De- 
vil's carrying  St.  Chriflopher  on  his  fliouldres. 
But,  be  this  as  it  will,  the  Spaniards  foon  after  fet- 
tled in  it,  and  lived  in  tolerable  harmony  with  the 
natives  for  many  years  ;  and,  as  their  fleets  com- 
monly called  in  there  to  and  from  America  for 
provifion  and  water,  the  feltlers,  no  doubt,  reaped 
hxae.  advantage  from  their  fituation.  By  Tem- 
pleman's  Survey,  it  contains  eighty  fquare  miles, 
and  is  about  fcveiuy  miles  in  circumference.  It  i$ 
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ifJot  Grecian  Tempc,  where  Arcadhn  Pan,        6 1 
Knit  with  the  Graces,  tun'd  hi.^  iilvan  pipe, 
While  mute  attention  hufli'd  each  charmed  rill ; 
Not  purple  Enna,  whofe  irriguous  lap, 


of  an  irregular  oblong  figure,  and  has  a  chain  of 
mountains,  that  run  I'outh  and  north  alniofl  from 
the  one  end  of  it  to  the  other,  formerly  covered 
with  wood ;  but  now  the  cane-plantations  reach 
almoft  to  their  fummits,  and  extend  all  the  way, 
down  their  eafy  declining  fides,  to  the  fea.  From 
thefe  mountains,  fome  rivers  take  their  rife,  which 
never  dry  up  ;  and  there  are  many  others  which, 
after  s*in,  run  into  the  fea,  but  which,  at  other 
times,  are  loR  before  they  reach  it.  Hence,  as 
this  iflind  confifts  of  mountain-land  and  valley,  it 
mud  always  make  a  middling  crop  ;  for  when  the 
low  grounds  fail,  the  uplands  fupply  that  defici- 
ency ,  and,  when  the  mountain  canes  are  lodged 
(or  become  watery  from  too  much  rain),  thofe  in 
the  plains  yield  furprifingly  Nar  are  the  planta- 
tions here  only  fcafonable ;  their  fugar  fells  for 
more  than  the  fugar  of  any  other  of  his  Majefly's 
iflands;  as  their  produce  cannot  be  refined  to  the 
faeft  advantage,  wiihout  a  mixrure  of  St.  Kitts 
mufcovado  In  the  barren  part  of  the  ifland.  which 
runs  out  towards  Nevis,  are  feveral  ponds,  which, 
in  dry  weather,  cryllailize  into  good  fait ;  and  be- 
low Mount  Mifcry  is  a  fmall  folfaterre  and  col- 
leftion  of  frefh  water,  where  fugitive  negroes  of- 
ten take  fhelter,  and  efcapc  their  purfuers.  Not 
far  below,  is  a  large  plain  which  affords  good  paf- 
ture,  water,  and  wood;  and,  if  the  approaches 
thereto  were  fortified,  which  might  be  done  at  a 
moderate  expence,  it  would  be  rendered  inacceffi- 
ble.  The  Englifh,  rspulfmg  the  few  natives  and 
Spaniards,  who  oppofed  them,  began  to  plant  to- 
bacco here,  A.  D.  1613.  Two  years  after,  the 
French  landed  in  St.  Chriftopher  on  the  fame  day 
that  the  Englifh  fettlers  received  a  confiderable 
reinforcement  from  their  mother-country ;  and, 
the  chiefs  of  both  nations,  being  men  of  found 
policy,  entered  into  an  agreement  to  divide  the 
ifland  between  them  :  the  French  retaining  both 
extremities,  and  the  Englifh  poflefling  themfelves 
of  the  middle  parts  of  the  ifland.  Some  time  after, 
both  nations  erecfied  fugar  work.s,  but  there  were 
more  tobacco,  indigo,  coffee,  and  cotton-planta- 
tions, than  fugar  ones,  as  thefe  require  a  much 
greater  fund  to  carry  them  on  than  thofe  other. 
All  the  planters,  however,  lived  eafy  in  their  cir- 
cumftances ;  for,  though  the  Spaniards,  who  could 
not  bear  to  be  fpecftators  of  their  thriving  condi- 
tion, did  repoffefs  themfelves  of  the  ifland,  yet 
they  were  foon  obliged  to  retire,  and  the  colony 
fucceeded  better  than  ever.  One  reafon  for  this 
was,  that  it  had  been  agreed  between  the  two 
nations,  that  they  fhould  here  remain  neutral 
whatever  wars  their  mother-countries  might  wage 
agalnfl  each  other  in  Europe.  This  was  a  vi-ifc 
regulation  for  an  infant  fettlement ;  but,  when 
King  James  abdicated  the  Britifli  throne,  the 
French  fuddenly  rofe,  and  drove  out  the  unpre- 
pared Englifh  by  force  of  arms.    The   Frtnth 
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Strow'd  with  each  fruit  of  tafte,  each  flower  of 

Sicilian  Proferpine,  delighted,  fought ;         [fmell. 

Can  vie,bleft  ifle,  with  thee.— Though  no  foft  found 

Of  paftoral  ftop  thine  echoes  e'er  awak'd  ; 

Nor  ruptured  poet,  loft  in  holy  trance. 

Thy  flreams  arrefted  with  enchanting  fong  :      70 

Yet  virgins,  far  more  beautiful  than  the 

Whom  Pluto  ravifti'd,  and  more  chafte,  are  thine  ; 

Yet  probity,  from  principle,  not  fear, 

A(5tuates  thy  fous,  bold,  hofpitable,  free  : 

Yet  a  fertility,  unknown  of  old, 

To  other  climes  denied,  adorns  thy  hills  ; 

Thy  vales,  thy  dells  adorns. — O  might  my  flrain 

As  far  tranfcend  the  immortal  fongs  of  Greece, 

As  thou  the  partial  fubjedl  of  their  praifc  I         79 

Thy  fame  Ihould  float  familiar  through  the  world  ; 

Each  plant  fhould  own  thy  cane  her  lawful  lord ; 

Nor  (hould  old  time,  fong  flops  the  flight  of  time, 

Obfcure  thy  luftre  with  his  (haduwy  wing. 

Scarce  lefs  impregnated,  with  every  power 
Of  vegetation,  is  the  red  brick-mould, 
That  lies  on  marly  beds. — The  renter,  this 
Can  I'carce  exhauft  ;  how  happy  fur  the  heir  ! 

Such  the  glad  foil,  from  whence  Jamaica's  fons 
Derive  their  opulence  :  thrice  fertile  land, 
"  The  pride,  the  glory  rtf  the  fea-girt  ifles,        90 
"  Which,  like  to  rich  and  various  gems  inlay 
"   The  unadorned  bofom  of  the  deep," 
Which  firft  Columbus'  daring  keel  explor'd. 

Daughters  of  Heaven,  with  reverential  awe,'        ' 
Paufe  at  that  godlike  name ;  for  not  your  flights 
Of  happieft  fancy  can  out-foar  his  fame. 

Columbus,  boaft  of  fcience,  boaft  of  man  ; 
Yet,  by  the  great,  the  learned,  and  the  wife. 
Long  held  a  vifionary ;  who,  like  thee. 
Could  brook  their  fcorn  ;  wait  fevea  long  years  at 
court,  ICC 

A  felfi{h,fuilen,  dilatory  court ; 
Yet  never  from  thy  purpos'd  plan  decline  ? 
No  god,  no  hero  of  poetic  times. 
In  truth's  fair  annals  may  compare  with  thee ! 


colonifts  of  Saint  Chriftopher  had  foon  reafon, 
however,  to  repent  their  impolitic  breach  of 
faith  ;  for,  the  expelled  planters,  being  affifted  by 
their  countrymen  from  the  neighbouring  ifles,  and 
fupported  by  a  formidable  fleet,  foon  recovered, 
not  only  their  loft  plantations,,  but  obliged  the 
French  totally  to  abandon  the  ifland.  After  the 
treaty  of  Ryfwick,  indeed,  fome  few  of  thofe 
among  them,  who  had  not  obtained  fettlements 
in  Martinico  and  Hlfpaniola,  returned  to  Saint 
Chriflopher ;  but  the  war  of  the  partition  foon 
after  breaking  out,  they  were  finally  expelled,  and 
the  whole  ifland  was  ceded  in  fovereignty  to  the 
crown  of  Great  Britain,  by  the  treaty  of  Utrecht. 
Since  that  time,  St.  Chriftopher  has  gradually  im- 
proved, and  it  is  now  at  the  height  of  perfedion. 
The  Indian  name  of  St.  Chriftopher  is  Liamuiga, 
or  the  Fertile  Ifland. 

Ver.  71,  The  inhabitants  of  St.  Chriftopher 
look  whiter,  are  lefs  fallow,  and  enjoy  finer  com- 
plexions, than  any  of  the  dwellers  on  the  other 
iflands.     Slcune, 

3L  ij 
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Each  paffion,  weaknefs  of  mankind,  thou  knew'ft, 
Thine  own  concealing  ;  fimieft  bafe  of  power; 
Rich  in  expedients ;  what  mod  adverfc  feem'd 
And  leaft  expeded,  moft  advanc'd  thine  aim. 
What  florms,  what  monftcrs,  what  new  forms  of 

death. 
In  a  vaft  ocean,  never  cut  by  keel,  IIO 

And  where  the  magnet  firft  its  aid  declin'd; 
Alone,  unrcrrified.  didft  thou  not  view  '. 
Wife  legiflator,  had  the  Iberian  king 
Thy  plan  adopted,  murder  had  not  drench'd 
In  blood  vafl  kingdoms ;  nor  had  hell-born  zeal, 
And  hell-born  avarice,  his  arms  difgrac'd. 
Yet,  for  a  world,  difcover'd  and  fubdu'd,        [out. 
What  meed  had'ft  thou  ?  With  toil,  difeafe,  worn 
Thine  age  was  fpent  foliciting  the  prince,       1 19 
To  whom  thou  gav'ft  the  fceptre  of  that  world, 
Yet,  bleffed  fpirit,  where  enthron'd  thou  fitt'ft. 
Chief  'mid  the  friends  of  man,  repine  not  thou  : 
Dear  to  the  nine,  thy  glory  ihall  remain 
While  winged  commerce  either  ocean  ploughs ; 
While  its  lov'd  pole  the  magnet  coyly  fliuns ; 


Ver.  III.  The  declenfion  of  the  needle  was 
difcovered,  A.  D.  I4<;2.  by  Columbus,  in  his  firft 
•voyage  to  America  ;  and  would  have  been  highly 
alarming  to  any,  but  ore  of  his  undaunted  and 
philofnphical  turn  of  mind. 

This  century  will  always  make  a  diftinguifhed 
figxire  in  the  hiftory  of  the  human  mind  ;  for,  dur- 
ing that  period,  printing  was  invented,  Greek 
learning  took  refuge  in  Italy,  the  Reformation  be- 
gan, and  America  was  difcovered. 

The  ifland  of  Jamaica  was  beftowed  on  Colum- 
bus, for  his  (lifcovery  of  the  new  world.  Accord- 
ingly, his  fon  James  fettled  and  planted  it,  early 
[A.  D.  15C9]  the  following  century.  What  im- 
provements the  Spaniards  made  therein  is  no  where 
mentioned  ;  but,  had  their  induflry  been  equal 
to  their  opportunities,  their  improvements  fhould 
havr.  been  confidtrable  ;  for  they  continued  in  the 
imdifturbed  poffefiion  of  it  till  the  year  1596, 
when  Sir  Anthony  Shirley,  with  a  Cngle  man  of 
war,  took  and  plundered  St.  Jjgo  de  la  Vega, 
which  then  confifted  of  2«0O  houfes.  In  the  year 
163J,  St.  Jago  de  la  Vega  was  a  fecond  time  plun- 
dered by  500  Englifh  from  the  Leeward  illands, 
though  that  capital,  and  the  fort  (which  they  al- 
fo  took)  were  defuided  by  four  times  their  num- 
ber of  Spaniards.  One  and  twenty  years  after- 
wards, the  whole  ifland  was  reduced  by  the  forces 
fent  thither  by  Oliver  Cromwell,  and  has  ever 
fince  belonged  to  England.  It  is  by  far  the  larg- 
eft  ifland  poffclTtd  by  the  Fnglifh  in  the  Weft  In- 
dies. Sir  Tho;na3  Modyford,  a  rich  and  eminent 
planter  of  Baibadi  es,  removed  to  Jamaica,  A.  D. 
1660,  to  the  great  advantage  of  thatiftand;  for 
he  inftruAcd  the  young  Englifti  fctders  to  cultivate 
the  fugar-cane;  for  which,  and  other  great  im- 
provements which  he  then  made  them  acquaint- 
ed with,  King  Charles,  three  years  afterwards, 
appointed  him  governor  thereof,  in  which  ho- 
nourable employment  he  ccntinu^d  till  the  year 
16O9. 
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While  weeps  the  gualac,  and  while  joints  th6 
cane. 
Shall  the  mufe  celebrate  the  dark  deep  mould*  </ 
With  clay  or  gravel  mix'd  ? — This  foil  the  cane  ,^ 
With  partial  fondnefs  loves;  and  oft  iurveys 
Its  progeny  with  wonder. — Such  rich  veins     130 
Are  plenteous  fcatter'd  o'er  the  fugar-ifles : 
But  chief  that  land,  to  which  the  bearded  fig, 
Prince  of  the  foreft,  gave  Earbadoes  name : 


Ver.  132.  This  wonderful  tree,  by  the  Indians 
called  the  Banian-tree ;  and  by  the  botanifts  Ficut 
Jndica,  or  Bengalienfis,  is  exaftly  dcfcribcd  by  C^ 
Curtius,  and  beautifully  by  Milton  in  the  follow- 
ing lines : 

"  The  fig-tree,  not  that  kind  renown'd  for  fruit, 
"  But  fuch  as  at  this  day  to  Indians  known, 
"  In  Malabar  and  Decan  fpreads  her  arms ; 
"  Branching  fo  broad  and  long,  that  in  the  ground, 
"  The   bended  twigs   take   root,  and  daughter* 

"  grow 
"  About  the  mother-tree,  a  pillar'd  fhade, 
"  High  over-arch'd,  and  echoing  walks  between. 
"  There  oft  the  Indian  herdfman,  Ibunning  heat, 
"   Shelters  in  cool,  and  tends  his  pafturing  herds 
"  At  loop-holes  cut  through  thickeft  Ihade."— 

What  year  the  Spaniards  firft  difcovered  Barha- 
does  is  not  certainly  known;  this,  however,  is 
certain,  that  they  never  fettled  there,  but  only 
made  ufe  of  it  as  a  ftock-ifland  in  their  voyages 
to  and  from  South  America,  and  the  iflands  ;  ac- 
cordingly, we  are  told,  when  the  Englifti  firfb 
landed  there,  which  was  about  the  end  of  the 
fixteenth  or  beginning  of  the  feventeenth  century, 
they  found  in  it  an  excellent  breed  of  wild  hogs, 
but  110  inhabitants.  In  the  year  1627,  Barbadoes, 
with  moft  of  theprherCaribbcc-iflands,  were'grant- 
ed  by  Charles  I.to  the  Earl  of  Carlifle,  that  noble- 
man agreeing  to  pay  to  the  Earl  of  Marlborough, 
and  his  heirs,  a  perpetual  annuity  of  300l./'iT  ann, 
for  his  waving  bis  claim  to  Barbadoes,  which  he 
had  obtained^ by  patent,  in  the  preceding  reign. 
The  adventurers  to  vi'hom  that  nobleman  parcel- 
led out  this  ifland,  at  firft  cultivated  tobacco  ;  buc 
that  not  turning  out  to  their  advantage,  they  ap- 
plied with  better  fuccefs,  to  cotton,  indigo,  and 
ginger.  At  laft,  fome  cavaliers  of  good  fortune, 
tranfporting  themfclves  thither,  and  introducing 
the  fugar-cane  [A.  D.  1647],  probably  from  Bra- 
zil, in  ten  3'ears  time  the  ifland  was  peopled  with 
upwards  of  30,000  v>  hites,  and  twice  that  num- 
ber of  negroes,  and  fent  yearly  very  cinCderable 
quantities  of  fugar  to  the  mother-country.  At 
the  Reftoration,  King  Charles  II.  bought  off  the 
claim  of  the  Carlifle  family  ;  and,  in  confidera- 
tion  of  its  then  becoming  a  royal  inftead  of  a  pro- 
prietary government,  the  planters  gave  the  crown 
four  and  a  half  per  cent,  on  their  fugars ;  which 
duty  ftill  continues,  although  the  ifland  is  faid  to 
be  lefs  able  to  pay  it  now  than  it  was  a  hundred 
years  ago.  It  is  upwards  of  20  miles  long,  and 
in  fome  places  almoft  14  broad. 
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Chief  Nevis,  juftly  for  its  hot  baths  fain'd; 
And  breezy  Monntferrat,whofe  wonderous  fprings 
Change,  like  Medufa's  head,  whate'er  they  touch, 
To  ftonny  hardnefs ;  boaft  this  fertile  glebe. 
Though  fuch  the  foils  the  Antillean  cane 
Supremely  loves ;  yet  other  foils  abound, 
Which  art  may  tutor  to  obtain  its  fmile.  140 

Say,  fliall  the  experienc'd  mule  that  art  recite  ? 
How  fand  will  fertilize  flifF  barren  clay  ? 
How  clay  unites  the  light,  the  porous  mould, 
Sport   of  each   breeze  ?     And   how   the  torpid 

nymph 
Of  the  rank  pool,  fo  noifome  to  the  fmell, 
May  be  folicited,  by  wily  ways. 
To  draw  her  humid  train,  and,  prattling,  run 
Down  the  reviving  flopes  ?     Or  fhall  (he  fay 
What  glebes  ungrateful  to  each  other  art, 
Their  genial  treafures  ope  to  fire  alone  ?  150 

Reccord  the  different  compofts ;  which  the  cold 
To  plaftic  gladnefs  warm  ?     The  torrid  which 
By  foothing  coolnefs  win  ?     The  fharp  faline, 


Ver.  134.  This  ifland,  which  does  not  contain 
many  fewer  fquare  miles  than  St.  Chriftopher,  is 
more  rocky,  and  almoft  of  a  circular  figure.  It  is 
feparated  from  that  ifland  by  a  channel  not  above 
one  mile  and  a  half  over,  and  lies  to  windward. 
Its  warm  bath  pofTefles  all  the  medical  properties 
of  the  hot  well  at  Briftol,  and  its  water,  being 
properly  bottled,  keeps  as  well  at  fea,  and  is  no 
lefs  agreeable  to  the  palate.  It  was  for  many 
years  the  capital  of  the  Leeward  ifland  govern- 
ment :  and,  ac  that  period,  contained  more  whites 
and  blacks  than  it  does  at  prefent,  often  mufter- 
ing  300®  men.  The  Englilh  firfl  fettled  there,  A. 
D.  i6a8.  Sixty-two  years  afterwards,  the  chief 
town  was  almoft  wholly  deftroyed  by  an  earth- 
quake;  and,  in  1706,  the  planters  were  well- 
nigh  ruined  by  the  French,  who  carried  off  their 
fiaves  contrary  to  capitulation.  It  mull  have  been 
difcovered  in  Columbus's  fecond  voyage,  A,  D. 

1493- 

Ver.  135,  This  ifland,  which  lies  about  30 
miles  to  the  fouth-weft  of  Antigua,  is  not  lefs  fa- 
mous for  its  folfaterre  (or  volcano),  and  hot  pe- 
trifying fpring,  than  for  the  goodnefs  of  its  fugars. 
Being  almofl  circular  in  its  fhape.  it  cannot  con- 
tain much  lefs  land  than  either  Nevis  or  St.  Chrif- 
topher. It  is  naturally  ftrong,  fo  that  when  the 
French  made  defcents  thereon,  in  King  William 
and  Queen  Anne's  time,  they  were  always  rcpulf- 
ed  with  confiderable  lofs.  It  was  fettled  by  that 
great  adventurer  Sir  Thomas  Warner,  A. '0.1633, 
who  fent  thither  fome  of  his  people  from  St. 
Chriftopher,  for  that  purpofe.  In  the  beginning 
of  the  reign  of  Charles  II.  the  French  took  it,  but 
it  was  reftored,  A.  D.  1667,  by  the  treaty  of  Bre- 
da. In  this  ifland,  the  Roman  catholics,  who 
behaved  well  when  our  enemies  attempted  to  con- 
quer it,  have  many  privileges,  and  of  courfe  are 
more  numerous  there,  than  in  any  other  of  the 
Englifti  Caribbee-iflands.  Its  capital  is  csllc.i  Ply- 
mouth. Columbus  difcovered  it  in  bis  fecond 
•voyage. 


Which  beft  fubdue  ?     Which  mollify  the  four  ? 

To  thee,  if  fate  low  level  land  aflign. 
Slightly  cohering,  and  of  fable  hue. 
Far  from  the  hill ;  be  parfimony  thine.       [fcend. 
For  though  this  year,  when  conftant  fliowers  de- 
The  fpeeding  gale,  thy  fturdy  numerous  ftock. 
Scarcely  fuffice  to  grind  thy  mighty  canes ;      160 
Yet  thou,  with  rueful  eye,  for  many  a  year,  ^ 
Shalt  view  thy  plants  burnt  by  the  torch  of  day ; 
Hear  their  parch'd  wan  blades  ruftle  in  the  air  ; 
While  their  black  fugars,  doughy  to  the  feel. 
Will  not  ev'n  pay  the  labour  of  thy  fvvains. 

Or,  if  the  mountain  be  thy  happier  lot, 
Let  prudent  fortfight  ftill  thy  coffers  guard. 
For  though  the  clouds  relent  in  nightly  rain. 
Though  thy  rank  canes  wave  lofty  in  the  gale ; 
Yet  will  the  arrow,  ornament  of  woe,  170 

(Such  monarchs  oft  times  give)  their  jointing 

ftint; 
Yet  will  winds  lodge  them,  ravening  ratsdeftroy. 
Or  troops  of  monkeys  thy  rich  harveft  fteal. 
The  earth  muft  alfo  wheel  around  the  fun, 
And  half  perform  that  circuit ,  ere  the  bill 
Mow  down  thy  fugars  :  and  though  all  thy  mills. 
Crackling,  o'erflow  with  a  redundant  juice. 
Poor  taftes  the  liquor ;  codlion  long  denwnds. 
And  higheft  temper,  ere  it  faccharize; 
A  meagre  produce.  Such  is  virtue's  meed,       180 
Alas !   too  oft  in  thefe  degenerate  days. 
Thy  cattle  likewife,  as  they  drag  the  wain, 
Charg'd  from  the  beach,  in  fpite  of  whips  and 

fliouts. 
Will  flop,  will  pant,  will  fink  beneath  the  load; 

A  better  fate  deferving. 

Befides,  thy  land  itfelf  is  infecure  : 

For  of:  the  glebe,  and  all  its  waving  load, 

Will  journey,  forc'd  off  by  the  mining  rain  ; 

And,  with  its  faithlefs  burden,  difarrange 

Thy  neighbour's  vale.  So  Markley-hill  of  old,  190 

As  fung  thy  bard  Pomona  (in  thefe  ifles 

Yet  unadord),  with  all  its  fpreading  trees. 

Full  fraught  with  apples,  chaiig'd  its  lofty  lite.. 

Bur,  as  in  life,  the  golden  mean  is  beft  ; 
So  happieft  he  whofe  green  plantation  lies 
Nor  from  the  hill  too  far,  nor  from  the  fhore. 

Planter,  if  thou  with  wonder  wouldft  furvey 
Redundant  harvefts  load  thy  willing  foil; 
Let  fun  and  rain  mature  thy  deep-hoed  land, 
And  old  fat  dung  co-operate  with  thefe.  200 


Ver.  170,  That  part  of  the  cane  which  flioots 
up  into  the  fruilitication,  is  called  by  planters  it^> 
arrow,  having  bein  probably  uftd  for  that  pur- 
pofe by  the  Indians.  I'ill  tiie  arrow  drops,  all  ad- 
ditional jointing  in  the  cane  is  fuppofed  to  be 
flopped. 

Ver.  179.  Shell,  or  rather  marble  quick-lime,  is 
fo  called  by  the  planters  ;  without  this,  the  juice 
of  the  cane  cannot  be  concreted  into  fugar,  at 
leaft  to  advantage.  See  Book  III.  With  quick- 
lime the  French  join  aflies  as  a  temper,  and  this 
mixture  they  ca.\[  JSnyvragc.  It  is  hoped  the  reader 
will  pardon  the  introdudlion  d  the  -vsrb /ac:bari%e, 
as  no  other  fo  emphatically  expreffed  the  amhors. 
3  i-  i'i 
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Be  this  great  truth  ftill  prefent  to  thy  mind ; 
The  half  well  cultur'd  far  exceeds  the  whole, 
Which  luft  of  gain,  unconfcious  of  its  end. 
Ungrateful  vexes  with  unceafmg  toil. 

As,  not  indulg'd,  the  richefl  lands  grow  poor  ; 
And  Liamuiga  may,  in  future  times, 
If  too  much  urg'd,  her  barrennefs  bewail  : 
So  cultivation,  on  the  (hallowed  foil, 
O'erfpread  with  rocky  cliffs,  will  bid  the  cane, 
With  fpiry  pomp,  all  bountifully  rife.  aio 

Thus  Britain's  flag,  fhould  difcipline  relent. 
Spite  of  the  native  courage  of  her  fons, 
"Would  to  the  lily  ftrike  :   ah  !  very  far, 
Far  be  that  woful  day  :  the  lily  then 
Will  rule  wide  ocean  with  refiftlefs  fway ; 
And  to  old  Gallia's  haughty  Hiore  tranfport 
The  lefftning  crops  of  thefe  delicious  ifles. 

Of  compofts  fliall  the  mufe  defcend  to  ling, 
Nor  foil  her  heavenly  plumes  ?  The  facred  mufe 
Nought  fordid  deems,  but  what  is  bafe ;  nought 
fair  220 

Unlcfs  true  virtue  ftamp  it  with  her  ftal. 
Then,  planter,  wouldft  thou  double  thine  eftate, 
Never,  ah  '.  never  he  afham'd  to  tread 
Thy  dung-heaps,  where  the  refufi:  of  thy  mills, 
•With  all  the  aflies  all  thy  coppers  yield,       [form. 
With  weeds,  mould,  dung,  and  dale,  a  compoft 
Of  force  to  fertilize  the  pooreft  foil. 

But,  planter,  if  thy  hndn  lie  far  remote. 
And  of  acctfs  are  difficult;  on  thefe 
Jjcave  the  cane's  faplefs  foliage;  and  with  pens  230 
Wattled  (like  thofe  the  nnifc  hath  oft  times  feen, 
When  frolic  fancy  led  her  youthful  (leps 
In  green  Dorchetbia's  plains),  the  whole  enclofe  : 
^I'here  well  thy  {lock  with  provend'-r  fujiply  ; 
The  well-fed  flock  will  foon  that  food  repay. 

Some  of  the  fkilful  teach,  and  feme  deny, 
That  yams  improve  the  foil.     In  meagre  lands, 
'Tis  known  the  yam  will  ne'er  to  bignels  fwell ; 
/ind  from  each  mould  the  vegetable  tribes. 
However  frugal,  nutriment  derive  :  340 

Yet  may  their  Iheltering  vines,  their  drooping 

leaves, 
Their  roots  dividing  the  tenacious  glebe, 
More  than  refund  the  fuftenance  they  draw. 

Whether  the  fattening  compoft  in  each  hole 
'Tis  heft  to  throw,  or  on  the  furface  fpread, 
Is  undetermin'd :  trials  muft  decide. 


meaning  ;  for  fome  chemifts  define  fugar  to  be  a 
native  fait,  and  others  a  foap. 

Vcr.  206.  The  Caribbean  name  of  St.  Chrifto- 
phcr. 

Ver.  237.  The  botanical  name  of  this  plant  is 
Diofcoria.  Its  leaves,  like  thofe  of  the  water-melon, 
or  gourd,  foon  mantle  over  the  ground  where  it  is 
planted.  It  takes  about  eight  months  to  come  to 
perfcclion,  and  then  is  a  wholefome  root,  either 
boiled  or  roafted.  They  will  fometimcs  weigh 
one  and  an  half,  or  two  pounds ;  but  their  com- 
moneft  fize  is  trom  fix  ounces  to  nine.  They  can- 
not be  kept  good  above  half  a  year.  They  are  a 
native  of  South-Americaj  the  Well-Indies,  and  of 
mpfl  parts  of  Guinea. 


Unlefs  kind  rains  and  foftering  dews  defcend. 
To  melt  the  compoft's  fertilizing  falts, 
A  ftinfed  plant,  deceitful  of  thy  hopes. 
Will  from  thofe  beds  flow  fpring  where  hot  dung 
lies :  2_jo 

But,  if  'tis  fcatter'd  generoufly  o'er  all. 
The  cane  will  better  hear  the  folar  blaze  ; 
Jjtf*  rain  demand;  and,  by  repeated  crops 
1  by  land  improv'd,  its  gratitude  will  fhow. 

Enough  of  compofts,  mufe  ;  of  foils  enough  : 
When  bed  to  dig,  and  when  inhume  the  cane ; 
A  talk  how  arduous  !   next  den^ands  thy  foiig. 

It  not  imports  beneath  what  fign  thy  hoes 
The  deep  trough  fink,  and  ridge  alternate  raife : 
If  this  from  walhes  guard  thy  gemmy  tops,       a6<> 
And  that  arreft  the  moifture  thefe  require. 

Yet  fhould  the  fite  of  thine  eftate  permit. 
Let  the  trade-wind  thy  ridges  ventilate; 
So  fliall  a  greener,  loftier  cane  arife, 
And  richefl  nedtar  in  thy  coppers  foam. 

As  art  transforms  the  favage  face  of  things, 
And  order  captivates  the  harmonious  mind. 
Let  not  thy  blacks  irregularly  hoe 
But,  aided  by  the  line,  confult  the  fite 
Of  thy  dtmefnes,  and  bc;iutify  the  whole.         270 
£0  when  a  monarch  rufhcs  to  the  war, 
To  drive  invafion  from  his  frit;htcd  realm  ; 
Some  delegated  chief  the  frontier  views, 
And  to  each  fcjuadron  and  brigade  affigns 
Iheir  order'd  ftation  :   Soon  the  tented  field 
Brigade  and  fquadron  whiten  on  the  fight. 
And  fill  fpedlators  with  an  awful  joy.   . 

Planter,  improvement  is  the  child  of  time; 
What  your  fires  knew  not,  ye  their  offspring  know  : 
Bnt  hath  your  art  receiv'd  pi-rfeiflion's  ftamp  .'  280 

rhou  canfl  not  fay Unprcjudic'd,  then  leara 

Of  ancient  modes  to  doubt,  and  new  to  try: 
And  if  philofophy,  with  wifdom,  deign 
Thee  to  enlighten  with  their  ufeful  lore. 
Fair  fame  and  liches  will  reward  thy  toil. 

Then  fay,  ye  fwains,  whoai  wealth  and  fame, 
infpire, 
Might  not  the  plough,  that  rolls  on  rapid  wheels, 
Save  no  fmall  labour  to  the  hoe-arm'd  gang  ? 
Might  not  the  culture  taught  the  Britifh  hinds, 
By  Ceres'  fon,  unfailing  crops  fecure,  2f  o 

Though  neither  dung  nor  fallowing  lent  their  aid  ? 

The  cultur'd  land  recals  the  devious  mufe; 
Propitious  to  the  planter  be  the  call : 


Ver.  260.  The  fummit  of  the  cane  being  fmal- 
ler  jointed,  as  well  as  fofter,  and  confequcntly 
having  more  gems,  from  whence  the  young  iprouts 
fhoot,  is  properer  for  planting  than  any  o-lier  pare 
of  it.  Erom  one  to  four  junks,  each  about  a  foot 
long,  are  put  in  every  hole.  Where  too  many 
junks  arc  planted  in  one  hole,  the  canes  rr.ay  he 
numerous,  but  can  neither  become  vigorous,  nor 
yield  fiich  a  quantity  of  rich  liquor  as  they  other, 
wife  would.  .In  cafe  the  young  flioots  do  not  ap- 
pear above  ground  in  four  or  five  weeks,  the  de- 
ficiencies niuft  be  fupplicd  with  new  tops. 

Ver.  290.  Jethro  TuU,  Efq.  the  greatcft  im-^^ 
prover  in  modern  huibandry. 
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For  much,  my  friend,  it  thee  Imports  to  know 
The  meeteft  feafon  to  commit  thy  tops, 
With  beft  advantage,  to  the  well-dug  mould. 
The  talk  how  difficult,  to  cull  the  beft 
From  thwarting  fentiments,  and  beft  adorn 
What  wifdom  choofes  in  poetic  garb  ! 
Yet,  infpiration,  come  :  the  theme  unfung,      300 
Whence  never  poet  crept  one  bloomy  wreath ; 
Its  vaft  importance  to  my  native  land, 
Whofe  fweet  idea  rufhes  on  my  mind, 
And  makes  me  'mid  this  paradife  repine, 
Urge  me  to  pluck,  from  fancy's  foaring  wing, 
A  plume  to  deck  experience'  hoary  brow. 

Attend  I   The  fon  of  time  and  truth  declares, 
Unlefs  the  low-hung  clouds  drop  fatnefs  down, 
No  bunching  plants  of  vivid  green  will  fpring, 
In  goodly  ranks,  to  fill  the  planter's  eye.  310 

Let  then  fagacity,  with  curious  ken, 
Remark  the  various  figns  of  future  rain. 
The  figns  of  rain,  the  Mantuan  bard  hath  fung 
In  loftieft  numbers;  friendly  to  thy  fwains. 
Once  fertile  Italy  :  but  other  marks 
Portend  the  approaching  fhower,  in   thefe  hot 
climes. 

Short  fudden  rains,  from  ocean's  ruffled  bed, 
Driven  by  fome  momentary  fqualls,  will  oft 
With  frequent  heavy  bubbling  drops,  downfal ; 
While  yet  the  fun,  incloudlefsluftre,  fhines  :  320 
And  draw  their  humid  train  o'er  half  the  ifle. 
Unhappy  he  !  who  journeys  then  from  home, 
No  (hade  to  fcreen  him.  His  untimely  fate 
His  wife,  his  babes,  his  friends,  will  foou  deplore; 
Unlefs  hot  wines,  dry  ciorhes,  and  fridlion's  aid. 
His  fleeting  fpirits  ftay.   Yet  not  even  thefe, 
Nor  all  Apollo's  arts,  will  always  bribe 
The  infidious  tyrant  death,  thrice  tyrant  here! 
Elfc  good  Amyntor,  him  the  Graces  lov'd, 
Wifdom  carefs'd,  and  Themis  call'd  her  own,  33c 
Had  liv'd  by  all  a4fnir'd,  had  now  perus'd 
"  Thefe  lines,  with  all  the  malice  of  a  friend." 

Yet  future  rains  the  careful  may  furetel : 
Mofquitos,  fand-flies,  feek  the  (helter'd  roof. 
And  with  fell  rage  the  ftranger  gueft  aflail. 


Ver.  334.  Mufqullos.  This  is  a  Spanifh  word,  fig- 
nifying  a  gnat,  or  fly.  They  are  very  troublefome, 
efpecially  to  ftrangers, whom  they  bite  unmercifully, 
caufing  a  yellow  coloured  tumour,  attended  with 
excelTive  itching.  Ugly  ulcers  have  often  been 
occafioned  by  fcratching  tliofe  fwellings,  in  pcr- 
fons  of  a  bad  habit  of  body.  Though  natives  of 
the  Weft-Indies,  they  are  not  lefs  common  in  the 
coideft  regions;  for  Mr.  Maupertius  takes  notice 
how  troublefome  they  were  to  him  and  his  atten- 
dants on  the  fnowy  lummit  of  certain  mountains 
wi(hin  the  ardic  circle.  They,  however,  cliieily 
love  fhady,  moift,  and  warm  places.  Accordingly 
they  are  commoneft  to  be  met  with  in  the  corners 
of  rooms,  towards  evening,  and  before  rain.  They 
are  fo  light  as  not  to  be  felt  when  they  pitch  on 
the  ficin  ;  and,  as  foon  as  they  have  darted  in  their 
proboicis,  fly  off,  i'o  that  the  firft  intimation  one 
has  of  being  bit  by  them,  is  the  itching  tumour. 
W^rm  lime  juice  is  its  remedy.     The  mo.'quilo 


Nor  fpare  the  fportive  child  ;  from  their  retreats 
Cockroaches  crawl  dilpleafingly  abroad  : 
Thefe,  without  pity,  let  thy  flaves  deftroy  ; 
(Like  harpies,  they  defile  whate'er  they  touch)  ; 
V\'^hile  thofe,  the  fmother  of  combuftion  quells.  340 
The  fpeckled  lizard  to  its  hole  retreats, 
And  black  crabs  travel  from  the  mountain  down; 


makes  a  humming  noife,  efpecially  in  the  night- 
time. 

Ver.  334.  Sand-ficu  This infed  the Spaniardscali 
/ifo/^u////^*,  being  much  Imaller  than  the  mofquito. 
Itj  bite  is  like  a  fpark  of  fire  falling  on  the  Ikin, 
which  it  raifes  into  a  fmall  tumour,  accompanied 
with  itching.  But  if  the  fand-fly  caufes  a  (harper 
and  more  fudden  pain  than  the  mofquito,  yet  it  is 
a  more  honourable  enemy,  for  remaining  upoa 
the  (kin  after  the  puniture,  it  may  eallly  be  killed. 
Its  colour  is  gray  and  black,  flriped.  Lemon  juice 
or  firft  runnings  cures  its  bite. 

Ver.  337.  This  is  a  large  fpecies  of  the  chafer, 
or  fcaribajus,  and  is  a  moft  difagreeable  as  well  p.s 
deftruAive  infedl.  There  is  fcarce  any  thing  wl  l 
it  will  not  devour  ;  and  wherever  it  has  remained 
for  any  time,  it  leaves  a  naufeous  fmell  behind  it. 
Though  better  than  an  inch  long,  their  thicknefs 
is  no  ways  correfpondent,  fo  that  they  can  infinu- 
ate  themfelves  almoft  through  any  creviee,  &c. 
into  cabinets,  draweis,  &c.  The  fmell  of  cedar  is 
faid  to  frighten  them  away  :  but  this  is  a  popular 
miftake  ;  for,  I  have  often  killed  them  in  prefTes 
of  that  wood.  There  is  a  fpecies  of  cockroach, 
which,  on  account  of  a  beating  noife  which  it 
makes,  efpecially  in  the  night,  is  called  the  Drum- 
mer. Though  larger,  it  is  neither  of  fo  burnifhed 
a  colour,  nor  fo  quick  in  its  motions  as  the  common 
fort,  than  which  it  is  alfo  lefs  frequent,  and  not  fa» 
pernici(ju8 ;  yet  both  will  nibble  peoples  toe-ends, 
efpecially  if  not  well  wafhed,  and  have  fometimes 
occafioned  uneafy  fores  there.  They  are  natives  of 
a  warm  climate.  The  French  call  them  Ravats. 

Ver.  34 r.  This  is  meant  of  the  ground  lizard,' 
and  not  of  the  tree  lizard,  which  is  of  a  fine  greeit 
colour.  There  are  many  kinds  of  ground  lizards, 
which,  as  they  are  common  in  the  hot  parts  of 
Europe,  I  (hall  not  defcribe.  All  of  thtm  are 
perfedlly  innocent.  The  Caribbeans  ufed  to  eac 
them  ;  they  are  not  inferior  to  fiiakes  as  a  medi- 
cated food.  Snuff  forced  into  their  mouth  foon 
convulfes  them.  They  change  colour,  and  become 
torpid  ;  but,  in  a  few  hours  recover.  I'he  guana, 
or  rather  Iguana,  is  the  largeft  fort  of  lizard. 
This,  when  irritated,  will  fly  at  one.  It  lives 
mofily  upon  fruit.  It  has  a  faw-like  appearance, 
which  ranges  from  its  head  all  along  its  back,  to 
its  tail.  The  flefli  of  it  is  efteemcd  a  great  delicacy. 
The  firft  writers  on  the  Lues  Venerea,  forbid  its 
ufe  to  thofe  who  labour  under  that  difeafe.  It  is 
a  very  ugly  animal.  In  fome  parts  of  South-A- 
merica, the  alligator  is  called  Iguana, 

Ver.  341.  Black  land-crabs  are  excellent  eating; 
but  as  they  fometimes  will  occafion  a  moft  violenc 
chbUra  ni'irbus  (owing,  fay  planters,  to  their  feed- 
ing gn  the  mahoe-berry),  they  (hould  never  be 
3  ^  "U 
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Tby  ducks  their  feathers  prune;  thy  doves  return, 
In  faithful  flocks,  and,  on  the  neighbouring  roof, 
Perch  frequent;  where,  with  pieas'd  attention, 

they 
Behold  the  deepening  congregated  clouds, 
"With  fadnefs,  hlot  the  azure  vault  of  Heaven. 

Now,  while  the  {hower  depends,  and  rattle  loud 
Your  doors  and  windows,  hafte  ye  houfewives, 

place 
Your  fpouts  and  pails  ;  ye  negroes,  feek  the  (hade. 
Save  thofe  who  open  with  the  ready  hoe         351 
The  enriching  water-courfc  :  for.  fee,  the  drops. 
Which  fell  with  flight  afperfion,  now  defcend 
In  ftreams  continuous  on  the  laughing  land. 
The  coycft  Naiads  quit  their  rocky  caves. 
And,  with  delight,  run  brawling  to  the  main  ; 
While  thofe,  who  love  fVill  vifible  to  glad 
The  thirfty  plains  from  never-ceaflng  uins, 
Affume  more  awful  niajefty,  and  pour, 
"W  ith  force  refilllefs,  down  the  channel'd  rocks. 
The  rocks,oriplit,or  hurried  from  their  bafe,36l 
"With  trees,  are  whirl'd  impetuous  to  the  fea  : 
FluiSluates  the  foreft  ;  the  torn  mountains  roar  : 
Th^  main  itfc';f  recoils  for  many  a  league, 
While  its  green  face  is  chang'd  to  fordiil  brown. 
A  grateful  frefhnefs  every  (cnfe  pervades ; 
While  beats  the  heart  with  unaccuftom'd  joy  : 
Her  flores  fugacious  memory  now  recals  ; 
And  fancy  prunes  her  wings  for  loftieft  flights. 
The  mute  creation  ihare  the  enlivening  hi  ur ;  3  70 
Bdunds  the  briflc  kid,  and  wanton  plays  the  lamb. 
The  drooping  plants  revive  ;  ten  thoufand  blooms. 
Which,  with  their  fragrant  fcents,  perfume  the  air, 
JBurft  into  being  ;  while  the  canes  put  on 
Glad  nature's  livelieft  robe,  the  vivid  green. 

But  chief,  let  fix'd  attention  cad  his  eye 
On  the  capt  mountain,  whole  high  rocky  verge 
The  wild  fig  canopies   (vaft  woodland  king, 
Beneath  thy  branching  fliade  a  banner'd  hofk 
Alay  lie  inambufiij  !  and  whofe  ftiaggy  fides,  380 
Trees  (hade,  of  endlefs  green,  enormous  fize. 
Wondrous  in  fhape,  to  botany  unknown. 
Old  as  the  deluge. — There,  in  fecret  haunts, 
The  watery  fpirits  ope  their  liquid  court ; 
There,  with  the  wood-nymphs,  link'd  in  feftal 

band, 
(Soft  airs  and  Phcebus  wing  them  to  their  arms) 
Hold  amorous  dalliance.    Ah,  may  none  profane. 
With  fire,  or  fleel,  their  myftic  privacy  : 
For  there  their  fluent  offspring  firft  fee  day, 
Coy  infants  fporting  ;   filver -footed  dew  390 

"I'o  bathe  by  night  thy  fprouts  in  genial  balm ; 
The  green-ftol'd  Naiad  of  the  tinkling  lill. 


drelTed  till  they  have  fed  for  fomc  weeks  in  a 
crab-houfe,  after  being  caught  by  the  negroes. 
When  they  moult,  they  are  nioft  delicate  ;  and 
then,  it  is  believed,  never  poifon.  This,  however, 
is  certain,  that  at  that  time  they  have  no  gall,  but, 
in  its  (lead,  the  petrifadion  called  a  Crab's-eye  is 
found.  As  I  have  frequently  obfervcd  their  great 
claws  (with  which  they  feverely  bite  the  unwary) 
of  very  unequal  fizes,  it  is  probable,  thcfe  regene- 
rate when  broke  off  by  accident,  or  othcrwile. 


Whofc  brow  the  fern-tree  (hades ;  the  power  of 

rain 
To  glad  the  thirfty  foil,  on  which  arrang'd, 
The  gemmy  fummits  of  the  cane  await 
Thy  negroe-train  (in  linen  lightly  wrapt), 
Who  now  that  painted  his  girds  the  Iky, 
(Aerial  arch,  which  fancy  loves  to  flride)  I 
Difperfe,  all-jocund,  o'er  the  long. hoed  land. 

'I'hc  bundles  fome  untie  ;  the  withered  leaves, 
Orhers  (trip  artful  off",  and  careful  lay,  401 

Twice  one  junk,  diftant  in  the  ampleft  bed  : 
O'er  thefe,  with  hafty  hoe,  fome  Ughtly  fpread 
The  mounded  interval ;  and  fmooth  the  trench  : 
Well  pieas'd,  the  mafter  fwain  reviews  their  toil; 
And  rolls,  in  fancy,  many  a  full  fraught  calk. 
So,  when  the  fliield  was  forg'd  for  Peleus'  fon. 
The  fwarthy  Cyclops  (har'd  the  important  tafk  ! 
With  bellows,  fome  reviv'd  the  feeds  of  fire ; 
Some  gold  and  brafs,  and  fteel,  together  fua'd  41* 
In  the  vaft  furnace ;  while  a  chofen  few. 
In  equal  meafures  lifting  their  bare  arms. 
Inform  the  mafs;  and,  hiffing  in  the  wave, 
Temper  the  glowing  orb  :  their  fire  beholds, 
Amaz'd,  the  wonders  of  his  fufilc  art. 

While  Procyon  reigns  yet  fervid  in  the  (ky ; 
While  yet  the  fisry  fun  in  Leo  rides ; 
And  the  fun's  child,  the  mail'd  anana,  yields 
His  regal  apple  to  the  ravifh'd  tafte  ; 
And  thou  green  avocato,  charm  of  fenfe,         4i» 
Thy  ripened  marrow  liberally  beflow'ft; 
Begin  the  diftant  meuntain-land  to  plant : 
So  (hall  thy  canes  defy  November's  cold, 
Ungenial  ta  the  upland  young  ;  fo  beft, 
Unftinted  by  the  arrow's  deadening  power. 
Long  yellow  joints  ftiiill  flow  with  generous  juice. 

But,  till  the  lemon,  orange,  and  the  lime. 
Amid  their  verdant  umbrage,  countlefs  glow 
With  fragrant  fruit  of  Vegetable  gold ; 
Till  yellow  plantancs  bend  the  unftain'd  bough 
With  crooked  clufters,  prodigally  full; 
Till  Capricorn  command  the  cloudy  (ky  ; 
And  moift  Aquarius  melt  in  daily  (bowers, 
Fnend  to  the  cane  ifles;  truft  not  thou  thy  tops, 
I'hy  future  riches,  to  the  lowland  plain  : 


Ver  393.  This  only  grows  in  mountainous-fitu- 
ations.  Its  ilem  fhoots  up  to  a  confiderable  height, 
but  it  does  not  divide  into  branches  till  near  the 
fummit,  where  it  ihoots  out  horizontally,  like  an 
umbrella,  into  leaves,  which  refemble  thofe  of  the 
common  fern.  I  know  of  no  medical  ules  whereto 
this  Angularly  beautiful  tree  has  been  applied ; 
and,  indeed,  its  wood  being  fpongy,  is  feldom  ufed 
to  economical  purpofes.  It  hou  ever,  fcrves  well 
enough  for  building  mountain  hut», and  temporary- 
fences  for  cattle. 

Vcr.  48.  This  is  the  pine-apple,  and  needs  no 
defcription  ;  the  cherimoya,  a  South-Am.  rican 
fruit,  is  by  all,  who  have  tafted  both,  allowed  to 
furp.ifs  the  pine,  and  is  even  faid  to  be  more 
vvholefome.  The  botanical  name  of  the  pine-apple 
is  bromelia.  Of  the  wild  pine-apple,  or  ananas 
bravo,  hedges  are  made  in  South-America.  It 
produces  an  inferior  fort  of  fruit. 
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And  If  kind  Heaven,  in  pity  to  thy  prayers. 
Shed  genial  influence  ;  as  the  earth  abfolves 
Her  annual  circuit,  thy  rich  ripened  canes 
Shall  load  thy  waggons,  mules,  an/J  negroc-train. 
But  chief  thee,  planter,  it  imports  to  mark  440 
(Whether  thou  breathe  the  mountain's  humid  air, 
Or  pant  with  heat  continual  on  the  plain) ; 
What  months  relent,  and  which  from  rain  are  free. 

In  different  iflands  of  the  ocean  flream, 
Even  in  the  different  parts  of  the  fame  ifle, 
The  feafons  vary  ;  yet  attention  foon 
Will  give  thee  each  variety  to  know. 
This  once  obferv'd ;  at  fuch  a  time  inhume 
Thy  plants,  that,  when  they  joint  (important  age, 
Like  youth  juft  ftepping  into  life),  the  clouds  450 
May  conrtantly  bedew  them  :  fo  (hall  they 
Avoid  thofe  ails,  which  elfe  their  manhood  kill. 
Six  times  the  changeful  moon  muft  blunt  her 
horns, 
And  fill  with  borrowed  light  her  filvery  urn  ; 
Ere  thy  tops,  trufted  to  the  mountain-land. 
Commence  their  jointing  :  but  four  moons  fuffice 
To  bring  to  puberty  the  lowland  cane. 

In  plants,  in  beafts,  in  man's  imperial  race. 
An  alien  mixture  meliorates  the  breed  ; 
Hence  canes,  that  fickened  dwarfifli  on  the  plain, 
Will  (hoot  with  giant-vigour  on  the  hill.         461 
Thus  all  depends  on  all ;  fo  God  ordains. 
Then  let  not  man  for  little  felfiih  ends, 
(Britain,  remember  this  important  truth); 
Prefume  the  principle  to  counteradl 
Of  univerfal  love  ;  for  God  is  love. 
And  wide  creation  faares  alike  his  care. 

'I is  faid  by  lome,  and  not  unletter'd  they, 
That  chief  the  planter,  if  he  wealth  defire, 
Should  note  the  phafes  of  the  fickle  moon.       470 
On  thee,  fweet  emprefs  of  the  night,  depend 
The  tides ;  ftern  Neptune  pays  his  court  to  thee  ; 
The  winds,  obedient  at  thy  bidding  (hift. 
And  tempefts  rife  or  fall ;  even  lordly  man. 
Thine  energy  controuls. — Not  fo  the  cane  ; 
The  cane  its  independency  may  boaft, 
Though  fome  kfs   noble  plants  thine  influence 
own. 
Of  mountain-lands  economy  permits 
A  third,  in  canes  of  mighty  growth  to  rife; 
But,  in  the  lowland  plain,  the  half  will  yield  480 
Though  not  fo  lofty,  yet  a  richer  cane, 
For  many  a  crop  ;  if  feafons  glad  the  foil. 

While  rolls  the  fun  from  Aries  to  the  Bull, 
And  till  the  virgin  his  hot  beams  enflame ; 
The  cane,  with  richeft,  moft  redundant  juice. 
Thy  fpacious  coppers  fills.  Then  manage  fo. 
By  planting  in  fuccelTion;  that  thy  crops 
The  wondering  daughters  of  the  main  may  waft 
To  Britain's  fliore,  ere  Libra  weigh  the  year  : 
So  (hall  thy  merchant  cheerful  credit  grant,    490 
And  vvell-earn'd  opulence  thy  cares  repay. 

Thy  fields  thus  planted  ;  to  fccure  the  canes 
From  the  goat's  baneful  tooth  ;  the  churning  boar; 
From  thieves ;  from  fire  or  cafual  or  defign'd ; 


Unfailing  herbage  to  thy  toiling  herds 
Would'll  thou  afford  ;  and  the  fpedlators  charm 
With  beauteous  profpe<Sls  :  let  the  frequent  hedge 
Thy  green  plantation,  regular,  divide. 

With  limes,  with  lemons,  let  thy  fences  glow. 
Grateful  to  fenfc  ;  now  children  of  this  clime  :  joo 
And  here  and  there  let  oranges  eredt 
Their  fhaptly  beauties,  and  perfume  the  (ky. 
Nor  lefs  delightful  blooms  the  logwood  hedge, 
Whofe  wood  to  coi5lion  yields  a  precious  balm. 
Specific  in  the  flux  :  Endemial  ail, 
Much  caul'e  have  I  to  weep  thy  fatal  fvvay. 
But  God  is  juft,  and  man  muft  not  repine. 
Nor  (hall  the  ricinus  unnoted  pafs ; 
Yet,  if  the  cholic's  deathful  pangs  thou  dread'flr, 
Tafte  not  its  lufcious  nut.    The  acalTee,  510 

With  which  the  fons  of  Jewry,  ftiff-neck'd  race, 
Conjedlure  fays,  our  God-MelFiah  crown'd; 
Soon  flioots  a  thick  impenetrable  fence. 


Ver.  482.  Long  continued  and  violent  rains, are 
«alUd  Seafons,  in  the  Well-Indies, 


Ver.  5eo.  It  is  fuppofed  that  orange«,  lemons, 
and  limes  were  introduced  into  America  by  the 
Spaniards ;  but  I  am  more  inclined  to  believe 
they  are  natural  to  the  climate.  The  Spaniards 
themfelves  piobably  had  the  two  firft  from  the 
Saracens ;  for  the  Spanifh  noun  Naranja,  whence 
the  Englifli  word  Orange,  is  plainly  ./\.rabic. 

Ver.  5c J.  Linnseus's  name  fur  this  ufeful  tree 
is  Hccmctexylon ,  but  it  is  better  known  to  phyfi- 
cians  by  that  of  Lignum  campechcnfe.  Its  virtues,  as 
a  medicine,  and  properties  as  an  ingredient  in 
dying,  need  not  to  be  enumerated  in  this  place. 
It  makes  a  no  lefs  ftrong  than  beautiful  hedge  in 
the  Weft-Indies,  where  it  rifes  to  a  confiderable 
height. 

Ver.  J08.  This  Ihriib  is  commonly  called  the 
phyfic-Hut.  It  is  generally  divided  into  three 
kinds  ;  the  common,  the  French,  and  the  Spanilh, 
which  differ  from  each  other  in  their  leaves  and 
flowers,  if  not  in  their  fruit  or  feeds.  The  plant 
from  which  the  caftor-oil  is  extradled,  is  alfo  cal- 
led Ricinus,  though  it  has  no  refemblance  to  any 
of  the  former,  in  leaves,  flowers,  or  feeds.  In  one 
particular  they  all  agree,  viz.  in  their  yielding  to 
codlion  or  expreffion  a  purgative  or  emetic  oil. 
The  Spaniards  name  thefe  nuts  Avellanas purgati- 
vas ;  hence  Kay  terms  them  A-vcl/ana  picrgatrhes 
nevi  oibis.  By  roafting  they  are  fuppofed  to'  lofe 
part  of  their  virultncy,  which  is  wholly  deftroyed, 
fay  Ibme  people,  by  taking  out  a  leaf-like  fubftance 
that  is  to  be  found  b<'tween  the  lobes.  The  nut 
exceeds  a  walnut,  or  even  an  almond,  in  fweet- 
nefs,  and  yet  three  or  four  of  them  will  operate 
brilkly  both  up  and  down.  The  French  call  this 
ufeful  fhrub  Medecinier.  That  fpccics  of  it  which 
bears  red  coral,  like  flowers,  is  named  Bellyach  by 
the  Barbadians ;  and  its  ripe  feeds  are  fuppofed  to 
be  fpecific  againft  melanclioly. 

Ver.  510.  Acacia.  This  is  a  fpecies  of  thorn  ; 
the  juice  of  the  root  is  fuppofed  to  be  poifonous. 
Its  feeds  are  contained  in  a  pod  or  ligumen.  It  is 
of  the  clafs  of  the  fyngenefia.  No  altringent  juice 
is  extracted  from  it.  Its  trivial  name  is  Cajha-w, 
J  Tournefort  defcribes  it  in  his  voyage  to  the  Le» 


9o6 


THE    ^\•ORKS    OF   GRAINGER. 


Whofe  fcent  perfumes  the  night  and  morning  Iky, 
Though  baneful  be  its  root.  The  privet  too, 
Whofe  white  flowers  rival  the  firft  drifts  of  fnow 
On  Granipia's  piny  hills ;  (O  might  the  mufe 
Tread,  flufli'd  with  health,  the  Grampian  hills 

again) ! 
Emblem  of  innocence  fhail  grace  my  fong. 
Boaft  of  the  flirubby  tribe,  carnation  fair,       520 
Nor  thou  repine,  though  late  the  mufe  record 
Thy  bloomy  honours.  Tipt  with  burnifli'd  gold, 
And  with  imperial  purple  crefled  high. 
More  gorgeous  than  the  train  of  Juno's  bird, 
Thy  bloomy  honours  oft  the  curious  mufe 
Hath  feen  tranfported  :  feeu  the  humming  bird, 
Whofe  burnifh'd  neck  bright  glows  with  verdant 

gold;- 
Leafl:  of  the  winged  vagrants  of  the  (ky. 
Yet  dauntlefs  as  the  ftrong-pounc'd  bird  of  Jove ; 
With  fluttering  vehemence  attack  thy  cups,    5  30 
To  rob  them  cf  their  neiftar's  lufcious  flore. 

But  if  with  ftones  thy  meagre  lands  are  fpread ; 
Be  thefe  collesSed,  they  will  pay  thy  toil : 
And  let  Vitruvius,  aided  by  the  line, 
fence  thy  plantations  with  a  thick-built  wall. 


vant.  Some  call  it  the  Holy  Thorn,  and  others 
Sweet  Briar.  The  half  ripe  pod  affords  a  flrong 
cement ;  and  the  main  ftem,  being  wounded,  pro- 
duces a  tranfparent  gum,  like  the  Arabic,  to  which 
tree  this  bears  a  ftrong  refemblance. 

Ver.  515.  Lrguf.tum.  This  fhrub  is  fufiiciently 
known.  Its  leaves  and  flowers  make  a  good  gar- 
gle in  the  aphthx  and  ulcerated  throat. 

Ver.  J  20.  This  is  indeed  a  moft  beautiful  flow- 
ering flirub.  It  is  a  native  of  the  Weft-Indies,  and 
called,  from  a  French  governor,  named  Depoinci, 
Foinciana.  If  permitted,  it  will  grow  twenty  feet 
high  ;  but,  in  order  to  make  it  a  good  fence,  it 
ihould  be  kept  low.  It  is  always  in  bloffom. 
Though  not  purgative,  it  is  of  the  fenna  kind. 
Its  leaves  and  flowers  are  ftomachic,  carminative, 
and  emmenagogue.  Some  authors  name  it  Cauda 
favonisf  on  account  of  its  inimitable  beauty  ;  the 
flowers  have  a  phyflcky  fmell.  How  it  came  to 
be  called  Doodle- doo  I  know  not ;  the  Barbadians 
more  properly  term  it  Floiver  Fence.  This  plant 
grows  alfo  in  Guinea. 

Ver.  526.  The  humming  bird  is  called  Pica- 
Jlore  by  the  Spaniards,  on  account  of  its  hovering 
over  flowers,  and  fucking  their  juices,  without  la- 
cerating, or  even  fo  much  as  difcompofmg  their 
petals.  Its  Indian  name,  fays  Ulloa,  is  Guinde, 
though  it  is  alfo  known  by  the  appellation  of  Ra- 
iilargo  and  Lizongero.  By  the  Caribbeans  it  was 
called  Collobree.  It  is  common  in  all  the  warm 
parts  of  America.  There  are  various  fpccies  of 
them,  all  exceeding  fmall,  beautiful  and  bold. 
The  crefted  one,  though  not  fo  frequent,  is  yet 
more  beautiful  than  the  others.  It  is  chiefly  to  be 
found  in  the  woody  parts  of  the  mountains.  Ed- 
wards has  defcribed  a  very  beautiful  humming 
bird,  with  a  long  tail,  which  is  a  native  of  Suri- 
nam, but  which  I  never  faw  in  thefe  iflands. 
■fhey  arc  eafily  caught  in  rainy  weather. 


On  this  lay  cuttings  of  the  prickly  pear; 
They  foon  a  formidable  fence  will  ihoot : 
Wild  liquorice  here  its  red  beads  loves  to  hang, 
Whilft  fcandent  bloflbms,  yellow,  purple,  blue, 
Unhurt,  wind  round  its  fliield-like  leaf  and  fpears. 
Nor  is  its  fruit  inelegant  of  tafte,  541 

Though  more  its  colour  charms  the  raviih'd  eye ; 
Vermeil,  as  youthful  beauty's  rofeat  hue  ; 
As  thine,  fair  Chriftobelle  :  ah,  when  will  fate. 
That  long  hath  fcowl'd  relentlefs  on  the  bard. 
Give  him  fome  fmall  plantation  to  enclofe. 
Which  he  may  call  his  own?    Not  wealth  he 

craves, 
Buf  independence  :  yet,  if  thou,  fweet  maid, 
In  health  and  virtue  bloom  ;  though  worfe  betide, 
Thy  fmile  will  fmooth  adveriity's  rough  brow. 

In  Italy's  green  bounds  the  myrtle  ihoots    jji 
A  fragrant  fence,  and  bloffoms  in  the  fun. 
Here,  on  the  rockieft  verge  of  thefe  blefc  ifles. 
With  little  care,  the  plant  of  love  would  grow. 
Then  to  the  citron  join  the  plant  of  love, 
And  with  their  fcent  and  Ihade  enrich  your  ifles. 

Yet  fome  pretend,  and  not  unfpccious  they. 
The  wood-nymphs  fofter  the  contagious  blail. 
Foes  to  the  dryads,  they  remorfelels  fell  560 


Ver.  536.  The  botanical  name  of  this  plant  is 
Ojiuntia ;  it  will  grow  in  the  barrenefl:  foils,  and 
on  the  tops  of  walls,  if  a  fmall  portion  of  earth  be 
added.  'I'here  are  two  forts  of  it,  one  whofe 
fruit  is  roundifh  and  fweet,  the  other,  which  has 
more  the  fhape  of  a  fig,  is  four.  The  former  is 
fometimes  eaten,  but  the  other  feldom.  The 
French  call  them  Fommc  de  Raquetti.  Both  fruit 
and  leaves  are  guarded  with  ftiarp  prickles ;  and, 
even  in  the  interior  part  of  the  fruit,  there  is  one 
which  muft  be  removed  before  it  is  eaten.  The 
leaves,  which  are  half  an  inch  thick,  having  a  fort 
of  pulp  interpofed  between  their  furfaccs,  being 
deprived  of  their  fpines,  and  foftened  by  the  fire, 
make  no  bad  poultice  for  inflammations.  The 
juice  of  the  fruit  is  an  innocent  fucus,  and  is  often 
ufed  to  tinge  guava  jellies.  The  opuntia,  upon 
which  the  cochineal  inleft  breeiis,  has  no  fpines, 
and  is  cultivated  with  care  in  South-America, 
where  it  alfo  grows  wild.  The  prickly  pear 
makes  a  ftrong  fence,  and  is  eafily  trimmed  with 
a  fcymitar.  It  grows  naturally  in  fome  parts  of 
Spain. 

Ver.  538.  This  is  a  fcandent  plant,  from  which 
the  negroes  gather  what  they  call  Jumbu  Bceds.. 
'I'hcfe  are  about  the  fize  of  pigeon-peas,  almoft: 
round,  of  a  red  colour,  with  a  black  ipeck  on  one 
extremity.  They  adt  as  an  emetic ;  but,  beinj,; 
violent  in  their  operation,  great  caution  fliould  be 
obferved  in  ufing  them.  The  leaves  make  a  good 
pecfloral  drink  in  difordcrs  of  the  brcaft.  By  the 
French  it  is  named  Petit  Panacaca,  to  diftinguifli 
it  from  a  large  tree,  which  bears  feeds  of  the  iame 
colours,  only  much  bigger.  This  tree  is  a  fpeciea 
of  black  ebony. 

Ver.  559.  So  a  particular  fpecles  cf  blight  i» 
called  in  the  Weft-Indies.  See  its  defcr'ptioiv  iu 
the  fecond  booli. 


THE    SUGAR   CANE. 


907 


Each  (hrub  of  (hade,  each  tree  of  fpreading  root, 
Thac  woo  the  fir(l  glad  fannings  of  the  breeze. 
Far  from  the  mufe  be  fiich  inhuman  thoughts; 
Far  better  recks  fhe  of  the  woodland  tribes. 
Earth's  eldeft  birth,  and  earth's  heft  ornament. 
Aik  him,  whom  rude  neceffify  compels 
To  dare  the  noontide  fervour,  in  this  clime, 
Ah,  mod  intenfely  hot ;  how  much  he  longs 
For  cooling  vaft  impenetrable  fhade  ?  569 

The  mufe.  alas,  th'  infxperienc'd  mufc  can  tell : 
Oft  hath  fhe  travell'd,  while  folftitial  beams, 
Shot  yellow  deaths  on  the  devoted  land ; 
Oft,  oft  hath  fhe  their  ill-judg'd  avarice  blam'd, 
Who,  to  the  ftranger,  to  their  flavcs  and  herds, 
Denied  this  befl  of  joys,  the  breezy  fhade. 
And  arc  there  none,  whom  generous  pity  warms. 
Friends  to  the  woodland  reign  ;  whom  fliades  de- 
light ?  [trees ; 
Who,  round  their  green  domains,  plant  hedge-row 
And  with  cool  cedars  fcreen  the  public  way  .' 
Yes,  good  Montano;  friend  of  man  was  he  :  j8o 
Him  pcrfccutipn,  virtue's  deadlieft  foe. 
Drove  a  lorn  exile  from  his  native  fhore  ; 
From- his  green  hills,  where  many  a  fleecy  flock. 
Where  many  a  heifer  crept  their  wholefome  food ; 
And  many  a  fwain,  obedient  to  his  rule, 
Him  their  lov'd  matter,  their  protedtor  oivn'd. 
Yet,  from  that  paradife,  to  Indian  wilds, 
To  tropic  funs,  to  fell  barbaric  hinds, 
A  poor  outcaft,  an  alipn,  did  he  roam; 
His  wife,  the  partner  of  his  better  hours,         590 
And  one  fweet  infant  cheer'd  his  difmal  way, 
Unus'd  to  labour ;  yet  the  orient  fun. 
Yet  weftern  Pliccbas,  faw  him  wield  the  hoe. 
At  firft  a  garden  all  his  wants  fupplied, 
(For  temperance  fat  cheerful  at  his  board), 
With  yams,  caflada,  and  the  food  of  ftrength, 

Ver.  572.  The  yellow  fever,  to  which  Europe- 
ans of  a  fanguine  habit  of  body,  and  who  exceed 
in  drinking  or  exercife,  are  liable  on  their  arrival 
in  the  Weft-Indies.  The  French  call  it  Maladie 
de  Siame,  or  more  properly,  La  Flevre  des  Mattlcts. 
Thofe  who  have  lived  any  time  in  the  iflands  are 
no  more  fubjecS;  to  this  difeafe  than  the  Creoles, 
whence,  however,  fome  phyficians  have  too  huflily 
concluded  that  it  was  of  foreign  extraftion. 

Ver.  596.  Caffavi,  caffava,  is  called  Jatropba 
by  botanifts.  Its  meal  makes  a  wholefome  and 
well-tafled  bread,  although  its  juice  be  poifonous. 
There  is  a  fpecies  of  calTada  which  may  be  eat 
with  fafety,  without  exprcfhng  the  juice  ;  this  the 
French  call  camagnoc.  The  colour  of  its  root  is 
white,  like  a  parihip  ;  that  of  the  common  kind  is 
of  a  brownifli  red,  before  it  is  fcraped.  By  coc. 
tion  the  caflada-juice  becomes  an  excellent  fauce 
for  fifh ;  and  the  Indians  prepare  many  whole- 
fome dilhes  from  it.  I  have  given  it  internally 
mixed  with  flour,  without  any  bad  confequences  ; 
it  did  not,  however,  produce  any  of  the  falutary 
cffedfs  I  expefted.  A  good  flarch  is  made  from 
it.  The  ftem  is  knotty,  and,  being  cut  into  fmall 
junks  and  planted,  young  fprouts  fhoot  up  from 
each  knob.  Horfes  have  been  poifoncd  by  eating 
^ts  leaves.     The  French  name  it  Munlkui,  Idagno:, 


Thrice-wholefome  tanics :  while  a  neighbouring 

dell, 
(Which  nature  to  the  fourfop  had  refigu'd), 
With  ginger,  and  with  Raleigh's  pungent  plant. 
Gave  wealth ;  and  gold  bought   better  land  and 

flaves,  6«io 

Heaven  blefs'd  his  labour  :  now  the  cotton-flirub, 


and  Ma/iioc,  and  the  Spaniards  MatidlocLa.  It  is  pre- 
tended that  all  creatures  but  man  eat  the  raw  root  of 
the  caflada  with  inipunity;  and,  when  dried,  that  it 
is  a  fovereigtj  antidote  againfl  venomous  bites.  A 
wholefome  drink  is  prepared  from  this  root  by 
the  Indians,_Spaniard8,  and  Portuguefe,  accord- 
ing to  Pineda.  There  43  one  fpecies  of  this  plane 
which  the  Indians  only  ufe,  and  is  by  them  cal- 
led Biiccacoua, 

Ver.  597.  This  wholefome  root,  in  fome  of  the 
iflands,  is  called  Edda  :  lis  botanical  name  is  A- 
ruoi  maximum  JEgyptlacum.  I'here  are  three  fpe- 
cies of  tanies,  the  blue,  the  fcratching,  and  that: 
which  is  commonly  roafted.  The  blofl'oms  of  aU 
three  are  very  fragrant,  in  a  morning  or  even- 
ing. The  young  leaves,  as  well  as  the  fpiral 
flalks  which  fupport  the  flower,  are  eaten  by  ne- 
groes as  a  fallad.  The  root  makes  a  good  broth 
in  dyfenteric  complaints.  They  are  feldonifo  large 
as  the  yam,  but  mofl  people  think  them  prefer- 
able in  point  of  taile. 

Ver.  598.  The  true  Indian  name  of  this  tree  is 
Suirfat^k.  It  grows  in  the  barrenneft  places  to  a 
confiderable  height.  Its  fruit  will  often  weigh 
two  pounds.  Its  ikin  is  green,  and  fomewhat 
prickly.  The  pulp  is  not  difagreeable  to  the  pa- 
late, being  cool,  and  having  its  fweetnefs  tem- 
pered with  fome  degree  of  an  acid.  It  is  one  of 
the  Ananas,  as  are  alfo  the  cuflard,  flar,  and  fu- 
gar-apples.  The  leaves  of  the  fourfop  are  very 
fliining  and  green.  The  fruit  is  wholefome,  but 
feldom  admitted  to  the  tables  of  the  elegant.  The 
feeds  are  difperfed  through  the  pulp  like  the  gua- 
va.  It  has  a  peculiar  flavour.  It  grows  in  the 
Eaft  as  well  as  the  Weft  Indies.  The  botanical 
name  is  Guanalmnus .  The  French  call  it  Fetit  Co- 
rofal,  or  Cxur  de  Bceuf,  to  which  the  fruit  bears  a 
refemblance.  The  root,  being  reduced  to  a  pow- 
der, and  fnuffed  up  the  nofe,  produces  the  fame 
efledl  as  tobacco.  Taken  by  the  mouth,  the  In- 
dians pretend  it  is  a  fpecific  in  the  epilepfy. 

Ver.  601.  The  fine  down,  which  this  flirub 
produces  to  envelope  its  feeds,  is  fufficiently  known. 
The  Englifli,  Italian,  and  French  names,  evident- 
ly are  derived  from  the  Arabic  Algodon,  as  the 
Spaniards  at  this  day  call  it.  It  was  firft  brought 
by  the  Arabians  into  the  Levant,  where  it  is  now 
cultivated  with  great  fuccefs.  Authors  mention 
four  fpecies  of  cotton  ;  but  they  confound  the  frik- 
cotton  tree,  or  Ceiba,  among  them.  The  flower 
of  the  Weft-India  cotton  flirub  is  yellow,  and  cam- 
panulated.  It  produces  twice  every  year.  That 
of  Cayenne  is  the  heft  of  any  that  comes  from 
America.  This  plant  is  very  apt  to  be  deftroyed 
by  a  grub  within  a  fhort  time  ;  bating  that,  it  is 
a.  profitable  prodii6tio-n.  Pliny  mentions  Gnfftfiumy 
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Grac'd  with   broad  yellow  flowers,  unhurt  by 

worms, 
O'er  many  an  acre  (bed  its  ■whiteft  down  : 
The  power  of  rain,  in  genial  moifture  bath'd 
His  cacao  walk,  which  teem'd  with  marrowy  pod»; 
His  coffee  bath'J,  that  glow'd  with  berries,  red 
As  Danse's  lip,  or,  Theodofia,  thine, 
Yet  countlefs  as  the  pebbles  on  the  fhore  ; 
Oft,  while  drought  kill'd  his  impious  neighbour's 

grove. 
In  time,  a  numerous  gang  of  flurdy  flaves,       6lo 
WcLUfed,  well-cloth'd,  all  emulous  to  gain 


which  is  the  common  botanical  name  of  cotton. 
It  is  likewife  called  Zylcn.  Martinus,  in  his  Phi- 
lological Lexicon,  derives  cotton  from  the  Hebrew 
word  tJOp  ■^''^""f  (or,  as  pronounced  by  the  Ger- 
man Jews,  Kotoun). 

Ver.  605.  It  is  alfo  called  Cocta  and  Coci.  It  is 
a  native  of  fome  of  the  provinces  of  South  Ame- 
rica, and  a  drink  made  from  it  was  the  common 
food  of  the  Indians  before  the  Spaniards  came  a- 
moDg  them,  who  were  fume  time  in  thofe  coun- 
tries ere  they  could  be  prevailed  upon  to  tafte  it ; 
and  it  muft  be  conftfTed,  that  the  Indian  choco- 
late had  not  a  tempting  afpeifl ;  yet  1  much  doubt 
whether  the  Europeans  have  greatly  improved  its 
wholefomenefs,  by  the  addition  of  vanellas  and 
ether  hot  ingredients.  The  tree  often  grows  fif- 
teen or  twenty  feet  high,  and  is  flreight  and  hand- 
fome.  The  pods,  which  feldom  contain  Icfs  than 
thirty  nuts  of  the  fize  of  a  flatted  olive,  grow  up- 
on the  flem  and  princip3l  branches.  The  tree 
loves  a  moid,  rich,  and  fhaded  foil :  Hence  thofe 
who  plant  cacao-walks,  fometimes  fcreen  them 
by  a  hardier  tree,  which  the  Spaniards  aptly  term 
Madre  de  Cacaa.  They  may  be  planted  fifteen  or 
twenty  feet  dillant,  thouj^h  fom;;  advife  to  plant 
them  much  nearer,  and  perhaps  wifely;  for  it  is 
an  eafy  matter  to  thin  them,  when  they  are  paft 
the  danger  of  being  dcflroyed  by  dry  weather,  &c. 
Some  recommend  planting  caCfada,  or  bananas,  in 
the  intervals,  when  the  cacao-trees  are  young,  to 
deflroy  weeds,  from  which  the  walks  cannot  be 
kept  too  free.  It  is  generally  three  years  before 
they  produce  good  pods ;  but,  in  fix  years,  they 
are  in  higheft  perfedlion.  The  pods  are  common- 
ly of  the  fize  and  fhape  of  a  large  cucumber.  There 
are  three  or  f(  ur  forts  ef  cacao,  which  differ  from 
»ne  another  in  the  colour  and  goodnefs  of  their 
nuts.  That  from  the  Caraccas  is  certainly  the 
beft.  None  of  the  fpecics  grow  in  Peru.  Its  ali- 
mentary, as  well  as  phyfical  properties,  arc  fuffi- 
ciently  known.     This  word  is  Indian. 

Ver.  606.  This  is  certainly  of  Arabic  deriva- 
tion ;  and  ha?  been  ufed  in  the  Eaft,  as  a  drink, 
time  immemorial.  The  inhabitants  about  the 
mouth  of  the  Red-fea  were  taught  the  ufe  of  it 
by  the  Pcrfians,  fay  authors,  in  the  fifteenth  cen- 
tury; and  the  cfififee-fhrub  was  gradually  intro- 
duced into  Arabia  Felix,  whence  it  paffed  into 
Egypt,  Syria,  and  laflly  Conflantinople.  The 
I'urks,  though  fo  txceffively  fond  of  coffee,  have 
act  known  it  much  ab©ve  one  hundred  and  fifty 


Their  mafter's  fmile,  who  treated  them  like  mcn» 
Blacken'd  his  cane  lands :    which   with  vaft  in- 

crcafe. 
Beyond  the  wilh  of  avarice  paid  his  toil. 
No  cramps,  with  fudden  death, fnrpris'd  hismiiles; 
No  glander-peft  his  airy  flables  thinn'd  : 
-^ind,  if  difordcr  feiz'd  his  negro  train, 
Celfus  was  call'd,  and  pining  illnefs  flew. 
His  gate  ftood  wide  to  all ;  but  chief  the  poor. 
The  unfriended  ftranger,  and  the  fickly,  fltar'd 
His  prompt  munificence  :  No  furly  dog,  6jr 

Nor  furlier  Ethiop,  their  approach  dcbarr'd. 
The  mufe,  that  pays  this  tribute  to  his  fame. 
Oft  hath  efcap'd  the  fun's  meridian  blaze. 
Beneath  yon  tamarind-vifta,  which  his  hands 
Planted  ;  and  which,  impervious  to  the  fun. 
His  latter  days  beheld. — One  noon  he  fat 
Beneath  its  breezy  (hade,  what  time  the  fun 
His  fultry  vengeance  from  the  Lion  pour'd  ? 
And  calmly  thus  his  eldcft  hope  addreft.  630 

"  Be  pious,  be  induftrious,  be  humane  ; 
"  From  proud  opprefiion  guard  the  labouring  hind. 
"   Whate'cr  their  creed,  God  is  the  fire  of  man, 
"  His  image  they ;  then  dare  not  thou,  my  foo, 
"  To  bar  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind. 
"  Your  foes  forgive,  for  merit  muft  make  foes  ; 


years ;  whereas  the  Englilh  have  been  acquainted 
therewith  for  upwards  of  an  hundred,  one  Pafqua, 
a  Greek,  having  opened  a  cofiee-houfe  in  London 
about  the  middle  of  the  laft  century.  The  famous 
traveller,  Thevenot,  introduced  coiTec  into  France. 
This  plant  is  cultivated  in  the  Weft  Indies,  parti- 
cularly by  the  French,  with  great  fuccefs;  but 
the  berry  from  thence  is  not  equal  to  that  from 
Mocha.  It  is  a  fpecies  of  Arabian  jafmine  ;  the 
flower  is  particularly  redolent,  and  from  it  a  pleaf- 
ant  cordial  water  is  diftilled.  It  produces  fruit  twice 
every  year;  but  the  Ihrub  muft  be  three  years 
old  before  any  can  be  gathered.  It  fhould  not 
be  allowed  to  grow  above  fix  foot  high.  It  is  ver 
ry  apt  to  be  deftroyed  by  a  large  fly,  which  the 
French  call  Mouche  a'cafs  ;  as  well  as  by  the  white 
grub;  which  they  name  Puccron.  Its  medical  and 
alimentary  qualities  are  as  generally  known  as 
thofe  of  tea. 

Ver.  625.  This  large,  fliady,  and  beautiful  tree 
grows  faft  even  in  the  drieft  foils,  and  lafts  long  ; 
and  yet  its  wood  is  hard,  and  very  fit  for  mecha- 
nical ufcs.  The  leaves  are  fmaller  than  thofe  of 
fsnna,  and  pennated  :  they  taile  fourifli,  as  does 
the  pulp,  which  is  contained  in  pods  four  or  five 
inches  h  ng.  They  bear  once  a  year.  An  excel- 
lent vinegar  may  be  made  from  the  fruit ;  but  the 
Creoles  chiefly  prefetve  it  with  fugar,  as  the 
Spaniards  witli  fait.  A  pleafant  fyrup  may  be 
made  from  it.  The  name  is,  in  Arabic,  'tamara. 
The  ancients  were  not  acquainted  therewith;  for 
the  Arabians  firft  introduced  tamarinds  into  phy- 
fic ;  it  is  a  native  of  the  Eaft  as  well  as  of  the 
Weft  Indies  and  .Sout"  America,  where  diff^Lrent 
provinces  call  it  by  different  names.  Its  cathar- 
tic qualities  are  well  known  It  is  good  in  fea- 
ficknefs.  The  botanical  name  is  Hamarindus. 
S 


*'  And  in  each  virtue  far  furpafs  your  fire. 
"  Your  means  are  ample.  Heaven  a  heart  beftow! 
**  So  health  and  peace  fhall  be  your  portion  here ; 
•'  And  yon  bright  fey,  to  which  my  foul  afpires, 
♦»  Shall  blefs  you  with  eternity  of  joy."  641 

He  fpokc,  and  ere  the  fwift-wing'd  zumbadore 
The  mountain  defert  ftartl'd  with  his  hum  ; 
Ere  fire-flies  trimm'd  their  vital  lamps;  and  ere 
Dun  evening  trod  on  rapid  twilight's  heel : 

His  knell  was  rung; 

And  all  the  cane  lands  wept  their  father  lofb. 

Mufe,  yet  a  while  indulge  my  rapid  courfe  ; 
And  I'll  unhamefs  foon  the  foaming  fteeds. 

If  Jove  defcend,  propitious  to  thy  vows,       6jO 
In  frequent  floods  of  rain ;  fucceflive  crops 
Of  weeds  will  fpring.     Nor  venture  to  repine, 
Though  oft  their  toil  thy  little  gang  renew ; 
Their  toil  tenfold  the  melting  heavens  repay  : 
For  foon  thy  plants  will  magnitude  acquire, 
To  crufh  all  undergrowth  ;  before  the  fun, 
The  planets  thus  withdraw  their  puny  fires. 
And  though  untutor'd,  then,  thy  canes  will  fboot: 
Care    meliorates  their  growth.      The  trenches 

fill 
With  their  collateral  mould  ;  as  in  a  town      660 
Which  foes  have  long  beleaguer'd,  unawares 
A  ftrong  detachment  falHes  from  each  gate, 
And  levels  all  the  labours  of  the  plain. 

And  now  thy  cane's  firft  blades  their  verdure 
lofe, 
And  hang  their  idle  heads.     Be  thefe  flript  off; 
So  fhall  frefh  fportive  airs  their  joints  embrace, 
And  by  their  alliance  give  the  fap  to  rife. 
But,  O  beware,  let  no  unfkilful  hand 
The  vivid  foliage  tear  :  Their  channell'd  fpouts, 
Well  pleas'd,  the  watery  nutriment  convey,     670 
With  filial  duty,  to  the  thirfty  ftern; 
Andjfpreading  wide  their  reverential  arms, 
Defead  their  parent  from  folditial  fides. 

BOOK  II. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  following  book  having  been  originally  ad- 
dreffcd  to  William  Shenftone,  Efq.  and  by  him 
approved  of;  the  author  fbould  deem  it  a  kind  of 
poetical  facrilege  now  to  addrefs  it  to  any  other. 
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To  his  memory,  therefore,  be  it  facred  ;  as  a  fmal* 


Ver..  642.  This  bird,  which  is  one  of  the  larg- 
cft  and  fwjftefl;  known,  is  only  feen  at  uight,  or 
rather  heard ;  for  it  makes  a  hideous  humming 
noife  (whence  its  name)  on  the  defert  fops  of  the 
Andes.  See  Ulloa's  Voyage  to  South  America. 
It  is  alfo  called  Condor.  Its  wings,  when  expand- 
ed, have  been  known  to  exceed  fixteen  feet  from 
tip  to  tip.     See  Phil.  Tranf.  No.  ao8. 

Ver.  644.  This  furprifi:,g  infe<ft  is  frequent  in 
Gaudaloupe,  &c.  and  aii  the  warmer  parts  of  A- 
merica.  There  arc  none  of  them  in  the  Englifh 
Caribbee,  6t  Virgin-iflands. 

Ver.  645.  There  is  little  or  no  twilight  in  the 
Weft  fndies.  AH  the  year  round  it  is  dark  be- 
fore eight  at  night.     The  dawn  is  equally  Ihort. 


but  fincere  teftimony  ef  the  high  opinion  the  au- 
thor entertained  of  that  gentleman's  genius  and 
manners ;  and  as  the  only  return  now,  alas  !  in 
his  power  to  make,  for  friendfliip  wherewith  Mr. 
Shenftone  had  condefcended  to  honour  him. 

ARGOMENT. 

Subjeft  propofed.  Addrefled  to  William  Shen- 
ftone, Efq.  Of  monkies.  Of  rats  and  other 
vermin.  Of  weeds.  Of  the  yellow  fly.  Of 
the  greafy  fly.  Of  the  blaft.  A  hurricane  de- 
fcribed.     Of  calms  and  earthquakes.    A  tale. 

Enough  of  culture. — A  lefs  plcafing  theme. 
What  ills  await  the  ripening  cane,  demands 
My  ferious  num'oers  :  thefe,  the  thoughtful  mufe 
Hath  oft  beheld,  deep-pierc'd  with  generous  woe. 
For  file,  poor  exile !  boafts  no  waving  crops  ; 
For  herno  circling  mules  prefs  dulcet  ftreams; 
No  negro-band  huge  foaming  coppers  feim; 
Nor  fermentation  (wine's  dread  fire)  for  her. 
With  Vulcan's  aid,  from  cane  a  fpirit  draws, 
Potent  to  quell  the  madnefs  of  dcfpair.  i« 

Yet  oft  the  range  flie  walks,  at  fuut  of  eve ; 
Oft  fees  red  lightning  at  the  midnight  hour. 
When  nod  the  watches,  ftream  along  the  flcy  ; 
Not  innocent,  as  what  the  learned  call 
The  Boreal  morn,  which,  through  the  azure  air, 
Flaihes  its  tremulous  rays,  in  painted  ftreaks. 
While  o'er  night's  veil  her  lucid  treffes  flow : 
Nor  quits  the  mufe  her  walk,  immers'd  in  thought. 
How  file  the  planter  haply  may  advife ; 
Till  tardy  morn  unbar  the  gates  of  light,  aa 

And,  opening  on  the  main  with  fultry  beam, 
To  burniih'd  filver  turns  the  blue-green  wave. 

Say,  will  my  Shenftone  lend  a  patient  ear, 
And  weep  at  woes  unknown  to  Britain's  ifle  .' 
Yes,  thou  wilt  weep  :  for  pity  chofe  thy  brcaft. 
With  tafte  and  fcience,  for  their  foft  abode ; 
Yes,  thou  wilt  weep:    thine  owndillrefs  thou 

bear'ft 
Undaunted ;  but  another's  melts  thy  foul. 

"  O  were  my  pipe  as  foft,  my  ditticd  fong" 
As  fmooth  as  thine,  my  too  too  diftant  friend,  3« 
Shenftone  ;  my  foft  pipe,  and  my  dittied  fong 
Should  hulh  the  hurricanes  tremendous  roar. 
And  from  each  evil  guard  the  ripening  cane  ! 

Deftrudtive  on  the  upland  fugar-groves 
The  monkey  nation  preys  :   from  rocky  heights, 
In  filent  parties,  they  defcend  by  night, 
And  porting  watchful  fentinels,  to  warn 
When  hoftile  fteps  approach  ;  with  gambols  they 
Pour  o'er  the  cane  grove.     Lucklefs  he  to  whom 
That  land  pertains !  in  evil  hour,  perhaps,         40 
And  thoughtlefs  of  to-morrow,  on  a  die 
He  hazards  millions ;   or,  perhaps,  reclines 
On  luxury's  foft  lap,  the  peft  of  wealth; 
And,  inconCderate,  deems  his  Indian  crops 
Will  amply  her  infatiate  wants  fupply. 

From  thefe  infidious  drolls  (peculiar  pefh 
Of  Liamuiga's  hill-)  wouldft  thou  defend' 


Ver.  46.   The  monkies  which  are  now  fo  nu- 
merous in  the  mountainous  parts  of  St.  Chrifto- 
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Thy  waving  wealth;  in  traps  put  not  thy  truft, 
However  baited  :   Treble  every  watch, 
And  well  with  arms  provide  them  ;  faithful  dogs, 
Of  nofe  fagacious,  on  their  footfteps  wait.  ji 

With  thefe  attack  the  predatory  bands ; 
Qoickly  the  unequal  confliA  they  decline, 
And  chattering  fli"g  their  ill-got  fpoils  away. 
So  when,  of  late,  innumerous  Gallic  hofls 
Fierce,  wanton,  cruel,  did  by  (lealth  invade 
The  peaceable  American's  domains. 
While  defolation  mark'd  their  faithlefs  rout ; 
No  fooner  Albion's  martial  fons  advanc'd, 
Than  the  gay  daftards  to  their  forefts  fled  60 

And  left  their  fpoils  and  tomahawks  bthind. 

Nor  with  lefs  wafle  the  whiflcer'd  vermin-race, 
A  countlefs  clan,  defpoil  the  low-land  cane. 

Thefe  to  deflroy,  while  commerce  hoifts  the 
fail, 
Loofe  rocks  abound,  or  tangling  burnes  bloom, 
What  planter  knows? — Yet  prudence  may  reduce. 
Encourage  then  the  breed  of  favage  cats. 
Nor  kill  the  winding  fnake,  thy  foes  they  eat. 
Thus,  on  the  mangrove-banks  of  Guayaquil, 
Child  of  the  rocky  defert,  fea-like  ftream,  70 

With  (ludious  care  the  American  preferves 
The  gallinazo,  elfe  that  fea-like  ftream 
(Whence  traflic  pours  her  bounties  on  mankind) 
iDread  alligators  would  alone  poilefs. 


pher,  were  brought  thither  by  the  French  when 
they  poffeffed  half  that  ifland.  This  circumftance 
■we  learn  from  Pere  Labat,  who  farther  tells  us, 
that  they  are  a  moft  delicate  food.  The  Englifh 
negroes  are  very  fond  of  them,  but  the  white  in- 
habitants do  not  eat  them.  They  do  a  great  deal 
of  mifchief  in  St.  Kitts,  deftroying  many  thoufand 
pounds  Sterling's  worth  of  can^s  every  year. 

Ver.  64.  Rats,  Szc.  arc  not  natives  of  America, 
but  came  by  ftiipping  from  Europe.  They  breed 
in  the  ground,  under  loofe  rocks  and  bullies.  Du- 
rante, a  Roman,  who  was  phyfician  to  Pope  Six- 
tus  Quintus,  and  who  wrote  a  Latin  poem  on  the 
prefervation  of  health,  enumerates  domeflic  rats 
among  animals  that  may  be  eaten  with  fafety. 
But  if  thefe  are  wholefome,  cane-rats  mud  be 
much  more  delicate,  as  well  as  more  nourifhing. 
Accordingly  we  find  moil  field  negroes  fond  of 
them,  and  I  have  heard  that  ftraps  of  cane«rat8 
are  publicly  fold  in  the  markets  of  Jamaica. 

Ver.  69.  This  tree,  which  botanifts  call  Riza- 
phora,  grov.'s  in  marftiy  foils,  and  on  the  fides  of 
rivers;  and,  as  the  branches  take  root,  they  fre- 
quently render  narrow  flreams  impaflable  to  boats. 
Oyfters  often  adhere  to  tJieir  roots,  &c.  The 
French  name  of  this  ftrange  watcr-flirub  is  Pal- 
twvler.  The  fpecies  meant  here  is  the  red  man- 
grove. 

Ver.  74,  This  dreadful  animal  is  amphibious, 
and  feldom  lays  fewer  than  100  eggs.  Thefe  flie 
carefully  covers  with  fand.  But,  notwithftauding 
this  precaution,  the  gallinazo  (a  large  fpecies  of 
carrion-crow)  conceals  itfeif  among  the  thick 
boughs  of  the  neighbouiing  trees,  and  thus  often 
<iifcovers  the  hoard  of  the  alligator;  which  (be  no 


Thy  foes  the  teeth-fil'd  Ibbos  alfo  love  ,' 
Nor  thou  their  wayward  appetite  rcftrain. 

Some  place  decoys,  nor  will  they  not  avail, 
Replete  with  roafted  crabs,  in  every  grove 
Ihefe  fell  marauders  gnaw;  and  pay  their  flaves 
Some  fmall  reward  for  every  captive  foe.  80 

So  practice  Gallia's  fons;  but  Britons  trufl 
In  other  wiles,  and  furer  their  fuccefs. 

With  Mifnian  arfenic,  deleterious  bane, 
Pound  up  the  ripe  (.aiTada's  well-rafp'd  root. 
And  forni  in  pellets;  thefe  profufcly  fpread 
Round  the  cane-groves,  where  flculk  the  vermin- 
breed  : 
They  greedy,  and  unweeting  of  the  bait. 
Crowd  to  the  inviting  cates,  and  fv^ift  devour 
Their  palatable  death ;  for  fooa  they  feek 
The  neighbouring  fpring,  and  drink,  and  fvvell, 
and  die.  90 

But  dare  not  thou,  if  life  deferve  thy  care. 
The  infcdled  rivulet  tafte ;  nor  let  thy  herds 
Graze  its  polluted  brinks,  till  rolling  time 
Have  fin'd  the  water,  and  deftroyed  the  bane. 
'Tis  fafer  then  tp  mingle  nightfliade's  juice 
With  flour,  and  throw  it  lib'ral  'mong  thy  canes  : 
They  touch  no:  this ;  its  deadly  fcent  they  fly. 


fooner  leaves,  than  the  gallinazo  foufes  down  up- 
on it,  and,  greedily  fcraping  off  the  fand,  regales 
on  its  contents.  Nor  is  the  male  alligator  lefs  an 
enemy  to  the  increafe  of  his  own  horrid  brood 
than  thefe  ufeful  birds;  for,  when  inftindl  prompts 
the  female  to  let  her  young  fry  -out  by  breaking 
the  eggs,  he  never  fails  to  accompany  her,  ajid  to 
devour  as  many  of  them  as  he  can ;  f»  that  the 
mother  fcarce  ever  efcapes  into  the  river  witli 
more  than  five  out  of  all  her  hundred.  Thus  Pro- 
vidence doubly  prevents  the  otherwife  immenfe 
propagation  of  that  voracious  animal  on  the  banks 
of  the  river  Guayaquil;  for  the  gallinazo  is  not 
always  found  where  alligators  are.     Ulloa. 

Ver.  75.  ILbes,  or  Ebbos,  as  they  are  more  com- 
monly called,  are  a  numerous  nation.  Many  of 
them  have  their  teeth  filed,  and  blackened  in  an  ex- 
traordinary manner.  They  make  good  flaves  when 
bought  young ;  but  are,  in  general,  foul  feeders, 
many  of  them  greedily  devouring  the  raw  guts 
of  fowls :  They  alfo  feed  on  dead  mules  and 
horfes;  whofe  carcai'es,  therefore,  fliould  be  bu- 
ried deep,  that  the  negroes  may  not  come  at  them. 
But  the  furcft  way  is  to  burn  them;  otherwife 
they  will  be  apt,  privily,  to  kill  thofe  ufeful  ani- 
mals, in  order  to  feaft  on  them. 

Ver.  76.  Pere  Labat  fays  that  cane-rats  give 
thofe  negroes  who  eat  them  pulmonic  diforders ; 
but  the  good  Jefuit  was  no  phyfician.  I  have 
been  told  by  thofe  who  have  eat  them,  that  they 
arc  very  delicate  food. 

Ver.  95.  See  the  article  Solarium  in  Newman's 
Chemillry,  publifhed  by  Dr.  Lewis.  1  here  is  a 
fpecies  of  £all- India  animal,  called  a  Mungocs, 
which  bears  a  natural  antipathy  to  rats.  Irs  in- 
trodu(5tion  into  the  fugar-iflands  would  probably 
cffeduate  the  extirpation  of  this  deltrui^ive  ver- 
min 
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And  fudclen  colonize  fome  difiant  vale. 

Shall  the  niufe  deign  to  firig  of  humble  weeds, 
That  check  the  progrefs  of  the  imperial  cane  ?  lOO 

In  every  f«il  unnumber'J  weeds  will  Ipring ; 
Nor  feweft  in  the  beft :  (thus  oft  we  find 
Enormous  vices  taint  the  nobleft  fouls)  I 
Thefe  let  thy  little  gang,  with  flcilful  hand, 
Oft  3'^  they  fpread  abroad,  and  oft  they  fpread. 
Careful  pluck  up,  to  fwell  thy  growing  heap 
Of  rich  manure.     And  yet  fome  weeds  arife, 
Of  afpecft  mean,  with  wondrous  virtues  fraught; 
(  And  doth  not  oft  uncommon  merit  dwell 
In  men  of  vulgar  looks,  and  trivial  air)  ?  1 10 

buch,  planter,  be  not  thou  afham'd  tofave 
Prom  foul  pollution,  and  unfeemly  rot ; 
Much  will  they  benefit  thy  houfe  and  thee. 
But  chief  the  yellow  thiftle  thou  fcled, 
Whofe  feed  the  flomach  frees  from  naufeous  loads; 
And  if  the  mufic  of  the  mountain-dove 
Delight  thy  penfive  ear,  fweet  friend  to  thought  I 
This  prompts  their  cooing,  and  enflames  their  love. 
■Nor  let  rude  hands  the  knotted  grafs  profane, 
Whofe  juice  worms  fly  :    Ah,  dire  endemial  ill ! 
How  many  fathers,  fathers  now  no  more,        1 21 
How  many  orphans,  now  lament  thy  rage  ? 
The  cow-itch  alfo  fave ;  but  let  thick  gloves 
Thine  hands  defend,  or  thou  wilt  fadly  rue 
Thy  rafh  imprudence,  when  ten  thoufand  darts, 
Sharp  as  the  bee-fling,  faften  in  thy  flefh, 
And  give  thee  up  to  torture.     But  unhurt. 
Planter,  thou  may'fl  the  humble  chickweed  cull, 


Ver.  114.  The  feeds  of  this  plant  are  an  excel- 
lent emetic ;  and  almoft  as  ufeful  in  dyfenteric 
complaints  as  ipecacuan.    It  grows  every  where. 

Ver.  119.  This  is  truly  a  powerful  vermifuge; 
but,  uncautioufly  adminiflered,  has  often  proved 
mortal.  The  juice  of  it  clarified  is  fometimes 
given  ;  but  a  deco<5lion  of  it  is  greatly  preferable. 
Its  botanical  name  is  Spigella, 

Ver.  12.3.  This  extraordinary  vine  ihould  not 
be  permitted  to  grow  in  a  cane-piece ;  for  ne- 
.groes  have  been  known  to  fire  the  canes,  to  favc 
themfelves  from  the  torture  which  attends  work- 
ing in  grounds  where  it  has  abounded.  Mixed 
with  molaffes,  it  is  a  fafe  and  excellent  vermifuge. 
Its  feeds,  which  refemble  blackifti  fmall  beans,  are 
purgative.  Its  flower  is  purple ;  and  its  pods,  on 
which  the  flinging  brown  Selis  are  found,  are  as 
large  as  a  full-grown  Englifh  field-pea. 

Ver.  128.  There  are  two  kinds  of  chickweed, 
which  grow  fpontaneoufly  in  the  Caribbees,  and 
both  polTefs  very  confiderable  virtues,  particularly 
that  which  botanifls  call  Cajacia,  and  which  the 
Spaniards  emphatically  name  Erudos  Cobres,  or 
fnakeweed,  on  account  of  its  remarkable  qualities 
againft  poifoneus  bites.  It  is  really  of  ufe  againil 
fifli-poifon  ;  as  is  alfo  the  fenfitive  plant,  which 
the  Spaniards  prettily  call  the  Fergonzoza,  the 
Bafliful,  and  La  Donzella,  or  the  Maiden.  There 
arc  many  kinds  of  this  extraordinary  plant,  which 
grow  every  where  in  the  iflands  and  South  Ame- 
rica. The  botanical  name  of  the  former  is  Alfim, 
and  that  of  the  latter  Mimofa. 


And  that  which  coily  flies  the  aflonlfh'd  grafp. 
Not  the  confeiftion  nam'd  from  Pontus'  king,  130 
Not  the  blefs'd  apple  Median  climes  produce, 
Though  lofty  Maro  (whofe  immortal  mufe 
Diflant  I  follow,  and  fubmifs  adore) 
Hath  fung  its  properties,  to  counteraft 
Dire  fpells,  flow-mutter'd  o'er  the  baneful  bowl, 
Where  cruel  ftepdames  poifonous  drugs   have 

brew'd ; 
Can  vie  with  thefe  low  tenants  of  the  vale. 
In  driving  poifons  from  the  infedted  frame  : 
For  here,  alas  !  (ye  fons  of  luxury  mark) ! 
The  fea,  though  on  its  bofom  Halcyons  fleep,  I4» 
Abounds  with  poifon'd  filh  ;  whole  crimfon  fins, 
Whofe  eyes,  whofe  fcales,  bedropt  with  azure,  gold, 
Purple,  and  green,  in  all  gay  fummer's  pride, 
Amufe  the  fight ;  whofe  tafte  the  palate  charms; 
Yet  death  in  ambufh  on  the  banquet  waits, 
Unlefs  thefe  antidotes  be  timely  given. 
But,  fay  what  ftrains,  what  numbers  can  recite, 
Thy  praifes,  vervain  ;  or  wild  liquorice,  thine  ? 
For  not  the  coftly  root,  the  gift  of  God, 
Gather'd  by  thofe  who  drink  the  Volga's  wave, 
(Prince  of  Europa's  flreams,  itfelf  a  fea)  15I 

Equals  your  potency  !  Did  planters  know 
But  half  your  virtues,  not  the  cane  itfelf 
Would  they  w^ith  greater,  fonder  pains  preferve ! 

Still  other  maladies  infefl  the  cane, 
And  worfe  to  be  fubdu'd.     The  infe«ft-tribe, 
Thatjflutt'ring,  fpread  their  pinions  to  the  fun, 
Recal  the  mufe  :  nor  fhall  their  many  eyes. 
Though  edg'd  with  gold,  their  many-colour'd 
down,  159 

From  death  preferve  them .   In  what  diftant  climey 


Ver.  130.  This  medicine  Is  called  Mitbrldatiumi 
in  honour  of  Mithridates  king  of  Pontus ;  who, 
by  ufing  it  conflantly,  had  fecurcd  himfelf  from 
the  effeifts  of  poifon,  in  fuch  a  manner,  that  when 
he  adlually  attempted  to  put  an  end  to  his  life,  by 
that  means  he  failed  in  his  purpofe  :  So  at  leaft 
Pliny  informs  us.  But  we  happily  are  not  oblig- 
ed to  believe  implicitly  whatever  that  elaborate 
compiler  has  told  us.  When  poifons  immediatelf 
operate  on  the  nervous  fyftem,  and  their  effefls 
are  to  be  expelled  by  the  fkin,  this  elecSuary  is  no 
contemptible  antidote.  But  how  many  poifons  do 
we  know  at  prefent  which  produce  their  effedls 
in  a  different  manner  ?  and,  from  the  accounts  of 
authors,  we  have  reafon  to  be  perfuaded  that  the 
ancients  were  not  much  behind  us  in  their  variety 
of  poifons.  If,  therefere^  the  king  of  Pontus  had 
really  intended  to  have  deAroyed  hinifelf,  he  could 
have  been  at  no  lofs  for  the  means,  notwithftand- 
ing  the  daily  ufe  of  this  antidote. 

Ver.  131.  Authors  are  not  agreed  w^hat  the 
apple  is,  to  which  Virgil  attributes  luch  remark- 
able virtues,  nor  is  it  indeed  pofllble  they  ever 
fhould.  However,  we  have  this  comfort  on  our 
fide,  that  our  not  knowing  it  is  of  no  detriment 
to  us ;  for,  as  fpells  cannot  afTeil.  us,  we  are  at  np 
lofs  for  antidotes  to  guard  againft  them. 

Ver.  149.  Some  medical  writers  have  beflow- 
cd  the  high  appellation  of  Donum  Dd  on  rhub;>rlj» 


$12 


THE   WORKS   OF   GRAINGER. 


In  what  receffes  are  the  plunderers  hatch'd  ? 
Say,  are  they  wafted  in  the  living  gale 
From  diftant  iflands?  Thus  the  locuft-breed, 
In  winged  caravans,  that  blot  the  fky, 
Defcend  from  far,  and,  ere  bright  morning  dawn, 
Aftonifli'd  Afric  fees  her  crop  devour'd. 
Or,  doth  the  cane  a  proper  nefl  afford, 
And  food  adapted  to  the  yellow  fly  ? — 
The  {kiU'd  in  nature's  my  (lie  lore  obferve       169 
Each  tree,  each  plant,  that  drinks  the  golden  day, 
Some  reptile  life  fuftains :  Thus  cochinille 
feeds  on  the  Indian  fig  ;  and,  fhould  it  harm 
The  fofler  plant,  its  worth  that  harm  repays  : 
But  ye.  bafc  infedls  !  no  bright  fcarlet  yield, 
To  deck  the  Britifh  Wolfe  ;  who  now,  perhaps, 
(SoHeaven  andOeorge  ordain)  in  triumph  mounts 
Some  ftrong-builtfortrefi.won  from  haughty  Gaul! 
And  though  no  plant  fuch  lufcious  nedlar  yields 
As  yields  the  cane-plant,  yet,  vile  parricides  ! 
Ungrateful  ye  !  the  pareut-cane  deflroy.  180 

IVIufe,  fay  what  remedy  hath  Jkill  devis'd 
To  quell  this  noxious  foe  ?    Thy  blacks  fend  forth, 
A  ftrong  detachment,  ere  the  increafing  peft 
Have  made  too  firm  wV  lodgmei.t ;  and  with  care 
Wipe  every  tainted  b'.ace,  and  liberal  lave 
With  facred  Neptune's  purifying  ftream. 
But  thisAugxan  toil  long  :ime  demands. 
Which  thou  to  more  advantaee  may'ft  employ: 
If  vows  for  rain  thou  ever  didfl:  prefer,  189 

Planter,  prefer  them  now  :  the  rattling  fhower, 
Pour'd  down  in  conftant  llreaias  for  days  and 

nights. 
Not  only  fwells,  with  nedar  fweet,  thy  canes, 
But  in  the  deluge  drowns  thy  plundering  foe. 

When  may  the  planter  idly  fold  his  arms. 
And  fay,  "  Aly  foul  take  reft  ?"     Superior  ills. 
Ills  which  no  care  nor  wifdom  can  avert, 
In  black  fucceffion  rife.     Ye  men  of  Kent, 
When  nipping  Eurus,  with  the  brutal  force 
Of  Boreas,  join'd  in  ruffian  kagiie,  affiil  199 

Your  ripen'd  hop-grounds ;  tell  me  what  you  feel. 
And  pity  the  poor  planter,  when  the  blafl, 
Fell  plague  of  Heaven  !  perdition  of  the  ifles  I 
Attacks  his  waving  gold.    Though  well  manur'd, 
A  richncfs  though  thy  fields  from  nature  boafl, 
Though  feafons  pour,  this  peftilence  invades : 


Ver.  171.  This  is  a  Spanifh  word.  For  the 
manner  of  propagating  this  ufcful  infcfl,  fee  Sir 
Hans  Sloane's  Natural  Hiftory  of  Jamaica.  It 
was  long  believed  in  Europe  to  be  a  I'^ed  or  ve- 
getable produfiion.  The  b<>tanical  name  of  the 
plant  on  which  the  cochiniile  feeds  is  Optittt;a 
fnaxima,  folio  oblongo,  majorc,  j'pwulis  ohtufis,  r.^ollilius 
et  iimountibus  oljito,jlote,j  riis  rubrii  variegalo. 

Sluane. 

Vcr.  205.  Without  a  rainy  feafon  the  fugar 
cane  could  not  be  cultivated  to  any  advantage : 
For  what  Pliny  the  Elder  writes  of  another  plant 
may  be  applied  to  this,  Gaudtt  irriguit,  et  toto  anno 
b'lLcrs  amat. 

Ver.  205.  It  muft,  however,  be  confefled,  that 
the  blaft  is  lefs  frequent  in  lands  naturally  rich, 
er  fuch  as  arc  made  fo  by  vveU>rotted  manure. 


Too  oft  it  feizes  the  glad  infant-throng. 
Nor  pities  their  green  nonage  :  Their  broad  blades. 
Of  which  the  graceful  wood-nymphs  erfl  compos'd 
The  greened  garlands  to  adorn  their  brows, 
Firfl  pallid,  fickly,  dry,  and  withered  Ihow;    2ie 
Unfeemly  flains  fucceed  ;  which,  nearer  view'd 
By  microfcopic  arts,  fmall  eggs  appear, 
Dire  fraught  with  reptile  life ;  alas,  too  foon 
They  burft  their  filmy  jail,  and  crawl  abroad. 
Bugs  of  nncommon  (hape ;  thrice  hideous  fliow  '. 
Innumerous  as  the  painted  fhells  that  load 
The  wave-worn  margin  of  the  Virgin-ifles  I 
Innumerous  as  the  leaves  the  plumb-tree  flieds. 
When,  proud  of  her  fecundity,  (he  (hows 
Naked  her  gold  fruit  to  the  god  of  noon.  22© 

Remorfclefs  to  its  youth,  what  pity,  fay. 
Can  the  cane's  age  exveeft  ?   In  vain  its  pith 
With  juice  nedlareous  flows ;  to  pungent  four, 
Foe  to  the  bowels,  foon  its  nedlar  turns  : 
Vaiti  every  joint  a  gemrr.y  embryo  bears, 
Alternate  rang'd  .  from  thefe  no  filial  young 
Shall  grateful  fpring,  to  blefs  the  planter's  eye.— 
With  bugs  coi:federate.  in  deftrutffive  league, 
The  ants'  republic  joins;   a  villain  crew. 
As  the  waves,  countlefs,  that  plough  up  the  deep, 
(Where  Eurus  reigns  vicegerent  of  the  fky,     231 
V\  horn  Rhea  bore  to  the  bright  god  of  day) 
When  furious  Aufter  dire  commotions  flirs: 
Thefe  wind,  by  fubtle  fap,  their  fecret  way, 
Pernicious  pioneers  '  while  thofe  invert. 
More  firmly  daring,  in  the  face  of  heaven, 
And  win,  by  regular  approach,  the  cane. 

'Gainfl;  fuch  ferocious,  fuch  unnumber'd  bands. 
What  arts,  what  arms  fhall  fage  experience  ufe  ? 

Some  bid  the  planter  load  the  favouring  gale, 24O 
With  pitch,  and  fulphur's  fuffocating  fleam  : — 
Ufelefs  the  vapour  o'er  the  cane-grove  flies. 
In  curling  volumes  lofl ;  fuch  feeble  arms. 
To  man  though  fatal,  not  the  blafl  fubdue. 
Others  again,  and  better  their  fuccefs, 
Command  their  flaves  each  tainted  blade  to  pick 
With  care,  and  burn  them  in  vindidive  flames. 
Labour  immenfe  !  and  yet,  if  fmall  the  peft. 
If  numerous,  if  induflrious  be  thy  gang, 
At  length,  thou  may'ft  the  vidlory  obtain.       25*^ 
But,  if  the  living  taint  be  far  diffus'd, 
Bootlefs  this  toil ;  nor  will  it  then  avail 
(Though  afhes  lend  their  fuffocating  aid) 
i'o  bare  the  broad  roots,  and  the  mining  fwarms 
Fxpofe,  remorfelefs,  to  the  burning  noon. 
Ah  !  muft  then  ruin  defolate  the  plain  I 
Muft  the  loft  planter  other  climes  explore  ? 


Ver.  218.  This  is  the  Jamaica  plumb-tree. 
When  covered  with  fruit,  it  has  no  leaves  upon 
it.  The  fruit  is  wholefome.  In  like  manner,  the 
panfpan  is  dcftitute  of  foliage  when  covered  with 
flowers.  The  latter  is  a  fpecies  of  jefTamine,  and 
grows  as  large  as  an  apple-tree. 

Ver.  231.  The  caft  is  the  centre  of  the  trade- 
wind  in  the  Weft-Indies,  which  veers  a  few  points 
to  the  north  or  fouth.  What  Homer  fays  of  the 
weft  wind,  in  his  iflands  of  the  bkffcd,  may  more 
aptly  be  applied  to  the  trade  winds. 


the:  sugar  cane. 


913 


Mowe'er  reludant,  let  the  hoe  uproot 

The  infefted  cane-piece;  and,  with  eager  flames, 

The  hofiile  myriads  thou  to  embers  turn  :        260 

Far  better,  thus,  a  miphty  lofs  fuftain. 

Which  happier  years  and  prudence  may  retrieve  ; 

Than  rifle  thine  all.     As  when  an  adverfe  ftorm, 

Impetuous,  thunders  on  fome  Incklefs  fhip. 

From  green  St.  Cbriftopher,  or- Cathay  bound  : 

Each  nautic  art  the  reeling  feanien  try  : 

The  ftorm  redoubles  :   death  rides  every  wave  : 

Down  by  the  boaid  the  cracking  mafts  they  hewr; 

And  heave  their  precious  carj^o  in  the  main. 

Say,  can  the  mufe,  the  pencil  in  her  hand,    ajo 
The  all-wafting  hurricane  oblervant  ride  ? 
Can  {he,  undazzled,  view  the  ;'ghtning's  glare, 
That  fires  the  we'kin  ?   Can  ftie,  unappall'd, 
When  all  the  flood-gates  of  the  llcy  aie  ope, 
The  fhorelefs  deluge  fteni  ?  The  mufe  hath  feen 
The  pillar'd  flame,  whofc  top  hath  reach'd    the 

ftars ; 
Seen  rocky,  molten  fragments,  flung  in  air 
From  iEtna's  vext  abyfs  ;  feen  burning  ftreams 
Pour    down    its    channell'd    fides  ;     tremendous 

fcenes  ! 

Yet  not  vext  Etna's  pillar'd  flames,  that  ftrike  a8o 

1  he  ftarsi  nor  molten  mountains  hurl'd  on  high  ; 

Nor  pon^'crous  rapid  deluges,  that  burn 

Its  deeply-channtll'd  fides;   caufe  fuch  difmay, 

Such  delblation.     Hurricane !    as  thou  ; 

When  the  Almighty  gives  thy  rage  to  blow, 

And  all  the  battles  of  thy  winds  engage, 

^oon  as  the  Virgin's  charms  ingrofs  the  fun  j 
And  till  his  weaker  flame  the  btorpion  feels ; 
But,  chief,  while  Libra  weighs  the  unfteady  year: 
Planter,  with  mighty  props  thy  dome  fnpport ;  290 
Each  flaw  repair  ;  and  well,  with  maffy  bars. 
Thy  doors  and  windows  guard  ;  fecurely  lodge 

Thy   flocks    and  mill-points. Then,  or  calms 

obtain  ; 
Breathlefs  the  royal  palm-tree's  airieft  van  ; 
While,  o'er  the  panting  ifle,  the  demon  heat 
High  hurls  his  fljming  brand  ;  vaft,  diftant  waves 
The  main  drives  furious  in,  and  heaps  the  fliore 
With  ftrange  prodii<?i;ious  :   Or,  the  blue  ferene 
AlTumes  a  louring  afpedl,  as  the  clouds 
Fly,  wild-careeriijg,  through   the   vault   of  hea- 
ven ;  3CO 
Then  tranfient  birds,  of  various  kinds,  frequent 
Each  flagnant  pool;   fome  hover  o'er  thy  roof; 
Then  Eurus  reigns  no  more;  but  each  bold  wind, 
By  turns,  ufurps  the  empire  of  the  air 
With  quick  inc<.nftancy. ; 
Thy  herds,  as  fjpient  of  the  coming  ftorm, 
(For  beafts  partake  fome  pi  rtion  of  the  iky), 
In  trrops  afibciate  ;   and,  in  cold  Iweats  bath'd, 
Wild-bellowing,  eye  the  pole.     Ye  ftamen,  now. 
Ply  to  the  fouthward,  if  the  changeful  moon,  310 
Or,  in  her  iiiterlunar  palace  hid,                   [glows  : 
Shuns  night;    or,  fuil-oib'd,  in   night's  forehead 


Ver.  265.   An  old  name  for  China. 

Ver.  293.  The  fails  are  falened  to  the  mill- 
points,  as  thofe  are  to  the  ftocks.  They  fiiould 
always  be  taken  down  befure  the  hurricane  fcufon. 

Vol,  X. 


For,  fee  1   the  rnift=,  that  late  involv'd  the  hill, 
Difpcrfe  ;  the  mid-day  fun  looks  red;  ftrange  burs 
Surround  the  ftars,  whirb  vafter  fill  the  eye. 
A  horrid  ftench  the  poo'.s,  the  nuin  emits; 
Fearful  the  genius  of/he  foreft  fighs  ;  [cllfT. 

The  mountains  moan  ;  deep  groans  the  cav-.rn'd 
A  night  of  vapour,  clofing  faft  around, 

Snatches   the   golden    noon. Each    wind    ap- 

peas'd,  3^0 

The  north  flies  forth,  and  hurls  the  frighted  air  : 
Not  all  the  brazen  engineries  of  man. 
At  once  exploded,  the  Vv^ild  burft  furpafs. 
Yet  thunder,  yok'd  with  lightning  and  with  rain, 
Water  with  fire,  increafe  the  internal  din  : 
Canes,   ftirubs,   trees,  huts,    arc   whirl'd  aloft  in 

air  ' 

The  wind  is  fpent ;  and  "  all  the  ifle  below 
"   Is  hufti  as  death." 

Soon  iffues  forth  the  wefl;,  with  fudden  burft; 
And  blafts  more  rapid,  more  refiftlef*  drives:  330 
Ruflies  the  headlong  flcy  ;   the  city  rocks ; 
The   good   man    throws   him   on   the   trembling 

ground  : 
And  dies  the  murde-er  in  his  inmoft  foul — 
Sullen  the  weft  withdraws  his  eager  ftorms. 
Will  not  the  tempeft  now  his  furies  chain  ? 
Ah,  no  !  as  when  in  Indian  forefts,  wild, 
Barbaric  armies  fudderly  retire 
.'Vfter  fome  furious  onfet,  and,  behind 
Vaft  rocks  and  trees,  their  horrid  forms  conceal. 
Brooding  on  Daughter,  not  repuls'd;  for  fo  n  340 
Their  growing  yell  the  affrighted  welkin  rends, 
And  bloodier  carnage  mews  tb'  fnfanguin'd  plain  : 
So  the  fouth,  fallying  from  his  iron  caves 
With  mightier  force, renews  the  aerial  war; 
Sleep,  frighted,  flies;   and,  fee!   yon  lofty  palm. 
Fair  nature's  triumph,  pride  of  Indian  groves. 
Cleft  by  the  fulphurous  bolt !  See  yonder  dome. 
Where  grandeur  with  propriety  combin'd, 
And  Theodorus  with  devotion  dwelt ; 

Involv'd   in    fmouldering    flames From    every 

rock,  330 

Daflies  the  turbid  torrent ;  through  each  ftreet 
A  river  foams,  which  fwceps.  with  untam'd  might, 
Men,  oxen,  cane-lands  to  the  billowy  main. — 
Faufes  the  wind. — .\non  the  lavage  eaft 
Bids  his  wing  d  tempefts  morerelentlefs  rave; 
Now  brighter,  vafter  corrufcations  flafh  ; 
Deepens  the  deluge  ;  nearer  thunders  roll ; 
E,irth  trembles  ;  ocean  reels ;  and,  in  her  fangs. 
Grim  deiolation  tears  the  fliricking  ifle, 
Ere  roly  in<irn  pt  fiefs  the  ethireal  plain,  3C0 

To  pour  o'n  darknef';  the  full  flood  of  day  — 

Nor  does  the  hurricane's  all-v.'afting  wrath 
Alone  bring  ruin  on  its  founding  wing  : 
Even  calms  are  dreadful,  and  tb.e  fiery  fouth 
Oft  reigns  a  tyrant  in  thefe  fervid  iflcs : 


Ver.  314.  Thefe  are  aftral  halos.  Columbus 
foon  nuide  him'eif  mafter  of  the  ligns  that  precede 
a  hunicane  in  the  Weft-Indies,  by  which  means 
he  faved  his  own  fquadron  ;  while  another  large 
fleet,  vhofe  commander  defpifed  his  proguoflicSj 
put  to  lea,  and  was  wrecked. 
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For,  from  its  burning  furnace,  when  it  breathes, 

Euiope  and  Afia's  vegetable  Ions, 

Touch'd  by  its  tainting  vapour,  fhrivel'd,  die. 

The  hardieft  children  of  i^e  rocks  repine  : 

And  all  the  upland  Tropic-plants  hang  down  370 

Their  drooping  heads;  fhow  arid,  coird,aduft.— ~ 

The  main  itfcll"  feems  parted  into  ftreams, 

Clear  as  a  mirror  ;  and,  with  deadly  fcents, 

Annoys  the  rower  ;  who,  heart-fainting,  eyes 

The  fails  hang  idl}%  noifelcfs,  from  the  mart. 

1'hrice  haplels  he,  whom  thus  the  hand  of  fate 

Compels  to  riik  the  unfufFerable  beam  ! 

A  fiend,  the  worft  the  an<;ry  flcies  ordain 

To  punifh  Cnlul  man,  fhall  fatal  feize 

His  wretched  life,  and  to  the  trmb  confign.     380 

When  fuch  the  ravage  of  the  burning  calm, 
On  the  ftout.  funny  children  of  the  hill; 
What  mud  thy  cane-lands  feel  ?  Thy  late  green 

fprouts 
Nor  bunch    nor  joint;  but,  faplefs,  arid,  pine  : 
Thofe,  who  have  manhood  reach  d,  of  yellow  hue, 
(^Symptom   of  health  and  ftrengthj  foon  ruddy 

fhow; 
While  the  rich  juice  that  circled  in  their  veins, 
Acefcent,  watery    poor,  unwholefomc  tartes. 

Nor  only,  planter,  are  thy  cane-groves  burnt; 
Thy  life  is  threatened.  Mule,  the  manner  fing.  390 

Then  earthquakes,  nature's  agonizing  pangs, 
Oft  fhake  the  aftonicd  iiles  :   The  folfaterre 
Or  fends  forth  thick,  blue,  fuffocating  fleams; 
Or  flioots  to  temporary  flame.     A  din,        [caves, 
Wild   through    the    mountain's    auivering   rocky 
JLike  the  dread  cralh  of  tumbling  planets,  roars. 
When  tremble  thus  the  prllars  of  the  globe, 
Like  the  tall  coco  by  the  fierce  north  blown  ; 
Can  the  poor,  brittle,  tenements  of  man 
Withfland    the    dread    convulfion  ?     Their    dear 
homes,  400 

(  Whii-h  Ihaking,  tottering,,  crafliing,  burfling,  fall). 
The  boldcft  fly;  and,  on  the  open  plain 
Appal'd,  in  agony  the  moment  wait, 
When,  with  difrupture  vaft,  the  waving  earth 
Shallw'helm  them  hi  her  fea-iiifgorging  womb. 

Nor  lefs  affrighted  arc  the  billial  kind. 
The  bold  fleed  quivers  in  each  panting  vtin, 
And  flaggers.  bath'd  in  deluges  of  fwcat : 
Thy  lov.'ing  herds  forfake  their  grail'y  food, 
And  lend  forth  frighted,  woeful,  hollow  founds: 
The  dog.  thy  trufty  centinel  of  night,  4il 

Beferts  his  pofl  alTign'd  ;  and,  piteous,  howls. 

Wide  ocean  feels  . [bounds. 

The    mountain -waves,    paffing    their    cuHom'd 
Make  direful,  loud  incurfions  on  the  land. 
All-overwhelming  :   Sudden  they  retreat, 
With  their  whole  troubled  waters;  but,  anon, 


Ver  .392.  Vokanos  are  called  •"«///.';.'//,  ory*)//"./- 
i^nes,  in  the  Wcft-Indics.  'JMicre  arc  few  moun- 
lUinous  iflands  in  that  part  of  tiie  globe  without 
them,  and  thofe  probably  will  deflroy  them  in 
time.  I  faw  much  inlphur  and  alun\  in  the  fol- 
faterre at  Mountferrai.  The  flrcam  that  runs 
through  it,  is  almoft  as  hot  as  boiling  water,  and 
it»  fleams  foon  biackcii  filvcrj  'Sc. 


Sudden  Teturn,  with  louder,  mightier  force  ; 
(The   black   rocks  whiten,  the  vext  fliores  re- 
found)  ; 
And  yet,  more  rapid,  diftant  they  retire.  4*0 

Vaft  corufcations  lighten  all  the  flcy, 
With  volum'd  flames ;  while  thunder's  awful  voice. 
From  forth  his  fhrine,  by  night  and  horror  girt, 
Aftounds  the  guilty,  and  appals  the  good  : 
For  oft  the  beft,  fmote  by  the  bolt  of  heaven, 
Wrapt  in  ethereal  flame,  forget  to  live  ; 
Elfe,  fair  Theana. — Mufe  her  fate  deplore. 

Soon  as  young  reafon  dawn'd  in  Junio's  breafT, 
His  father  fent  him  from  thefe  genial  ifles, 
To  where  old  Thames  with  confcious  pride '  fur- 
veys  43» 

Green  Eton,  foft  abode  of  every  mufe. 
Each  claflic  beauty  foon  he  made  his  own  ;■ 
And  foon  fam'd  Ifis  faw  him  woo  the  nine, 
On  her  infpiring  banks  :  Love  tun'd  his  fong ; 
For  fair  I'heana  was  his  only  theme, 
Acafto's  daughter,  whom,  in  early  youth, 
He  oft  ditlinguifh'd  ;  and  for  whom  he  oft 
Had  climb'd  the  bending  coco's  airy  height. 


Ver.  438.  The  coco-mit  tree  is  of  the  palm  ge- 
nus; there  are  feveral  fpecies  of  them  which  grow 
naturally  in  the  Torrid  Zone.  1  he  coco-nut  tree 
is  by  no  means  fo  ufeful  as  travellers  have  repre- 
fented  it.  The  wood  is  of  little  or  no  fervice, 
being  fpongy ;  and  the  brown  covering  of  the 
nuts  is  of  too  rough  a  texture  to  ferve  as  appa- 
rel. The  fliell  of  the  nut  receives  a  good  polilh'; 
and,  having  a  handle  put  to  it,  is  commonly  ufed 
to- drink  water  out  of.  The  milk,  or  water  of  the 
nut,  is  cooling  and  pleafant;  but,  if  drunk 'too 
freely,  will  frequently  occafion  a  pain  in  the  flo- 
mach.  A  falutary  oil  may  be  eztracffed  from  the 
kernel ;  which,  if  old,  and  eaten  too  plentifully,  is 
apt  to  produce  a  fliortnefs  of  breathing.  Afpe- 
ciesof  arrack  is  made  from  tliis  tree  in  the  Eaft- 
Indies.  'J'he  largeft  coco-nut  trees  grow  on  the 
banks  of  the  river  Gronoko.  They  thrive  beft 
near  the  fta,  amd  look  beautiful  at  a  diflance. 
I  hey  afford  no  great  fhade.  Ripe  nuts  have  been 
produced  from  them  in  three  years  after  plaming. 
The  nuts  flioidd  be  macerated  in  water  before 
they  are  put  in  the  ground.  Coco  is  an  Indian 
name;  ^hc  Spaniards  call  it  Mo  fjul/^rj:  Je  Lis  JnJi- 
as  :  as- the  fmalleft  kind,  whole  nuts  are  lefs  than 
walnuts,  is  tenncd  by  them  CcquilU.  This  grows 
in  Chili,  and  the  nuts  are  eftcemed  more  delicate 
than  thofe  of  a  larger  fire.  In  the  Maldivy  iflands, 
it  is  pretended,  they  not  only  build  houfcs  of  the 
coco-nut  tree,  but  alfo  veffels,  with  all  their  rig- 
ging ;  nay,  and  load  them  too  with  wine,  oil, 
vinegar,  black  fugar,  fruit,  and  ftrong  water,  fron» 
the  lame  tree.  If  this  be  true,  the  Maldivian  co- 
co-nut trees  muft  differ  widely  from  thofe  that 
grow  in  the  Weft-Indies.  The  coco  mufl  not  be 
confounded  with  the  coco-nut  tree.  That  flirub 
grows  in  the  hottcft  and  moifteft  vales  of  the  An- 
des. Its  leaf,  which  is  gathered  two  or  three  times 
a  year,  is  much  coveted  by  the  natives  of  South- 
Aaierica,  who  will  travel  great  journeys  upon  a 


THE   SUGAR   CANE. 


»ii^ 


To  rob  it  of  Its  nedlar  ;  which  the  maid. 
When  heprclented,  more  neiitareous  dccm'd.  440 
The  fweeteft  lappadillas  ofc  he  brought  ; 
From  him  more  I'wect  ripe  i'appadillas  feem'd. 
Nor  had  long  abrcnce  yet  effac'd  her  form  ; 
Her  cliarms  ftill  triumph'd  o'er  Britannia's  fair. 
One  morn  he  met  her  in  Sheen's  royal  walks ; 
>Jor  knew,  till  then,  Cweet  Sheen  contaia'dhisall. 
His  tafte  mature  approv'd  his  infant  choice. 
In  colour,  f»rm,  exprcHion,  and  in  grace, 
She  Ihone  ali-perfert ;  while  each  plcafing  art. 
And  each  foft  virtue  that  the  fex  adorns,         450 
Adorn'd  the  woman.  My  imperfe«5t  drain, 
Which  Percys  happier  pencil  would  demand, 
Can  ill  defcribe  the  tranfports  J'mo  felt 
At  this  difcovery  :   He  declar'd  his  love ; 
She  own'd  his  merit,  nor  refus'd  his  hand. 

And  ftiall  not  Hymen  light  his  brighceft  torch. 
For  this  delighted  pair  ?  Ah,  Juno  knew, 
His  fire  detelled  his  Theana's  houfe  ! — 
Thus  duty,  reverence^  gratitude,  conf|..ir'd 
To  check  their  happy  union.  He  refolv'd        460 
(And  many  a  figh  that  refolution  coft) 
To  pafs  the  time,  till  death  hi-  fire  remov'd, 
In  vifiting  old  Europe's  letter'd  climes  : 
While  Ihe  (and  many  a  te^r  ih^t  parting  drew) 
Embark'd.  reludlant,  for  her  native  ifle. 
.  Though  learned,  curious,  and  though  nobly  bent, 
With  each  rare  talent  to  adorn  his  mind, 
His  natiye  land  to  ferve  ;  no  joys  he  found.^ — . 
Yet  Iprightly  Gaul ;  yet  Belgium,  Saturn's  reign ; 
Vet  Greece,  of  old  the  feat  of  every  mule,      470 
Of  freedom,  courage;   yet  Aufonia's  cli  tie,  .    , 
His  ftepsexplor'd  ;  where  painting,  niufic's  firains, 
Where  arts,  where  laws,  (philofophy's  belt  child), 
With  rival  bcauries  his  attention  claim'd. 
To  his  jull-judging,  his  inft,ru6led  eye. 
The  alUperfeA  Mcdicean  Venus  fi  em'd 
A  perfedl  femblance  of  his  li^dian  fair  : 
But  when  flie  fp'ke  of  love,  her  voice  fufpafs'd 
The  harmonious  warblings  of  Iralian  foiig. 

Twice  one  long  year  clapsd,  when  letters  came' 


fjngle  handful  of  the  leaves,  which  they  do  not 
fyvallow,  but  only  chew.  It  is  of  an  unpleufant 
tafte  ;, but,  by  uie,  foon  grows  agreeable.  Some 
authors  have  alfo  confounded  the  coco  nut  palm 
with  the  coco,  or  chocolate  tree;  The  French  call 
the  coco-iiut  tree,  Cocoticr.  Its  ftem,  which  is  very 
lofty,  is  always  bent ;  for  which  reafon  it  louks 
better  in  an  orchard  than  in  a  regular  garden.  As 
one  limb  lades,  ano  her  flionts  up  in  i.he  centre 
like  a  pike  The  botanical  name  is  Pdma  ir.dica, 
cvcciffra   anauloja. 

Ver.  441  I  his  is  a  pleafant  tailed  fruit,  fome- 
what  refembling  a  bergamot  pear  in  fiiap'e  and 
Colour.  The  tree  which  produces  it. is  large  and 
Ihaciy.  Its  leaves  are  of  a  ibi-iing  green  ;  but  the 
flowers  which  are  monopetaiuu^,  are  of  a  palifli 
white  The  fruit  is  coronated  when  ripe,  and 
contains  in  its  pulp  leveral  lotigifh -black  feeds.  It 
is  wholcfome.  .Antigua  produces  the  bell  fappa- 
diUa.,  I  ever  tailed.  Vhc  trivial  name  is  Spanilh. 
Botanlfts  call  it  Catnitt, 


Which  briefly  told  him  of  his  father's  death.  481 
AffliAed,  filial,  yet  to  Heaven  relign'd. 
Soon  he  reach'd  Albion,  and  4s  foon  en'.bark'd, 
Eager  to  clafp  the  objed  of  his  love. 

Blow,  profperous    breezes;   fwiftly  fail,    thou 
Po  : 
Swift  fail'd  the  Po,  and  happy  breezes  blew. 

In  Bifcay's  ftormy  feas,  an  armed  ihip, 
Of  force  fuperior,  from  loud  Charente's  wave 
Olapt  them  on  board.    The  frighted  flying,  crew 
Their  colours  ftrike;  when  dauntlefs  Junio,  fir'd 
With  noble  indignation,  kill'd  the  chief,  49! 

Who  on  the  bloody  deck  dealt  flaughter  round. 
The  Gauls  retreat ;  the  Britons  loud  huzza  ; 
And  touch'd  with  ihame,  with  emulation  ftunj, 
So  plied  their  caninin,  plied  their  milFil  fires. 
That  foon  in  air  the  haplefs  thundercr  blew. 

Blow  profperous  breezes,  Ivviftly  fail  thou  Po, 
May  no  more  dangerous  fights  retard  thy  way ! 

Soon  Porto  Santo's  rocky  heights  they  fpy,      , 
Like  clouds  dim  rifing  in  the  diftant  air.  50^ 

Glad  Eurus  whifiles;  laugh  the  i'portive  crew  ; 
Each  fail  is  fet  to  catch  the  favouring  gale, 
While  on  the.  yard-arm  the  harpooner  fits, 
Strikes  the  boncta,  or  the  (hark  enfnares. 
The  fring'd  urtica  fpreads  her  purple  form 
Tocarch  the  gale,  and  dances  o'er  the  waves: 
Small  winged  filhes  on  the  fhrouds  alight ; 
And  beauteous  dolphins  gently  played  around. 


Ver.  499.  This  is  one  rf  the  Madeira  ifland^, 
and  of  courfe  fubjeft  to  the  King  of  Portugal,  (t 
lies  in  32,  ■T,'^  degrees  of  N.  latitude.  It  i*  neither 
fo  fruitfid  norfi)  large  as  Madeira  Proper,  and  is 
chiefly  peopled  by  convitfts,  &:c, 

Ver.  504.  This  filh,  which  is  equal  in  fize  to 
the  largell  falmon,  is  only  to  be  found  in  the  warm 
latitudes.  It  i^  not  a  delicate  fooc^ ;  but  thofe  whp 
have  lived  for  any  length  of  time  on  fait  meats  at 
fea,  do  not  diflike  it.  Sir  Hans  Sloane,  io  his  voyV 
age  to  Jamaica,  defcribes  the  method  of  ftnkipg 
their..       .  : 

Ver.  504.  This  voracious  fifii  needs  no  deferip- 
tion  ;  I  have  leen  them  fron.»  15  to  10  feet  luig. 
Some  naturalifts  call  it  Cams  Carhariai.  fhey  h^ve 
been  known  to  follow  a  flave-fhip  from  Guinea  to 
the  Weil  Indies.  They  ivvim  with  incrtdible  ce- 
lerity, and  are  found  in  fome  of  the  warmer  feas 
of  Europe,  as  well  as  between  the  iroj.ics. 

Ver.  505.  This  fifh  the  feamen  call  a"  Piirtugue{« 
man  of  war.  It  makes  a  molt  beautitui  appear- 
ance, on  the  water... 

Ver.  .507.  rhis  extraordinary  fpecies  of  fifii  is 
only  found  in.  the  warni  latitudes.  Being  purfuej 
in  the  water  by  a  fi(h  of  p.ey  called  ."Vlbaceres, 
they  betake  themfelves  in  Ihoais  to.  flight,  and  in 
the  air  are  often, fnapt  i;p  by  the  Garayio,  a  lea- 
fowl.  They  Jomctimcs  fall. on  the  fhi'iuds  or  decks 
of  fliips.  They  are  well  tafled,  apd  commonly 
fold  ar  Barbadoes. 

Ver  jo2.  Ibis  is  a  mod  beautiful  fifh  vvhen 
firft  taken  out  of  the  lea  ;  but  its  beauty  vauifhe^ 
^laifiil  as  foot}  as  it  is  ^ead. 

3  Mi] 
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Thoujrh  failer  than  the  Tropic  bird  they  flew, 
Oft  Jiinio  cried,  ah  !  when  fliall  we  fee  land  ?  5  lo 
Soon  land  they  made  :   and  now  in   thought  he 

clafpt 
His  Indian  bride,  and  deem'd  his  toils  o'erpald. 

Six;,  no  lefs  amorous,  every  evening  walk'd 
On  the  cool  margin  of  the  purple  main, 
liiteiu  her  Junio's  velTel  to  dcfcry. 

One  eve  (faint  calms  for  many  a  day  had  rag'd), 
The  winged  demons  of  the  tcmpelt  rol'j ; 
Thunder  and  rain,  and  li^'htning's  awful  power. 
She  lied  :  could  innnrence,  could  beauty  claim 
Exemption  from  the  grave;  the  ethereal  bolt,  520 
That  ftretch'd  her  fpeechlefs,  o'er  her  lovely  head 
Had  innocently  rclTd. 

Meanwh.ile,  imj'atient  Junio  leapt  afhore, 
Kegardleis  of  the  demons  of  the  ftoi  m. 
Ah  youth  !  what  wops,  too  great  for  man  to  bear. 
Are  ready  to  burfb  on  thee  ?   Urge  not  fo 
'l"hy  flyii^oj  courfer.  Soon  Theana's  ])orch 
Receiv'd  him  :  at  his  light,  the  ancient  flaves 
Affrighted  ihriek,  and  to  the  chamber  point  : — 
Cor.founded,  yet  unknowing  what  they  meant, 
He  entered  hafty 531 

Ah  !  what  a  fight  for  one  who  lov'd  fo  well ! 
All  pale  and  cold,  in  every  feature  death, 
Theanalay;  and  yet  a  glimpfe  of  joy  [voice, 

Played  on  her  face,  while  with   laint,  faultering 
She  thus  addreft  the  youth,  whom  yet  Ihe  knew. 

"  Welci.me,  my  Jimio,  to  thy  native  fhore  ! 
"  Thy  fight  repays  this  fummons  of  my  fate  : 
"  Live,  and  live  happy  ;  fometimes  think  of  me  : 
•'  By  night,  by  day,  you  flill  engag'd  my  care;  340 
"  And  next  to  God,  you  now  my  thoughts  em- 

"  P'oy  ■ 
"  Accept  of  thi? — My  little  all  I  give  ; 
"  Would  it  were  larger." — Nature  could  no  mnre ; 
She  look'd,  enibrac'd  him,  with  a  groan  expir'd. 

But  lay,  what  flrains,  wliat  language  can  exprefs 
The  thoularid  pangs,  which  tore  tlie  lover's  hreall  ? 
Upoii  her  breathicfs  corie  himfelf  he  threw. 
And  to  her  clay-cold  lips,  with  trembling  hafte. 
Ten  thnufatid  kiffes  gave.     He  ftrove  to  loeak  ; 
Knr  words  he  f(/und  :  he  clafpt  her  in  his  arms; 
He  fjgh'd,  iie  iwoon'd,  look'd  up,  and  died  aw3y. 

One  grave  contains  this  haplefs,  faithful  pair  ; 
And  fliil  thf  cane  ifles  tell  their  matchlels  love  : 

BOOK  III. 

ARGUMENT. 

ITymn  to  the  month  of  Januarj'^,  when  crop  be- 
gins. Addrefs.  Planters  have  employment  all 
tlie  year  round.  Planters  fhould  be  pious.  A 
ripe  cane-piece  on  fire  at  midnight.  Cnp  bc- 
jTun.  Cane-cutting  defcribed.  J'.ffeds  of  mufic. 
<rreat  care  rjiquifire  in  feeding  the  mill.  Hu- 
manity towards  the  maimed  recommended. 
'Jhe  tainted  canes  fhould  not  be  ground.  'J"heir 
ufe.   How  to  prcfcrve  the  laths  and  mill-points 


Ver.  509.  The  French  call  this  bird  Fregate, 
©n  account  of  its  fwift  flyiug,  it  is  only  to  be  met 
within  the  warm  latitudes. 


from  fudden  fqualls.  Addrefs  to  the  fun,  and 
praife  of  Anrigua.  A  c?ttle-mill  defcribed. 
Care  of  mule-;,  &c.  Difeafes  to  which  they  are 
fubjedl.  A  water-mill  the  kail  liable  to  inter- 
ruption. Common  in  Guadaloupe  and  Martini- 
co.  Praife  of  Lord  Romney.  The  neceflityofa 
flrong,  clear  fire,  in  boiling.  Planters  fhould 
always  have  a  fpare  fet  of  vefTels,  becaufe  the 
iron  furnaces  arc  apt  to  crack,  and  copper  vef- 
lels  to  melt.  The  danger  of  throwing  cold  wa- 
ter into  a  thorough  heated  furnace.  Cleanlinefs 
and  flcimming  well  recommended.  A  boiling- 
houfe  fhould  be  lofty,  and  open  at  top,  to  the 
leeward.  Conflifuent  parts  of  vegetables.  Su- 
gar an  effential  fait.  What  retards  its  granula- 
tion. How  to  forward  it.  Dumb  cane.  Effcdls 
of  it.  Briftol  lime  the  heft  temper.  Various 
ufes  of  Briflol  lime.  Good  mufcovado  defcrib- 
ed. Bermudas  lime  recommended.  The  ne- 
groes fliould  not  be  hindered  from  drinking  the 
hot  liquor.  The  chetrfiMnefs  and  healthinefs 
of  the  negroes  in  crop  time.  Boilers  to  be  en- 
couraged. They  fliould  neither  boil  the  fugar 
too  little,  nor  too  much.  When  the  fugar  is  of 
too  loofe  a  grain,  and  about  to  boil  over  the 
teache,  or  laft  copper,  a  little  greaie  fettles  it, 
and  makes  it  boil  clofer.  The  French  often 
mix  fand  with  their  fugars.  This  pradlice  not 
f  illowed  by  the  Enjjlilh.  A  charader.  Of  the 
fkimmings  their  various  ufes.  Of  rum.  Its  praife. 
A  Wcfl-lndia  profpedl-,  when  crop  is  finilhed. 
An  addrefs  to  the  Creoles,  to  live  more  upon 
their  ellates  than  they  do.     The  reafons. 

From  fcenes  of  deep  diflrefs,  the  heavenly  mufe, 
Jinierging  joyous,  claps  her  dewy  wings. 
As  when  a  pilgrim,  in  the  howling  wafte, 
Hath  long  time  wandered,  fearful  at  each  flep, 
Of  tumbling  cliffs,  fell  ierpents,  whelming  bogs; 
At  laft,  from  IVme  long  eminence,  defcries 
Fair  haunts  of  fcicial  life;  wide-cultur'd  plains. 
O'er  which  glad  reapers  pour  ;  he  cheerly  fings  : 
So  file  to  fpriglulier  notes  her  pipe  attunes, 

Than  e'er  thefe  n.ountains  heard  ;  to  gratulate,  1© 
With  duteous  carols,  the  beginning  year. 

Hail,  tldefl  birth  (f  time  !  in  other  climes, 
In  the  (Id  world,  with  tempefts  ufher'd  in  ; 
Wiiile  lifled  nature  thine  appearance  wails, 
And  fivage  winter  wields  his  iron  mace  : 
But  not  the  rockiell:  verge  ol  thefe  green  ifles, 

I'jiough  mountains  heapt  onmountains  brave  the 

iky. 
Dares  winter,  by  his.refidence,  profane. 


Ver.  17.  This  more  particularly  alludes  to  St. 
Kitts,  where  one  of  the  highefl  ridges  of  that  chain 
of  mountains,  which  runs  through  its  centre  from 
one  end  of  it  to  the  other,  bears  upon  it  another 
mountain,  which,  fomevvhat  rcfembling  the  le- 
gendary prints  of  the  devil's  carrying  on  his  fhoul- 
ders  St.  Chriftopher;  or,  as  others  write,  of  a  gi- 
I  ant  of  tliat  appellation,  carrying  our  Saviour  in 
I  the  form  of  a  child  in  the  fame  manner  through 
i  a  deep  fea,  gave  name  to  this  iiland. 
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At  times  the  rufHan,  wrapt  in  murky  Hate, 
Inroads  will  fly  attempt ;  but  foon  the  fun,        ao 
Benign  protedlor  ot  the  cane-land  ifles, 
RepcUs  the  invader,  and  his  rude  mace  breaks. 
Here,  every  mountain,  every  winding  dell, 
(Haunt  of  the  dryads ;  where,  beneath  the  fliade 
Of  broad-leaf  d  china,  idly  they  rcpofe, 
Charm'd  with  the  murmur  of  the  tinkling  rill ; 
Charm'd  with  the  hummings  of  the  neighbouring 

hive)  ; 
Welcome  thy  glad  approach  :  but  chief  the  cane, 
•  Whofe  juice  now  longs  to  murmur  down  the  fpout, 
tlails  thy  lov'd  coming;  January,  hail  1  30 

O  M  ■  **  !  thou,  whofe  polilb'd  mind  contains 
Each  fcience  ufeful  to  thy  native  ifle  ! 
Philofopher,  without  the  hermit's  i'pleen  ! 
Polite,  yet  learned  ;  and,  though  folid,  gay  ! 
Critic,  whofe  head  each  beauty,  fond,  admires; 
Whofe  heart  eacli  error  flings  in  friendly  fliade  ! 
Planter,  whofe  youtli  fage  cultivation  taught 
Each  fecret  leffon  of  her  fylvan  fchool : 
To  thee  the  mufe  a  greatful  tribute  pays; 
I  She  owes  to  thee  the  precepts  of  her  fong  :         40 
Nor  wilt  thou,  four,  refufe  ;  though  other  cares, 
The  public  claim  thy  bufy  hour; 
"W^ith  her  to  roam  (thrice  pleafing  devious  walk) 
The  ripened  cane-piece  ;  and  with  her,  to  tafte 
(Delicious  draught)  !  the  nedtar  of  the  mill! 

The  planter's  labour  in  a  round  revolves; 
Ends  with  the  year,  and  with  the  year  begins. 

Ye   fwains,   to   Heaven   bend  low  in  grateful 
prayer, 
Worlhip  the  Almighty  ;  whofe  kind  foflcring  hand 
Hath  blefl;  your  labour,  and  hafh  given  the  cane 
To  rife  fuperior  to  each  menac'd  ill.  jl 

Nor  lefs,  ye  planters,  in  devotion  fue. 
That  nor  the  heavenly  bolt,  nor  cafual  fpark, 
iior  hand  of  malice  may  the  croji  Ocflroy. 

Ah  me  !  what  numerous,  deaf'ning    bells  re- 
found  ? 
What  cries  of  horror  flartle  the  dull  fleep  ?  [day  ? 
What  gleaming   brightnefs  makes,  at  midnight, 
Ey  its  portentous  glare,  too  well  I  fee 
Palemon's  fate  ;    the  virtuous,  and  the  wife  ! 
Where  were   ye,  watches,  when  the  flame  burfl: 
forth  ?  60 


Ver.  25.  The  leaves  of  this  medicinal  tree  are 
fo  large,  that  the  negroes  commonly  ufe  them  to 
cover  the  wattr,  v.'hich  tliey  bring  in  pails  from 
the  mountain,  whtre  it  chiefly  grow.<.  I'he  roots 
of  this  tree  were  introduced  into  European  prac- 
tice foon  after  the  venereal  difeafe  ;  but,  unlefs 
they  are  frefli,  it  mufl;  be  cojifeJTcd  they  poA'cfs 
fewer  virtues  than  either  fajfaparilla  or  lignum 
vit£E.  It  alio  grows  in  China,  and  maty  parts  of 
the  Eaft. Indies,  v/here  it  is  greatly  rt-cummended 
in  the  gout,  palfy,  fciatica,  obfl rudiuns,  and  ob- 
flinate  iieadachs;  but  it  can  furcly  not  efTccil  the 
removal  of  tliefe  terrible  diibrders;  fince,  in  Chi- 
na the  people  eat  the  frelli  root  boiled  with  their 
meat  as  we  do  turnips  ;  and  the  better  fort  there 
ufe  a  water  diftilied  from  it.  The  Spaniards  call 
it  J'uU  Je  Ch'i/ia.     '1  he  b.  tanical  name  is  Smda  i. 


A  little  care  had  then  the  hydra  quell'd  :        [fky 
But,  now,  what  clouds  of  white  i'moke  load  the 
How  ilrong,  how  rapid  the  combullion  pours! 
Aid  not,  ye  winds  1   with  your  dcftroying  breath, 
Tlic   fpre.iding  vengeance. — They  contemn   my 

prayer.  [blaze, ; 

Rous'd  by  the  deaf'ning  bells,  the  cries,  the 
Eroni  every  quarter,  in  tumultuous  bands, 
The  negroes  ruib  ;  and,  'mid  the  crackling  flames, 
Plunge,  demon-like  !  All,  all,  urge  every  nerve  : 
This  way,  tear  up  thofe  canes ;  dalli  the  fire  out,  70 
Which  fvvceps,  with  ferpent  error  o'er  the  ground. 
There,  hew  thefe  down  ;  their  topmoft  branches 

burn : 
And  here  bid  all  thy  watery  engines  play; 
For  here  the  wind  the  burning  deluge  drives. 

In  vain, — More  wide  the  blazing  torre,  t  rolls  ! 
More  loud  it  roars,  more  bright  it  fires  the  pole  ; 
And  toward  thy  manfion,  fee,  it  bends  its  way. 
Hade  !  far,  O  far  your  Infanc- throng  remove  : 
Quick  from  your  ftables  drag   your   fleeds    and 

mules : 
With  well  wetblatikfts  guard  your  cyprefs  roofs; 
And  where  thy  dried  canes  in  large   ftacks  are 

pild.—  _  81 

Efforts  but  ferve  te  irritate  the  flames  : 
Naught  but  thy  ruin  can  their  wrath  appeafe. 
Ah,  my  Palemon  !  what  avail'd  thy  care, 
Oft  to  prevent  the  eailitfl;  dawn  of  day, 
And  walk  thy  ranges  at  the  noon  of  night  ? 
What  though  no  ills  affail'd  thy  bunching'fprouts, 
Andfeafons  pour'd  obedient  to  tliy  will  ; 
All,  all  mufl;  pcrifli ;  nor  fhalt  thou  preferve 
VVherevvith  to  feed  thy  little  orphan  throng.  ■  90 
Oh   may  the   cane  ifles  know  few  nights  like 

this ! 
For  now  the  fail-clad  points,  impatient  wait 
The  hour  of  fweet  releafe,  to  court  the  gale.  •,; 

The  late  hung  coppers  wifli  to  feel  the  warmth 
Which  well  dried  fuel  from  the  cane  imparts  : 
The  negro  train,  with  placid  looks,  furvcy 
Thy  fields  v/hich  full  perfection  have  attain'J, 
Aud  pant  to  wield  the  bill  :   (no  lurly  watch 
Dare  now  deprive  thc-n  of  the  lufcious  cane)  : 
Nor  thou,  my  friend,  their  willing  ardour  check  ; 
Encourage  rather  ;  cheerful  toil  is  light.  lOX 

So  from  no  field  ftiall  flow-pac'd  oxen  drav/ 
More  frequent  loaded  wanes ;  wh;ch  many  a  day, 
And  many  a  night  fliall  feed  thy  crackling  mills 
With  richefl.  oflerings  :  while  thy  far  feen  flames, 
Burfling  through  many  a  chimney,  bright  emblaze 
i'he  iilchiop  brow  of  night.  And.  fee,  they  pour 
(Ere  Pholphor  his  pale  circlet  yet  withdraws, 
U'hat  time  gray  dawn  liands  tip-toe  on  the  hill), 
O'er  the  rich  cane  grove  :  Mufe,  their  labour  fing. 
boRie  bending,  of  their  faplef-i  burden  esfe  ill 
The  yi'Uow  jointed  canes,  (whole  height  exceeds 
A  mounted  trooper,  and  whofe  clammy  round 
Mealures  two  inches  full)  ;  and  near  the  root 


Ver.    81.  The   cane   flalks  wliich   have    been 
ground  are  called  MagoJ's ;  probably  a  corruption 
of   the  French  word  ^'g^iljc,  which  fignifies  the 
fume  thing.     They  make  im  excellent  fuel. 
3  i\^  i*j 


Jli 


THE    WORKS    OF    GRAINGER, 


l-i^p  the  fleni  off,  which  quivers  in  their  hand 
With  fond  impatience  :  foon  its  branchy  fpires, 
(Food  to  thy  cattle)  it  refigns.  and  foon 
Its  tender  prickly  tops  with  eyes  thick  fet. 
To  load  with  future  crops  thy  long-hoed  land. 
Thefe  with  their  preen  their  pliant  branches  bound, 
(For  not  a  part  of  this  amazing  plant  I2X 

But  ferves  I'omi-  ufeful  purj  o(e   charge  the  young: 
Not  lazinefs  declines  this  eafy  tnil ; 
Even  lamencTs  from  its  leafy  pallet  crawls. 
To  join  the  favoured  gang.    \Vhat  of  the  cane 
Remains,  and  much  the  largeft  part  remains, 
Cut  into  junks  a  yard  in  length,  and  tied 
In  fmall  lij^ht  bundles;  load  the  broad-wheel'd 

wane. 
The  mules  crook-harneft,  and  the  fturdier  crew. 
With  iweet  abundance.  As  on  Lincnln  plains,  130 
(Ye  plains  of  Lincoln  lound  your  Dyer's  praife)  ! 
When  the  lav'd  fnow-wbite  flocks  are  numerous 

penn'd ; 
The  feiiior  fwains  with  faarpen'd  Ihears  cut  off 
The  fleecy  vefiment;  others  ftir  the  tar; 
And  fome  imprefs.  upon  their  captives  fides. 
Their  mailer's  cypher  ;  while  the  inf.int  throng 
S'rive  by  the  horns  to  hold  the  ftruggling  ram, 
Proud  <if  their  prowefs.  Nor  meanwhile  the  jeft 
Light  bandied  round,  but  innocent  of  ill; 
Nor  choral  fong  are  wanting  :   echo  rings.       I40 

Nor  need  the  driver,  iEthiop  authoris'd. 
Thence  more  inhuman  crack  his  horrid  whip  ; 
From  fuch  dire  founds  the  indignant  mule  averts 
Her  virgin  ear,  where  mufic  loves  to  dwell : 
' Tis  malice  now,  'tis  wanton'iefs  of  power 
To  lafli  the  laughing,  labouring,  finging  throng. 

What  cannot  fong  .'  all  nature  fee!-  its  power  : 
The  hind's  blithe  whifll£,as  through  ftubborn  fuils 
,^e  drives  the  fliining  fliare;  more  thai)  the  goad, 
His  tardy  fleers  impells  — The  mufehnthfeen,  150 
When  health  danc'd  frolic   in  her  youthful  veins, 
And  vacant  gamb'ls  vi'i;  g'd  the   laughing  hours ; 
The  niufe  hath  feen  on  Annan's  paftoral  hills, 
Of  theft  and  flaughter  erfl:  the  fell  retreat. 
But  now  the  fliepherd's  be(t  beloved  walk  : 
Hath  feen  the  flupherd  with  his  fylvan  pipe, 
Lead  on  his  flock  o"er  crags,  through  bogs  and 

flreams, 
A  tedious  journey  ;  yet  not  weary  they. 
Drawn  by  the  enchantment  ol  his  arrJefs  fong. 
What  cannot  mufic  ? — When  brown  Cere- aflc! 
The  reaper's  fickle;  what  like  magic  fi:unil,   161 
Puff  d  irom  fonon.us  bel.lows  by  the  iquecze 
Of  tuneful  artift,  can  the  rage  oilarm 
Of  the  fwarr  bog  tlar.  and  make  harveft  light? 

And  now  thy  mills  darce  eager  in  the  gale; 
Feed  well  their  eagcrnefs  :  but,  O  beware; 
Nor  trufl  between  the  fleel-cas'd  cylinders. 
The  hand  incautious  :  off  the  member  fnapt 


Ver.  168.  Thi'  accident  will  fometimes  hap- 
pen.  efpecially  in  the  night;  and  the  unfortunate 
•wretch  muft  fall  a  vidim  to  his  imprudence  or 
flcepinel's.  if  a  hatchet  do  not  immediately  :  rike 
off  the  entangled  member  ;  or  tiie  mill  be  not  in- 
ftantly  pu:  out  of  the  wind.    •      ' 


Thou'lt  ever  rue  ;  fad  fpecflacle  of  woe  ! 

Are  there,  the  mufe  can  fcarce  believe  the  tale; 
Are  there,  who  loft  to  every  feeling  fenfe,       171 
To  reafon  interefl  loft ;  their  flaves  defert. 
And  manumit  them,  generous  boon  !  to  ftarve 
Maim'd  by  imprudence,  or  the  hand  of  Heaven  J 
The  good  man  feeds  his  blind,  his  aged  fteed. 
That  in  his  fervice  fpent  his  vigorous  prime  ; 
And  dares  a  mortal  to  his  fellow  man, 
(For  fpite  of  vanity  thy  flaves  are  men) 
Deny  proteiftion  .'  Mufe  fupprefs  the  tale. 

Ye  !  who  in  bundles  bind  the  lopt-off  canes;  !?• 
Rut  chiefly  yc  who  feed  the  tight-brac'd  mill ; 
In  feparate  parcels  far  the  infedted  flmg  : 
Of  bad  cane  juice  the  leaft  admixture  fpoils 
The  richeft,  foundeft ;  thus  in  paftoral  walks 
One  tainted  flieep  contaminates  the  fold. 

Nor  yet  to  dung-heaps  thou  refign  the  canes, 
Which  or  the  fun  hath  burnt,  or  rats  have  gnaw'd!' 
Thefe  to  fmall  jur.ks  reduc'd,  and  in  Inige  caflcs 
Steept,  where   no  cool  winds  blow  ;   do  thou  fer- 
ment : — 
Then,  when  from  his  entanglements  enlarg'd  i9« 
Th'  evafive  fpirit  mounts;  by  Vulcan's  aid, 
:Nor  Amphitryte  will  her  help  deny). 
Do  thou  through  all  his  wiisding  ways  purfue 
The  runaway;  till  in  thy  fparkling  bowl 
Confin'd  he  dandes;  more  a  friend  to  life 
And  joy,  than  that  Nepenthe  fam'd  of  yore, 
Which  Folydamna,  Thcne's  imperial  queen. 
Taught  Jove-born  Helen  on  the  banks  of  Nile. 

As  on  old  ocean  when  the  wind  blows  high, 
The  cautious  mariner  contracts  his  fail  ;  209 

So  here,  when  fqualy  burfls  the  fpeeding  gale,     ' 
If  thou  from  ruin  v^-ould'tt  thy  points  prelcrve," 
Lefs-bellying  canvas  to  the  itorm  oppofe. 

Yet  the  faint  breeze  oft  flags  on  lifllefs  wings, 
Nor  tremulates  the  coco's  airiefl  arch. 
While  the  red  fun  darts  deluges  of  fire  ; 
And  foon  {it  on  the  gale  thy  crop  depend), 


Pere  Labet  fays,  he  was  informed  the  Engllfli 
were  wont,  as  a  punifliment,  thus  ti>  grind  their 
negroes  to  death.  But  one  may  venture  to  afTirni 
this  punifbment  never  had  the  faiicSion  of  law  ; 
and,  if  any  Englifliman  ever  did  grind  his  negroes 
to  death,  I  will  take  upon  me  to  aver,  he  was  un'- 
verfally  detcftcd  by  his  countrymen. 

Indeed  the  bate  (ufpicion  of  fuch  a  piece  of 
barbarity  leaves  a  fla:n;  and,  therefore,  authors 
cannot  be  too  cautious  of  admiiting  into  their 
writings  any  iiifinuation  that  bears  hard  on  the 
humaiity  of  a  people. 

Daily  obfervarion  affords  hut  too  many  proofs, 
where  domeflic  flavery  does  nor  obtain  ot  the  fa- 
tal confcquences  of  indulged  pofU  n  and  revenge; 
but  where  one  man  is  t.'ie  abf..lute  property  of 
another,  thofc  paffi-.'ns  may  perhaps  receive  addi- 
tional activity  :  planters,  therclore,  cannot  be  too 
much  on  their  guard  againit  tlie  finl  fallies  of 
paflion  ;  as  by  indulgence,  paflion  like  a  favourite, 
will,  at  lafl,  grow  iiidrpcndcntly  p  werful 

Vcr.  '9:.  A  mixture  of  fca  water  is  a  real  im- 
provement in  the  dilliilation  of  rum. 
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Will  all  thy  hopes  of  opulence  defeat. 

"  Informer  of  the  planetary  train  1" 
Source  undiminifhed  of  all-cheering  light,       210  1 
Of  rofeat  beauty,  and  heart-gladd'ning  joy  ! 
Fountain  of  being,  on  whofe  water  broods 
The  organic  fpirit,  principle  of  life ! 
JLord  of  the  feafons !  who  in  courtly  pomp 
Lacquey  thy  prefence,  and  with  glad  difpatch, 
Pour  at  thy  bidding"  o'er  the  land  and  fea ! 
Parent  of  vegetation,  whofe  fond  grafp 
The  fugar  cane  difplays ;  and  whofe  green  car 
Soft  ftealing  dews,  with  liquid  pearls  adorn'd, 
Pat  foftering  rains,  and  buxom  genial  airs        aao 
Attend  triumphant !   Why,  ah,  why  fo  oft, 
"Why  hath  Antigua,  fweetly  focial  ifle, 
Nurfe  of  each  art,  where  fcience  yet  finds  friends 
Amid  this  wafte  of  waters,  wept  thy  rage  i 

Then  trufl  not,  to  the  unfteady  gale; 
But  in  Tobago's  endlefs  forefts  fell 
The  tall  tough  hiccory  or  calaba. 
Of  this  be  forc'd  two  pillars  in  the  ground. 
Four  paces  diftant,  and  two  cubits  high  : 
Other  two  pillars  raife  ;  the  wood  the  fame,     230 
Of  equal  fize  and  height.  The  calaba 
Than  fteel  more  durable  contemns  the  rain, 
And  fun's  intenfeft  beam;  the  worm,  that  pefl 
Of  mariners,  which  winds  its  fatal  way 
Through  heart  of  Britilh  oak,  reludant  leaves 
The  clofer  calaba.   By  tranfverfe  beams 
Secure  the  whole  ;  and  in  the  piUar'd  frame, 
Sink,  artifl,  the  vaft  bridge-tree's  mortis'd  form 
Of  ponderous  hiccory;  hiccory  time  defies  : 
To  this  be  nail'd  three  polifli'd  iron  plates       240 
Whereon  three  fteel  capouces  turn  with  eafe  ; 
Of  three  long  rollers,  twice  nine  inches  round, 
With  iron  cas'd,  and  jagg'd  with  many  a  cogg. 
The  central  cylinder  exceeds  the  reft 
In  portly  fize,  thence  aptly  captain  nam'd. 
To  this  be  rivetted  th'  extended  fweeps  ; 
And  harnefs  to  each  fweep  two  feafoned  mules  : 
They  pacing  round  give  motion  to  the  whole. 
Tha  clofc  brac'd  cylinders  with  eafe  revolve 


Ver.  222-  This  beautiful  ifland  lies  in  i6  de- 
grees, and  14  min.  N.  lat.  It  was  lung  uninhabit- 
ed on  account  of  its  wanting  frefh  water  rivers; 
but  is  now  more  fully  peopled,  and  as  well  culti- 
vated as  any  of  the  leeward  iflands.  In  a  feafon- 
able  year,  it  has  made  -0,000  hogiheads  of  fugar. 
It  has  no  very  high  mountains.  The  foil  is  in 
general  clayey.  The  water  of  the  body-ponds 
may  be  ufed  for  every  purpofe  of  life.  Antigua 
is  well  fortified,  and  has  a  good  militia. 

Ver.  22y.  Hiccory  is  a  lofty  fpreading  tree,  of 
very  hard  wood,  excellently  adap'ed  to  the  pur- 
pole?  of  the  mill-vvright.  The  nut,  whofe  fliell 
is  thick,  hard,  and  roughifh,  contains  an  agreeable 
and  wholefome  kernel.  It  grows  in  great  abun- 
dance in  St   Croix,  Crab  ifland,  and  Tobago. 

Ver.  227.  Calaba.  ThU  lofty  tree  is  commonly 
called  Maftic.  It  isa  bird  wood,  and  is  founr'!  in  'he 
places  where  the  hiccory  gro.-s  ri-'.e  flcwers  are 
yellow,  and  are  fucceede  c'by  a  fruit  \Yliich  bears 
a  diftaEt  refcmblance  to     flirub. 


On  their  greas'd  axle  ;  and  with  eafe  reduce  250 
To  tradi  the  canes  thy  negroes  throw  between. 
Faft  flows  the  liquor  through  the  lead-lin'd  fpouts; 
And  depurated  by  oppofing  wires. 
In  the  receiver  floats  a  limpid  ftream. 
So  twice  five  calks  with  mufrovado  fiU'd,        [god 
Shall  from  thy  ftaunchious  drip,  ere  day's  bright 
Hath  in  the  Atlantic  fix  tinus  cool'd  his  wheels. 

Would'ft  thou  againfl:  calamity  provide  ^ 
Let  a  well  fhingled  roof  from  Raleigh's  land. 
Defend  thy  ftock  from  noon's  inclement  blaze,  260 
And  from  night-dews ;  for  night  no  refpite  knows. 

Nor,  when  their  deftin'd  labour  is  perform'd. 
Be  thou  afhara'd  to  lead  the  parting  mules 
(The  mufe,  foft  parent  of  each  focial  K^ace, 
With  eyes  of  love  God's  whole  creation  views) 
To  the  warm  pen  ;  where  copious  forage  ftrowed, 
And  ftrenuous  rubbing,  renovate  their  ftrength. 
So,  fewer  ails,  (alas,  haw  prone  to  ails !) 
Their  days  fhall  fhorten  ;   ah,  too  fhort  at  heft;  ! 

For  not,  even  then,  my  friend,  art  thou  fecure 
From  fortuue  :  fpite  of  all  thy  ft.eady  care,      27! 
What  ills,  that  laugh  to  fcorn  iVIachaon's  art, 
Await  thy  cattle  '  farcy's  tabid  form, 
Joint-racking  fpafms,  and  chollc's  pungeant  pang. 
Need  the  mufe  tell '  which,  in  one  lucklefs  moon, 
Thy  flieds  difpeople  ;  when  perhaps  tliy  groves. 
To  full  perfeftion  fhot,  by  day,  by  night, 
IndeCnent  demand  their  vigiirous  toil. 

Then  happi^ll  he,  for  whom  the  Naiads  pour. 
From  rocky  urns,  the  never-ceafing  llream,      280 
To  turn  his  rollers  with  unbought  difpatch. 

In  Karukera's  rich  well-water'd  ifle  1 
In  Alatanina  1   boafl  of  Albion's  arms, 

Ver.  279.  Sir  Waiter  Raleigh  gave  the  name 
of  Virginia,  in  honour  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  to  the 
whole  of  the  north-eall:  of  North  America,  which 
Scbailian  Cabot,  a  native  of  Briftol,  (though  others 
call  him  a  Ventrtian),  firft  dilb<wered,  A.  D.  M9.7, 
in  the  time  (T  King  f^enry  Vl[  by  v>'hom  he  was 
employed  ;  but  n.i  advantages  could  be  reaped 
from  this  difcovery,  on  account  of  the  various 
difturbances  that  enfued  in  England  during  the 
fucciicdirg  reigns,  till  ah  lut  the  year  1584,  C)ueea 
Elizabeth  gave  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  a  patent  for  all 
fuch  land,  from  33  to  40  N.  lat.  as  he  fnould 
I  choofe  to  fettle  with  Englifli,  referving  only  to 
I  the  Crown  a  fifth  part  of  all  the  gold  and  filver 
which  flicmld  therein  be  difcovered.  in  lieu  of  all 
fervices.  Accordingly  fcveral  embarkations  were 
fitted  out  from  England,  but  all  to  no  purpofe. 
Some  farther  attempts,  however,  were  made  to 
fettle  this  part  of  ti.e  country  in  the  fucceeding 
'  reign;  but  it  was  not  till  the  year  1620,  th-'.t  a 
regular  form  of  government  took  place.  Then 
was  tobacco  planted,  and  regroes  imported  into 
J  Virginia.  Since  that  time  it  has  gri'dually  im- 
i  proved,  and  does  not  now  contain  fewer  than 
100,000  white  people  of  better  condition,  befidcs 
twice  as  many  fervants  and  flaves.  The  befc  fhin- 
gles  come  from  Egg  Harbour. 

Ver   282    The  Indian  name  of  Guadaloupe. 
Ver    283.  The  Caribbean  name  of  Martinicc. 
I  The  Havajinah  had  not  then  been  taken. 
3  M  iiij 


^o 


THE    WORK S  [O  F    G R  A  1  N  G  E  R. 


The  brawling  Naiads  for  the  planters  toil, 
Howe'er  unworthy  ,  and,  through  I'olcmn  fcenes 
Romantic,  cool,  with  n-cks  and  woods  between, 
Enchant  the  fcnfes  '  hut,  among  thy  Iwains, 
Sweet  Liamuiga  !  who  fuch  blifs  can  boa{t  ? 
Yes.  Romney,  thou  may'ft  braft  ;  ,of  Britifli  heart. 
Of  courtly  manners,  join'd  to  ancient  worth  :    2^0 
Friend  to  thy  Britain's  every  blood-carn'd  right, 
From  tyrants  wrung,  the  many  or  the  few. 
By  wealth,  by  titles,  by  ambition's  lure, 
>I(<t  to  be  tempted  from  fair  honour's  path  : 
"While  others,  falfely  flattering  their  prince, 
Bold  difafprov'd,  or  by  oblique  furmife 
Their  terror  hinted,  of  the  people  arm'd  ; 
Indignant,  in  the  fenate,  he  uprofe, 
And,  with  the  well-urg'd  energy  of  zeal. 
Their  fpecious,  fubtle  fcphiftry  difprov'd  ;        3CO 
The  importance,  the  nectflity  difphy'd. 
Of  civil  armies,  freedom's  fureft  giiard  1 
Nor  in  the  fenate  didfl  thou  only  win 
The  palm  of  eloquence,  fecurely  bold  ; 
But  rear'd'ft  thy  banners,  fluttering  in  the  wind  : 
Kent,  from  each  hamlet,  pour'd  iier  niaribali'd 

fwains. 
To  hur!  deEance  on  the  threatening;:  Gaul. 

Thy  foaming  coppers  weil  widi  fuel  feed ; 
For  a  clear,  ftrong,  continued  fire  improves 
Thy  mufcovado's  colour,  ar'd  its  grain. —         510 
Yet  vehement  heat,  protra^letl,  will  confume 
Thy  vefTsls,  whether  from  the  martial  mine, 
Or  from  thine  ore,  bright  Venus,  they  are  drawn  ; 
Or  hammer,  or  hot  fufion,  give  thtm  form. 
If  prudence  guides  thee  rhen,  thy  frores  fliaii  hold 
Of  well-fiz'd  veffels  a  complete  fupp! y  : 
For  every  hour,  thy  boilers  ceafc  to  fkim, 
(Now  Cancer  reddens  with  the  foiarray). 
Defeats  thy  honeft  rurpofes  of  gain. 

Nor  fmail  the  rifk  (when  picfy,  or  chance,  320 
Force  thee  from  boiling  to  defift)  t"  lave 
Thy  heated  furnace,  with  the  gelid  flream. 
The  chemift  knows,  when  all-dilTolving  fire 
Bids  the  metalline  ore  abruptly  flow, 
W^hat  dread  exploficns,  and  what  dire  effedts, 
A  few  cold  drops  of  water  will  ]>roduce, 
Uncautious,  on  the  novel  fluid  thrown. 

For  grain  and  colour,  woukhl  thou  win,  my 
friend. 
At  every  curious  mart,  the  conf^ant  palm  ? 
O'er  all  thy  woiks  let  cleanlincfs  prtl'ide,  330 

Child  of  frugality  ;  and,  as  the  fcum 
Thick  mantles  o'er  the  boiling  wave,  do  thou 
The  fcum  that  mantles  carefully  remove. 

From  bloating  dropfy,  from  pulmonic  ails, 
"Would'll  thou  defend  thy  boilers  (prime  of  flaves), 


Ver.  312.  The  veffels,  wherein  the  cane-juice 
is  reduced  to  fugar  by  cocflion,  are  either  made  of 
iron  or  of  copper.  Each  fort  hath  its  advantages 
and  difadvantages.  The  teache,  or  fmalleft  velTel 
from  whence  the  fugar  is  laved  into  the  cooler, 
is  generally  copper.  When  it  melts,  it  can  be 
patched  ;  but,  when  the  large  fort  of  vtffels,  called 
iron-furnaces,  crack,  which  ihey  are  too  apt  to 
do,  no  further  ufe  can  be  made  of  them. 


For  days,  for  nights,  for  weeks,  for  months,  ia« 

volv'd 
In  the  warm  vapour's  all-relaxing  fleam  ; 
Thy  boiling-houfe  be  lofty  :   ail  at"p 
Open,  and  perious  to  the  tropic  breeze ; 
Whofe  cool  perflation,  wooed  through  many  a 
grate,  340 

Difpels  the  fleam,  and  gives  the  lungs  to  play. 

The  fkiU'd  in  chemia,  boall  of  modern  arts, 
Know  from  experiment,  the  fire  of  truth, 
In  many  a  plant  that  oil,  and  acid  juice. 
And  ropy  niucilage,  by  nature  live  : 
Thefc,  envious,  flop  the  much-defir'd  embrace 
(Jf  the  cfTtntial  falts,  though  coiftioii  bid 
The  aqueous  particles  to  mount  in  air. 

'JV'lotig  falts  tfTential,  fugar  wins  the  palm, 
For  tafle,  for  colour,  and  for  various  ufe  :         3JO 
And,  in  the  ncdlar  ijf  the  yellowefl  cane, 
Much  acor,  oil,  and  mucilage  abound  ; 
Rut  in  the  lefs  mature,  from  mountain-land, 
1  hefe  harfh  intruders  fo  redundant  float, 
Muller  fo  flrong,  as  fcarce  to  be  fubdued.    [cane, 

Alufe,  fuig  the. ways  to  quell  them.     S< me  ufe 
That  cane,  whole  juices  to  the  tongue  apply'd. 


Ver.  2,3^'  This  alfo  afulls  the  chriftallization  of 
the  fugar. 

Ver.  ;^^^o.  It  were  impoffible,  in  the  iTiort  li- 
mits of  ii  note,  to  enumerate  the  various  ufes  of 
Agar;  and,  indeed,  as  thele  arc  in  general  fo  well 
linnwn,  it  is  need  lefs.  A  few  properties  of  it, 
however,  wherewith  the  learned  arc  r.ot  com- 
mi  nly  acquainted,  I  fl^all  mention.  In  fonie 
places  of  the  Eail  Indies,  an  'excellent  arrack  is 
made  from  the  fugar  cane;  and,  in  South  Ame- 
rica, fugar  is  ufcd  as  an  antidote  againfl  one  «)f 
the  moll  fudden,  as  well  as  fatal  poifons  in  the 
world.  Taken  by  mol!th,^ci:i//</  morie  carent,  this 
poifun  is  quite  innocent ;  bi:t  th.e  flighteft  wcund 
made  by  an  arrow,  whofe  point  is  tinged  there- 
with, proves  immediate  death  ;  for,  by  driving 
all  the*  blood  of  the  body  immediately  to  the 
heart,  it  forthwith  burfls  it.  The  fifl:  and  birds 
killed  by  thcfe  poifoned  arrows  (in  the  ufe  of 
which  the  Indi3ns  are  afionifhingly  expert)  are 
perfedlly  whokfome  to  feed  on.  See  Ulloa  and 
de  la  Condamine's  acc(;nnc  of  the  great  river  of 
Amazon.     It  is  a  vegetable  preparation. 

Ver.  357.  This,  by  the  natives,  is  emphatically 
called  the  Dumb  Cane  ;  for  a  fmall  quantity  of  its 
juice  being  rubbed  on  the  brim  of  a  drinking  vcf- 
fel,  whoever  drinks  out  of  it,  foon  after  will  have 
his  lips  and  tongue  enormoully  fwelled.  A  phy- 
fician,  however,  who  wrote  a  fhort  account  of 
the  difeafes  of  Jamaica,  in  Charles  IPs  time,  re- 
commends it  both  by  the  mouth  and  externally, 
in  dropfical  and  other  cafes  :  But  I  cannot  fay,  I 
have  had  any  experience  of  its  efHcacy  in  thefe 
diforders.  It  grows  wild  in  the  mountains ;  and, 
by  its  ufe  in  fugar  making,  fliould  Icem  to  be 
fomewhat  of  an  alcaleftent  nature.  It  grows  to 
four  feet  high,  having,  at  the  top,  two  green 
fhining  leaves,  about  nine  inches  long  ;  and,  bi- 


I  twcen  thcfe,  a  fmall  fpire  emtrgei. 


THE   SUGAR    CANE. 
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In  filence  lock  it,'  fudJen,  and  conftrain'd 
(Death  to  Xantippe),  with  diilorting  pain. 

Nor  is  it  not  tffecitual  ;   But  wouldft  thou  360 
Have  rival  brokers  for  thy  cades  contend; 
Superior  arts  remain. — Small  calks  provide, 
Replete  with  lime-ftone  thoroughly  calcin'd. 
And  from  the  air  fecur'd  :   This  Briflol  fends, 
Briftol,  Britannia's  fecond  mart  and  eye  1 

Nor  "  to  thy  waters  only  truft  for  fame," 
Erirtol ;  nor  t;o  thy  bea-iny  diamond'?  truft  : 
Though  thefe  oft  deck  Britannia's  lovely  fair; 
And  thofe  oft  fave  the  guardians  of  her  realm. 
Thy  marble  quarries  claim  the  voice  of  praife,  370 
Which    rich    iucruils    thy   Avon's    banks,   fweet 
banks  !  [child, 

Though  not  to    you  young   Shakfpeare,  fancy's 
All-rudely  warbled  his  lirft  woodland  notes; 
Though    not    your   caves,    while    terror  flalk'd 

around, 
Saw  him  elTay  to  clutch  the  ideal  fword. 
With  drops  of  blood  diftain'd  :  yet,  lovely  banks, 
On  ynu  reclin'd,  another  tun'd  his  pipe; 
Whom  all  the  mufcs  emuloufly  love, 
And  in  whofe  ilrains  your  praifes  fhall  endure, 
:W)ii]e  to  sabrina  fpeeds  your  healing  f^ream.  389 

Briftol,  without  thy  marble,  by  the  flame 
Calcin'd  to  whitenefs,  vain  the  ftately  reed 
Would  fwell  with  juice  mellifluent;  heat  would 

foon 
The  ftrongefl,  bed  hung  furnaces,  confume. 
Without  its  aid  the  cool-imprifon'd  llream, 
Seidcni  allow'd  to  view  the  face  of  day. 
Though  late  it  rcam'd  a  denizen  of  air; 
Would  ft ea I  from  its  involuntary  bounds. 
And,  by  fly  windings,  fet  itfclf  at  large. 
Bur  chief  thy  lime  the  experienc'd  boiler  loves,  390 
Nor  loves  ill- founded  ;  when  no  otiier  art 
Can  bribe  to  union  the  coy  floating  falts, 
A  proper  portion  of  this  precious  duft, 
Caft  in  the  wave  (fo  fliowers  alone  of  gold 
Could  win  fair  Danae  to  the  god's  embrace); 
With  nedar'd  mufcovado  foon  will  charge 
Thy  flielving  coolers,  which,  fcverely  prefs'd 
Between  the  fingers,  not  refolves  ;  and  which 
Rings  in  the  caik  ;  and  or  a  light-brown  hue, 
Or  thine,  more  precious  filvery  grey,  affumes.  400 

The  fam'd  Bermuda's  ever-healthy  ifles, 
More  fam'd  by  gentle  Waller's  deathlels  ftrains, 
Than  for  their  cedars,  which,  infulting,  fly 
O'er  the  wide  ocean  ;   'mid  their  rocks  contain 
A  flone,  which,  when  calcin'd  (experience  fays), 
Is  only  fecond  to  Sabrina's  lime. 

While  flows  the  juice  mellifluent  from  the  cane, 
Grudge  not,  my    friend,  to  let  thy  flaves,  each 

morn, 
But  chiet  the  fick  Mid  young,  at  fetting  day, 
Themfelves  regale  with  oft  repeated  draughts  410 
Of  tepid  nectar  ;  lb  Ihall  health  and  ftrength 
Confirm  thy  negroes,  and  make  labour  light. 
While  flame  thy  chimneys,  while  thy  coppers 
foam. 
How  blithe,  how  jocund,  the  plantation  fmiles  I 
By  day,  by  night,  refounds  the  choral  fong 
Of  glad  barbarity  ;   ferene,  the  fun 
Shines  not  inteiiftly  hot;  the  trade-wind  blows : 


How  fwe€t,  how  filken.  Is  its  noontide  breath  ? 
While  to  far  climes  the  fell  deftroyer,  death 
Wings  his  dark  flight.     Then  feldom  pray  for 
rain  :  ^jq 

Rather  lor  cloudlefs  days  thy  prayers  prefer ; 
For,  if  the  Ikies  too  frequently  relent. 
Crude  flows  the  cane-juice,  and  will  long  elude 
J  ht  boiler's  warieft  ikiU  :   thy  canes  will  fpriog 
To  an  unthrifty  loftinefs;  or,  weighd 
Down  by  their  load  (ambition's  curfe),  dpcay. 
Encourage  thoti  thy  boilers;   much  depends 
On  their  flcill'd  efforts.     If  too  foon  they  flrikc, 
h'er  all  the  watery  particles  have  fled; 
Or  lime  fufiicient  granulare  the  juice  :  J^XQ 

In  vain  the  thick'ning  liquor  is  efTus'd ; 
An  heterogeneous,  an  uncertain  mafs. 
And  never  in  thy  coolers  to  condenfe. 

Or,  planter,  if  the  coiSion  they  prolong 
Beyond  its  ftatcd  time ;  the  vifcous  wave 
Will  in  huge  flinty  niaffes  chryftalize, 
Which  forceful  fingers  fcarce  can  crumble  down  • 
And  which  with  its  melaffes  ne'er  will  part  : 
Yet  this,  faft-drippingin  ne<5tareous  drops. 
Not  only  betters  what  remains,  but  when        449 
With  art  fermented,  yields  a  noble  wine, 
riian  which  nor  Gallia,  nor  the  Indian  clime, 
Where  rolls  the  Ganges,  can  a  nobler  fliovir. 
So  niifers  in  their  coffers  lock  that  gold ; 
Which,  if  allowed  at  liberty  to  roam, 
Would  better  them,  and  benefit  mankind. 

In  rhe  laft  coppers,  when  the  embrowning  wave 
With  fudden  fury  fwells;  fome  greafe  immix'd, 
The  foaming  tumult  fudden  will  compofe. 
And  force  to  union  the  divided  grain.  450 

So  when  two  fv<arms  in  airy  battle  join, 
T'he  winged  heroes  heap  the  bloody  field  ; 
Until  fome  duft,  thrown  upward  in  the  flcy, 
Quell  the  w  ild  conflidl,  and  fweet  peace  reftore. 

Faife  Gallia's  Ions,  that  hoe  the  ocean-ifles, 
Mix  with  their  fugar,  loads  of  worthlefs  fand, 
Fraudful,  their  weight  offugar  to  increafe. 
Far  be  fuch  guile  from  Britain's  honeft  fwains. 
Such  arts,  awhile,  the  unwary  may  furprife, 
And  benefit  the  impoftor  ;  but,  ere  long,        46© 
The  fkilful  buyer  will  the  fraud  detecft. 
And,  with  abhorrence,  reprobate  the  name. 


Ver.  428.  When  the  cane  juice  is  granulated 
fufficiently,  which  is  known  by  the  fugar's  flick- 
ing to  the  ladle,  and  roping  like  a  fyrup,  but  break- 
ine  ofi"  from  its  edges,  it  is  poured  into  a  cooler, 
whcr ;,  its  furface  being  (moothed,  the  chriftalliza- 
tion  is  foon  completed.  This  is  called  Jlrikinir. 
The  general  precept  is  to  temper  high,  and  ftrike 
low.  When  the  mufcovado  is  of  a  proper  con- 
fifteiice,  it  is  dug  out  of  the  cooler,  and  put  into 
hogfheads;  this  is  called /o/Z/no-,  The  calks  being 
placed  upon  flaunchions,  the  melafles  drips  from 
them  into  a  ciftcrn,  made  on  purpofe,  below  them, 
to  receive  it.  The  fugar  is  fufficiently  cured, 
when  the  hogfliead  rings  upon  being  ftruck  with, 
a  flick ;  and  when  the  two  canes,  which  are  put 
into  every  cafli,  Ihow  no  mebfl"es  upon  theni 
when  drawn  out  of  it. 


f^? 


THE   WORKS   OF   GRAINGER. 


Fortune  had  crown'd  Avaro's  younger  years, 
"With  a  vaft  tra>5l  of  land,  on  which  the  cane 
Delighted  grew,  nor  aik'd  the  toil  of  art. 
The  fu;j;ar-bakers  deem'd  thcmfelves  fecure, 
Of  mighty  profit,  could  they  buy  his  cades; 
Ff^r, -whitenefs,  hardnefs,  to  the  leeward-crop, 
His  mufcovado  gave.     But,  not  content 
With  this  pre-eminence  of  honeft  gain,  47» 

He  bafer  fugars  ftarted  in  his  calks; 
His  own,  by  mixing  fordid  things,  debas'd. 
One  year  the  fraud  fucceeded  ;   wealth  immenfe 
Flowed  in  upon  him,  and  he  bleft  his  wiles : 
The  next,  the  brokers  fpurn'dthe  adulterate  mafs, 
I3ot!i  on  the  Avon  and  the  banks  of  Thame. 

Be  thrifty,  planter,  even  thy  fkimmings  fave: 
For.  planter,  know,  the  refufe  of  the  cane 
Serves  needful  purjiofes.     Are  barbecues 
TTie  cates  thou  lov'ft  ?  What  like  rich  fkimmings 
feed  4(50 

The  grunting,  briftly  kind  .'  Your  labouring  mules 
They  foon  invigorate  :   Give  old  Baynard  thefe, 
Ilntir'd  he  trudge?  in  his  deftin'd  round  ; 
Nor  need  the  driver  crack  his  horrid  lafli. 

Yet,  with  fniail  quantities  indulge  the  fleed, 
Whom  Ikimmings  ne'er  have  fatten'd :  elfe,  too 

fond. 
So  gluttons  ufe,  he'll  eat  intemperate  meals ; 
And,  daggering,  fall  the  prey  of  ravening  Iharlcs. 

But  lay,  ye  boon  companion^^,  in  what  ftrain^. 
What  grateful  {trains,  fliall  I  record  the  praife  490 
Of  their  bed  produce,  heart-recruiting  rum  ? 
Thrice  wholel'ome  fpirit !  well-matur'd  with  age. 
Thrice  grateful  to  the  palate  !  when,  with  thirft, 
■With  heat,  with  labour,  and  wan  care  opprefl, 
1  quafi  thy  bowl,  where  fruit  my  hands  have  cull'd, 
Round,   golden    fruit ;    where    water   from    the 
fpring,  [round ; 

Which   dripping    coolnefs  fpreads   her  umbrage 
With  hardcft,  whiteft  fugar,  thrice  refin'd; 
Dilates  my  foul  with  grnuinc  ]>'y;   low  care 
I  fpurn  indignaiit  ;   toil  a  pleal'iire  feems.  jco 

For  not  Marnc's  flowery  banks,  nor  Tille's  green 

bounds. 
Where  Ceres  with  the  God  of  vintage  reigns, 
In  happieft  union;  not  Vigornian  hills, 
Pomona's  lov'd  abode,  afTord  to  man 
Goblet*  more  priz'd,  or  laudable  of  tafle. 
To  flake  parch"d  thirft,  and  mitigate  the  clime. 

Yet,  'mid  this  bleft  ebriety,  fome  tears. 
For  friends  I  left  in  Albion's  diftant  ifle. 
For  Johnfon,  Percy,  White,  efcape  mine  eyes  : 
For  lier,  fair  auth'rcfs  !  whom  firft  Calpe's  rocks 
A  fportivc  infant  faw  ;  and  whcfe  green  years  JII 
True  genius  bleft  v.-i'h  her  benigneft  gifts 
Of  happieft  fancy.     O,  were  ye  all  here, 
O,  were  ye  here  ;  with  him,  my  P.-eon's  fon  ! 
Long-known,  of  worth  approv'd,  thrice  candid 

foul! 
How  would  your  ccnverfe  charm  the  lonely  hour  ? 


Ver.  5CI.  Two  rivers  in  France,  along  whofe 
banks  the  beft  Burgundy  and  Champagne  grapes 
grow. 

Ver.  510.  Mrs.  Lennox. 


Your  converfe,  where  mild  w!fdor«  tempers  mirth ; 
And  charity,  the  petulance  of  wit; 
How  would  your  converfe  polifli  my  rude  lays. 
With  what  new,  noble  images  adorn  ?  520 

Then  fhould  1  fcarce  regret  the  banks  of  Thames, 
All  as  we  fat  beneath  that  fand-box  fliade  ; 
Whence  tlie  delighted  eye  expatiates  wide 
O'er  the  fair  landfcape ;  where  in  lovelicft  forms, 
Green  cultivation  hath  array'd  the  land. 

See !    there,  what  mills,  like  giants  raife  their 
arms. 
To  quell  the  fpeeding  gale  !  what  fmoke  afcends 
From  every  boiling  houfe  !    What  ftru>flure3  rife. 
Neat  though  not  lofty,  pervious  to  the  breeze  ; 
With  galleries,  porches,  or  piazzas  grac'd  !       53« 
Nor  not  delightful  are  thofe  reed-built  huts. 
On  yonder  hill,  that  front  the  rifing  fun ; 
With  plantanes,  with  banana's  bofom'd-deep, 
That  flutter  in  the  wind  :  where  frolic  goats. 
But  the  young  negroes,  while  their  fwarthy  fires, 
With  ardent  gladnefs  wield  the  bill ;  and  hark. 
The  crop  is  finifti'd,  how  they  rend  the  llcy! — 

Nor,  beauteous  only  fhows  the  cultured  foil. 
From  this  cool  ftation.     No  lels  charms  the  eye 
That  wild  interminable  wafte  of  waves  :  ^49 

While  on  the  horizon's  fartheft  verge  are  feen 
Iflands  of  different  fhape,  and  different  fize; 
While  fail-clad  fliips,  with   their  fweet  produte 

fraught. 
Swell  on  the  ftraining  fight ;  while  near  yon  rock. 
On  which  ten  thoufand  wings  with  ceafelefs  clang 
Their  alries  build,  a  water  fpout  defcends. 
And  {hakes  mid  ocean  ;  and  while  there  below, 
That  town,  embov.'ered  in  the  different  (hade 
Of  tamarinds,  panfpans,  and  papaws,  o'er  which 


Ver.  ^22:  So  called,  from  the  pericarpium's  be- 
ing often  made  ufe  of  for  containing  fand  ;  when 
the  feeds,  which  are  a  violent  emetic,  are  taken 
out.  This  is  a  fine  fhady  tree,  efpecially  when 
yoiing ;  and  its  leaves  are  effitaciotfly  applied  in 
headachs  to  the  temples,  which  they  fweat.  It 
grows  faft;  but  lofes  much  of  its  beauty  by  age. 
Its  wood  is  brittle,  and  when  cut,  emits  a  milky 
juice,  which  is  not  cauftic.  The  (and-box  thrives 
beft  in  warm  fhady  places.  The  fun  often  fplits 
the  pericarpium.  which  then  cracks  like  a  piftel. 
k  is  round,  flatted  both  above  and  below,  and 
divided  into  a  great  number  of  regular  compart- 
ments, each  of  which  contains  one  feed  flatted 
ovularly.     The  botanical  name  is  Hi/ra. 

Ver   549.  pjrfpar>s.\   See  the  notes  on  Book  IF. 

Ibid.  papa-n-s\  This  Angular  tree,  whofe  fruits 
fin-round  its  (ummit  under  the  branches  and  leaves, 
like  a  necklace  ;  grows  quicker  than  almoft  any 
other  in  the  Weft-iniiie^.  The  wood  is  of  no 
ufe,  being  fpongy,  hollow,  and  herbacious;  how- 
ever, the  blolT  nis  and  fruit  make  excellent  fweet- 
meats ;  but  above  all,  the  juice  of  the  fruit  being 
rubbed  upon  a  fpit,  will  iutenerate  new  killed 
fowls,  Jr'i-.  a  circumftance  of  great  confcquence  in 
a  climate,  where  the  warmth  foon  renders  what- 
ever meats  are  attempred  to  be  made  tender  by 
keeping,  unfit  for  culinary  purpofes.     Nor,  will. it 


THE   S.UG 

A  douUe  Iris  tjirows'lier  painted  arch,  ^^o 

Shows  commerce  toiling  in  each  crowded  ftrect. 
And  each   throng'd  ftreet  with  limpid  currents 

lav'd. 
What  though  no  bird  of  fong,  here  charms  the 

fenfe 
With  her  wild  minftrelfy  ;   far,  far  beycnd, 
The  unnatural  quavers  of  Hefpeiian  throats  ! 
Though  the  chaise  poet  of  the  vernal  woods, 
That  fhuns  rude  folly's  din,  delight  not  here 
The  liftening  eve  ;   and  though  no  herald-lark 
Here  leave  his  couch,  high-towering  to  defcry 
The  approach  of  dawn,    and  hail  her  with  his 

long:  560 

Yet  not  unmufical  the  tinkling  lapfe 
Of  yon  C(iol  argent  rill,  which  Phosluii?  gilds 
With  his  firft  orient  rays  ;  yet  mufical, 
Thofe  buxnm  airs  that  through  the  plantanesplay, 
And  tear  with  wantonnefs  their  leafy  fcnlls; 
Yet  not  unmufical  the  waves  hoarfe  found, 
That  dafhes,  fullen,  on  the  diftant  Ihore; 
Yet  mufical  thofe  little  infeifls  hum, 
That  hover  round  us,  and  to  reafon's  ear, 
Deep,  moral  truths  convey;  while  every  beam  5 70 
Flings  on  them  tranfient  tints,  which  vary  when 
They  wave  their  purple  plumes  ;  yet  mufical 
The  love-lorn  cooing  of  the  mountain-dove. 
That  woos  to  pleafing  thoui/htfulnefs  the  foul; 
But  chief  the  breeze,  that  murmurs  through  yon 

canes, 
Enchants  the  ear  with  tunable  delight. 

While  li;ch  fair  fcenes  adorn  thefe  blifsful  ifles; 
Why  will  their  fons,  ungrateful,  rijam  abroad? 
Why  fpend  their  opulence  in  other  climes? 

Say,  is  pre-eminence  yiur  partial  aim  ' 580 

Diftincftion  courts  you  here;  the  fenate  calls. 
Here,  crouching  flaves,  attendant  wat  your  nod  : 
While  there,  unnoted,  but  for  folly's  garb. 
For  folly's  jargon  .   your  dull  hours  ye  pafs, 
Eclips'd  by  titles,  and  fupcrior  wealth. 

Docs  martial  ardour  fie  your  generous  veins  ? 
Fly  to  your  rative  iflcs  :    Bellona,  there. 
Hath  long  time  rear'd  her  bloody  flag  ;  thefe  ifles 
Your  llreuuoub  arms  demand  ;  for  ye  are  brave  ! 
>3or  Linger  to  the  lute  and  tabcr's  found  590 

Weave  antic  meafures.     O,  could  my  weak  f"ng 
O    could    my    fong,    like    his,    heaven -favoured 

bard. 
Who  led  defponding  Sparta's  oft  beat  hods. 
To  vicl'iry,  to  glory;   tire  your  foul- 
With  Engiifh  ardour  !  for  now  England's  fwains, 
(The  Man  of  Norf  ilk,  fwains  of  England,  thank;} 
All  emulous,  to  freedom's  ftaiidard  fly. 
And  drive  invafiun  from  their  native  fliore  : 


only  intenerate  frefh  meat ;  but,  being  boiled  with 
faked  beef,  will  render  it  eafiiy  digeftible.  Its 
niifKy  juice  is  lometimes  ufed  to  cure  ringworms. 
It  is  laid,  that  the  guts  of  hogs  would  in  time  be 
lacerated,  were  they  to  feed  on  the  ripe,  unpeeled 
fruit.  Its  feed  is  faid  to  be  anthelmintic.  The 
botanical  name  is  Papaya. 

Ver.  596.    The   Honourable  General    George 
Towijfliend 
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9n 


How  would  my  foul  exult  with  confcious  pride; 
Nor    grudge   thofe    wreaths    I'yrticus   gaind    of 

yore.        '  6co 

Or  are  ye  fond  of  rich  luxurious  cates  ? — • 
Can  aught  in  Hurope  emulate  the  pine. 
Or  fiuit  forbidden,  native  of  your  ifles  ? 
S!>tis  i/f  Apicius,  fay,  can  Europe's  feas, 
Can  aught  the  edible  creation  yields, 
Compare  with  turtle,  boall  of  land  and  wave? 
Can  Europe's  feas,  in  all  their  finny  realms, 
Aught  fo  delicious  as  the  Jew  fifli  ihow  ? 
Tell  me  what  viands,  land  or  flrcams  produce. 
The  large,  black,  female,  moulting  crab  excel?  6:0 
A  richer  flavour  not  wild  Cambria's  hills, 
Nor   Scotia's  rocks  with  heath  and  thyme  o'er- 

fpread, 
Give  to  their  flocks;  than,  lone  Barbuda,  you, 
Than  you,  Anguilla,  to  your  fhecp  impart. 
Even  Britain's  yinrage,  here,  improv'd,  we  qualF 
Even  Lufitanian,  even  Hcfperian  wines. 
Thofe   from   the   Rhine's    imperial    bank.s   (poor 

Rhine!'  [bL.od? 

How  have  thy   banks  been  dyed  with  bro:h^|-- 
TJnnaTural  warfare )  !  ftrength  and  flavour  gain 
In  this  delicious  clime.     Btfides,  the  cane        62.0 
Wafted  to  every  quarter  of  the  globe, 
M  ikes  the  vaft  produce  of  the  world  your  own. 

Or  rather,  doth  the  love  of  nature  charm; 
Its  nvghty  love  your  chief  attention  claim  ? 
Leave  Europe  ;  there,  through  all  her  coyefl  ways. 
Her  lecret  mazes,  nature  is  purfucd  : 
But  here,  with  favage  lonelintfs,  flie  reigns 
On  yonder  peak,  whence  giddy  fancy  loi'ks, 
Affrighted,  on  the  labouring  main  below. 
Heavens !    what    ftupendous,    what   unnumbered 

trees,  630 

"  Stage  above  ftage,  in  various  verdure  drefl," 
Unpiofitabit  Ihag  its  airy  cliffs  I  [lefs  bloom, 

Heavens!  what  new  flirubs,  what  herbs  with  ufe- 
Adorn  its  channell'd  fides;  and,  in  its  caves 


"Ver.  608  This,  though  a  very  lage,  is  one  of 
the  niofl  delicate  fifhes  that  fwim,  being  prefer- 
able to  caramaw,  king  fifli  or  camaree  fome  even 
choofe  it  befiTe  turrle  I'hr  Jew-fifli  is  often  met 
with  at  Aiitigua,  v*  hich  enjoys  the  haiipinefs  of 
having  on  its  coafl  few,  if  any,  poifoned  fiflies. 

V<;r.  613.  This  is  a  low,  and  not  large  ftock- 
ifland,  belonging  to  the  C"dringt;in  family.  Part 
of  this  ifland,  as  alfo  two  plantations  in  Barba- 
does,  were  left  by  C  lonel  Chriftopher  Codring- 
to;  ,  for  building  a  collcjie  in  Barbadoes,  and  con- 
verting negroes  to  the  Chriftian  leligion. 

Ver.  614.  This  ifland  is  about  thirty  miles  long 
and  ten  broad.  Though  not  mountainous,  it  is 
rocky,  and  abounds  with  Urong  paflcs ;  fo  that  a 
few  of  its  inhabitants,  who  are  indeed  expert  ia 
the  ufe  of  fire-arms,  repulfed,  with  great  flaugh- 
ter,  a  confiderable  detnchment  of  French,  who 
made  a  defcent  thereon  in  the  war  preceding  the 
laft.  Cotton  and  cattle  are  its  chief  commodities. 
Many  of  the  inhabitants  are  rich  ;  the  captain- 
general  of  the  Leeward- Iflands  nominates  th 
governor  and  council.     They  have  no  afietiibly. 
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What  fulphurs,  ores,  what  earths  and  ftoues  a- 

bound  ! 
There  let  philofophy  conduift  thy  fteps,      [fearch, 
•'  For  naught  is  ul'elefs   made  :"    With    candid 
Examine  all  the  properties  of  things  ; 
Inimenfc  difcoveries  loon  will  crown  your  toil. 
Your   time   will   foon    repay.      Ah,    when    will 

cares,  640 

The  cares  of  fortune,  lefs  my  minutes  claim  ? 
Then,  with  what  joy,  what  energy  of  foul. 
Will  I  not  climb  yon  mountain's  airiefl  brow ! 
The  dawn,  the  burning  noon,  the  fettii\ij  fun. 
The  midnight-hour,  ftiall  hear  my  conitant  vows 
To  nature ;  fee  me  prollrate  at  her  ihrine  ! 
And,  O,  haply  I  may  aught  invent 
Of  ufc  to  m.ortal  man,  life  to  prolong. 
To  foften,  or  adorn  ;  what  genuine  joy, 
What  exultation  of  fupreme  delight,  650 

Will  fwell  my  raptured  bofora.     Then,  when 

death 
Shall  call  me  hence,  I'll  unrepining  go; 
Nor  envy  conquerors  their  ftoried  tombs, 
Though  not  a  Itone  point  out  my  humble  grave. 

BOOK.  IV. 

ARGUMENT. 

Invocation  to  the  Genius  of  Africa.  Addrefs. 
Negroes  when  bought  (bould  be  young,  and 
ftrong.  The  Congo-negroes  are  fitter  for  the 
houfe  and  trades,  than  for  the  field.  The  Gold- 
Coaft,  but  efpecially  the  Papaw-ncgroes,  make 
the  bell  field  negroes  :  but  even  the!e,  if  ad- 
vanced in  years,  fiiould  not  be  purchafed 
marks  of  a  Icund  negroe  at  anegroefaie 
the  men  do  nothing  but  hunt,  tifh  or  fight,  and 
all  field  drudgery  is  left  to  the  women ;  thefe 
are  to  be  preferred  to  their  hufbands.  The 
Minnahs  make  good  cradefmen,  but  addivfled  to 
fuicidc.  The  Mandingos,  in  particular,  fub- 
je<51;  to  wornis;  and  the  Congas,  to  dropfical 
difordcrs.  How  fak-water,  or  new  negroes 
fhould  be  feafoned.  Some  negroes  eat  dirt. 
Negroes  Ihould  be  habituated  by  gentle  de- 
grees to  field  labour.  Thii  labour,  when  com- 
']fared  to  that  in  lead-mines,  or  of  thofe  who 
work  in  the  gold  and  filver  mines  of  South 
America,  is  not  only  lefs  toilfome.  but  far  more 
healthy.  Negroes  fhould  always  be  treated  with 
humanity.  Praife  of  freedom.  Of  the  dracun- 
culus,  or  dragon-wcrni.  Of  chigres.  Of  the 
yaws.  Mi^ht  not  this  difeafe  be  imparted  by 
inoculation  ?  Of  worms,  and  their  multitorm 
appearance.  Praife  of  commerce.  Of  the  ima- 
ginary diforders  of  negroes,  efpecially  thofe 
caufed  by  their  conjurers  or  Obiamen.  The 
compofition  and  fuppofed  virtues  of  a  magic- 
phiol.  Field-negroes  fiiould  not  begin  to  work 
belore  fix  in  the  morning,  and  fliould  leave  off 
between  eleven  and  twelve;  and  beginning  a- 
gain  at  two,  fliould  finifh  before  funfet.  Of 
the  weekly  allowance  of  negroes.  The 
young,  the  old,  the  fickly,  and  even  the  lazy, 
muft   have  their  viiluals  prepared  for  them. 


Tiie 
\Vhere 


Of  negro  ground,  and  its  various  produiftions. 
To  be  fenced  in,  and  watched.  Of  an  Ameri- 
can garden.  Of  the  fituation  of  the  nep-o. 
huts.  How  beft  defended  from  fire.  The  great 
negro-dance  defcribed.  Drumming,  and  in- 
toxicating fpirits  not  to  be  allowed.  Negroes 
fiiould  be  made  to  marry  in  their  maft.ers  plan- 
tation. Inconveniences  arifing  from  the  con- 
trary praftice.  Negroes  to  be  clothed  once  a 
year,  and  before  Chriftmas.  Praife  of  Lewis 
XTV.  for  the  Code  Noir.  A  body  of  lawi  of 
this  hind  recommended  to  the  EngHfii  fugar 
colonies,  Praife  of  tlie  river  Thames.  A  moon- 
light landfcape  and  vifion. 

Genius  of  Afric  !  whether  thou  beflrld'fl 
The  caftled  elephant ;  or  at  the  fource, 
(While  howls  the  defart  fearfully  around), 
Of  thine  own  Niger,  fadly  thou  reclin'fl 
Thy  temples,  faaded  by  the  tremulous  palm, 
Or  quick  papaw,  whofe  top  is  neckiac'd  round 
Witn  numerous  rows  of  party-colour'd  fruit  : 
Or  hear'fl  thou  rather  from  the  rocky  banks 
Of  Rio  Grande,  or  black  San^ga  ? 
Where  dauntlels  thou  the  headlong  torrent  brav'ft 
In  fearch  of  gold,  to  braid  thy  wooly  locks,      II 
Or  with  bright  ringlets  ornament  thine  ears, 
Thine  arms,  and  ankles:  O  attend  my  fong. 
A  mufe  that  pities  thy  dillrefsful  flate ; 

I  Who  fees,  wi'h  grief,  thy  Ions  in  fetters  bound; 
Who  wifhes  freedom  to  the  race  of  man  ; 
rhy  nod  affenting  craves  :  dread  genius,  come  ! 
Yet  vain  thy  jarefence,  vain  thy  favouring  nod: 
Unlefs  once  more  the  miifes,  that  erewhilc 
Upheld  me  fdir.ting  in  my  paft  career,  20 

Through  Caribbee's  cane-illcs,  kind  condefcend 
To  guide  my  footfteps  through  parch'd  Libya's 

wilds; 
And  bind  my  fun-burnt  brow  with  other  bays, 
Than  ever  dcck'd  tlie  Sylvan  bard  before. 

Say,  will  my  Mtlvill,  from  the  public  care, 
Withdraw  one  moment,  to  the  mufes  ftirine  ? 
Who  fmit  with  thy  lair  fame,  induftrious  cull 
An  Indian  wreath  to  mingle  with  thy  bays. 
And  deck  the  hero,  and  the  Icholar's  brow  ! 
Wilt  thou,  whofe  mildnefs  fmooths  the  face  of 
war,  39 

Who  round  the  vii5lor-biade  the  myrtle  twin'fl, 
And  mak'ft  lubjedlion  loyal  and  fincere  ; 
O  wilt  thou  gracious  hear  the  unartful  flrain, 
Whofe  mild  mllrudions  teach,  no  trivial  theme. 
What  care  the  j^tty  African  requires  ? 
Yes,  thou  wilt  deign  to  hear;  a  man  thou  art 
Who  deem'll  nought  foreign  that  belongs  to  man. 

In  mind,  and  aptitude  lor  ufchd  toil. 
The  negroes  differ  :   mufe  that  difference  fiiig. 

Whether  to  wield  the  hoe,  or  guide  the  plane; 
Or  for  domefiic  nfes  thou  intend'lt  41 

The  funny  Libyan  :  from  what  clime  they  fjiring, 
It  not  imports  ;  if  flreiigtli  and  youth  be  theirs. 
Yet  thofe  from  Congo's  wide-extended  plains. 
Through  which  the  long  Zaire  vsinds  with  cryftal 

flream. 
Where  lavifli  nature  fends  indulgent  forth 

;  Fruits  of  high  flavour,  and  fponianeous  feeJs 
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Of  bland  nutritious  quality,  ill  bear 

The  toilfome  field ;  but  boall  a  docile  mind, 

An<i  huppinefs  of  features.     Thel'c,  with  care,  50 

Be  taught  each  nice  mechanic  art :  or  train'd 

To  houlehold  oiTices  :  their  du(ftile  fouls 

Will  all  thy  care,  and  all  thy  gold  repay. 

But,  if  the  labours  of  the  field  ilemand 
Thy  chief  attention  ;  and  the  ambrofial  cane 
Thou  Iop.jt'II  to  fee,  with  fpiry  frequence,  Ihade 
Many  an  acre:  planter,  choofe  the  flave. 
Who  iail.s  from  barren  climes;  where  want  alone, 
OfiVpring  (;f  rude  uecclfity,  compels 
The  flurdy  native,  or  to  plant  the  foil,  60 

Or  tlem  vail  rivers  for  his  daily  food. 

Such  are  the  children  of  the  Golden  C'^aft  ; 
Such  the  Papaws,  of  negroes  far  the  beft  : 
And  fuch  the    numerous   tribes,   that   ikirt  the 

ihore. 
From  rapid  Volta  to  the  diflant  Rey. 

But,  planter,  from  what  coaft  foe'er  they  fail, 
Buy  not  the  old  :   they  ever  fullen  prove  ; 
With  heart-felt  anguifh,  they  lament  their  home; 
They  will  not,  cannot  work;  they  never  learn 
Thy  native  language  ;  they  are  prone  to  ails;    70 
And  oft  by  fuicide  their  being  end. — 

Muft  thoa  from  Afric  reinforce  thy  gang? — 
I,et  h(.alth  and  youth  their  every  finew  firm  ; 
Clear  roll  their  ample  eye  ;  their  tongue  be  red ; 
Broad  fvi'ell  their  chell ;   their  Iboulders  wide  ex- 
pand ; 
Not  prominent  their  belly  ;  clean  and  flrong 
Their  thighs  and  legs,  in  juft  proportion  rife. 
Such  fooii  will  brave  the  fervours  of  the  clime  ; 
And  free  from  ails,  tliat  kill  thy  negroe-train, 
A  ufefu!  fervitude  will  long  fupport.  80 

Yet,  if  thine  own,  thy  childrens  life,  be  dear ; 
Buy  not  a  Cormantee,  though  healthy,  young. 
Of  breed  too  generous  for  the  fervile  field  ; 
They,  born  to  freedom  in  their  native  land, 
Choofe  death  before  difhonourable  bonds  : 
Or,  fir'd  with  vengeance,  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Sudden  they  feize  thine  unfufpe61ing  watch, 
And  thine  own  poinard  bury  in  thy  breaft. 

At  home,  the  men,  in  many  a  fylvan  realm, 
Their  rank  tobacco,  charm  of  fauntering  minds,  90 
From  clayey  tubes  inhale;  or,  vacant,  beat 
For  prey  the  foreft;  or,  in  war's  dread  ranks. 
Their  country's  foes  affront :   while,  in  the  field, 
Their  wives  plant  rice,  or  yams,  or  lofty  maize. 
Fell  hunger  to  repel.      Be  thefe  thy  choice  : 
They,  hardy,  with  the  labours  of  tlie  cane 
Soon  grow  familiar;  whi  e  iinufual  toil. 
And  new  feverlti.es  their  hulbands  kill. 

The  flaves  from  Minnah  are  of  faibborn  breed  : 
But,  when  the  bill,  or  hammer,  they  p.fTeifl ;     lOO 
They  foon  perfeAion  reach.     But  fly,  with  care, 
I'he  Moco-nation  ;  they  themfelves  deflroy. 

Worms  lurk  in  all :  yet,  proneft  they  to  worms. 
Who  from  Mundingo  fail.      When  therefore  fuch 
Thou  buy'll,  for  flurdy  and  laborious  they, 
Straight  let  fome  learned  kach  Ilrong  medicines 

give. 
Till  food  and  climate  both  familiar  grow. 
Thus,  though  from  rife  to  fet,  in  Phoebus'  eye, 
Tiiey  toil,  unceafing ;  yet,  at  night,  they'll  fleep, 


AR   CANE,  jaj 

Lap'd  in  Elyfium;   and,  each  day,  at  dawn,    no 
Spring  from  their  couch,  as  blithfome  as  the  fun. 
One  precept  more,  it  mucii  imports  to  know.^ 
The  blacks,  who  drink  the  Quanza's  lucid  ftream. 
Fed  by  ten  thoufand  fprings,  are  prone  to  bloat. 
Whether  at  home  or  in  thefe  ocean-ifles  : 
And  though  nice  art  the  water  may  fubdue. 
Yet  many  die ;   and  few,  for  many  a  year, 
Juft  ftrength  attain  to  labour  for  their  lord. 

Would'ft   thou  fecurc  thine  Ethiop  from  thofe 

ails,  [breed,  120 

Which    change    of    climate,    change    of    waters 
And  food  unufual  ?  let  Machaon  draw 
From  each  fome  blood,  as  age  and  fex  require ; 
And  well  with  vervain,  well  with  fempre-vive. 
Unload  their  bowels. —  Thefe,  in  every  hedge. 
Spontaneous  grow. — Nor  will  it  not  conduce 
To  give  what  chemiits,  in  myfterious  phrafe, 
Term  the  white  eagle;  deadly  foe  to  worms. 
But  chief  do  thou,  my  friend,  with  hearty  food. 
Yet  eafy  of  digeftion,  likefl:  that 
Which  they  at  home  regal'd  on  ;  renovate        130 
Thei.-  lea-worn  appetites.     Let  gentle  work, 
Or  rather  playful  cxercife,  amufe 
The  novel  gang  :   and  far  be  angry  words; 
Far   ponderous    chains  ;    and    fat    difheartening 

blows. — 
From  fruits  reftrain  their  eagernefs;  yet  if 
The  acajou,  haply,  in  thy  garden  bloom. 
With  cherries,  o.'-  of  white  or  purple  hue. 
Thrice  whoiefome  fruit  in  this  relaxing  clime ! 
Safely  thou  may'ft  their  appetite  indulge. 
Their  arid  lliinswillplump,theirfeaturesfliine:  I+O 
No  rheums,  no  dyfenteric  ails  torment  : 
I'he  thirfly  hydrops  flies. — 'Fis  even  averr'd, 
(Ah,  did  experience  fandlify  the  faift  ; 
How  many  Lybians  now  would  dig  the  foil. 


Ver.  137.  The  tree  which  produces  this  whoie- 
fome fruit  is  tall,  fhady.  and  of  quick  growth.  Its 
Indian  name  is  Acajau ;  hence  corruptly  called 
Cajhc-w  by  the  Engiilb.  The  fruit  has  no  refem- 
blance  to  a  cherry,  either  in  fhape  or  Cze  ;  and 
bears,  at  its  lower  extremity,  a  nut  (which  the 
Spaniards  name  Anacardo,  and  phyficians  Anacar- 
dium)  that  refembles  a  large  kidney-bean.  Its 
kernel  is  as  grateful  a^  an  almond,  and  more  eafy 
of  digeftion.  Between  its  rinds  is  contained  a 
highly  cauftic  oil  ;  which,  being  held  to  a  candle, 
emits  bright  falient  fparkles,  in  which  the  Ameri- 
can fortune-tellers  pretended  they  faw  fpirits  who 
gave  anfwers  to  whatever  queftions  were  put  to 
them  by  their  ignorant  followers.  This  oil  is  ufed 
as  a  cofmetic  by  the  ladies,  to  remove  freckles 
and  fun-burning;  but  the  pain  they  neceffarily 
fufFer  makes  its  ufe  not  very  frequent.  This  tree 
alfo  produces  a  gum  not  inferior  to  Gum- Arabic ; 
and  its  bark  Is  an  approved  aftringent.'  The  juice 
of  the  cherry  ftains  exceedingly.  The  long  citroa 
or  amber-coloured,  is  the  beft.  The  calbew-nuts, 
when  unripe,  are  of  a  green  colour  ;  but,  ripe, 
they  affume  that  of  a  pale  olive.  This  tree  beanj 
fruit  but  oiice  a  year.  , 
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Who  pine  In  hourly  agonies  away  !) 
This  pleafing  fruii,  if  turtle  joins  its  aid, 
Removes  that  worft  of  ails,  difgracc  of  arc, 
The  loathfomc  leprofy's  infeiftious  bane. 

There  are,  the  mule  hath  ofc  abhorrent  feen, 
Who  fwaliow  dirt;  (fo  the  chlorotic  fair  150 

Oft  chalk,  prefer  to  the  moft  poignant  cates) : 
Such  droify  blcts,  and  to  fure  death  configns, 
Urdels  reflrain'd  from  this  unwholefome  food 
By  IViothintf  words  by  meisaces,  by  blow^  : 
i>!or  yet  will  threats,  or  blows,  or  fouthing  words, 
Pertcd;  their  cure,  unlefs  thou,  Pxan,  deign'ft 
By  medicine^  power  their  cravings  to  fubdue. 

To  eafy  labour  firft  inure  thy  flaves; 
Extremes  arc  dange'ous.     With  induftriousfearch 
Let  them  fit  graffy  provender  c<dle>Sl:  160 

for  chy  keen  flomach'd  herds. — But  when  the 

earth 
Hath  made  her  annual  progrefs  round  the  fun. 
What  tmie  the  conch  or  bell  refounds,  they  may 
All  to  the  cane  ground  with  thy  ging  repair. 

Nor  negro  at  tliy  deftiny  repine, 
Though  doom'd  to  toil  from  dawn  to  fetting  fun. 
How  far  more  pleafant  is  thy  rural  tailc 
Than  tUeir^  who  fweat,  fequefler'd  from  the  day. 
In  dark  tartarean  caves,  funk  far  beneath  169 

The  earth's  dark  furface,  where  fulphureous  flames, 
Oft  from  rheir  vapoury  prifons  burfting  wild. 
To  dire  explofun  give  the  cavern'd  deep. 
And  in  dread  ruin  all  its  inmates  whelm  ? — 
Nor  fateful  only  is  the  burfting  flame  ; 
The  exhalations  of  the  deep-dug  mine, 
Though  flow,. (hake  from  their  wings  as  fure  a 

death. 
With  what  intenfe  feverity  of  pain 
Hath  the  affiifted  mule,  in  Scotia,  feen 
The  miners  rack'd,  who  toil  for  fatal  lead  ? 
What  cramps,  what   palfie.',   fhake    their   feeble 
limbs,  180 

Who,  on  the  margin  of  the  rocky  Drave, 
Trace  fdvcr's  fluent  ore  .'  Yet  white  men  th^fc  ! 

How  far  more  happy  ye  than  tliefe  poor  llaves, 
Who,  whilom,  undtr  native,  graciou^  chiefs, 
Jnc'as  and  emperors,  long  time  enjoy'd 
Mild  government,  with  every  fvveet  of  life. 
In  blifjful  climates  ?  bee  them  dragg'd  in  chains. 
By  proud  infuking  tyrants,  to  the  mines 
Which  once  they  call'd  their  own,  and  then  de- 

fp-.s'd  : 
See,  in  the  mineral  bofom  of  their  land,  190 

How  hard   they  toil  !   how   foon   their  youthful 

limbs 
feel  the  decrepitude  of  age  !  how  foon 
Their  teeth  dcfert  their  lockets  !  and  how  foon 
Shaking  raralyfis  unflrings  tncir  frame  ! 
"Vet  fcarce,  even  then,  arc  they  allow'd  to  view 
The  gloriouj  god  of  day,  of  whom  thty  beg. 
With  eariieft  hourly  fupplications,  death  ; 


With  thcfe  comparM,  ye  fons  of  Afric,  fay 
How  far  more  happy  is  your  lot  ?  Bland  health,  , 
Of  ardent  eye,  and  limb  robuft,  attends  20I 

Your  cuftom'd  labour;  and,  fhould  fickncfs  feize/ 
With  what  folicitude  are  ye  not  nurs'd ! — 
Ye  negroes,  then,  your  pleafing  taflc  purfue, 
And  by  your  toil  deferve  your  mafter's  care. 

When  firfl  your  blacks  are  novel  to  the  hoe, 
Study  their  humours  :   Some,  fofc-foothing  words  ; 
Some,  prefents  ;  and  fome,  menaces  fubdue; 
And  fome  I've  known,  fo  flubborn  is  their  kind, 
Whom  blows,  alas !  could  win  alone  to  toil.    210 

Yet,  planter,  let  humanity  prevail. — 
Perhaps  thy  negro,  in  his  native  land, 
Pofl"eft  large  fertile  plains,  and  flaves,  and  herds  : 
Perhaps,  whene'er  he  deign'd  to  walk  abroad, 
The  richeft  filks,  from  where  the  Indus  rolls,  - 
His  limbs  invefted  in  their  gorgeous  pleats: 
Perhaps  he  wails  his  wife,  his  children,  left 
To  ftruggle  with  adverfity  :   Perhaps 
Fortune,  in  battle  tor  his  country  fought,  , 

Gave  him  a  captive  to  his  deadlieft  foe :  223 

Perhaps,  incautious,  in  his  native  fields, 
(On  pleafurable  fcenes  his  mind  intent) 
All  as  he  wandered ;  from  the  neighbouring  grove 
Fell  ambufh  dragg'd  him  to  the  hated  main  — 
Were  they  even  fold  for  crimes,  ye  pplifh'd  fay  1 
Ye,  to  whom  learning  opes  her  amplefl  page  ! 
Ye,  whom  the  knowledge  of  a  living  God 
Should  lead  to  virtue  !    Are  ye  free  from  crimes  * 
Ah  pity  then  thefe  uninftruded  fwains; 
And  ftiil  let  mercy  foften  the  decrees  236 

Of  rigid  juftice,  with  her  lenient  hand." 

Oh,  did  the  tender  mufe  poffefs  the  power 
Which  motiarchs  have,  and  monarch*  oft  abufe, 
'Twould  be  the  fond  ambition  of  her  foul 
To  quell  tyrannic  fway  ;  knock  off  the  chains 
Of  heart-debafing  flavery  ;  give  to  man. 
Of  every  colour  and  of  every  clime, 
Freedom,  which  flamps  him  image  of  his  God. 
TKen  laws,  oppreflVon'sfcourge,  fair  virtue's  propi 
Offspring  of  wifdom  !  fhould  impartial  reign,   240- 
I'd  knit  the  whole  in  v^-ell-accorded  ftrifc  : 
Servants,  not  flaves ;  of  choice,  and  not  compell'd  3 
The  blacks  fliould  cultivate  the  cane-land  ifles. 

Say,  fhall  the  mufe  the  various  ills  recount 
Which  negro  nations  feel  ?  Shall  flie  defcribe 
The  worm  that  fubtly  winds  into  their  flefh. 
All  as  they  bathe  them  in  their  native  ftreams  ? 
There,  with  fell  increm.ent,  it  foon  attains 
A  direful  length  of  harm.     Yet,  if  due  (kill 
.\nd  proper  circumfpecSion  are  employed,       25* 
It  may  he  won  its  volumes  to  wiiid  round 
A  leadeii  cylinder  :   But,  oh,  beware, 
No  raflinefs  pra^life  ;   ell'e  'twill  furely  fnap, 
And,  fediicniy  retreating,  dire  produce 
An  annual  lanienefs  to  the  tortured  Moor. 

Nor  only  is  the  dragon  worm  to  dread: 


Yet  death  flow  comes,  to  torture  them  the  more '.  |  Fell  vvingcd  infccSts,  which  the  vifual  ray 


Ver.  163.    Plantations  that  have  no  bells,  af-  I       Ver.  257.    Thefe,   by  the   Englifh,  are  called 
femble  their  negroes  by  foutiding  a  ccnch-flicll.  CInyces   or   Chigres.     They  chiefly  perforate    the 

Ver.  i8r.  A  river  in  Hungary,  on  whofc  bar.ks  j  toes,  and  fonittimes  the  fingers;  occafioning  an 


are  found  niines  of  auickfilver; 


[  itching,  which  fome  peoptc  think  not  anpleafia 
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Scarcely  difcerns,  tJieIr  fable  feet  and  hands 
Oft  penetrate,  and  in  the  flefhy  neft 
Myriads  of  young  produce,  which  foon  deftroy 
The  parts  they  breed  in,  if  affiduous  care,        a6l 
"With  art,  extraiSt  not  the  prolific  foe. 

Or,  fliall  (he  fing,  and  not  dcbafe  her  lay, 
The  peft  peculiar  to  the  ^thinp-kind, 
The  yaw's  infecflious  bane  ? — The  infcdled  far 
In  huts  to.leeward  lodge,  or  near  the  main 
With  heart'ning food, with  turtle,  and  with  conchs, 
The  flowers  of  fulphur,  and  hard  niccars  burnt, 
The  lurking  evil  from  the  blood  expel. 
And  throw  it  on  the  furface  :  There  in  fpots  %JO 
Which  caufe  no  pain,  and  fcanty  ichor  yield, 
It  chiefly  breaks  about  the  arms  and  hips, 
A  virulent  contagion  ! — When  no  more 
Round  knobby  fpots  deform,  but  the  difeafe 
Seems  at  a  paufe,  then  let  the  learned  leech 
Give,  in  due  dofe,  live-filver  from  the  mine, 
Till  copious  fpitting  the  whole  taint  exhauft, — 
Nor  thou  repine,  though  half-way  round  the  fun 
This  globe  her  annual  progrefs  fliall  abfolve. 
Ere,  clear'd,  thy  flave  from  all  infci5lion  fliine. 
3Sor  then  be  confident;   fucccfTive  crops  281 

Of  defcedations  oft  will  Ipot  the  Ikin  : 
Thefe  thou,  with  turpentine  and  guaiac  pods, 
Reduc'd  by  cofiion  to  a  wholefome  draught, 
Total  remove,  and  give  the  blood  its  balm. 

Say,  as  this  malady  but  once  infefls 
The  fons  of  Guinea,  might  not  Ikill  ingraft 
(Thus  the  fmall-pox  are  happily  convey'd) 
This  ailment  early  to  thy  negro-train  ? 

Yet,  of  the  ills  whi<h  torture  Libya's  fons,   290 
Worms  tyrannize  the  worft.    They,  Proteus-like, 
Each  fymptom  of  each  malady  affume. 
And  under  every  malk  the  afraiTms  kill. 
Now,  in  the  guife  of  horrid  fpalms,  they  writhe 
The  tortured  body,  and  all  fenfe  o'erpower. 
Sometimes,  like  mania,  with  her  head  downcaft, 
They  caufe  the  wretch  in  folitude  to  pine ; 
Or  frantic,  burfting  from  the  ftrongelt  chains, 
To  frown  with  look  terrific,  not  his  own. 
Sometimes,  like  ague,  with  a  thivenng  mien,  3C0 
The  teeth  gnafli  fearful,  and  the  blood  runs  chill: 


and  are  at  pains  to  get,  by  going  to  the  copper- 
holes,  or  mill-round,  where  chigres  moft  abound. 
They  lay  their  nits  in  a  bag,  about  the  fize  of  a 
Iniall  pea,  and  are  partly  contained  therein  them- 
selves. I'his  the  negroes  extradt  without  burft- 
ing, by  means  of  a  needle,  and  filling  up  the  place 
with  a  little  fnufF;  it  foon  heals,  if  the  perfon  has 
-a  good  Conflitutinn.  One  fpecies  of  them  is  fup- 
pofed  t"  be  poifonous,  but  I  believe  unjuftly. 
When  they  bury  themfelves  near  a  tendon,  efpe- 
cially  if  the  perfon  is  in  a  bad  habit  of  body  they 
occafion  iroublefome  fores.  The  South  Americans 
call  them  Miguas. 

Ver.  268.  rhe  botanical  name  of  this  medicinal 
Ibrub  is  GuUandina.  I'he  fruit  refembles  marbles, 
though  not  fo  round.  Their  fhell  is  hard  and 
fmooth,  and  contains  a  farinaceous  nut,  of  admi- 
rable ufe  in  feminal  wcakncffea.  They  are  alfo 
given  to  throw  out  the  ya^Yi. 


Anon  the  ferment  maddens  in  the  veins, 
And  a  falfe  vigour  animates  the  frame. 
Again,  the  dropfy's  blotted  mafk  they  Ileal, 
Or,  "  melt  with  minings  of  the  hcdtic  fire." 

Say,  to  fuch  various  mimic  forms  of  death, 
What  remedies  fliall  puzzled  art  (ippofc  ? — 
Thanks  to  the  Almighty,  in  each  path-way  hedge 
Rank  cow-itch  grows,  whofe  fharp  unnumber'd 

flings, 
Sheath'd  in  melaffes,  from  their  dens  expel,      31* 
Fell  dens  of  death,  the  reptile  lui  king  foe. — 
A  powerful  vermifuge,  in  flvilful  hands, 
Ihe  worm-grafs  proves;  yet,  even  in  hands  of 

flcill. 
Sudden  I've  known  it  dim  the  vifual  ray 
For  a  whole  day  and  night.    There  are  who  ufc 
(.'^nd  fage  experience  juflifies  the  ufe) 
The  mineral  produA  of  the  Cornifb  mine ; 
Which  in  old  times,  ere  Britain  laws  enjoyed^ 
The  polifli'd  Tyrians,  monarchs  of  the  main. 
In  their  fwift  Ihips  convey'd  to  foreign  realms  : 
The  fun  by  day,  by  night  the  northern  ftar,    32I 
Their  courfe  conduced  — Mighty  commerce,  haili 
By  thee  the  fons  of  Attic's  fterile  land, 
.A.  fcanty  number,  laws  inipcs'd  on  Greece  : 
Nor  aw'd  they  Greece  alone  ;  vaft  Afia's  king. 
Though  girt  by  rich  arm'd  myriads,  at  their frowa 
Felt  his  heart  wither  on  his  farthcfl  throne. 
Perennial  fource  of  population  thou  ! 
While  fcanty  peafants  plough  the  flowery  plains 
Of  purple  Enna  ;  from  the  Belgian  fens,  33(i 

What  fwarms  of  ufeful  citizens  fpring  up, 
fiatch'd   by  tliy  foftenng  wing.     Ah,  where  is 

flown 
That  dauntlefs  free-born  fpirit,  which  of  old 
Taught  them  to  fliake  off  the  tyrannic  yoke 
Of  Spain's  infulting  king;  on  whofe  wide  realms 
rhe  fun  ftill  Ihone  with  undiminifh'd  beam? 
Patent  of  wealth  !  in  vain  coy  nature  hoards 
Her  gold  and  diamonds;  toil,  thy  firm  compeer. 
And  induflry  of  unremitting  nerve. 
Scale  the  cleft  mountain,  the  loud  torrent  brave. 
Plunge  to  the  centre,  and  through  nature's  wiles, 
(Led  on  by  fkill  of  penetrative  foul) 
Her  following  dofe,  her  fecret  creafures  find. 


Ver.  309-.  See  notes  in  Book  11. 

Vtr.  317.  Tin-filings  are  a  better  vermifuge 
than  tin  in  powder.  The  weflcrn  parts  of  Bri- 
tain,  and  the  neighbouring  ifles,  have  been  fa- 
mous- for  this  uleful  metal  from  the  remotefl  an- 
tiquity; for  we  find  frc'-.j  Strabo,  that  the  PhCE- 
iiicians  made  frequent  voyages  to  thufe  part^ 
(which  they  called  CaJJlieiiJcs,  from  Kx(Tsi]'.fOf , 
flannuni)  in  quell  of  that  commodity,  which 
turned  out  fo  beneficial  to  them,  that  a  pilot  of 
that  nation  flranded  his  veffel,  rather  than  (how 
a  Roman  ftiip  that  watched  him  the  vi'ay  to  thofc 
mines.  For  this  public-fpiritcd  adlion  he  was 
amply  rewarded,  fays  that  accurate  writer,  upon 
his  return  to  his  country.  The  Romans,  how- 
ever, foon  made  themfelves  niafters  of  the  fecret, 
and  fliared  with  them  ia  the  profit  of  that  mer- 
chandii's. 
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To  pour  them  plenteous  on  the  laughing  world. 

On  thee,  Sylvanus,  thee  each  rural  god, 

On  thee  chief  Ceres,  with  unfailing  love. 

And  fond  diftindlion,  eniuloufly  gaze. 

In  vain  hath  nature  pour'd  vaft  feas  between 

Far-diftant  kingdoms  ;  endlefs  ftorms  in  vain 

With  double  night  brood  o'er  them ;  thou  doft 

throw,  350 

O'er  far-divided  nature's  realms,  a  chain 
To  bind  in  fweet  fociety  mankind. 
By  thee  white  Albion,  once  a  barbarous  clime, 
Grew  fam'dfor  arms,  for  wifdom,  and  for  laws; 
By  thee  flie  holds  the  balance  of  the  world, 
Acknowledg'd  now  fole  emprefs  of  the  main. 
Coy  though  thou  art,  and  mutable  of  love, 
There  may'ft  thou  ever  fix  thy  wandering  fteps; 
While  Eurus  rules  the  wide  Atlantic  foam  ! 
By  thee,  thy  favourite,  great  Columbus  found 
That  world,  where  now  thy  praifcs  1  rehearfe 
To  the  refounding  main  and  palmy  fliore ; 
And  Lufnania's  chiefs  thofe  realms  explor'd. 
Whence  negroes  fpring,  the  fubjed;  of  my  fong. 

Nor  pine  the  blacks  alone  with  real  ills, 
That  baffle  oft  the  wifeft  rules  of  art ; 
They  likewife  feel  imaginary  woes, 
Woes  no  lefs  deadly.     Lucklefs  he  who  owns 
The  flave,   who  thinks  himfelf  bewitch'd  ;  and 

whom,  [ftruck; 

In  wrath,  a  conjurer's  fnake-mark'd   ftaff  hath 
They  mope,  love  filence,  every  friend  avoid,    371 
They  inly  pine,  all  aliment  rcjeifl, 
Or  infufficlent  for  nutrition  take  : 
Their  fefatures  droop ;  a  fickly  yellowifh  hue 
Their  fkin  deforms;  their  ftrength  and  beauty  fly. 
Then  comes  the  feverifh  fiend,  with  fiery  eyes. 
Whom   drowth,  convulfions,  and  whom   death 

furround. 
Fatal  attendants  '.   if  fnme  fubtle  flave 
(Such  Obia-men  are  ftyl'd)  do  not  engage 
To  fave  the  wretch  by  antidote  or  fpell.  380 

In  magic  fpells,  in  Obia,  all  the  fons 
Of  fable  Afric  truft  : — Ye  facred  nine  I 
(For  ye  each  hidden  preparation  know) 
Tranfpierce  the  gloom,  which  ignorance  and  fraud 
Have  render'd  awful ;  tell  the  laughing  world 
Of  what  thefc  wonder-working  charms  are  made. 


Ver.  370.  The  negro-conjurers,  or  obia-men, 
as  they  are  called,  carry  about  them  a  fluff,  which 
is  marked  -with  frogs,  fnakes,  &c.  The  blacks 
imagine  that  its  blow,  if  not  mortal,  will  at  leaft 
occafion  long  and  troublefome  diforders.  A  be- 
lief in  magic  is  infeparabie  from  human  nature; 
but  thofe  nations  are  mod  addidted  thereto,  a- 
mong  whom  learning,  and  of  courfe  philofophy, 
have  leaft  obtained.  As  in  all  other  countries, 
fo  in  Guinea,  the  conjurers,  as  they  have  more 
underftanding,  fo  are  they  almoft  always  more- 
wicked  than  the  common  herd  of  their  deluded 
countrymen  ;  and  as  the  negro  magicians  can  do 
mifchief,  fo  they  can  alfo  do  good  on  a  plantation, 
provided  they  are  kept  by  the  white  people  in 
proper  fubordination. 


Fern  root  cut  fmall,  and  tied  with  many  a  knot; 
Old  teeth  extra(5led  from  a  white  man's  Ikull: 
A  lizard's  fkeleton  ;  a  ferpent's  head  : 
Thefe  mix'd  with  fait,  and  water  from  the  fpring, 
Are  in  a  phial  pour'd  ;   o'er  thcfe  the  leach     391 
Mutters  ftrange  jargon,  and  wild  circles  forms. 

Of  thi^  poiTefl,  each  negro  deems  himfelf 
Secure  from  poifon  ;  for  to  poifon  they 
Are  infamouily  prone  :   and  arm'd  with  this. 
Their  fable  country  demons  they  defy. 
Who  fearful  haunt  them  at  the  midnight  hour. 
To  work  them  mifchief.  This,  difcafes  fly; 
Difeafes  follow  ;  fuch  its  wonderous  power  I 
This  o'er  the  threfliold  of  their  cottage  hung,  4;© 
No  thieves  break  in  ;  or,  if  they  dare  to  ftcal, 
Their  feet  in  blotches  which  admit  no  cure, 
Burft  lothfome  out  :  b:it  fhould  its  owner  filch, 
As  flaves  were  ever  of  the  pilfering  kind, 
I'his  from  detection  fcreens; — fo  conjurers  fwear. 

Till  morning  dawn,  and  I^ucifer  v/ithdraw 
His  beamy  chariot ;  let  not  the  loud  bell 
Call  forth  thy  negroes  from  their  rufliy  couch  : 
And  ere  the  fun  with  raid  day  fervour  glow,  409 
When  every  broom-bufli  opes  her  yellow  flower  ; 
Let  thy  black  labourers  from  their  toil  defift  : 
Nor  till  the  broom  her  every  petal  lock, 
Let  the  loud  bell  recal  them  to  the  hoe. 
Bur  when  the  jalap  her  bright  tint  difplays, 
When  the  folanum  fills  her  cup  with  dew, 
And  crickets,  fnakes,  and  lizards  'gin  their  coil; 
Let  them  find  flicker  in  their  cane-thatch'd  huts  : 
Or,  if  conftrain'd  unufual  hours  to  toil, 
(For  even   the  beft  muft  fometimes  urge  their 

pang) 
With  double  nutriment  reward  their  pains.     420 
Howe'er  infenfate  fome  may  deem  their  flaves, 
Nor  'bove  the  beftial  rank  ;  far  other  thought* 
The  mufe,  foft  daughter  of  humanity  ! 
Will  ever  entertain.      I'he  Ethiop  knows, 
The  Ethiop  feels,  when  treated  like  a  man ; 
Nor  grudges,  fhould  neceflity  compel, 
By  day,  by  night,  to  labour  for  his  lord. 

Not  lefs  inhuman  than  unthrifty  thofe, 
Who,  half  the  year's  rotation  round  the  fun, 
Deny  fubfiftence  to  their  labouring  flaves,        430 
But  would'ft  thou  fee  thy  negro-train  increafe, 


Ver.  4x0.  This  fmall  plant  which  grows  in 
every  pafture,  may,  with  propriety,  be  termed  an 
American  clock  ;  for  it  begins  every  forenoon  at 
eleven  to  open  its  yellow  flowers,  which,  about 
one,  are  fully  expanded  ;  and  at  two  clofed.  The 
jalap,  or  marvel  of  Peru,  unfolds  its  petals  be- 
tween five  and  fix  in  the  evening,  which  fliut 
again  as  foon  as  night  comes  on,  to  open  again  in 
the  cool  of  the  morning.  This  plant  is  called  four 
o'clock  by  the  natives,  and  bears  either  a  yellow 
or  purple-coloured  flower. 

Ver.  415.  So  fome  autliors  name  the  fire-weed, 
which  grows  every  where,  and  is  the  datura  of 
Linnxus ;  whofe  virtues  Dr.  Stork,  at  Vienna, 
has  greatly  extolled  in  a  late  publication.  It  bears 
a  white  monopetalous  flo'.ver,  which  opens  always 
about  fuD-fct. 


THE   SUGAR   CANE. 


Free.from  difor^Iers ;  and  thine  acres  clad  I 

With  groves  of  fugar  :  every  week  difpenfc 
Or  Englifli  beans,  or  Carolinian  rice  ; 
Jerne's  bee£,  or  Penfylvanian  flour  ; 
Newfoundland  cod,  or  herrings  from  the  main 
That  howls  tempeftuous  round  the  Scotian  ifles  ! 
»■    Yet  feme  there  are  fo  lazily  inclin'd. 
And  fo  neglediful  of  their  food,  that  thou, 
'Would'fl;  thou  preferve  them  from  the  jaws  of 
death,  440 

Daily,  their  wholefome  viands  muft  prepare  : 
Witla  thefe  let  all  the  young,  and  childlefs  old, 
And  all  the  morbid  iharc  ; — fo  Heaven  will  blefs, 
With  manifold  increafe,  thy.coftly  care. 
Suffice  not  this  ;  to  every  flave  affign 
Some  mountain  ground  :  or,  if  wade  broken  land 
To  thee  belong,  that  broken  land  divide. 
This  let  them  cultivate  one  day  each  week; 
And  there  raife  yams,  and  there  cafiada's  root : 
From  a  good  demon's  ftaffcalfada  fprang,       4J0 
Tradition  fays,  and  Caribbees  believe  ; 
Which  into  three  tha  white-rob'd  genius  broke, 
And  bade  them  plant,  their  hunger  to  repel. 
There  let  angola's  bloomy  bu(h  fupply, 
For  many  a  year,  with  wholefome  pulfe  their 

board. 
There  let  the  bonavift,  his  fringed  pods 
Throw  liberal  o'er  the  prop;  while  ochra  bears 


Ver.  449.  To  an  ancient  Caribbean  bemoaning 
the  favage  uncomfortable  life  of  his  countrymen, 
a  deity  clad  in  white  apparel  appeared,  and  told 
him  he  would  have  come  fooner  to  have  taueht 
him  the  ways  of  civil  life,  had  he  been  addreffcd 
before.  He  then  fhowed  him  fharp  cutting  flones 
to  fell  trees  and  build  houfes  ;  and  bade  him  cover 
them  wirh  the  palm  leaves.  Then  he  broke  his 
ilaffin  three;  which,  being  planted,  foon  after 
produced  cafiada.  See  Ogi ivy's  America. 

Ver.  454.  This  is  called  Pidgeonfca,  and  grows 
pa.  a  flurdy  flirub  that  will  lad  for  years.  It  is 
juftly  reckoned  among  the  moft  wholefome  legu- 
mens.  The  juice  of  the  leaves  dropt  into  the  eye 
will  remove  incipient  films.  The  botanic  name  is 
C^tlfus. 

Ver.  456.  This  is  the  Spanifh  name  of  a  plant, 
v/hich  produces  an  e«cellent  bean.  It  is  a  parafiti- 
cal  plant.  There  are  five  forts  of  bonavifl,  the 
green,  the  white,  the  moonfhine,  the  fmall  or 
common;  and,  laftly,  the  black  and  red..  The 
flowers  of  all  are  white  and  papilionaceous,  e.t- 
ccpt  the  lad,  whofe  bloffums  are  purple.  They 
commonly  bear  in  fix  weeks.  Their  pulfe  is 
wholefome,  though  fomewhat  flatulent;  efpecial- 
ly  thofe  from  the  black  and  red.  The  pods  are 
flattiih,  two  or  three  inches  long;  and  contain 
from  three  to  five  feeds  in  partitional  cells. 

Ver.  457.  This  fhrub,  w-hich  will  lad  for  years, 
produces  a  not  lefs  agreeable  than  wholefome  pod. 
It  bears  all  the  year  round.  Being  of  a  dimy  and 
halfamic  nature,  it  becomes  a  truly  medicinal  ali- 
ment in  dyfenteric  complaints.  It  is  of  the  Malva 
iperi.es.  \\  rifes  to  about  four  or  five  feet  high, 
bearing  on  apd  near  the  fuminit  many  yellow 
Vot.  y^ 
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Aloft  his  flimy  puTp,  and  help  difdains. 

There  let  potatoes  mantle  o'er  the  grc.und; 

Sweet  as  the  cane-juice  is  the  root  they  bear.  46.O 

There  too  let  eddas  fprirrg  in  order  meet, 

With  Indian  cale,  and  foodful  calaloo  : 

While  mint,  thyme,  balm,  and  Europe's  coyer 

herbs, 
Shoot  gladfome  forth,  nor  reprobate  the  clime. 

This  tradl  fecure,  with  hedges  or  of  linies,' 
Or  budiy  citrons,  or  the  fliapely  tree 
That  glows  at  once  with  aromatic  bl(>oms, 
And  golden  fruit  mature.  To  thefe  be  join'd, 
fn  comely  neighbourhood,  the  cotton  flirub; 
In  this  delicious  clime  the  cotton  burds 
On  rocky  foils.  The  coffee  alfo  plant ; 
White  as  the  fkin  of  Albion's  lovely  fair. 
Are  the  thick  fnowy  fragrant  blooms  it  boads  : 
Nor  wilt  thou,  coco,  thy  rich  pods  refufe. 
Though  years  and  heat,  and  nioifiure  they  require, 
Ere  the  flone  grind  them  to  the  food  of  health. 
Of  thee,  perhaps,  and  of  thy  various  forts, 
And  that  kindflieltering  tree,  thy  mother  nam'd, 
With  crimfon  flovy'rets  prodigally  grac'd  ; 
In  future  times  the  enraptnr'd  tnufe  may  fing : 
If  public  favour  crown  her  prefent  lay.  /fit 

But  let  fome  ancient  faithful  flive  ereft 
His  fheltered  manfion  nenr  ;  and  with  his  dog. 
His  loaded  gun  and  cutlafs  guard  the  whole; 
Elfe  negro  fugitives,  who  fkulk  'mid  rocks 
And  flirubby  wilds  in  bands  will  foon  dedroy 
Thy  labourer's  honed  wealth  ;  their  lofs  and  yourg* 

Perhaps,  of  Indian  gardens  I  could  fin^, 
Beyond  what  bl  .om'd  on  bled  Phseacia's  ifle,- 
Or  eadern  climes  admir'd  in  days  of  yore  :     433 
How  Europe's  foodful,  culinary  plan's; 
How  gay  Pomona's  ruby-tinaured  births; 
And  gaudy  Flora's  various-veded  train  ; 
Might  be  inftrudled  to  unlearn  their  clime, 
And  by  due  difcipline  adopt  the  fun. 


flowers;  fucceeded  by  green,  conic,  flediy  pods, 
channelled  into  feveral  g'oves.  There  are  as 
many  cells  filled  with  fmall  round  feeds  as  there 
are  channels. 

Ver.  450.  I  cannot  pofitively  fay  whether  thefe 
vines  are  of  Indian  original  or  not  ;  but  as  in  tlieir 
fruiilification  they  differ  from  potatoes  at  home, 
they  probably  arc  not  European.  They  are  fweet. 
rhcre  are  four  kinds  ;  the  red,  the  white,  the 
long,  and  round.  The  jtfice  of  each  may  be  made 
into  a  pieafant  cool  driiik;  and,  being  dldilled, 
yield  an  excellent  fpirit. 

Ver.  461.  see  notes  on  Book  I.  The  French 
call  this  plant  Tayo've.  It  produces  eatable  roots 
every  four  months  f  t  one  year  only; 

Ver.  462.  This  green,  which  is  a  native  of  the 
New  World,  equals  any  of  the  greens  in  the  Old. 

Ibid.  Another  fpecies  of  Indian  pot-herb,  no 
lefs  wholefome  than  the  preceding.  Thefe,  with 
mezamby,  and  the  Jamaica  prickle  weed,  yield 
to  no  efculent  plants  in  Europe.  This  is  a;.  Iadi.in 
name. 

Ver.  466.  The  orange  tree. 

Ver.  478.  See  Book  I.  p.  aj. 
5  N 
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The  TTiufe  mJpht  tell  what  culture  will  entice 
The  rireripd  mtlon  to  perfume  each  mouth  ; 
And  with  the  anana  load  the  fra>;'-nnt  board. 
The  mufc  might  tell  what  trres  wi'l  beft  exclude 
("  Iniupe'able  height  of  airi<-ft  fliaiit")  5»0 

With  rheir  vafl  i  m'-are  chs  noon's  fervent  ray. 
Thee,  verdant    mammey,   firft    her   fong  fhould 

praife  : 
Thee,  the  firft  natives  of  thefe  ocean  iiles, 
Fell  anthropciphiiri  ftill  facred  held; 
And  from  thy  laree  high-flav.iur*d  fruit  abftain'd, 
With  pious  awe  ;  for  thine  high-flavour'd  fruit, 
The  airy  phaiitoms  of  their  frienfi*  deceas'd 
Toy'd  to  regale  on. — Such  their  fimple  creed. 
Th<-  tamarind  like'^ife  fhould  adorn  her  theme, 
With  whofc  tart  fruit  the  fweltering  fever  loves 
To  quench  his  tb.irfl.  whofe  breezy  umbrage  fooD 
Shadssthe  plcas'd  planter,  fliades  his  children  long. 
Nor  !•  fty  caffia,  (hould  flie  not  recount  513 

Thy  woodland  honours!  See.  what  yellow  flowers 
Dance  in  the  gait,  and  fcent  the  ambient  air : 
While  thy  long  pods,  full  fraught  with  ne«;tared 

fweets, 
Relieve  tne  bowels  from  their  lagging  load. 
Hc-r  chirimsia,  though  thefe  torr iii  iiles 
B-aft  not  thy  frui',  t  •  which  the  anana  yields 
In  tafre  and  flavour,  wilt  thou  coy  refiijfe  520 

Thy  fragrant  fhade  to  beautify  the  fcene. 
But,  chief  of  palms,  and  pride  of  Indian  groves. 
Thee,  fair  palmeto,  fhould  her  fong  refound  : 

Ver.  >.oa.  This  is  a  lofty,  Ihady.  and  beautiful 
tree  Its  fruit  is  as  large  as  the  largeft  melon,  and 
of  an  eiquifite  fmell,  greatly  fuperior  to  it  in 
point  of  tafte  Within  the  fruit  are  contained  one 
or  two  large  ftones,  which,  >>  hen  diflilled,  give  to 
fpirits  a  ratafia  flavour  ;  and,  tht  refore,  the  French 
call  them  Les  afrlctts  de  St.  Domwaue :  according- 
ly, the  I'fju  des  noiaux,  one  of  the  Weft-Indian  cor- 
tlials,  is  made  from  them.  The  fruit.  &a:en  raw, 
is  of  an  apcTiert  quality  ;  and  made  into  fweet- 
meats.  &c.  is  truly  exquifite.  This  tree,  contrary 
to  moft  others  in  the  Nt:\v  World,  fhoots  up  to  a 
pyramidal  figure:  the  leaves  are  uncommonly 
green ;  and  it  produces  fruit  but  once  a  year. 
The  name  is  Indian.  The  Englifh  comnn  nly 
call  it  Mammey-fupoia.  There  are  two  fpecies  of 
it  th':"  fw«ct  and  the  tart.  The  botanical  name 
is  yichrat. 

Vr.i.  509.  See  Book  I.  p.  4. 

Ver.  si3  Both  (his  tree  and  its  mild  purgative 
pulp  art  fuiHciently  known. 

ViT  523.  Th's  being  the  mofl  beautiful  of 
pal  «,  nay.  perhaps  fupetior  to  any  other  known 
tree  in  the  world,  ha«,  with  propriety,  obtain- 
ed the  name  of  Royal.  The  botanical  name 
is  Ptilma  Maxima.  It  will  {hoot  up  perpendicu- 
larly to  an  hundred  feet  and  more.  The  flem  is 
perfetfil-  circular  ;  only  towards  the  root,  and 
immediately  under  the  branches  at  top  it  bulges 
out.  The  bark  is  fniooth,  and  of  an  afli-brown 
co]oi!r,  except  at  the  top  where  it  is  green.  It 
j<row(i  very  faf .  and  the  feed  from  whence  it 
jpriiigs  js  not  big^^er  than  an  acorn.  In  this,  as 
in  all  the  palm  genus,  what  the  natives  call  Cab- 
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What  fwelling  columns  formM  by  Jones  nr'VjCi^ 


Or  great  Palladio  may  with  thee  compare  ? 

Not  rice  proportion'd,but  of  fize  immcnfe. 

Swells  the  wild  fig-tree,  aad  (hotild  claim  her  lay  f 

For,  from  its  numerous  bearied  twigs  proceed 

A  filial  train,  ftupendous  •«  their  fire, 

In  quick  fucceflion  ;  ani  o'er  many  a  rood,    53# 

Jx+end  their  uncouth  limbs,  which  not  the  bolt 

Of  heaven  can  fcathe  :  nor  yet  the  all-wafting  rag^ 

Of  Ty|»hon,  or  of  hurricane  deftroy. 

Nor  fhould,  though  fmail,  the  an»ta  not  befung: 

Thy  purple  dye,  the  ilk  tnd  cntton  fleece 

Delighted  drink  ;  thy  purple  dye  the  tribes 

Of  Northern  Ind,  a  ierce  and  wily  race, 

Caroufe,  affemblei ;  and  with  it  they  paint 

Their  manly  make  ia  many  a  horrid  form, 

Tn  add  new  terrors  to  the  face  of  war.  .'40 

The  mufe  might  teach  to  twine  the  verdant  arch. 

And  the  cool  alcove's  lofty  roof  adorn. 

With  ponderous  granadillas,  and  the  fruit 

Oall'd  water-lemon  ;  grateful  to  the  tafte  : 

l^or  fhould  (he  not  purfue  the  mountain-ftreams. 


bage  is  found ;  but  it  refcmbles  in  tafte  an  almond, 
and  is  in  facft  the  pith  of  the  upper  or  greenifli 
part  of  the  ftem.  But  it  would  be  the  moft  un- 
pardonable luxury  to  cut  down  fo  lovely  a  tree 
for  fo  mean  a  gratification  efpecially  as  the  wild 
or  mountain  cabbage-rree  fufficiently  fupplies  the 
table  with  that  efculent.  I  never  ride  part  the 
charming  vifta  of  royal  palms  on  the  Cayon  eftate 
of  Daniel  Mathew,  Efq.  in  St.  Chriftopher,  with- 
out being  put  in  mind  of  the  pillar*  of  the  Temple 
of  the  Sun  at  Palmyra.  This  tree  grows  on  the 
tops  of  hills  as  well  as  in  vallies;  its  hard  cortical 
part  makes  very  durable  laths  for  houfes.  There 
is  a  fmaller  fpecies  not  quite  fo  beautiful. 

Ver^-!4.  Or  'noila,  or  Arnotta ;  thence  cor- 
ruptly called  Indian  Otter  by  the  Englifh.  The 
tree  is  about  the  fizc  of  an  ordinary  apple-tree. 
The  French  call  it  Rocou ;  and  fend  the  farina 
home  as  a  paint,  &c.  for  which  purpofe  the  tree 
is  cultivated  by  them  in  their  iflands.  The  flower 
is  pentapetalous,  of  a  hluifh  and  fpoon-like  appear- 
ance. The  yellow  filaments  are  tipped  with  pur- 
plifh  apices.  The  ft)Oe  proves  the  rudiment  of 
the  fucceeding  pod,  which  is  of  a  conic  fbape,  an 
inch  and  a  half  long.  This  is  divided  into  many 
cells,  which  contain  a  great  number  of  fmall  feeds 
covered  with  a  red  farina. 

Ver.  543.  This  is  the  Spanifh  name,  and  is  a 
fpecies  of  the  paJJlP.ora,  or  pafTion  flower,  called 
by  Linnaeus  Mufa.  The  feeds  and  pulp  through 
which  the  feeds  are  difperfed,  are  cooling  and 
grateful  to  the  palate.  This  as  well  as  the  water- 
lemon,  bell  apple,  or  honeyfuckle  as  it  is  named, 
being  parafitical  plants,  are  eafily  formed  into 
cooling  arbours,  than  which  nothing  can  be  more 
grateful  in  warm  climates.  Both  fruits  are  whole- 
feme.  The  granadilla  is  commonly  eat  with  fu- 
gar,  on  account  of  its  tartnefs,  and  yet  the  pulp  is 
vifcid  Plumier  calls  it  Granadilla,  latefolia,  fruBtt 
mal'iformi.  It  grows  bcft  in  ftiady  places.  Thc  un- 
ripe fruit  makes  an  excellent  pickle. 
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But  pleas'd  decoy  them  from  their  Jhady  haunts, 

In  rills,  to  vifit  every  tree  and  lierK; 

Or  fall  o'er  fern-clad  cliff-,  »/ith  foaming  rage  ; 

Or  in  huge  bafons  float,  a  fair  expanfe  ; 

Or,  bound  in  chain?  of  artificial  force,  550 

Arife  through  fculptured  ftone,  or  breathing  brafs. 

Bat  I'm  in  hafte  10  fur!  my  wind-worn  fails, 

And  anchor  my  tir'd  veffel  on  the  fhore. 

It  n\uch  imjorts  to  bi:ild  thy  nefrohuts, 
Or  on  the  foutidmg  margin  of  the  maui, 
Or  on  fome  dry  bill's  gently  floping  fides. 
In  flreets,  at  diftance  due. — When  near  ih<  beach, 
Let  frequent  cnco  caft  its  wavy  fi^ade; 
'fis    Neptune's   tree;     and,    nourifli'd    by    the 

friray. 
Soon  round  the  bending  flem's  aerial  height,  560 
Clufters  of  mighty  nuts,  with  milk  and  fruit 
Deliciou-!  frauy;ht,  hang  clattering  in  the  iky. 
There  le^the  bay-grape,  too,  its  crooked  limbs 
Projf'(51:  enormous  ,   of  impurpled  hue 
Its  frequsH;  clufters  glow.     And  there,  if  thou 
Wouldft  make  the  fand  yield  fajutary  food', 
Let  Indian  millet  rear  its  corny  ree^, 
Like  arm'd  battalion*  in  array  of  war. 
But,  round  the  upland  huts,  bananas  plant ; 
A  wholefome  nutriment  bananas  yield,  570 

And  fun-burnt  labour  loves  its  breezy  {hade. 
Their  graceful  fcreen  let  kindred  plantanes  join. 
And  with  their  broad  vans  (hiver  in  the  breeze; 
So  fl::mes  defign'd,  or  by  imprudence  caught, 
Shall  foread  no  ruin  to  the  neighbouring  roof. 

Yet  nor  the  founding  margin  of  'he  main, 
Nor  gently  floping  fiik  of  breezy  hill, 
Not  flreets,  at  diltance  due,  einhower'd  in  trees, 
Will  half  the  healrh,  or  half  the  pleafurc  yield, 
iJnlefsfome  pitying  naiad  deign  to  lave,  580 

"With  an  unceafing  ftreaui  thy  thirtty  hound*. 

On  fella)  tiayi,  or  when  their  work  is  done. 
Permit  thy  flaves  to  lead  the  choral  dance, 


Ver.  .';63.  Or  fea-fide  grape,  as  it  is  more  cr.tn. 
nionly  called.  Phis  is  a  large,  crooked  and  {h;;dy 
tree,  (the  leaves  being  broad,  thick,  and  almoll 
circular)  ;  and  fucceeds  heft  in  fandy  places.  It 
bears  large  clufters  of  grapes  once  a  year .  w  hich, 
when  ripe,  are  not  difagreeable.  The  ft  mei  feeds, 
or  acini,  contained  in  them,  are  larue  in  propor- 
tion ,  and,  being  reduced  to  a  pou  d.-r  are  an 
exc  "Uent  aftringent.  The  bark  of  the  tret-  ha>  the 
fame  property  The  grapes,  ttecp'd  in  water  and 
fermented  with  fugar,  make  an  agfc  eable  wine. 

Ver.  567.  Or  maife.  This  is  conmionly  called 
Guinea  corn,  to  diftinguifh  it  from  the  great  <ir  lii- 
dian-corn,  that  grows  intlie  fi  uthern  parrs  of  North 
America.  It  foon  ftioots  up  to  a  great  height, 
often  twenty  feet  high,  and  will  ratooii  l;ke  the 
other;  but  its  blades  are  not  io  nourifhing  to 
horfes  as  thcfe  of  the  great  corn,  although  its 
feeds  are  more  fo,  and  rather  more  agreeable  to 
the  tafte.  The  Indians,  negroes,  and  paor  white 
people,  make  many  (not  uufavoury)  diflits  with 
them.  It  is  alfo  called  Turkey  wLeat.  The  tur- 
pentine tree  will  alfo  gr(  w  in  the  fand,  and  is 
Moil  ufefui  upon  a  plantation. 
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To  the  wild  banfliaw's  melancholy  found. 
Refponfive  to  the  found,  head,  feet,  and  frame 
Move  awkwardly  harmonious  ;  hand  in  hand 
Now  lock*d,  the  gay  troop  circularly  wheels. 
And  frifk^  and  capers  with  intemperate  joy. 
Halts  the  vaft  circle,  all  clap  hands  and  fi.ng; 
While  thofe  diftinguifti'd  for  their  heels  and  air, 
Bound  in  the  centre,  and  fantallic  twine.         5<^t 
Meanwhile  fome  ftripling,  from  the  choral  ring, 
Tripj  forth  •   and  not  ungallantly  beftows 
On  her  who  nimbleil  hath  the  greenfward  beat, 
And  whofe  flufti'd  beauties  have   enthrall'd  his 

foul, 
A  filver  token  of  his  fond  applaufe. 
Anon  they  form  in  ranks ;  not  inexpert 
A  thoufand  tuneful  intricacies  weave, 
Shaking  their  fable  limbs;   and  oft  a  kif? 
Steal  from  their  partners ;  who,  with  neckreclin'd, 
Add  fcmblant  fcorn,  refent  the  ravifti'd  blifs    60© 
But  let  not  thou  the  drum  their  mirth  infpire ; 
Nor  vinous  fpirits ;  elfe,  to  madLefs  fir'd, 
(What  will  not  Bacchanalian  frenzy  dare)  ? 
I'ell  ads  of  blood,  and  vet-.geance  they  purfue. 

Compel  by  threats,  or  win  by  foothing  arts. 
Thy  fl.ives  to  wed  their  fellow  flaveii  at  home; 
ho  ihnll  they  not  their  vigorous  prime  deftroy, 
By  diftant  joiirnies,  at  untimely  hours,- 
When  muiBed  midnight  decks  hi^r  raven  hair  619 
With  the  white  plumage  of  fhe  prick'y  vine. 

Wouldft  thou  from  countlefs  ails  preferve  thjj^ 

gang; 
To  every  negro,  as  the  candle-weed 
Expands  his  hloffonis  to  the  cloudy  Iky, 
And  moift  Aquarius  melts  in  daily  ihowers; 
A  wonlJy  veftnient  give,  (thii  Wiltfhire  weaves) 
Warm  to  repel  chill  night's  unwholefomc  dcws; 
While  ftrong  coarfe  linen  from  the  Scotian  loom, 
W.-^rds  Tjff  the  ferv -urs  of  the  burning  liav         619 

The  '..ruly  great,  though  from  a  hoftile  cUme, 
The  facred  uine  embalm;  then,  mules,  chaunt, 
In  grateful  rumbers,  Gallic  Lewis'  praife  : 
For  private  murder  quell'd  ;  for  laurcll'd  arts, 
Invented,  cherifti'd  iti  his  na'ive  realm; 


Ver.  584.  This  is  a  fort  of  rude  guitar,  invent- 
ed liy  the  ..egroes.  It  produces  a  wild  pleafi9g  me- 
lancholy found. 

Ver  611.  This  beautiful  white  rofaceous  flow= 
er  is  ae  large  as  the  crown  of  ^ne's  hat,  and  only 
blows  a'  midnight.  The  p!ant,  which  is  prickly, 
and  attaches  itfelf  firmly  to  the  fides  of  houfea^ 
trees  &c.  produces  a  fruit,  which  fome  call  the, 
M-^ytLe  ylpple,  and  others,  with  more  propriety, 
Mountain-ftratuberry  Bui  though  it  refemble.'  the 
large  C'nli  ftxawberry  ia  looks  ^md  fize  ;  ye'  be- 
ing inelegant  of  tafte,  it  is  fcldom  eaten.  The 
botanical  name  is  Ccreus  fcandens  minor.  The  rind 
of  the  fruit  is  here  and  there  ftudded  with  tufts  of 
fmal'  fharp  prickles. 

Ver.  613  i  his  ftirub,  which  produces  a  yellow 
flower  fomewhar  tefembling  a  narcifTus,  makes  a 
bc:iutiful  he<.ge,  and  blows  about  November.  It 
gr  .ws  ,vild  every  where.  It  is  faid  to  be  diur&i. 
tic,  but  this  I  do  not  know  from  experience. 
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For  rapine  punlfli'd  ;  for  grim  famine  fed  ; 
For  fly  chicane  expell'd  the  wrangling  bar  : 
And  rightful  Themis  feated  on  her  throne  : 
But  chief  for  thcfc  mild  laws  his  wifdom  fram'J, 
To  guard  the  Ethiop  from  tyrannic  fway  ! 

Did  fuch,  in   thefe  green  iflcs  which  Albion 
claims,  63O 

Did  fuch  obtain  ;  the  mufe,  at  midnight  hour, 
This  laft  brain-racking  (ludy  had  not  ply'd  : 
But,  funk  in  flumbers  of  immortal  blifs, 
To  bards  had  liftenrtl  on  a  fancy'd  Thames  !    [far 

All  bail,  old  father  Thames  1  though  not  from 
_Thy  fpringing  waters  roll ;  nor  countlefs  dreams, 
Of  name  con.'picunus,  fwell  thy  watery  (tore  ; 
Thoufjh  thou,  no  Plata,  to  the  fea  devolve 
Vafl  humid  offerings;  thou  art  king  of  ftreams  : 
Delighted  commerce  broods  upon  thy  wave  ;  640 
And  ever  y  quarter  of  this  fea-girt  globe 
To  thee  due  tribute  pays  ;  but  chief  the  world 
By  great  Columbus  found,  where  now  the  mufe 
Beholds,  tranfported,  flow  vafl  fleecy  clouds, 
Alps  pil'd  on  Alps,  romantically  high, 
Which  charm  the  fight  with  many    a    pleafing 

form. 
The  moon,  in  virgin-glory,  gilds  the  pole, 
And  tips  yon  tamarinds,   tips  yon   cane-crown'd 

vale. 
With  fluent  Clver ;  while  unnumber'd  ftars 
Gild  the  vaft  concave  with  their  lively  beams.  650 


Ver.  638.  One  of  the  largeft  rivers  of  South  A- 
tnerica. 


The  main,  a  moving  burnifli'd  mirror,  flunes  ; 
No  noife  is  heard,  fave  when  the  diftant  furge 
With  drovvzy  murmurings  breaks  upon  the  (hore. 
Ah  me,  what  thunder*  roll  !  the  fky's  on  fire ! 
Now  fudden  darknefs  m.ufiles  up  the  pole  !    [fenfe, 
Heavens!   what  wild  fcenes,  before  the  affrighted 
ImperfetSl  fuim  ! — See  !  in  that  flaming  fcroll ! 
What  time  unfolds,  the  future  germs  bud  forth, 
Of  mighty  empires  I  independent  realms  ! — 
And  niuft  Britannia,  Neptune's  favourite  queen, 
Proted'refs  of  true  fcience,  freedom,  arts  ;       660 
Muft  flie,  ah  !  muft  ihe,  to  her  offspring  crouch  ? 
Ah,  muft  my  Thames,  old  ocean's  favourite  fon, 
Refign  his  trident  to  barbaric  ftreams  , 
His  banks  negledled,  and  his  waves  unfought, 
No  bardj  to  fing  them,  and  no  fleets  to  grace?— 
Again  the  fleecy  clouds,  amufe  the  eye. 
And  fparkling  ftars  the  vaft  horizon  gild — 
She  (hall  not  crouch  ;  if  wifJom  guide  the  helm, 
Wifdom  tl:at  bade  loud  fame,  with  jufttft  prai'Te. 
P..ecord  her  trii.mphs  1  bade  the  lacquaying  winds 
rranfj.ort,  to  every  quarter  of  the  globe,  670 

Her  winged  navies  !  bade  the  fcepter'd  fons 
Of  earth  acknowledge  her  pre-eminence  '. — 
She  fliall  not  crouvrh  ;  if  rhefe  cane  ocean-ifles,    . 
Ifles  which  on  Britain  for  their  all  depend. 
And  muft  fnr  ever  ;   ftill  indulgent  fhare 
Her  foftering  fmile  :  and  other  ifles  be  given, 
From  vanquifli'd  foes. —  And,  fee,  another  race  ! 
A  golden  era  dazzles  my  fond  fight  ! 
That  ©ther  race,  that  long'd-for  era,  hail'. 
I'he  Britifli  George  now  reigns,  the  Patriot  king ! 
Britain  Ihall  ever  triumph  o'er  the  maia.  6Sil 
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O  sor.iTCDft,  romantic  maid 
Whether  by  nodding  towers  you  treadj 
Or  haunt  the  dcfart's  tracklefs  glooin, 
Or  hover  o'er  tht  yawning  tomb, 
Or  climb  the  Andes'  clifted  fide. 
Or  by  the  Nile'*  coy  fonrce  abide, 
Or  darting  from  your  half-year's  ficep 
From  Hecia  view  the  thawing  dee\>, 
Or,  at  the  purple  dawn  of  day, 
Tadmor's  marble  waftcs  furvey, 
You,rcciufe,  3n;ain  I  woo. 
And  again  your  fleps  purfuC. 

Plum'd  conceit  himfelf  furveying. 
Folly  with  her  fliadow  playing, 
Purfe-proud,  elbowing  infolcnce, 
Bloated  empiric,  pufl'd  pretence, 
Noife  that  through  a  trumpet  fpcaks, 
Laughter  in  loud  peals  that  breaks, 
Intrufion  with  a  fopling's  face, 
iioran     of  tinae  and  place) 


Sparks  of  fire  diffcntion  blowing', 
Dudile,  court-bred  flattery,  bowing, 
Reftraint's  Ihffneck,  grimace's  leer, 
Squlnt-ey"d  cenlure's  artful  fnecr, 
Ambition's  bulkins,  fleep'd  in.blood. 
Fly  thy  prcfence,  folitude. 

Sage  refltcftion  bent  with  years, 
Confciou^  virtue  void  of  fear^ 
Muflled  filence,  wood-nymph  fliy, 
Meditation's  piercing  eye, 
Halcyon  peace  on  mofs  i-eclin'd, 
Retrofj'ccSi:  tliat  fcans  the  mind. 
Rapt  earth-gazing  refvery, 
Elufhiiig  artitfs  inodcfty, 
I-Iealtli  that  fnuffs  the  morninjj  air, 
Full-ey'd  truth  with  btifom  bare, 
Infj'iration.  nature's  child, 
Seek  the  folitary  wild. 

You  with  the  tragic  mufe  *  retir'd 
The  wile  Euripides  infpn-'d, 
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You  taught  the  fadly-pleafing  a'f 

That  f  Athens  fav'd  from  ruins  bare. 

You  gave  the  Cean's  tears  to  flow, 

And  \  unlock'd  the  fpriiigs  of  woe  ; 

Vou  penn'd  what  exii'd  Nafo  thought, 

Atid  pour'd  the  melancholy  note. 

With  Petrarch  o'er  Valclufe  you  ftray'd, 

When  death  fnatch'd  his  §  long'lov'd  maid; 

You  taught  the  rocks  herlofs  to  mourn, 

Ye  ftrew'd  with  flowers  her  virgin  urn. 

And  late  in  \\  Hagley  you  were  feen. 

With  blof.dfhed  eyes,  and  fombre  mien. 

Hymen  his  yellow  vcftment  t'lre, 

And  Dirge  a  wreath  of  cyprefs  wore. 

But  chief  your  own  the  fclcmn  lay 

That  wept  Narcifla  young  and  gay, 

Darknefs  clap'd  her  fable  win^. 

While  you  touch'd  the  mournful  firing, 

Anguifh  left  the  paihlefs  will', 

Grim-fac'd  mclancholy-fmil'd, 

Drowfy  midnight  ceas'd  to  yatvn, 

The  flarry  holl  put  back  the  dawn, 

Afide  their  harps  ev'n  feraph'S  flung 

To  hear  thy  fweet  complaint,  O  Young. 

When  all  nature's  hulh'd  afleep, 
Nor  love  nor  guilt  their  vigils  keep, 
Soft  you  leave  your  cavern'd  den, 
And  wander  o'er  the  works  of  men, 
But  when  Phofphor  brings  tlie  dawn 
By  her  dappled  courfers  drawn, 
Again  you  to  the  wild  retreat 
And  the  early  huntfman  meet, 
Where  as  you  penfive  pace  along. 
You  catch  the  diftant  fhepherd's  long. 
Or  brufh  from  herbs  the  pearly  dew. 
Or  the  rifing  primrofe  view. 
Devotion  lends  her  heaven-phmi'd  wings. 
You  mount,  and  nature  with  you  fings. 
But  when  mid  day  fervors  glosv, 
To  upland  airy  fhadesyou  go, 
Where  never  funburnt  woodman  came, 
Nor  fportfnian  chas'd  the  timid  game  ; 
And  there  beneath  an  oak  reclin'd, 
With  drowfy  waterfalls  behind, 
You  fink  to  refl. 
'Till  the  tuneful  bird  of  night 
From  the  neighb'ring  poplars  height 
Wake  you  with  her  folemn  flrain, 
And  teach  pleas'd  echo  to  complain. 

With  you  rofes  brighter  bloom 
Sweeter  every  fweet  perfume. 
Purer  every  fountain  flows 
Stronger  every  wilding  grows. 

Let  thofe  toil  for  gold  who  pleafe, 
Or  for  fame  renounce  their  eafe. 
What  is  fame  ?  an  empty  bubble  ; 
Gold .'  a  tranfient,  fhining  trouble. 
l>et  them  for  their  country  bleed, 
What  was  Sidney's,  Raleigh's  meed  ? 

•f-  See  Plutarch  in  the  life  of  Lyfander, 

^  Simonides, 

§  Laura,  t-weniy  years,  andicU  after  her  death, 

\  Mcnady  on  the' death  of  Mrs.  Lyitelton. 
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Man's  not  worth  a  moment's  pain, 
Bafe,  ungrateful,  fickle,  vain. 
Then  let  me,  fequefler'd  fair. 
To  your  fibyl  grot  repair, 
On  yon  hanging  cliff  it  ftands 
Scoop'd  by  nature's  falvagc  hands, 
Bofom'd  in  the  gloomy  fhade 
Ofcyprt'fs  not  with  age  decay'd. 
Where  the  owl  ftill-hooting  fits, 
Where  the  bat  inceflant  flits, 
There  in  loftier  ftrains  I'll  fing 
Whence  the  changing  feafons  fpring', 
Tell  how  ftorms  deform  the  fkies, 
Whence  the  waves  fubfule  and  rife. 
Trace  the  comet's  blazing  tail. 
Weigh  the  planets  in  a  fcale; 
Bcnd^  great  God,  before  thy  flirine. 
The  bournlefs  macrocofrn's  thine. 
Save  mc  !  what  s  yon  fhrpuded  {hade  ? 
That  wanders  in  the  dark  brown  glade. 

It  beckons  me  ! vain  fears  adieu, 

Myfl:eriou5ghofh,  I  follov/  you. 

Ah  me  !  too  well  that  gait  I  know, 

My  youth's  firfl  friend,  my  manhood's  woe  ! 

Its  breaft  it  bares !  what !   flain'd  v/ith  blood  f 

Quick  let  me  flanch  the  vital  flood. 

Oh  fpirit,  whiiher  at  t  thou  flown  ? 

Why  left  me  comfortlefs  alone  ? 

O  folitude,  on  me  beftow 

The  heart-felt  harmony  of  woe. 

Such,  fuch,  as  on  th'  Aufonian  fhore, 

Sweet  *  Dorian  Mofchus  trill'd  of  yore  : 

No  time  fhould  cancel  thy  defcrt, 

More,  more,  than  f  Bioa  was,  thou  wert. 

O  goddefs  of  the  tearful  eye. 

The  never-ceafing  flream  fupply. 

Let  us  with  retirement  go 

To  charnels,  and  the  houfe  of  woe, 

O'er  friendfliip's  herfe  lov>'-drooping  mourn. 

Where  the  fickly  tapers  burn. 

Where  death  and  nun  clad  forrow  dwell, 

And  nightly  ring  the  folemn  knell. 

The  gloom  difpels,  the  charnel  fmiles. 

Light  fiadies  through  the  vaulted  ifles. 

Blow  filky  foft,  thou  weftcrn  gale, 

O  goddcfs  of  the  defert,  hail ! 

She  burfts  from  yon  clift"  riven  cave, 

Infulted  by  the  v.-intry  wave  ; 

Her  brow  an  ivy  garland  binds. 

Her  trclTcs  wanton  with  the  winds, 

A  lion's  fpoili,  wifhout  a  zone, 

Ar'und  her  limbs  are  carelefs  thrown  ; 

Her  right  hand  wields  a  knotted  mace, 

Her  eyes  roll  wild,  a  ftride  her  pace  ; 

Her  left  a  magic  mirror  holds,  « 

In  which  fhe  oft  herfelf  beholds. 

O  goddefs  of  the  defert,  hail ! 

And  foftcr  blow,  thou  weftern  gale  ! 

Since  in  each  fcheme  of  life  I've  fail'd, 
An<l  difappointment  feems  entail'd; 
Since  all  on  earth  I  valued  moft. 
My  guide,  my  flay,  my  friend  is  loft  ; 

*   See  Idyll. 

f  Alluding  to  the  dealt)  ofafrie:i(L 
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You,  only  you,  can  make  me  bleft. 
And  hu(h  the  tempeft  in  my  hrcaft. 
Then  gently  deign  t'  guide  my  feet 
To  your  hermit-trodden  feat, 
Where  I  may  live  at  laft  my  own, 
Where  1  at  lad  may  die  unknown. 
1  fpoke,  (he  turn'd  h^r  magic  ray, 
And  thus  {he  faid,  or  feem'd  to  fay.^ 

Youth,  you're  miftaken.if  you  think  to  find 
In  {hades  a  medicine  for  a  troubled  mind  ; 
Wan  grief  will  haunt  you  wherefoe'er  you  go. 
Sigh  in  the  breeze,  and  in  the  ftreamlec  flow, 
There  pale  inadion  pines  his  life  away, 
And,  fatiate,  curfes  the  return  of  day  : 
There  naked  frenzy  laughing  wild  with  pain, 
Or  bares  the  blade,  or  plunges  in  the  main  : 
There  fnperftition  broods  o'er  all  her  fears, 
And  yells  of  demons  in  the  zephyr  hears. 
But  if  a  hermit  you're  refolv'd  to  dwell, 
And  hid  to  focial  life  a  laft  farewell ; 

Tis  impious.-^ 

God  never  made  an  independent  man, 
'Twould  jarr  the  concord  of  his  general  plan  : 
See  every  part  of  that  ftupendous  whole, 
"   Whofe  body  nature  is,  and  God  the  foul ;" 
To  one  great  end,  the  general  good,  confi'ire, 
Prom  matter,  brute,  to  man,  to  feraph,  fire. 
Should  man  through  nature  folitary  roam. 
His  will  his  fovereign,  every  where  his  home. 
What  force  wou'd  guard  him  from  the  lion's  jaw  1 
What  fwiftnefs  wing  him  from  the  panther's  paw? 
Or  flioufd  fate  lead  him  to  fome  fafcr  (hore. 
Where  panthers  never  prowl,  nur  lions  roar  ; 
Where  liberal  nature  all  her  charms  beftows, 
Suns  (liine,  birds  fing,  flowers  bloom,  and  water 

flows, 
Fool,  doft  thou  think  he'd  revel  on  the  (lore, 
Abfolve  the  care  of  Heaven,  nor  aik  for  more  ? 
I'hough  waters  flow'd,  fiow'rs  blooni'd.and  Phoe 

bus  {hone, 
He'd  figh,  he'd  murmur  that  he  was  alone. 
For  know,  the  Maker  on  the  human  brea{l 
A  fenfe  of  kindred,  country,  man,  impreft; 
And  focial  life  to  better,  aid,  adorn. 
With  proper  faculties  each  mortal's  born. 
'  Though  nature's  works  the  ruling  mind  de- 
clare. 
And  well  deferve  inquiry's  ferious  care, 
The  God  (whate'er  mifanthropliy  may  fay) 
Shines,  beams  in  man  with  moft  unclouded  ray. 
What  boots  it  thee  to  fly  from  pole  to  pole  ? 
Hang  o'er  the  fun,  and  with  the  planets  roll  ? 
What  boots  through  fpace's  furcheft.  bourns  to 

roam  ? 
If  thou,  O  man,  a  flranger  art  at  home. 
Then  kn  .w  thyfelf,  the  human  mind  furvcy, 
The  ufe,  the  pleafure  will  the  roil  repay. 
Hence  Infpiration  plans  his  manner'd  lays,    [bays. 
Hence  Homer's  crown,  and  Shakfpearc  hence  thy 
Hence  he,  the  pride  of  Athens  and  the  {hame. 
The  befi:  and  wifcft  of  mankind  became 
JJor  {luuy  only,  praflil'e  what  you  know, 
S'our  life,  your  kunvvkdge,  to  mankind  you  owe. 
With  Plato's  olive  wreath  the  bays  entwine  : 
Thofe  whg  in  ftudy,  (hou'd  in  pradice  Ihine. 


Say,  does  the  learned  Lord  of  Hagley's  Iliadc, 
Charm  man  fo  much  by  moffy  fuuntains  laid. 
As  when  arous'd,  he  ftems  corruption's  conrfe, 
And  {hakes  the  fenate  with  a  I'uily's  force  .' 
When  freedom  gafp'd  beneath  a  Csfar'*  feet. 
Then  public  virtue  might  to  {hades  retre;it  ; 
But  where  (he  breathes,  the  leaft  may  ufcfaloe. 
And  freedom,  Britain,  ftill  belong  to  the^-. 
Though   man's   ungrateful,  or   though   /ortunc 

frown , 
Is  the  reward  of  worth  a  fong,  or  crown? 
Nor  yet  unrecompens'd  are  virtue's  pa'os. 
Good  Allen  lives, and  bounteous  Brunfwick  reigns. 
On  each  condition  difappointments  vait, 
Enter  the  hut,  and  force  the  guardi'd  gate. 
Nor  dare  repine,  though  early  friendfhip  bleed, 
From  love,  the  world,  and  all  its  cares  he's  freed.' 
But  know,  advcrfuy's  the  child  of  God  ; 
Whom  Heaven  approves  of  mofV,  mofl  feel  her  rod* 
When  fmooth  old  Ocean  and  each  ftorrn'    iifleep, 
Then  ignorarice  may  plough  the  watery  deep  ; 
But  when  the  demons  of  the  tempefl  rave, 
Skill  muft  condudl  the  vtSel  through  the  wave. 
Sidney,  what  good  man  envies  not  thy  blow  I 
Who  wou'd  not  wifli.  *  Anytus  for  a  foe  I 
Intrepid  virtue  triumphs  over  fate, 
rhe  good  can  nrver  be  unfortunate. 
And  be  this  maxim  graven  in  thy  mind, 
The  height  of  virtue  is  to  ferve  mankind. 

But  when  old  age  has  filver'd  o'er  thy  head. 
When  memory  fails,  and  all  thy  vigour's  fled. 
Then  may'ft  thou  feek  the  ftillnefs  of  retreat. 
Then  hear  aloof  the  human  tempeft  beat, 
Then  will  I  greet  thee  to  my  woodland  cave. 
Allay  the  pangs  of  age,  and  fmooth  thy  grave. 

BRY.\N  AND  PEREENE. 

A  WEST  INDIAN   BALLAD. 

The  north-eafl;  wind  did  briflcly  blow. 

The  fhip  Vk^aa  fately  moor'd. 
Young  Bryan  thought  the  boat's  crew  flow. 

And  fo  leap:  over  board. 

Pereene,  the  pride  of  Indian  dames. 

His  heart  did  long  enthral, 
And  whofo  his  impatience  blames, 

I  wot  ne'er  lov'd  at  all. 

A  long,  long  year,  one  month  and  day^ 

He  dwelt  on  Englilh  land, 
Nor  once  in  thought  would  ever  ftray, 

Though  ladies  fought  his  hand. 

For  Bryan  he  was  tall  and  ftrong. 

Right  bliihfiime  roU'd  hiseen, 
Sweet  was  his  voice  whene'er  he  fung, 

He  fcant  had  twenty  fsen. 

But  who  the  countlefs  charm.s  can  draw, 

'I'hat  grac'd  his  miftrefs  true  ; 
Such  charms  the  old  world  never  faw, 

Nor  oft  1  ween  the  new. 
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Her  raven  hair  plays  round  her  neck, 

Like  tendrils  of  the  vine  ; 
Her  cheeki  red  dewy  rofe  buds  deck, 

Her  eyes  like  diamonds  (hine. 

Soon  as  his  well  known  fhip  Ihe  fpied. 

See  caft  her  weeds  away, 
And  CO  the  palmy  fliore  (he  hied. 

All  in  her  beil  array. 

In  fca-green  Clk  fo  neatly  clad, 
She  there  impatient  (lood ; 

The  crew  with  wonder  faw  the  lad, 
Repel  the  foaming  flooi. 

Her  hands  a  handkerchief  difplay'd. 
Which  he  at  parting  gave ; 

Well  cleas'd  the  token  he  furvey'd. 
And  manlier  beat  the  wave. 

Her  fair  companions  one  and  all, 
{Rejoicing  crowd  the  Aracd ; 


For  now  her  lover  fwam  in  call, 
And  almoft  touth'd  the  land. 

Then  throagh  the  white  furf  did  flie  hafte, 

T:.  clafp  hct  lovely  fwain  ; 
When,  ah  !  a  (hark  bit  through  his  waift  : 

His  heart's  blood  dy'd  the  main  ! 

He  fliriek'd  !  his  half  fprung  from  the  wave., 

Streaming  with  purple  gore, 
And  foon  it  found  a  living  grave. 

And,  ah  !  was  feen  no  more. 

Now  hafte,  now  hafte,  ye  maids,  I  pray, 

Fetch  water  from  the  fpring 
She  falls,  ftie  falls,  (he  dies  away. 

And  foon  her  knell  they  ring. 

Now  each  May  morning  round  her  tomb, 

Ye  fair,  frefli  flow'rets  ftrew. 
So  may  yo.ur  lovers  'fcapc  his  doom. 

Her  haplefs  fate  'fcapc  you, 
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I  Who  dar'd  with  manly  rage 

To  lafti  the  vices  of  an  impious  age  ? 

Who  dar'd  to  feize  the^bold  hiftoric  pen. 

Paint  living  kings  and  minifters  as  men? 

Who  fung  fad  Scotia's  haplefs  fons  forlorn, 

Her  broken  peace,  her  freflicft  laurels  torn  i 

Or,  who,  in  oaten  reed  by  Leven's  fide, 

Sung  the  fair  ftrcam,  and  hail'd  the  dimpling  tide? 

Say  ye — whofe  lyre  to  manly  numbers  ftrung, 

The  glorious  blifs  of  Independence  fung  ? 

Who  felt  that  power,  and  ftiU  ador'd  his  Ihrinc  ? 

It  was  your  Smollett  ! -— 

Richardson's  prologue  1784. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  SMOLLETT. 


1  oBiAS  Smollett  was  born  at  Dalquhurn,  on  the  banks  of  the  Leven,  in  Dumbartonniirc,  in  17216^ 
His  father  was  the  youngefl  fon  of  Sir  James  Smollett  of  Bonhill;  his  mother's  name  was  Cunning* 
ham,  the  daughter  of  a  refpecftablc  family  in  Renfrewfhire. 

After  the  ordinary  courfe  of  education,  he  was  put  apprentice  to  a  furgeon  in  Glafgow,  and 
afterwards  attended  the  medical  clafTes  in  Edinburgh.  He  then  went  to  London,  and  his  firft 
outfet  appears  to  have  been  as  a  furgeon's  mate  in  the  navy,  in  which  capacity  he  ferved  at  the 
liege  of  Carthagena. 

In  his  Roderick  Random,  he  gives  an  account  of  the  management  of  that  ill-conduded  expedition^ 
which  he  ccnfures  in  the  warmeft  terms,  and  from  circumftances  which  fell  under  his  own  parti« 
cular  obfervation.  He  is  fuppofed  to  have  been  the  editor  of  "  A  Compendium  of  Authentic 
Voyages,  digefted  in  a  Chronological  Series,"  7  vols.  l2mo.  I7j6;  amongft  which  is  inferted  % 
Ihort  narrative  of  the  expedition  to  Carthagena,  1741,  written  with  great  fpirit,  but  abounding 
with  acrimon)'. 

It  was  here  he  acquired  his  knowledge  of  fea  charaders,  which  he  has  drawn  in  a  manner  fo 
excellent,  and  at  the  fame  time  fo  technically  true,  as  to  excite  general  admiration  ;  and  they 
have  continued  the  model  for  dramatifts  and  noveiifls  to  copy. 

He  continued  only  fhort  time  in  that  line;  being  difgufled  at  the  fervice ;  and  having  no  other 
employment,  betook  himfelf  to  his  pen  for  fubSftence. 

It  is  probable  that  he  wrote  fevcral  pieces  before  he  became  known  to  the  public  by  his  capital 
prodndtions. 

His  firft  publication  that  is  known  with  certainty,  is,  The  Advice  and  Reproof ,  two  fatires,  printed 
in  1746  and  1747. 

In  ihe  former  year,  he  exprefTed  his  Indignation  at  the  feverities  exercifed  upon  the  Highlanders^ 
by  the  royal  army,  after  the  battle  of  CuUoden,  in  an  ode,  intituled.  The  Tears  of  Scotland. 

In  1747,  he  prefented  for  performance,  at  Drury-Lane  theatre,  a  tragedy,  written  in  his  eigh- 
teenth year,  called.  The  Reg'nide,  founded  on  the  affafTination  of  James  I.  of  Scotland.  On  this  oc- 
cafion,  he  experienced  the  treatment  which  youfig  authors  generally  meet  with  from  theatrical 
managers  and  would-be  patrons.  After  being  buoyed  up  and  flattered  for  a  conliderable  time,  hi» 
play  was  finally  ncgleded.  It  was  publiflied  in  1749,  by  fubfcription,  very  much,  it  is  faid,  to  his 
emolument,  with  a  Preface,  in  v/hich  he  exclaims  bitterly  ag«inft  falfe  patrons,  and  the  duplicity 
of  managers;  and  he  refented  the  injury  by  fevere  retaliations  in  his  future  writings. 

Lyttleton  and  Garrick  were  the  principal  objeds  of  his  rcfe«tment.  The  character  of  the  former 
he  fatirifed  in  his  novel  of  Peregrine  Pickle ;  and  he  added  a  Burlfqut  Ode  on  that  nobleman'* 
f*  M'^nody"  on  the  death  of  his  lady. 

Againft  Garrick,  he  made  illibet al,  ill-founded  critlcifrns  ;  and  in  the  novel  of  Roderick  Randooit 
gave  a  very  unfair  reprefentation  of  his  treatment  of  him  refpetfting  this  tragedy. 

On  cool  refleftion,  he  afterwards  feems  to  have  regretted  his  warmth,  anU  retrad^ed,  in  hanc}.";^ 
<bme  terms,  the  hafty  effufions  of  his  diiapp ointment. 
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Defirous  "  of  doing  juftice,  in  a  work  of  truth,  for  wrongs  done  in  a  work  of  fi<^inn,''  in  giving 
X  fketch  of  the  liberal  arts,  in  his  Hifory  of  England,  he  remarked,  "  the  exhibitions  of  the  f^age 
were  improved  to  the  nioft  exquifite  entertainment,  by  the  talents  and  management  of  Garrick, 
•who  greatly  furpalT^d  ail  his  predecclTors  of  this,  and  perhaps  every  other  nation,  in  his  genius 
for  a(5ling,  in  the  fweetnefs  and  variety  of  his  tones,  the  irrefiftibic  magic  of  hiB  eye,  the  fire  and 
vivacity  of  his  acflion,  the  elegance  of  attitude,  and  the  whole  pathos  of  expreffion. 

"  Candidates  for  literary  fame  .appeared  even  in  the  .higher  fphere  of  life,  embellifhed  by  the 
ncnrcui  icnfe  and  exrenfive  erodkrori  bf  a;  Cocke,  by  the  delicate  tafte,  the  polifbed  mufe,  and  tender 
■feelings  of  a  tiyttleton." 

Not  fatisfied  with  this  public  declaration  of  his  fentiments,  he  wrote  in  flill  flronger  terms  to 
Garrick,  Jan.  a;.  1762.  "  What  I  have  faid  of  Mr.  Garrick  in  the  Hifory  of  England  was,  I  pro. 
left,  the  language  of  my  heart.  I  fliall- rejoice  if  he  thinks  I  have  done  him  barely  juftice.  I  am 
fere  the  public  will  think  I  have  done  htm  no  more  than  juftice.  In  giving  a  fliort  fketch  of  the 
Bfaeral- arts,  F  ceuld  not,  with  any  propriety,  forbear  mentioning  a  gentleman  fe  eminently  diftih- 
guifted  Uy  a  genii|s  that  has  no  fivat  Befldes,  i  thought  it  incumbent  upon  me  to  make  a  public 
atonement,  in  a  work  of  truth,  for  wrongs  done  in  a  work  of  fiflion."  ... 

In  I74ll',  ht  pnbiiihed  the  Adventures  of  Roderick  Random,  a  novel,  modelled  opon  .ihe  plafi  of 
ll,e  Sage's  '•  Adventures  of  Gil  Bias,"  which  had  a  rapid  fale,  and  laid  the  foundation  of  his  fume.  ' 

The  foccefs  attending  thi?  novel  encouraged  him  to  proceed  in  the  fame  line  ;  and,  101751,  he 
publiihed  the  Adventures  of  Fertgrine  Pickle,  in  4  vols.  lamo.  in  which  he  introduced  the  hiftory  of 
the  celebrated  Lady  Vane,  the  Materials  of  which,  it- is, faid,  fhe  herfelf  furnifhed.  This  cpifode 
excited  m'jch  attention,  and  cohtrlbuted  greatly  to  its  fuccefs.    .  ; 

>^bout  this  time,  having  obtaified  the  degree  of  Dodlor  of  PhyCc,  he  fettled,  as  a  Phyfician  at 

Bath,  and  *fith  that  view,  pubi.II;sd  An  Effay  en  the  ExUrnal  U/e  of  Water,  in  a  Letter  to  Dr. , 

ar/Vi  particular    Remaris    upon   the  preftnt:  Method  of  vftng  the  Minei-al  Waters  at  Bath  in  Someifetjhire, 
and  a  Plan  for  rendering  ihem  more  Snfe,  Agreeable, and  Efficacious,  4to.  I  75  2. 

Having  been  unfuccefsful,  or  perhaps  too  foon  difcouraged,  he  relinquilhed  theprac^cc  of  phyfic, 
fixed  his  reCdence  at  Chelfea,  and  dedicated  the  whole  of  his  time  to  literature. 

It  has  been  faid,  that  his  want  of  fuccefs  in  a  profeflion  where  merit  cannot  always  enfure  good 
fortune,  was  dwing  to  his  failing  to  make  himfelf  agreeable  to  the  women ;  biit  his  figure  and  ad- 
drefs,  both  of  which  were  excellent,  render  this  highly  Improbable.     It  is  more  likely,  that  his 
irritable  and  impatient  temper,  and  his  contempt  for  the  low  arts  of  fintfie,  fervi'ity,  and  cunning,  ^ 
were  the  real  caufes  of  his  failure. 

As  an  author  by  profellion,  his  genius  and  induftry  were  equally  confpicuous.  His  Adventures  of 
Eerdinand  Count  Fathom,  in  one  volume,  lamo.  appeared  in  1751,  which  was  followed  by  a  fuccefsful 
'Vranfatim  cf  Dm  ^ixote,  in  a  vols.  4to.  1755";  executed,  is  it  was  fuppofed,  with  a  flight  know- 
ledge of  the  Spanilh  language;  a  circumftance  that  expofed  him  to  much  abufe,  and  in  one  in- 
llance,  it  is  faid,  to  a  perfonal  attack- 
In  1756,  he  began  the  Critical  Re-cie-w,  a  work  which  he  conduced  with  much  ability,  till  1763; 
fcut  with  a  degree  of  acrimony,  in  fomc  inftances,  that  involved  him  in  a  variety  of  difputes.  I'he 
moft  ferious  of  thcfc  was  with  Admiral  Knowles,  who  had  publilhed  a  pamphlet  in  defence  of  his 
tondudl  in  the  expedition  to  Rochfort,  1758.  On  this  performance,  he  was  fo  particularly  and 
tjnguardedly  fevere,  that  the  Admiral  commenced  a  profecution  againft  the  printer.  In  this  affair, 
he  behaved  both  with  prudence  and  with  fpirlt.  Defirous  of  compromiCng  the  difpute  with  the 
Admiral,  in  an  amicable  manner,  he  applied  to  his  friend  Mr.  Wilkes,  to  intcrpofe  his  good  r  ffices 
tvith  his  oppenent.  The  Admiral  continued  inflexible ;  and  fentence  was  on  the  point  of  being 
pronounced  againft  the  printer,  when  he  gallantly  flood  forth,  avowed  himfelf  the  autlior  of  the 
criticifm,  and  offered  the  Admiral  any  fatisfaiflion  he  might  require.  The  confequence  was,  that 
a  profecution  was  immediately  commenced  againft  him,  and  he  v/as  fined  icc  1.  and  fentenceJ  t« 
three  months  imprifonment  in  the  King's  Bench  prifon. 
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Mis  engagements  In  this  publication  likewife  involved  him  in  a  difpute  with  Gfainger,  who 
thought  himfelf  injurioufly  treated  in  the  review  of  his  "  Tranflation  of  Tibullus." 

On  the  publication  of  the  "  Rofciad,"  Churchill  imagining  Smollett  the  author  of  the  offl-nCtre 
review  of  that  work,  retaliated  with  great  fpirit  in  the  "  Ajiology  to  the  Critical  Reviewers." 
It  appears,  however,  he  was  miftaken  in  his  fufpicion  ;  for  Smollett  hearing  that  Mr.  Colman  had 
-alfo  accufed  him  of  having  made  an  attack  on  his  moral  character  in  the  Review,  he  exculpated 
himfelf  from  the  charge,  in  a  letter  to  Garrick,  April  5.  i  761 ;  in  which  he  declares,  "  that  he  did 
not  write  one  word  cf  the  article  upon  the  "  Rofciad." 

In  1757,  his  comedy  of  Tie  Riprifal,  or  the  Tars  of  OU  England,  an  after-picce  of  two  acfls,  was 
performed  at  Drury-Lane  theatre,  and  met  with  fuccefs;  yet  not  equal  to  what  its  merit  might 
have  juftly  claimed.  His  comic  genius  has  fiiown  itfelf  very  confpicuoufly  in  this  little  piece. 
The  charaifters  of  a  Frenchman,  an  Irifliman,  a  Scotchman,  gind  an  EnglJfh  failor,  are  as  highly 
drawn,  and  as  finely  diftinguilhed  as  in  any  dramatic  piece  in  the  Englifh  language.  He 
acknowledged  himfelf  "  highly  obliged  for  the  friendly  care  Mr.  Garrick  exerted  in  preparing  it 
for  the  flage  ;  and  flill  more  fqr  his  adliiig  the  part  of  Lufignan  in  "  Zara"  for  his  benefit,  on 
the  fixth,  inftead  of  the  ninth  night,  to  which  he  was  only  entitled  by  the  cuftom  of  the  theatre." 

In  1758,  he  publilhed  his  Complete  Hi/lory  of  England,  deduced  from  the  Be/cent  of  fulius  Cafar  to  the 
treaty  of  .Aix-la-Cbapelle,  1748,  in  4  Vols.  4to.  The  fale  of  this  work,  by  the  uncommon  arts  of 
publication  made  ufe  of  by  his  bookfellers,  was  very  extenfive  ;  and  he  is.  faid  to  have  cleared  ao®ol. 
by  it  and  the  Continuation,  in  5  vols.  8yo.  I763  and  1765. 

During  his  confinement  in  the  King's  Bench  prifon,  he  is  faid  to  have  written  the  Adventures  of 
Sir  Launcelot  Greaves,  in  which  he  has  defcribed  fome  remarkable  cha^adtcrs,  then  his  fellow  pri- 
foners.  This  work  was  firft  printed  in  the  BritiJ^  Magazine,  .which  he  conducSled  ^in  1 760  and 
1 761,  and  afterwards  in  z  vols.  lamo.  1 76z.  ,  ,*'     .     „, 

When  Lord  Bute,  in  .1762,  alTumed  the  management  of-puplic  affairs,  he  Engaged  Jn  defence  qf 
his  meafures,  and  publifhed  a  weekly  paper,  called,  The  Briton,  in  conjundion  with  other  literary 
retainers  to  that  nobleman.  He  entered  on  the  employment  ap;iointed  for  him  with  great  fpirit; 
but  being  offended  at  fome  behaviour  in  his  friends,  ,he  relinq^uilhed  if  with  diXg'uft.  The  firft 
number  appeared  May  29,  176Z,  and  was  foon  followed,  on  the  other  fide,  by  the  famous  "  North 
Briton,"  written  by  Mr.  Wilkes,  which  completely  defeated  ,its  opponent ;  and  the  acrimony  of 
thefe  papers  is  faid  to  have  difTolved  the  friendfkip  which  had  long  fubfiited  between  thtir  rcfpec- 
tive  authors.  The  J?A-;Von  was  laid  down,  Feb.  12.  1763.  He  is  fuppofed  to  have  written  other 
pieces  in  fupport  of  the  caufe  he  efpoufed.  The  political  romance,  called,  The  Adventures  of  am 
Atom,\n  %soh.  lamo.  1763,  is  known  to  be  hisprodudion.  '       ' 

When  Lord  Bute  rcfigned,  he  is  faid  to  have  experienced  ingratitntje  from  that  nobleman,  who 
had,  in  many  inftances,  been  found  a  generous  patron  to  men  of  inferior  importance  and  ability. 

The  negledl  of  his  patron  made  a  d«ep  imprefiion  on  his  mind  ;  and  this,  united  to  a  fedentary 
life,  and  afliduous  application  to  fludy,  having  impaired  his  health,  he  went  abroad,  with  a  view 
to  re-eftablifh  it,  in  June  1763,  and  continued  in  France  and  Italy  for  about  two  years. 

In  1766,  he  publilhed  an  account  of  his  Travels,  in  2  vol-.  Bvo  writteri,  as  he  himfelf  acknow- 
ledges, "  to  beguile  the  tedious  hours,  which,  wiihcut  fome  fuch  employment,  would  be  rendered 
infui'-portabie  by  diflemper  and  difquiet." 

To  this  cynical  relation  of 'his  Travels,  Sterne  is  fuppofed  to  allude  in  the  following  palFage  of  his 
"  Sentimental  Journey,"  vol.  i.  p.  &.  ''  The  learned  Smelfungus  travelled  from  Bologne  to  Paris 
— from  Paris  to  Rome — and  fo  on — but  he  fet  out  with  the  fpleen  and  jaundice,  and  every  object 
he  pafTtd  by  was  difcoloured  and  diftorted, — Rewrote  an  account  of  them,  but  it  was  nothing  but 
an  account  of  his  mi.'"erabls  feelings. — I  met  Smelfungus  in  the  grand,  portico  of  the  Pantheon- 
he  was  jull  coming  out  of  it — "  It  is  nothing  but  a  huge  cock-pit."  faid  he, — "  I  wifh  you  had 
faid  nothing  worfe  of  the  Venus  Medlcis,"  replied  I, — for  in  paffing  through  Florence,  I  had  heard 
he  had  fallen. foul  upon, the  gqddefs,  and  ufed  her  woyfe  .than  a  conimon  flrumpet,  without  the  Icaft 
provocation  in  nature — I  popped  upon  Smelfungus  again  at  Turin,  in  his^  return  home,  and  a  fad 
tale  cf  forrbwful  adventures  lie  had  to  tell,  wherein  lie  fpoke  cf  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  fieU, 
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and  of  the  cannibals  which  each  other  eat :  the  Anthropophagi — He  had  been' flayed  alive,  and  bc" 
deviled,  and  worfe  ufed  than  St.  Bartholomew  at  every  ftage  he  had  come  at — "  I'll  tell  it,"  faid 
(  Smelfungus,  "  to  the  world." — "  Vou  had  better  tell  it,"  faid  I,  "  to  your  phyfician." 

When  he  returned  to  Britain,  his  health  being  ftill  in  a  declining  (late,  he  paid  a  vifit  to  Scot- 
land, his  native  country,  where  he  lefidcd  a  (hort  tiipe.  Soon  after,  he  publiflied  The  Expedilitn  »/ 
Humfilry  CUnker,  in  3  vols.  lamo.  1771,  a  work  which,  in  the  opinion  of  many,  is  fuperior  to  all 
his  other  performances.  It  has  all  the  fpirit  and  vigour  of  his  former  works,  and  is  evidently  the 
produdion  of  a  mind  enriched  and  mellowed  by  experience,  and  foftened,  but  not  foured  by  mif- 
fortune. 

With  a  view  once  more  to  try  the  effL-cfts  of  a  warmer  climate,  he  returned  to  Italy,  and  died 
%ear  Leghorn,  OcSlober  a  I.  1771,  in  the  51ft  year  of  his  ag^e. 

After  his  death,  his  name  appeared  to  a  tranQation  of  Tdanachus,  in  a  vols.  izmo.  1776.  His 
name  likewife  appears  to  a  tranflatii^n  of  Gil  Bias,  in  4  vols.  i.rm'o.;  and,  in  conjundion  wit!i  Dr. 
Franklin,  to  a  tranflation  of  yoltatres  Profe  fVoris,  in  27  vols.  8vo.  1763  ;  but  little  of  it  was  done 
by  his  own  hand.  Ho  was  employed  during  the  laft  years  of  his  life,  in  preparing  a  new  edition 
of  the  Ancient  and  Modern  Univerfal  Hifory,  Rrca:  part  of  which  he  had  originally  written  himfelf, 
particularly  the  Hifxory  of  France,  Italy ^  and  Germany.  He  wrote  and  compiled,  befides,  a  number 
of  works  for  the  bookfeliers,  to  which  his  name  does  not  appear. 

Of  the  domeftic  life  of  Smollett,  the  little  that  is  known  does  not  exhibit  a  pi<flure  of  happinefs. 
He  married  a  lady  from  Jamaica,  by  whom  he  had  a  daughter  wh"ra  he  tenderly  loved.  The 
death  of  this  daughter,  which  happened  a  fhort  time  before  he  went  abroad  in  1763,  made  an  im- 
preflion  on  his  mind  which  he  never  perfeftly  recovered. 

To  add  to  the  regret  which  every  reader  of  fcnfibility  mud  feel  at  the  untoward  circumftances 
which  attended  him  through  life,  his  widow  was  left  friendlefs  in  a  fo'-eign  country.  To  relieve 
her  from  fome  temporary  diftrefs,  the  tragedy  of  "  Venice  Freferved"  was  performed  at  the 
theatre  royal,  Edinburgh,  March  3.  1784,  for  her  benefit,  and  the  money  remitted  to  Italy, 

On  this  occafion,  Houftnn  Ste.vart  Nicholfon,  Efq.  appeared  in  the  part  of  Pierre  ;  and  the  fol- 
lowing prologue  was  fpokcn  by  Mr.  Woods,  faid  to  be  written  by  Profeflbr  Richardfon  of 
dafgow,   the  elegant  author  of  "  Poems  chiefly  P.ural,"  and  other  ingenious  performances. 

Though  letter 'd  Rome,  and  polifli'd  Greece  could  boaft 

The  fplendid  table,  and  the  courteous  hoft, — 

The  rites  to  ftra'..gei,«  due  ; — though  poets  fing 

This  mighty  warrior,  or  that  powerful  king,    , 

The  wand'rer's  friend — yet  ftili.  whate'er  Is  told 

By  modern  poets,  or  by  bards  of  old, 

Is  rivall'd  here ; — for  here,  with  joy,  we  fee 

The  heart-felt  blifs  of  hcav'nly  charity  ! 

See  her,  with  rapture,  fpread  her  willing  hands, 

And  throw  her  bleflii'gs  into  foreign  lands; 

Dry  up  the  tear  Ihe  never  faw  to  flow, 

And  eager  catch  the  diftant  figh  of  woe. 

In  vain  feas  IwcU,  and  mountains  rife  In  vain— 

A  widow's  groans  are  heard  acrofs  the  main  ; 

— A  widow  now  ' — Alas !  how  chanp'd  the  day  '.— • 

Once  the  Narcissa  •  of  your  poct^  lay ; 

Now,  fatal  change  !  (of  ev'-y  blifs  bereft, 

Nor  chi'd, nor  friend,  nor  kind  prott<5>or  left), 

Spreads  on  a  diftant  Ihore  her  fcanty  board. 

And  humbly  take*  what  flrangers  can  afford. 

Yet  linh'd  to  you  by  ev'ry  tender  tie, 

To  you  flic  lifts  the  long-dejedled  eye, 

And  thus  flie  I'peaks — "  Who  dar'd,  with  manly  ragCg 

*'  To  lafh  the  vice  s  of  an  impious  age  f  ? 

"  Who  dar'd  to  feize  the  bold  hift  -ric  pen, 

*'  Paint  living  kingf,  and  miuiflLrs,  as  men  \  ?" 

•  HerfUltious  nami  in  Roderick  Random,  |  "  Advice  and  Reproof ^^  a  (atlrf-  . 

\  The  Hijlory  of  England, 
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*♦  Who  fung  fad  Scotia's  haplcfs  foni  forlorn, 

«  Her  broken  peace,  her  frefheft  laureh  torn  *  ? 

*•  Or  who,  on  oaten  reed,  by  Leven's  fide, 

•'  Sung  the  fair  ftrcam,  aad  hail'd  the  dimpling  tide  f  f 

"  Or  who  ? — fay  he,  for  fuch,  I'm  iure,  are  here, 

«•  Whofe  honcft  bofoms  never  yet  knew  fear ; 

"  Sons  of  the  north,  who  ftem  corruption's  tide  f, 

"  Your  country's  honour,  and  your  nation's  pride-^ 

"  Lords  of  the  lion  heart  and  eagle  eye, 

"  Who  heed  no  ftorm  that  howls  along  the  flcy— 

"  Say  ye — whofc  lyre,  to  manly  numbers  ftrung, 

"  The  glorious  blifs  of  Independence  fung  §  .' 

••  Who  felt  that  pow'r,  and  Hill  ador'd  his  fhrine  ?— 

"  It  was  ysur  Smollett  !  Oh  '  he  once  was  mine  '.** 

Tears  ft  pp'd  her  utt'rance,  elfe  (he  would  have  faid, 

"  Like  him  be  bold,  in  virtue  undifmay'd  ; 

"  Let  independence  all  your  adtioas  guide, 

"  Your  fureft  patron,  and  your  nobleft  pride." 

Soon  after  his  death,  a  monument  was  eredled  to  his  memory,  near  Leghorn,  with  the  foUowul^ 
ioftcri^ion,  written  by  his  friend  Armftrong  : 

Hie  offa  conduntur 
ToBia  Smollett.  Sc«ti; 
Qui,  profapia  generofa  et  antiqua  natus, 
Prifcse  virtutis  exemplar  emicuit ; 
Afpeftu  iugenuo, 
Corpore  valido, 
Pedlore  animofo. 
Indole  apprime  benigna, 
£t  fere  fupra  facultates  munifl^i^ 
Inijgni«, 
Tngenio  feraci,  faceto,  verfatili, 
Omnigense  fere  diflrinsc  mire  capaci, 
Varia  fabularum  dulcedine 
Vitam  morefque  hominum, 
Ubertate  fumma  ludens,  depinxlt. 
Adverfo,  interim,  nefas  !  tali  tantoqu.   alumlilp 
Nifi  quo  fatyrjE  opipare  fupplebat, 
Seculo  impio.  ignavo  fatuo, 
Quo  mufae  vix  nifi  nothae 
Mecxnatulis  Britannicis 
Fovebantur. 
In  memoriam 
Optiml  et  amabilis  omnino  viri, 
Permultis  amicis  defiderati, 
Hocce  marmor, 
DiledHflima  fimul  et  amantifllma  conjux 
L.  M. 
-  Sacravit. 

In  1774,  a  pillar  was  erefled  to  his  memory  on  the  banks  of  the  Lcven,  by  hi«  coufin  Jamef 
Smollett,  Efq.  of  Bonhill,  with  the  following  infcription  : 

Sifte  viator ! 

Si  lepores  ingeniique  venam  benlgnam, 

Si  morum  callidiflimum  pitftorem, 

Unquam  es  mitatus, 

Immorare  paululum  memorise 

TOmm  SMOLLETT,  M.  D. 

Viri  virtutibus  hifce 

Quas  in  homine  et  cive 

£t  laudes  et  imiteris. 


•  ^Je,  1746,  Itginn'wg,  "  Mourn,  bappy  Caledonia,  tnourn^^  \  Ode  io  Leven  JVatt^ 

\  Alluding  tt  the  oppofitlon  given  ly  the  norlbern  eounties  to  ths  corrvpiion'ofjiiiitious  votes. 
§   Ode  U  Independent, 
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Haud  medlpcriter  ornati : 
Qui  in  literis  variis  verfatus, 
Poltqtiam  felicitate -fibi  propria 
Scfe  pofteris  cOmmendaVera't,  ••' 
Morte  acerba  raptus 
Anno  jetaris  51 
theu  !  quatn  procul  a^patria  f 
Prope  Liburni  portum  intcaKa, 

Jacet  fepultus.     ■■■'■-.■■'■ 

Tali  tantoque  viro,  patrueli'  fuo, 

Cui  in  decurfu  Lampada 

Se  potius  tradidiffe  decuit, 

Hanc  Columnam, 

Amoris,  eheu  !  inane  moiiumentuin. 

In  ipfis  Levinije  ripis, 

Quas  verCculis  fub  exitu  virx  illuftratas, 

"Prinais  infans  vagitibus  perfonuit, 

■Pdnendani  curavit 

Jacobus  Smollett  dc  Bophlll. 

Abi  ec  reminilcere, 

Hoc  quidem  honore, 

Non  modo  defundi  niemorije, 

Veruni.  ctiani  exeniplo,  profj)c*9um  tSe  ; 

Aliii  enini,  fi  modo  digni  lint, 

Ideni  erit  virtutis  prsniium ! 

His  Plays  and  Pcems  were  colJefted  and  publiflied  by  T.  Evans,  in  one  vol.  Svo.  1784.  Kis  HiJIery 
of  England  h-ns  been  frequently  reprinted,  in  11  vols.  2vo.  ;  and  the  Continuation  2iS  a  fupplenient  to 
Hume,  from  the  Revolution  to  the  death  of  George  11. in  5  vols.  8vo.  1790.  The  editions  of  his  A'ow//, 
particularly  Roderick  Random,  Peregrine  Picl/e,  l^nd  Humphry  Clinker,  are  too  numerous  to  be  fpecificd. 
His  Mifcellar.eous  Works,  conCflitig  of  his  plays,  poems,  end  novels,  except  The  Adventures  of  an  Atom, 
were  colled'ted  by  Mr.  David  Ramfay,  the  judicious  and  well-in(orfned  printer  of  «'  The  Edinburgh 
Evening  Courant,"  in  6  vols.  8vo.  with  humorous  frontifpieces  by  Rowlandfon,  1790.  The  lateft 
editions  of  fome  of  his  works  have  undergone  confiderable  aUerations.  His  Poems,  printed  fepa- 
rately,  or  iaferted  in  his  .novels,  and  Tie  Re/ri/al,  are  now,  for  the  firft  time,  received  into  a 
•  colledlion  of  claffical  Englifh  poetry. 

The  characflcr  of  Smollett  has  been  accurately  delineated  in  the  Epitaph  on  his  monument  near 
Leghorn,  and  the  Infcriptian  on  the  pillar  ere<5tcd  to  his  memory  on  the  banks  of  the  l.even.     In 

the  dedication   of  Count  Fathom  to  Dr.  ,  he   has  drawn  his  own  charadler.     He  has  alfo 

introduced  his  own  charader  in  Humphry  ClinL::r,  as  Mr.  Searle,  vol.  i.  p.  159,  where  he  has  an 
interview  with  Mr.  Bramble  ;  and  his  manner  of  living  is  defcribed  in  vol.  ii  p.  214,  where  young 
Melford  is  fuppofed  to  dine  with  him  at  his  houfe  in  Chelfea.  In  his  perfon,  he  was  graceful  and 
handfome  ;  and  in  his  air  and  manner,  there  was  a  certain  di^Qi.tjr  ^ifvhich  commanded  refpsdl.  He 
poffeffed  a  ioftinefs  and  elevation  of  fcntiment  and  charadler,  without  pride  or  haughtincfs; 
for  to  his  equals  and  inferiors,  he  was  ever  polite,  friendly,  and  generous.  In  the  pradlice  of  phy- 
fic,  for  jyant  of  fupplenefs,  he  never  was  eminent.  As  an  author,  he  was  not  fo  fuccefsful  as  his 
^^PPy  g^'"'*'^^  ^""^  acknowledged  merit  certainly  defervcd.  ••Me  never-acquired  a  patron  among 
the  great,  who  by  his  favour  or  beneficence  relieved  him  from  the  neceflity  of  writing  for  a  l"ub- 
fiftence.  Bookfellers  may  be  faid  to  have  been  his  only  patrons,  and  from  them  he  had  conftant 
employment  in  tranflating,  compiling,  and  reviewing.  No  doubr,  he  made  a  great  deal  of  money 
by  his  connedlions  with  bookfellers.;  ^ad  h^d%;,j)cen  a  rigid  economift,  and  endued  with  the  gift 
of  retention  (to  ufe  his  own  exprefiion),  he  might- have  livedo  and  died  very  independent.  But 
his  difi&culties,  whatever  they  were,  proceeded  not  from  cxrravajan'ce,  or  want  of  economy.  He 
was  hofpitable,  but  not  oftentatioufly  fo  ;  and  his  table,  was, plentiful,  but  not  extravagant.  An  ir- 
ritable and  impatient  temper  was  his  gteateft  failing ;  but,  making  due  allowance  for  a  fpirit 
woundcHi  by  JBgratittiJe,  and  irritated  by  the  malignant, fliafts  ©f  envy,  dninefs,  and  profligacy,  it 
would  hi  difficul:  to  aaeie  a  maa  fo  rsfpcdlabk  for  th:^ual'ti5s  of  his  h(:ad._.^pr  ^amii^ltkjs  for  ihc 
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virtues  of  his  heart. — ^As  an  hiflorian,  his  merit  is  well  known.  Confidering  the  time  and  clrcum- 
ftancesjn.whichhis  Hijlory  of  England  v/zs  written,  it  is  indeed  a  great  effort  of  genius  and  application. 
But  it  is  a  hafty  and  indigefted  performance;  too  voluminous  for  an  abridgement,  and  too  im- 
perfed  for  an  hiftory.  His  partiality  for  the  Tory  party  is  manifefl  in  almoll  every  page;  and 
in  flating  the  arguments  which  paiTed  on  any  fiibjeft,  he  generally  relates  thcfe  only  which  were 
urged  on  one  fide  ;  which  unavoidably  creates  a  fufpicion  of  his  partiality.  His  refleiflions,  in 
many  inftances,  are  highly  exceptionable;  and  in  many  places  he  f.-emsto  be  inconfiflent  with  him- 
felf,  and  to  argue  againft  his  own  principles.  At  one  time  he  appears  the  fangui  e  friend  of  liberty, 
and  applauds  all  oppofition  againft  the  ftretches  of  prerogative  ;  and  yet,  at  another,  he  cenfures  the 
refentment  which  the  parliament  expreffed  againft  fuch  encroachments.  In  his  accoimt  of  the  me- 
thods ufed  to  extinguifh  the  rebellion,  1 745,  he  has  lavifaed  all  the  powers  of  the  pathos  in  laboured 
defcriptions  of  horror  ;  but  he  feenis  more  folicitous  to  fay  what  is  brTlHant  and  ftriking,  than  what 
is  juft  and  authentic.  In  defcribing  charaflers,  which  is  fuppofed  to  be  his  great  excellence,  he  ap- 
pears to  have  taken  fancy  rather  than  truth  for  his  guide.  His  charader  of  Qj.ieen  ?,^ary  is  inaccu- 
rate and  injurious;  and  that  of  King  William,  is,  in  many  refpeds,  falfified  by  the  circumftances  of 
his  life.  The  great  excellence  of  his  work,  is  the  elegance  and  fpirit  of  the  (lylc,  which  is  in  gene- 
ral nervous,  clear,  fluent,  bold,  and  florid ;  and  the  reader  who  is  content  witli  acquiring  only  a  ge- 
neral knowledge  of  our  hiftory,  cannot  be  more  agreeably  inftruded;  for  his  manner  of -writing  is 
fo  entertaining,  that  attention  feldomfleeps  over  his  pages.  But  he  has  not  performed  the  duties  of 
an  hiftorical  writer  with  fufficient  care,  accuracy,  and  impartiality.  His  imagination  overpowers 
his  judgment ;  and  he  is  tempted  to  employ  his  powers  in  the  vain  gh)w  of  colouring,  and  is  more 
fludious  to  dazzle  the  imagination  with  a  gaudy  dlfplay  of  fplendid  ornaments,  than  to  engage  the 
underflanding  by  juft  reafonlng  and  folid  reflexions. 

In  the  Continuation  from  1 748  to  1765,  he  has  avoided  thofe  prejudices  and  partial  attachments 
which  render  the  Hi/lory  Yisiblt  to  cenfure;  but,  in  fome  inftances,  he  deviates  from  the  defign,  and 
ftoops  below  the  dignity  of  hiftorical  compofition.  In  his  refledlions  on  public  hieafures, 
he  difcovers  intelligence  and  acutenefs,  without  the  affedation  of  fagacity.  In  his  portraiture  of 
charaders,  his  painting  is  bald,  glowing,  and  animated ;  yet,  it  is  fometimes  necefTary  to  wrice 
the  name  over  the  pidure.  The  ftyle  is  clear,  copious,  rich,  and  flowing  ;  but  it  is  now  and 
then  too  luxuriant  and  figurative.  Though  we  cannot  always  applaud  the  redlitude  of  his  judgment, 
or  the  prccifion  of  his  ideas,  yet  we  feldom  fail  to  admire  his  vivacity  of  fentiment,  and  peculiar 
glow  of  expreflion.  He  is  ever  moft  excellent  when  he  addrefTes  himfelf  to  the  pafTions.  It  does 
credit,  upon  the  whole,  to  his  abilities ;  but  had  he  compofed  it  with  Icfs  rapidity,  it  would  have 
approached  much  nearer  to  the  perfedlion  of  hiftorical  compofition. 

As  a  writer  of  that  fpecies  of  modern  romance,  which  has  been  denominated  a  novel,  he  haj  dc- 
fcrlbed  the  lives  and  manners  of  men  with  great  exuberance  of  fancy,  and  infinite  humour  and  faga- 
city. In  moft  of  his  novels,  but  particularly  RtJerick  Random  and  Peregrins  Pickle^  he  has  drawn  many 
of  his  charaders  from  real  life  ;  and  the  originals  oi  Squire  Gauiy,  Strap,  Crab,  Morgan,  of  the  DoBar, 
goiter,  Pallet,  &c.  were  in  his  own  time  known  and  pointed  out ;  but  ftiort  as  the  time  is  Cnce  theic 
publication,  they,  at  prcfent,  derive  no  advantage  from  thatfource,  and  owe  their  celebrity  to  their  ia- 
trinfic  merit  alone. 

In  \Cv=,  Adventures  of  Roderick  Random  he  is  peculiarly  happy  in  reprefenting  the  difficulties  to  which 
a  friendlefs  orphan  is  expofed,  from  his  own  want  of  experience,  as  well  as  from  the  felfiftinefs,  envy, 
malice,  and  bafe  indifference  of  mankind.  The  mean  fcenes  in  which  he  is  involved,  are  defcribed 
with  true  humour  ;  and  every  reader  finds  entertainment  in  viewing  thofe  parts  of  life  where  the 
manners  and  pafiions  are  undifguifed  by  alTecftation,  ceremony,  or  education.  The  whimfical  peculi- 
arities of  difpofition,  appear  as  nature  has  implanted  them.  He  feems  to  have  enjoyed  a  peculiar 
felicity  in  defcribing  fea  charaders.  His  Trunnion,  Hatch-may,  and  Pipes,  are  highly  finilhed  originah; 
but  Lieutenant.  BotvUng  exceeds  them,  and  perhaps  equals  any  cbarader  that  has  yet  been  painted  by 
the  happieft  genius  of  ancient  or  modern  times.  This  is,  indeed,  nature  itfelf ;  original,  unique,  and 
fill  gejieris.  As  well  as  the  ladder  of  promotion,  his  very  name  has  long  become  proverbial,  lor  an 
honeft  blunt  feaman,  unacquainted  with  mankind  and  the  ways  of  the  world. 

The  Adventures  tf  Peregrine  Pickle^  though  they  have  teen  confidered  a?  low,  fcurrilous,  and  im- 
moral, relate,  in  language  by  ttirns  eafj',  elegant,  and  pathetic,  a  fucceffion  of  events,  forming  a 
Vol.  X,  i  0 
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natural  and  well-dravrn  pltSure  rf  human  life ;  which  the  thou^htlefs  may  pcrufe  with  advantagCj, 
and  the  prudent,  with  emotions  of  triumph.  From  the  wild  unlucky  boy  teazing  his  aunt  and  the 
commodore,  and  heaning  a  rebellion  at  fchool  ag^iir.fl  his  mafter,  we  trace  the  headftrong  youth, 
of  pride  unbroken,  and  unbridled  aipetitc,  plungit^g  into  folly,  vice,  and  diflipati<jn,  waflinj  his  fub- 
ftance,  injuring  the  woman  of  all  others  he  loved,  and,  at  laft  piian^  in  prilon.  Roul'cd  by  the 
voice  of  fnendlbip,  atid  again  reftored  to  affluence,  he  returns  with  a  ftern  reluflance,  tounded 
on  a  fenfe  of  his  own  unworthinefs  and  vicious  imprudence,  to  focicty  and  love ;  convinced  th4t» 
after  all  the  buftle  of  pleafure,  and  the  glitter  of  wealth,  real  happinefs  is  only  to  be  found  in 
moderate  enjoyment,  domeftic  tranquillity,  and  foclal  virtue.  It  is  a  work  of  great  merit  and  in- 
vention in  the  conipofition,  and  in  which  genuine  humour  and  profound  learning  are  fo  happily 
united,  as  to  make  it  difficult  to  determine  which  is  predominarit;  particularly  m  the  defcription  of 
the  entertainment  given  by  the  Ji  ■publican  Dcilor,  after  the  manner  of  the  ancients.  This  tpifode  is  well 
managed,  and  replete  with  rich  ftrokes  of  humour  and  pointed  fatire  .  which,  in  the  rancour  of  Vtiry- 
ifm.  hedirLded  with  eagernefs  againft  his  Whig- opponent,  A.kciifide.  Yet,  in  this  and  other  parts 
of  Pcrcnrine.  he  has,  with  fome  juftice,  been  thought  indelicate.  The  path  of  humour  is  pleafanC 
and  inviting ;  but  it  is  a  dangerous  one,  and  too  often  leads  us  aftray  into  the  by-roads  of  indelica- 
cy, as  well  as  ill  nature.  It  is  of  the  nature  of  all  humour,  to  be  f  mutinies  grof-  and  fometimes  in- 
elegant. In  this  refpecS,  the  dialogue  between  Pipes  and  the  hedge-nymph  is  culpably  obl'cene, 
thouo-h  the  {lory  is  well  told,  and  the  charader  well  imagined.  The  behaviour  of  PickU  to  Horn- 
beek  is  alfo  highly  injuilifiable.  Yet,  with  thefe  and  other  fanlts,  the  prefent  writer  cannot  but  con- 
fider  it  contraryto  the  generalopinjon,  as  equal  to  Roderick  Random ;  and,  a-  a  firlliate  novel,  whofe 
merits  far  exceed  the  modern  puny  produiflions  of  frivolous  fafhi  in  and  fickly  fentiment,  which 
load  the  (helve«  of  our  libraries   and  reach  nonfenfe  and  iniquity  to  our  wives  and  daughters. 

Ccant  Fathom,  and  Sir  Launcelot  Grea-ues,  are  )li;l  in  the  lill  of  what  may  be  called  reading  novels; 
but  there  is  no  iniuftice  in  placing  them  in  a  rank  btlow  Roderick  Random  and  Peregrine  Pickle.  Inven- 
tion charaiSler,  compofition,  and  contrivance,  are  to  be  found  in  both  ;  but  fituations  are  defcribed, 
•which  are  hardly  poflible,  an.:  charatSers  are  painted,  which,  if  not  altogether  unexampled,  are  at 
Icaft  incompatible  with  modern  manners,  and  which  ought  not  to  be,  as  the  fcenes  are  laid  in  mo- 
dern times. 

In  his  Expedition  of  Humphr'j  Clinker,  which  confilts  of  a  feries  of  letters  written  by  different  per. 
fons  to  their  rcfpcflive  correfpondents,  he  has  carefully  avoided  the  faults  which  may  be  juiHy 
charged  to  Count  lathom  d:aA  Sir  Launcelot  Greaves.  It  has  HO  extravagant  characters,  nor  unnatural 
fituations  ;  on  the  contraiy,  an  admirable  knowledge  of  life  and  manners  is  difplayed,  and  moft  ul'e- 
ful  leffonsarc  given,  applicable  and  inttrefting,  ro  very  common  fituations. 

Roderick  Random  Peregrine  Pickle^  and  Humphry  Clinker,  are  undoubtedly  efforts  of  genius  and 
fancy,  which  rival  the  produdlions  of  the  moral,  the  patiietic,  but  tircfome  Richardfon,  and  the 
ingenious  but  diffu'.e  Fielding,  with  all  his  knowledge  of  the  human  heart.  Thrt  Fielding  re- 
peatedly difplays  a  thor;  ugh  acquaintance  with  nature,  and  that  p^ffages  may  be  pointtd  out  in 
Richardfon,  which  do  equal  credit  to  the  goodnels  of  his  heart,  and  the  depth  of  his  underdand- 
ing,  cannot  be  denied  ;  yet,  after  perufmg  the  wire-drawn  pages  of"  Grandifon"  and  "  Clariffa,"  or 
the  common  place  introdudlory  difcuffi jds  and  diffufe  narrative  of  "  Tcni  J  nes,"  •'  Jofeph  Andrews," 
and  "  Amelia,"  we  never  quit  them  with  fuch  rtluflance  as  we  feel  on  clofing  the  pages  of  Smollett, 
V'h(i,  without  introducing  fo  much  of  what  has  been  called  fine  writing,  puff^lTes  in  an  eminent 
degree  the  art  of  rcufing  our  feelings,  and  fi.\ing  the  attention  of  his  readers. 

As  a  traveller,  he  was  petulant,  illiberal,  and  almofl  on  every  cccafion  loft,  his  temper;  but  fome 
excufe  is  to  be  made  for  a  frame  convulfed  by  the  pangs  of  dil'eafe,  a  fpirit  wounded  by  ingratitude, 
and  a  life  embittered  by  difappointment  and  d-  meftic  calamity  Under  fuclj  im.preffions,  ptrhaps.,  he 
ought  not  to  have  written  ;  but  where  is  the  man  who  having  once  found  folace  in  a  purfuit,  will 
not  naturally  feek  for  comfort  and  confolation  In  the  fame  path  .' 

"  I  chiefly  confulted"  fays  Lord  Gardtnlione  in  his  "  1  ravelling  Memorandums  "  "  Keyfler, 
Moore,  and  Smollett.  I  was  beft  pleafrd  with  my  old  and  excellent  fricn.l  SmoD'^tt.  Tef^y  and 
difcontentcd  as  he  is,  he  writes  with  perfpicuity.  His  obfervations  are  generally  fenfible,  and  even 
his  oddities  are  critcrtaining.''  3 
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As  a  dramatift,  his  genius  is  of  a  lefs  confiderable  charadkr  than  might  be  expedted  from  his  uii« 
rivalled  talent  for  the  decription  of  life  and  manners.  He  was  in  pofTeffion  of  huvnour  and  of  a  pecu- 
liar kind  of  fancy.  His  wit  had  every  charadler  of  fertile  irtventivenefs  and  true  pleafantry.  He  v*ras 
capable  of  delineating  the  individual  objeift  with  peculiar  happinefs.  But  he  beheld  his  powers  in  a 
light  which  deceived  him,  when  he  aimed  at  bringing  his  charadlers  into  the  butnefs  of  the  ftage, 
and  creating  a  ^dramatic  feries  of  events.  Nothing  can  be  more  undramatic  than  his  tragedy. 
Here  his  genius,  or  at  Icatl  his  judgment  failed  him.  In  his  comedy,  however,  written  profeffedly 
for  the  theatre,  he  evinces  dramatic  powers,  which,  if  he  had  perfevered  in  writing  for  the  ftage, 
might  have  obtained  liim  equal  diftindlion  in  this  department  of  literature.  The  charafters  of  the 
Jrifjman  and  the  Scot/man,  in  particular,  are  natural  ar.d  entertaining.  Sir  Jthn  Hawkins  mentions 
an  opera  called  Akeft:,  which  he  wrote  for  Mr.  Rich  in  i747 ;  but  it  has  never  been  performed  nor 
printed 

As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  are  fo  excellent  in  their  kind,  as  to  make  us  regret  that  they  are  not 
more  numerous  :  Lively,  humorous,  witty,  elegant,  tender,  pathetic,  and  fublime ;  happy  and 
fnccefsful  in  whatever  the  univerfality  of  his  genius  prompted  him  to  undertake ;  his  fpirit,  his 
fentinient,  his  language,  arc  full  of  nature,  cnthufiafm,  and  fimplicity,  and  while  a  love  of  poetry 
remains  among  us,  muft  always  pleafe  the  reader  of  tafle  and  fenfibility.  The  poems  on  occafional 
fubjeds  are  marked  with  the  different  difpofi:ions  which  muft  have  prevailed  at  different  times  of 
his  life.  His  Advice  and  Reproo/heir  teftimony  to  his  political  and  literary  prejudices,  but  they  abound 
in  manly  fentime-.ns,  and  indignant  fatire,  expreffed  in  forcible  and  elegant  language.  His  elegantly- 
plaintive  Love-Elegy  is  pure  nature.  It  is  tender,  fentimental,  and  pathetic ;  and  the  happy  fim- 
plicity and  unaffected  manner,  intereft  and  charm  the  reader  of  natural  talle.  His  Tears  of  SctSlamd 
wight  not  to  be  mentioned  without  every  commendation.  It  difcovers  a  genius  equally  fitted  for 
the  pathetic  and  the  fublime.  Whatever  may  be  thought  of  the  fubjedl,  it  unites  a  glow  of 
poetical  enthufiafm,  with  a  higli  degree  of  that  eloquent  fimplicity,  which  appears  fo  eafy,  and 
which  is  yet  fo  difficult  to  imitate.  The  following  paffage,  among  many  otliers,  is  exquifitely 
tender  and  beautiful. 

The  pious  mother  doom'd  to  death, 
Forfaken  wanders  o'er  the  heath  ; 
The  bleak  v/ind  whiflles  roui:d  her  head. 
Her  helplefs  orphans  cry  for  bread  ; 
Bereft  of  ilielter,  food,  and  friend. 
She  views  the  (hades  of  night  dcfcend, 
And  ftretch'd  beneath  the  inclement  flcies. 
Weeps  o'er  her  tender  babes  and  dies. 
His   Ode  13  Le-ven   Water  difcovers  delicacy  of  fentiment,  joined   to   fimplicity  of  taftc-     The 
-i.mages  are  paftoral  and  pleafing,  and  the  verification   corredl  and  harmonious.     He  celebrates  his 
native  ftream  with  all  tfee  elegant  fimplicity  of  an  Areadian  fhepherd     His  Odes  t»  Mirtb  and  Sleep, 
are  not  of  the  higheft  kind,  but  they  have  enthufiafm,  and  fpirit,  and  propriety  of  verfification. 
His  Sengs  are  fpirited,  ingenious,  and  wicty;   a  few  are  elegant,  tei^der,  and  pathetic. 

His  Odt   to  Independence,  the  greateft  effort   of  his  genius,  ranks  with  the  lyric  compofitlons  u£ 
Dryden,  Akenfide,  Collins,  and  Gray.     It  is  written  throughout  in  the  true  fpirit  of  lyric  poetry. 
It  is  bold,  various,  ardent,  and  impetuous.     It  abounds  with  animated  fciitiments,  glowing  imegeSj 
and  nervous  and  energetic  espreffions.     The  introduiftion  i-  poetical  and  abrupt. 
Thy  fpirit.  Independence,  let  me  fhare. 
Lord  of  the  lion  rieart  and  eagle  eye  ; 
Thy  fteps  I  follow  with  my  bof  "m  bare, 

Nor  heed  the  ftorm  that  howls  along  the  Iky. 
The  pl<5ture  exhibited  in  thefe  lines  is  ftriking,  becaufe  the  circumflances  afe  happily  chofen, 
briefly  and  diftindly  delineated.  It  is  fublime,  becaufe  the  images  are  few,  and  in  themlelves  great 
and  magnificeint.  The  litn  heart  and  lagle  eye,  fuggeft  an  idea  of  the  high  fpirit  and  commanding 
afpecl  of  Independence ;  and  the  poet  fallowing  with  hofom  hare,  denotes  in  a  pi6lur(=.fqne  manner  the 
cagernefs  and  enthufiaf  n  of  the  votary.  In  a  ftrain  of  poetry  exceedingly  wild  and  romantic,  be 
rchcarfes  his  birth,  education,  and  qualities. 

Deep  in  the  frozen  regions  of  the  north, 
A  goddefs  violated  brought  thee  forth, 
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Immortal  Liberty,  whofe  look  fublime 
Hath  bleach'd  the  tyrant's  check  in  every  varying  clime  ! 
Liierty,  according  to  his  acceptation,  means  the  fecurity  of  our  lives  and  polTeffions,  and  freedom 
from  external  force.  Independence  denotes  that  internal  fenfc  and  cmfcioufnefs  of  freedom,  which 
beget  magnanimity,  fortitude,  and  that  becoming  pride,  which  leads  us  to  refpedi  ourfelvcs,  and  do 
nothing  unworthy  of  our  condition.  Liberty  therefore  is,  with  perfedl  propriety,  faid  to  be  the 
mother  of  Independence,  zxiA  DifJain  his  father, — liifdaln  arifing  from  indignation  againdan  oppreflbr, 
and  triumph  on  having  proftrated  or  efcaped  his  malice.  This  ftern  perfonage  is  flrongly  cha- 
riderifed  in  the  following  defcription  : 

Of  ample  front,  the  portly  chief  appear'd. 
The  hunted  bear  lupplied  a  rtiagg-y  veft, 
The  drifted  fnow  hung  on  his  yellow  beard. 

And  his  broad  fhoulders  braved  the  furious  blaft.  , 

Meii  may  enjoy  liberty  without  independence  ;  they  may  be  fecure  in  their  perfons  and  poffef- 
fions,  without  feeling  any  uncommon  elevation  of  mind,  or  any  fenfe  of  their  freedom.  But,  if 
their  liberty  is  attacked,  they  are  alarmed;  they  feel  the  value  of  their  condition  ;  they  are  moved 
with  indignation  againft  their  cpprefTors ;  they  exert  thcmfelve?,  and,  if  they  are  fuccefsful,  or 
efcape  the  danger  that  threatened  them,  they  triumph  ;  they  refiecft  on  the  happinefs  and  dignity  con- 
ferred by  freedom;  they  applaud  themfelves  for  their  exertions ;  become  magnanimous  and  indepen- 
dent. There  is,  therefore,  no  lefs  propriety  in  deduci:ig  the  origin  of  Independence  from  Difdain  and 
Liberty,  than  fixing  the  era  of  her  birth.  Our  Saxon  anceftors,  free,  fimple,  and  inoffenfive,  were 
attacked,  efcaped  the  violence  of  their  adverfary,  refleiScd  on  the  felicity  of  their  condition,  and 
learned  independence. 

The  education  of  Independence,  and  the  fcene  of  his  nativity,  are  fuited  to  his  illuftrious  line- 
age, and  to  the  high  atchievements  for  which  he  was  deflined. 

The  light  he  faw  in  Albion's  happy  plains, 

Where,  under  covert  of  a  fiowering  thorn, 
"While  Philomel  renewed  her  warbled  ftrains. 

The  aufpicious  fruit  of  ftol'n  embrace  was  born^ 
The  mountain  dryads  feized  with  joy 
'  The  fmiling  infant  to  their  charge  confign'd; 

The  Doric  mufe  careffcd  the  favourite  boy  ; 
The  hermit  Wifdom  ftor'd  his  opening  mind. 

The  imagery  in  thefe  lines  is  foft  and  agreeable,  the  language  fmooth,  and  the  verCficatlon  has* 
monious. 

In  the  fecond  antlftrophe,  he  celebrates  his  heroic  and  beSneficcnt  anions,  and  returns,  at  the  end 
of  the  third  flrophe,  to  acknowledge,  with  gratitude,  the  ■^ovieT  oi  Independence,  in  prefervlng  him 
untainted  by  the  debafing  influences  of  grandeur,  and  the  admiration  of  vain  magnificence.  Confci- 
ous  of  the  dignity  annexed  to  an  independent  Hate  of  mind,  he  inveighs  againft  thefe  miniMs  af  For' 
tune,  who  would  impofe  upon  mankind  by  the  oftentayon  of  wealth,  and  the  j^arade  of  pageantry. 
Id  fortune's  car  behold  that  minion  ride, 

With  cither  India's  glittering  fpoiis  oppreft  : 
So  moves  the  fumpter-niule  in  harnel^'d  pride. 

That  bears  the  trcafijie  'vhich  he  cannot  tafle. 
For  him  let  venal  hard":  ciifgrace  the  bay, 

And  hireling  minfirels  v.-ake  the  tinkling  firing; 
Her  fenfual  fnare?  let  fairhlcfs  plcafurc  lay; 
And  all  her  jingling  bells  fanfaOic  f.jily  ring ; 
"        Di.'quiet,  doubt,  and  dread,  Ihall  intervene; 
.And  nature,  flill  to  all  iicr  feelings  iuit. 
In  venp:eance  htng  a  dump  o.n  every  fctine, 
Shook  from  the  baleful  pimoni  ct  dUguft. 

Thefe  lines,  cmbelllflied  by  fancy,  and  recommended  to  the  heart  by  harmony,  are  the  InveiSivs 
©f  truth  and  honeO.  indignation. 

The  iaft  antlftrophe  has  an  air  of  foftnef-;,  benignity,  and  wildnefs,  that  leaves  a  very  plcafing  ef- 
feft  on  the  mind  of  the  reai'.jr,  animated  wi.h  lentiments  of  public  virtue,  glowing  witk  felf-appro» 
bation,  and  fired  with  ail  the  ardour  aud  enthufufm  of  the  post. 
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ADVICE,    AND   REPROOF: 
TWO  SATIRES. 

FIRST   PUBLISHED  IN  THE  YEAR   I746  AND   1747' 


Sed  podice  levl 

Cxdurtur  tumidae  medico  ridente  Marifcse. 

O  Proceres!  cenfore  opus  eft  an  harufpice  nobis  ? 

Juvenal. 

nam  quis 

Feccandi  finem  pofuit  fibi  ?  quando  recepit 
Ejedum  feniel  attrita  dc  fronte  ruborem  ? 

Ibid. 


ADVICE :  A  SATIRE. 

POET,   FRIEND. 
J'oet. 

Enough,  enough;  all  this  we  knew  before; 
'Tis  infamous,  I  grant  it,  to  be  poor : 
And  who  fo  much  to  fenfe  and  glory  loft. 
Will  hug  the  curfe  that  not  one  joy  can  boaft  ! 
From  the  pale  hag,  O  !  could  \  once  break  loofe  ; 
Divorc'd,  all  hell  fliould  not  re- tie  the  noofe  ! 

Not  with  more  care  (hall  Vi avoid  his  wife, 

Not  Cope  fly  fwifter,  lalhing  for  his  life  ; 
Than  1  to  leave  the  meag^re  fiend  behind.     ^ 

Friend. 
Exert  your  talents;  nature,  ever  kind,  lO 

Enough  for  happinefs,  beflows  on  all; 
'Tis  floth  or  pride  that  finds  her  gifts  too  fmall — 

Why  ileeps  the  mufe  ! is  there  no  room  for 

praife, 
When  fuch  bright  conftellations  blaze  ? 
When  fage  Ncwcaftle,  abftinently  great, 
Negleds  his  food  to  cater  for  the  ftate  ; 


Ver.  8.  A  general  famous  for  an  expeditious 
ictreat,  though  not  quite  fo  deliberate  as  that  of 
the  ten  thoufand  Greeks  from  Perfia ;  having  un- 
fortunately forgot  to  bring  his  army  along  with 
bim. 

Ver.  15.  Alluding  to  the  philofophical  con- 
tempt which  this  great  perfonage  manifefled  for 
Uie  fepfual  delights  of  the  flomach. 


And  Grafton,  tow'ring  Atlas  of  the  throne, 

So  well  rewards  a  genius  like  his  own  : 

Granville  and  Bath  iliuftrious,  need  I  name 

For  fober  dignity  and  fpotlefs  fame ;  30 

Or  Pitt  th'  unfliaketi  Abdiel  yet  unfung : 

Thy  candourj  Chomdly  I  and  thy  truth  O  Younge ! 

Foei. 
Th'  advice  is  good;  the  queftion  only,  v/hether 
Thefe  names  and  virtues  ever  dwelt  together  ? 
But  what  of   that  ?    the   more   the   bard   fhall 

claim, 
Who  can  create  as  well  as  cherifli  fame. 
But  one  thing  more, — how  loud  muft  I  repeat. 
To  roufe  th'  engag'd  attention  of  the  great ; 


Ver.  17.  This  noble  peer,  remarkable  for  fub- 
limity  of  parts,  by  virtue  of  his  office,  Lord  Cham- 
berlain, conferred  the  laureat  on  Colley  Cibber, 
Efp.  a  deleiflable  bard,  whofe  charader  has  al- 
ready employed,  together  with  his  own,  the  great- 
efi  pens  of  the  age. 

Ver.  19.  Two  noblemen  famous  In  their  day, 
for  nothing  more  than  their  fortitude  in  bearing 
the  fcorn  and  reproach  of  their  country. 

Ver.  ai.  Abdicj  according  to  Milton,  was  the 
only  feraph,that  preferved  his  integrity  ia  the 
midll  of  corruption — 

Among  the  innumerable  falfe,  unmov'd, 
Unlhaken,  unfeduced,  unterrify'd — 
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Amus'd,  perhaps,  with  C 's  prolific  bum, 

Or  rapt  amidft  the  tranfports  of  a  drum;  30 

While  the  grim  porter  watches  ev'ry  door. 
Stern  foe  to  tradefmen,  potts,  and  the  per. 
Th'  Hefperian  dragon  not  more  fierce  and  fell ; 
Kor  the  gaunt  growling  janitor  of  hell. 
Ev'n  Atticus,  fo  wills  the  voice  of  fate) 
Enlhrines  !n  clouded  majefty,  his  ftate  ; 
Uor  to  th'  adoring  crowd  vouchfafes  regard, 
Though  priefts  adore,  and  ev'ry  prieft  a  bard. 
Shall  I  then  follow  with  the  venal  tribe, 
And  on  the  threfhold  the  bafe  mongrel  bribe  ?  40 
Bribe  him,  to  feaft  my  mute  imploring  eye, 
With  fome  proud  lord,  who  fmiles  a  gracious  lie  ! 
A  lie  to  captivate  my  hecdlefs  youth, 
Degrade  my  talents,  and  debaui-h  my  truth  ; 
While  fool'd  with  hope,  revolv^^  my  joylefs  day, 
And  friends,  and  fame,  and  fortune  fleet  away; 
*Till  fcandal,  indigence,  and  fcorn,  my  lot. 
The  dreary  jail  entombs  me,  where  1  rot  I 
Is  tht;re,  ye  varnilh'd  ruffians  of  the  ftate  I 
Kot  one,  among  the  millions  whom  ye  cheat,    50 
Who  while  he  totters  on  the  brink  of  woe, 
Dares,  ere  he  falls,  attempt  th'  avenging  blow! 
A  fteady  blow  I  his  languid  foul  to  feaft ; 
And  rid  his  country  of  one  curfe  at  lead  ! 

Friend. 
What !  turn  affaffin  ? 

Pocf. 
Let  th'  affaflin  bleed  : 
!NTy  fearlefs  verfe  (hall  juftily  t!=ie  deed. 
'Tis  he,  who  lures  th'  unpraAis'd  mind  aftray, 
Then  leaves  the  wretch  to  mifery,  a  prey  ; 
Perverts  the  race  of  viitue  juft  begun, 
And  ftabs  the  public  in  her  ruin'd  fon.  60 

Fri.'nJ. 
Heav'ns  how  vou  rail !    the  man's  ccnfum'd  by 

fpite! 
If  Lockman's  fate  attends  you,  when  you  write  ; 
Let  prudence  more  propitious  arts  infj-ire  : 
The  lower  ftill  you  crawl,  yi  u"ll  climb  the  higher. 
Go  then,  with  ev'ry  fupple  virtue  flor'd. 
And  thrive,  the  favour'd  valet  of  my  lord. 


Ver.  •29.  This  alludes  to  a  phenomenon,  not 
more  ftrange  tlian  true.  The  perfon  here  meant, 
having  aiSlually  laid  upwards  of  i'orty  eggs,  as  fe- 
veral  phyficians  and  fellows  of  the  Royal  Society 
can  attcft  ;  one  of  whom,  we  hear,  has  undertaken 
the  incubation,  and  will,  no  d"ubt,  favour  the 
world  with  an  account  of  his  fucccfs.  Some  vir- 
tuofi  aihrm,  that  fuch  produdions  muft:  be  the 
effedl  of  a  certain  intercourfc  of  organs  not  fit  to 
be  named. 

Ver.  30.  This  is  a  riotous  aflembly  of  faniion- 
ahle  people,  of  both  (exes,  at  a  private  houfe,  con- 
fining of  fonic  hundreds;  not  unaptly  ftyled  a 
drum,  from  the  noife  and  cmp'inefs  of  tlie  enter- 
tainment. There  are  alfo  drum-major,  rout,  tem- 
ped and  hurricane,  differing  only  in  degrees  of" 
multitude  and  uproar,  as  the  fignificant  name  of 
each  declares. 

Ver-  6  J,  To  be  little  read,  and  lefs  approved. 
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Is  that  denied  ?  a  boon  more  humble  crave ; 
And  miiiifter  to  him  who  ferves  a  (lave  : 
Be  fure  you  faden  on  promotion's  fcale  ; 
Ev'n  if  you  feize  fome  footman  by  the  tail :      70 
Th'  afcent  is  eafy,  and  the  profpcifl  clear^ 
From  the  firsirch'd  fcuihon  to  th'  embroider'd  peer. 
Th'  ambitious  drudge  prcferr'd,  podillion  rides, 
Advanc'd  again,  the  chair  benighted  guides; 
Here  doom'd,  if  nature  ftrung  his  fincwy  frame, 
The  (lave  (perhaps)  of  fome  mfatiate  dame ; 
But  if  exempted  from  th'  Herculean  toil, 
A  fairer  field  awaits  him,  rich  with  fpoil ; 
There   (hall    he  (hine,    with   ming'liag   hon9urs 

blight. 
His  madcr's  pathic,  pimp,  and  parafite;  80 

Then  drut  a  captain,  if  his  wi(h  be  war. 
And  grafp  in  hope,  a  truncheon  and  a  dar  : 
Or  if  the  iweets  of  peace  his  foul  allure, 
Bafk  at  his  eafe  in  fome  warm  fmecure ; 
His  fate  in  confui,  clerk,  or  agcnr,  vary. 
Or  crofs  the  (eas,  an  envoy's  fecretary  : 
Compns'd  of  falfehood,  ignorance,  and  pride, 
A  proftrate  fycophant  (hali  rife  a  L — d  : 
And  won  from  kennels  to  th'  impure  embrace, 
Accampli(h'd  Warran  triumph  o'er  difgrace.     9« 

Po;t. 
Eternal  infamy  his  name  furround. 
Who  planted  fird  that  vice  on  Britiib  ground! 
A  vice  that  fpite  of  fcnfe  and  nature  rt-igns. 
And  poifons  genial  love,  and  manhood  dains ! 
PoUio !  the  pride  of  ftience  and  its  (hame, 
The  mufe  weeps  o'er  thee,  while  file  brands  thy 

name  ! 
Abhorrent  views  that  proftituted  groom, 
Th'  indecent  grotto  and  polluted  doom  ! 
There  only  may  the  fpurious  palTion  glow. 
Where  not  one  laurel  decks  the  caitifl"'sbrow,  ICO 
Obfcene  with  crimes  avow'd,  of  every  dye, 
Corruption,  luft,  oppreflTion,  perjury  : 
Ltt  Cl'.aidin  with  a  chaplet  round  his  head, 
The  tade  of  Maro  and  Anacreon  plead, 
"  Sir,   Flaccus  knew  to  live  as  v.'ell  as  write, 
"  And  kept,  like  me,  two  boys  array'd  in  white." 
Worthy  to  feel  that  appetence  of  fame 
Which  rivals  Horace  only  in  his  fliame! 
Let  Ifis  wail  in  murmurs,  as  die  runs. 
Her  tempting  fathers  and  her  yielding  fons;  IIO 


Ver.  88.  This  child  of  dirt  (to  ufe  a  great  au- 
thor's exprelTion)  without  any  other  quality  than 
grovelling  adulation,  has  arrived  at  the  power  of 
ififulting  his  betters  every  day. 

Ver.  90.  Another  fon  of  fortune,  who  owes  his 
prcfent  affluence  to  the  mod  infamous  qualifica- 
tions; commonly  called  Brufii  Warren,  from  hav- 
ing been  a  (hoe-black  ;  it  is  faid  he  was  kept  by 
both  fcxcs  at  one  time. 

103.  This  genial  knight  wore  at  his  own  ban- 
quet a  garland  of  flowers,  in  imitation  of  the  an- 
cients ;  and  kept  two  roly  boys  robed  in  white, 
for  the  entertainment  of  his  gueds. 

Ver.  109.  In  allufion  to  the  unnatural  orgies 
faid  to  be  lolcmnized  on  the  banks  of  this  river ; 
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While  dullnefs  fcreens  the  failings  of  the  church, 
Nor  leaves  one  Aiding;  Rabbi  in  tht-  lurch  : 
Fiir  other  raptures  let  the  hreaft  contain. 
Where  heav'n-born  tafte  and  emulation  reign, 

Sh^li  not  a  thoufand  virtues,  then,  atone 

In  thy  ftri*fl  cenfure  for  the  breach  of  one  ? 

If  Bubo  keeps  a  catamite  or  whore, 

Hi-~  iiounty  feeds  the  be^car  ar  his  door : 

And  thoup-h  no  mortal  credits  Curio's  word, 

A  fcore  of  lacquics  fatten  at  his  board  :  I20 

To  ChrifHan  meeknefs  facriCce  fhy  Ipleen, 

And  drive  thy  ncighboui 's  weakntfi'es  to  fcreen. 

Post 
Scorn'd  be  the  hard,  anil  vvhither'd  all  his  fame. 
Who  wounds  a  brother  v/etp^ng  o'er  his  (hame  ! 
But  if  an  impious  wrercli  with  frantic  pride, 
Throws  honour, truth,  and  drcency  aiide. 
If  nor  by  reafon  aw'd,  nor  chcck'd  by  fears. 
He  counts  his  glories  from  the  ilaiiis  he  bears; 
Th'  indignant  muff  to  virtue's  aid  fhall  rife, 
And  fix  the  brand  of  infamy  on  vice.  130 

What  if  arous'd  at  hia  imperious  call. 
An  hundred  foi^tftc^js  echo  rhrough  his  hall ; 
And  on  high  columns  rear'd  his  lofty  dome 
Proclaims  th'  united  art  of  Greece  and  Rome  : 
What  though  whole  hecatomHs  his  crew  regale, 
And  each  dependant  flumiiers  o'er  his  ale  ;     [part, 
While  the  lemains  through   mouth-   unnumber'd 
Indulije  the  beggar  and  the  dogs  at  lafl:  : 
Say,  friend,  is  it  benevolence  oi:  foul. 
Or  pnnip'iiis  vanity,  that  pron  pfs  the  whole  f  I40 
Tlicle  fons  of  florli  who  by  profufion  thrive, 
His  pride  inveigled  from  the  public  hive  : 
And  nun!  ers  jdne  in  folitary  woe. 
Who  fiirnifh'd  out  thi«  phantafy  of  (how. 
When  iilent  mifery  affaii'd  his  eyes, 
l)id  e'er  his  throbbing  bof  m  fympathize  ? 
Or  his  eitenfive  charity  pervade 
To  thofe  who  languifh  in  the  barren  fliade, 
V/here  oft  by  want  and  modefly  fupfrif^i'd, 
The  bootlcfs  talent  warms  the  lonely  breall  ?   150 
Mo  .   oetrify'd  by  dullnefs  and  difdain. 
Beyond  the  feeling  of  another's  pain. 
The  fear  of  pity  r.c'er  bedew'd  his  eye,       ,  . 
Nor  his  lewd  bofom  felt  the  fecial  figh  ! 

Fritnd. 
Al'ke  to  tlice  his  virtue  or  his  vice. 
If  his  hand  lib'ral,  owns  thy  merit's  price. 

Foc-t. 

Sooner,  in  hopekfs  anguifh  would  I  mourn, 
Than  owe  my  fortune  to  the  man  I  fcorn  ! — 
What  new  r;fource? 


particularly  at  one  place,   where  a  much   greater 
fandlity  of  morals  and  tafte  might  be  cxperted. 

Vtr  III.  Ibis  is  a  decent  and  parental  office, 
in  which  dullnefs  is  employed;  namely  to  ccnceal 
the  failings  of  her  children ;  and  txacSlly  conform- 
able to  that  inftance  of  filial  piety,  which  we  meet 
with  in  the  fon  of  Noah,  who  v/cnt  backward,  to 
cover  the  nakcdnefs  of  his  father,  when  he  lay  ex- 
pofed,  from  the  fccffi  and  infults  of  a  malicious 
world. 


Fr'enJ. 

A.  tl'.oufand  yet  remain    159 
That  bloom  with  honours,  or  th.it  teem  wirf  gam  : 
Thtfe  arts, — are  they  beneath — beyond  thy  care  ? 
DfVQte  thy  ftudies  to  th'  aufpicious  fair: 
Of  truth  diverted,  kt  thy  tongue  ^u^)ply 
The  hinted  fiander,  and  the  whifper'd  lie ; 
All  merit  mock,  all  qualities  deprefs, 
Save  tliofe  that  grace  th*  excelling  patronefs; 
I'rophies  to  her  on  others  follies  raife. 
And  heard  with  j  ly,  by  defamation  praifc : 
I'o  this  col!e<5l  each  faculty  of  face, 
And  ev'ry  feat  perform  of  fly  grimace  ;  J  70 

Let  the  grave  I'neer  farcaftic  fpeak  thee  flirewd, 
The  fnnivty  j -ke  ridicidorfly  lewd  ; 
And  the  loud  laugh  through   all  its  changes  rung, 
Applaud  th'  aboitive  fallies  of  her  tongue  : 
iii;roird  a  member  in  the  (acred  lift, 
.So  >n  flialt  thou  iharp  in  company  at  whift  ; 
Her  nddiiight  lires  and  revels  regulate,  , 
Priefh  of  her  love,  and  demon  of  her  hate. 

Peel. 
But  fay.  what  recompence  for  all  this'Valle 
Of  honour,  truth.,  atrention,  time,  and  tafte  ?   180 
To  (hine  confefs'd.  her  zatiy  and  her  tool, 
And  fall  by  what  I  rofc   low  ridicule  ? 
Again  {hall  Handell  raife  her  laurell'd  brow, 
Aijain  ftiall  harmony  with  rapruro  glow  ! 
The  fpells  diffolve,  the  combina'ion  breaks 
And  Pu''ch  no  longer  Frafi's  rival  f  jueaks. 
Lo,  Ruffel  falls  a  facrifice  to  vihim. 
And  ftartsamaz'd  in  Newgate  from  his  dream  : 
With  trembling  hands  imp'ores  thr  ir  promis'd  aid; 
And  fees  their  favour  like  a  vifion  fade  I  190 

Is  th^s,  ye  faithltfs  fyrens  ' — this  the  joy 
To  v.'liich  your  fmiles  th'  irnvv^ary  wretch  decoy  i 
Naked  and  {hackled,  on  the  pavement  prone, 
His  mangled  flelfi  devouring  from  the  bone ; 


Ver.  177.  Thcfe  are  myfteries  performed  like 
thofe  of  the  Dea  Bona,  by  females  only ;  confe- 
quent'y  it  cannot  be  exp.-iiled  that  we  (hnuld  here 
explain  them:  we  have,  notwithftandirg.  found 
means  to  learn  fome  anecdotes  cuncernin^r  tht-ni, 
which  vv.-;  fhall  referve  for  another  opporrunity- 

Ver  187  A  famoti'i  mimic  and  finger.  The 
peifon  here  meant,  by  tne  qualifications  above  de- 
fcribed,  iiad  infinuattd  himlclf  into  the  coifidence 
of  certain  ladies  of  quality,  who  engaged  him  to 
let  up  a  pupptr-fhow,  in  oppofiti:  n  to  the  orato- 
rios of  Handel,  againlV  whom  they  were  unrea- 
fonably  prejudiced.  But  the  town  not  feconding 
the  ca|  ricioos  undertaking, "  they  deferted  their 
manager,  v.  horn  rhey  had  promifed  to  fupport,  and 
let  him  fink  under  the  e.xpence  they  had  entailed 
up'n  hi.m  :  he  was  accordingly  thrown  into  pri- 
fon,  v.here  his  difappointment  got  the  better  of 
his  reafon,  and  he  remained  in  all  the  ecftafy  of 
deff  air  ;  till  ac  laft,  his  generous  patroneffes;  after 
much  felicitation,  were  prevailed  upon  to  collcdl 
five  pounds,  on  the  payment  of  which  he  was  ad- 
mitted mto  Bedlam,  where  he  continued  bc(et;  of 
his  undcrftandiiig,  and  died  in  the  Utmoft  fili- 
fcry, 
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Ra^rc  in  hU  Iienrt,  diftracJlion  in  his  eye  I 

Eeh.ld,  itihuman  haj/sl   your  minion  lie! 

Bei.old  his  gay  career  to  ruin  fin, 

liy  you  feducM   a'landon'd  and  undone  ! 

Rather  in  garret  pent,  fecure  from  harm, 

J>^y  mufe  with  murders  fhall  the  town  alarm  ;  aoo 

Or  plunge  in  politics  with  patriot  zeal, 

And  fnarl  like  Guthrie  for  the  public  weal. 

Than  crawl  an  infedt  in  a  beldame's  power. 

And  dread  the  crufii  of  caprice  ev'ry  hour  1 

Friend. 
'Th  well ; — enjoy  that  petulance  of  flyle, 
And,  like  the  envious  adder,  lick  the  file  : 
"V'hat  though  fuccelb  will  not  attend  on  all ! 
Who  bravely  dares,  muft  fometimes  rifk  a  fall. 
Behold  the  bounreous  board  of  fortune  fpread; 
•Each  weaknels,  vice  and  folly  yields  thee  bread  ; 
Would'ft  thou  with  prudent  ccndcfcenfion  flrive 
On  the  long-fectled  terms  of  life  to  thrive. 

Poet. 
What  !  join  the  crew  that  pilfer  one  anf  ther, 
Betray  my  friend,  and  perfecute  niy  brother  : 
Turn  ufurer,  o'er  «?/  jjer  cent,  to  brood,  2Z0 

Or  quack,  to  feed  like  fleas  on  human  blood  ? 

Friend. 
Or  if  thy  foul  can  brook  the  gilded  curfe, 
Some  changeling  heircfs  fteal — 

Feet. 

AVhy  not  a  purfe  ? 
Two  things  I  dread,  n-y  confcience  and  the  law. 

Friend. 

How  ?  dread  a  mumbling-  bear  without  a  claw  ? 
J-Ior  this,  nor  that,  is  {landard  right  or  wrong, 
Till  minted  by  the  mercenary  tongue; 
And  what  is  confcience  but  a  fiend  of  flrife. 
That  chills  the  joys,  and  damps  the  fceneaof  life  ? 
The  wayward  child  of  vanity  and  fear,  a^o 

The  pitvilli  dam  of  poverty  and  care; 
Unnumber'd  woes  engender  in  the  brerifl 
That  entertains  the  rude,  ungrateful  gueft. 

Pcet. 
Hail,  facred  pow'r  !  my  glory  and  my  guide  ! 
Fair  fource  of  mental  peace,  whate'er  betide  ; 
Safe  in  thy  fiielter,  let  difafter  roll 
f'ternal  hurricanes  arrund  my  fou! ; 
JVly  frul  fc-ene  amidf:  the  ftrrn^s  faall  reign. 
And  fmile  to  fee  their  fury  burR  in  vain  '. 

Friend. 

Too  coy  to  flatter,  and  too  proud  to  ferve,      340 
Tliiiie  be  the  joyltfs  dignity  to  Uarve. 

Pat. 
No  ; — tlianks  to  difcord,  war  fliall  be  my  frignd ; 
And  moral  rage,  heroic  courage  lend 
To  pierce  the  gleaming  fquadron  of  the  fi:e, 
And  win  renown  by  fomc  diftinguifh'd  blow.   ■ 


Vfr  199.  Thefc  are  the  dreams  and  (Idllons  of 
Grub-dreet,  with  which  the  g«od  people  nf  this 
inetropolis  are  daily  alanpid  and  entertained. 

Ver,  j,o(i.  This  alluJci  to  the  fable  of  tht  viper 
and  file,  applicable  to  all  the  unfuccef;-ful  elTorts 
of  malice  and  envy. 

Ver.  7,^0.  This,  furely,  cccafioned  Churchill's 
"  Too  proud  to  flatterj  lop  fincere  to  lie." 


Friend. 
Renown  !  ay,  do — unkennel  the  whole  pack 
Of  military  cowards  on  thy  back. 
What  difference,  fay,  'twixt  him  who    bravcl/ 

flood, 
And  him  who  fought  the  bofom  of  the  wood  ? 
Envcnom'd  calumny  the  firft  fliall  brand,         25* 
The  laft  enjoy  a  ribbon  and  command. 

Poet. 
If  fuch  be  life,  its  wretches  I  deplore, 
And  long  to  quit  th'  unhofpitablc  Ihorc. 


REPROOF : 

A  SATIRE. 

rOET,    FRIEND. 

Pcet. 
Howe'er  T  turn,  or  wherefo'er  I  tread. 
This  giddy  world  ftill  rattles  round  my  head  ! 
[  pant  for  filence  ev'n  in  this  retreat — 
Good  Heav'n  !  what  demon  thunders  at  the  gate  ? 

Friend. 
In  vain  you  drive  in  this  fequefter'd  nook, 
To  fliroud  you  from  an  injur 'd  friend's  rebuke. 

Poet. 
An  injur'd  friend  !  who  challenges  the  name  ? 
If  you,  what  title  juflifies  the  claini  ? 
Did  e'er  your  heart  o'er  my  affliction  grieve, 
Your  int'reft  prop  me,  or  your  praife  relieve  ?  lo 
Or  could  my  wants  my  foul  fo  far  fubdue, 
That  in  diftrefs  (he  crawl'd  for  aid  to  you  .' 
But  let  us  grant  th'  indulgence  e'er  fo  llrong; 
Difplay  witiiout  referve  th'  imagin'd  wrong  : 
Among  your  kindred  have  I  kindled  flrife, 
Dsflow'r'd  your  daughter,  or  debauch'd  your  wife; 
Traduc'd  your  credit,  bubbled  you  at  game; 
Orfoii'd  with  infamous  reproach  your  name} 

'Friend. 
No  :  but  your  cynic  vanity  (you'll  own) 
Expos'd  by  private  council  to  the  town. 

Poet. 
Such  fair  advice  'twere  pity  fure  to  lofe ; 
1  grant  I  printed  it  for  public  ufe. 

Friend. 

Yes,  feafon'd  with  your  own  remarks  between, 
Inflam'd  with  fo  much  virulence  of  fpleen. 
That  tho  mild  town  (to  give  the  dev'l  his  due) 
Afcrib'd  the  whole  performance  to  a  Jew. 

Poet. 
Jews,  Turks,  or  Pagans,  hallowed  be  the  mouth 
That  teems  with  moral  zeal  and  i4a  •;  tlefs  truth  ! 
Priive  that  my  partial  flrain  adopts  one  lie, 
No  penitent  more  mortify'd  than  [;  .'^O 

Not  ev'n  the  wretch  in  Oiackles,  doom'd  to  groan 
Beneath  th'  inhuman  feoffs  of  Willianifon. 


Ver.  24?,  249.  This  laft  line  relates  to  the  htt 
haviour  of  a  genera!  on  a  certain  occafion,  who 
difcovered  an  extreme  paflion  for  the  cool  fhado 
during  the  heat  of  the  day  :  the  Hanoverian  ge- 
neral, in  the  battle  of  Dettingcn. 

Ver.  32.  Governor  olthe  Towey, 


P    O    E 

rienii. 
Hold — let  U3  fee  tliis  boafted  felf-dcnial — 
The  vanquifli'd  knight  has  triumph'd  in  his  trial. 

Foet. 
What  then  ? 

Friend. 

Your  own  farcaftic  verfe  unfay, 
That  brands  him  as  a  trembling  runaway. 

Foet. 
With  all  my  foul ! — th'  imputed  charge  rehearfe  ; 
I'll  own  my  error  and  expunge  my  verfe. 
Come,  come, — howe'er  the  day  was  loll  or  won. 
The  world  allows  the  race  was  fairly  run.         40 
But  left  the  truth  too  naked  fliould  appear, 
A  robe  of  fable  Jhall  the  goddefs  wear; 
When  Iheep  were  fubjedl  tb  the  lion's  reign, 
Ere  man  acquir'd  dominion  o'er  the  plain, 
Voracious  wolves  fierce  rufhing  from  the  rocks, 
Devour'd  without  ccntroul  th'  unguarded  flocks  : 
The  fuff'rers  crowding  round  the  royal  cave, 
Their  monarch's  pity  and  protedlion  crave  : 
Not  that  they  wanted  valour,  force  or  arms, 
To  fhield  their  lambs  from  danger  and  alarms ;  50 
A  thoufand  rams  the  champions  of  the  fold, 
In  flrength  of  horn,  and  patriot  virtue  bold, 
Engag'd  in  firm  aflbciation,  flood 
Their  lives  devoted  to  the  public  good  : 
A  warlike  chieftain  was  their  fole  requeft, 
To  marflial,  guide,  inflrudl,  and  rule  the  refl :, 
Their  pray'r  was  heard,  and  by  confent  of  all, 
A  courtier  ape  appointed  general. — 
He  went,  he  led,  arrang'd  the  battle  flood, 
The  favage  foe  came  pouring  like  a  flood,  60 

Then  Pug  aghaft,  lied  fvvifter  than  the  wind, 
Nor  deign'd  in  threefcore  miles  to  look  behind  ; 
While  ev'ry  band  for  orders  bleat  in  vain. 
And  fall  in  flaughter'd  heaps  upon  the  plain; 
The  fcar'd  baboon  (to  cut  the  matter  fhort) 
With  all  his  fpeed  could  not  outrun  report; 
And,  to  appeafe  the  clamours  of  the  nation, 
'Twas  fit  his  cafe  fhould  fland  examination. 
The  board  was   nam'd — each   worthy  took  his 

place; 
All  fenior  members  of  the  horned  race. —  70 

The  wedder,  goat,  ram,  elk,  and  ox,  were  there, 
And  a  grave  hoary  flag  poffefs'd  the  chair. — 
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Ver.  34.  Sir  John  Cope. 

Ver.  70.  It  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  this 
board  confifled  of  horned  cattle  only,  fince,  before 
the  ule  of  arms,  every  creature  was  obliged  in 
war  to  fight  with  fuch  weapons  as  nature  afford- 
ed it,  confequently  thofc  fupplied  with  horns  bid 
faireft  for  fignalizing  themfelves  in  the  field,  and 
carrying  off  the  firft  pofls  in  the  army. — But  I 
obferve,  that,  among  the  members  of  this  court, 
there  is  no  mention  made  of  fuch  of  the  horned 
family  as  were  chiefly  celebrated  for  valour; 
namely,  the  bull,  unicorn,  rhinoceros,  &:c,  which 
gives  reafon  to  fufpedt,  that  thefe  laft  were  either 
out  of  favour  with  the  miniflry,  laid  afide  on  ac- 
count of  their  great  age,  or  that  the  ape  had  in- 
tereft  enough  at  court  to  excludc  them  frcm  the 
KUjuber  of  his  judges. 


Th'  inquiry  pafl,  each  in  his  turn  began 
The  culprit's  conduct  varioufly  to  fcan. 
At  length  the  fage  uprear'd  his  awful  creft. 
And  paufing,  thus  his  fellow  chiefs  addrcfs'd.— . 
If  age,  that  from  this  head  its  honoHrs  ftole. 
Hath  not  impair'd  the  fundlions  of  my  foul, 
But  facred  wifdom  with  experience  bought, 
While   this   weak  frame   decays,   matures  my 

thought ;  go 

Th'  important  iffue  of  this  grand  debate 
May  furnifh  precedent  for  your  own  fate ; 
Should  ever  fortune  call  you  to  repel 
The  ihaggy  foe,  fo  defperate  and  fell — 
'Tis  plain,  you  fay,  his  excellence  Sir  Ape 
From  the  dire  field  accomplifh'd  an  efcape* 
Alas  !  our  fellow  fubje(5ls  ne'er  had  bled. 
If  every  ram  that  fell  like  him  had  fled  ; 
Certes,  thofe  (heep  were  rather  mad  than  brave. 
Which  fcoin'd  th'  example  their  wife  leader  gave. 
Let  us  then  ev'ry  vulgar  hint  difdain,  oi 

And  from  our  brother's  laurel  wafh  the  flain.— . 
Th'  admiring  court  applauds  the  prefident, 
And  Pug  was  clear'd  by  general  confent, 

Friend. 
There  needs  no  magic  to  divine  your  fcope, 
Mark'd  as  you  are  a  flagrant  mifanthrope  : 
Sworn  foe  to  good  and  bad,  to  great  and  fmall, 
I'hy  rankling  pen  produces  nought  but  gall : 
Let  virtue  (Iruggle,  or  let  glory  fhine, 
Thy  verfe  affords  not  one  approving  line. —     loO 
Foet. 
Hail,  facred  themes !  the  mufe's  chief  delight! 
O  bring  the  darling  objedls  to  my  fight  ! 
My  breafl  with  elevated  thought  fliall  glow. 
My  fancy  brighten,  and  my  numbers  flow  ! 
Th'  Aonian  grove  with  rapture  would  1  treaSj" 
To  crop  unfading  wreaths  for  William's  head; 
But  that  my  {train,  unheard  amidfl  the  throng, 
Mufl  yield  to  Lockman's  ode,  and  Hanbury's  fong. 
Nor  would  til'  enamour'd  mufe  negledl  to  pay 
To  Stanhope's  worth  the  tributary  lay;  110 

The  foul  unftain'd,  the  fenfe  fublime  to  paint, 
A  people's  patron,  pride,  and  ornament '. 
Did  not  his  virtues  eterniz'd  remain 
The  boafted  theme  of  Pope's  immortal  ftrain» 
Not  ev'n  the  pleafing  taflc  is  left,  to  raife 
A  grateful  monument  to  Barnard's  praife; 
Elfe  fhould  the  venerable  patriot  fland 
Th'  unfliaken  pillar  of  a  finking  land. 
The  gladd'ning  prnfpeft  let  me  ftill  purfue, 
And  bring  fair  virtue's  triumph  to  the  view  !  I3# 
Alike  to  me,  by  fortune  bleft  or  nut, 
From  foaring  Cobham  to  the  melting  Scot. 
But,  lo  !   a  fwarm  of  harpies  intervene, 
To  ravage,  mangle,  and  pollute  the  fcenc  J 


Ver.  108.  Two  produdions  refembling  one 
another  very  much  in  that  cloying  mediocrity, 
which  Horace  compares  to-^Crafum  iingentum,  et 
fardo  cum  melle  papwucr. 

Ver.  no.   The  Earl  of  Chefterfield. 

Ver.  132.  Daniel  Mackercher,  Efq.  a  man  of 
fuch  primitive  fimplicity,  that  he  may  be  faid  to 
have  exceeded  ihe  fcripture  injun(5lion,  by  not 
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Gorg'd  with  our  plunder,  yet  ftill  gaunt  for  fpoii, 
Rapaciou>  Gideon  Faflcns  on  our  iflc  ; 
Inlatiaie  Lakelles,  and  the  Bend  Vaneck, 
Rife  on  our  ruins,  and  enjoy  the  wreck  ; 
While  griping  Jafper  glories  in  his  piize,  129 

Wrung  from  the  widow's  tears  and  orphan's  cries. 
Friend 
Relaps'd  again     ftrange  tendency  to  rail ! 
Ifear'dthis  meeknefs  would  not  long  prevail. 
'    ■  ^  Foa. 

Ton  deelti  it  rancour  then  ? — Look  round  and  fee 
What  vices  flourilh  Ititl,  unprun'd  by  tne  : 
Corruption,  roU'd  in  a  triumphant  car, 
Difplays  his  burnifh'd  front  and  glitt'ring  ftar; 
Nor  heeds  the  public  fcrirn,or  tranfient  curfe, 
Unknown  alike  to  honour  and  remorfe 
jBehold  the'  leering  belle,  carefs'd  by  all, 
U^dom  each  private  feafk  and  public  ball ;  140 

Where  peers  attentive  liften  and  adore, 
And  not  one  matron  fhuns  the  titled  whore. 
At  Peter's  obfequies  I  fu:  g  no  dirge  ; 
JTor  has  my  fatire  yet  fupply'd  a  fcourge 
For  thd  vile  tribes  of  uidtet s  and  bites. 
Who  fneak  at  Jonathan's,  and  fwear  at  White's. 
Each  low  purfuit,  and  {lighter  folly  bred 
Within,  the  felnfli  heart  and  hollow  head, 
Thrives  uncontroul'd,  and  hi  ffoms  o'er  the  land,   | 
Uor  feels  the  rijour  of  my  chaft'ning  hand  :    ijo 
While  Codrus  Ihivers  o'er  his  bag?  of  gold. 
By  famine  wither'd,  and  benumb'd  by  cold  ; 
i  mark  his  hay-gard  eyes  with  frenzy  roil, 
And  feaft  upon  the  terrors  of  his  foul ; 
The  wrecks  of  war,  the  perils  of  the  deep, 
That  curie  with  hideous  dreams  the  caitiff's  flee p ; 
Infol-cent  debtors,  thieves  and  citil  flrife. 
Which  daily  perfccute  his  wretched  life  ; 
With  all  the  horriTS  of  prophetic  dread. 
That  rack  his  bofom  while  the  mail  is  read.     160 
Safe  from  the  road,  untainted  by  the  fchool, 
A  judge  by  birth,  by  deftir.y  a  fool. 
While  the  young  lordling  fl.uts  in  native  pride, 
ills  party-coloured  tutor  by  his  fide, 
Pljis'd,  let  me  owti  the  pious  motl^cr's  care. 
Who  to  the  brawny  fire  commits  her  heir. 


Fruu;<ht  with  the  fpirit  of  a  Gothic  monk, 
Ler  Rich,  tvithdullnefi  and  devotion  drunk, 
Enjoy  the  peal  fo  barbarous  aud  loud.  l6(f 

V/hile  his  brain  fpues  new  monfter-  to  the  crowd ; 
I  fee  with  joy  the  vaticide  deplore 
All  hell  denouncing  pricfl  Had  fov'rcign  whore. 
Let  ev'ry  pi  lifli'd  dame,  and  genial  lord, 
Emp  oy  the  fociai  chair  and  venal  board  ; 
Dcbiiuch'd  from  fcnfe,  let  doubtlul  meanings  run. 
The  vague  conundrum,  and  the  pruticnt  pun; 
While  the  vain  fop,  with  apilh  grin,  regards 
The  giggiiiip  minx  half-chok'd  behind  her  cards: 
Thele,  and  a  tlioufand  idle  pranks,  I  deem 
The  motley  fpawin  of  ignorance  and  whim.     18* 
Let  piide  c-ncrive,  and  folly  propagate, 
The  fafttion  ftiU  adopts  the  Iputious  brat : 
iNoth  ng  lo  ftrange  that  fafhi>.n  cannot  lame; 
3y  this  dilhcnour  ceafes  to  be  fhame  : 
This  weans  from  bluihes  lewd  I'yrawly's  face, 
Gives  Ha-,vley  praife,  and  Ingoidfby  difgrace. 
From  Mead  to  Thompfon  fhifts  the  palm  at  onccj 
A  meddling,  prati.Tg,  bhmd'rir^g,  bufy  dunce  I 
And  may  (fliould  tafte  a  little  more  decline) 
Trausfoim  the  nation  to  an  herd  of  fwine.        199 

Friend. 
The  fatal  period  haftens  on  apace  ! 
Nor  will  thy  verfe  th'  obfccne  event  difgrace; 
Thy  fiow'rs  of  poetry,  that  Imell  fo  ftrong. 
The  keeneft  appetites  have  lot'h  d  the  fong; 
Condemn'd   by  Clark,    Banks,  Barrowby,  and 

Chitty, 
And  all  the  crop.car'd  critics  cf  the  city: 


only  parting  with  his  clqak  and  coat,  but  with 
his  Ihift  alfo,  to  relieve  a  brother  in  diftrefs :  Mr. 
Annefl-  y,  vs-ho  claimed  the  Anglefea  title  and 
eflate. 

Ver.  126.  A  triumvirate  of  contradlors,  who, 
Ifcorning  the  narrow  views  <f  j)rivate  ufury,  fnund 
ineans  to  lay  a  whole  flate  i.nder  contt-jbt^tion, 
and  pillage  a  kingd^im  of  immenfe  fums,  under 
the  protedion  of  law 

Ver.  129  A  Chriflian  of  bowels,  who  lends 
money  to  his  friends  in  want  at  tf.e  moderate  in- 
tejeft  of  50 1,  per  cent.  A  man  famous  fr  buy- 
ing p'or  leameii';  tickets 

Ver.  J 39.  A  wit  of  the  firfl  water  celebrated 
for  her  talent  of  repartee  aid  double  entendre. 

Ver.  143  Peter  Waters,  Efq.  whofe  charafler 
is  too  well  known  to  need  defcription. 

Ver,  164.  Whether  it  he  for  the  reafon  affign- 
ed  in  the  fublequent  lines,  or  the  frugality  (f  the 
parents,  who  are  unwilling  to  throw  away  money 
in  making  their  children  wifer  than  themftflves,  I 


know  not ;  but  certain  it  is,  that  many  people  of 
faihion  commit  tl'.e  education  of  their  heirs  to 
fome  trully  footm.cn,  with  a  particular  command 
to  keep  maiter  out  of  the  tbible. 

Ver  170.  Monilers  cf  abfurdity. 
"   He  look'd,  and  fav/  a  fabk  forc'rer  rife, 
"   Swift  to  whole  hand  a  vringed  volumi.  flies  . 
"   All  fudden,  gorgons  hils,  a;.d  iiraj;ons  glare, 
"    And  ten  horn'd  fiends  and  gir.nts  ru(h  to  vvar. 
"   Heil  rifes,  heave.i  defcends,  and  dance  on  earth, 
"  Gods,  imps,  and  monlters,  mVific, rage,  and  niii  th, 
"    A  fire,  a  jig,  a  battle,  and  a  ball, 
"    rill  one  wide  conflagration  fwallows  all." 

Dunciad. 

Ver.  174.  This  is  no  otlier  than  an  empty 
chair,  carried  about  with  great  formality  to  per- 
form vifith  ;  by  the  help  ^f  whic!>  a  decent  cor- 
refpondeiice  is  often  maintained  among  people  of 
faihion,  many  yi.ars  togethei-,  without  one  per- 
fonal  interview,  to  the  great  honour  of  hofpita- 
lity  and  good  neighbourhood. 

Ibid.  J^cnal  boa  rf.]  Equ.illy  applicable  to  the 
dining  and  card-table,  where  every  gueft  muft 
p.iy  an  extravagant  price  for  what  he  has 

Ver.  J  26  Hatvlcy.'\  A  general  fo  renowned 
for  condudl  and  diJcipline,  tiiat,  during  an  adtion 
ill  which  he  had  a  confidorabie  command,  he  i.$ 
faid  to  have' been  feen  rallying  three  fugitive  dra- 
gi'ons,  five  miles  from  tise  field  of  battle 

Ver.  195.  A  fraternity  of  wits,  whofe  virtue, 
modcHy,  and  talie,  are  much  of  the  fame  dimea- 

000. 
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While  fagely  neutral  fits  thy  filent  friend, 
Alike  averfe  to  cenfure  or  commend. 
Foet.  . 
Peace  to  the  gentle  foul  that  could  deny 
His  invocated  voice  to  fill  the  cry  !  aoo 

And  let  me  (till  the  fentmient  dildain 
Of  him  who  never  fpeaks  but  to  arraign; 
The  fneering  fun  of  calumny  and  fcorn, 
"Whom  neither  arts,  nor  fenfe,  nor  foul,  adorn  : 
Or  his,  TAho,  to  maintain  a  critic's  rank. 
Though  coi.fcious  of  his  own  internal  blank, 
His  want  of  taile  unwilling  to  betray, 
* Twixt  fenfe  and  nonftnfe  hefitates  all  day ; 
With  brow  corit!-3(ftL'd  hears  each  paffage  read. 
And  often  hums  and  fliakcs  his  empty  head;  aio 
Until  fome  oracle  adcr'd  pronounce 
The  paflive  bard  a  poet  or  a  dnnce ; 
Then  in  Ipud  clamour  echoes  back  the  word, 
Tis  bold  !   infipid — fi;aring  or  abfurd. 
Thefe,  and  th'  unnumber'd  flioals  of  fmaller  fry. 
That  nibble  round,  I  pity  and  defy. 

THE  TEARS  OF  SCOTLAND, 
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Mourn,  haplefs  Caledonia,  mourn 
Thy  banifli'd  peace,  thy  lanrels  torn  ! 
Thy  fons,  for  valour  long  renown'd. 
Lie  flaughter'd  on  their  native  ground ; 
Thy.hofpitable  roofs  no  more, 
Invite  the  (Ivanper  to  the  door ; 
In  fmoky  ruins  funk  they  lie, 
The  monuments  of  cruelty. 

The  wretched  owner  fees  afar 
His  all  become  the  prey  of  wat; 
Bethinks  him  of  his  babes  and  wife, 
Then  fmites  his  bread,  and  curfes  life. 
Thy  fvvains  are  famifa'd  on  the  rocks, 
Where  once  they  fed  their  wanton  flocks  : 
Thy  ravifli'd  virgins  fhriek  in  vain; 
Thy  infants  perilh  on  the  plain. 

What  boots  it  then,  in  every  clime, 
Through  (he  wide  fpreading  waile  of  time, 
Thy  martial  glory,  crown'd  with  praife, 
Still  Ihone  with  undiminilh'd  blaze  ? 
Thy  tow'ring  Cpirit  now  is  broke, 
Thy  neck  is  bended  to  the  yoke. 
What  foreign  arms  could  never  quell, 
By  civil  rage,  and  rancour  fell. 

The  rural  pipe  and  merry  lay 
No  more  fhall  cheer  the  happy  day : 
Mo  focial  fcenes  of  gay  delight 
Beguile  the  dreary  winter  night : 
No  flrains  but  thofe  of  forrow  flow. 
And  nought  be  heard  but  founds  of  woe, 
While  the  pale  phantoms  of  the  flain 
Glide  nightly  o'er  the  filent  plain. 

O  baneful  caufe,  oh  1  fatal  morn, 
Ac'curs'd  to  ages  yet  unborn  ! 
The  fons  againft  their  father  flood, 
The  parent  flied  his  children's  blood. 
Yet,  when  the  rage  of  battle  ceas'd. 
The  vidor's  foul  was  not  appeas'd  ; 


The  naked  and  forlorn  muft  feel 
Devouring  flames,  and  murd'ring  ftecl  1 

The  pious  mother,  doom'd  to  death, 
Forfakeu  y.'anders  o'er  the  heath, 
The  bleak  tvind  whittles  round  her  head. 
Her  helplefs  orphans  cry  for  bread ; 
Bereft  of  ftielter,  food,  and  friend. 
She  views  the  (hades  of  night  defcend  ; 
And  ftrctch'd  beneath  the  inclement  fkies, 
Weeps  o'er  her  tender  babes,  and  dies. 

While  the  warm  blood  bedews  my  veins. 
And  unimpair'd  remembrance  reigng, 
Refentment  of  my  country's  fate, 
Within  my  filial  breaft  fhall  beat ; 
And,  fpite  of  her  infulting  foe. 
My  fympathizing  verfe  fhall  flow  : 
"   Mourn,  haplefs  Caledonia,  mourn 
"  Thy  banifh'd  peace,  thy  laufels  torn." 

VERSES  ON  A  YOUNG  LADY 

PLAYING  ON  A  HARPSICHORD,  AND  SINGINet' 

When  Sappho  ftruck  the  quiv'ring  wire, 
The  throbbing  Jireaft  was  all  on  fire  : 
And  when  flie  rais'd  the  vocal  lay, 
The  captive  foul  was  charm'd  away ! 

But  had  the  nymph,  pofl'eft  with  thefe. 
Thy  fofter,  charter  pow'r  to  pleafe ; 
Thy  beauteous  air  of  fprightly  youth, 
Thy  native  fmiles  of  artlefs  truth ; 

The  worm  of  grief  had  never  prey'd 
On  the  forfakeu  love-fick  maid  ; 
Nor  had  fhe  mourn'd  an  haplefs  flame, 
Nor  dafti'd  on  rocks  her  tender  frame. 

LOVE  ELEGY. 

IN  IMITATION  OF   TIBULLDS. 

Where  nnvv  areallmy  flatt'ring  dreams  of  joy  ? 
Monimia,  give  my  foul  her  wonted  reft  ; 

Since  firft  thy  beauty  fix'd  my  roving  eye, 
Heart-gnawing  cares  corrode  my  pcnfive  breaft. 

Let  happy  lovers  fly  where  pleafures  call. 
With  feRive  fongs  beguile  the  fleeting  hour; 

Lead  beauty  through  the  mazes  of  the  ball, 
Or  prefs  her  wanton  in  love's  rofeate  bower. 

For  me.  no  more  I'll  range  th'  empurpled  mead. 
Where  fliepherds  pipe,  and  virgins  dance  around. 

Nor  wander  through  the  woodbine's  fragrant 
fliade, 
To  hear  the  mufic  of  the  grove  refound, 

I'll  feek  fome  lonely  church,  or  dreary  hall, 
Where  fancy  paints  the  glimm'ring  taper  blue. 

Where  damps  hang  mould'ring  on  the  ivy'd 
wall, 
And  flieeted  ghofts  drink  up  the  midnight  dew : 

There  leagued  with  hopelefs  angulfli  anddefpair, 
Awhile  in  filence  o'er  my  fate  repine  : 

Then  with  a  long  farewell  to  love  and  care, 
To  kindred  duft  my  weary  limbs  coofign. 
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Wilt  thoti,  Monlmia,  flied  a  gracious  tear 
On  the  cold  grave  where  all  my  forrows  reft  ? 

Screw   vernal   flow'rs,  applaud   my  love  fin- 
cere, 
And  bid  the  turf  lie  eafy  on  my  breafl  I 

SONG. 

Whii^e  with  fond  rapture  and  amaze. 
On  thy  tranfcendcnt  charms  I  gaze, 
My  cautious  foul  eflays  in  vain 
Her  peace  and  freedom  to  maintain  : 
Yet  let  that  blooming  form  divine, 
Where  grace  and  harmony  combine, 
Thofe  eyes,  like  genial  orbs,  that  move, 
Difpenfir.g  gladnefs,  joy,  and  love, 
In  all  their  pomp  aflail  my  view. 
Intent  my  bofom^to  fubdue; 
My  breaft,  by  wary  maxims  ftecl'd, 
Not  all  thofe  charms  fliall  force  to  yield. 

But,  when  invok'd  to  beauty's  aid, 
1  fee  th'  enlighten'd  foul  difplay'd  ; 
That  foul  fo  fcnlibly  fedate 
Amid  the  dorms  of  froward  fate ! 
Thy  genitis  adlive,  ftrong  and  clear. 
Thy  wit  fublime,  though  not  fevere, 
The  focial  ardour  void  of  art, 
That  glows  within  thy  candid  heart ; 
My  fpirits,'fenfe,  and  ftrength  decay, 
My  refolution  dies  away. 
And  ev'ry  faculty  oppreft. 
Almighty  love  invades  my  brcaft  I 

SONG. 

To  fix  her — 'twere  a  tallc  as  vain 
To  count  the  .April  drops  of  rain. 
To  fow  in  Afric's  barren  foil. 
Or  tempcfts  hold  within  a  toil. 

I  know  it,  friend,  ibe's  light  as  air, 
Falfe  as  the  fowler's  artful  fnare  ; 
Inconftant  as  the  pafling  wind, 
A»  winter's  dreary  frofl:  unkind. 

She's  fuch  a  mifer  too  In  love. 
Its  joys  fhe'll  neither  fhare  nor  prove; 
Though  hundreds  of  gallants  await 
From  her  viiSlorious  eyes  their  fate. 

Blufhlng  at  fuch  inglorious  reign, 
I  fometimes  ftrive  to  break  her  chain ; 
My  reafon  fummon  to  my  aid, 
Refolv'd  no  more  to  be  betray 'd. 

Ah  I  friend,  'tis  but  a  fhort-liv'd  trance, 
Difpell'd  by  one  enchanting  glance  ; 
She  need  but  look,  and,  I  confcfs, 
Thofe  looks  completely  curfe  or  blefs. 

So  foft,  fo  elegant,  fo  fair, 
Sure  fomething  more  than  human's  there ; 
1  muft  fubniit,  for  ftrife  is  vain, 
*Twa5  dcfUn J  that  forg'd  the  chain. 


BURLESQUE  ODE  •.  . 

Where  waft  thou,  wittol  ward,  when  haplcfi 
fate 
From  thefe  weak  arms  mine  aged  grannam  tore  ; 

Thefe  pious  arms  eflay'd  too  late, 
To  drive  the  difmal  phantom  from  the  door. 

Could  not  thy  healing  drop,  illudrious  quack. 
Could  not  thy  faiutary  pill  prolong  her  days; 

For  whom,  fo  oft,  to  Marybone,  alack  '. 
Thy  forrels  dragg'd  thee  through  the  worft  of 
ways ! 

Oil-dropping  Twick'nham  did  not  then  detain, 

Thy  fteps,  though  tended  by  the  Cambrian  maids; 
Nor  the  fweet  environs  of  Drury-lane  ; 

Nor  dufty  Pimiico's  embow'ring  (hades; 
Nor  Whitehall,  by  the  river's  bank, 
Bcfet  with  rowers  dank;  [fons; 

Nor  where  th'  Exchange  pours  forth  its  tawny 
Nor  where  to  mix  with  (ifTal,  foil,  and  blood. 
Steep  Snow-hill  rolls  the  fable  flood; 

Nor  where  the  Mint's  contaminated  kennels  runs : 

111  doth  it  now  befeem. 

That  thou  ftiould'ft  doze  and  dream, 

When  death  in  mortal  armour  came. 

And  ftruck  with  ruthfefsdart  the  gentle  dame. 

Her  lib'ral  hand  and  fympathifmgbreaft 

The  brute  creation  kindly  blefs'd : 

Where'er  fhe  trod  grimalkin  purr'd  around, 

The  fqueaking  pigs  her  bounty  own'd; 

Nor  to  the  waddling  duck  or  gabbling  goofc, 

Did  fhe  glad  fuftenance  refufe; 

"i  he  flrutting  cock  (lie  daily  fed, 

And  turkey  with  his  fnout  fo  red; 

Of  chickens  careful  as  the  pious  hen. 

Nor  did  fhe  overlook  the  tomtit  or  the  virren  ; 

While  redbreaft  hopp'd  before  her  in  the  hall. 

As  if  fhe  common  mother  were  of  all. 

For  my  diflraded  mind. 

What  comfort  can  I  find ; 
O  bed  f.f  grannanis !  thou  art  dead  and  gone. 
And  I  am  left  behind  to  weep  and  moan. 
To  fing  thy  dirge  in  fad  and  funereal  ray. 
Oh  1  woe  is  me  !  alack  !  and  well-a-day ! 

ODE  TO  MIRTH. 

Parent  of  joy  1  heart-eafing  mirth  ! 

Whether  of  Venus  or  Aurora  born  ; 

Yet  goddefs  fure  of  heavenly  birth, 
Vifit  benign  a  fon  of  grief  forlorn  : 

Thy  glittering  colours  gay, 

Around  him  mirth  difplay  : 

And  o'er  hfs  raptur'd  fenfe 

DifTufe  thy  living  influence  : 
So  fhall  each  hill  in  purer  green  array'd. 
And  flower  adorn'd  in  new-born  beauty  glow. 

The  grove  (hall  fmooth  the  horrors  of  tii-e  (h^e 
And  ftreams  in  murmurs  fhall  forget  to  flow. 


•  Smollett,  imagining  himfelf  ill  trtaUd  by  Lori 
Lyttleton,  lurate  the  above  hurlefque  on  that  ntbltmans 
tatnody  on  the  dtatb  of  his  lady. 
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Shire,  goddefs,  fliine  with  unremitted  ray, 
And  gild  (a  fecoud  fun)  with  brighter  beam  our 
day. 
Labour  with  thee  forgets  his  pain, 
And  aged  poverty  can  fmile  with  thee, 
If  thou  be  nigh,  grief's  hate  is  vain, 
And  weak  th*  upHfted  arm  of  tyranny. 
The  morning  opes  on  high 
His  univerfai  eye; 
And  on  the  world  doth  pour 
His  glories  in  a  golden  fhower, 
Lo  !  darknefs  trembling  'fore  the  hoftile  ray 
Shrinks  to  the  cavern  deep  and  wood  forlorn  : 
The  brood  obfene,  that  own   her  gloomy 
fway. 
Troop  in  her  rear  and  fly  th'  approach  of  morn. 
Pale  fhivering  ghofls,  that  dread  ih'  all-cheering 
light,  ['light. 

Quiek,  as  the  lightning's  flafli  glide,  to  fepulchral 

But  whence  the  gladdening  beam 
That  pours  his  purple  ftream 

O'er  the  long  profpe(fl  wide  i 
'Tis  Mirth.     I  fee  her  fit 
In  majefty  of  light, 

With  laughter  at  her  fide. 
Bright-ey'd  fancy  hovering  near 
Wide  waves  her  glancing  wing  in  air  ; 
And  young  wit  flings  his  pointed  dart. 
That  guiltlefs  (Irikes  the  willing  heart. 

Fear  not  now  afHi<51:ion's  power, 
Fear  not  now  wild  paifion's  rage, 
Nor  fear  ye  aught  in  evil  hour, 
Save  the  tardy  hand  of  age. 
Now  mirth  hath  heard  the  fuppliant  poet's  prayer, 
No  cloud  that  rides  the  blaft  fliall  vex  the  trou- 
bled air. 

ODE  TO  SLEEP. 

Soft  fleep,  profoundly  pleafing  power, 
Sweet  patron  of  the  peaceful  hour, 
O  liften  from  thy  calm  abode. 
And  hither  wave  thy  magic  rod  ; 
Extend  thy  filent  foothing  fway. 
And  charm  the  canker  care  away. 
Whether  thou  lov'ft  to  glide  along, 
Attended  by  an  airy  throng 
Of  gentle  dreams  and  fmiles  of  joy, 
Such  as  adorn  the  wanton  boy  ; 
Or  to  the  monarch's  fancy  bring 
Delights  that  better  fuit  a  king  ; 
The  glittering  hofh,  the  groaning  plan, 
The  clang  of  arms  and  vidlor's  train  ; 
Nor  fhould  a  milder  vifion  pleafe, 
Prefent  the  happy  fcenes  of  peace  ; 
Plump  Autumn,  blufhingali  around, 
Rich  induftry  with  toil  embrown'd, 
Content,  with  brow  ferencly  gay, 
And  genial  art's  refulgent  ray. 

ODE  TO  LEVEN-WATER. 

On  Leven's  banks,  while  free  to  rove, 
And  tune  tlie  rural  pipe  to  love ; 


I  envied  not  the  happiefl  fwain 
That  ever  trod  the  Arcadian  plain. 

Pure  ftream  in  whofe  tranfparent  wave 
My  youthful  limbs  I  wont  to  lave  ; 
No  torrents  flain  thy  limpid  fource  ; 
No  rocks  impede  thy  dimpling  courfc, 
That  fweetly  warbles  o'er  its  bed. 
With  white,  round,  pollih'd  pebbles  fpread; 
While,  lightly  pois'd,  the  fcaly  brood 
In  myriads  cleave  thy  cryftal  flood; 
The  fpringing  trout  in  fpeckled  pride ; 
The  falmon,  monarch  of  the  tide  ; 
The  ruthlefs  pike,  intent  on  war  ; 
The  filver  eel,  and  motled  par.  * 
Devolving  from  thy  parent  lake,  _ 
A  charming  maze  thy  waters  make, 
By  bowers  of  birch,  and  groves  of  pine. 
And  edges  flower'd  with  eglantine. 

Still  on  thy  banks  fo  gaily  green, 
May  num'rous  herds  and  flocks  be  fecn, 
And  lafTes  chaunting  o'er  the  pail, 
And  ihepherds  piping  in  the  dale, 
And  ancient  faith  that  knows  no  guile, 
And  induftry  embrown'd  with  toil. 
And  hearts  refolv'd,  and  hands  prepar'd, 
The  bleffings  they  enjoy  to  guard. 

ODE  TO  BLUE-EY'D  ANN. 

When  the  rough  north  forgets  to  howl, 
And  ocean's  billows  ceafe  to  roll ; 
When  Lybian  fands  are  bound  in  frod. 
And  cold  to  Nova-Zembla's  loft  ! 
When  heav'nly  bodies  ceafe  to  move, 
My  blue-ey'd.Ann  I'll  ceafe  to  love. 

No  more  fliall  flowers  the  meads  adorn. 
Nor  fvveetnefs  deck  the  rofy  thorn  ; 
Nor  fwelling  buds  proclaim  the  fpring; 
Nor  parching  heats  the  dog-ftar  bring  ; 
Nor  laughing  lilies  paint  the  grove. 
When  blue-ey'd  Ann  I  ceafe  to  love. 

No  more  fliall  joy  in  hope  be  found  ; 
Nor  pleafures  dance  their  frolic  round  ; 
Nor  love's  light  god  inhabit  earth  ; 
Nor  beauty  give  the  pafTion  birth  ; 
Net  heat  to  iummer  funfliine  cleave, 
When  blue-ey'd  Nanny  I  deceive. 

When  rolling  feafons  ceafe  to  change, 
Inconftancy  forgets  to  range ; 
When  lavifti  May  no  more  fliall  bloom  ; 
Nor  gardens  yield  a  rich  perfume; 
When  nature  from  her  fphere  fliall  ftart, 
I'll  tear  my  Nanny  from  my  heart. 

ODE  TO  INDEPENDENCE, 


Thy  fpirit.  Independence,  let  me  fliare 
Lord  of  the  lion-heart  and  eagle-eye. 
Thy  fteps  I  follow  with  my  bofom  bare, 
Nor  heed  the  ftorm  that  howls  along  the  Iky. 

*   7l>e  far  is  afmalljifo,  nat  unlike  tbefmcll,  tvhid 
it  rivals  in  delieai^  and^a-uwr. 
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iDecp  in  the  frozen  « gicns  of  the  north, 
A  goddefs  violated  brought  thee  forth, 
Immortal  liberty,  whofe  looks  fublime 
Hath  bleach'd  the  tyrant's  cheek  in  every  vary- 
ing clime. 
What  time  the  iron-hearted  Gaul 
With  frantic  fuperflition  for  his  guide,  lo 

Arm'd  vrith  the  dagger  and  the  pall, 
The  fons  of  Woden  to  the  field  defy'd  : 
The  ruthlefs  hag,  by  Wefer's  flood, 
In  Heaven's  name  urg'd  the  infernal  blow  ; 
,  And  red  the  ftreani  began  to  flow  : 
The  vanquifii'd  were  baptized  with  blood  I 

ANTISTROPUE. 

The  Saxon  prince  in  horror  fled 

From  altars  Jlain'd  with  human  gore  ; 

And  liberty  his  routed  legions  led 

In  fafety  to  the  bleik  Norwegian  fhore.  20 

There  in  a  cave  afleep  fbe  lay, 

Lulled  by  the  hoarfe-rcfounding  main  ; 

When  a  bold  favage  pad  that  way, 

Impell'd  by  deftiny,  his  name  difdain. 

Of  amp'.e  front  the  portly  chief  appear'd  : 

The  hunted  bear  fupply'd  a  fhaggy  vefl ; 

The  drifted  fnow  hung  on  his  yellow  beard ; 

And  his  broad  (hou'ders  brav'd  the  furious  blafl. 

He  ftopt  :    He  gazed  ;  his  bofom  glow'd, 

And  deeply  felt  the  impreflion  of  her  charms :  30 

He  feiz'd  the  advantage  fate  allow'd  : 

And  flraight  compreffed  her  in  his  vigorous  arms. 

STROl'HE. 

The  cutlieu  fcream'd,  the  tritons  blew 

Their  (hells  to  celebrate  the  ravifii'd  ritej 

Old  time  exulted  as  he  flew  ; 

And  independence  faw  the  light.      • 

The  light  he  faw  in  Albion's  happy  plains, 

Where  under  cover  of  a  flowering  thrrn. 

While  Philomel  renewed  her  warbled  ftrains, 

The  aufpicious  fruit  of  flol'n  embrace  was  born — 

The  mountain  dryads  fcizcd  with  joy,  41 

The  fmiling  infant  to  their  charge  confign'd  ; 

The  Doric  mufe  carefs'd  the  favourite  boy; 

The  hermit  wifdom  ftor'd  his  opening  mind. 

As  rolling  years  irratnred  his  age, 

He  flouriflied  bold  and  fincwy  as  his  fire  ; 

While  the  mild  paflions  in  his  bread  afTiiagc 

The  fiercer  flames  of  his  maternal  fire. 

ANTISTR.0PHE. 
Accompliflied  thus,  he  winged  his  way, 
And  zealous  roved  from  pole  to  pole,  50 

The  rolls  of  right  eternal  to  difplay. 
And  warm  with  patriot  thoughtsthe  afpiring  foul, 
On  defcrt  ifles  it  was  he  that  rais'd 
Thofe  fpires  that  gild  the  Adriatic  wave. 


Ver.  a6.  Charlmagne  obliged  four  thoufand 
Saxon  prifoners  to  embrace  the  Chriftian  religion, 
and  immediately  after  they  were  baptized,  ordered 

their  throats  to  be  cut. Their  prince  Vitikind 

fled  for  fliclter  to  Gotrick,  king  of  Denmark. 

Ver.  53.  Although  Venice  was  built  a  conC- 
derable  time  before  the  sera  here  afligned  for  the 
birth  of  Independence,  the  republic  had  not  yet 
attained  to  any  grcatdegree  of  power  and  fplendour. 


Where  tyranny  beheld  amazM 

Fair  freedom's  temple,  where  he  mafk'd  her  grare. 

He  fteeled  the  blunt  Batavian's  arms  61 

Toburft  the  Iberian's  double  chain; 

And  cities  rear'd,  and  planted  farms, 

Won  from  the  fkirts  of  Neptnne's  wide  domain. 

He,  with  the  generous  ruftics,  fate, 

On  Url's  rocks  in  dole  divan  ; 

And  winged  that  arrow  fure  as  fate, 

Which  afcertained  the  facred  rights  ot  man. 

STROPHE. 

Arabia's  fcorrhing  fands  he  crofs'd,     ^ 
Where  blafted  nature  pants  fupine, 
Condudlur  of  her  tribes  aduft, 
To  freedom's  adama.ntine  flirine  ; 
And  many  a  Tartar  hord  forlorn,  aghaft  f 
He  fnatch'd  from  under  fell  opprcflion's  wing; 
And  taught  amidfk  the  dreary  wafte  7Z 

The  all-cheering  hymns  of  liberty  to  fing. 
He  virtue  finds,  like  precious  ore, 
DifFus'd  through  every  bafer  mould, 
Even  now  he  (lands  on  Calvi's  rocky  fhore. 
And  turns  the  drofs  of  CorCca  to  gold; 
He,  guardian  genius,  taught  my  youth 
Pomp's  tinfel  livery  to  defpife  : 
My  lips  by  him  chaftifed  to  truth. 
Ne'er   payed   that   homage    which    my    heart 
denies.  £• 

AKTISTROPHE, 

Thofe  fculptur'd  halls  my  feet  (ball  never  tread, 
Where  varniih'd  vice  and  vanity  combin'd. 
To  dazzle  and  feduce,  there  banners  fpread ; 
And  forge  vile  (hackles  for  the  free-born  niind« 
While  jnfolence  his  wrinkled  front  uprears, 
And  all  the  flowers  of  fpurious  fancy  blow;     > 
And  title  his  ill-woven  chaplet  wears, 
Full  often  vireathed  around  the  miicreant's  brow; 
Where  ever-dimpling  falfehood  pert  and  vain, 
Prefents  her  cap  of  dale  profeffion's  froth;        ^m 
And  pale  difeafe,  with  all  his  bloated  train, 
Torments  the  fons  of  gluttony  and  floth. 


Ver.  58.  The  Low  Countries  were  nf^t  only 
opprefied  by  grievous  taxations,  but  likewilc 
threatened  with  the  edablilhment  of  the  Inquili- 
tion,  when  the  Seven  Provinces  revolted,  and 
(hook  oft  the  yoke  of  Spain. 

Ver.  62.  Alluding  to  the  known  dory  of  Wil- 
liam Tell  and  his  affociatcs,  the  fathers  and 
founders  of  the  confederacy  of  the  Swifs  Can- 
tons. 

Ver.  65  The  Arab',  rather  than  rcfign  their 
independency,  have  often- abandoned  their  habi- 
tations, and  encountered  all  the  horrors  of  the 
defert. 

Ver.  69.  From  the  tyranny  of  JenghisKhan, 
Timur-Bec,  and  other  eadern  conquerors,  whole 
tribes  of  Tartars  were  ufed  to  fly  into  the  remot- 
er wades  of  Cathay,  where  no  army  could  follow 
them. 

Ver.  76.  The  noble  dand  made  by  Pafchal  Pa- 
oli  and  his  afTociates  againd  the  ufurpations  uf  the 
French  king,  muft  endear  them  to  all  the  fons  of 
liberty  and  independence.' 
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STROPHE. 

In  fortune's  car  behoM  t.'.af  minion  ride, 
With  either  Ii.riia's  jjliitcring  Ipoils  uipreft, 
So  nu'ves  the  fumptei-mule,  in  harnefs'd  pride. 
That  iiears  the  treafurr  which  he  cannot  talle. 
F.  r  )i  m  let  venal  bards  dif^race  the  biy, 
A'T^^  hirelinp  minfircls  wake  the  tiiiklin;^  ftriiig; 
Her  le'.fual  fnares  let  faithlefs  plcafure  lay  ;     lOO 
Am'i  jingling-  bells  fanniflic  folly  ring; 
Diquit  f,  doubt,  and  dread  fhall  intervene  ; 
Ai.  i  nature.  Hill  to  all  her  feelings  juft. 
In  vengeance  hang  a  damp  on  every  Icene, 
Shook  from  the  baleful  pinions  -f  difguil. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Nature  I'll  court  ii.  her  fcqueflertd  haunts, 
B>-'  liioontain,  meadow,  tlreamlet,  grove,  or  cell. 
W'iurethe  poiled  lark  his  evening  ditty  chaunts, 
And  health,  and  peace,  and  contemplation  dwtl!. 
There,  fludy  fhall  <a  ich  folitude  recline;  lojj 

And  triendfliip  pledge  me  to  his  ftjll  ■w-fwains ; 
And  toil  and  temperance  fedately  •wine 
The  flendcr  cord  that  fluttering  life  fuftains  : 
And  fearlcfs  poverty  (hall  guard  the  dcor. 
And  tafte  unfpoiled  the  frugal  table  fpread; 
And  induftry  fupply  the  humble  ft-cre  : 
And  fleep  ;:nhribed  his  dews  refrefhing  (bed  : 
Whi'e-niantled  Innocence,  ethereal  fprirc. 
Shall  chafe  far  off  the  goblins  of  the  night : 
And  independence  o'er  the  day  prcfide. 
Propitious  power  !  my  patrtjn  and  my  pride.  i:o 

SONG. 

From  the  man  whom  I   love  though  my  heart  I 

difgiiife, 
I  will  freely  defcribe  the  wretch  1  .defpife  ; 
And  if  he  hasfrtifc  but  to  balance  a  flraw. 
He  will  fure  take  hint  from  the  pidtnre  I  draw. 

A  wit  without  fenfe,  without  fancy  a  beau. 
Like  a  parrot  he  chatters,^  and  ftruts  like  a  crow  ; 
A  peacock  in  pride,  in  grimace  a  babo-.n. 
In  courage  a  hind,  in  conceit  a  Galcoon. 

As  a  vulture  rapacious,  in  falfehood  a  fox, 
Jnconflant  as  waves,  and  unfeeling  as  rocks! 
As  a  tyger  ferocious  perverfe  as  a  hog. 
In  mifchief  an  ape,  and  in  fawning  a  dog 

In  a  word,  to  fum  up  all  his  talents  together. 
His  heart  is  .-f  lead,  and  his  brain  is  of  f.jather. 
Yet,  if  he  has  ft-nfe  but  to  balance  a  f!:raw, 
He  will  fure  take  the  hint  from  the  puiture  1  draw. 


afDNG. 


Let  the  nymph  ftill  avoid  and  be  deaf  to  the 
fwain 

Who  in  tranfports  of  paflion  atfe(Ss  to  complain; 

For  his  rage,  not  his  love,  in  that  frenzy  is  fliowu; 

And  the  bSafl  that  blows  loudefl  is  foon  over- 
blown.     \ 

But  the  (liepherd  whom  Cupid  has  pierc'd  to  the 

heart. 
Will  fubmilfive  adore,  and  rejoice  in  the  fmart; 
O;  in  plaintive  foft  murmurs,  his  bofom-feit  wo. 
Like  the  fmooth-gliding  current  of  rivers  will 

flow. 

Though  filent  his  tongue,  he  will  plead  with  his 

eyes. 
And  his  heart  own  your  fway  in  a  tribute  of  fighsj 
But  when  he  accofts  you  in  meadow  or  grove. 
His  tale  is  all  tendernefs,  raj  turc,  and  love. 

SONG. 

Come  liden,  yd  Undents  of  ev'ry  degree,. 

I  fing  of  a  wit  and  a  tutor  perdie, 

A  flaiefman  profound,  a  critic  immenfe, 

In  fboa,  a  mere  jumble  of  learning  and  fenfa  ; 

And  yet  of  his  talents   th'iUgh  laudably  vain, 

His  own  fannly  arts  he  could  never  attain, 

His  father  irtendii;g  his  fortune  to  build. 

In  his  youth  would  have  taught  him  the  trowel  t# 

wield. 
But  the  mortar  of  difcipline  never  would  flick. 
For  his  ikull  was  fecur'd  by  a  facing  of  brick ; 
And  wifh  all  hi>  endeavours  of  patience  and  paitl^. 
The  fkill  of  his  £re  he  could  never  attain. 

His  mother  an  houfewife,'  neat,  artful,  and  wife, 
Renown'd  fc  her  delicate  bilcuit  and  pies. 
Soon  alter'd  his  fludics,  but  flatt'ring  his  tafle, 
F'  <im  the  raifing  of  wall  to  the  rearing  of  pafte- 
But  all  her  inftruilions  were  fruitlefs  and  vain, 
1  he  pyc  making  myft'ry  he  ne'er  could  attain- 
Yet  true  to  his  race,  in  his  labours  were  feen, 
A  jumble  of  both  their  profeflions  1  ween  ;    ' 
For  when  his  owo  genius  he  vertur'd  to  truft. 
His  pics  fee:n'd  (f  brick,  and  his  houfes  oi  crufl. 
Then   g  od  Mi.   lutor,  pray  be  no-  fo  vain,. 
Since  yout|amily  arts  you  could  never  attain,    ~ 
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Daughter  of  Pxon,  queen  of  every  joy 

Begin  the  fong;  and  let  it  fweetly  flow, 
And  let  it  wifely  teach  thy  wholefome  laws : 
"  How  beft  the  fickle  fabric  to  fupport 
"  Of  mortal  man  ;  in  healthful  body  how 
"  A  healthful  mind  the  longeft  to  maintain."   1 

With  thy  aid  the  fecret  wilds  I  trace 

Of  nature,  and  with  daring  fleps  proceed 
Through  paths  the  mufes  never  trod  before. 

ART  or  PRESERVING  HEALTH,   BOOK  I. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  ARMSTRONG. 


John  Armstrong  was  born  at  Caftleton,  on  the  banks  of  the  Liddal,  in  Roxburghftiire,  about 
J 709.  His  fathtr  and  brother  were  minifters  of  Caftleton,  and  highly  refpedted  for  their  piety  and 
diligence  in  their  paftoral  duty. 

After  the  ordinary  courfe  of  fchoel  education,  he  was  fcnt  to  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh; 
where  he  ftudied  the  feveral  branches  of  philofophy  and  medicine,  under  the  different  Profeffors,  and 
took  his  degree  in  Phyfic,  February  4.  1 732,  with  much  reputation.  The  fubjufl  of  his  inaugural 
difTertation  was  De  Tabc  puruUnta. 

Sofin  after  his  graduati.n  he  went  to  London,  the  proper  place  for  a  man  of  accomplifhment* 
like  his,  where  he  commenced  Phyfician ;  but  never  attained  any  great  extent  of  praftice  or  emii 
nence  of  popularity. 

He  was  more  fuccefsful  as  an  author  than  a.  phyfician.  In  1735,  he  publifhed,  without  his  name, 
a  pamphlet,  intituled  An  EJJjy  for  At/t'dging  the  Study  of  Phyfic  ;  to  ivhich  is  added  a  Dialogue  betivixt 
Hygeia,  Mercury,  and  Pluto,  relating  to  the  Pratiice  of  Phyfic,  as  it  is  managed  by  a  certain  iltuflrious  So- 
ciety ;  arid  An  Epifllefrom  Ufheck  the  Perftan  to  Jojbua  IVard,  Efq.  with  a  dedication.  "  To  the  Antia- 
cademic  Philofophers,  to  the  Generous  Def(.ifer8  of  the  Schools,  to  the  Defervedly  Celebrated  Jolhua 
Ward,  John  Moor,  and  the  refl  of  the  numerous  fid  of  lufpircd  Phyficians  "  This  fugitive  piece 
contains  much  wii  and  pleafantry.     In  the  dialogue  he  has  caught  the  very  fpirit  of  Lucian. 

In  1737,  he  publiftied  A  Synoffs  of  the  Hiflory  and  Cure  of  the  Venerea,l  Diftafe,  8vo.  infcribed  in  an 
ingenious  dedication  to  Dr.  Alexander  Stuart,  as  to  "  a  perfon  who  had  an  indifputable  right  ta 
judge  feverely  of  the  performance  prefented  to  him." 

This  publication  wag  foon  followed  by  The  Economy  of  Love,  4to,  a  poem,  which  has  much 
merit ;  but,  it  muft  be  confefTed,  is  too  ftrongly  tindured  with  thelicentioufnefs  of  Ovid.  It  ap- 
pears by  one  of  the  "  Cafes  on  literary  Property,"  that  Mr.  Millar  the  bookfeller  paid  fifty 
guineas  for  the  copy  right  of  this  poem,  which  was  intended  as  a  burlefque  on  fome  didadlic 
writers.  It  has  paffed  through  many  editions,  more,  it  is  to  be  be  feared  to  the  advantage  of  the 
bookfeller  than  the  reader.  It  is  but  juftice,  however,  to  add,  that  his  maturer  judgment  ex- 
punged many  of  the  luxuriances  of  youthful  fancy,  in  an  edition  "  revifed  and  corrected  by  the 
author,"  in  1768. 

In  1 741,  he  folicltated  the  recommendation  of  Dr.  Birch,  to  be  appointed  phyfician  to  the  fleet, 
then  going  to  the  Weft-Indies. 

In  1744,  he  publiflied  The  Art  ef  Preferring  Health,  a  didaiiic poem,  8vo,  which  laid  the  foundatloa 
of  his  fame,  and  will  be  a  lafting  monument  of  his  abilities. 

In  1 746,  he  was  appointed  one  of  the  phj  licians  t.o  the  Hofpital  for  Lame  and  Sick  Soldiers  be- 
hind Buckingham-Huufe. 

In  1751,  he  publiflied  his  poem  on  Benevolence,  in  folio;  and  in  1753,  "  Tafe,  an  Epiflle  to  a 
Young  Critic"  4to.     In  the  fame  year  an  elegant  ode  was  addrefTed  to  him  by  Dr.  Theobald. 

In  1758,  he  publiftied  Sketches  or  Efjfays  on  F'arious  Subjects,  by  Launcelot  Temple,  Efj  8vo.  In  this 
produdion,  which  j  offeffcs  much  humour  and  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  which  had  a  remark- 
ably rapid  fale,  he  is  fuppofed  to  have  been  aflifted  by  his  friend  Mr.  Wilkes. 

Ir.  1760,  he  was  appointed  Plyfician  to  the  army  in  Gerniany  ;  where  in  1761  he  wrote  a  poem 
called  -Day,  -An  Epiflle  to  John  IVilies  of  Ayhfoury,  Efq.  4to,  which  was  publilhed  (as  the  prefatory 
adverifement  conftffts)  "  without  the  knowledge  or  the  confent  of  the  author,  or  of  the  gentle- 
man 1 1  whom  it  IS  addieffed." 

In  this  poem  he  wantonly  hazarded  a  refledion  on  Churchill,  which  drew  on  hini  the  vengeaijqQ 

of  that  kveie  fatiriil. 

What  rews  to  day  ? — \  alk  you  not  what  rogue, 
What  paltry  imp  ol  f'  rtune's  now  in  vogue 
What  li,rward  biunde-in?  fool  was  !alt  preferred, 
By  mere  pre'e.  ce  diillti^uifh'il  from  the  herd  ; 
With  what  nivv  i  he.it  tii<   ga;>in;>;  town  is  fmit, 
What  crazy  fcribbUr  reigns  the  ptelent  -wit  i 

3  P  !j:  : 
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What  ftufFfor  winter  the  Two  Bocths  have  mixt, 
What  bouncing  mimic  gives  a  Rofdus  next. 

In  "  The  Journey,"  altnoft  the  laft  lines  of  poetry  that  Churchill  lived  to  write,  af:er  referring 
thofe  who  hinted  that  he  flioulJ  "  run  his  flock  of  genius  out,"  to  fome  contemporary  writers  who 
had  obtained  what  he  thought  unmerited  celebrity,  he  thus  pointedly  concludes  tjic  cj^talogu?  wilh 
Armltrong. 

Let  tiiem  with  ArmJlroi,^,\i\Cm'g  leave  of  fenfe, 

Read  mufty  ledlures  on  BauvoUnce, 

Or  con  the  pages  of  his  gaping  Djy, 

Where  all  his  former  fame  was  thrown  away  ; 

Where  all  but  barren  labour  wa=;  forgot, 

And  the  vain  ftiffncfs  of  a  letter'd  Scot. 

Let  them  with  An/if  rong  pafs  the  term  of  light, 

But  not  one  hour  of  darknefs,  when  the  night 

Sufpends  this  mortal  coil,  when  memory  wakes, 

When  for  our  paft  mifdoings  confciencc  takes 

A  deep  revenge:  wlien,  by  reflexion  led. 

She  draws  his  ci'.riains,  and  locks  comfort  dead, 

I-et  every  mufe  be  gone  ;  in  vain  he  turns 

And  tries  to  pray  for  fleep  ;  an  jEtna  burns, 

A  more  than  TEtna  in  his  coward  breaft  ; 

And  5;uiit,  with  vengeance  arm'd,  forbids  him  reft. 

Though  Joft  ns  plumage  from  ycung  zephyr's  wing. 

His  couch  feems  hard,  and  no  relief  can  bring; 

Iiigratiiude  hath  planted  daggers  there, 

No  good  man  can  defcrve,  no  brave  man  bear. 

It  muft  be  acknowledged,  that  Armftrong  himfelf  afforded  the  original  caufe  of  offence ;  but  the 
retaliation  was  unjuftifiably  fevere.  Armftrong  was  incapable  of  the  crime  with  which  he  is  charged ; 
and  the  Imputation  of  ingratitude  will  never  obfcure  the  charader  of  a  humane,  benevolent,  kindly' 
affecftioned  r^ian  of  genius,  whofe  great  offence  was  his  attachment  to  the  party  in  oppofition  to  Mr., 
Wilkes  and  his  friends. 

It  may  be  here  obferved,  that  nothing  appears  fo  fatal  to  the  intercourfe  of  friends,  as  a  difagree- 
ment  in  politics.  The  intimacy  which  had  fubfifted  between  Armftrong  and  Mr.  Wilkes,  was  cer- 
tainly interrupted,  if  rot  diffolved,  by  the  demon  of  party. 

After  the  peace  of  Paris,  in  1 763,  he  quitted  the  army,  returned  to  London,  and  refumed  the 
pra(5lice  of  phyfic,  in  which  he  appears  to  have  been  chiefly  wanting  to  his  ovjn  fuccefs,  by  his  indo- 
lence and  inaiSivity. 

He  was  a  man  of  a  very  liberal  turn  of  mind,  of  general  erudition,  with  a  large  acquaintance 
•among  the  learned  of  different  profcffions;  but  he  could  not  enter  into  connedions  with  people  that 
were  not  to  his  liking.  ,  He  could  fipt  cultivate  the  acquaintances  to  be  met  with  at  tea-tables; 
he  could  not  intrigue  with  nurfcs,  nor  affociate  with  the  various  knots  of  pert,  infipid,  well-bred, 
impertinent,  good  humoured,  malicious  golGps,  that  are  often  found  fo  ufeful  to  introduce  a  young 
phj  fician  into  praAice.  He  rather  chofe  to  employ  his  time  at  home  in  the  indolent  occupations  o£ 
reading  and  (ludy,  or  to  fpend  an  Attic  evening  in  a  felcfl  company  of  men  of  tafte  and  learning. 

In  177Q,  he  publifhed  a  colledlion  of  Mifcellanies,  in  a  vols.  8vo,  containing  the  pieces  he  had 
formerly  publilhed  feparately,  except  the  Economy  of  Love  and  Day,  with  Jmitatiens  of  SLakffeare  and 
Sfenfer,  the  Univerfal  Almanack  by  Nouraddin  Ali,  The  Forced  Marriage,  a  tragedy,  Sketches,  &c. 

In  an  advertifement  to  this  colie<5lion,  he  fays,  he  "  has  at  laft  taken  the  trouble  upon  him  to 
collecft  them,  ^nd  to  have  them  printed  under  his  own  infpeiJlion,  a  tafk  that  he  had  long  avrided, 
and  to  which  he  woitld  hardly  liave  fubmittcd  himfelf  at  bft,  but  for  the  fear  of  their  being,  fome- 
lipie  hereafter,  ejcpof^d  in  a  ragged,  mangled  condition,  and  loaded  with  more  faults  than  they 
originally  had,  while  [when]  it  might  te  inipoCible  for  him,  by  the  change  perhaps  of  one  letter, 
to  recover  a  whole  period  from  the  moft  contemptible  nonfenfe.  Along  with  fuch  pieces  as  he 
Jiad  formerly  offered  to  the  public,  he  takes  this  oppprtunity  of  pref(,iitii;g  it  with  ftveral  others; 
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fome  of  which  had  Iain  Ly  him  many  years.  What  he  has  loft,  and  efpcclally  what  he  has  c!e, 
ftroyed,  would  probably  enough  have  been  better  received  by  the  great  majority  of  readerb  than 
anything  he  has  publiihed.  But  he  never  courted  the  public.  He  wrote  chiefly  for  his  own 
amufcment ;  and  becuufe  he  found  it  an  agreeable  and  innocent  way  of  fometimcs  fper.Jing  an 
idle  hour.  He  has  always  moft  heartily  defpifcd  the  opinion  of  the  tnobility,  from  the  lowcft  to  the 
higheft  ;  and  if  it  is  true  what  he  has  fometimes  been  told,  that  the  beft  judges  are  on  his  fide,  he 
defires  no  more  in  the  article  of  fame  and  renown  as  a  writer.  If  the  beft  judges  of  this  age  ho- 
nour him  with  their  approbation,  all  the  worft  too  of  the  nest  will  favour  him  with  theirs,  when, 
by  Heaven's  grace,  he'il  be  too  far  beyond  the  reach  of  their  unmeaning  praifes,  to  receive  any  dif- 
guft  from  them." 

In  moft  of  the  Sketches  or  EJfa'ys,  he  has  difcovered  a  found  underftanding,  and  a  good  tafte ;  but 
he  feems  very  fond  of  making  ufe  of  fome  vulgarities  of  expreflion  that  belong  peculiarly  to  the  ^ 

•     Tnobtlity.     The  Forced  Marriage  was  written  in  I7j8.     It  had  been  offered  to  Girrick,  but  refufed 
by  him.     It  is  a  performance  in  which  there  is  much  paflion,  but  little  judgment. 

In  I77l>  ^^  publiftied  A  Short  Ramble  through  fome  parts  of  France  and  Jtaly,  by  Launceht  Temple, 
Efq.  8vo  ;  and  in  1773,  a  pamphlet  in  his  own  name,  intituled,  AleJkal  EJjays,  4to  towards  tl'.e 
conclufion  of  which,  he  accounts  for  his  not  having  fuch  exteniive  pradlicc  as  fome  of  his  brethren, 
from  his  not  being  qualified  to  employ  the  ufual  means,  from  a  tickliih  ftate  of  fpirits,  and  a  dif- 
tempered  excefs  of  fenfibility.  He  complains  much  of  the  behaviour  of  fome  of  his  brethren,  of 
the  herd  of  critics,  and  particularly  of  the  reviewers. 

This  work,  which  does  not  appear  to  have  acquired  much  reputation,  was  the  laft  which  he  gave 
tt)  the  world.  He  died  September  7.  1779,  iu  confequence,  it  is  faid,  of  a  fall  he  received  in  ftep- 
ping  out  of  a  coach  ;  and,  to  the  furprife  of  his  friends,  left  behind  him  more  than  3000I.  faved 

-tjjlht  of  a  very  moderate  income,  arifing  principally  from  his  half  pay. 

*-  ^The  following  Verfes  on  the  Death  of  Dr.  Armllrong,  appeared  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine, 
f6r  Odlober  1779, dated  Gray's  Inn,  September  id.  and  figned  W.  R. 

Ye  fwains  of  Liddal,  as  you  drive  your  flieep 

To  verdant  paftures,  or  the  ruffet  fteep. 

If  yet  a  mufe  on  LidduVs  banks  remain, 

For  tuneful  Arvifrong  wake  the  plaintive  ftrain.  j 

Though  from  you  long,  long  fr.>m  the  limpid  wave, 

In  which  he  lov'd  his  infant  limbs  to  lave; 

Long  from  the  pool,  where  oft  with  mimic  fly 

He  patient  angled  for  the  filver  fry ; 

Yet  were  his  manners  artlcfs  as  your  own, 
"'^'^  As  plain  as  he  th;  v.'orld  had  never  known. 

The  world  he  fcorn'd,  for  well  he  knew  to  fcaii 

The  crooked  views  of  narrow-minded  man. 

Ye  fons  of  Galen,  though  he  iack'd  not  (kill  ■' 

Like  you,  by  flow  and  fecret  means  to  kill. 

He  fought  to  fave,  he  fought  to  heal  the  frame, 

And  breath'ii  Ntpeiith'e  in  poetic  flame. 

From  breezy  fummit,  or  fair  op'nitig  lawn, 

He  bade  his  patients  hail  the  cheerful  dawn; 

Their  villas  build,  wide  from  the  maiftiy  mead, 

But  chief  where  bees  on  fragrant  wild  thyme  feed ; 

As  death  itfelf  avoid  the  fmoky  town  ; 

Rcfift  the  enfeebling  luxury  of  down  : 

Far  from  the  breaft  all  rankling  cares  eipel. 

And  there  invite  content  and  hope  to  dwell,  &c. 
No  edition  of  his  Mifcdlanies  has  been  called  for  fince  his  death  ;  but  his  Art  of  Preferving  Hcaltd, 
has  been  frequently  reprinted,  and  with  his  other  poetical  pieces,  except  Tht  Econtmy  of  Ltvt,  was 
received  into  the  edition  of  "  the  Englifti  Poets,"  1790* 

The  chara(5ter  of  Armftrong  feems  to  have  been  very  amiable  and  refpecflable.  It  is  to  his  ho-  1 
nour  that  he  was  the  intimate  friend  of  Thomfon,  and  his  coadjutor  in  the  compofitiop  of  his  ad-  1 
mirable  "  Caflle  of  Indolence."  Stanza  Ixviii.  was  written  by  Armftrong.  "  Though  the  Dec-  ' 
tcr,"  Thomfon  writes  his  friend  Paterfon,  "  incrcaks  in  his  buCnefs,  he  does  not  decreafe  in  fplcen  i   f 
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but  there  Is  a  certain  kind  of  fpleen  that  is  both  humane  and  agreeable,  like  ^aques  In  the  play.'* 
Thbmron  has  Uefcribed  his  abfent  moods  in  the  "  Caftle  of  Indolence."     Stanza  x. 

With  him  was  fometimes  join'd  in  filent  walk, 
(Profoundly  filent,  for  they  never  fpr>ke) 
One  fhyer  flill,  who.  quite  dctefted  talk. 
Oft  flung  by  fplten,  at  once  away  he  broke 
To  groves  of  pine,  and  broad  o'erfhad.wing  oat, 
There  inly  thrill'd,  he  wander'd  all  alone, 
And  on  himfelf  hispenfive  fury  v  oke; 
Henever'd  utter'd  word,  fave  when  firft  fhone 
The  glittering  ftar  of  eve — thank  heaven,  the  day  Is  done. 

He  lived  alfo  In  habits  of  intimacy  with  Grainger,  Sir  John  Pringle,  Mr.  Fufeli,  and  ofheir 
incD  of  wit  and  learning. 

"  I  was  early  acquainted  with  Dr.  Arfnftrong,"  the  late  worthy  Dr.  Cuming  of  Dorchefter  write* 
Mr.  Nichols,  "  have  often  vifited  him  at  his  lodgings^  knew  many  of  his  intimates,  have  met  him 
IB  company,  but  from  my  having  vifited  the  Metropolis  fo  feldom  fince  my  refidence  in  Dorfet- 
Ihire,  I  was  not  fo  well  acquainted  with  him  as  1  fliould  otherwife  have  been,  or  wiflicd  to  be. 
He  always  appeared  to  me  (and  I  was  confirmed  In  that  opinion  by  that  of  his  mod  intimate 
friends)  a  man  of  learning  and  genius,  of  confiderable  abilities  in  his  proftflion,  of  great  berievo- 
Jence  and  goodnefs  of  heart,  fond  of  aflociatii'g  with  men  of  parts  and  genius,  but  indolent  and 
inactive,' and  therefore  totally  unqualified  to  employ  the  means  that  ufually  lead  to  medical  em- 
ployment, or  elbow  his  way  through  a  crowd  of  competitors." 

As  a  Poet,  his  compofitions  have  great  inequalities,  foroe  of  them  being  poffiffed  of  every  re- 
*iuifite  to  be  fought  after  in  the  moft  perfed  compofition,  while  others  can  hardly  be  coiiCdercd  as 
fuperior  to  the  prodtidlions  of  mediocrity.  Much  of  the  merit  of  his  Ep'ijlles  to  ^umenes,  to  a  Yeung 
Critic,  and  to  "^ohn  Wilkes,  Efq.  confifts  in  a  fpirited  concifenefs,  a  lively  reprefentation  of  charasSery/' 
and  a  certain  fprightlinefs  and  turn  of  wit,  which  are  always  pleafing.  But  they  feldom  rife  into 
a  high  flrain  of  poetry,  and  are  fometimes  deficient  in  grace  and  eafe.  The  Epifile  to  Eumenes,  is 
rather  too  fatirical  for  the  fubjcd.  In  the  Efijlle  to  Tafe,  he  is  feverely  fatirical  on  all  pretenders  to 
ivit ;  but  he  does  not  treat  the  fubje<3  in  fo  maftcily,  nor  in  fo  poetical  a  manner  as  Pope  had  done 
before  him.  In  his  Day^  he  feeftis  not  to  have  intended  rifing  much  higher  than  piofe  put  into 
numbers.  His  fVinter  Piece,  in  imitation  of  bhakfpeare,  has  more  elevation,  but  is  a  turgid  ai!id 
inflated  performance. 

His  Art  of  Prefer-vittg  Health,  on  account  of  the  reputation  It  has  fo  jufily  acquired,  precludes  all 
criticifm.  It  is  of  the  higheft  fptcies  of  didadtic  poetry,  and  of  a  merit  and  charaAer  fo  great,  as 
to  rank  with  the  compofitions  of  Lucretius,  Horace,  Virgil,  Vida,  Boileau,  Akenfide,  Dytr,  and 
Grainger.  Akenfide  has  attempted  the  moft  rich  and  poetical  form  of  didadtic  writing  in  his 
••  Pleafures  of  Imagination,"  and  in  feveral  parts,  fucceeded  happily,  and  difplayed  much  genius. 
Armftrong  has  not  aimed  at  fo  high  a  ftrain  as  Akenfide;  but  he  is  more  equal,  and  maintains 
throughout  a  chafte  and  correal  elegance. 

"  To  defcribe  fo  difficult  a  thing  gracefully  and  poetically,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  In  his  "  RefleAions 
en  Didadic  Poetry,"  as  the  effcds  of  a  diftcnper  on  the  human  body,  was  referved  for  Dr.  Arm- 
llrong,  who  accordingly  hath  nobly  executed,  at  the  end  of  his  third  book  of  his  Art  of  Preferring 
JJealtb,  where  he  harh  given  us  that  pathetic  account  of  the  Sweating  Sicknefs.  1  here  is  a  daflical 
eorredtnefs  and  clofenefs  of  ftyle  in  this  poem,  that  are  truly  admirable;  and  the  fubjed  is  raifed  and 
adorned  by  numberlefs  poetical  images." 

♦'  Of  all  the  poetical  performances  on  this  fubjedl,  fays  Dr.  Mackenzie  In  his  "  Hiftory  ot 
Health,"  that  have  ci  me  to  my  hands,  Dr.  Armflrong'»  Art  of  Preferring  Health  is  by  far  the  beft.  To 
quote  every  charming  defcription  and  beautiful  paffage  of  this  poem,  one  muft  tranfcribe  the  whole. 
We  cannot,  however,  expetft  new  rules  where  the  principal  defign  was  to  raife  and  warm  the 
heart  into  a  compliance  with  the  folid  precepts  of  the  ancients,  which  he  has  enforced  with  great 
Jlrength  and  elegance.  And,  upon  the  whole,  he  has  convinced  us  by  his  own  example,  that  w« 
©nght  net  to  blame  antiquity  for  acknowledging 

J*  One  power  of  phyfic,  melody,  aiid  fong." 
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THE  ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH.    1774, 
IN  FOUR  BOOKS. 


BOOK  I. 

AIR. 

I)auohter  of  Pason,  queen  of  every  joy, 
Hygeia  *  ;  whofe  indulgent  fmile  fuflains 
The  various  race  luxuriant  nature  pours, 
And  on  th'  immortal  effences  beftows 
Immortal  youth  ;  aufpicious,  O  defcend  ! 
Thou  cheerful  guardian  of  the  rolling  year, 
Whether  thou  wanton'ft  on  the  weftern  gale, 
Or  fhak'fl  the  rigid  pinions  of  the  north, 
Diffufeft  life  and  vigour  through  the  tradls 
Of  air,  through  earth,  and  ocean's  deep  domain. 
When  through  the  hlue  I'erenity  of  heaven 
Thy  power  approaches,  all  the  wafteful  hoft 
Of  pain  and  ficknefs,  fqualid  and  deform'd, 
Confounded  fink  into  the  Icthefcme  gloom, 
Where  in  deep  Erebus  involv'd  the  fiends 
Grow  more  profane.     Whatever  fhapes  of  death, 
Shook  from  the  hideous  chambers  of  the  globe, 
Swarm  through    the   fbudd'ring  air:   whatever 

plagues 
Or  meagre  famine  breeds,  or  with  flow  wings 
Rife  from  the  putrid  watry  element, 
The  damp  wafte  foreft,  motionlefs  and  rank, 
That  fmothers  earth  and  all  the  breathlefs  winds, 
Or  the  vile  carnage  of  th'  inhuman  field  : 
Whatever  baneful  breathes  the  rotten  fouth  ; 
Whatever  ills  th'  extremes  or  fudden  change 
Of  cold  and  hot,  or  moid  and  dry  produce ; 
They  ffy  thy  pure  efTulgcnce  :  they  and  all 
The  fecret  poifons  of  avenging  heaven, 
And  all  the  pale  tribes  halting  in  the  train 
Of  vice  and  heedlefs  pleafiire  ;  or  if  aught 
The  comet's  glare  amid  the  burnin;^-  fliy, 
Mournful  eclipfe,  or  planets  iU-combin'd 
Portend  diCaftrous  to  the  vit?l  world; 
Thy  falutary  power  averts  their  rage, 
Averts  the  general  bare  :  and  but  for  thee 
Nature  would  ficken,  nature  foon  would  die. 


*    Hygeia,  the  goJdefi  of  health,    ivai,  according  to 
the  genealogy  of  the  heathen  deities,  the  daughter  of  JEf- 
tulapius  ;    -who,  as  ivell  as  Aj:tl!o,  ivas  diflinguifbed  by 
thi  name  of  Faon, 
/ 


Without  thy  cheerful  aAive  energy 
No  rapture  fwells  the  bread,  no  poet  fings, 
No  more  the  maids  of  Helicon  delight. 
Come  then  with  me,  O  goddefs  heavenly  gay  I 
Begin  the  fong  ;  and  let  it  fweetly  flow. 
And  let  it  wifely  teach  thy  wholefome  laws  : 
"   How  beft  the  fickle  fabric  to  fupport 
"  Of  mortal  man;  in  healthful  body  how 
"  A  healthful  mind  the  longefl  to  maintain."^ 
'Tis  hard,  in  fuch  a  flrife  of  rules,  to  choofc 
The  beft,  and  thofe  of  moft  extenfive  ufe  ; 
Harder  in  clear  and  animated  fong 
Dry  philofophic  t-recepts  to  convey. 
Yet  with  thy  a>a  the  fecret  wilds  I  trace 
Of  nature,  and  with  daring  fteps  proceed 
Through  paths  the  mufes  never  trod  befcre* 

Nor  fhould  I  wander  doubtful  of  my  way^ 
Had  I  the  lights  of  that  fagacious  mind 
Which  taught  to  check  the  peflilential  fire, 
And  quell  the  deadly  Python  of  the  Nile. 
O  thou  belov'd  by  all  the  graceful  arts, 
Thou  long  the  fav'rite  of  the  healing  powerjj 
Indulge,  O  mead  I  a  well-defign'd  efTay, 
Hovve'er  imperfetS ;  and  permit  that  I 
My  little  knowledge  with  my  country  fhare. 
Till  you  the  rich  Afclepian  flores  unlock. 
And  with  new  graces  dignify  the  theme. 

Ye  who  amid  this  feverifh  world  would  weafi 
A  body  free  of  pain,  of  cares  a  mind ; 
Fly  the  rank  city,  fhun  its  turbid  air ; 
Breathe  not  the  chaos  of  eternal  fnioke 
And  volatile  corruption,  from  the  dead. 
The  dying,  fick'nine,  and  the  living  world 
Exhal'd,  to  fully  heaven's  tranfparent  dome 
VVith  dim  mortality.     It  is  not  air 
That  from  a  thoui'and  lungs  reeks  back  to  thinff,' 
Sated  with  exhalations  rank  and  fell, 
The  fpoil  of  dunghills,  and  the  putrid  thaw 
Oi  nature;  when  from  fhapc  and  texture  fhe 
Relaples  into  fighting  elements  : 
It  is  not  air,  but  floats  a  naufeous  niafs 
Of  all  obfcene,  corrupt,  ofFenfive  things. 
M  jch  moiftmrc  liurts  ,•  but  here  a  fordid  bath, 
With  oily  rancour  fraught,  relaxes  more 
The  folid  frame  than  fimple  moillure  can« 
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Eefides,  immurM  In  many  a  fullen  bay 

That  never  felt  the  freflinefs  of  the  breeze. 

This  flumb'ring  deep  remains,  and  ranker  grows 

With  fickly  refl  :  and  (though  the  lungs  abhor 

To  drink  the  dun  fuliginous  abyfs) 

Did  not  the  acid  vigour  of  the  mine, 

Roll 'd  from  fo  nrany  thund'ring  chimneys,  tame 

1  he  putrid  fteanis  that  overfwarm  the  fky ; 

This  cauftic  venom  would  perhaps  corrode 

Thofe  tender  cells  that  dravir  the  vital  air, 

In  vain  with  all  their  unfluous  rills  bedew'd  ; 

Or  by  the  drunken  venous  tubes,  that  yawn 

In  countlefs  pores  o'er  all  the  pervious  fkin 

Imbib'd,  would  poifon  the  balfamic  blood, 

And  roufe  the  heart  to  every  fever's  ra^e. 

While  yet  you  breathe,  away;  the  rural  wilds 

Invire  ;  the  mountains  call  you,  and  the  vales; 

The  woods  the  flreams,  and  each  ambrolial  breeze 

That  fans  the  ever  undulating  fky ; 

A  kindly  fky  !  whofs  foft'ring  power  regales 

Man,  beaft,  and  all  the  vegetable  reign. 

Find  then  fome  woodland   fcene  where  nature 

fmiles 
Benign,  where  all  her  honcfl  children  thrive, 
To  us  ihere  v/ants  net  many  a  happy  feat! 
Look  round  the  fmiling  land,  fuch  numbers  rife 
Wc  harrUy  fix,  bewilder'd  in  our  choice. 
See  where  enthron'd  in  adamantine  Hate, 
Proud  of  her  bards,  imperial  Windfor  fits ; 
There  chnofe  thy  feat,  in  fome  afpiring  grove 
Fad  by  the  ilowly-winding  Thames;  or  where 
Broader  flie  laves  fair  Richmond's  green  retreats, 
(Richmond  that  fees  an  hundred  villas  rife 
Rural  or  gay).     O  !  from  the  fummer's  rage 
O  1  wrap  me  in  the  friendly  gloom  that  hides 
Umbrageous  Ham  ! — But,  if  the  bufy  town 
Attradt  thee  fliil  to  toil  for  power  or  gold. 
Sweetly  thou  mayft  tl-.y  vacant  hours  poffefs 
In  Hampflead,  courted  by  the  weflern  wind  ; 
Or  Greenwich,  waving  o'er  the  winding  flood  ; . 
Or  lofe  the  world  amid  the  fyWan  wilds 
Of  Dulwich,  yet  by  barbarous  arts  unfpoii'd. 
Green  rife  the  Kentiih  hills  in  cheerful  air ; 
But  on  the  marfhy  plains  that  Lincoln  fpreads 
Build  not,  nor  reft  too  long  thy  wand'ring  feet. 
For  on  a  rufuc  throne  of  dewy  turf, 
Wirh  baneful  fogs  her  aching  temples  bound, 
Q^artana  there  prcfdes  ;  a  meagre  fiend 
Begot  by  F-urus,  when  his  brutal  force 
Comprefs'd  the  floihfu!  naiad  of  the  fens, 
irom  fuch  a  mixture  fprung,  thi.--  fitf.il  j.eft 
With  (ev'rifh  blafts  fubdues  the  fickiiing  hand  : 
Cold  tremors  come,  v/ith  mighty  love  of  reft, 
Conviiifiveyawnings,  lafTrudc,  and  pains 
That  fling  the  burden'd  brows,  fatigue  the  loliis, 
And  rack  the  joints  and  every  torpid  limb  ; 
Then  p  ircliing  heat  fucceeds,  till  copious  fweats 
O'erfiow  :   a  fliort  relief  from  former  ills. 
Beneath  repeated  fhocks  the  wretches  puie; 
The  vigour  fink?,  the  habit  mtlts  away; 
*1  he  clieerful,  pure,  and  animated  blacm 
Dies  from  the  face,  with  fcjualia  atroply 
Devour'd,  in  fallow  niela^icholy  claJ. 
And  oft  the  forccrcfs,  in  htr  fated  wrath, 
'Refi^r.3  \,]icK:  to  the  furies  of  her  traiii ; 


The  bloated  hydrops,  and  the  yellow  fiend 
Ting'd  with  her  own  accumulated  gall. 

In  queft  cf  fites,  avoid  the  mournful  plain 
Where  ofiers  thrive,  and  trees  that  love  the  lake  ; 
Where  many  lazy  muddy  rivers  flow: 
Nor  for  the  wealth  that  all  the  Indies  roll 
Fix  near  the  marfhy  margin  of  the  main, 
For  from  the  humid  foil  and  wat'ry  reign 
Eternal  vapours  rife  ;  tke  fpungy  air 
For  ever  weeps  :  or,  turgid  with  the  weight 
Of  waters,  pours  a  founding  deluge  down,  • 

Skies  fuch  as  thefe  let  every  mortal  fliun 
1  Who  dreads  the  dropfy,  paify,  or  the  gout, 
, Tertian,  corroCve  fcurvy,  or  moift  catarrh  : 
Or  any  other  injury  that  grows 
From  raw-fpun  fibres  idle  and  unftrung, 
Skin  ill-perfpiring,  and  the  purple  flood 
'  In  languid  eddies  loitering  into  phlegm. 

Yet  not  alone  from  humid  fkies  we  pine ; 
For  air  may  be  too  dry.  The  fubtle  heaven. 
That  winnows  into  duft  the  blafted  downs, 
Bare  and  extended  wide  without  a  ftream, 
Too  fdft  Imbibes  th'  attenuated  lymph. 
Which,  by  the  furface,  from  the  blood  exhales. 
The  lungs  grow  rigid,  and  with  toil  elTay 
Their  flexible  vibration*;   or,  infiam'd, 
Their  tender  ever-moving  flrudure  thaws. 
Spoi'i'd  of  it-  limpid  vehicle,  the  blood 
A  mafs  of  lees  rtniains,  a  droffy  tide 
That  flow  as  Lethe  wanders  through  the  veins 
Unadive  in  the  fervices  of  life, 
Unfit  to  lead  its  pitchy  current  through 
The  fecret  mazy  clianncls  of  the  brain. 
The  melancholic  fiend  (that  wnrft  defpair 
Of  (hyfic),  hence  the  ruft-complexion'd  man 
Purlues,  vt'hofe  blood  is  dry,  whofe  fibres  gain 
Too  ftretch'd  a  tone  :  and  hence  in  climes  adufl 
So  fiidden  tumults  feize  the  trembling  nerves, 
And  burning  fevers  glow  with  double  rage. 

Fly,  if  you  can,  thefe  viof.fit  extremes 
Of  air  :  the  wholefome  is  nor  moift  nor  dry. 
'But  Es  the  power  of  choofing  is  deny'd 
Fo  haif  mankind,  a  further  tafk  enlues ; 
How  btft  to  mitigate  thefe  fell  extremes, 
Mow  breathe,  unhurt,  the  withering  clement, 
Or  hazy  atmofphcre  :  though  cuftom  moulds 
To  ev'iy  clime  the  foft  Promethean  clay  ; 
And  he  who  firft  the  logs  of  Eflex  breath'd 
(So  kind  is  native  air),  may  in  the  fens 
Ol  FfftX  from  inveterate  ills  revive,  ■ 
At  pure  VIoiilpclicr  or  Bermuda  caught. 
But  if  the  raw  and  oozy  heaven  ofi^end, 
Corred:  the  foil,  and  dry  the  fources  up 
Of  watery  exhalation  :   wide  and  deep 
Condudl  /our  trenches  througii  the  quaking  bog; 
Solicitous,  with  all  your  winding  arts, 
Bct.'^ay  th'  unwilling  lake  into  the  ftream  ; 
And  weed  the  forrft,  aixl  invoke  the  winds 
lo  break  the  toils  where  ftrajiglc-d  vapours  lie; 
0.r  through  the  thickets  fend  the  crackling  flames 
Ivlcaiitime,  at  home,  with  cheerful  fires  diipcl 
'Fhc  hill- id  air  :   and  let  your  tab'c  fiiioke 
V.'ith  fi^id  roaft  or  bak'd  ;  or  what  the  herds 
Of  tan.er  breed  fupply ;  or  what  the  wilds 
Vitld  to  the  toiifome  pkafurcs  of  the  chafe. 
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Generous  your  Wine,  the  boaft  of  rip'ning  years  ;\ 
But  frugal  be  your  cups  :  the  languid  frame,        ; 
Vapid  and  funk  from  yefterday's  debauch, 
Shrinks  from  the  cold  embrace  of  watery  heavens. 
But  neither  thefe,  nor  all  Apollo's  arts, 
Difarra  the  dangers  of  the  drooping  Iky, 
Unlefs  with  exercife  and  manly  toil 
You  brace  youp  nerves,  and  fpur  the  lagging  blood. 
The  fatt'ning  clime  let  all  the  fons  of  cafe 
Avoid;  if  indolence  would  wifh  to  live, 
Go,  yawn  and  loiter  out  the  !ong  flow  year 
In  fairer  Ikies.  If  draughty  regions  parch  / 

The  (kin  and  lungs,  and  bake  the  thickening  blood; 
Deep  in  the  waving  forcfl;  choofe  your  feat, 
AVhere  fuming  trees  refrefli  the  thirlry  air  ; 
And  wake  the  fountains  from  their  fecrct  beds, 
And  into  lakes  dilate  the  rapid  ftrcani. 
Here  fpread  your  gardens  wide;  and  let  the  cool. 
The  moift  relaxing  vegetable  ftore. 
Prevail  in  each  rcpaft :   your  food  fupplied 
By  bleeding  life,  be  gently  walled  down, 
By  foft  decocftion,  and  a  mellowing  heat. 
To  liquid  balm;  or,  if  the  foiid  mafs 
You  choofe,  tormented  in  the  boiling  wave; 
That  through  the  thirOy  channels  of  the  blood 
A  fmooth  diluted  chyle  may  ever  flow. 
The  fragrant  dairy,  from  its  cool  recefs, 
Its  neflar  acid,  or  benign  will  pour, 
To  drown  your  thirft  ;  or  let  the  mantling  bowl 
Of  keen  Sherbet  the  fickle  tafte  relieve. 
For  with  the  viicous  blood  the  fimple  ftream 
Will  hardly  mingle  ;  and  fermented  cups 
Oft  diffipate  more  moiiiure  than  they  give. 
Yet  when  pale  feafons  rife,  or  winter  rolls 
His  horrors  o'er  the  v^orld,  thou  n.ayft  indulge 
In  feafts  more  genial,  and  impatient  broach 
The  mellow  cafk.    Then,  too,  the  fcourging  air 
Provokes  to  keener  toils  than  fultry  droughts 
Allow.   But  rarely  we  fuch  fkies  blafpheme. 
Steep'd  in  continual  rains,  or  with  raw  fogs 
Bedcw'd,  our  feafons  droop  ,   incgimbent  ftill 
A  ponderous  heaven  o'erwhelms  the  finking  foul. 
JLab'ring  with  ftorms,  in  heapy  mountains  rife 
Th'  imbattled  clouds,  as  if  the  Stygian  fliades 
Had  left  the  dungeon  of  eternal   -ight^ 
Till  black  with  thunder  all  the  fouch  dcfcends. 
Scarce  in  a  Ihowerlefs  day  the  heavens  indulge 
Our  melting  clime  ;  except  the  baleful  eafi 
Withers  the  tender  fpring,  and  fourly  cliccks 
The  fancy  of  the  year.  Our  fathers  talk 
Of  fummers,  balmy  airs,  and  fkies  fercne. 
Good  heaven  !  for  what  unexpia'cd  crimes 
This  difmal  change  !  The  brooding  elements 
Do  they,  your  powerful  minifters  of  wrath. 
Prepare  fome  fierce  exterminating  plague  ? 
Or  is  it  fix'd  in  the  decrees  above. 
That  lofty  Albi^it  melt  into  the  main  J.-. 
Indulgent  nature,  O  ciiff;  Ive  t'lis  glooms- 
Bind  in  eternal  adamant  the  winds 
That  drown  or  wither  :  give  the  genial  weft 
To  breathe,  and,  in  its  turn,  the  fprij^htly  north  : 
And  may  once  more  the  circling  (cafons  rule 
Tiie  year  ;  nor  mix  in  every  monftrousday. 

Meantime,  the  moift  mali_?;nity  to  fhun 
Of  burden'd  Ikies ;  murk  where  the  dry  champaign 


Swells  into  cheerful  hills ;  where  marjoram 
And  thyme,  the  love  of  bees,  perfume  the  air; 
And  where  the  *  cynorrhodoii  with  the  rofe 
For  fragrance  vies ;  for  in  the  thirfly  foil 
Mod  fragrant  breailie  the  aromatic  tribes. 
There  bid  thy  roofs,  high  on  the  baHcing  fteep, 
Afcend,  there  light  thy  hofpirable  fires. 
And  let  them  fee  the  winter  morn  arife, 
The  fummer  evening  blufliiug  irt  the  weft; 
While  with  umbrageous  oaks  the  ridge  behind 
O'erhung,  defends  you  from  the  bluft'ring  north, 
And  bleak  alHicflion  of  the  peevilh  eaft. 
O  !  when  the  growling  winds  contend,  and  all 
The  founding  foreft  fluctuates  in  the  ilorm  ; 
To  fink  in  warm  repofe,  and  hear  the  din 
Howl  o'er  the  fteady  battlements,  delights 
Above  the  luxury  of  vulgar  fleep. 
The  murmuring  rivulet,  and  the  hoarfer  ftrain 
Of  waters  rulhing  o'er  the  flippery  rocks, 
Will  nightly  lull  you  to  ambroiial  reft. 
To  pleafe  the  fancy  is  no  trilling  good. 
Where  health  is  ftudied  ;  for  whatever  moves 
The  mind  with  calm  delight,  promotes  the  juft 
And  natural  movements  of  the  harmonious  frame. 
Bcfides,  the  fportivc  brook  for  ever  fliakes 
The  trembling  air  ;  that  floats  from  hill  to  hill, 
From  vale  to  mountain,  with  inccffant  change 
Of  purcfc  element,  refreftiing  ftiil 
Your  airy  feat,  and  uninfebtcd  gods. 
Chiefly  for  this  I  praife  the  man  who  builds 
High  on  the  breezy  ridge,  whofe  lofty  fides 
Th  ethereal  deep  with  endlefs  billows  chafes. 
His  purer  manfion  nor  contagious  years 
Shall  reach,  nor  deadly  putrid  airs  annoy. 

But  may  no  fogs,  from  lake  or  fenny  plain. 
Involve  my  hill !   And  wherefoe'er  you  build  ; 
Whether  on  fun  burnt  Epfom,  or  the  plains 
Wafli'd  by  the  fileiit  Leu;  in  Chelfea  low. 
Or  high  Blackheath,  with  wint'ry  winds  aflail'd ; 
Dry  be  your  houfe:   but  airy  more  than  warm. 
Eife  every  breath  of  ruder  wind  will  ftrike 
Your  tender  body  through  with  rapid  pains; 
Fierce  coughs  will  teaze  you,  hoarfenefs  bin  1  your 

voice, 
Or  moift  Gravedo  load  your  aching  brov/s. 
"I'hefe  to  defy,  and  all  the  fates  that  dwell 
In  doifter'd  air,  tainted  with  fteaniing  life, 
Tet  lofty  ceilings  grace  your  ample  rooms; 
And  ftiil  at  azure  noontide  may  your  dome 
At  every  window  drink  the  liquid  Iky. 

Need  we  the  funny  fituaticn  here. 
And  theatres  open  to  the  fouth  commend  ? 
Here,  where  the  morning's  mifty  breath  infefts 
More  than  the  torrid  noon  :  how  Ikkly  grow, 
How  pale  the  plants  in  thofe  ill-fated  vales. 
That,  circled  round  with  the  gigantic  heap 
Of  mountains,  never  felt,  nor  ever  hope 
To  feel  the  genial  vigour  of  the  fun  ! 
While  on  the  neighbouring  hill  the  rofe  inflames 
The  verdant  fpring;    in  virgin  beauty  blows 
The  tender  lily,  languilhingly  fweet ; 
O'er  every  hedge  the  wanton  woodbine  roves, 


*    Tie  icild  rofc^  or  that  •which  groivs  on  the  com- 
mon briar. 
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And  autumn  ripens  in  the  fummer's  ray. 
>Jor  lefs  the  warmer  living  tribes  dimand 
The  fod'rir.g  fun  :  whofe  energy  divitie 
Dwells  not  in  mortal  fire;   wLofe  gen'rous  heat 
Glows  throug^h  the  mafs  of  grnffer  elements, 
And  kindles  info  life  the  pond'roj'.  fpheres. 
Cheet'd  by  thy  kind  invigorating  warmth, 
Ve  court  thy  beams,  great  niajefty  of  day  ! 
If  not  the  loul,  the  regent  of  this  world, 
rirft-born  of  heaven,  and  only  lefs  than  God  I 

BOOK  II. 
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Enough  of  air.  A  defart  fubjecS  now, 
Rougher  and  wilder,  rifes  to  my  fisrht. 
A  barren  wafte,  where  not  a  garland  grows 
To  bind  the  mufe'sbr  iw  ;  not  ev'n  a  proud 
Stupend' us  fclitude  frowns  o'er  the  heath, 
To  roufe  a  nobie  horror  in  the  foul  : 
But  rugged  paths  fatigue,  and  error  leads 
Thiough  endlefs  labyrinths  the  devious  feet. 
Farewell,  ethereal  fields  '.  the  humbler  arts 
Of  life  ;  the  table,  and  the  homely  gods, 
Demand  my  fong,  Elyfian  gales  adieu  '. 

The  blood,  the  fountain  whence  the  fpirits  flow, 
The  generous  flream  that  waters  every  part, 
And  motion,  vigour,  and  warm  life  conveys 
To  every  particle  that  moves  or  lives  ; 
This  vital  fluid,  through  unnumber'd  tubes 
Pour'd  by  the  heart,  and  to  the  heart  again 
Refunded ;  fcourg'd  for  ever  round  and  round ; 
Enrag'd  with  heat  and  toil,  at  laft  ftirgets 
Its  balmy  nature;  virulent  and  thin 
It  grows  ;  and  now,  but  that  a  thoufand  gates 
Are  open  to  its  flight,  it  would  deflroy 
The  parts  it  cherifli'd  and  repair'd  before, 
Befides,  the  flexible  and  tender  tubes 
Melt  in  the  mildefl  ir.ofl  neiitareous  tide 
That  ripening  nature  rolls;  as  in  the  flream 
Its  crumbling  banks ;  but  what  the  vital  force 
Of  plaftic  fluids  hourly  batters  down, 
That  very  force  thofe  plaftic  particles 
Rebuild  :  fo  mutable  the  flate  of  man. 
For  this  the  watchful  appetite  was  giv'n, 
Daily  with  frelh  materials  to  repair 
This  unavoidable  expence  of  life. 
This  neccflary  wafte  of  ficfh  and  blof)d. 
Hence  the  conct.ftive  powers,  with  various  art, 
Subdue  tlie  cruder  aliments  to  chyle  ; 
The  chyle  to  blood ;  tiie  foamy  purple  tide 
To  liquors,  whicli  through  finer  arteries 
To  different  parts  their  winding  courP-  piirfue  ; 
To  try  new  changes,  and  new  forms  put  on, 
Or  for  the  public,  or  lome  p'"ivare  ufe. 

Nothing  fo  foreign,  but  th'  athletic  hind 
Can  labour  into  blood.   The  hungiy  meal 
Alone  he  fears,  or  aliments  too  thin  ; 
13y  vi'  lent  powers  too  eafily  fubdu'd, 
Too  fooD  expcU'd.    His  daily  labour  thaws, 
To  friendly  chyle,  the  nuft  rebellious  mafs 
That  fait  can  harden,  or  tiie  fnioke  of  years ; 
^!or  dots  his  gorge  the  lulcious  bacon  rue. 
Nor.  that  which  Ceflria  fends  tenacious  parte 
•f  folid  milk.  But  ye  offol'tcr  clay, 


Infirm  and  delicate  '.  and  ye,  v,'ho'wafte 
With  pale  and  bloated  floth  the  tedious  day  ! 
Avoid  the  flubborn  aliment,  avoid 
The  full  repaft  ;  and  let  fagacious  age 
Growwiier,  IcfTon'd  by  the  dropping  teeth. 

Half  fubtiliz'd  to  ch^-le,  the  liquid  food 
Readied  obeys  th'  alfimilating  pow'rs ; 
And  foon  the  tender  vegetable  mafs 
Relents  ;  and  foon  the  young  of  tliofe  that  treai 
The  ftedfaft  earth,  or  cleave  the  green  abyfs, 
Or  pathlefs  flcy.   And  if  the  fleer  muft  fall. 
In  youth  and  fanguine  vigour  let  him  die  ; 
Nor  (lay  till  rigid  age,  or  heavy  ails, 
Abfolve  him  ill  requited  from  the  yoke. 
Some  with  high  forage,  and  luxuriant  eafCj 
Indulge  the  veteran  ox ;  but  wifer  thou, 
From  the  bald  mountain  or  the  barren  downs, 
Esp.dt  the  flocks  by  frugal  nature  fed; 
A  race  of  purer  blood,  with  exercife 
Refin'd,  and  fcanty  fare  :   for,  old  or  young, 
The  flall'd  are  never  healthy  ;  nor  the  cramm'd« 
Not  all  the  culinary  arts  can  tame 
To  wholefome  food  the  abominable  growth 
Of  reft  and  gluttony  ;   the  prudent  tafle 
RejetSts  like  bane  fuch  lothefome  lufcioufnefs. 
The  languid  ftomach  curfes  even  the  pure 
Delicious  fat,  and  all  the  race  of  oil : 
For  more  the  oily  aliments  relax 
Its  feeble  tone;  and  with  the  eager  lymph, 
Fond  to  incorporate  with  all  it  meets, 
Coily  they  mix,  and  fhun  with  flippery  wUet 
The  vvoo'd  embrace.  Th'  irrefoluble  oil, 
So  gentle  late  and  blandifhing,  in  floods 
Of  rancid  bile  o'erflows :  what  tumults  hence, 
What  horrors  rife,  were  naufeous  to  relate. 
Choofe  leaner  viands,  ye  whofe  jovial  make 
Too  faft  the  gummy  nutriment  imbibes  : 
Choofe  fober  meals;  and  roufe  to  a<Stive  life 
Your  cumbrous  clay  ;  nor  on  th'  infcebling  down, 
Irrefolute,  protradl  the  morning  hours. 
But  let  the  man  whofe  bones  are  thinly  clad, 
With  cheerful  eafe  and  fucculent  repaft, 
Improve  his  habit  if  he  can  ;   fi-r  each 
Extreme  departs  from  perfe(5t  faulty. 

I  could  relate  what  table  this  demandu, 
Or  that  complexion;  what  the  various  powers 
Of  various  foods  :  but  fifty  years  would  roll, 
And  fifty  more, before  the  tale  were  done. 
Ik-ndes,  there  often  lurks  fome  namelefs,  ftrange, 
Peculiar  thing;  nor  on  the  fkin  difp!ay"d, 
Felt  in  the  jiulfe,  nor  in  the  h.ibit  feep  ; 
Which  finds  apoifon  in  the  food  that  mod 
'i  he  tenip'rature  afieits.  There  are,  whofe  blood 
Impetuous  rages  through  the  turgid  veins, 
Who  be;ter  bear  the  fiery  fruits  of  Ind 
Than  the  moift  melon,  or  pale  cucumber. 
Of  chilly  nature  others  fly  the  board 
Sujiply'd  with  flaughter,  and  the  vernal  power* 
For  cooler,  kinder,  lulterance  implore. 
Some  even  the  generous  nutriment  ddteft, 
Which,  in  the  fiiell,  the  fleeping  embryo  rears. 
Some,  more  unhappy  ftdl,  repent  the  gifts 
Of  Pales ;  foft,  delicious,  and  benign  : 
The  balmy  quinteffence  of  every  flower, 
And  every  grateful  herb  that  decks  the  fpripg{ 
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*rlie  foft'ring  dew  of  tender  fprouting  life  ; 

The  befl  refecSlion  of  declining  age  ; 

The  kind  reftorativc  of  rhofc  who  lie 

Half  dead  and  panting,  from  the  doubtful  ftrifc 

Ol  nature  ftrugglinw  in  the  grafp  of  death. 

Try  all  the  bounties  of  this  fertile  globe, 

There  is  not  fuch  a  falutary  food 

A3  luits  witii  every  ftoniach.  But  (except, 

Amid  the  min^jled  mafs  of  fifh  and  fowl, 

And  boil'd  and  bak'd,  you  hefitate  by  which 

You  funk  opprefs'd,  or  whether  not  by  all) ; 

Taught  by  experience,  f  )0n  you  may  dilcern 

What  pleafes,  what  offends.   Av^iid  the  cates 

That  lull  the  ficken'd  appetite  too  long  ; 

Or  heave  with  fev'rifh  flufliinj/s  all  the  face, 

Bum  in  thepa!ms,and  parch  the  roughningtonguc; 

Or  much  diminifli,  or  too  much  increafe 

Th'  expence  which  nature's  wife  economy, 

Without  or  wailc  or  avarice,  maintains. 

Such  cates  abjur'd,  let  prowling  hunger  loofc, 

And  bid  the  curious  palate  roam  at  will ; 

They  fcarce  can  err  amid  the  various  llores 

That  burfl  the  teeming  entrails  of  the  world. 

Led  by  fagacious  tafte,  the  ruthlefs  king 
Of  beads  on  bleod  and  flaughter  only  lives  ; 
The  tyger,  form'd  alike  to  cruel  meals, 
Would  at  the  manger  ftarve  :  of  milder  feedi 
The  generous  horfe  to  herbage  and  to  grain 
Confines  his  widi ;  though  fabling  Greece  refound 
The  ThraciaH  fteeds  with  human  carnage  wild. 
Prompted  by  inftinft's  never-erring  power. 
Each  creature  knows  its  proper  aliment ; 
But  man,  th'  inhabitant  of  every  clime, 
With  all  the  commoners  of  nature  feeds. 
I)ire{fted,  bounded,  by  this  power  within, 
Their  cravings  are  well-a:m'd  :   voluptuous  man 
Is  by  fuperior  faculties  mifled  ; 
Mifled  from  pleafure,  even  in  queft  of  joy. 
Sated  with  nature's  boons,  what  thoufands  feck, 
With  difhes  tortur'd  from  their  native  tade, 
And  mad  variety,  to  fpiir  beyond 
Its  wifer  will  the  jaded  appetite  !  x 

Is  this  for  pleafure  ?  Learn  a  jufter  tafte ; 
And  know  that  temperance  is  true  luxury. 
Or  is  it  pride  ?  Furfue  fome  nobler  ami, 
Dilmifsyour  parafitei?,  who  praifc  for  hire  ; 
And  earn  the  fairefteem  of  honefl:  men, 
Whofe  praife  is  fame    Form'd  of  luch  clay  as  yours, 
The  fick,  the  needy  fliivcr  at  your  gares. 
Even  modtfl  want  may  blels  your  hand  unfeen,  ' 
Though  hufh'd  in  patient  wretchednefs  at  home. 
Is  there  no  virgm,  grac'd  with  every  charm 
But  that  which  binds  the  mercenary  vow  ? 
No  youth  of  genius,  whofe  negleAed  bloom, 
tfnfofter'd,  Cckens  in  the  barren  fhade  ? 
IMo  worthy  man   by  fnrtune'.i  random  blows, 
Or  by  a  heart  too  generous  and  humajie, 
Conftrain'd  to  leave  his  bappy  natal  feat. 
And  figh  for  wants  more  bitter  than  his  own  ? 
There  are,  while  human  miferies  abound, 
A  thoufand  ways  to  wafte  fupcrfluous  wealth, 
Without  one  fool  or  flatterer  at  your  board, 
Witho'it  one  hour  of  ficknefs  or  dil'guft. 

But  oth«r  ills  th'  ambiguous  feaft  purfuCi^ 
Befides  provoking  the  lafciviou»  taAe. 
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Such  various  foods,  though  har.mlefs  each  alone, 
Each  other  violate  .  and  oft  we  fee 
What  ftrife  is  brew'd,  and  what  pernicious  bane. 
From  combination*  of  innoxious  things. 
I  h'  unbounded  tafte  I  mean  not  to  confine 
To  hermit's  diet  needlcf-^ly  fevere. 
But  would  you  long  the  fweets  of  health  enjoy, 
Or  hufband  pleafure,  at  one  impious  meal 
Exhauft  not  lialf  tha  bounties  of  the  year, 
Of  every  realm.  It  matters  not,  meanwhile, 
How  much  to-morrow  differ  from  to. day  j 
So  far  indulge  :  'tis  fit,  befides,  that  man, 
To  change  obnoxious,  be  to  change  inur'd. 
But  ftay  the  curious  appetite,  and  tafte 
With  caution  fruits  you  never  tried  before. 
For  want  of  ufe  the  kindcft  aliment 
Sometimes  offends ;  while  cuftom  tames  the  rage 
Of  poifon  to  miid  amity  with  life. 

So  Heav'n  has  form'd  us  to  the  general  tafte 
Of  all  its  gifts  :  fo  cuftom  has  improv'd 
This  bent  of  nature  ;  that  few  fimple  foods, 
Of  all  that  earth,  or  air,  or  ocean  yield. 
But  by  exccfs  offend.  Beyond  the  fenfe 
Of  light  IrefecSion,  at  the  genial  board 
Indulge  not  often;  nor  protraefl:  the  feaft 
To  dull  fatiety ;  till  foft  and  flow 
A  drowfy  death  creeps  on,  th'  expanCve  foul 
Opprefs'd,  and  fmother'd  the  celeftial  fire, 
riie  ftomach,  urg'd  beyond  its  a<5live  tonej 
Hardly  to  nutrimental  chyle  fubdues 
The  fofteft  food  :  unfinifli'd  and  deprav'd, 
The  chyle,  in  all  its  future  wanderings,  owns 
Its  turbid  fountain  ;  not  by  purer  ftreams 
So  to  be  clear'd,  butf^ulnefs  will  remain; 
To  fparkling  wine  what  ferment  can  exalt 
Th'  unripen'd  grape  ?  Or  what  mechanic  fkill. 
From  the  crude  ere,  can  fpin  the  dudtile  gold  ? 

Grofs  riot  treafures  up  a  wealthy  fund 
Of  plagues  :  but  more  immedicable  ills 
.Attend  the  lean  extreme.   For  phyfi^  knowa 
How  io  difb'irden  the  too  tumid  veins. 
Even  how  to  ripen  the  half-labour'd  blood  : 
But  to  unlock  the  elemental  tubes, 
Collaps'd  and  flirunk  with  long  inanity. 
And  with  balfamic  nutriment  repair 
The  dried  and  vv'orn-out  habit,  were  to  bid 
Old  age  grow  green,  and  wear  a  IVc'  nd  fpring; 
Or  the  tall  afli,  long  ravifli'd  from  the  foil, 
I'hrough  wirhcr'd  vein~  imbibe  the  vernal  dew. 
When  hunger  calls,  obey  ;  nor  often  wait 
Till  hunger  ftiarpen  to  corroCvt-  pain  : 
For  the  keen  appetite  will  feaft  beyond 
What  nature  well  can  bear;  and  one  extreme 
Ne'er  without  danger  meets  its  own  reveifc. 
Too  greedily  th'exhaufted  veins  abforb 
The  recent  chyle,  and  load  enfeebled  poweri 
Oit  to  th'  exti'ijRion  of  the  vital  flame. 
Vo  the  pale  Cities,  by  the  firm-fet  fage 
And  famine  humbkd,  may  this  verfe  be  borne  ; 
And  hear,  yt  hardieft  f.ins  that  Albion  breeds, 
Longtofs'd  and  familh'd  on  the  wint'ry  main  ; 
The  war  ftiook  <  ff ,  or  hofpitable  fliore 
Attain  d,  with  temperance  bear  the  Ihcck  of  joy; 
Nor  crovi'n  with  felHve  rites  th'  aufpicious  day  : 
Such  feaft  might  prove  note  fatsl  than  the  waves, 
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Than  war  or  famine.  While  the  vital  fire 
Burns  feebly,  heap  not  the  green  fuel  on  ; 
But  prudently  foment  the  wandering  fpark 
With  what  the  fooncft  feeds  its  kindred  touch  : 
Be  frugal  ev'n  of  that :  a  little  give 
At  firft  •  that  kindled,  add  a  httle  more  ; 
Till,  by  deliberate  nourifhing,  the  flame 
Reviv'd,  with  all  its  wonted  vigour  glows. 

But  though  the  two  (the  full  and  the  jcju'tie) 
Extremes  have  each  their  vice  ;  it  much  avails 
Ever  with  gentle  tide  to  ebb  and  flow 
From  this  to  that :  fo  nature  learns  to  bear 
Whatever  chance  or  headlong  appetite 
May  bring.  Bcfides,  a  meagre  day  fubdues 
The  cruder  clods  by  fioth  or  luxury 
Colle<5led,  and  unloads  the  wheels  of  life. 
Sometimes  a  coy  averfion  to  the  feafc 
Comes  on,  while  yet  no  blacker  omen  lours ; 
Then  is  a  time  to  fhun  the  tempting  board, 
Were  it  your  natal  or  your  nuptial  day. 
Perhaps  a  faft  fo  fealonable  ftarves 
The  latent  feeds  of  woe,  which,  rooted  once, 
Might  coil  you  labour.   But  the  day  rcturn'd 
Of  feftal  luxury,  the  wife  indulge 
Moft  in  the  tender  vegeta!)le  breed  : 
Then  chiefly,  when  the  fummer  beams  inflame 
The  brazen  heavens;  or  angry  Sirius  flieds 
A  feverifli  taint  through  the  ftill  gulf  of  air. 
The  moift  cool  viands  then,  and  flowing  cup, 
From  the  frefli  dairy-virgin's  liberal  hand 
Will  fave  your  head  from  harm,  though  round  the 

world 
The  dreaded  *  canfos  roll  his  waftsful  fires. 
Pale  humid  winter  loves  the  generous  hoard, 
The  meal  more  copious,  and  a  warmer  fare  ; 
And  longs,  with  old  wood  and  old  wine,  to  cheer 
His  quaking  heart,  The  feafon's  which  divide 
Th'  empires  of  heat  and  cold  (by  neither  claim'd, 
Influenc'd  by  both),  a  middle  regimen 
Impofe. .  Through  autumn's  languifhing  domain 
Del'cending,  nature  by  degrees  invites 
To  glowing  luxury.   But  from  the  depth 
Of  winter,  when  th'  invigorated  year 
Enierges  ;  when  Favonius  flufti'd  with  love, 
Toyful  and  young,  in  every  breeze  defcends 
More  warm  and  wanton  on  his  kindling  bride  ; 
Then,  fliepherds,  then  begin  to  fpare  your  flocks ; 
And  learn,  with  wile  humanity,  to  check 
The  lufl.  of  blood.   Now  pregnant  earth  commits 
A  various  oftljpring  to  th'  indulgent  Iky  : 
Now  bounteous  nature  feeds  with  lavilh  hand 
The  prone  creation  ;  yields  what  once  fuffic'd 
Their   dainty   fovereign,    when    the   world    was 

young ; 
Ere  yet  the  barbarou'  thlrft  of  blood  had  feiz'd 
The  human  bread. — Each  rolling  month  matures 
The  food  that  fuits  it  moll;   fo  does  each  cUmc. 

Far  in  tlie  horrid  realnis  of  winter,  w'lere 
Th'  eftablifli'd  ocean  heaps  a  monllrous  walle 
Of  fhining  rocks  and  mountains  to  the  pole  ; 
There  lives  a  hardy  race,  whofe  piainelt  wants 
Relentlefs  earth,  their  cruel  (lepmother 
Regards  nor.  O.i  the  walle  of  iron  li.lds, 

•    the  hurnina  Jivtr, 


Untam'd,  untradlable,  no  harveflswave  ?  * 

Pomona  hates  them,  and  the  clownifli  god 

Who  tends  the  garden.  In  this  frozen  world 

Such  cooling  gifts  were  vain  :  a  fitter  meal 

Is  earn'd  wirh  eafe  ;  for  here  the  fruitful  fpawn 

Of  ocean  fwarms,  and  heaps  their  genial  board 

With  generous  fare  and  luxury  profufe. 

Thefe  are  their  bread,  the  only  bread  they  know; 

Thefe,  and  thr ir  willing  flave  the  deer  that  crops 

The  fiirubby  herbage  on  their  meagre  hills. 

Girt  by  the  burning  zone,  not  thus  the  fouth 

Her  fwarthy  fons  in  either  Ind,  maintains: 

Or  thirfty  Libya;  from  whofe  fervid  loins 

The  lion  burlls,  and  every  fiend  that  roams 

Th'  affrighted  wildernefs.    The  mountain  herd, 

.A.duft  and  dry,  no  fweet  rcpaft  affords: 

Nur  does  the  tepid  main  fuch  kinds  produce. 

So  pcrfedt;  fo  delicious,  as  the  flioals 

Ot  icy  Zembla.     Ralhly  where  the  blood 

Brews  fe veriih  frays ;  where  fcarce  the  tubes  fuftain 

Its  tumid  fervour  and  lempefluous  courfe  ; 

Kmd  nature  tempts  not  to  fuch  gifts  as  thefe. 

But  here  in  livid  ripenefs  melts  the  grape  : 

Here,  finifh'd  by  invigorating  funs, 

Through  the  green  fliade  the  golden  orange  glows; 

Spontaneous  here  the  turgid  melon  yields 

A  generous  pulp:   the  coco  fwells  on  high 

With  milky  riches;  and  in  horrid  mail 

The  crifp  ananas  wraps  its  poignant  fwcets* 

Earth's  vaunted  progeny  :  in  ruier  air 

Too  coy  to  flourifn,  even  too  proud  to  live; 

Or  hardly  rais'd  by  artificial  fire 

To  vapid  life.     Here  with  a  mother's  fmile 

Glad  ^malthca  pours  her  copious  horn. 

Here  buxom  Ceres  reigns  :    Th'  autumnal  fea 

in  boundlefs  billows  fludluates  o'er  their  plains. 

What  fuits  the  climate  beft,  what  fuits  the  men, 

Nature  profufes  moft,  and  mofl  the  talle 

Demand;.     The  fountain,  edg'd  with  racy  wine 

Or  acid  fruit,  bedews  their  thirfty  fouls. 

The  breeze  eternal  breathing  round  their  limbs 

Si'pports  in  el(e  intolerable  air  : 

Wliile  the  cool  palm,  the  plaintain,  and  the  grove 

That  waves  on  gloomy  Lebanon,  afluage 

Tlic  torrid  hell  that  beams  upon  their  heads. 

Now  come,  yc  Naiads,  to  the  fountains  lead ; 
Now  let  me  wander  thri)ugh  your  gelid  reign. 
I  burn  to  view  th'  enthufiaftic  wilds 
By  mortal  elfe  untrod.     I  hear  the  din 
Of  waters  thund'ring  o'er  the  ruin'd  cliffs. 
With  holy  reverence  I  aj)proach  the  rocks 
Whence  glide  the  llreanis  renown'd  in  ancient  fong. 
Here  from  the  defert  down  the  rumbling  fteep 
Firil  fprings  the  Nile  ;  here  burils  the  founding  Po 
In  angry  waves;  Euphrates  hence  devolves 
A  mighty  flood  to  water  half  the  caft; 
And  there,  in  Gothic  folitude  reclin'd, 
Tiie  cheetlefs  Tanais  pours  his  h'lary  urn. 
What  folemn  twilight  !   What  llujiendous  (hades 
Enrap  thefe  infant  floods'.   Through  every  nerve 
A  facred  horror  thrills,  a  pleafing  fear 
Glides  o'er  my  frame.    The  fored  deepens  round; 
And  mere  gigantic  ftill  th'  impending  trees 
Stretch  their  extrav;igant  arms  athwart  the  gloonii 
Are  thefe  tho  confines  of  fomc  fairy  vi^orld? 
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A  'and  of  genii  ?  Say,  beyond  thefe  wilds 
What  unknown  nations  ?  If  indeed  beyond 
Aught  habitable  lies.     And  whither  leads. 
To  whaf  ftrange  rejrions,  or  of  blifs  or  pain, 
That  fubterraneous  way  ?   Propitious  maids, 
Condudt  me,  while  with  fearful  fleps  1  tread 
This  trembling  ground.    The  talk  r^-niuiiis  to  fin 
Your  gifts  (fo  Pa;on,  fo  the  powers  of  health 
Command)  to  praife  your  crydal  element ; 
The  chief  ingredient  in  heaven's  various' works  ; 
Whofe  flexile  genius  fparkles  in  the  gem, 
Grows  firnj  in  oak,  and  fugitive  in  wine ; 
The  Vehicle,  the  fource,  of  nutriment 
And4ife,  io  iill  that  vegetate  or  live. 

O  comfortable  dreams  !  With  eager  lips 
And  trembling  hand  rhe  languid  thirfty  quaff 
New  life  in  you  ;  frefh  vigour  fills  their  veins. 
No  wirmer  cups  the  rural  ages  knew  ; 
None  warmer  fonght  the  fires  of  human  kind. 
Happy  in  temperate  peace  !   Their  equal  days 
Felt  not  th'  alternate  fits  of  feverifh  mirth. 
And  fick  dejeAion.     Still  ferene  and  plcus'd 
Tiiey  knew  no  pains  but  what  the  tender  foul 
With  pleafure  yields  to,  and  would  ne'er  forget. 
B'cft  with  divine  immunity  from  ails, 
Long  centuries  they  liv'd  ;   their  only  fate 
Was  ripe  old  age,  and  rather  fleep  than  death. 
Oh  !  could  thofc  worthies  from  the  world  of  gods 
Return  to  vifit  their  degenerate  fon?. 
How  would  they  fcorn  the  joys  of  modern  time, 
Willi  all  our  art  and  toil  improv'd  to  pain  1 
Too  happy  they  '.   but  wealth  brought  luxury, 
And  luxury  on  flo'h  begot  difeafe. 

Learn  temperance,  friends;    and  her  without 
difdiiin 
The  choice  of  water.     Thus  the  '*  Cnan  fage 
Opin'd,  and  thus  the  learn'd  of  every  Cchool. 
What  lead  of  foreign  principles  partakes 
Is  bed  :  The  ligktefl  then;  what  bears  the  touch 
Of  fire  the  lead,  and  fooned  mounts  in  air; 
The  mod  infipid  ;  the  mod  void  offmell. 
S'lch  the  rude  mountain  from  his  honid  fides 
Pours  down  ;  Aich  waters  in  the  faiidy  vale 
For  ever  boil,  alike  of  winter  frods 
And  fumnier's  heat  lecure.     The  crydal  dream, 
Through  rocks  reloumling,  or  for  many  a  mile 
O'er  the  chaf 'd  pebbles  hurl'd,  yields  vvholefome, 

pure 
And  mellow  draughts ;  except  when  winter  thaws, 
And  half  the  mr.untains  melt  into  the  tide. 
Though  thi.d  were  e'er  fo  refolute,  avoid 
The  fordid  lake,  and  all  fuvh  drowfy  floods 
As  fill  from  Lethe  Belgia's  flow  canals  ; 
(With  red  corrupt,  with  vegetation  green; 
Sq  lalid  with  generation,  and  the  birth 
Of  little  monders)  ;  till  the  power  of  fire 
Has  from  profane  embraces  dilengeg'd 
I'he  violated  lymph       The  virgin  dream 
In  boiling  wades  its  finer  foul  in  air. 

Nothing  like  fimple  element  dilutes 
The  food,  or  gives  the  chyle  fo  foon  to  flow. 
But  where  the  domach  indolent  and  cold 
'f  oy^  with  its  duty,  animate  with  wine 
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Th'  infipid  dream  :  Though  golden  Ceres  yields 

A  more  voluptuous,  a  ni'-re  fprightly  draught; 

Perhaps  more  aftive.      Wine  unmix'd,  and  all 

Tiie  gluey  floods  that  from  the  vex'd  abyfs 

Of  fermentation  fpring  ;  with  fpiiit  fraught. 

And  furious  with  intoxicating  fire  ; 

Retard  concoilion,  and  preferve  unthaw'd 

Th'  embodied  mafs.  You  fee  what  countlefs  years, 

F.mbalm'd  in  fiery  quintefccnce  of  wine, 

The  puny  wonders  of  the  reptile  world, 

The  tender  rudiments  of  life,  the  Aim 

Unravellings  of  minute  anatomy, 

Maintain  their  texture,  and  unchang'd  remain. 

We  curfe  not  wine  :  The  vile  eiccfs  we  blame; 
More  fruitful  than  th'  accumulated  board. 
Of  pain  and  mifery.      For  the  fubtle  draught 
FaAer  and  furer  fwells  the  vital  tide ; 
And  with  more  adlive  poifon,  than  the  floods 
Of  grofler  crudity  convey,  pervades 
The  far  remote  meanders  of  our  frame. 
Ah  !   fly  deceiver  1   Branded  o'er  and  o'er. 
Yet  dill  believ'd  !   Exulting  o'er  the  wreck 
Of  fober  vows  ; — But  the  Parnafian  maids 
'  An-jther  time  perhaps  fliall  fing  the  joys. 
The  fatal  charms,  the  many  woes  of  wine  ; 
Perhaps  its  various  tribes,  and  various  powers. 

Meantime,  I  would  not  always  dread  the  bowl. 
Nor  every  trefpafs  fliun.     The  feverifh  drife, 
Rous'd  by  the  rare  debauch,  fubduc:,  espells 
The  loitering  crudities  that  burden  life  ; 
And,  like  a  torrent  full  and  rapid,  clears 
Th'  obdrudted  tubes.     Befides,  this  redlefs  world 
I^  full  of  chances,  which  by  habit's  power 
To  learn  to  bear  is  eafier  than  to  fhun. 
Ah  !  when  ambition,  meagre  love  of  gold. 
Or  facred  country  calls,  with  meliovving  wine 
To  moiden  well  the  thirdy  fufTrages; 
Say  how,  unfeafon'd  to  the  midnight  frays 
Of  Ct-mus  and  his  rout,  wilt  thou  contend 
With  Centaurs  long  to  hardy  deeds  inur'd  : 
Then  learn  to  revel ;  but  by  flow  degrees : 
By  flow  degrees  the  liberal  arts  are  won  ; 
And  Hercules  grew  drong.    But  when  you  fmooth 
The  brows  of  care,  indulge  your  fedive  vein 
In  cups  by  well-inform'd  experience  found 
The  lead  your  bane  :  and  only  with  your  friends. 
'!  here  are  fweet  follies  ;  frailties  to  be  fecn 
By  friends  alone,  and  men  of  generous  minds, 

Oh  !  fcldom  may  the  fated  hours  return 
Of  drinking  deep  I  1  would  not  daily  tade, 
Except  when  life  declines,  even  fober  cups. 
Weak  withering  age  no  rigid  law  forbids, 
With  frugal  nedar,  fmooth  and  flow  with  balm. 
The  faplefs  ha'oit  daily  to  bedew. 
And  give  the  hefitating  wheels  of  life 
Gliblier  to  play.     But  youth  has  better  joys  : 
And  is  it  wife  when  youth  with  pleafure  flows. 
To  fquander  the  reliefs  of  age  and  pain  ! 

What  dextrous  thoufands  jud  within  the  goal 
Of  wild' debauch  diredh  their  nightly  courfe  1 
Perhaps  no  fitkly  qualms  bedim  their  days. 
No  morning  admonitions  fliock  the  head.  ,,,^ 

But  ah  !  what  woes  remain  !  Life  rolls  apace, 

*  Set  Baok  iv. 
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And  that  incura!)Ie  difeafe  old  age, 
In  youthful  boilit  •  more  feverely  felt, 
More  fttj-nly  atftive,  (hakes  their  blafted  prime  : 
txcept  kind  nature  by  feme  hafty  bl.w 
Prevent  the  lingering  fates.     For  know,  whate'cr 
Beyond  its  raturnl  fervocT  huTie*  on 
The  fanguine  tide  ;  whether  the  frequent  bowl, 
Kigh-feafon'd  fire,  or  excrrcife  to  toil 
Protrafled  ,  fpwrs  to  it>  l.nft  ftage  cir'd  life. 
And  fows  the  temples  with  untimely  f:;ow. 
When  life  is  new,  the  ductile  fii)rcs  feci 
The  heart's  i:.crci{ing  force;  apd.  day  by  day. 
The  growth  advance? :  till  the  larger  tubes, 
Acquiring  (frrni  their  'elemental  veins, 
Cc>i:denb'd  to  folii'  chords )  a  fir'»ier  tone, 
Suftain,  and  jufl  fultain,  th'  impetuous  blood. 
Here  flops  the  growth.     With  ov.  rbearing  pulfe 
And  preflure,  flill  the  great  dcflroy  the  fmall ; 
Still  with  the  ruinh  of  the  tmajl  grow  ftrcng. 
Life  glows  mean  time,  am*d  the  grinding  force 
Of  vifcoiis  fluids  and  ela/Hc  tube- ; 
Its  various  fun(5lions  vigorouily  are  piled 
By  ftrong  machinery  ;   and  in  folid  heajth 
The  man  confirnrd  long  triumj.iis  o'er  difeafe. 
But  the  full  ocean  ebbs:    1  here  is  a  point, 
By  nature  fix'd,  whence  life  muft  downward  tend. 
For  fti!l  the  beating  tide  corlolidates 
The  ftubborn  veflels,  more  re ludant  ftill 
To  the  weak  throbs  of  th'  ill-An  ported  heart. 
This  languifhifr,  thele  ftren^t^^'ning  by  degrees 
To  hard  unyielding  unelaftic  hoiie 
Through  tedious  channels  'he  congealing  flood 
—  Crawls  lazily,  and  hardly  wanders  on  ; 
It  loiters  fliil :   And  now  it  ftirs  ro  more. 
This  is  the  petiod  few  attain  ;  the  death 
Of  nature;  thus  (fo  htav'n  ordaiii'd  u)  life 
lJeftroysi:feIf ;  and  could  thefe  laws  have  chang'd, 
Keftor  might  now  the  fates  of  Troy  relate; 
And  Homer  live  immortal  as  his  long.  [flood 

What  does  not  fade  \  1'he  tcwer  that  long  had 
The  crufh  of  thunder  and  the  warring  wiiids. 
Shock  by  the  flow  but  fure  deltroyer  tin-.e, 
Is'ow  hangs  in  doutitful  ruins  o'er  its  bale. 
And  flinty  pyramids,  and  vi  alL  of  hrafs, 
De.cctjd  :    the  Babylonian  /pires  are  funk  ; 
Achaia,  Rome,  and  Egy|f  moulder  down. 
Time  iKikes  the  flable  tyranny  of  thrones, 
Ai  d  tottering  empires  rufli  by  their  own  weight. 
This  huge  rotundity  we  tread  grows  old  ; 
And  all  tl  ofe  worlds  that  roil  around  the  fun, 
■  The  fun  himfelf.  fhall  die;   and  ancient  night 
Again  ii^volve  the  defolate  abyl's: 

*  In  the  human  body,  at  ivcll  as  in  thqfe  of  other 
ai:mals,  tie  larger  blood  VS'  els  an  crmpojed  of'  fmall er 
§nes  ;  iL-hicb,  by  the  •violent  mctuii  and  pi  tJTure  of  the 
Jiiidi  in  the  large  "vrffcls,  loje  their  ca-vilia  by  degrees, 
and  degenerate  into  im/.er'uioiis  chords  or  fibres,  jn  pro- 
for:ir,n  as  tbcfe  fivati  t'tjfels  bccume  Jolid.  the  large*  iKiifi 
of  cnurj'e  groiu  lef>  exteifile,  jriore  rigid,  and  make  a 
flior.^cr  reftfiai'Ce  to  tie  aitioii  of  the  he^irt,  end  force  of 
the  blood.  JFi  im  this  gradual  cvndcnfatiou  oj  the  fmaljer 
•vefjels ,  andco'fequeat  rigidity  of  the  larger  ones,  the 
f>"'g>efi  of  the  human  Udy  ftom  infancy  to  fid  age  is 
tiiounied  for<n 


Till  the  great  Father  through  the  lifelefs  glooQ 

Extend  his  arm  to  light  atfother  wprld. 

And  bid  new  planets  roll  by  other  laws. 

For  though  the  regions  of  unbounded  fpace, 

Where  unconfin'd  Omnipotence  has  room, 

Bein.j,  in  various  fyftemg,  flucSuates  ftill 

Between  creation  and  abhorr'd  decay  : 

\i  ever  did ;  perhaps  and  ever  will. 

New  worlds  are  ftill  emerging  from  the  deep* 

The  Old  defcendiiig,  in  their  turns  to  rife. 

BOOK  III. 

EXERCISE. 

Through  various  toils  th' adventurous  mufe  bas ' 

pall , 
But  half  (he  tuil,  and  more  than  half,  remains. 
Rule  is  her  theme,  and  hardly  fit  for  fong; 
Flam,  and  of  little  ornament;  and  1 
But  little  pradiis'd  in  th'  Aonian  arts. 
Vet  not  in  v^in  fuch  labours  have  we  tried, 
H  aught  thefe  lay«  the  fickle  health  confirm. 
l"o  you.  ye  delicate,  I  write ;   for  you 
I  tame  my  youth  to  philofiphic  cares, 
.\ud  grow  ftill  paler  by  the  midnight  lamps. 
Not  to  debditate  with  timorous  rules 
A  hardy  frame  ;  nor  needlefsly  to  brave 
Inglorious  dangers,  proud  of  mortal  ilrength; 
Is  111  the  Icff  n  that  in  v^holefome  years 
Concerns  the  ftrong.    Hi-  care  were  ill  beftow'd 
Who  would  with  warm  efieminacy  nurfe 
The  tnriving  eak  which  on  the  mountain's  brow 
Bears  all  the  blafts  that  fweep  the  wint'ry  heav'n. 

Behold  the  labourer  of  the  glebe,  who  toils 
In  dvft,  in  rain,  in  cold  and  fultry  fkies; 
Save  but  the  grain  from  mildews  and  the  flood| 
Nought  ai.xious  he  what  fickly  ftarfi  afcend. 
He  knows  no  laws  by  hfculapius  given  ; 
He  ftudies  none.     Yet  him  nor  midnight  fogs 
In.fell,  nor  thnfe  enven.  m'd  fhafts  that  fly 
When  rabid  Siriiis  fires  th'  autumnal  noon. 
His  habit  pure  wiih  plain  and  temjierate  meall^ 
Robiill  with  labour,  and  by  cuftom  fteel'd 
i  o  eveiy  cafualty  of  varien  life; 
Serene  he  brars  the  pftvifti  eaftern  blaft, 
Aud  uniiifedled  breathes  the  mortal  iouth. 
Such  the  reward    't  rude  and  fober  life; 
Of  labour  fuch.      By  health  the  peaLmt's  toil 
Is  well  repaid;   if  cxercife  were  pain 
Indeed,  and  tem'^er^ijce  pain.    By  arts  like  thefe 
Laconia  nurs'd  of  old  her  Iiardy  fon» ; 
And  Rome's  iinconqu-  i  'd  legi  ns  urg'd  tiieir  way. 
Unhurt,  through  every  toil  in  evciy  dure. 

Toil,  and  be  ftrong.     By  toil  the  flaccid  rerves 
Gr(;w  firm,  and  gairi  a  more  con  puft.d  toi.e ; 
The  j.'reener  juices  arc  by  toil  lib<  li'o, 
iVMlow'd,  and  fubtiliz'd  ;   the  v^pid  old 
iixpi  U'li,  and  all  the  rancour  <  i  ihe  b.  od 
Come,  my  conipanion>-,  ye  who  Kel  the  charms 
()[  nature  and  the  year:    come,  h  t  u*  Itruy 
Where  chance  or  faticy  leao'-  our  roving  w«lk  : 
Come,  while  the  fott  voluptuous  breeze  t-m 
The  fleecy  heavens,  enwrap  the  limbs  in  balm. 
And  flied  a  charming  languor  o'er  the  U  ul 
Nor  when  bright  winter  Ibws  wjt^  prickly  iroft 
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The  vigorous  ether,  in  unmanly  warmth 
Indulge  at  home  ;  nor  even  when  Eurua'  blafts 
This  way  and  that  convolve  the  lab'ring  woods. 
My  liberal  walks,  fave  when  the  Ikies  in  rain 
Or  fogs  relent,  no  fcafon  fliould  confine 
Or  to  the  cloiiler'd  gallery  or  arcade. 
Go,  climb  the  mountain  ;  from  th'  ethereal  fource 
Imbibe  the  recent  gzle.     1  he  cheerful  morn 
Beams  o'er  the  hills  ;  go,  mount  th'  exulting  fteed. 
Already,  fee,  the  deep-mouth'd  beagles  catch 
The  tainted  mazes  ;  and,  on  eager  fport 
Intent  with  emulous  impatience  try 
Each  doubtful  trace.     Or,  if  a  nobler  prey 
Delight  you  more,  go  chafe  the  defperate  deer; 
And  through  its  deepeft  folitudes  awake 
The  vocal  forefl  with  the  jovial  horn. 

But  if  the  breathlefs  chafe  o'er  hill  and  dale 
Exceed  your  flrength  ;  a  fport  of  lefs  fatigue, 
Not  lefs  delightful  the  prolific  flream 
Affords.     The  cryllal  rivulet,  that  o'er 
A  ftony  channel  roils  its  rapid  maze,  [bounds 

Swarms  with  the  filver  fry.     Such,  through  the 
Of  paftoral  Stafford,  runs  the  brawling  Trent ; 
Such  Eden,  fprung  from  Cumbrian  mountains; 
fuch  [flream 

The  Elk,  w'erhung  with  woods;   and  fuch  the 
On  whcfe  Arcadian  banks  I  firft  drew  air, 
Liddal ;  till  now,  except  in  Doric  lays 
Tun'd  to  her  murmurs  by  her  love-fick  fwains. 
Unknown  in  fong  :  Though  not  a  purer  ftrei»m, 
Through  meads  more  flowery  or  more  romantic 
groves,  [flood  ! 

Rolls  toward  the    weftern  main.     Hail,   facred 
May  ftiil  thy  hofpitable  fwains  be  bleft 
In  rural  innocence ;  thy  mountains  ftill 
Teem  with  the  fleecy  race  ;  thy  tuneful  woods 
For  ever  flourifn  ;  and  thy  vales  look  gay 
With  painted  meadows,  and  the  golden  grain  I 
Oft  with  thy  blooming  fons,  when  life  was  new, 
Sportive  and  petulent,  and  charm'd  with  toys, 
In  thy  tranfparent  eddies  have  I  lav'd : 
Oft  trac'd  with  patient  fteps  thy  fairy  banks, 
With  the  well-imitated  fly  to  hook 
The  eager  trout,  and  with  the  llender  line 
And  yielding  rod  folicit  to  the  ihore 
The  ftruf;gling  panting  prey  ;  while  vernal  clouds: 
And  tepid  gales  obfcur'd  the  ruffled  pool, 
And   from  the   deeps  call'd  forth   the    wanton 
fwarms. 
Form'd  on  the  Samian  fchool,  or  thofe  of  Ind, 
There  are  who  think  thcfe  paflimes  fcarce  hu- 
mane. 
Yet  in  my  mind  (and  not  relentlefs  I) 
His  life  is  pure  that  wears  no  fouler  ftains. 
But  if  through  genuine  tendernefs  of  heart, 
Or  fecret  want  of  relilli  for  the  game, 
You  fliun  the  gleries  of  the  chafe,  nor  care 
To  haunt  the  peopled  ftream  ;  the  garden  yields 
A  foft  amufement,  an  humane  delight. 
-51^0  raife  th'  infipid  nature  of  the  ground; 
Or  tame  its  favage  genius  to  the  grace 
Of  curelefs  fweet  rufticity,  that  feems 
The  amiable  refult  of  happy  chance, 
h  to  create;   and  gives  a  godlike  joy, 
iVhiih  every  year  improves.    Nor  thou  difdaio 


To  check  the  lawlefs  riot  of  the  trees. 
To  plant  the  grove,  or  turn  the  barren  msuld. 
O  happy  he  !  whom,  when  his  years  decline, 
(His  fortune  and  his  fame  by  wurthy  mean* 
Attain'd,  and  equal  to  his  moderate  mind  ; 
His  life  approv'd  by  all  the  wife  and  good, 
Even  envied  by  the  vain)  the  peaceful  grovel 
Of  Epicurus,  from  this  flormy  work!. 
Receive  to  reft  ;  of  all  ungrateful  cares 
Abfoiv'd,  and  facred  from  the  fcififli  crowd. 
Happieil  of  men  !  if  the  fame  foil  invites 
A  chofen  few,  co.iipanions  of  his  youth. 
Once  fellow-rakes  perhaps,  now  rural  friends; 
With  whom  in  eafy  commerce  to  purfue 
Nature's  free  charms,  and  vie  forfylvan  fame  : 
A  fair  ambition  ;  void  of  ftrife  or  guile. 
Or  jealoufy,  or  pain  to  be  outdone. 
Who  plans  th'  enchanted  garden,  who  diredls  , 
riie  viflo  bell,  and  beft  condudls  the  flream  ; 
Whofe  groves  the  farteft  thicken  and  afccnd  ; 
Whomfirft  the  welcome  fpringfalutes;  who  fliow* 
The  earliefl  bloom,  the  fweeteft  proudeft  charms 
Of  Flora  ,   who  beft  gives  Poaiona's  juice 
To  match  the  fpnghtly  genius  of  champain. 
Thrice  happy  days  !  in  rural  bufinefs  pail : 
Bleft  winter  nights!  when  as  the  genial  fire 
Cheers  the  wide  hall,  his  cordial  family 
With  fofc  domeftic  arts  the  hours  beguile. 
Andpleafing  talk  that  ftarrs  no  timorous  fame. 
With  witlefs  wantonncfs  to  hunt  it  down  ; 
Or  through  the  fairy  land  of  tale  or  fong 
Delighted  wander,  in  fidlitious  fates 
Engag'd,  and  all  that  ft'ikes  humanity  : 
fill  loft  in  fable,  they  the  ftealing  hour 
Of  timely  reft  forget.     Sometim;;s,  at  eve 
Hi^  neighbours  lift  the  latch,  and  blefs  unbid 
His  fefial  roof;  while,  o'er  the  light  repaft. 
And  fprightly  cup*:,  they  mix  in  focial  joy  ; 
And,  through  the  maze  of  converfatioHj  trace 
Whate'eramufes  or  imprnves  the  mind. 
Sometimes  at  eve  (for  I  delight  to  tafte 
ihe'native  zeft  and  flavour  of  the  fruit. 
Where  fenfe  grows  wild  and  takes  of  no  manure) 
The  decent,  honeft,  cheerful  hufbandman 
Should  drown  his  labours  in  my  friendly  bowl; 
And  at  my  table  find  himfelf  at  home. 

Whate'er  you  ftudy,  in  whate'er  you  fweat. 
Indulge  your  tafte.     Some  love  the  manly  foils  ; 
The  tennis  fome  ;  and  fome  the  graceful  dance. 
Others  more  hardy,  range  the  purple  heath. 
Or  naked  ftubble;  where  from  field  to  field 
The  founding  coveys  urge  their  labouring  flight ; 
Eager  amid  the  rifing  cloud  to  pour 
The  gun's  unerring  thunder  ;  And  there  are 
Whom  ftill  the  *  meed  of  the  green  archer  charms. 
He  choofes  beft, whofe  labour  entertains 
His  vacant  fancy  moft  :   The  toil  you  hate 
Fatigues  you  foon,  and  fcarce  improves  your  limbs* 

As  beauty  ftill  has  blemifh  ;  and  the  mind 
The  moft  accomplifti'd  its  imperfeft  fide ; 
Few  bodies  a:e  there  of  that  happy  mould 
But  fome  one  part  is  weaker  than  the  reft  : 


*    T/j!s  "word  is  much  ufed  by  fome  of  thi  old  E«F^^ 
t'Jh  fQets,  and Jignijies  Heieard  ir  JPrizt, 


r,f> 
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The  legs,  perhaps,  or  arms  refufe  their  load, 

Or  the  cheft  labours.     Thefe  affiduoufly, 

But  gently,  in  their  proper  arts  employ'd, 

Acquire  a  vigour  and  fpringy  avflivity 

To  which  they  were  not  born.    But  weaker  parts 

Abhor  fatigue  and  violent  difcipline. 

Begin  with  gentle  tolls ;  and,  as  your  nerves 
Grow  firm,  to  hardier  by  juft  fteps  afpire. 
The  prudent,  even  in  every  moderate  walk, 
At  firft  but  fauntcr  ;  and  by  flow  degrees 
Increafe  their  pace.     This  dodlrine  of  the  wife 
Well  knows  the  mafter  of  the  flying  fteed. 
Firft  from  the  goal  the  raanag'd  courfers  play 
On  bended  reins  :  as  yet  the  iltilful  youth 
Reprefs  their  foamy  pride  ;  but  every  breath 
The  race  grows  warmer,  and  the  tempeft  fwells; 
Till  all  rhe  fiery  mettle  has  its  way, 
And  the  thick  thunder  hurries  o'er  the  plain. 
When  all  at  once  from  indolence  to  toil 
You  fpring,  the  fibres  by  the  hafty  fliock 
Are  rir'd  and  crack'd,  before  their  undtuoOs  coats, 
Comprefs'd,  can  pour  the  lubricating  balm. 
Befides,  coUedled  in  the  paflive  veins, 
The  purple  mafs  a  fudden  torrent  rolls, 
O'erpowcrs  the  heart  and  deluges  the  lungs 
Wiih  dangerous  inundation  :  oft  the  fource 
Of  fatal  woes  ;  a  cough  that  foams  with  blood, 
Aflhma  and  feller  *  peripneumnny. 
Or  the  flow  minings  of  the  heftic  fire. 

Th'  athletic  fool,  to  whom  what  heav'n  deny'd 
Of  foul,  is  well  compcnf  ited  in  limbs. 
Oft  from  his  rage,  or  brainiefs  frolic,  feels 
His  vegetatif^n  and  brute  force  decay. 
The  men  of  better  clay  and  finer  mould 
Know  nature,  feel  the  human  dignity  ; 
And  fcorn  to  vie  with  oxen  or  with  apes. 
Purfu'd  prolixly,  even  the  gentleft  toil 
Is  wafle  of  health  :   repofe  by  fmall  fatigue 
Is  earn'd  ;  and  (where  your  habit  is  not  prone 
To  thaw)  by  the  firft  moillure  of  the  brows. 
The  fine  and  fubtle  fpirits  coft  too  much 
To  be  profiis'd,  too  much  the  rofcid  balm. 
But  when  the  hard  varieties  of  life 
You  toil  to  learn  ;  or  try  the  dufty  chafe, 
Or  the  warm  deeds  of  fome  important  day  : 
Hot  from  the  field,  indulge  not  yet  your  limbs 
In  wifh'd  repofe  ;   nor  court  the  fanning  gale, 
Nor  tafte  the  fpring.     O  !   by  the  facred  tears 
Of  widows,  orphans,  mothers,  fillers,  fires, 
Forbear  I   No  other  peftilence  has  driven 
Such  myriads  o'er  th'  irremeable  deep. 
Why  this  fo  fatal,  the  fagacious  mufe 
Through  nature's  cunning  labyrinth's  could  trace; 
But  there  are  fecrets  which  who  knows  not  now, 
Muft,  ere  he  reach  them,  climb  the  heapy  Alps 
Of  fcience  ;  and  devote  feven  years  to  toil. 
Befides,  1  would  not  ftun  your  patient  ears 
With  what  it  little  boots  you  to  attain. 
He  knows  enough,  the  mariner,  who  knows 
Where  lurk  the  fhelves,  and  where  the  whirlpools 

boil. 
What  figns  portend  the  florm  :  To  fubtler  minds 
He  kavcs  to  fcan,  fropi  what  myilerious  caufe 


*  Tbc  inJlaaimutioH  of  the  luug^. 


Charybdis  rages  in  th'  Ionian  wave; 
Whence  thofe  impetuous  currents  in  the  mairi 
Which  neither  oar  nor  fail  can  ftem  ;  and  why 
The  roughening  deep  expedls  the  ftorm,asfurc 
As  red  Orion  mounts  the  ftirouded  heaven. 

In  ancient  times,  when  Rome  with  Athens  vied 
For  polith'd  luxury  and  ufeful  arts, 
All  hot  and  reeking  from  th'  Olympic  ftrife, 
And  warm  Peleftra,  in  the  tepid  bath 
Th'  athletic  youth  relax'd  their  weary  limbs. 
Soft  oils  bedew'd  them,  with  the  grateful  pow'rs 
Of  nard  and  caflia  fraught,  to  footh  and  heal 
The  cherifti'd  nerves.     Our  lefs  voluptuous  clime 
Not  much  invites  us  to  fuch  arts  as  thefe. 
'Tis  not  for  thofc,  whom  gelid  Ikies  embrace, 
And  chilling  fogs:  whofe  perfpiraiion  feels 
Such  frequent  bars  from  Eurus  and  the  north ; 
'Tis  not  for  thofe  to  cultivate  a  fkin 
Too  foft  ;  or  teach  the  recremental  fume 
Too  faft  to  crowd  through  fuch  precarious  ways. 
For  through  the  fmall  arterial  mouths,  that  pierce 
In  endlefs  millions  the  dofewoven  flcin. 
The  bafer  fluids  in  a  conftant  ftream 
Elcape,  and,  viewlefs,  melt  into  the  winds; 
While  this  eternal,  this  moft  copious  w'afte 
Of  blood,  degenerate  into  vapid  brine. 
Maintains  its  wonted  meafure,  all  the  powers 
Of  health  befriend  you,  all  the  wheels  of  life 
With  eafe  and  pleafure  move  :  but  this  reftraln'd 
Or  more  or  lefs,  fo  more  or  lefs  you  feel 
The  fundlions  labour  :  from  this  fatal  fource, 
What  woes  dcfcend  is  never  to  be  fung. 
To  take  their  numbers,  were  to  count  the  fands 
That  ride  in  whirlwind  the  parch'd  Libyan  air  ; 
Or  waves  that,  when  the  bluftering  north  tm-^ 

broils 
The  Baltic,  thunder  on  the  German  Ihore. 
Subjedl  not  then,  by  foft  emnllient  arts, 
This  grand  expence,  on  which  your  fates  depend, 
To  every  caprice  of  the  fky  ;   nor  thwart 
The  genius  of  your  clime  :  for  from  the  blood 
Leaft  fickle  rife  the  recremental  fleams, 
And  leaft  obnoxious  to  the  ftyjitic  air. 
Which  breathe  through  ftraiter  and  more  callous 

pores, 
The  tempcr'd  Scythian  hence,  half-naked  treads 
His  boundlefs  fnows,  nor  rues  th'  inclement  hea-. 

ven  ; 
And  hence  our  painted  anceftcrs  defied 
The  eaft  ;  nor  curs'd,  like  us,  their  fickle  flcy. 

The  body,  moulded  by  the  clime,  endures 
Th'  equator  heats,  or  hyperborean  froft  : 
Except  by  habits  foreign  to  its  turn, 
Unwife  you  counteraiSl  its  forming  pow'r. 
Rude  at  the  firft,  the  winter  ftiocksyou  lefs 
By  long  acquaintance  :  ftudy  then  your  Iky, 
Form  to  its  manners  your  obfequious  frame. 
And  learn  to  fuff"er  what  you  cannot  fliun ; 
Againft  the  rigours  of  a  damp  cold  heav'ii. 
To  fortify  their  bodies,  fome  frequent 
The  gelid  ciflern  ;  and,  where  nought  forbids, 
I  praife  their  dauntlefs  heart :  a  frame  fo  fteel'J 
Drends  not  the  cough,  nor  thofe  ungenial  blafts 
That  breathe  the  tertian  or  fell  rheumatifm  ; 
The  nerves  fo  tenif  er'<J,  never  auit  their  topc; 


THE   ART   OF   PRESERVING   HEALTH. 


977 


No  chronic  languors  haunt  fuch  hardy  brtrafts. 
But  alt  things  have   their  bounds;   and  he  who 

makes 
By  daily  ufe  the  kindeft  regimen 
EfTential  to  his  health,  (hould  never  mix 
With  human  kind,  nor  art  nor  trade  purfue. 
He  nor  the  fafe  viciiFitudes  of  life 
Without  fome  (hoc2i  endures  ;  ill  fitted  he 
To  want  the  known,  or  hear  unufuai  things 
Befides,  the  powerful  remedies  of  p  lin 
(Since  pain  in  fpite  of  all  our  care  will  come), 
Should  never  with  your  proiperous  days  of  health 
Grow  too  familiar  :  for,  by  frequent  ufe, 
The  ftrongeft  medicines  left  their  healing  power, 
And  even  the  fureft  poiloni  theirs  to  kill. 

Let  thofe  who  from  the  frozen  Ar>flos  reach 
Parch'd  Mauritania,  or  the  fultry  weft, 
Or  the  wide  flood  that  laves  rich  Indoftan, 
Plunge  thrice  a  day,  and  in  the  tepid  wave 
Untw^ft;  their  ftubborn  pores  ;  that  full  and  free 
Th'  evaporation  through  the  foften'd  ilcin 
May  bear  proportion  to  the  fwelhng  blood. 
So  may  they  'Icape  the  fever's  rapid  flames; 
So  feci  untainted  the  hot  breath  of  hell. 
With  us,  the  man  of  no  complaint  demands 
The  warm  ablution  juft  enough  to  clear 
The  fluices  of  the  flcin,  enough  to  keep 
The  body  facred  from  indecent  foil. 
Still  to  be  pure,  ev'n  did  it  not  cnduce 
(As  much  it  does)  to  health,  were  g'eatly  worth 
Your  daily  pains.     ' Tis  this  adorns  the  rich; 
The  want  of  this  is  poverty's  worfl  woe  ; 
With  this  external  virtue  age  maintains 
A  decent  grace  ;  without  it  youth  and  charms 
Ape  loathfome.     This  the  venal  graces  know; 
So  doubtltfs  do  your  wive.:   For  mirricd  fires, 
As  well  as  lovers,  ftill  prerend  to  tafte  ; 
Nor  is  it  Icfs  (ill  prudent  wives  can  tell) 
To  lofe  a  hcfband's  than  a  lovers  heart. 

But  now  the  hours  and  feafons  when  to  t<H 
From  foreign  themes  recal  my  v.'andering  long. 
Some  labour  faAing,  or  but  fli;;htly  fed 
To  lull  the  grinding  ftoniach's  hungry  rage. 
Where  nature  feeds  too  corpulent  a  frame 
'Tis  wifely  done  :   For  while  the  thirfty  veins, 
Impatient  of  lean  penury,  devour 
The  treafur'd  oil,  then  is  the  happiefl'  time 
To  (hake  the  lazy  balf'am  from  iis  ceils. 
Now  while  the  flomach  from  the  full  repaft 
Subfides,  but  ere  returning  hunger  gnav/s, 
Ye  leaner  habits,  give  an  hour  to  toil  ; 
And  ye  whom  no  luxuriancy  of  growth 
Oppreffes  ytt,  or  tlu'eatcnsto  opprefs. 
But  from  the  recent  meal  no  labours  oleafe, 
Of  limbs  or  mind.      For  now  the  cordial  powers 
•Claim  all  the  wandering  (pirt«  to  a  work 
Of  flrong  and  fubtle  tod,  and  great  event  : 
A  work  of  tinje  :   and  you  nuy  rue  the  day 
You  hurried,  with  untimely  exercife, 
A  half-concoifted  chyle  into  the  blood. 
The  body  overcharg'd  with  uniftuous  phlegm 
Much  toil  demaad*  :   The  lean  clafHc  lefs. 
While  winter  chills  the  blood  and  binds  the  veins, 
^o  labours  are  too  hard  :  By  thofe  you  'fcapc 
The  flow  difeafes  of  the  torpid  year; 
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Endlefs  to  name;   to  one  of  which  alone, 
r.-  that  which  tears  the  nerves,  the  toil  of  flives 
Is  pleafui  e  ;   Oh  !  from  fuch  inhuman  pains 
May  all  be  free  who  merit  not  the  wheel ! 
Bur  from  the  burning  Lion  when  the  fun 
Pours  do>»n  his  fultry  wrath;  now  while  the  blood 
Too  much  already  madiUns  in  the  veins. 
And  ail  the  finer  fluids  through  the  Ikin 
Explore  their  flight ;  me,  near  the  cool  cafcadc 
Reclln'd,  or  faunt'ring  in  the  lofty  grove. 
No  needleib  flight  occafion  fnould  engage 
To  pant  as-.d  Iweat  beneath  the  fiery  noon. 
Now  the  frcfh  morn  alone,  and  meliow  eve, 
To  fliady  walks  and  acSive  rural  fports 
Invite.   But,  while  the  chilling  dews  dcfcend, 
May  nothing  teni;  t  yf)ii  to  the  cold  embrace 
Of  humid  Ikies;   though  'tis  no  vulgar  joy 
To  trace  the  horrors  of  the  folemn  wood, 
While  the  foft  evening  iaddens  into  night, 
Though  the  fv/eet  p.iet  of  the  vernal  oroves 
Melts  ail  the  ni<;ht  in  flrains  of  am'rons  woe. 

The  foades  defcend,  and  midnight  o'er  the  world 
Expands  her  fable  wings.  Great  nature  dr  ops 
Through  all  her  works.  Now  hapny  he.  whi-fc  toil 
Has  o'er  his  languid  powerltfs  limbs  difTu^'d 
A  plealii'.g  laffitude  :   he  not  in  vain 
Invokes'the  gentle  deity  of  dreams. 
His  powers  the  moft  volup^u..iifly  difToIve 
In  foft  rcpofe  •   on  him  the  balmy  dews 
.Of  fl-ep  with  double  nutriment  defcend. 
But  would  you  fweetly  wafts  the  blank  of  ni-'ht 
In  (kfp  oblivion;   or  on  fancy's  wings 
Vlfit  the  paradife  of  happy  dreams, 
And  vvaken  cheerful  as  the  lively  morn  • 
Oppreis  iiof  nature  finking  down  to  reft 
With  feafts  too  lae,  t.o  foiid,  or  too  full : 
But  be  the  firft  ccncocftion  ha'f  matur'd, 
Etc  you   to  mightv  iiido:ence  refitjn 
Your  pvifTtve  faculties.    He,  from  the  toils 
And  troubles  of  the  day,  to  heavier  toil 
Retires;   whom  treinblin^   from   the  tower  that 

rocks 
Amid  the  clouds,  or  Calpe's  hideous  heioht, 
i  he  bufy  demons  hairl ;  or  in  the  main 
O'erv/helm  ;  or  bury,  ilruggling  underground. 
Nit  all  a  monarch's  hixury,  the  woes 
Can  counterpoife  of  that  moft  wretched  man 
Whof,-  nights  are  Ihaken  with  the  frantic  fits 
Of  wild  Orertes;   whofe  delirious  brain      ' 
Sf  ung  by  the  furies,  work.^  with  poifon'd  thought  : 
While  pa'e  and  mnnftrous  painting  {h(cks  the  foul, 
And  mangled  confoiouiiiefs  bemoans  itfeif 
For  ever  torn,  and  chaos  floating  round. 
What  dreams  prefage,  v'hat  dangers  the'e  or  thofe 
Portend  to  fanity  .''  thrugh  prudent  feers 
Reveal'd  of  old,  and  men  of  dcachltf,,  fame 
We  v,^ould  not  to  the  fupcrftitious  mind 
Siiggeft  new  throbs,  new  vanities  of  fear. 
'  ris  ours  to  teach  you  from  the  peateful  night 
To  banifli  omens  and  all  raftlcfs  woes " 

In  ftiuly  fome  protrail  the  fileOt  hours. 
Which  others  copfecrate  to  mirth  and  wine; 
And  lleep  till  noon,  and  hardly  live  till  night. 
But  furely  this  redeems  not  from  the  (hade* 
One  hour  of  life.  No.'  does  it -negoht  avail     ■ 
30. 
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What  feafon  you  to  drowfy  Morpheus  give 

Of  th'  ever-varying  circle  of  the  day  ; 

Or  whether,  through  the  tedious  winter  gloom, 

You  tempt  the  midnight  or  tlie  morning  damps. 

The  body,  frelh  and  vigorous  from  repol'e, 

Defies  the  early  fogs  :  but,  by  the  toils 

Of  v^'akeful  day,  exhaufted  and  uiiflrung, 

Weak'y  refifts  the  night's  unwholefome  breath. 

The  grand  difcharge,  th'  effufion  of  the  ikin, 

Slowly  impair'd,  the  languid  maladies 

Creep  on,  and  through  the   fick'ning  fimdions 

fteal. 
As,  when  the  chilling  eafl  invades  the  fpring, 
The  delicate  narciffus  pines  away 
In  hedic  languor;  and  a  flow  difeafe 
Taints  all  the  family  of  flowers,  condemn'd 
To  cruel  he:iv':!S.  But  why,  already  prone 
To  fade,  Ihmild  beauty  chcrifli  its  own  bane  ? 
O  fliame  :   O  pity  !  nipt  with  pale  quaJrille, 
And  midnight  cares,  the  bloom  of  Albion  dies ! 

By  toil  fubducd,  the  warrior  and  the  hind 
■Sleep  fait  and  deep  :  their  aflive  fundtions  foon 
AVith  generous  IVreams  the  fubtle  tubes  fupply; 
^nd  foon  the  tonic  irritable  nerves 
peel  tl-.e  frefii  impulfe,  and  awake  the  foul. 
The  fons  of  indolence  with  long  repofe 
Grow  torpid  ;  and,  with  flowefl  l.ethe  drunk, 
Feebly  and  ling'ringly  return  to  life, 
Blunt  every  fcnfe,  and  powerlcfs  every  limb. 
"Yc,  prone  to  fleep  (whom  fleeping  moft  annoys), 
©n  the  hard  mattrel's,  or  elaftic  couch, 
Extend  your  limbs,  and  wean  yourfelves  from  Iloth ; 
UijT  grudge  the  lean  projedlor  of  dry  brain 
And  fpringy  nerves,  the  blandifliments  of  down; 
Nor  envy  while  the  buried  Bacchanal 
Exhales  his  furfeit  in  prolixer  dreams. 

He  withiut  not,  in  the  balmy  feaft 
Of  life,  the  wants  of  nature  has  fupply'd 
W^ho  rifes  cool,  ferene,  and  full  of  foul. 
But  pliant  nature  more  or  lefs  demands, 
■A-s  cuftom  forms  her;  and  all  fudden  change 
She  hates  of  habit,  even  from  bad  to  good. 
If  faults  in  life,  or  new  emergencies. 
Prom  habits  urge  you  by  long  time  confirm'd. 
Slow  may  the  change  arrive,  and  flage  by  flage  ; 
Slow  as  the  fhadow  o'er  the  dial  moves, 
Slow  as  the  ftealing  progrtfs  of  the  year. 

Obferve  the  circling  year.   How  unpercelv'd 
Her  feafons  change  '.    Behold,  by  flow  degrees, 
£tern  winter  tam'd  into  a  ruder  fpringi 
The  ripi.n'd  fpring  a  milder  fummer  glows; 
Departing  fummer  iheds  Pomona's  (lore  ; 
And  aged  autumn  brews  the  winter  florm. 
Slow  as  they  come,  thefe  changes  come  not  void 
Of  mortal  fliocks :  the  cold  and  torrid  reigns, 
The  two  great  periods  of  th'  important  year, 
Are  in  their  firfh  approaches  feldom  fafe  : 
Funereal  atitumn  all  the  fickly  dread, 
AimI  the  black  fates  deform  the  lovely  fpring. 
JHe  well  advis'd,  who  taught  our  wifer  (ires 
Farly  to  borrow  Mufcovy's  warm  fpoils. 
Ere  the  firll  froft  has  touch'd  the  tender  blade  ; 
And  late  refign  them,  though  the  wanton  fpring 
Should  deck  her  charms  with  all  her  lifter's  rays 
For  whUe  the  effluence  of  the  Ikin  maintains 


Its  native  meafure,  the  pleuretic  fpring 
Glides  barmlefs  by  ;  and  autumn,  fick  to  death 
With  fallow  quartans,  no  contagion  breathes. 

I  in  proplictic  numbers  could  unfold 
The  omens  of  the  year ;   what  feafons  teem 
With  what  difeafes  ;  what  the  humid  fouth 
Prepares,  and  what  the  demon  of  the  eaft : 
But  you,  perhaps,  refufe  the  tedious  fong 
Bifides,  whatever  plagues  in  heat,  or  cold, 
Or  drought,  or  moifture  dwell,  they  hurt  not  yon, 
Skill'd  to  correcft  the  vices  of  the  flcy. 
And  taught  already  how  to  each  extreme 
To  bend  your  life.  But  fliould  the  public  banc 
Infedl  you  ;  or  fome  trefpals  of  your  own. 
Or  fiaw'bf  nature,  hint  mortality  : 
Soon  as  a  not  unpleafmg  horror  glides 
Along  the  ipine,  through  all  your  torpid  limbs ; 
When  firft  the  head  throbs,  or  the  fl.otnach  feels 
A  fickly  load,  a  weary  pain  the  loins; 
Be  Cell'us  call'd  :  the  fates  come  lufliing  on  ; 
rhe  rapid  fates  admit  of  no  delay. 
While  wilful  you,  and  fatailyfecure, 
Expe(51:  to-morrow's  more  aufpicious  fun, 
The  growing  pert,  whofe  infancy  was  weak 
And  eafy  vanquifh'd,  with  triumphant  fway 
O'erpowers  your  life.  For  want  of  timely  care, 
Millions  have  died  of  medicable  wounds. 

Ah  !   in  what  perils  is  vain  life  engag'd  '. 
What  flight  negleds,  what  trivial  faults  deflroy 
The  hardieft  frame  !   of  indolence,  of  toil, 
We  die;  of  want,  of  fuperfluity  : 
The  all-furrounding  heaven,  the  vital  air. 
Is  big  with  death.  And,  though  the  putrid  fouth 
Be  flint ;  though  no  convulfive  agony 
Shake,  from  the  deep  foundations  of  the  world, 
Th' imprifoned  plagui'; ;  a  fecret  venom  oft  - 
Corrupts  the  air,  the  water,  and  the  land. 
What  livid  deaths  has  fad  Byzantium  feen  ! 
How  oft  has  Cairo,  with  a  mother's  woe, 
Wept  o'er  her  flaughter'd  fons,  and  lonely  ftreets ! 
Even  Albion,  girt  with  Isfs  malignant  flcies, 
Albion  the  poifon  of  the  gods  has  drank. 
And  felt  the  fiing  of  monflers  all  her  own. 

Ere  yet  the  fell  Plantagencts  had  fpent 
Tlicir  ancient  rage,  at  Bolworth's  purple  field  ; 
While,  for  which  tyrant  England  (hould  receive, 
Her  legions  in  inceiluous  murders  mix'd, 
And  daily  horrors;  till  the  fates  were  drunk 
With  kindred  blood  by  kindred  hands  piofus'd  : 
Aiiother  plague  of  more  gigantic  arm 
Arofe,  a  monflcr  never  known  before, 
Rear'd  from  Cocytus  its  portentous  head; 
This  rapid  fury  not,  like  other  pefls, 
Furfu'd  a  gradual  courfe,  but  in  a  day 
Rurti'd  as  a  ftorm  o'er  half  th'  afloniflied  ifle, 
And  ftrew'd  with  fudden  carcafes  tlie  land. 

Fir  ft  through  the  ihculders,  or  whatever  part 
Was  fciz'd  the  firft,  a  fervid  vapour  fprting, 
With  rafh  combuftion  thence,  the  quivering  fpark 
Shot  to  the  heart,  and  kindled  all  within; 
.A.ndfoori  the  furfacc  ciught  the  fpreading  fires. 
Through  all  the  yielding  pores,  the  melted  blood 
Gufli'd  out  in  fmoky  fweats;  but  nought  affuag'^d 
'I'lie  torrid  heat  within,  nor  aught  reliev'd 
The  flomach's  anguilb.  With  inceffant  toil. 
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Defperate  of  eafe,  impatient  of  their  pain, 
They  tofs'd  from  fide  to  fide.  la  vain  the  (Iream 
Ran  full  and  clear,  they  burnt,  and  thirfted  ftill. 
The  reftkfs  arteries  with  rapid  blood 
Beat  ftrong  and  frequent.  Thick  and  pantinply 
The  breath  was  fetch'd,  and  with  huge  lab'rings 

heav'd. 
At  laft  a  heavy  pain  opprefsi'd  the  head, 
A  wild  delirium  came  ;  their  weeping  friends 
Were  ftrangers  now,  and  this  no  home  of  theirs. 
Harafs'd  with  toil  on  toil,  the  linking  powers 
Lay  proftratc  and  o'erchrown  ;  a  pondeious  fleep 
Wrapt  all  the  fcnfes  up  :   they  flept  and  died. 

In  fome  a  gentle  horror  crept  at  firfi. 
O'er  all  the  limbs  ;  the  fluices  of  the  flcin 
With-held  their  moidure,  till  by  art  provok'd 
The  fweats  o'erflow'd  ;  but  in  a  clammy  tide  : 
Kow  free  and  copious,  now  reftrain'd  and  flow  ; 
Of  tin6turcs  various,  aa  the  temperature 
Had  tnix'd  the  blood  ;  and  rank  v\-ich  fetid  ftreams : 
As  if  tiie  pent-up  humours  by  delay 
Were  grown  more  fell,  more  putrid,  and  malign. 
Here  lay  their  hopes  (though  little  hope  remain'd)  ; 
With  fall  effufion  of  perpetual  fweats 
To  diive  'he  venom  out.   And  here  the  fates 
Were  kind,  that  long  they  linger'd  not  in  pain. 
For,  who  furviv'd  the  fun's  diurnal  race, 
Role  from  the  dreary  gates  of  hell  redcem'd  : 
Some  the  fisth  hour  opprefs'd,  and  fume  the  third. 

Of  many  thoufauds  few  untainted  'fcap'd; 
Of  thofe  infecfted,  fewer  Tcap'd  alive; 
Of  thofe  who  liv'd,  fome  fell  a  fecond  blow; 
And  whom  the  fecond  fpar'd,  a  third  deilr.iy'd. 
Frantic  with  fear,  they  fought  by  flight  to  fliun 
The  fierce  contagion.  O'er  the  mournful  land 
Th'  infetffed  city  pour'd  her  hurrying  fwarms  : 
Rous'd  by  the  flames  that  fir'd  her  feats  around, 
Th'  infeded  country  lufli  d  into  the  town. 
Some,  fad  at  home,  and  in  the  defart  fome, 
Abjur'd  the  fatal  commerce  of  mankind; 
In  vain  :  where'er  they  fled,  the  fates  purfu'd. 
Others,  with  hopes  more  fpecious,  crofs'd  the  main, 
To  feek  prote(5lion  in  far  diftant  ikies ; 
But  none  they  found.  It  feem'd  the  general  air. 
From  pole  to  pole,  from  Atlas  to  the  eaft, 
Was  then  at  enmity  with  Englifn  blood. 
For,  but  the  race  of  England,  all  were  fafe 
In  foreign  climes  ;  nor  did  this  fury  talte 
The  foreign  blood  which  England  then  contain'd. 
Where  fnould  theyfly?  The  circumambient  heaven 
Involv'd  them  ftill ;   and  every  breeze  was  bane. 
Where  find  relief?  The  Llutary  art 
Was  mute,  and  fl;art!ed  at  the  new  difeafe, 
In  fearful  whifpeis  hopelefs  omens  gave. 
To   Heaven  with  fuppliant  rites  they  fent  their 

prayers ; 
Heaven  heard  them  not.  Of  every  hope  depriv'd  ; 
Fatigu'd  with  vainrefourccs ;   and  fubdued 
With  woes  refiftlefs,  and  enfeebling  fear; 
Paflive  they  funk  beneath  the  weighty  blow. 
Uothing  but  lamentable  founds  was  heard, 
Nor  aught  was  feen,  but  ghaftly  views  of  death. 
Infe«9:iou3  horror  ran  from  face  to  face, 
And  pale  defpalr.  'Twas  all  the  bufinefs  then, 
To  tend  the  lick,  and  in  their  turns  ;o  die. 
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In  heaps  they  fell :  and  oft  one  bed,  they  fay, 
The  fickening,  dying,  and  the  dead  contained. 

Ye  guardian  gods,  on  whom  the  fates  depend 
Of  tottering  Albion  !   ye  eternal  fires. 
That  lead  through  heaven  the  wandering  year ! 

ye  powers. 
That  o'er  th'  encircling  elements  prefide  ! 
May  nothing  worfe  than  what  this  age  hai  feen 
Arrive  !  Enough  abroad,  enough  at  home 
Has  Albion  bled.  Here  a  diftemper'd  heaven 
Has  thin'd  her  cities;   from  thofe  lofty  cliff's 
1  hat  awe  proud  Gaul,  to  Thulc's  wint'ry  reign; 
While  in  the  well,  beyond  th'  Atlantic  foam, 
Her  braveft  fons,  keen  for  the  light,  have  dy'd 
The  death  of  cowards,  and  ^  f  common  men  : 
Sunk  void  of  w^u'ids,  and  fall'n  without  renown. 

But  from  thefe  views  the  weeping  mufesturn, 
And  other  themes  invite  my  wandering  fong. 

BOOK  IV. 

THE    PASSIONS. 

The  choice  of  aliment,  the  choice  of  air. 

The  ufe  of  toil,  and  all  external  things, 

Already  fung;  it  now  remains  to  trace 

What  good,  what  evil  from  ourfeives  proceeds  : 

And  how  the  fubtle  principle  within 

Infpires  with  health,  or  mines  with  flrange  decay 

The  paflive  body.  Ye  poetic  fliades, 

Who  know  the  fecrets  of  the  world  unfeen, 

Affifl  my  fong !   For,  in  a  doubtful  theme 

Engag'd,  I  wander  tlirough  myftcrious  ways. 

i  here  is,  they  fay  (and  I  believe  there  is), 
A  fpark  within  us  ol  th'  immortal  fire, 
That  animates  and  moulds  the  grofler  frame  ; 
And,  when  the  body  finks,  efcapes  to  heaven. 
Its  native  feat,  and  mixes  witi;  the  gods. 
Meanwhile  this  heavenly  particle  pervades 
The  mortal  elements;  in  every  nerve 
It  thrills  with  pleafure,  or  grows  mad  with  pain. 
And,  in  itsfecret  conclave,  as  it  feels 
The  body's  woes  and  joys,  this  ruling  power 
Wields  at  its  will  the  dull  material  world. 
And  is  the  body's  health  or  malady. 

By  its  own  toil  the  grofs  corporeal  frame 
Fatigue',  extenuate?,  or  deftroys  itfelf. 
Nor  lefs  the  labours  of  the  mind  corrode 
The  folid  fabric  :  for  by  fubt'e  parts, 
And  viewleft.  atoms,  fecrec  nature  moves 
The  mighty  wheels  of  this  ftupendous*world. 
By  fubtle  fluids  pour'd  through  iiabtie  tubes. 
The  natural,  vital,  functions  are  perform'd. 
By  thefe  tf-e  flubbcrn  aliments  are  taiu'd  ; 
The  toiling  heart  dlflrihutes  life  and  ftrcngth  ; 
Thefe  the  fliil-crumbling  frame  rebuild  ;  and  thefe 
Are  loft  in  thinking,  ana  djffolve  m  air. 

But  'tis  not  thought  (lor  ftill  the  foul's  employ 'd), 
'Tis  painful  thinking  that  corrodes  our  clay. 
All  day  the  vacant  eye,  without  fatigue, 
Strays  o'er  the  heaven  and  earth  :  but,  long  intent 
On  miciolcopic  arts,  its  vig(uir  fails. 
Jufl  fo  the  mind,  with  various  thought  amus'd, 
Nor  acl'.es  itCelf,  nor  gives  the  body  pain. 
But  anxious  ftudy,  difcontent,  and  care, 
Love  without  hope,  and  hate  without  revenge, 
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And  fear,  and  jealoufy,  fatij^ue  the  foul, 

Engrofs  the  fubtle  minifters  of  life. 

And  fyioil  the  hb'ring  fundi.^ns  of  their  (hare. 

Hence  the  lean  gionm  that  melancholy  wears; 

The  iover's  palenel's,  and  the  fallovr  hue 

Of  envy,  jealoufy  ;  the  meagre  flare 

Of  fore  revene^e  :  the  canker'd  body  hence 

JJetray-:  eacli  fretful  motion  of  the  mind.         [day, 

The  ftrong-built  pedant;  who,  both  night  and 
Feeds  on  the  coarfefl  fare  the  fchools  beflow, 
And  crudely  fattens  at  grofs  B;irman's  flail ; 
O'erwhelni'dwith  phlegm, lies  in  adropfydrown'd, 
Or  finks  in  lethargy  before  his  time. 
With  ufcfiil  ftudiesyou,  and  arts  that  pleafe, 
Employ  your  mind  :   amufe,  but  not  fatigue. 
Peace  to  each  drowfy  metaphyfic  fage  1 
And  ever  may  all  hea»y  fyftems  reft  ! 
Yet  fome  there  are,  even  of  elaftic  parts. 
Whom  llrong  and  obftinate  ambirion  leads 
Through  all  the  rugged  roads  cf  barren  lore, 
And  gives  to  relilh  what  their  generous  tarte 
Would  elfe  refufe.   But  may  not  thirft  of  fame, 
!Nor  love  of  knowledge,  urge  y  u  to  fatioue 
With  conflant  drudgery  the  liberal  foul. 
Toy  with  your  books  :  and,  as  the  various  fits 
Ot  humour  feize  you,  from  philofophy 
To  fabie  ihift ;  from  ferions  Antonine 
To  Rabelais'  ravings,  and  from  profe  to  fong. 

While  reading  pleafes,  but  no  longer,  read  ; 
And  read  aloud  refounding  Homer's  ftrain, 
Aad  wield  the  thunder  of  Demofthenes. 
The  cheft  fo  exercis'd,  improves  its  ftrength  ; 
And  quick  vibrations  through  the  bowels  drive 
The  rellic^fs  blood,  which  in  unadlive  days 
"Would  loiter  elfe  through  nnelaftic  tubes. 
Deem  it  not  trifling  while  I  recommend 
What  poflure  fuits :  To  lland  and  fit  by  turns. 
As  nature  prompts,  is  bcfl:      But  o'er  your  leaves 
To  lean-  for  ever,  cramps  the  vital  parts. 
And  r<tbs  the  fine  machinery  of  its  play. 

'  ris  ths  great  art  of  life  to  manage  well 
The  reftlefs  mind.     For  ever  on  purfuit 
Of  knokvledge  bent,  it  ftarves  the  grofTcr  powers: 
Quite  uncmploy'd,  againd  its  own  repofe 
It  turns  Its  fatal  edge,  and  fliarper  pangs 
Than  what  the  body  knows  embitter  life. 
Chiefly  where  folitude,  fad  nurfe  of  care. 
To  fickiy  mufmg  gives  the  penfive  mind. 
There  niadncfs  enters  ;  and  the  dim-ey'd  fiend, 
Sour  melancholy,  niglit  and  day  provokes 
Her  own  eternal  wound.     The  fun  grows  pale  ; 
A  mournful  vifionary  light  o'erfprcads 
The  cheerful  face  of  nature  :  earth  becomes 
A  dreary  defert,  and  heaven  frowns  above.  ■ 
Then  various  fhapes  of  curs'd  illufion  rife  : 
Whate'er  the  wretched  fears,  creating  fear 
Forms  out  of  nothing  ;  and  with  monfters  teems 
tfnknown  in  hell      The  proftrate  foul  beneath 
A  load  of  huge  imagination  heaves; 
And  all  the  horrors  that  the  murderer  feels 
With  anxious  flutterings  wake  the  guiltlefsbreaft. 

Such  phantoms  pride  in  fulitary  fctnes. 
Or  fear, "or  delicate  felf-love  creates. 
From  other  cares  abfolv'd,  the  bufy^mind 
Fiuds  in  yourfclf  a  theme  to  pore  upon. 


It  finds  you  miferable,  or  makes  you  fo. 
For  while  yourfelf  you  anxioufly  explore, 
Timorous  felf-love,  with  fickning  fancy's  aid, 
PrcleiKs  the  danger  that  you  dread  the  moft. 
And  ever  galls  you  in  your  tender  part. 

Hence  fome  for  love,  and  fome  for  jeaioufy,- 
For  grim  religion  fome,  and  fome  for  pride, 
Have  loft  their  reafon  :  fome  f  r  fear  of  want 
Want  all  their  lives  ;  and  others  every  day 
For  fear  of  dying  fuffer  worfe  than  death. 
Ah  !  from  your  bofom  banifh,  if  you  can, 
Thofe  fatal  guefls :   and  firft  the  demon  fear; 
That  trembles  at  impofiible  events. 
Left  aged  Atlas  ihould  refign  his  load, 
And  heaven's  eternal  battlements  rufh  down. 
Is  there  an  evil  worfe  than  fear  itlelf .' 
And  what  avails  it,  that  indulgent  Heavtn 
From  mortal  eye^s  has  wrapt  the  woes  to  come, 
If  we,  Ingeniou^  to  torment  ourfelves, 
Grow  pale  at  hideous  fidions  of  our  own  ? 
Enjoy  the  prefent ;  nor  with  needlefs  cares. 
Of   what    may   fpring   from    blind    misfortunc'a 

womb. 
Appal  the  fureft  hour  that  life  beftows. 
Serene  and  mafter  of  yourfelf,  prep'are 
For  what    may    come ;    and   leave    the    reft   t» 

Heaven. 
Oft  from  the  body,  by  long  ails  niiftun'd, 
Thefe  evils  fprung  the  moft  important  health, 
That  of  the  mind,  deftroy  :  and  when  the  mind 
They  firft  invade,  the  confcious  body  foon 
In  fympathetic  languifhment  declines. 
Thefe  chronic  paffions,  while  from  real  woes 
They  rife,  and  yet  without  the  body's  laalc 
Infeft  the  foul,  admit  one  only  cure; 
Diverfion,  hurry,  and  a  reftlefs  life. 
Vain  are  the  confolations  of  the  wife; 
In  vain   your  friends  would  reafon  down  your 

pain. 
O  ye,  whofe  fouls  reientlcfs  love  has  tam'd 
To  foft  diftrefs,  or  friends  untimely  fali'n  ! 
Court  not  the  luxury  of  tender  thought ; 
Nor  deem  it  inipiou-j  to  forget  thcfe  pains 
I'hat  hurt  the  livi.ig,   nought  avail  the  dead- 
Go,  foft  enthufiaft  1    quit  the  cyprefs  groves, 
Nor  to  the  rivulet's  lonely  moaoings  tune 
Vour  fad  complaint.    Go,  feek  the  cheerful  haunts 
Of  men,  and  mingle  with  the  buftlirsg  crowd; 
Lay  fchemes  for  wealth,  or  power,  or  fame,  the 

wifh 
Of  nobler  mind«,  and  p«fh  them  night  and  day. 
Or  join  the  caravan  in  queft  of  fceiies 
New  to  your  eyes,-and  fhifting  every  hour. 
Beyond  the  .Alp^,  beyond  the  .Apennines. 
Or  more  advent'rous,  rufh  into  the  field         [Iky, 
Where  war  grows  hot  :  and,  raging  through  the 
The  lofty  trumpet  fvvells  the  madd'ning  foul ; 
And  in  the  hardy  camp  and  toilfome  march 
Forget  all  fofcer  and  lcf^  manly  cares.  / 

But  moft  too  paffive,  when  the  blood  runs  lowr. 
Too  weakly  indolent  to  ftrive  with  pain. 
And  bravely  by  rcfifting  conquer  fate. 
Try  Circe's  arts  .   and  in  the  tempting  bowl 
Of  poifon'd  netflar  fweet  oblivion  fwill. 
Struck  by  the  pow'rful  charm,  the  gloom  diffolvei 
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In  empty  air ;  Elyfium  opens  round, 

A  pleafing  phrenzy  buoys  the  lighten'd  foul, 

And  fanouinc  hopes  difpel  your  fltetinjj  care  ; 

And  V,  hat  was  difficult,  and  what  was  dire. 

Yields  to  your  prowefs  and  fuperior  flars  : 

'J  he  happieft  you  of  iiU  that  e'er  were  mad, 

Or  are,  or  ihail  be,  could  this  foily  laft. 

But  loon  your  heaven  is  gone  ;  a  heavier  gloom 

Shuts  o'er  your  head  :    and,    as  the  thund'ring 

dream, 
Swoln  o  er  its  banks  with  fuddcn  mountain  rain, 
ijinks  from  its  tumult  to  a  filert  brook  ; 
So,  when  the  frantic  raptures  in  your  bread 
Suhfide,  you  ianguilh  into  mortal  man ; 
Yen  fieep,  and  waking  find  yourfclf  undone. 
For  prodigal  of  life  in  one  rafh  night 
You  lavifh'd  more  than  might  fupport  three  days. 
A  heavy  morning  conies ;  your  cares  return 
"With  tenfold  rage.     An  anxious  (lomach  well 
May  be  endur'd;  fo  may  the  throbbing  head  : 
But  fuch  a  dim  delirium,  fuch  a  dream, 
Involves  you  ;  fuch  a  daftardly  defpair 
Unmans  your  foul,  as  madd'ning  Pentheus  felt. 
When,  baited  round  Cithsron's  cruel  fides. 
He  faw  two  funs,  and  double  Thebes  afcend. 
You  curfe  the  fluggilh  port;  you  curfe  fhe  wretch. 
The  felon,  with  unnatural  mixture  firfl 
W^ho  dar'd  to  violate  the  virgin  wine. 
Or  on  the  fugitive  champain  you  pour 
A  thoufand  curfes  ;  for  to  heav'n  it  rapt 
Your  foul,  to  plunge  you  deeper  in  defpair. 
Perhaps  you  rue  even  that  divintfl  gift, 
The  gay,  ferene,  good-natur'd  Burgundy, 
Or  the  frefli  fragrant  vintage  of  the  Rhine  : 
And  wifti  that  heaven  from  mortals  had  with-held 
The  grape,  and  all  intoxicating  bowls. 

Befides,  it  wounds  you  fore  to  recollcdl 
What  follies  in  your  loofe  unguarded  hour 
Efcap'd.     For  one  irrevocable  word, 
Perhaps  that  meant  no  harm,  you  lofe  a  friend. 
Or,  in  the  rage  of  wine,  your  hafty  hand 
Performs  a  deed  to  haunt  you  to  the  grave. 
Add  that  your  means,   your  health,  your  parts 

decay ; 
Your  friends  avoid  you  ;  brutifhly  transform'd 
They  hardly  know  you  ;  or  if  one  remains 
To  wifh  you  well,  he  wilhes  you  in  heaven. 
Defpis'd,  unwept  you  fall ;   who  might  have  left 
A  facred,  cherilb'd,  fadly-pleafing  name  ; 
A  name  flill  to  be  utter'd  with  a  figh. 
Your  laft  ungraceful  fcene  has  quite  effac'd 
All  fenfe  and  memgry  of  your  former  worth. 

How  to  live  happieft;  how  avoid  the  pains, 
The  difappointments,  and  difgufts  of  thofe 
Who  would  in  pleafure  all  their  hours  employ  ; 
The  precepts  here  of  a  divine  old  man 
I  could  recite.     Though  old,  he  (till  retain'd 
His  manly  fenfe,  and  energy  of  mind. 
Virtuous  and  wife  he  was,  but  not  fevere  ^ 
He  ftill  remember'd  that  he  once  was  young; 
His  eafy  prefence  check'd  no  decent  joy. 
Him  even  the  diffulute  admir'd  ;   for  he 
A  graceful  loi  fenefs  when  he  pUas'd  put  on. 
And  laughing  could  inftrudl.    Much  had  he  read, 
Much  more  had  feen  ;  Ke  ftudied  from  the  life, 


And  in  th'  original  perus'd  mankind. 

Vers'd  in  the  woes  and  vanities  of  life, 
He  pitied  man  :  and  much  he  pitied  thofe 
Whom  falfely-fmiling  fate  has  cursVl  with  means 
To  diHipate  their  days  in  queft  of  joy. 
Our  aim  is  happinefs ;  'tis  yours,  'tis  mine, 
He  faid,  'tis  the  purfuit  of  all  that  live; 
Yet  few  attain  it,  if  twas  e'er  attain'd. 
But  they  the  wideft  wander  from  the  mark, 
M'^ho  through  the  flow'ry  paths  of  faunt'ring  joy 
Seek  this  coy  goddefs  ;  that  from  flage  to  fiage 
Invites  us  ftill,  but  ftiifts  as  we  purfue. 
For,  not  to  name  the  paina  that  pleafure  brings 
To  counterpoife  itfelf,  relentlef--  fate 
Forbids  that  we  through  gay  voluptuous  wilds, 
Should  ever  roam  :  and  were  the  fates  more  kind, 
Our  narrow  luxuries  would  foon  grow  ftale. 
Were  thefe  exhauftlefs,  nature  would  grow  fick. 
And,  cloy'd  with  pleafure,  fqueamiflily  complain 
That  all  is  vanity,  and  life  a  dream. 
JLet  nature  reft  :  be  bufy  for  yourfelf. 
And  for  your  friend;  be  bufy  even  in  vain 
Rather  than  teaze  her  fated  appetites:. 
Whij  never  fafts,  no  l;anquet  e'er  enjoys  ; 
Who  never  toils  or  watches,  never  llceps. 
Let  nature  reft  :   and  when  the  tafte  of  joy 
Grows  keen,  indulge  ;  but  ftiun  fatiety. 

'  ris  not  for  mortals  always  to  be  bleft. 
But  him  the  leaft  the  dull  or  painful  hours 
Of  life  opprefs,  when  fober  fenfe  condu6ts, 
And  virtue,  through  this  labyrinth  we  tread. 
Virtue  and  fenfe  i  mean  not  to  disjoin  j 
Virtue  and  fenfe  are  one  :   and,  truft  me,  ftill 
A  faithlefs  heart  betrays  the  head  unfound. 
Virtue  (for  mere  good-nature  is  a  fool) 
Is  fenfe  and  fpirit,  with  humanity  : 
'  ris  fometimes  angry,  and  its  fr^wn  confounds; 
Tis  even  vindiAive,  but  in  vengeance  juftj- 
Knaves  fain  would  laugh  at  it;  fome  great  oiiej 

dare  ; 
But  at  his  heart  the  moft  u'  daunted  fon 
Of  fortune  dreads  its  name  and  awful  charms. 
To  nobleft  ufes  this  determines  wealth; 
This  is  the  folid  pomp  of  profpeious  days  ; 
7'hc  peace  and  flielter  uf  adverfuy. 
And  if  you  pant  for  glory,  build  your  fame 
On  this  foundation,  which  the  fecret  faock 
Defies  iif  envy  and  all  Tapping  time. 
The  gaudy  glofs  of  fortune  only  ftrikes 
The  vulgar  eye  :  the  fuffrage  of  the  wife. 
The  praife  that's  worth  ambition,  is  attain'd 
By  fenfe  alone,  and  dignity  of  mind. 

Virtue,  the  ftreng'h  and  beauty  of  the  fou], 
Is  the  beft  gift  of  heaven  :   a  happinefs 
That  even  above  the  fmiles  and  frowns  of  fate 
Exalts  great  naiiu-e's  favourites  :  a  wealth 
I'hat  ne'er  encumbers,  nor  can  be  transferr'd. 
Riches  are  oft  h;  guilt  and  bafenefs  earn'd  ; 
Or  dealt  by  chance,  to  Ihield  a  lucky  knave. 
Or  throw  a  cruel  fun-fliinc  on  a  fool. 
But  for  ore  end,  ore  much-negleiled  ufe. 
Are  riches  worth  yrur  care  :  Jor  nature's  want?] 
Are  few,  aud  without  ©pulence  fupply'd.) 
This  noble  end  is,  to  produce  the  fuul  , 
To  ihow  the  virtues  in  their  faircft  light  -, 
3  <^"j 
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To  make  humanity  the  minlfter 

Of  bounteous  Providence  ;  and  teach  the  breaft 

That  generous  luxury  the  gods  enjoy. 

Thus,  in  his  graver  vein,  the  friendly  fage 
Sometimes  declaim'd.     Oi  right  and  wrong  he 

■taught 
Truths  as  refin'd  as  ever  Athens  heard  ; 
And   (ftrange   to   tell) !    he   praflis'd  what   he 

preach'd. 
Skill'd  in  the  pafllons,  how  to  check  their  fway 
He  knew,  as  far  as  reafon  can  controul 
The  Jawlcfs  powers.     But  other  cares  are  mine  : 
Forni'd  in  the  fchool  of  Paeon,  I  relate 
"What  pafTions  hurt  the  body,  what  improve  : 
Avoid  them,  or  invite  them,  as  you  may. 

Know  then,  whatever  cheerful  and  ferene 
Supports  the  mind,  fupports  the  body  tco. 
Hence,  the  moft  vital  movements  mortals  feel 
Is  hope  ;  t^e  balm  and  life-bl,jod  of  the  loul. 
It  pleafes,  and  it  lafts.    Indulgent  Heaven 
Sent  down  the  kind  de'ufion,  throufijh  the  paths 
Of  rugged  life  to  lead  us  patient  on  ; 
And  make  cur  happicfl  ftatc  no  tedious  thing'. 
Our  greateft  good,  and  what  we  leall  can  fpare, 
Is  hope  :   the  hft  of  all  cur  evils,  fear. 

But  there  are  pnffions  grateful  to  the  breaft, 
And  yet  no  friends  to  life  :  perhaps  they  pleafe 
pr  to  excefs,  and  difiipate  the  foul ;  [clown, 

Or   while  they  pkafe,  torment.     The  ftubborn 
The  ill-tam'd  ruffian,  and  pale  ufurer, 
(If  love's  omnipotence  fuch  hearts  can  mould) 
May  fafely  mellow  into  love ;  and  grow 
Refin'd,  humane,  and  gcierous,  if  they  can. 
Love  in  fuch  bofoms  never  to  a  fault 
Or  pains  or  pleafes.     But,  ye  finer  fouls, 
Form'd  to  foft  luxury,  and  prompt  to  thrill 
"Wirh  all  the  tumults,  all  the  joys  and  pains, 
That  beauty  gives  ;  with  caution  and  rtferve 
Indulge  the  fweet  deftroyer  of  repofe. 
Nor  court  too  much  the  queen  of  charming  cares. 
Tor,  while  the  cherifh'd  poifon  in  your  breaft 
Ferments  and  maddens  ,  fick  with  jealoufy, 
Abfence,  diftruft,  or  even  with  anxious  joy, 
The  wholefome  appetites  and  powers  of  life 
Diffolve  in  languor.     The  coy  ftomach  lothes 
The  genial  board  :  Your  cheerful  days  arc  gone ; 
The  generous  bloom  that  flulh'd  your  cheeks  is 

fled. 
To  fighs  devoted  and  to  tender  pains, 
Penlive  you  fit,  or  folitary  ftray. 
And  wafle  your  youth  in  mufing.     Mufing  f^rft 
Toy'd  into  care  your  iinfufpecling  heart  : 
It  found  a  liking  there,  a  fportful  fire, 
And  that  fcmented  into  ferious  love; 
Which  mufing  daily  flrcngthens  and  improves 
Through  all  the  heights  of  fondncfs  and  romance  : 
And  you're  undone,  the  fatal  fiiaft  hasfped, 
If  oHce  you  doubt  whether  you  love  or  no. 
The  body  wades  away  ;   th'  infeiSttd  mind, 
Diffolv'd  in  female  tendernefs,  forgets 
Each  manly  virtue,  and  grows  dead  to  fame. 
Sweet  heaven  from  fuch  intoxicating  charm3 
Defend  all  worthy  brcafcs !   Not  that  I  deem 
JjOVc  always  dangerous,  always  to  be  fhun'd, 
{jOvc  well  repaid,  and  not  too  weakly  funk 


In  wanton  and  unmanly  tendernefs, 
Adds  bloom  to  health  ;  o'er  ev'ry  virtue  flieds 
A  gay,  humane,  a  fweet,  and  generous  grace^ 
And  brightens  all  the  ornaments  of  man. 
But  fruitlefs,  hopelcfs.  difappointed,  rack'd 
With  jealoufy,  fatigu'd  with  hope  and  fear, 
Too  ferious,  or  too  languiflilngiy  fond. 
Unnerves  the  body  and  unmans  the  foul. 
And  fome  have  ditd  for  love  ;  and  fome  run  mad  ; 
And  fome  with  defperate  hands  themfelves  have 
flain. 

Some  to  extinguifli,  others  to  prevent, 
A  mad  devotion  to  one  dangerous  fair, 
Court  all  they  meet;  in  hopes  to  diffipate 
The  cares  of  love  amongtt;  an  hundred  brides. 
Th'  event  is  doubtful :  for  there  arc  who  find 
A  cure  in  this;  there  are  v/ho  find  it  not. 
'Tis  no  relief,  alas  !  it  father  galls 
I'he  wound,  to  thofe  who  are  fincerely  fick. 
For  while  from  feverifh  and  tumultuous  joys 
The  nerves  grow  languid  and  the  Ibul  fiibfides. 
The  tender  fancy  fmarts  with  every  fting. 
And  what  was  love  before  is  madnefs  now. 
Is  health  your  care,  or  luxury  your  aim. 
Be  temperate  ftill  :    When  nature  bids,  obey; 
Her  wild  impatient  failles  bear  no  curb  : 
Biit  when  the  prurient  habit  of  delight, 
Or  loofe  imagination,  fpnrs  you  on 
To  deeds  above  your  firength,  impute  it  not 
To  nature  :    Nature  all  conipulfion  hates. 
Ah  !  let  not  luxury  nor  vain  renown 
Urge  you  to  feats  you  well  might  fleep  without; 
To  make  what  fhould  be  rapture  a  fatigue, 
A  tedious  tafit ;  nor  in  the  wanton  arms 
Of  twining  Lais  melt  your  manhood  down. 
For  from  the  coliiquation  of  foft  joys 
How  chang'd  you  rife  ;  the  gholi  of  what  yoij 

was '. 
Languid,  and  melancholy,  and  gaunt,  and  wan  ; 
Your  veins  exhauftcd,  and  your  nerves  uiiftrung, 
Spoil'd  of  its  balm  and  fprightly  zeft,  the  blood 
Grows  vapid  phlegm  ;  along  the  tender  nerves 
(To  each  flight  impulfe  tremblingly  awake) 
A  fubtle  fiend  that  mimic?  all  the  plagues 
Rapid  and  reftlefs  fprings  from  part  to  part. 
The  blooming  honours  of  your  youth  are  fallen  ; 
Ypur  vigour  pines  ;  your  vital  powers  decay; 
Difeafes  haunt  you;  and  untimely  age 
Creeps  on  ;  unfocial,  impotent,  and  lewd. 
Infatu.-jte,  impious,  epicure  !   to  v  afte 
The  (lores  of  pleafure,  cheerfulnefs,  and  health  ! 
Infatuate  all  who  make  delight  their  trade, 
And  coy  perdition  eve-  y  hoar  purfue. 

Who  pines  with  love,  or  hi  lafcivious  flames 
Confumes,  is  with  his  own  confent  undone  : 
He  choofes  to  be  wretched,  to  be  mad ; 
And  wa'rn'd  proceeds  and  wilful  to  his  fate. 
But  there's  a  paflTion,  whofe  tempeftuous  fway 
Tears  UT'  each  virtue  planted  in  the  breaft. 
And  ftiakes  to  ruins  proud  philofophy. 
For  pale  and  trembling  anger  rufhes  in. 
With  fault'ring  fpeech,  and  eyes  that  wildly  ftare; 
Fierce  as  the  tiger,  madder  than  the  feas, 
Defperate,   and  arm'd  with  more  than  hut^aq 
ilrengtl^. 
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How  foon  the  calm,  humane,  and  polifti'd  man 

Forgets  compun<flion,  and  ftarts  up  a  fiend  I 

Who  pines  in  love,  or  waftes  with  filtnt  cares. 

Envy,  or  ignominy,  or  tender  grief. 

Slowly  defcends,  and  ling'rincr,  to  the  (hades. 

But  he  whom  anger  flings,  drops,  if  he  dies. 

At  once,  and  ruftes  apopleAic  down  ; 

Or  a  fierce  f^er  hurries  him  to  hell. 

For,  as  the  body  through  unnumbcr'd  firings 

K.everberates  each  vibration  of  the  foul ; 

As  is  the  pafllon,  fuch  is  ftill  the  pain 

The  body  feels  :  or  chronic,  or  acute. 

And  oft  a  fudden  ftorm  at  once  o'erpowers 

The  life,  or  gives  your  reafon  to  the  winds. 

Such  fates  attend  the  raft  alarm  of  fear, 

And  fudden  grief,  and  rage,  and  fudden  joy.    [fit 

There  are,  mean  time,  to  whom  the  boiU'rous 
Is  health,  and  only  fills  the  fails  of  life. 
For  where  the  mind  a  torpid  winter  leads, 
"Wrapt  in  a  body  corpulent  and  cold. 
And  each  clogg'd  fundtion  hzily  moves  on  ; 
A  generous  fally  fpurns  th'  incumbent  load. 
Unlocks  the  breaft,  and  gives  a  cordial  glow. 
But  if  your  wrathful  blood  is  apt  to  boil, 
Or  are  your  nerves  too  irritably  ftrung, 
"Wave  all  difpute ;  be  cautious,  if  you  joke ; 
Keep  lent  for  ever  ;  and  foifwear  the  bowl. 
For  one  rafli  moment  fends  you  to  the  fhades, 
Or  fhatters  ev'ry  hopeful  fcheme  of  life, 
And  gives  to  horror  all  your  days  to  come. 
Fate,  arm'd  with  thunder,  fire,  and  ev'ry  plague, 
That  ruins,  tortures,  or  diftraAs  mankind. 
And  makes  the  happy  wretched  in  an  hour, 
O'erwhelms  you  not  with  woes  fo  horrible 
As  your  own  wrath,  nor  gives  more  fudden  blows. 

While  choler  works,  good  friend,  you  may  be 
wrong ; 
Diftruft  yourfelf,  and  fleep  before  you  fight. 
'Tis  not  too  late  to  morrow  to  be  brave; 
If  honour  bids,  to-morrow  kill  or  die. 
But  calm  advice  againft  a  raging  fit 
Avails  too  little;  and  it  braves  the  power    • 
Of  all  that  ever  taught  in  profe  or  fong. 
To  tame  the  fiend  that  fleeps  a  gentle  lamb, 
And  wakes  a  lion.     Unprovok'd  and  calm, 
You  reafon  well  ;  fee  as  you  ought  to  fee. 
And  wonder  at  the  madnefs  of  mankind  : 
Seiz'd  with  the  common  rage,  you  foon  forget 
The  fpeculations  of  your  wifer  hours. 
Befet  with  furies  of  all  deadly  fliapes, 


Fierce  and  infidious,  violent  and  flow  : 
With  all  that  urge  or  lure  tis  on  to  fdte  : 
What  refuge  fliall  we  feek  ?  what  arms  prepare  ? 
Where  reafon  proves  too  weak,  or  void  of  wiles 
To  cope  with  lubtle  or  impetuous  powers, 
I  would  invoke  new  paffions  fo  yeur  aid  : 
With  indignation  would  extinguifli  fear. 
With  fear  or  generous  pity  vanquifli  rage, 
And  love  with  pride  ;  and  force  to  force  oppofe. 
There  is  a  charm,   a  power,  that  fways  the 

breaft  ; 
Bids  every  pafiion  revel  or  be  ftill ; 
Iiifpires  with  rage,  or  all  your  cares  diflblves  ; 
Can  footh  diftracflion,  and  almoft  defpair. 
That  power  is  mufic  :  far  beyond  the  ftretch 
Of  thofe  unmeaning  warblers  on  our  ftage  ; 
Thofe  clumfy  heroes,  thofe  fat-headed  gods. 
Who  move  no  paflion  juftly  but  contempt : 
Who,  like  our  dancers  (light  indeed  and  flrong)  ! 
Do  wond'rous  feats,  but  never  heard  of  grace. 
The  fault  is  ours  ;  we  bear  thofe  monftrous  arts ; 
Good  Heaven  1  we  praife  them  :  we,  with  loudeft 

peals. 
Applaud  the  fool  that  higheft  lifts  his  heels; 
And,  with  infipid  {how  of  rapture,  die 
Of  idiot  notes  impertinently  long. 
But  he  the  mufe'»  laurel  juftly  fhares, 
A  poet  he,  and  touch'd  with  Heaven's  own  fire  ; 
Who,  with  bold  rage  or  folemn  pomp  of  founds. 
Inflames,  exalts,  and  ravifhes  the  foul ; 
AJovv  tender,  plaintive,  fweet  almoft  to  pain. 
In  love  difl'oives  you  ;  novsr  in  fprightly  ftrains 
Breathes  a   gay  rapture  through  your   thrilling 

breaft, 
Or  melts  the  heart  with  airs  divinely  fad. 
Or  Wakes  to  horror  the  tremendous  ftrings. 
Such  was  the  bard,  whofe  heavenly  ftrains  of  old 
Appeas'd  the  fiend  of  melancholy  Saul. 
Such  wa?,  if  old  and  heathen  fame  fay  true, 
The  man  who  bade  the  Theban  domes  afcend. 
And  tam'd  the  favagc  nations  with  his  fong; 
And  fuch  the  Thracian,  whofe  melodious  lyre, 
Tun'd  to  foft  woe,  made  all  the  mountains  weep; 
Sooth'd  even  th'  inexorable  powers  of  hell, 
And  half  redeem'd  his  loft  Eurydice. 
Mufic  eicalts  each  joy,  allays  each  grief, 
Expels  difeafes,  foftens  every  pain, 
Subdues  the  rage  of  poifon,  and  the  plague  ; 
And  hence  the  wife  of  ancient  days  ador'd 
One  power  of  phyfic,  melody,  and  fong. 


POEM     S. 


OF  BENEVOLENCE. 

AN   EPISTLE   TO    EUMENES  *.       I75I. 

Kind  to  my  frailties  ftill,  Eumenes,  hear; 
Once  more  I  try  the  patience  of  your  ear. 

*  This  little  piece  -was  addrcJfcJ  fo  a  ivorthy  gentle- 
man^ as  an  exprejpon  of  gratitude  for  his  kind  endea- 
vours to  do  the  ai-tbor  a  great  pitce  affcrvict. 


Not  oft  I  fing  :  the  happier  for  the  town. 
So  ftunn'd  already,  they're  quite  ftupid  grown 
With  monthly,  daily — charming  things  I  own 
Happy  for  them  1  feldom  court  the  nine  ; 
Another  art,  a  ferious  art,  is  mine. 
Of  naufeous  verfes  offer'd  once  a  week, 
Tou  cannot  fay  I  did  it,  if  you're  fick. 
'Tv/as  ne'er  my  pride  to  fhine  by  flaftiy  fit8 
Amoii^  the  daily,  weekly,  monthly  wits. 
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THE    WORKS   OF   ARMSTRONG. 


Cr>ntcnf  if  feme  few  friends  indulge  my  name, 
So  ilijjluly  am  I  ftun^f  with  love  of  fame, 
1  would  not  fcrawl  one  hundred  idle  lines — 
Is'ot  fur  the  praife  of  all  the  magazines. 

Yet  once  a  moon,  perhaps,  1  ileal  3  night ; 
And,  if  our  fire  Apollo  pleafes,  write. 
You  fmile;  Imt  all  the  train  the  mufe  that  follow, 
Chriftians  and  dunces,  (till  we  quote  Apollo, 
Unhappy  Itill  our  poets  will  rehearfe 
To  Goths,  that  ftare  aftoiiifli'd  at  their  verfe ; 
To  the  rank  tribes  fubniit  their  vir^rin  lays ; 
So  grofs,  fo  beftial,  is  the  lufl  of  praife  ! 

I  to  found  judges  from  the  mob  appeal. 
And  write  to  thofe  who  tdoU  my  fubjedl  feel. 
Eomenes,  thefe  dry  moral  lines  I  fruft 
"With  you,  whom  nought  that's  moral  can  difgufl. 
■With  you  I  venture,  in  plain  home-fpun  fenfe, 
Vhat  1  imagine  of  benevolence. 

Of  all  the  monfrers  of  the  human  kind. 
What  ftrikcs  you  moft  i-  the  low  felfifh  mind. 
You  wonder  how,  without  one  liberal  joy, 
The  llcady  mifer  can  his  years  employ, 
Without  one  friend,  howe'er  hi-  fortunes  thrive, 
Defpis"d  and  hated,  how  he  bears  to  live. 
With  honeft  warmth  of  heart,  with  fome  degree 
Of  pity  th?t  fuch  wretched  things  ftiouM  be. 
You  f  on;  the  fordid  knave — Ke  grins  at  you, 
And  deems  himfelf  the  wifer  of  the  two  — 
'Tis  ali  but  tafle,  howe'er  we  fift  the  cafe ; 
He  has  hi;  joy,  as  every  creature  has. 
'Tis  true,  he  canni>t  boafl  an  angel's  fl:are, 
"Yet  has  what  happinefs  his  organs  bear. 
U'liou  /tie-wife  mad' ft  the  high  feraphic  foul, 
Maker  Omiupotent  '.    and  thou  the  owl, 
Heav'n  form'd  him  too,  and  doubtkfs  for  fome 

ule : 
But -Crane-court  knows  not  yet  all  nature's  views. 

'  ["is  chiefly  tafte,  or  blunt,  or  grofs,  or  fine, 
Makes  life  infjpid,  beftial,  or  divine. 
Better  he  bcrn  with  tafte  to  little  rent 
Than  the  dull  monarch  of  a  continent. 
W'uhoat  this  bounty  which  the  gods  beflbw, 
■.Can  fortune  make  one  favourite  happy  .? — Mo. 
As  v/cU  might  fortune,  in  her  frolic  vein, 
Proclaim  an  oyiler  foveieign  of  the  main. 
Without  fine  nerves,  and  bofoni  juftly  warm'd, 
An  eye,  an  ear.  a  fancy  to  be  charm'd, 
In  vain  maicflic  Wren  e.xpands  the  dome; 
Blank  as  pale  ftucco  Rubei!s  lines  the  room  : 
Loft  a.'-c  the  raptures  of  bold  Handel's  Itrain ; 
Greaf.  lully  florms,  fwect  Virgil  fings.  in  vain. 
The  beauteuiis  forms  of  nature  are  tffac'd  ; 
Tempe's  ioft  charms,  the  raging  wat'ry  wafte, 
lacli  greatly-wild,  each  fweet  rumancic  fcene, 
Unheeled  rifes,  and  almoft  ui.feen. 

Yet  thefe  arc  joys,  with  fome  (.f  better  clay. 
To  f  Tth  tiie  toils  of  life's  embarraf^'d  way. 
Thefe  tiic  fine  fr^me  which  chariiimg  hovrprs  chill, 
And  give  the  nerve?  dclightfidly  to  thrill. 
But  of  all  tal'c  the  noLlcll  and  the  beft, 
The  firft  enjoyment  of  the  generous  breaft, 
Is  to  br.hold  ii.  man'.s  obnoxious  flare 
Scenes  of  consent,  and  haiipy  turns  of  fate. 
Fyir  view-  of  nature,  fliuiing  works  of  art, 
Amufe  the  fancy,  but  tbof:  touch  the  heart. 


Chiefly  for  this  proud  epic  fong  delight*. 
For  tfiis  fome  riot  on  th'  Arabian  Nights. 
Each  cafe  is  ours;  and,  for  the  human  mind, 
'  I'is  monftrous  not  to  feel  for  all  mankind. 
Were  all  mankind  unhappy,  who  could  tafte 
Elyfium,  or  be  folitarily  bleft  ? 
ahock'd  with  furrounding  fhapes  of  human  woe, 
.All  that  or  fenfe  or  fancy  could  beftow. 
You  would  reje<Sl  with  fick  and  coy  difdain, 
And  pant  to  iee  one  cheerful  face  again. 

But  if  life's  better  profpe6ls  to  behold 
S'>  much  delight  the  man  of  generous  mould. 
How  happy  they,  the  great,  the  godlike  few, 
Who  daily  cultivate  this  pleafing  view  ', 
This  is  a  joy  poffefs'd  by  fev/  indeed  ! 
Dame  fortune  has  fo  many  fools  to  feed, 
She  cannot  oft  afford,  with  all  her  ftore, 
To  yield  her  fmiles  where  nature  fmil'd  before. 
To  finking  worth  a  cordial  hand  to  lend  ; 
With  better  fortune  tofurprife  a  friend; 
To  cheer  the  modeft  ftranger's  lonely  ftate  ; 
Or  fnatch  an  orphan  family  from  fate  ; 
To  do,  poflefs'd  v.ith  virtue's  noblell  (ire. 
Such  generous  deeds  as  we  with  tears  admire  ; 
Deeds  that,  above  ambition's  vulgar  aim. 
Secure  an  amiable,  a  folid  fame  : 
Thefe  are   fuch  joys  as  heaven's  firft  favouritea 

,     feize ; 
Thefe  pleafe  you  now,  and  wiil  for  ever  pleafe. 

Too  icidom  we  great  moral  deeds  admire  ; 
The  will,  the  power,  th'  occallon,  mull  conlpire. 
Yet  few  there  are  io  impotent  and  low, 
But  cAi\  fome  fniali  good  offices  beftow. 
Small  as  they  are,  however  cheap  they  come, 
They  add  ftill  fomething  to  the  general  fum  : 
And  him  who  gives  the  little  in  his  power. 
The  world  acquits;  and  Heaven  demands  no  more. 

Unhappy  he  who  feels  each  neiglibour's  woe. 
Yet  no  relief,  no  comfort  can  beftow. 
Unhappy  too,  v.'ho  feels  each  kind  eflay,  • 
And  for  great  favours  has  but  words  to  pay; 
Who,  fccrnful  of  the  flatterer's  fawning  .irt. 
Dreads  even  to  pour  his  gratitude  of  heart ; 
And  with  a  diftant  lover's  filent  pain 
Muft  the  heft  movements  of  his  foul  reftrairi. 
But  men,  fagacious  to  explore  mankind. 
Trace  even  the  coyeft  paflionsof  the  mind. 

Not  only  to  the  good  we  ov.-e  good  will  j 
In  good  and  bad  diftrefs  demands  it  ftill. 
This  with  the  generous  lays  diftin<5lion  low, 
Endears  a  friend,  and  recommends  a  f,e. 
Not  that  refeniment  never  ought  to  rife; 
For  even  excels  of  virtue  ranks  with  vice  : 
And  tliere  are  villanies  no  bench  can  awe. 
That  fport  without  the  limits  of  the  law. 
No  laws  th'  ungenerous  crime  would  reprehend, 
Could  I  forget  Eumeaes  was  my  fiiend  : 
In  vain  the  gibbet  or  the  pillory  claim 
The  wretch  whobtafts  a  helpiefs  virgin's  fame. 
Where  laws  are  dup'd,  'tis  nor  unjuft  nor  mean. 
To  feize  the  proper  time  for  honeft  fpleen. 
An  open  candid  foe  I  ciuld  not  hate, 
Nor  even  infult  the  bafe  in  humbled  ftate  ; 
But  thriving  malice  tamely  to  forgive — 
Tis  fomcwhac  late  to  be  fo  primitive. 


P    o 

But  I  detain  you  wit.1)  tncfe  tedious  lays, 
Which  few  perhaps  would  read,  and  fewer  praife. 
No  matter  :   could  I  plcafi;  the  poliOi'd  few 
Who  tafbe  the  ferious  or  tl»e  gay  like  you, 
The  fqueamiih  mob  may  find  my  verfcs  bare 
Of  every  grace — but  curfe  me  if  I  care. 
Bcfidc  s,  I  little  court  ParnafTian  fame  ; 
There's  yet  a  better  than  a  jioet's  name. 
'Twould  more  indulge  my  pride  to  hear  it  faid 
That  I  with  you  the  paths  of  honour  tread, 
Than  that  amongft  the  proud  poetic  train 
No  modern  boafted  a  more  claflic  vein  ; 
Or  that  in  numbers  I  let  loofe  my  long, 
Smooth  as  the  Tweed,  and  as  the  Severn  ftrong. 

TASTE  : 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  A   YOUNG  CRITIC.       1753. 

"  Proferre  quae  fentiat  cur  quifquam  liber  dubi- 
"tet? — Malim,  mehercule,  Iblus  inl'anire,  quani 
"  fobrius  aut  plebis  aut  patrum  delirationibus  ig- 
"  naviter  afftntari."—         Auior  Aiionym.  Fragm. 

Ran'ge  from  Tower-hill  all  London  to  the  Fleet 
Ihence  round  the  Temple,  t'  utmoll  Grofvenor- 
ftreet:  [inn; 

Take  in   your  route  both  Gray'?  and  Lincoln's 
Mifs  not,  be  lure,  my  lords  and  gentlemen; 
You'll  hardly  raife,  as  I  with  *  Petty  guefs  "J 

Above  twelve  thoufand  men  of  talte,  unlefs        J- 
In  defperate  times  a  Connoijffur  may  pafs.  J 

"  A  connoifieur!   What's  chat?"    'lis  hard  to 
fay  : 
But  you  muft  oft,  amidft  the  fair  and  gar, 
Have  fceti  a  would-be  rake,  a  fluttering  fool, 
M'ho  fwears  he  loves  the  fex  with  all  bis  foul. 
Alas,  vain  youth  !  doft  thou  admire  fwect  Jones  ? 
Thou  be  gallant  without  or  blood  or  bones! 
You'd  fplit  to  hear  th'  infipid  coxcomb  cry 
Ah,  charming  Nanny !   'tis  too  much  !   !  die  1 — 
Die  and  be  d — n'd,  lays  one  ;  but  let  me  tell  ye 
I'll  pay  the  lofs  if  ever  rapture  kill  ye. 

'Tis  eafy  learnt  the  art  to  talk  by  rote  : 
At  Nando's  'twill  btu  coft  you  half  a  groat ; 
The  Bedford  fchool  at  threepence  is  not  dear.  Sir; 
At  White's — tbcfars  infruSi  you  for  a  teller. 
But  he,  whom  nature  never  meant  to  fhare 
One  fpark  of  tafle,  will  never  catch  it  there  :— 
Nor  no  where  elfe  ;  howe'er  the  booby  beau 
Grows  great  with  Pope,  and  Horace,  and  Boilean. 

Good  native  tafle,  though  rude,isfcidom  wrong, 
Be  it  in  mufic,  painting,  or  in  fong. 
But  this,  as  well  as  other  faculties. 
Improves  with  age,  and  ripens  by  degrees. 
1  know,  my  dear,  'tis  neediefs  to  deny  't. 
You  like  Voiture,  you  think  him  Wondrous  bright: 
But  feven  years  hence,  your  relifh  more  matur'd, 
What  new  delights  will  hardly  be  endur'd 
The  boy  may  hve  to  tafle  Racine's  fine  charms, 
Whom  Lee^  bald  orb  or  Rowe's  dry  rapture 

warms  : 
But  he,  enfranchis'd  from  his  tutor's  care, 
Who  places  Butler  near  Cervantes'  chair; 

*  Sir  William  Petty,  author  oj  the  Pelitical  Arith- 
metic. 
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I  Or  with  Erafmns  can  admit  to  vfe 
I   Brovyn  of  .Squab-hall,  of  merry  mcwory  ; 
j  Will  die  a  Goth  ;  and  nod  at  '  W^idKu's  feafl:, 
Th'  eternal  winter  long,  on  f  Gregory's  breafl. 

Ivong  may  he  fvvill,  this  j  atriarch  of  the  dull. 
The  drowfy  mum — But  touch  not  Maro's  {kuU! 
Hi*,  holy  barbarous  dotage  fi-ughi  to  dnom. 
Good  heaven  !  th'  immortal  dallies  to  the  tomb  !— 
Thofc  facred  lights  fhall  bid  new  genius  rife. 
When  all  Rome's  faints  have  rotted  from  the  Ikies. 
Be  thcfe  your  guides,  if  at  the  ivy  crown 
You  aim  :  each  country's  clajrics,  and  your  own. 
But  chiefly  with  the  ancients  pafs  your  primj;. 
And  drink  Caftalia  at  the  fountain's  brim. 
The  man  to  genuine  burgundy  bred  up, 
Soon  flarts  the  dafh  of  Methuen  in  his  cup. 

Thofe  fovereign  niaflers  of  the  mules  fkill 
Are  the  true  patterns  of  good  writing  ftill. 
Their  ore  was  rich,  and  feven  times  purg'd  of 

lead ; 
Their  art  feem'd  nature,  'twas  fo  finely  hid. 
Though  born  with  all  the  powers  of  writing  well. 
What  pains  it  coft  they  did  not  blufh  to  tell. 
Their  eafe  (my  lords)  !  ne'er  loung'd  for  want  of 

fire, 
Nor  did  their  rage  through  affectation  tire. 
Free  from  all  tawdry  and  impofing  glare 
They  trufted  to  their  native  grace  of  air. 
Rapt'rous  and  wild  the  trembling  foul  they  feize") 
Or  fly  coy  beauties  fleal  it  by  degrees  ;  / 

The  more  you  view  them  ilill  the  more  theyT 
pkafe.  J 

Yet  there  are  thoufands  of  fcholaflic  merit 
Who  worm   their  fenfe  out  but  ne'er  tafte   their 

fpiiit. 
"Witnefs  each  pedant  under  ber.tly  bred  ; 
Each  commentator  that  e'er  commented. 
(You  fcarce  can  feize  a  fpot  of  clalTic  ground. 
With  leagues  of  Duch  morafs  fo  floated  round). 
Witnefs — liut  Sir,  I  hold  a  cautious  pen. 
Left  1  i\\o\i\<.\'iurcng  fome  hotiourahk  men, 
They  grow  enthuliafts  too — "Tis  true  !   "Tii  pity  ! 
But  'tis  not  every  lunatic  that's  witty. 
Some  have  run  Maro— and  fome  Milton — mad, 
Aflilcy  once  turji'd  a  folid  barber's  head: 
Hear  all  that's  faid  or  printed  if  you  can, 
Afliley  has  turn'd  more  folid  heads  than  one- 

Let  fuch  admire  each  great  or  fpecious  name  ; 
For  right  or  wrong  the  joy  to  them'^  the  fame. 
"  Right !"  Yes  a  thouiand  times — Each  fool  has 

heard 
That  Homer  was  a  wonder  of  a  bard. 
Defpife  them  civilly  with  all  my  heart — 
But  to  convince  them  is  a  defperate  part. 
Why  fhould  you  tcaze  one  for  what  fecret  caufe 
One  doats  on  Horace,  or  on  Hudibras?  j 

*  Alluding  to  the  Gothic  heaven,  Woden's  ball  • 
ivhere  the  happy  ore  for  ever  employed  in  drinkitiT 
heer,  mum,  and  other  comfortable  liquors,  out  of  the 
fkulls  of  thofe  ivkom  they  hadflain  in  battle. 

f  Pope  Gregory  the  V  Itb.  difimgufoed  hy  the  name 
of  St.  Gregory  ;  ii-hofe  pious  v:.eal.  in  tbc  caufe  (f  bar- 
barous ignorance  and  priefily  tyranny,  exerted  tt/ilf  in 
demolifynig^  to  the  utmojl  of  his  pctver,  (ill  the  remaiti 
of  heath  in  genius. 
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*Tis  cruel.  Sir,  'tis  needlefs,  to  endeavour 
To  teach  a  fot  of  tafte  he  knows  no  flavour, 
To  difunite  I  neither  wi(h  nor  hope 
A  ftubborn  blockhead  from  his  fav'rite  fop. 
Yes  —fop  I  fay,  were  Maro's  felf  before  'em  : 
For  Maro's  felf  grows  dull  as  they  pore  o'er  him. 
But  hear  their  raptures  o'er  fome  Ipeciousrhyme 
Dubb'd  by  the  mufic'd  and  greafy  mob  fublime. 
For  fpleen's  dear  fakr  hear  how  a  coxcomb  prates 
As  clam'rous  o'er  his  joys  as  fifty  cats ; 
"   Mufic  has  charm:  to  footh  the   a-vage  brcajly 
"   To /often  rods,  a\doaks,^' — an.i  ail  the  reft  ; 
"  i'w  heard'" — Blefs  thefe  long  ears  ! — ^"  Heavens 

"  what  a  ftrain  ! 
'*  Good  God  !   what  thunders  burft  in  this  Cam- 

*'  paiTn  ! 
"  Hark  Waller  warbles!  Ah  !  how  fweetly  killing! 
««  Then  that  inimitable  Splendid  Shilling  I 
"  Rowe  breathes  all  Shakfpeare  here  ! — that  ode 

"  of  Prior 
"  Is  Spenfer  quite  !    egad  his  very  fire  ! — 
*'  As  like" — Yes  faith  I  as  gum-flowers  to  the  rofe, 
Or  as  to  claret  fiat  Minorca's  dofe  ; 
As  like  as  (if  I  am  not  grolUy  wrong) 
Erie  Robert's  mice  to  aught  e'er  Chaucer  fung. 

Read  boldly,  and  unprejudic'd  perufe 
Each  fav'rite  modern,  ev'n  each  ancient  mufe. 
With  all  the  comic  falc  and  tragic  rage 
The  great  flupendous  genius  of  our  ftage, 
Boaft  of  our  ifland,  pride  of  humankind, 
Had  faults  to  which  the  boxes  are  not  blind. 
His  frailties  are  to  every  goflip  known  : 
Yet  Milton's  pedantries  not  (hock  the  town. 
Ne'er  be  the  dupe  of  names,  however  high; 
For  fome  outlive  good  parts,  fome  mifapply. 
Each  elegant  Spedator  yoii  admire ; 
But  muft  you  therefore  fwear  by  Cato's  fire  ? 
Mafks  for  the  court,  and  oft  a  clumfey  jell, 
Dii'grac'd  the  mufe  that  wrought  the  Alchemift, 
"  But  to  the  ancients." — Faith!  I  am  not  clear, 
.For  all  the  fmooth  round  type  of  Elzevir, 
That  every  work  which  lafts  in  profe  or  fong, 
Two  thoufand  years,  deferves  to  laft  fo  long. 
For  not  to  mention  fome  eternal  blades 
Kno-,Yn  only  now  in  th'  academic  fliades, 
(^Thole  facred  groves  where  raptur'd  fpirits  flrajr, 
And  in  word  hunting  wafte  the  live-long  day) 
Ancients  whom  none  but  curious  critics  fcan, 
Do,  read  *  Meffala's  praife*  if  you  can. 
Ah  !  who  but  fVels  the  fweet  contagious  fmart 
While  foft  Tibiillus  pours  his  tender  heart  ? 
With  him  the  loves  and  mufes  melt  in  tears  ; 
But  not  a  word  of  fome  hexameters. 
"  You  grow  fo  fqueamifli  and  fo  dev'lilh  dry, 
"  You'll  call  Lucretius  vapid  next."     Not  I. 
Some  find  him  tedious,  others  think  liim  lame : 
But  if  he  lags  his  fubjed:  is  to  blame. 
Rough  weary  roads  through  barren  wildshe  tried, 
Yet  flill  he  marches  with  true  Roman  pride  : 
Sometimes  a  meteor,  gorgeous,  rapid,  bright, 
He  flreams  athwart  the  philofophic  night. 


*  A  poem  of  Tibtillus's  in  hexameter  verfe ;  as 
yawning  and  injipid  at  his  tlegui  art  Under  and  na- 
tural. 


Find  you  in  Horace  no  InCpid  odes  ?^ 
He  dar'd  to  tell  us  Homer  fometimes  nods; 
And  but  for  fuch  a  critic's  hardy  Ikill 
Homer  might  flum.ber  unfufpecfted  ftill. 

Taftelefs,  implicit,  indolent,  and  tame, 
At  fecond  hand  we  chiefly  praife  or  blame. 
Hence  'tis,  ior  elfe  one  knows  not  why  nor  how, 
Some  authors  flourifh  for  a  year  or  two; 
For  many  fome,  more  wond'rous  flill  to  tell ; 
Farquhar  yet  lingers  on  the  brink  of  hell. 
Of  folid  merit  others  pine  unknown;  ■^ 

At  firrt,  though  *  Carlos  fwimmingly  went  down  V 
Poor  Bclvidera  fail'd  to  melt  the  town.  j 

Sunk  in  dead  night  the  giant  Milton  lay 
'Till  Sommer's  hand  pioduc'd  him  to  the  day. 
But,  thanks  to  heaven  and  Addifon's  good  grace. 
Now  ev'ry  fop  is  charm'd  with  Chevy  Chafe. 

Specious  and  fage,  the  fovereign  of  the  flock 
Led  to  the  downs,  or  from  the  wave-worn  rock 
Reludant  hurrd,^the  tame  implicit  train 
Or  crop  the  downs,  or  headlong  feek  the  main. 
As  blindly  we  our  folemn  leaders  follow, 
And  good,  and  bad,  and  execrable  fwallow. 

Pray,  on  the  firft  throng'd  evening  of  a  play 
That  wears  the  j- fades  hippocratica. 
Strong  lines  of  death,  figns  dire  of  reprobation  ; 
Have  you  not  feen  the  angel  of  falvation 
Appear  fublime;  with  wife  and  folemn  rap 
To  teach  the  doubtful  rabble  where  to  clap  :— 
The  rabble  knows  not  where  our  dramas  fbine ; 
But  where  the  cane  goes  pat — By  G —  that's  fine'. 

Judge  for  yourfelf ;  nor  wait  with  timid  phlegm 
Till  fome  illuftrious  pedant  hum  or  hem. 
The  lords  who  ftarv'd  old  Ben  were  learn'dly  fond 
Of  Chaucer,  whom  with  bungling  toil  they  conn'd. 
Their  fons,  whole  ears  bold  Milton  could  not"^ 
feize,  [fneeze,  ( 

Would  laugh  o'er  Ben  like  mad,  and  fnuff"  and  C 
And  fwear  and  feem  as  tickled  as  you  pleafe.    J 
Their  fpawn,  the  pride  of  this  fublimer  age. 
Feel  to  the  toes  and  horns  grave  Milton's  rage. 
Though  liv'd  he  now  he  might  appeal  with  fcorn, 
To  lords,  knights,  'fquires,  and  dodtors,  yet  un- 
born, 
Or  juftly  mad  to  Moloch's  burning  fane 
Devote  the  choiceft  children  of  his  brain. 
Judge  for  yourfelf;  and  as  you  find  report 
Of  wit  as  freely  as  of  beef  or  port. 
Zounds  I  fhall  a  pert  or  bluff  important  wight, 
Whofe  brain  is  fancilefs,  whofe  blood  is  white  ; 
A  mumbling  ape. of  tafte;  prefcribe  us  laws 
Tfl  try  the  poets,  for  no  better  caufe 
Than  that  he  boafts /><;/•  ann.  ten  thoufand  clear, 
Yelps  in  the  Houfe,  or  barely  fits  a  peer  ? 
For  fhame  !  for  fliame  '.  the  liberal  Britiih  foul 
To  floop  to  any  ftale  dictator's  rule  ! 

*  Don  Carlos,  a  tragedy  of  Ottvay's  nozv  long  end 
jiifily  forgotten,  "went  off  -with  great  applaufe  ;  ivh:li 
his  Orphan,  a  fomeivhat  better  performance,  and  luhat 
is  yet  morefirange,  his  Venice  Prefer-oed,  according  to 
theatrical  anecdotes  ofthofe  times,  met  ivith  a  very  cold 
reception, 

•(•    The  appearance  of  the  face  in   the  lafifiage  of  a 
(onfumftian,  as  it  is  dcj'cribed  by  Hippocraies.^ 
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I  may  be  wrong,  and  often  am  no  doubt,  , 

But  right  or  wrong  with  friends,  with  foes  'twill 

out. 
Thus  'tis  perhaps  my  fault  if  T  complain 
Of  trite  invention  and  a  flimfy  vein. 
Tame  charafters,  uninterefting,  jejune. 
And  pr-ffions  drily  copied  from  *  Le  prun. 
For  I  would  rather  never  judge  than  ■*vrotig 
That  friend  of  all  men,  generous  Fentlon. 
Eut  in  the  name  of  goodnefs,  muft  I  be 
7  he  dupe  of  charms  I  never  yet  could  fee  ? 
And  then  to  flatter  whi:re  there's  no  reward^ 
Better  be  any  patron-hunting  bard, 
Who  half  our  lords  with  filthly  praife  befmears, 
And  fing  an  anthem  to  all  ministers  : 
Tafte  th'  Attic  fait  in  ev'ry  peer's  poor  rebus, 
And  crown  each  Gothic  idol  for  a  Phoebus. 
Alas  !  fo  far  from  free,  fo  far  from  brave, 
"We  dare  not  ftiovv  the  little  tafle  we  have. 
With  us  you'll  fee  ev'n  vanity  controul 
The  moft  refin'd  fenfations  of  the  foul. 
Sad  Otway's  fcenes,  great  Shakfpeare's  we  defy  : 
"  Lard,  Madam  !    'tis  fo  unpolite  to  cry  ! — 
•'  For  fliame,  my  dear  !  d'ye  credit  all  thisftuff  .'—• - 
"   I  vow — well,  this  is  innocent  enough  ?" 
At  Athens  long  ago,  the  ladies — (married) 
J)reamt   not  they   niifbehav'd  though  they  mif- 

carried. 
When  a  wild  pr^et  with  licentious  rage 
Turn'd  fifty  furies  loofe  upon  the  flage. 

They  were  fo  tender  and  fo  eafy  mov'd. 
Heavens  '  how  the  Grecian  ladies  muft  have  lov'd! 
For  all  the  fine  fenfations  (till  have  dwelt, 
Perhaps,  where  one  was  exquifitely  felt. 
Thus  he  who  heavenly  Maro  truly  feels 
Stands  fix'd  on  Raphael,  and  at  Handel  thrills. 
The  grofler  fenfes  too,  the  tafte,  the  fmell,         "J 
Are  likely  trueft  where  the  fine  prevail  :  V- 

Who  doubts  that  Horace  muft  have  cater'd  well?  j 
Friend,  I'm  a  ftirewd  obferver,  and  will  guefs 
What  books  you  doat  on  from  your  fav'rite  niefs. 
Brown  and  L'Eftrange  will  furely  charm  whom- 

e'cr 
The  frothy  pertnefs  flrikes  of  weak  fmall  beer. 
Who  fteeps  the  calf's  fat  loin  in  greafy  fauce 
Will  hardly  lothe  the  praife  that  bailes  an  afs. 

*  Firjl  fainter  to  Lcivis  XI f^.  luho,  to  fpeah  in 
fajhionahk  Englijh.  called  himfelf  Le  wi  sTHeGreaT. 
Our  fovcreign  lords  the  pajjions,  love,  ''"^^t  defpair,  '^c. 
vuere  gracioujly  pleafcd  to  Jit  to  him  in  their  turns  for 
their  portraits  ;  tvhich  he  -was  generous  enough  to  com- 
municate to  the  public,  to  the  great  improvement,  no 
doubt,  of  hijlory-pairtting.  It  ivas  he  ivbo  they  fay 
poifoned  Le  Sueur  ;  ivho,  "without  half  his  advantages, 
in  many  other  refpeBs,  ivas  fo  unreafonable  and  pro'uok- 
ing  as  to  difplay  a  genius  -with  tvhich  his  oiun  could 
fland  no  comparifon.  It  ivas  he  and  his  Gothic  difci- 
fles,  luho,  ivith  fy  /cratches,  defaced  the  mofi  maferly 
ef  this  Le  Sueur  s  performances,  as  often  as  their  ha<- 
barous  envy  could fnugly  reach  them.  Yet  after  allthefe 
atchicvements  he  died  in  his  bed !  A  catajlrophe  ivhich 
could  not  have  happened  to  him  in  a  country  like  this, 
•where  the  fine  arts  are  as  %ealoufly  and judiciotfly  pa- 
fro/iifed  ai  thc^  are  well  underfooi. 


Who  riots  on  Scotch  collops  fcorns  not  any 
Infipid,  fulfome,  traftiy  mifcellany; 
And  who  devours  whate'er  the  cook  candifh  up, 
Will  for  a  cfiflic  confecrate  each  *  bilhop. 
But  I  am  fick  of  pen  and  ink  ;  and  you 
Will  find  this  letter  long  enough.     Adieu  I 

IMITATION 

OF  SHAKSFEARE    AND  SPENSER. 
Advertifement from  the  Publijher, 

The  following  imitation  of  Shakfpeare  was  one 
of  our  anther's  firft  attempts  in  poetry,  made  whea 
he  was  very  young.  It  helped  to  amufe  the  f;  li- 
tude  of  a  winter  paffed  in  a  wild  romantic  coun- 
try; andj^  what  is  rather  particular,  was  juft  fi- 
nilhed  when  Mr.  Thonifon's  C(  lebrated  poem  up- 
on the  fame  fubje<51:  appeared.  Mr.  Thomfon,  foon 
hearing  of  it,  had  thecuriofity  to  procure  a  copy  by 
the  liieans  of  a  common  acquaintance.  He  fhowed 
if  to  his  poetical  friends,  Mr.  Mallet,  Mr.  Aaron 
Hill,  and  Dr.  Young,  who,  it  feems,  did  great 
honour  to  it;  and  the  firft  mentioned  gentleman 
wrote  to  one  of  his  friends  at  Edinburgh,  defiring 
the  author's  leave  to  publifli  it;  a  requeft  too 
flattering  to  youthful  vanity  to  be  refiftcd.  But 
Mr.  Mallet  altered  his  mind:  and  this  little  piece 
has  hitherto  remained  unpublifhed. 

The  other  imitations  of  Shakfpeare  happen  to 
have  been  faved  out  of  the  ruins  of  an  unfiniftied 
tragedy  on  the  ftory  of  Tereus  and  Philomela  ; 
attempted  upon  an  irregular  and  extravagant  plan, 
at  an  age  much  too  early  for  fuch  atchieven.ei.ts. 
However,  they  are  here  exhibited  for  the  fake  of 
luch  guefts  as  may  like  a  little  repaft  of  fcraps. 


Now  fummer  with  her  wanton  court  is  gone 
To  revel  o«  the  fouth  fide  of  the  world. 
And  flaunt  and  frolic  out  the  live-long  day. 
While  winter  rifing  pale  from  northern  feas 
Shakes  from  his  hoary  locks  the  drizzling  rheum. 
A  bljft  fo  fhrewd  makes  the  tall-bodied  pines 
Uiifinewed  bend,  and  heavy-paced  bears 
Sends  growling  to  their  favage  tenements. 

Now  blows  the  furly  north,  and  chills  through- 
out 
Theftiffening  regions;  while,  by  ftronger  charms 
Than  Circe  e'er  or  fell  Medea  brew'd, 
Each  brook  that  wont  to  prattle  to  its  banks 
Lies  all  bcftill'd  and  wedg'd  betwixt  its  banks, 
Nor  moves  the  wither'd  reeds  .  and  the  rafti  flood 
•That  from   the   mountains  held   its  he^dftrong 

courfe, 
Buried  in  livid  ftieets  of  vaulting  ice, 
Seen  through  the  Ihameful  breaches,  idly  creeps 
To  pay  a  fcanty  tribute  to  the  ocean. 
What  wonder  ?  when  the  floating  wildernefs 
That  fcorns  our  miles,  and  calls  geography 
A  fhallow  pryer ;  from  whofe  unfteady  mirror 
The  high-hung  pole  furveys  his  dancing  locks; 

*  S(e  Feltan's  Claffiiit, 
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\Vhen  this  ftili-raving  deep  lies  mute  and  dead. 
Nor  heaves  its  Iwelling  bofom  to  the  winds. 
The  furges,  haired  by  the  fierce  north-eaft 
Toffing  with  fretful  fpleen  their  angry  heads 
To  roar  and  rulh  together, 
Even  in  the  foam  ol  ^11  their  madnefs  flruck 
To  monumental  ice,  iland  all  allridc 
The  rocks  they  wafli'd  fo  late.  Such  execution, 
So  {lern,fo  fudden,  wrought  the  grifly  afpecfl 
Of  terrible  Medufa,  ere  young  Perfeus 
With  his  keen  fabre  cropt  her  horrid  head. 
And  laid  her  ferpents  rowling  on  the  duft ;  . 
When  wandering  through  the  woods  fhe  frown'd 

to  flone 
Tlieir  favage  tenants  :  juft  as  the  foaming  lion 
Sprung  furious  on  his  prey,  her  fpecdier  power 
Outrun  his  hafte;  no  time  to  lauguifli  in, 
But  fix'd  in  that  fierce  attitude  he  flands 
Like  Rage  in  marble. — Now  portly  Argofies 
Lie  wedg'd  'twixt  Neptune's  ribs.     The  bridg'd 

abyfm 
Has  chang'd  our  (hips  to  horfe? ;  the  fwift  bark 
Yields  to  the  heavy  v^aggon  and  the  cart. 
That  now  from  ifle  to  ifle  maintain  (he  trade  ; 
And  where  the  furface-haunting  dolphin  led 
Her  fportive  young,  is  now  an  area  tit 
For  the  wild  fcbool-boy's  paftime. 

Meantime  the  evening  flcies,  crufled  with  ice, 
{Shifting  frohi  red  to  black  their  weighty  Ikirts, 
Hano-  mournful  o'er  the  hills;  and  ftealing  night 
iRides  the  bleak  puffing  winds,  that  feem  to  fpit 
Their  foam  fparfe  through  the  welkin,  which  is 

nothing 
If  not  beheld.  Anon  the  burden'd  heavci 
Shakes  from  its  ample  fieve  the  boulted  fnow ; 
That  flattering  down  befprinkles  the  fad  trees 
In  mockery  of  leaves  *,  piles  up  the  hills 
To  monftrous  altitude,  and  chokes  to  the  lips 
The  deep  imperviour  vaies  that  yawn  as  low 
As  to  the  centre,  nature's  vafty  breaches. 
While  all  the  pride  of  men  and  mortal  things 
Lies  whelm'd  in  heaven's  white  ruins  — 

The  fbivering  clown  digs  his  Jbllruifled  way 
Thrmigli  the  Inow-barricadoed  cottage  door  ; 
And  rtKifSed  in  his  home-fpun  plaid  encounters 
With  livid  cheek?  and  rheuai-diftilling  nofe 
The  morning's  fliarp  and  fcourging   breath  ;  to 

count 
His  ftarving  flock  whofe  number's  all  too  (hort 
To  m'ake  the  goodly  fum  of  yeflernight : 
Part  deep  ingurgitated,  part  yet  flruggling 
With  their  laft  pantings  melt  themlelves  a  grave 
In  winter's  bofom ;  which  yields  not  to  the  touch 
Of  the  pale  languid  crefcet  of  thi'<  world. 
That  now  with  lean  and  churlifh  hufliandry 
■yields  heartlclsly  the  remnants  of  his  prime  ; 
And  like  m.ft  fpendchrifts  ftarves  his  latter  days 
For  former  rankncfs.  He  with  bleary  eye 
Ehzons  his  own  difgrace  ;  the  harnefs'd  wafte 
Rebellious  to  his  blunt  defeated  fhafts; 
And  idly  flrikes  the  chalky  mountains  tops 
That  rile  to  kifs  the  welkin's  ruddy  lips  ; 
Where  all  the  ralh  young  bullies  of  the  air 
Mount  their  quick  ilt  ndtr  penetrating  wings, 
Whipping  the  froft-buiiu  villagers  to  the  bones; 


And  growing  with  their  motion  mad  and  furlouj. 
Till  fwoln  to  ttnipeftsthey  out  rage  the  thunder;. 
Winnow  the  chaffy  fnow,  and  mock  the  fkies 
Even  with  their  own  artillery  retorted  ;  ' 

Tear  up  and  throw  th'  accumulated  hills 
Into  the  va  lies.  And  as  rude  hurricanes, 
Difcharg'd  from  the  wind-fwoln  checks  of  heaven. 
Buoy  up  the  Aviiling  Ikirts  of  Araby's 
Inhofpitable  wilds. 

And  roll  the  dufly  defert  through  the  fkies. 
Choking  the  liberal  air,  and  fmothering 
Whole  caravans  at  once;  fuch  havoc  fpreads 
Thi»  war  of  heaven  and  earth,  fuch  fudden  ruia 
Vifits  their  houfclefs  citizens,  that  flirink 
In  the  falfe  flielter  of  the  hills  together. 
And  hear  the  tempeft  howling  o'er  their  heads 
That  by  and  by  o'erwhelms  thcni.   The  very  birds, 
Thofe  few  that  troop'd  not  with  the  chiming  tribe 
Of  amorous  fummer,  quit  their  ruffian  element; 
Ai?d  with  domellic  tamenefs  hop  and  flutter 
Within  the  roofs  of  perfccuting  man, 
(Grown  hofpitable  by  like  fenfe  of  fufferancc) ; 
Whither  the  hinds,  the  debt  o'  the  day  difcharg'd. 
From  kjln  or  barn  repairing,  (hut  the  door 
On  furly  winter  ;  crowd  the  clean-fwept  hearth 
And  cheerful  fhining  fire ;  and  dolT  the  time, 
The  whilll  the  maids  their  twirling  fpindles  ply, 
With  mufty  legends  and  ear-pathing  tales; 
Of  giants,  and  black  necromantic  bards, 
Of  air  built  cartles,  feats  of  madcap  knights, 
And  every  hollow  fiction  at  romance. 
And,  as  their  rambling  humour  leads  them,  talk 
Of  prodigies,  and  things  of  dreadful  utterance  ; 
That  fet  them  all  agape,  rouie  up  their  hair. 
And  make  the  idiot  drops  l\art  from  their  eyes; 
Of  church -yard   belching  flames  at  dead  of  night. 
Of  walking  llatues,  ghofcs  unaiTable, 
Haunting  the  dark  wafte  tower  or  airlefs  dungeon; 
Then  of  tlie  elves  that  deftly  trip  the  green, 
Drinking  the  fummcr's  moonlight  from  the  flow- 
ers; 
And  all  the  toys  that  phantafy  pranks  up 
T'  amuf'e  her  fools  withal — Thus  they  lafh  on 
The  fnail-pac'd  hyperborean  nights,  till  heaven 
Hangs  with  a  jufter  poize  :  when  the  murk  clouds 
Roll'd  up  in  heavy  wreaths  low-bellying,  feem 
To  kifs  the  ground,  and  all  the  wafte  of  fnow 
Looks  blue  beneath  'em:  till  plump'd  with  bloat- 
ing dropfy, 
Beyond  the  bounds  and  ftretch  of  continence, 
They  burft  at  once;  down  pours  the  hoarded  rain, 
Wafhiiig  the  flippery  wiMer  from  the  hills. 
And  fli.atinp  all  the  vailics.  The  fading  fcene 
Melts  like  a  loft  enchantment,  or  vain  phantafm 
That  can  no  more  abufe.  Nature  relumes 
Her  old  fubftaiitial  Ihape  ,  while  from  the  wafte 
Of  undiftinguifhing  calamity, 
Foreft,  and  by  their  fides  wide-ficirted  plains, 
Houfes  and  trees  arile  ;  and  waters  flow, 
1  hat  from  their  dark  confinement.-  burfting,  fpurq 
Their  brittle  chains;  huge  ftictts  of  ii-dluiM  ice 
Float  on  their  bofoms  to  the  deep,  and  jarr 
And  clatter  as  they  pafs  ;  th'  o'eijutting  banks, 
As  long  unpradlis'd  to  fo  fteep  a  view, 
Seem  to  look  dizzy  on  the  moving  pomp. 
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Now  ev'ry  petty  brook  tliat  crawl'd  along, 
Railinp^  its  pehbles,  mocks  the  river's  ra^e, 
L,ike  the  proud  froc;  i'  the  fable.  The  huj^e  Danube, 
While  mekiti}!:  niountains  ru(h  into  its  tide. 
Rolls  with  fuch  headftrcng  and  unreined  courfe, 
As  it  would  choke  the  Euxine's  jridfy  maw, 
Burfting  his  cryftal  cerenienrs.  The  breathing  time 
Of  peace  expir'd,  that  hulh'd  the  d -af 'ning  fcenes 
Of  ciam'rouf  indignation,  rufli.in  war 
Rebels,  and  nature  ftai  ds  at  odds  again  : 
When  the  rous'd  fu^ie^  of  the  fighting  winds 
Torment  the  main  ;  that  fwells  its  angry  iides. 
And  churns  the  foam  betwixt  its  flinty  jaws  ; 
While  through  the  favage  dungeon  of  the  night 
The  horrid  thunder  growls.    I'h'  ambitious  waves 
Affauk  the  fkies,  and'from  the  burfting  clouds 
Drink  the  glib  lightning  ;   as  if  the  feas 
Would  quench  the  ever  burning  fires  of  heaven. 
Straight   from    their    flipp'ry  pomp  they  madly 

plunge 
And  kifs  the  lowefl  pebbles.  Wretched  tbey 
I'hat  'midli  fuch  rude  vexation  of  the  deep 
Guide  a  frail  virffel  .    Bi^tur  ice-bound  ftill. 
Than  mock'd  with  liberty  thus  be  refignd 
To  the  rough  fortune  of  the  froward  time  ; 
When  navigation  all  a  tip-toe  {lands 
On  fuch  unfteaciy  footing.    Mow  they  mount 
On  the  tall  billow's  tnp,  and  feeni  to  jowl 
Againft  the  [lars  ;   whence  (dreadful  eminence)! 
They  fee  with  fwimmiug  eyes  (enough  to  hurry 

round 
In  endlels  vertigo  the  dizzy  brain) 
A  gulf  that  fwaliows  vifion,  with  vkfide  mouth 
Steep-yawnmg  to  receive  them,  down  they  duck 
To  the  rugged  bottom  of  the  main,  and  view 
The  adamantine  gates  of  vaulted  hsU: 
Thence  ti'f^'d  to  ligln  again     till  borne  adrift 
Againft  fome  icy  mountains  bulging  fides 
They  reel,  and  are  no  more. — Nor  kfs  by  land 
Ravage  the  winds,  that  in  their  wayward  rage 
Howl  through  the  wide  unhofpitable  glens; 
That  rock  the  ftahle-planted  towers  and  (hake 
The  hoary  monuments  of  ancient  time 
Down  to  their  flinty  bafes;  that  engage 
As  they  w"'uld  tear  the  niountain-fro.m  their  roots, 
And  bruffli   the  high  heavens  with  their  woody 

heads; 
Making  the  ftout  oaks  bow. —  But  I  forget 
Thai  fprightiy  Ver  trips  on  old  winter's  heel  : 
Ceafe  we  thefc  notes  coo  tragic  for  tht  time, 
Nor  jar  againil  great  nature's  fymphony; 
When  even  the  blurtr;  us  elements  grow  tuneful. 
Or  liften  to  the  coiicert.    Hark!   how  loud 
Ihc  cuckoo  wakes  the  folitary  wood  I 
Soft  ligh  the  winds  as  o'er  the  greens  tbey  flray. 
And  murmuringbrooks within  their  channels  play. 

PROGNE'S  DREAM: 

Darkly  exprejp've  of  fome  pafl  t-vents  that  -were  foon  ta  I 
he  revealed  to  her 

-Last  night  I  dreamt, 


He  plung'd  into  the  bofom  of  the  main, 

And  bade  me  not  to  fear  but  follow  him. 

I  followed  ;   with  impetuous  fpeed  we  div'd, 

And  heard  the  dafhii'g  thunder  o'er  our  head.'. 

M.iny  a  flippery  fathom  down  we  funk,        [torn. 

Beneath  all  plummets'  found,  and  reach'd  the  bot- 

When  there,  I  aflc'd  my  venerable  guide 

If  he  could  tell  me  where  my  filler  was  ; 

He  told  me  that  fhe  lay  not  far  from  thence 

Within  the  bofom  of  a  flinty  rock, 

Where  Neptune  kept  her  for  his  paramour 

Hid  from  the  jealous  ,'\inphirrite's  fight  ; 

And  faid  he  could  conduil  me  to  the  pl.ice. 

I  beg'd  he  would.     Through  dreadful  ^yays  we 

pad,  [fide, 

'Twixt  rocks  tliat  frightfully  lower'd  on  either 
Whence  here  and  there  the  branching  coral  fprung; 
O'er  dead  men's  bones  we  walk'd,  o'er  heaps  oi 

g.'ld  and  gems. 
Into  a  hidc'Us  kind  of  wildcmefs, 
Where  ft;<'.od  a  ftern  and  prilbo-looking  rock, 
Daub'd  with  a  moffy  verdure  all  around, 
The  mockery  (.f  paint.     As  we  drew  near 
Out  fprung  a  hydra  f  om  a  den  below, 
A  fpeckl'd  fury  ;■  fearfully  it  hif.,'d. 
And  roil'd  its  fea-green  eyes  fo  angrily 
As  it  would  kill  with  looking.     My  old  guide 
Againft  its  fharp  head  hurl'd  a  rugged  flone — 
The  curiing  mnnfter  rais'd  a  brazen  fliriek, 
Wallow'd  and  died  in  fitful  agonies 
We  gain'd  the  cave.     Through  woven  adamant 
I  lo'ik'd.  and  faw  my  fifter  all  alone. 
Empl'iy'd  (he  feem'd  in  writing  fomething  fad, 
So. I  ad  fhe  lodt'd  ;  Her  cheek  was  wond'rous  wan, 
Her  mournful  locks  like  wea-y  fedges  hung. 
I  call'd — fhe  turning,  ftarted  when  (he  faw  me. 
And  threw  her  head  aCde  as  if  alham'd  ; 
She  wept,  but  would  not  fpeak — I  call'd  again; 
Still  (he  was  mute  — Then  madly  1  addrell, 
With  all  the  hon-finews  of  defpair, 
To  break  the  flinty  ribs  that  held  me  out; 


A  STORAi; 

Ra'ifed  io  account  for  the  late  return  of  a  Mejen^er. 
-The  fun  went  down  in  wrath  ; 


Whate'er  it  may  forebode  it  moves  me  ftrangelv, 
That  I  was  rapt  into  the  raving  deep ; 
An  old  and  reverend  fire  condu'iledtBC  : 
5 


I'he  fkies  foa.ai'd  brafs,  and   foon   th'  unchained 

winds 
Burft  from  the  howling  dungeon  of  the  north  : 
And  rais'd  fuch  high  delirium  en  the  main, 
Such  angry  clamour;  while  (uch  boiling  waves 
Fiafh'd  on  the  peevilh  eye  of  moody  night. 
It  look'd  as  if  the  feas  would  fcatd  the  heavens. 
Still  louder  chid  the  w  nds,  'h'  enchafed  furge 
Still  anfwer'd  louder;  and  when  the  fickiy  morn 
Peep'd  ruefully  through  the  blotted  thick  brow'd 

.  eaft 
To  view  the  ruinous  havock  of 'he  dark. 
The  (lately  towers  of  .-Athens  feem'd  ti>  ftand 
On  hollow  foam  tide-whipr ;  the  fiiips  that  lay 
Scorning  the  blaft  within  the  marble  arms 
Of  the  (ea-chid  Portumnus,  danc'd  like  corks 
Upon  th'  e'lraged  deep,  kicking  each  other; 
And  I'ome  were  dalh'd  to  fragineiits  ic  this  fray 
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Againft  the  harbour's  rocky  cheft.     The  fea 
fie  roar'd,  fo  madly  rag'd,  fo  proudly  fwell'd, 
As  it  would  thunder  full  into  the  ftreets, 
And  fteep  the  tall  Cecropian  battlements 
In  foaming  brine.     The  airy  citadel, 
Perch'd  hke  an  eagle  on  a  high-brow'd  rock, 
Shook  the  fait  water  from  its  ftubboni  fi  jes 
With  eager  quaking;  the  Cyclades  appear'd 
Like  ducking  cormorants — Such  a  mutiny 
Out-clamour'd  all  tradition,  and  gain'd  belief 
To  ranting  prodigies  of  heretofore. 
Seven  days  it  florm'd,  &c. 

AN  IMITATION  OF  SPENSER. 

IVritten  at  Mr.  Thomfon  s  defire,  to  be  injirted  into 
the  Cajtle  of  Indolence. 

FbLL  many  a  fiend  did  haunt  this  houfe  of  reft, 

And  made  of  palTive  wights  an  eafy  prey. 
Here  lethargy  with  deadly  fleep  opprcft, 

Stretch'd  on  his  back,  a  mighty  lubbard  lay, 
Heaving  his  fides;  and  fnored  nigh;  and  day. 

To  ftir  him  from  his  trance  it  was  not  eath. 
And  his  half- open'd  eyenc  he  fliut  ftraightway  : 

He  led,  I  ween,  the  fofteft  way  to  death, 
And  taught,  withouten  pain  or  ftrife,  to  yield  the 
breath. 

Of  limbs  enormous,  but  withal  unfound. 

Soft  fwoln  and  pale,  here  lay  the  hydropfy  ; 
Unwieldy  man,  with  belly  monftrous  round, 

For  ever  fed  wi  h  watery  fuppiy  ; 
For  ftill  he  drank,  and  yet  he  ftill  was  dry. 

And  here  a  moping  myftery  did  fit, 
Mother  of  fpleen,  in  robes  of  various  dye  : 

She  call'd  herfelf  the  hypochondriac  fit, 
And  frantic  feem'd  to  feme,  to  others  feem'd  a  wit. 

A  lady  was  fiie,  whimfical  and  proud, 

Yet  «f:  ihrough  fear  her  pride  would  crouchen 
low. 
She  felt,  or  fancied,  in  her  fluttering  mood, 

All  the  difeafes  that  the  Tpitals  know. 
And  fought  all  phyfic  that  the  (hops  beftow; 

And  ftill  new  leaches,  and  new  drugs  would  try. 
'Twas  hard  to  hit  her  humour,  high  or  low ;  [cry. 

For  lometinies  ftie  would  laugh,  and  fumetimes 
Sometimes  would  waxen   wro.h ;    and  all — fl:e 
knew  not  why. 

Faft  by  her  fide  a  liftlefs  virgin  pin'd,  [ings ; 

Wi'h  aching  head,  and  fqucamiftx  heart-burn- 
Pale,  bloated,  cold,  (he  feem'd  to  hate  mankind, 

But  lov'd  in  fecret  ail  forbidden  things. 
And  here  'he  Tertian  ftii.ok  his  chilling  wings ; 

And  here  the  gout,  half  tiger  half  a  fnake, 
Rag'd  with  an  hundred  teeth,  an  hundred  ftings; 

Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  furies  more,  did  ftiake 
Thofe  weary  realms,  and  kept  eafe-loving  men 
awake. 

A  D.'SlY  : 

AN    EPISTLE    TO    JOHN    WILKES    OF    AVLES- 
EURY,    Esq. 

EscAp'd  from  London  now  four  moons,  and  more, 
I  greet  gay  Wilkts  from  Fulda's  wafted  fhore, 


Where,  cloth'd  with  woods,  a  hundred  hills  afcend , 
Where  nature  many  a  paradife  has  plann'd  : 

A  land  that,  e'en  amid  contending  arms. 
Late  fmil'd  wiih  culture,  and  luxuriant  charms  ; 
But  now  the  hoftile  fey  the  has  bar'd  her  foil, 
And  her  fad  peafants  ftarve  for  all  their  toil. 

What  news  to-day  .' — I  aflc  you  not  what  rogue, 
What  paltry  imp  of  fortune's  now  in  vogue  ; 
What  forward  blundering  fool  was  laft  prcferr'd, 
By  mere  pretence  diftinguifti'd  from  the  herd  ; 
With  what  new  cheat  the  gaping  town  is  fmit; 
What  crazy  fcribbler  reigns  the  prefect  wit ; 
What  ftufFfor  winter  the  two  booths  have  mix'd; 
What  bouncing  mimic  grows  a  Rofcius  next. 
Wave   all  fuch  news  :   I've  feen  too  much,  my 

friend. 
To  ftare  at  any  wonders  of  that  kind. 

News,  none  have  I  :   you  know  I  never  had  ; 
I  never  lung'd  the  day's  dull  lie  to  fpread  ; 
I  left  to  goflips  tha'  fweet  luxury. 
More  in  the  fecrets  of  the  gieat  than  I ; 
To  nurfcs,  midwives,  all  the  flippery  train. 
That  fwallow  all,  and  bring  up  all  again  : 
Or  did  I  e'er  a  brief  event  relate. 
You  found  it  foon  at  length  in  the  Gazette, 

Now  for  the  weather — this  is  England  ftill 
For  aught  I  find,  as  good,  and  quite  as  ill. 
Even  now  ;he  pond'rousrain  perpetual  falls, 
Drcwns  every  camp,  and  crowds  our  hofpitals. 
I'his  foaking  deluge  all  unftrings  my  frame,      -j 
Dilutes  my  fenfc,  and  fuffocates  my  flame —       C. 
'Tis  that  which  makes  thefe  prefent  lines  fo  tame.j 
The  parching  eaft  wind  ftill  purfues  me  too —  -y 
Is  ihere  no  cUmate  where  this  fiend  ne'er  flew  ?  V 
By  heaven,  it  fays  Japan,  perhaps  Peru  !  j 

It  blafts  all  earth  with  its  envenom'd  breath. 
That  fcatters  difcord,  rage,  difeafes,  death. 
'Twas  the  firft  plague  that  burft  Pandora's  cheft. 
And  with  a  livid  fmile  fow'd  all  around  the  reft. 

Heaven  guard  my  friend  from  every  plague  that 

flies,  [rife. 

Still  grant  him  health,  whence  all  the  pleafures 

But  oft  difeafes  from  flow  caufes  creep. 

And  iu  this  dodrine  as  (thank  Heaven)  I'm  deep. 


Meantime  excufe  me  that  1  flily  fnatch 

The  only  theme  in  which  I  (hine  your  match. 

You  ftiidy  early  :  fome  indulge  at  night. 
Their  prudilh  mule  fteals  in  by  candle-light ; 
Shy  as  th'  .\thenian  bird,  flie  ftiuns  the  day. 
And  finds  December  genial  more  than  May. 
But  happier  you  who  court  the  early  fun. 
For  morning  vifits  no  debauch  draw  on ; 
Nor  fo  the  fpirits,  health,  or  fight  impair. 
As  thofe  that  pafs  in  the  raw  midnight  air. 

The  talk  of  breakfaft  o'er  ;  that  peevifli,  pale, 
That  lounging,  yawning,  mnft  ungenial  meal ; 
Rufli  out  before  thofe  fools  rufti  in  to  worry  ye, 
Whcfe  bufinefs  is  to  be  idle  in  a  hurry, 
Who  kill  your  time  as  fraiikly  as  their  own. 
And  feci  no  civil  hints  e'er  to  be  gone. 
I  he!o  flies  all  fairly  flung,  whene'er  the  houfe. 
Your  country's  bulincfs,  or  your  friend's,  allows, 
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Rufli  out,  enjoy  the  fields  and  the  frefli  air ; 
Ride,  walk,  or  drive,  the  weather  foul  or  fair. 
Yet  in  the  torrid  months  I  would  revcrfe 
This  method,  kave  behind  bothprofe  and  verfe; 
With  the  grey  dawn  the  hills  and  foreft  roam, 
And  wait  the  fultry  noon  emhower'd  at  home, 
While  every  rural  found  improves  the  breeze, 
The  railing  ftream,  the  bufy  rooks,  and  murmur 
of  the  bees. 

You'll  hardly  choofc  thefe  cheerful  jaunts  alone, 
Except  when  fome  deep  fcheme  is  carrying  on. 
With  you  at  Chclfea  oft  may  I  behold 
The  hopeful  bud  of  fenfe  her  bloom  unfold, 
With  you  I'd  walk  to  *****   * 
To  rich,  infipid  Hackney,  if  you  will ; 
With  you  no  matter  where,    while  we're   toge- 
ther, 
I  fcorn  no  fpot  on  earth,  and  curfe  no  weather  : 

When  dinner  comes,  amid  the  various  feaft, 
That  crowns  your  genial  board,  where  every  gueft, 
Or  grave,  or  gay,  is  happy,  and  at  home, 
And  none  e'er  figh'd  for  the  mind's  elbow-room; 
1  warn  you  ftiil  to  make  your  chief  repaft 
On  one  plain  di(h,and  trifle  with  the  reft. 


Beef,  in  a  fever,  if  your  ftomach  crave  it, 
Oxrcheek,  or  mawkifh  cod,  be  fureyou  have  It ; 
For  ftill  the  conftitution,  even  the  cafe, 
Direds  the  ftomach;  this  informs  the  tafte; 
And  what  the  tafte  in  her  capricious  fits 
Coyly,  or  even  indifferently  admits. 
The  pcevifti  ftomach,  or  difdains  to  toil, 
Or  indolently  works  to  vapid  chyle. 
This  inftindl  of  the  tafte  fo  feldom  errs, 
That  if  you  love,  yet  fmart  for  cucumbers. 
Or  plumbs  of  bad  repute,  you'll  likely  find 
'  Fwas  for  you  feparated  what  nature 
The  fpicy  kernel  here,  and  there  the  rinc 


y  find         -\ 

',  join'd,       > 
rind.  J 


Enough  to  fatten  foots,  or  drive  the  dray, 
But  plagues  and  death  to  thofe  of  finer  clay. 

No  corner  elfe,  'tis  not  to  be  denied, 
Of  all  our  ifle  fo  rankly  is  fupplied 
With  grofs  produiSlions,  and  adulterate  fare, 
As  one  renown'd  abode,  whofc  name  I  fpare. 
They  cram  all  poultry,  that  the  hunrgy  fox 
Would  lothe  to  touch  them  ;  e'en  their  boafted  ox 
Someti:iie!>  is  glutted  fo  with  undtuous  fpoil. 
That  what  feems  beef  is  rather  rape-feed  oil. 

D'ye  know  what  brawn  is  ? O   th'  unhappy 

beaft: 
He  ftands  eternal,  and  is  dooni'd  to  feaft. 
Till — but  the  naufeous  procefs  I  forbear — 
Only,  beware  of  brawn — be  fure,  beware  ! 
Yet  brawn  has  tafte — it  has  :  their  veal  has  none. 
Save  what  the  butcher's  breath  infpires  alone  : 
Juft   heaven   one   day  may  fend  them  hail  for 

wheat. 
Who  fpoil  all  veal  becaufe  it  ftiould  be  white. 
' Tis  hard  to  fay  of  what  compounded  pafte 
Their  bread  is  wrought,  for  it  betrays  no  tafte. 
Whether  'tis  flour  and  chalk,  or  chalk  and  flour 
Shell'd  and  refin'd,  till  it  has  tafte  no  more; 
But  if  the  lump  be  white,  and  white  enough, 
No  matter  how  infipid,  dry,  or  tough. 
In  fait  itfelf  the  fapid  favour  fails. 
Burnt  alum  for  the  love  of  white  prevails  : 
While  taftclefs  cole-feed  we  for  muftard  fwalloW|   / 
'  ris  void  of  zeft  indeed — but  ftill  'tis  yellow. 
Parnfnip,  or  parfley  root,  the  rogues  will  foon 
Scrape  for  horfe  radifti,and  'twill  pafs  unknown, 
For  by  the  colour,  not  the  tafte,  we  prove  all, 
As  hens  will  fit  on  chalk,  if  'tis  but  oval. 

I  muft  with  caution  the  cook's  reign  invade, 
Hot  as  the  fire,  and  hafty  from  his  trade. 


Tis  ftrange  how  blindly  we  from  nature  ftray  ! 
The  only  creatures  we  that  mifs  their  way  ! 
Ti  err  is  human,  man's  prerogative, 
Who's  too  much  fenfe  by  nature's  laws  to  live : 
Wifer  than  nature,  he  muft  thwart  her  plan, 
And  ever  will  be  fpoiling,  where  he  can. 
'Tis  well  he  cannot  ocean  change  to  cream. 
Nor  earth  to  a  gilded  cake ;  not  e'en  could  tame 
Niagara's  fteep  abyfs  to  crawl  down  ftairs  *, 
Or  drefs  in  rofes  the  dire  Cordelliersf  : 
But  what  he  can  he  does  :  well  can  he  trim 
A  charming  fpot  into  a  childifti  whim; 
Can  every  generous  gift  of  nature  fpoil. 
And  rates  their  merits  by  his  coft  and  toil. 
Whate'er  the  land,  whace'er  the  fcas  produce, 
Of  perfe(51:  texture,  and  exalted  juice. 
He  pampers,  or  to  fulfome  fat,  or  drains. 
Refines  and  bleaches,  till  no  tafte  remains. 


*    V'tis  Chatfivorth.    1 753. 

■f"  Les  Cordalkiras  da  Andee  are  a  chain  of  l/ills, 
tvbisli  run  through  South  Amtrica, 


A  cook  of  genius,  bid  him  roaft  a  hare, 

By  all  that's  hot  and  horrible  would  fwear, 

Parch  native   drynefs  1    zounds,    that's  hot   the 

thing — 
But  ftew  him,  and  he  might  half  dine  a  king. 
His  gen'rous  hroth  I  ftiould  aimoft  prefer 
To  Turtle  Soup,  though  Turtle  travels  far. 

You  think  me  nice  perhaps  :  yet  I  could  dine 
On  roafted  rabbit ;  or  fat  turky  and  chine ; 
Or  fulfome  haflet ;  or  moft  drily  cram 
My  throat  with  taftelefs  fillet  and  wet  ham  : 
But  let  me  ne'er  of  mutton-faddle  eat. 
That  folid  phantom,  that  moft  fpecious  cheat ; 
Yet  loin  Is  paffablc,  he  was  no  fi  ol 
Who  faid  the  half  is  better  than  the  whole  : 


But  I  have  conk'd  and  carv'd  enough  and  more, 
We  come  to  drinking  next.     Till  dinner's  o'er, 
I  would  all  claret,  even  Cfeampain  tor'itar, 
Give  mi  frefti  water — bids  me  with  luiail-becr. 
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But  ftill  whate'er  you  drink  with  cautious  lip 
Approach,  furvey,  and  e'er  you  fwallow,  fip  ; 
For  often,  O  defend  all  honed  throats! 
The  reeling  wafp  on  tlie  drtiich'd  borage  floats. 
I've  known  a  dame,  fage  elle  as  a  divine, 
For  brandy  whip  off  Ipecacuan  wine; 
And  I'm  as  furo  amid  your  carele.'s  glee, 
You'll  fwallow  Port  one  time  for  Cote-rotie. 
But  you  aware  of  th^c  Lethean  flood, 
Wiil  fcarcc  repeat  the  dofe — forbid  you  fhould! 
'Tis  fuch  a  deadly  foe  to  all  that's  bright, 
'Twoiild  foon  encumber  e'en  your  fancy's  flight : 
And  if  'tis  true  what  fome  wife  preacher  fays, 
That  we  our  gen'rous  anceftors  difgrace. 
The  fault  from  this  pernicious  fountain  flows, 
Hence   half    our   follies,    half   our    crimes    and 

woe* ; 
And  ere  our  maudlin  genius  mounts  again,         ~) 
'Twill  caufe  a  fea  of  claret  and  Champain  > 

Of  this  retarding  glue  to  rinfe  the  nation's  brain,  j 
The  mud-fed  carp  refines  amid  the  f|>rings, 
And  time  and  Burgundy  might  do  great  things; 
But  Jit-alth  and  pleafure  we  for  trade  defpife. 
For  Portugal's  grudg'd  gold  our  geniui  dies. 
O  haplcls  race  !  O  land  to  be  bewail'd  ! 
With  murders,  treafons,  horrid  deaths  appall'd  ; 
V/here  dark-red  ikies  with  livid  thunders  frown, 
While  earth  convulfive  fliakes  her  cities  down  ; 
Where  hell  in  heaven's  name  holds  her  impious 

court. 
And  the  grape  bleeds  out  that  black  poifon.port; 
Sad  poifon  to  thenifelves,  to  us  ftill  worfe, 
Brew'd  and  rebrcw'd,  a  doubled,  trebled  curfe. 

Tols'd  in  the  crowd  of  various  rules  1  find. 
Still  fome  material  bufincfs  left  behind  : 


The  fig,  the  gonfeberry,  beyond  ail  grapes. 
Mellower  to  eat,  as  rich  to  drink  perhaps. 
But  plcafures  of  this  kind  are  bcft  enjoy'd. 
Beneath  the  tree,  or  by  the  fountain  fide, 


F/er  the  quick  foul,  and  dewy  bloom  exhale, 
And  vainly  melt  into  th^  thankieii  gale. 


Who  from  the  full  meal  yield  to  natural  reft, 
A  (tort  repofe;   'tis  ftrange  how  foon  you'll  find 
A  fecond  morn  rife  cheerful  on  your  mind  : 
Bcfuies,  it  foftly,  kindly,  foothes  away 
The  faddeft  hour  to  fome  that  damps  the  day. 
But  if  yru're  coy  to  flcep,  before  you  fprsad 
Some  ealy-trotting  poet's  lines — youVe  dead 
At  once  :  even  thefe  may  haften  your  repofe. 
Now  rapid  verfe,  now  halfinaf  nearer  prtife  ; 
There  fniooth,  here  rough,,  what  I  fuppofe  you'd 

choofe, 
As  men  of  tafte  hate  famenefs  in  the  mufe ; 
Yes,  I'd  adjourn  all  dritiking  till  'tis  late, 
And  then  indulge,  but  at  a  moderate  rate. 
By  heaven  not  *  *  *  with  all  his  genial  wit,       ^ 
Should  ever  tempt  me  after  twelve  to  fit —        > 
You  laugh — at  noon  you  lay  :  I  mean  at  night,  j 

I  long  to  read  your  nan:ie  once  more  again. 
But  while  at  Cafi";l,  all  fuch  longing's  vain. 
Yet  CaffL-l  elfe  no  fad  retreat  I  find. 
While  good  and  amiable  *  Gay: 
Generous  and  plain,  the  friend 
Who  fcorns  the  little-minded's  partial  view; 
One  you  would  love,  one  that  would  relilh  you. 
With  him  fometimes  I  fup.  and  often  dine. 
And  find  his  prefcnce  cordial  mo-t  cha.i  vvine. 
rhere  lively,  genial,  friendly,  Goy  and  I, 
Touch  glafles  oft  to  one,  whofe  company 
Would — but   what's  this? Farewell — withio 

two  hours 
We  march  for  Hoxter---ever,  ever  yours.    ^    " 


imd,  -J 

yot's  my  friend,    J- 
of  human-kind  ;3 


*   Morf.  ds  G<iyot,fls^  confeiHer  d'ejlat,  ct  intsndani 
dt  I'armii  Frjiuj^vfe  en  AUemagm, 
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•  IN  IL  SPENSEROSO. 
ON  Spenser's  faery  ^iteene. 

Lo  !  here  the  place  for  contemplation  made, 
For  facred  mufing  and  for  folemn  fong !  — 
—Hence,  ye  profane  !  nor  violate  the  (hade  : 

~-Come,  Spenfer's  awful  genius,  come  along, 
Mix  with  the  mulic  of  th*  aerial  throng  !    [breaft. 

Ok  I  breathe  a  penfive  ftillnefs   through   my 
Whilt  balmy  breezes  pant  the  leaves  among, 

Andfweetly  footh  my  paflions  into  reft. 
Hintpureft  thoughts,  in  pureft.  colours  dreft, 

Even  fuch  as  angels  prompt,  in  golden  dreams, 
To  holy  hermit,  high  in  raptures  blefl, 

His  boiom  burning  with  celeftial  beams  : 
Ne  Icfs  the  raptures  of  my  fummer  day, 
If  Speofer  deign  with  me  to  moralize  the  lay. 

IN  THE  SAME. 
ON  sperser's  shepherd's  calendar. 
At  large  beneath  this  floating  foliage  laid 

Of  circling  green,  the  cryftal  running  by, 
(How  foft  the  murmur,  and  how  cool  the  (hade)  1 

While  gentle  whifpering  winds  their    breath 
To  'fuage  the  feyer  of  the  fultry  Iky  ;  [♦'Pply 

Smit  with  thefweet  f  Sicilian's  iimple  ftrain, 
I  try  the  rural  reed,  but  fondly  try 

To  match  his  pailoral  airs  and  happy  vein  ; 
Next  1  affay  the  quill  of  \  Mantua's  fwain 

Of  bolder  note,  and  of  more  courtly  grace  : 
Ah,  foolifli  emulation  ! — TKey  difdain 

My  awkward  Ikill,  and  pufh  me  from  the  place. 
Yet  boaft  not  thou  of  Greece,  nor  thou  of  Rome, 
My  fweeter  §  Colin  Clout  outpipes  you  both  at 
home. 

,  IN  SHAKSPEARE'S  WALK, 

Br  yon  hills,  with  morning  fpread. 

Lifting  up  the  tufted  head. 

By  thofe  golden  waves  of  com. 

Which  the  laughing  fields  adorn. 

By  the  fragrant  breath  of  flowers. 

Stealing  from  the  woodbine  bowers^ ,         ^ 

By  this  thought-infpiring  (bade, 

By  the  gleamings  of  the  glade, 

By  the  babbling  of  the  brook, 

"Winding  flow  in  many  a  crook. 

By  the  rnftling  of  the  trees, 

By  the  humming  of  the  bees. 

By  the  woodlark,  by  the  thrufb. 

Wildly  warbling  from  the  bulb. 

By  the  fairy's  ibadowy  tread 

O'er  the  cowflip**  dewy  head, 

*  The  t-we  Jirjt  infcriptUns  are  in  the  meafure  of 
fifenfir'tjiantts. 

■}■  I'btixrHtts.         I  VirpL  §  Spnfer, 
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Father,  pionarch  of  the  ftage. 

Glory  of  Eliza's  age, 

Shakfpeare  !  deign  to  lend  thy  fact,  ^ 

This  romantic  nook  to  grace. 

Where  untaught  nature  fports  alone, 

Since  thou  and  nature  are  but  one. 

IN  MILTON'S  ALCOVE. 

Here,  mighty  Milton  1  in  the  blaze  of  noon, 
Amid  the  broad  effulgence,  here  1  fix 
Thy  radiant  tabernacle.     Nought  is  dark 
In  thee,  thou  bright  companion  of  the  fun  ! 
Thus  thy  own  Uriel  in  its  centre  flands 
llluftrious,  waving  glory  round  him  !  he, 
Faireft  archangel  of  all  fpiiits  in  heaven. 
As  of  the  fous  of  men  the  greateil  thou. 

IN  THE  SAME,     A  TRANSLATION. 
Hic  media  te  luce  loco,  mcdiifq.  diei 
Stas  circumfufus  flammis  :    tentoria  figo 
Hxc  radiata  tibi,  Milton  !  quia  nubila  facro 
Carmine  nulla  tuo,  comes  illullriffime  folis  ! 
Sic  medio  ftans  fole  tuus  nitet  Urici.aureuni 
Diffunditq.  jubar,  fplendens,  et  lucida  tela  ; 
Celeftes  inter  coetus  pulcherrimus  il!e, 
Mortales  inter  veluti  tu  maxinius  omues. 

ON  LAUREL  HILL, 

AT  THE  E.VD  OF  THE  GARDEN, 
TO  MR.   POPE. 

O  skill'd  thy  every  reader's  breaft  to  warm^ 
To  lull  with  harmony,  with  fenfc  to  charm. 
To  call  the  glowing  foul  into  t.'je  ear,. 
(And  now  we  live,  and  now  we  die  to  hear. 
Born  on  the  wa.ves  of  melody  along 
Exulting  fhout,  and  triumph  in  thy  fong)  I 

0  Pope  !  the  fweeteft  of  the  tuneful  race,     ' 

1  his  votive  tablet,  grateful,  here  I  place ; 
Here,  where  the  Graces  fport  on  Laurel  Hill., 
Faft  by  the  muOc  of  the  murmuring  rill ; 
From  hence  the  bluifli  Berkfliire  hills  lurvey. 
Which  oft  have  echoed  to  thy  fylvan  lay ; 
Whtnyoung,in  Windfor'sblilsfui  fieldsyou  ftray'dj 
Immortal  by  jour  deathlels  labours  made! 
There  the  firft  mufic  trembled  from  thy  tongue. 
And  *  Binfield  fwains  on  every  accent  hung; 
The  larks  the  fweetncfs  of  thy  notes  confcft. 
And,  dumb  with  envy,  funk  into  their  neft  ; 
While  in  foft  Clence  f  Loddon  ftole  along. 
And,  liftcning,  wonder'd  at  thy  fofter  fong. 

Nor  fcorn  the  profpedls  which  Oxonia  yields. 
Her  hills  as  verdaox,  and  as  fair  her  fields, 

•  Mr.  Pope  lived  at  Binfidd  in  Wind/or  FcreJ}^ 
Bertjhire,  v;bere  he  •wrote  tbe  mcj! poetical  of  all  Lit, 
admirable  nerit. 

f  A  river,  celebrated  in  Pof?i  Windfer  ItreR. 
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As  rich  her  vallies,  and  her  ftreams  as  flsar.- 
And   Phoebus  haunts,  and — thou  hafl  chai'm'd  bs 
For  other  bufts  a  iingle  wreath  I  wove,  ., [*  h«re. , 
But  dedicate  to  thine  my  f  Laurel  G  oVe'.  ' 

IN  CHAUCER'S  BOURE. 

Who  is  this  thilke  old  bard  which  wonneth  here  ? 
This  thilke  old  bard,  firs,  is  Dan  Chaucer  : 
Full  gentle  knight  »'a?he,  Jn  very  footh, 
Albee  a  little  japepifh  in  his  .youth. • 
fie  karoU'd  deftly  tol  his  new  pfautry, 
And  eke  couth  tellen  tales  of  joliity,- 
'And  fangs  of  lolace  all  the  livelong  day, 
Soote  as  the  ouzle  or  throftell  in  May. 
Withouten  vrords  mo,  a  merie  m^cr  he, 
Jle  hopen  I  his  permagal.}  to  fee. 
He  Johnny  Gay,  perdie,  ne  lyiatthevf  prior,j  ''"'■  ' 
In  diting  tales  of  pleafaunce  couth  go  higher,'"   .. 
Here  in  this  gardyn  full  of  fla-x  ers  gend,    '  ^ 
Betwixt  this  elder-tree,  and  frefh  woodbend, 
He  hearkeneth  the  foules'  affemblie, 
That  fro'  the  iwigs  maken  their  n^eindie. 
Ye  pied  daifies,  fpring  neath  his  feef. 
Who  fong  fo  footly,  "  The  daify  is  fo  fwefit :" 
And  whileft,  "  benedicite,"  he  fings, 
Ryn,  little  beck,  in  filver  murmurings. 
O  pleafaunt  poete,  tbyfelven  folace  here, 
And  merie  be  thy  heart,  old  Din  Chaucer. 

AT  THE  END  OF  THE  CVNAL  IN  THE 
MIDDLE  OF  THE  GARDEN, 

•6alve,  ini  hortulc,  gratiora  Tetnpe, 
iO  ridentis  ocelle  late  ruris,''  \'-'.' 
"Mtx.  delicia:,  mei  receffus"! 
Hie  gratas  Charitesagunf  choreas, 
Duni  tingunt  citharas  noveni  Sprores;    . 
Hie  Pomona  rubet  Lyxus  uvis 
Cingit  tenipora  pampinoq.  honefta, 
Gaudens  verficolore  Flora  vefte 
Et  lufus  variuni  trahit  per  annum. 
Vos  mitis  Zephyri  leves  fufurri,  ' 
Et  lenes  ftrepitus  loquacis  undie, 
Vos  fuaves  avium  modi  canentum, 
Et  florum  afTyrii  recentum  odores, 
O  *os  purpurei  mei  fodales, 
O  vos  dulciloqui  mei  fodales, 
Vobisperpetuam  damns  falutem  ! 
Salve,  mi  hortuie,  gratiora  Tempe, 
O  ridentis  ocelle  lasfe  rurii, 

Mes  deliciae,  mei  rcccffiM  ?  " 

.'      ■  ■  ,        .-( 

IN  THE  SAME,     A  TRANSJ^ATiON.    . 

Hail,  happy  garden,  hapny  groves, 
Whom  your  happieft  mailer  loves  1 
Here  the  Graces  weave  the  ring. 
While  the  Mufes  touch  the  firing, 

*  Mr.  Pof)e  iifed  frequintly  U  tiifii  Oxftrd:  he 
I'dctvife  tra^Jlited  part  ef  Homer  at  Stanton  Karceurt 
in  this  county,  as  appears  /torn  aa  iufcript'ion  ia,  bite  of 
the  'u::nJoics  there. 

■,'  -f-  J  ivouU  not  have  it  imagined  by  thefe  lines,  ibdt  I 
ttual<eJ  Pupt  to  the  great  trinvtvlrate^  Spenfer,  SLai- 
Jheare,  and  Milion,  liho  ■wiil  rJgn  a  triumvirate  for 
ri<er  :  it  it  honour  though  to  the  gr^atejl  poets ^  even  to 
'Mr.  Pope,  to  be  placed  next  to  i^em. 


,  XS E  STO RgJ. p E ..T H Q M E SON. 

There  Poipf)«a  hltifhes,  there 
Plump  Ly*u*  braids  hi?  hair, 
^nids  with- t«n(]rjlspf  tk?  vine,     ..    ,■ 
"Dropping  odours,  dropping  wiot, '* 
And  gay  Hora  froHrs,  drcfV       •-"-—- 
In  her  many-colqur'd  ^eft. 


O  the  waving  of*  thV  trees ! 

And  the  fanning  of  the  breeze  ! 

O  the  prattling  of  the  rill, 

Still  fuppilled,  andprattling  ftill !  i 

O  the  zephyrs  fwettly  playing,  .      , 

As  \vheii  firft  they  ^o  a  Maying  I  ,  ; 

U  the  birds,  for  ever'fingip'g. 

And  the  flowers,  fur  ever  fpringingj  •      ', . 

^ail,  happy  garden,  happy  ^rroves,    .'^^i.„'f,i/i 

Whom  your  hs^ppipff  ri)aiit,er  loves  1     '     ,'  ,    ,-^ 

,y  ■  IN  THE-^AME..    .      ■  '  •.^■^v/ 

From  bufy  fcenes,  with  peace  alone  retir'i^         , 
And  the  w^rm  ray  of  gratitude  infpir'd,         Y' 
For  bleflings  paft,  and  mercies  yet  to  co/ne:    , 
Here  let  me  praifa  my  God,  and  fix  my  home '  ' 
With  "•  Ifaac,  in  the  fields,  for  i?race  irnplor^,' ' 
With  }Ao[es,  in  each  beamy  bulh  adore  ' 
His  providence  for  all  my  wants  provides. 
His  arm  upholds  me,  and  his  right  hjnd  guides  : 
His  breezes  fan  me  in  the  n"ontide  ^lourv 
Where  coolnefs  walks  amid'rny'niades  and  boyrers: 
His  bounty  in  the  filver  current  flows,  '  ,  ' ' 

Smiles  in  the  blaffoms,  in  the  frtttnge  glows:' 
Bright  with  t  pomaceous  fV-res,  his  gift,  behold 
rh'  efpaliers  bend  with  halls  rf  blooming  gold  1 
His  radiant  finger  gilds  the  vern.'il  flowers, 
Fed  with  his  balm,  and  water'd  (\  ith  his  fhoweri: 
He  bids  the  rofe  its  crimfon  fold?^  unloofe, 
And  bluOi  refulgent  in  the  parole  dews : 
The  lily  he  arrays  with  fpotlels white, 
Rich  in  its  mantJe  of  inwoven  light ; 
(Go,  Solomon,  and  caft  thy  gems  afide, 
No'  glory  in  thy  poverty  of  pride) ! 
The  painted  tribes  their  fiinny  rohe^  difplay. 
And  lend  a  lucid  foftnefs  to  the  day.' 
Grateful  each  flower  to  heaven  its  incenfe  pays, 
And  br«athes  its  fragrant  fqul  away  in  praife. 
Oh,  thither  may  rhcy  teach  my  foul  to  fi  ar, 
Confefs  our  .Maker,  and  his  fl^ps  adore  ! 
Contented  let  me  live,  fuhmiflive  die, 
.And  hope  a  fairer  Paradife  on  high  ! 

IN  i  GOLPEN  GROV^. 

What  pleafing  form  commands  the  lifted  eye, 

0  fay,  what  younger  brother  of  the  fky  ? 

1  knew  my  Taylor's  mild  aufpieious  grace. 
And  §  more  than  human  fweetnefs  in  his  face. 

*  Gfn.  ch.  24.  V.  63.   "  And  Ifaac  loent  out  to  me- 
"  ditate  in  the  f  eld  at  the  eventide^ 

I  "  While  Englilh  plains 

"  Blufli  with  pomaceous  harvefts."    FuuiP4. 

\  The  arbour  »j  called  Golden  Grovt,  itecahfe  Sir 
Jojp  'Taylor  icrote  feveroL  of  lus.j;ioJt  excellent  and  pious 
■worlci  at  GoUkn  Grove  in  IV^lei,  the  feat  ^  bif  great 
patron  the  earl  of  Carbery.  He  has,  ou  fkH  aK<iUiit,t 
a  book  of  devotions  culle i  Gulden  Crcvt. 

§  Bijbop  T-iylor  ivas  fo  extremely  hq^dfomt  0"^  tsait- 


A  PPS 

The  light  of  faith  arcnnd  his  eyebalk  plays. 

And  hope  and  charity  onite  their  rays^ 

What     Canaan  honey  trickles  from  his  tongue. 

And  manna,  fwecter  than  the  mnfes  fong  ! 

Or,  copious,  through  his  fhining  pages  roli'd, 

The  guihing  torrent  of  celeflial  gold  '. 

O  f  whether  feme  refulgent  throne  be  thine. 

Or  with  the  white-rob'd  band  of  faints  you  join,  : 

Or  'midft  the  flames,  of  hailing  feraphs  glow) 

S?vll  may  f  thy  works  enrich  our  world  below  ? 

Still  may  thy  glorious  vyorks  expanded  lie, 

^nd  teach  tis  how  to  live,  and  how  to  die, 

Pour  heavenly  day  on  each  benighted  mind, 

And,  next  the  facred  fcriptures,  blefs  mankind. 

IN  COWLEY'S  SHADE. 
Ipgeniofiflimo  Poetaruna 
Covidjo ' 
Qui  flores,  qui  pian  as  qui  arboreSj 
Fam  felici  cu  a  coliiit, 
Et  cultu  cecinit, 
Non  umbranj,  ii<^n  pnum  nemus, 
Scd  hortum 
D.  D. 
Shall  poets  dignify  my  walks  and  bowers, 
Cowley  forgot  ?  forbid  it,  rural  powers  ! 
Ye  rural  powers  your  choiceft  trea(u.-es  flied, 
To  form  a  garland  for  your  Cowley's  head  : 
ColleA  the  radiance  of  the  ftiowery  bow. 
The  rofe's  fcarlct,  and  the  lily's  fnow. 
To  emulate  his  works,  confus'dly  bright, 
Where  gh.ries  rife  on  glories,  light  on  light. 
The  prifm  of  wit     Apollo,  once  before. 
So  gilded  Donne,  but  fo  could  gild  no  more. 
Our  moderns  flow,  'tis  true,  in  eaiy  rhymes; 
But  will  our  moderns  flow  through  future  times; 
Warm  diftant  ages  with  their  glorious  fire, 
Tnfpir'd  themfelves,  and  j.otent  to  infpire  ? 
Cowley,  this  praifc  is  thine  ! — an  age  is  paft, 
Yet  ftiU  you  charm  the  prefeut  as  the  laft     [hold, 
Your  thoughts,  your  verle,  their  priftine  lullre 
Like  rows  of  jewels  rang'd  on  cloth  of  gold  : 
Eneas'  psffport  thus,  the  golden  bough,  ") 

Solid  and  bright  at  once,  rcfembles  you ;  > 

Like  that,  you  lead  us  to  Jilyfium  too.  j 

No  muddy  dreams  of  dull  pollution  run  T 

In  your  chafte  lines ;  each  wanton  hint  you  fhun,  V 
Save  when  a  tranficnt  Venus  blots  the  fun.         j 

iiful  in  his  youth,  that  Archi'tjhop  Lau^  thought  b'lm  al- 
mtji  an  angel  from  heaiien  -when  he  JirJ}  faiv  and  heard 
him  in  the  pulpit.  See  Bijhop  Ruji's  fermon  preached 
at  Bijhop  Tayhrs  fuiternl. 

*  His  excellent  treatifes  are  highly  "valued  for  the 
exa(inefs  of.ivit,  prefoundnefs  of  judgment,  richnefs  of 
fancy,  coploufnefs  of  iwvention,  and  general  ufifalnefs  ta 
all  the  purpofes  of  a  Chrijiian.  After  the  Refluratlon, 
he  ivas  made  hifiop  of  JDoiun  and  Connor  ;  ivhi-re  be 
further  difpiayed  his  mighty  talents,  and  Jhoived,  ii;hh 
an  unbounded  imagination^  all  the  eloquence  of  orators, 
all  the  fights  of  poetry,  together  ■zvillj  all  the  friBnfs 
and  regularity  of  the  deeptjl  cafuijls,  Echard's  Hiftory 
of  England. 

f  His  -wot is  are  fometimes  printed  in  four ,  femctimes 
infix  -volumes,  in  folio,  hefides  fix  or  feven  vchtmes  of 
divatians,  Is't,  in  tiiavo  and  duo^eci^K, 


Von  fang  each  flower  that  lpr«c!s  tlie  wid  bair. 
Each  heaiine  p'.aut  that  fcps  the  Giver  dew. 
Each  tree  that  decks  the  garden  or  the  gJoye; 
YoD  furig,  but  licveV  felt,  the  fire?  of  love  : 
For  love  to  witfy  and  from  piffionfree. 
Yon  had  your  miihefs,  hot  •  o  (over  fiie  : 
I  Goaded  with  points,  love  never  wept  fo  fore, 
Thongh  wounded  by  a  iriufe's  bee  befoie. 

O  mailer  of  the  majny-chprded  lyre, 
Whom  all  the  nine  with  a,!!, their  gifts  infpire  ! 
Next  Spenfer's  bawicr,  accept  this  humble  (bed,. 
He  charm'd  you  living,  and  you  join  him  dead* 
But  far  I  place  thee  from  coy  Daphne's  treej^j' 
The  tree  that  hates  Apollo,  loves  not  thee ;       i 
Yet  had  Apollo  fung  fo,  well,  the  maid 
Hpd  yielded,  nor  been  turn'd  into  a  fhade. 

ON  THE  MOUNT  UNDER  MR.  ADDf, 
SON'S  PICTURE. 

Jo  ST  to  thy  genius,  to  thy  virtues  juft, 

Nf  XL  Virf^il's,  Addifon,  I  place  thy  buft  ; 

Such  finifli'd  graces  (hine  in  every  page, 

Corrt(flly  bold,  and  foher  in  your  rage  ; 

So  elegant  with  eafe.  fo  juftly  warm, 

B  th  raife  with  rai^ture,  both  with  fancy  chartn. 

Your  muf  •  (no  fybil  with  diftortion  wild) 

Sertne  in  majelty,  in  glory  mild  ; 

Your  manly  thoughts  in  manly  robes  array'd, 

(No  tinfel-glitter,  and  no  paii  ted  Ihadt) 

Comm.and  our  wonder,  while  you  march  along, 

Confumma'f  mafters  of  immortal  fong  ' 

.And  hark !   what  notes  a^e  dealing  on  my  ear. 

Which  dying  laints  might  breathe,  or  angels  hear  J 

As  incenfe  grateful  to  th'  eternal  King, 

And  fuch  as  Addifon  alone  could  Cng  I 

Bli:fli,  vice,  if  vice  can  Mufh,  and  hide  thy  face- 

A  wicked  wit  is  nature's  laft  difgrace  '■ 

Let  VirgU,  Addifon,  your  patterns  (hine, 

Difd;un  p-jlluti'  n,  and  ccnimtgace  divine. 

Hail,  both  '  uneiivied,  and  unequall'd  pair  ! 

Your  happily  divided  honours  fhare 

And  thou,  my  mount,  on  Pmdus'  top  look  dowq, 

Grac'd  with  a  Virgil  and  an  Addifon. 

ANOTHER,  UNDERNEATH. 

The  blif'ful  i"ce:ies  which  Virgil's  pencil  drew, 
Unfolding  all  Elyfium  to  the  view; 
The  rural  fcenes  which  Addifon  difpiay'd 
In  beauteous  Rofamonda'^  mazy  Ihade  ; 
Here,  realiz'd,  in  verdant  charms  appear. 
And  Woodftock  and  Elyfium  flouriih  here- 

ON  A  MOUNT. 

P'^irgH'f  P'^ure,  aio-ve  an  Hini^,  in  Miniature,  in  the- 

middle  of  a  IVoodiine  Bujh, 

Hic  Apis  Mantua 

Mella  legit. 
Tu  autem,  ledlor,  fi  fapis, 

Hujus  mella  legas : 
Mufarum  perpetua  mella, 

Et  Charitum  Halitus, 
Cel.eftis  ingenii  neftar,  beatos  rores  \ 
Illo  nedtare  gratiora,  fuaviora. 
Quo  apes,  Mufarum  volucres, 
■  Jovem  pavtre  olim 
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DI<ft.xo  fub  ar.tro  : 
Et  qualis  fuaimu-.  Jupiter, 

Inter  Gentiles  Deos, 
Talis  eminet  inter  cffiteros  Poetas 

Pubiius  Virgilius  Maro. 


UNDER  HIS  ECLOGUES  AND  GEORGICS, 

Br  THE  CASCADE. 

Here  Maro  refts  beneath  the  fragrant  fhade, 
LuH'd  by  the  murmurs  of  the  foft  cafcade  : 
Ye  fliepherds,  carol  here  your  lays  of  I-ve, 
"While  paftoril  niufic  dies  along  the  grove  : 
Ye  fwains,  inftrncfted  by  his  grateful  theme, 
His  prailes  whiftle  to  the  tinkling  ftream  : 
Ye  bees,  around  your  tuneful  matter  throng, 
And,  humming  in  delight,  his  dreams  prolong. 
But  hence  the  trumpet's  clang,  the  din  of  war  ; 
The  thunder  of  the  battle  hence  be  far  :       ;  yield. 
His  bees,   fwains,  fhcpherds    more  contentment 
Than  heroes  blazing  in  the  tented  field. 
*'  *  Arms  and  the  man  I  fing"  let  others  choofe, 
Give  me  the  produds  of  his  rural  mufe. 

BENEATH  A  VINE,  UNDER  A  PICTURE 
OF  HORACE. 

Bring  hither,  fiiend,  O  hither  bring 

The  lyre,  and  let  us  fit  and  fing  : 

Wake  into  life  the  dying  flate. 

The  ihracian  harp,  or  Lydian  lute : 

Horace  commands ;  O  quickly  bring  the  lyre 

l-'or  Horace,  mailer  of  the  Roman  choir. 

.  f  With  rofebuds  grace  the  poet's  brow. 
With  odours  bid  his  ringlets  flow  ; 
Thcfe  lilies  crop  and  Arew  the  ground; 
And  let  my  temples  too  be  crown'd. 
O  fill  the  bowl  beneath  this  mantling  vine, 
For  Horace,  arbiter  of  verfe  and  wine  I 

With  focial  joys  we  raife  the  hour, 
Eut  banifii  Cupid  from  the  bower  : 
4  Siven  luftrcs  paft,  ah  1   why  fhould  I, 
And  why  fhould  Horace  pine  and  figh  ? 
No  more  he  beckons  Pyrrha  to  the  grot. 
His  Lydia,  my  lanthe,  both  forgot. 

True  ;  Lydia  revcll'J  in  his  veins. 

And  fweel  laiithe  warm'd  my  ftrains ; 

Biit  age  fhould  youthful  follies  ftiun. 

Nor  back  the  flowery  mazes  run. 

Let  wit  to  wifdom,  love  to  friendfliip  rife. 

And  learn,  at  laft,  from  Horace  to  grow  wife. 

OVER  THOIVISON'S  §EASt)NS. 

Lo  !  Thorafon  deigns  to  grace  the  bower  I  made. 
And  dwell  a  tuneful  tenant  of  my  fhade  ! 
Hail  Nature's  pcet  •  whom  fhc  taught  alone 
To  fing  her  works  in  number's  like  her  own, 

*  leaning  the  ^nelj. 

f  Ciiin  flore,  riaccnas,  rofarum 

PreiTa  t'lis  balanus  capillis.  Hor. 

Non  dtfiiu  epulis  rufai 

Ni  U  breve  liliiim.  Hok. 

\  Cujus  o<ftavum  trep^davit  ataj] 

Claudere  luilium.  Hor, 


Sweet  as  the  Ihrufli,  that  warbles  in  the  v^e, 
And  foft  as  Philomela's  tender  tale; 
She  lent  her  pencil  too,  of  wondrou';  power, 
To  catch  the  rainbow,  or  to  form  the  flower 
Of  many  mingling  hues;  and  fniiling  faid, 
(But   firll   with   laurel    crown'd  her   favourite's 
head)  [(bine, 

"  Thcfe  beauteous  children,   though  fo  fair  they 
"   Fade  in  my  Seafons,  kt  them  live  in  thine : 
"  AHd  live  they  (hall,  the  charm  of  every  eye, 
"  Till  nature  fickens,  and  the  Scafons  die." 

IN  THE  MIDST  OF  AN  APPLE-TREE, 
OVER  MR.  PHILIPS'S  CYDER.    '     '' 

If  he,  who  firft  the  apple  fung,  "  the  fruit 
Of  that  forbidden  tree,  whofe  mortal  tafte 
Brought  death  into  the  world,  and  all  our  woe," 
Unlading  hurcis  won  ;  a  branch  awaits,' 
Philips,  thy  youthful  brow  :   who  apples  fung 
Innocuous,  and  with  freedom  bade  us  quaff 
Their  generous  neiftar,  'neath  their  parent  fliade, 
Advent'rou5;  nor  in  lefs  inferior  drains. 
Like  Milton  too,  ^'ou  taught  Britannia's  fong 
To  fhake  the  fhackles  off  of  tinkling  rhyme, 
Emafculate,  unnervous;  female  verfe. 
Since  modefty  (Hill  modefty  attends 
On  worth  like  thine;  forbids  thee  to  accept 
The  parted  wreath,  let  Milton's  be  the  firft, 
Unrivall'd  ;  be  the  fecond  honours  thine. 
And  now  (for  Leo,  from  his  flaming  mane. 
Shakes  fultry  rays  intenfe,  provoking  thirft)    ' 

0  Philips,  while  my  well-glaz'd  tube  exhales 
Nicotian  fragrance,  and  my  rummer  fliines 
With  cyder  fparkling  high,  partake  my  fliade, 
Pleas'd  with  Pomona's  haunts  and  cool  reccfs, 
Her  purple-brcathihg  births  fwcct-fmiling  round, 

OVER  YOUNG'S  NIGHT  THOUGHTS. 

Beneai  H  an  awful  gloom,  a  night  of  fhade, 
By  iilent  darknefs  more  majeftic  made, 

1  phce  thy  volume.  Young  !  with  reverence  place} 
Thy  volume  worthy  of  a  faint's  embrace  ! 
What  gofpel  truths  thy  heavenly  lines  convey. 
And  (leal  us  itum  mortality  away  ! 

Full  on  the  foul  thy  tid-s  of  rapture  flow. 
Kindling  we  hear,  and  while  we  read  we  glow  I 
fxalted  by  thy  theme,  we  mount  on  high. 
We  fpurn  at  cinh.wc  claim  our  native  Iky. 
Now  let  th'  unkiter'd.  f.r  the  letter'dman, 
Deny  the  foul  immortal,  if  he  can ; 
A  foul  immortal  in  thy  works  we  fee  ; 
„  Can  dud  and  aftes  think  and  write  like  thee  ? 
Yee,  fools  !  the  foul  Iball  live,  for  God  is  juft; 
Ye  atheifts,  ye  old  ferpents,  lick  the  dull. 
Through  de^tht  of  ether  now  his  eagle  flies, 
Gains  on  the  fun,  and  traverfesthc  Ikies, 
Where  ilars  on  ftais,  on  planets  planets  nil. 
Imbibes  their  fplendours,  and  commands  the  poko 
Onward  hu  bears  ;  and,  burning,  foars  away 
(Nor  flag  his  pinionsj  to  m^ftirious  day  : 

0  Nev/ton,  i-cr  beyond  'by  hit^he'''  fphere ; 
Purfue  my  foul  no  further. — Heaven  is  here  : 
Opprtfs'd  with  glory,  all  my  feiifes  fade, 

1  faint — O  foWy  lay  me  in  his  Ibade.  'J  j.a.i  -)*!-- 
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